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Prologue  

 

Silently, she waited for the man to pass her, then came out from behind the tree 

and snuck up behind him. She slid her knife between his ribs and up. She caught him as 

he fell, so he wouldnõt make a sound, and pulled him back. Lowering him to the floor, 

she gritted her teeth as she ignored the pain of her own injuries and the blood soaking 

her side. As she stood, a lightheaded feeling swept over her. She took a breath and 

clamped down on the need to pass out.  

A sound made her look to her left. The glint of a gun made her heart stall. 

Quickly, she flipped back just as the bullets let loose. Cursing her one moment of 

weakness, she blocked out the pain and silently ran through the trees, then slid behind 

some brush. Heart racing, she knelt in the foliage and let her mind go blank. They had 

been ambushed, and she had sent her coordinates to the backup teams. But she knew it 

wouldnõt matter. She needed to take care of them herself.  

Dark chocolate eyes narrowed. On silent feet, she stood and moved through the 

foliage, slow and steady, until she was behind the man with the gun. The man didnõt 

move at all to betray his position. He was good, but she was better. 

Dropping to her belly, she crawled towar d him. The man tensed and turned. It 

was too late. She was on him and fought him for his weapon. He was strong and 

punched her in her already throbbing side. Ignoring the pain, she pivoted and lashed 

out with her leg. The man stumbled back. She used it to her advantage, taking her knife 

out of her hip sheath and throwing it. It embedded between his eyes. He fell backward, 

dead. Before he landed on the ground, she had melted into the brush and waited to see 

if there were any more. One by one, she picked them off, battling her weakness and 

pain. She clamped down on the fury bubbling inside of her. After some time, she 

realized there were no more.  

Standing, she staggered back toward the river where they had been ambushed. 

Oblivious to the dark night, she trudg ed on for miles, running, walking, and crawling. 
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Finally, she saw the glint of the river and, slowly dragging herself to her feet, walked 

over to where she had hidden him.  

òCameron, Iõm back. Theyõre dead. We just have to wait for help.ó She knew she 

woul dnõt make it. The loss of blood from her side told her that, by the time help arrived, 

it would be too late.  

But at least he would live. She had made sure to hide him before she led the men 

away. She stilled, realizing it was silent. Too silent. Cautiousl y, she uncovered him. His 

caramel skin was pale and cold. His green-eyed gaze had a film. Hand shaking, she 

reached out to touch him. A sound whispered from her right. Turning, she saw the man 

sneaking up on her. The man took in her condition, the blood an d paleness.  

He smirked and came toward her, brandishing a knife. She saw the glint of the 

topaz in the hilt and knew it was her knife, the one she had left with Cameron to protect 

himself. Closing her eyes briefly, she growled low in her chest, and then her eyes 

flashed open. The man paused, fear leaking over his face. Smiling coldly, she got up 

and advanced on him. The man stumbled back, fearful. She showed no mercy. In quick 

precision, she sliced at him. The man roared and rushed her. She twisted, grabbed him, 

and twisted his body into hers. She raked her knife across his throat. The warm gush of 

blood flew into the air. She grabbed her knife out of his hand and let him drop. A 

continuous growl filtered out of her lips. She padded back to Cameron and drop ped 

beside him.  

With a swift movement, she embedded the knife into the ground beside his 

body. With gentle hands, she uncovered him and pulled his body into her lap. She 

growled as she cradled and rocked him. Throwing her head back, she screamed in pain 

and agony. The jungle went silent except for her screams. After some time, to the 

screams turned to whimpers.  

òI love you. God, Cameron, I love you,ó she mumbled over and over again.    

Weakness made her fall sideways. She glanced at the knife laying next to her 

hand as she curled against him and held him. Darkness claimed her.  
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When consciousness fluttered into her again, she grabbed her knife and spun, 

resting it against the neck of the man whoõd crept up on them. The man watched her 

out of calm aqua eyes. He moved. She pressed down, drawing blood. He stilled.  

òWeõre your rescue,ó a voice purred.  

She could swear his lips hadnõt moved. Blood loss made her unsure what was 

real. The man moved his hand slowly and pulled down on his Velcro on his sleeve , 

showing her the emblem of the rescue forces. Her hand shook, but she held her knife on 

his throat.  

òCaptain, who are you? Who do you serve for, and do you know where you 

are?ó he asked. 

She knew they were standard questions, but resented them. She jerked her knife 

away from his throat and answered.  

òCaptain Dominique Rule. My unit is classified, and weõre in the Congo.ó  

The man nodded and asked, òAre there any more survivors?ó 

Survivors. Iõm dead already. Dominique looked down at Cameron, and the pain of 

his loss almost made her pass out. Steeling herself, she looked back into aqua eyes and 

replied, òAll my men were killed.ó  

The man nodded, his face grim. He motioned to someone over her shoulder. 

Dominique turned and saw two other men come out of the brush behind her.  

Surfer dude and bad ass, she thought. Dominique glanced back at the man in front 

of her, and his aqua gaze was intense. Most dangerous, she added about him. The men 

looked as if they were related.  

òAre you able to walk, Captain Rule?ó the man asked.  

Dominique raised her head and looked him in the eye. òYes.ó  

Gritting her teeth, she stood and wavered. The man stood beside her and waited 

for her to get her bearings. After a few moments, Dominque nodded. She glanced at the 

other two and saw the bad ass had Cameron slung over his shoulder.  

òWho are you?ó she asked.  
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The man next to her replied. òHeller Sidorov.ó He gestured at the surfer dude. 

òKillian Sidorov.ó Then the bad ass. òDane Sidorov.ó  

His introductions confirmed that, as she suspected, they were related. She noted 

he hadnõt given her a rank, and she didnõt ask for one. His not doing so told her all she 

needed to know. He didnõt want her to know what agency he worked for. Dominique 

nodded, and Heller looked at the others. He took the lead. They set off at a brisk pace. 

Dominique knew she wouldnõt last.  

It doesnõt matter. Iõm dead anyway. Cameron is dead and so am I.  

She heard a sound. Instinct took over. In a quick move, she slid from behind 

Heller, turned, and threw her knife into the trees. A cry followed, and a body fell from 

the trees. It happened in seconds. Dominique could feel them looking at her. She looked 

at Heller. The heat in his eyes confused her. She looked away, and the one heõd called 

Killian had a weird grin on his face. The other, the one heõd called Dane, had the same 

burning hunger she saw in Hellerõs gaze. The men exchanged a look she didnõt 

understand.  

ôWhat?ó Dominique demanded.  

The men didnõt reply. Heller started forward again. Killian gestured for her to 

follow. She scowled and went after Heller. As the miles accumulated, Domin ique felt 

each step, but stubbornly refused to say anything. She knew she would die, but would 

be damned if she would let them carry her. They reached a clearing and started across. 

The sound of gunfire barely registered in her brain, and then she felt the bullets rip into 

her body. Sound became suspended as she the force of it threw her backward into the 

air. She waited for the hard crunch of the ground, but it never came.  

Strong arms caught her, and then she felt the air on her face. Dominique tried to 

make sense of what she was seeing.  They were moving too fast for him to be running. 

It couldnõt be. She glanced up into the aqua gaze of Heller Sidorov. He looked at her.  

òYou wonõt die today, Dominique Rule. You saved my life, and Iõll save yours.ó 

Hellerõs tone brooked no argument.  
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Dominique stifled her laugh. Like he had a say on her dying. Her breath rattled 

in her chest. She felt the blood choking her.  

Youõll live. Iõll accept nothing less, Hellerõs voice whispered.  

We will accept nothing less, another voice added.  

Youõre now under our protection, Dominique, a third voice said.  

The sounds of the voices seemed to echo in her mind. She knew it was Dane and 

Killian whoõd added to what Heller said, although she hadnõt heard them speak. 

Dominique shook  her head to clear the buzzing.  

Who do these arrogant bastards think they are? 

Your protectors, the three voices replied.  

Iõm already dead, so it doesnõt matter. Cameron, Iõm coming to join you, my love. Inky 

blackness claimed her. 
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Chapter  One 

 

Three years lateré 

 

With a step outside the door, Dominique Rule raised her head and took in the 

beauty of the sunrise. As usual, all the tension she hadnõt even realized she had leaked 

away. She smiled, pulled the door closed behind her, checked to see it was locked, and 

stepped further outside. Slowly, she walked across her back deck taking in the lush 

greenery before her. The sun glinted off the lake behind her house, making it look even 

more inviting. The few trees at the two edges of the lake rustled lightly in the early 

morning wind.  

Dominique walked down the stairs, off her deck, and onto the ground. She gave 

one more stretch, put the earphone for her I-Pod in her ears, and then set off jogging. 

She had already stretched in the house. She glanced once more at the lake, then focused 

forward on her run. In seconds, she was in the groove of running. A small smile of 

happiness curled her lush lips.  

The beauty and solitude is why I bought the house over two years ago. That, and the 

privacy it affords me. 

She reached the path she usually took, the one that went around the lake she 

shared only with one other house on the other side. That house had been empty for as 

long as sheõd lived here, and Dominique was grateful she didnõt have to be polite to 

neighbors. Reaching the house in question, she slowed and took in the back of the 

massive structure. It was a similar raised ranch style house, like her own, but way 

bigger. The house was done in a pale yellow and burnt orange. There were seven 

bedrooms, each with its own individual bath, and five suites of room which included 

baths and sitting rooms, spread out on the third and fourth floors. The second floor was 

the masterõs floor, with a massive suite and office, gym, study, and library.  Dominique 
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had looked at the house when she was searching for a place to buy, but decided it was 

too big for her. It was a house for a family.  

A shaft of pain filled her. A house like that one would be a painful reminder that 

she wouldnõt have a family. She had chosen the house on the other side of the lake and 

made it her own. She loved her house, which was pale yellow and deep red. The third 

floor had three bedrooms, each with its own individual bath, and one suite of rooms 

which includ ed a bath and a sitting room. The second floor was the masterõs floor, with 

a massive suite which included an office, gym, study, and library. Sheõd had the extra 

space renovated to make an in-house shooting range. Dominique gave one last look to 

the house, then speed up to finish her run. Reaching a set of trees, Dominique put on a 

burst of speed, just like she usually did going around the corner.  

She gasped as she hit something solid. The solid mass grunted, and hard hands 

grabbed her as they fell. Absently, she noted the hands shielded her head from hitting 

the ground. Instinctively, Dominique pushed, and they rolled over. She rested her hand 

on her side, where she had her knife hidden.  Breathing hard, Dominique raised her 

head and shook some hair that had come loose back out of her eyes. She stilled, and her 

eyes widened as they met heavily lashed eyes so dark grey that they were almost black. 

His gaze amused, the man lay still below her as she studied him. His chocolate skin had 

a light sheen of sweat. A broad forehead, high cheekbones, and firm chin were put 

together to form a strong, handsome masculine face.  

Oh God., I want to suck on his full, smiling lips. Theyõre begging for it. 

Dominiqueõs head cleared at the thought. She stiffened and moved to pull away. 

The man tightened his hands around her arm, holding her in place. Warily, she gripped 

her knife handle.  

òHey, are you okay?ó His voice was a deep, rumbly bass that seemed to resonate 

through her body.  

Dominique stilled a shudder and looked at h im. The concern in his gaze made 

her heart beat faster. The man raised an eyebrow, then looked at her face and loose hair. 

A small smile curled his lips, and he met her eyes once again.  
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òCan you speak? Or did my knocking you over harm you in some way?ó  

His hands started to run across her body gently. Dominique stiffened and jerked 

back. Again, he stilled her by gripping her arms. She tested his hold and found he was 

strong. She looked into his eyes, then down at where his hands held her arms, then back 

at face. 

 òLet me go,ó she said firmly. 

The man seemed to get more amused, and before she could even blink, he shifted 

her off him, stood, and pulled her up behind him.  

Heõs moves fast. Dominique watched him narrowly.  

The man cocked his head to the side and watched her. The silence between them 

lengthened, and then the man laughed softly.  

òDo you always give people that cold õdonõt mess with meô look, or am I just 

special?ó he asked.  

Dominique bit back a snort. He was blunt. She liked that.  

òMaybe,ó she replied.  

What are you doing? No, no flirting with the man who knocked you over.  

The man threw back his head and laughed. His eyes sparkling, he glanced at her 

and ran his hands down her arms. Dominique jumped, startled to realize he was still 

touching her . She took a step back. The man stilled her again.  

òYouõre still touching me,ó Dominique growled.  

òI know,ó the man replied in a growl of his own.  

Dominique stared at him, and then pointedly glared at his hand before returning 

her gaze to his. The man didnõt even seem fazed, just continued to hold her arms. She 

could easily break his hold, but for some reason she wasnõt doing that. The man ran his 

hands over her arms, then her sides. His hand stilled when he found the knife, and 

there was a question in his eyes, but he didnõt ask. He just kept touching her.  

òIs there a reason youõre feeling me up?ó Dominique asked drily.  

The man laughed another of those sexy laughs and continued to touch her. He 

knelt and checked her legs; his hands didnõt go any higher than her knees. Dominique 
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sighed. He looked up at her with a wicked look in his eyes and a smile on his lips. The 

man stood quickly. Dominique stepped back, startled at his swiftness once again. She 

was used to people moving fast, but this man unnerved her.  

òYeah, thereõs a reason,ó the man said.  

òHuh?ó 

His lips twitched as he spoke again. òA reason Iõm feeling you up.ó The man 

chuckled. òWell, actually, Iõm checking you for injuries. Iõm a doctor.ó 

òReally? A doctor?ó Dominique was surprised. She never would have pegged 

him for a doctor.  

òYep. Doctor Taggart Blade at you service, Ms.-ò He stopped. 

Dominique continued to study him, debating why Dr. Taggart Blade  had such a 

strange effect on her. He stood silently and waited for her to supply her name. 

òUmmé Dominique Rule,ó she said.  

òNice to meet you, Dominique Rule. Well, nice to run into you, anyway.ó He 

gave her a smile. 

Dominique couldnõt help but laugh. Something about Dr. Taggart Blade was 

endearing.  

òSo, Dr. Blade, do you treat all your patients with such a tender touch?ó  

His eyes widened, and then he laughed again. Dominique knew sheõd surprised 

him. She was blunt herself.  

òCall me Taggart. And yeah, patients are usually very skittish and need a tender 

touch to calm down.ó He chuckled, then continued. òSo, Ms. Rule, what brings you out 

this way?ó 

òItõs Dominique. And I should be asking you that question. After all, youõre the 

one trespassing,ó she countered. 

Taggart had the same amused look on his face. He rocked back on his heels. 

Dominiqueõs eyes dropped, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan as she took in his tight 

tee-shirt stretched over a broad chest, and scandalously short shorts that showed his 
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rock hard thighs. She had been avoiding looking, knowing how delicious it had felt all 

pressed up against her when they were on the ground.  

Have mercy! I want to be his shirt. No, no--the shorts. Hell I want to be all of it.  

Cursing herself, she dragged her eyes away from his body and back to his face. 

The hunger in his gaze made her shudder lightly, and she shifted to cover the 

involuntary movement. She didnõt want him to know the effect he was having on her.  

It wouldnõt matter that she always avoided entanglements. Dr. Taggart Blade was one 

big walking entanglement if she ever saw one. He watched her move, then licked his 

lips. 

òWhat are you doing here on my lake?ó she asked.  

Her voice came out harsh. Taggart raised one eyebrow, and his look clearly said 

he knew she was attracted. She braced herself for his bluntness.  

òYouõre lake? Funny, since I live here, which would make it my lake.ó Taggart 

gestured toward the house behind them. 

  That surprised her. Dominique glanced back at the house, just visible through 

the trees. She saw what she had missed before. The deck had furniture, and the 

wind ows of the house had curtains. She turned back to Taggart.  

òYouõre living here? I live across the lake.ó Dominique waved her hand in the 

direction of her house.  

She didnõt let her disappointment show. With a house that big, he had to be 

married.  

òYouõre my new neighbor? Good. So itõs our lake,ó Taggart said.  

She thought she heard an emphasis on our, but that was foolish. He was married. 

Dominique didnõt want to think on why that bothered her. It was time to go.  

òWell, nice meeting you, neighbor. Iõll make sure to change my running path so I 

donõt disturb you and your wife-ó Dominique cursed herself and changed what she was 

saying. òI mean your family.ó 

She nodded at him, then walked around him to go.  

òDominique!ó he called. 
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She cursed herself again, then turned back to him. Taggart smiled that wicked 

grin again, then spoke. 

òYou donõt have to change your running path. Actually, Iõd like permission to 

run around your side of the lake, too. Would that work?ó 

She nodded, keeping her mouth shut since she seemed to have blurt -out-what -

youõre-thinking disease.  

Taggart cocked his head to the side and studied her. She refused to shift under 

his perusal.  

òAs for my wife, since I donõt have one, you wonõt disturb us.ó He walked over 

to her and ran his finger down  her cheek. òIõll be seeing you soon, Dominique Rule.ó  

It sounded like a promise. He turned and walked away. Thatõs when Dominique 

noticed his hair. It was in a single tight braid which hung down his back, topping just 

below his shoulder blades. She clenched her hands. She was sucker for long hair on a 

man. Taggart glanced back at her over his shoulder and winked, then continued on. 

Realizing she was standing there like an idiot, Dominique turned and walked away.  

Oh no, Blade, we will not be seeing each other soon, Dominique vowed.  

While she walked, she tried to understand what had just happened. Usually, she 

wasnõt attracted to anyone, or if she was, she shrugged it off and went on her way. 

Taggart Blade was dangerous to her control, and she didnõt like it one bit.  

Youõre such a liar. You liked how he made your heart race. You havenõt felt that way in a 

long time, her inner voice mocked.  

Shut the hell up. You donõt know what youõre talking about, she countered.  

Liar, liar, panties all wet, her inner voice sang continuously. 

Growling, Dominique continued on. She stopped, looked up, and cursed. She 

had passed her house. She turned back and went up on her deck and to her back door. 

She paused in her open doorway and glanced back at the house across the lake.  A 

figure stood on the deck looking her way. She knew it was him. He raised his hand and 

waved. She returned the gesture, then continued into her house. Closing the door, she 

leaned against it. 
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òWhat am I going to do?ó  Dominiqueõs voice echoed in the kitchen.  

A soft woof made her look down.  She dropped to her knees and looked into the 

parti -colored--half brown and half blue --eyes of her pure white Siberian Husky. 

òGiada, youõre so right. Avoid him at all costs.ó She rubbed the dogõs lush coat.  

Another soft woof sounded, and then a tongue licked her hand. Dominique 

laughed and shifted to her other, identical Siberian Husky.  

òRacquel. Hey, girl. Giada is giving me some good advice.ó She glanced at her 

watch. òOh, we have to get going so I can go to the office, then I have to go to my 

appointment with ð ò she tried to remember the doctorõs name she was going to see. 

She shrugged and continued. òmy new gynecologist. I canõt even remember the name 

now. Iõll have to look it up later.ó She looked at Giada and Racquel. òThen I have to take 

you to your appointment.ó 

The dogs whined, then took off running into the house. Dominique stood and 

laughed.  

òCome back here, you two. I know you liked Dr. Almud, but heõs retiring. I 

should have gotten a vet here in Trescott Cove for you years ago instead of traveling 

two hours to your vet. Hell, Iõm getting a new doc closer to home too and Iõm dealing 

with it.ó 

She walked deeper into the house, glancing into rooms that held their favorite 

hiding places, looking for them. Reaching the atrium, Dominique got down on her 

knees and looked under the padded couch-like bench. Giada and Racquelõs eyes 

glowed out at her. They woofed softly. Dominique shook her head.  

òYou all are so spoiled. ò She chuckled. òCome out of there, my babies. I 

promise, if you donõt like Dr. Simmons, weõll get you another vet.ó 

They woofed again and came out. They draped over her lap, one on each side, 

giving her pitiful looks. Dominique rolled her eyes.  

òYou are so not fooling me, or getting me to cancel the appointment. Come on. 

We have a lot to do before your appointment.ó Dominique stood and walked back to 

the door.  
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She glanced back at the dogs standing by the chair.  She snapped her fingers and 

they came to stand behind her. Walking back the way she came, she went upstairs to 

get ready. An image of dark grey eyes filled her mind.  

òGo away, Taggart. Iõm not getting involved with you.ó 

She pushed the image away and got ready for the day. 

 

* * * * *  

Taggart Blade watched as Dominique disappeared inside her house. Clenching 

his hand over the rail, he tried to calm his pounding heart.  

Whereõs your usual reserved cool, Tag?  

He didnõt know, but one look into Dominiqueõs chocolate brown eyes and he 

wanted to get to know her a lot better. He had final ly moved into his house last night. 

For years, heõd had his eyes on 1815 Calblis Lane, or the house by the lake as the locals 

of Trescott Cove called it. He could have bought it at anytime, but kept telling himself 

he shouldnõt. Heõd grown up in Trescott Cove and remembered the parties that Ms. 

Liane had thrown here for years. Ms. Liane had owned both houses, using the other one 

for the overflow of any of her visiting families. Ms. Liane had invited the whole town to 

her parties, and it was always fun. When sheõd died ten years ago, her family had put 

the houses on the market. They were reasonably priced, but the main house, which he 

now owned, was so big that most people felt it was for a family. And most of them 

didnõt have  families large enough to fill it.  

Although he had no wife or children yet, he wanted the house. With his siblings 

and other family members, he could fill the house many times over. Thank God he 

didnõt have to. His family all had homes scattered throughout Trescott Cove. Almost 

two and a half years ago, heõd heard that an outsider had bought the smaller house out 

at the lake. He hadnõt met her, at least not until today. Taggart smiled. He was glad heõd 

finally stopped second guessing himself and bought the house. His delectable neighbor 

made it a great investment.  He remembered the sensuous feel of her body against his 
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as they fell. He frowned as he thought of how she had rolled them so she was on top. 

Heõd wondered why, but then it all went away when he got a look at her eyes the color 

of sweet chocolate. Eyes that were wary and interested. He was a man whoõd learned to 

read body reactions. And Dominique was defiantly interested, but leery.  

Her long, curly hair had shaded her eyes until she had shook it back out of her 

face. It had taken everything he had not to reach out and grab her hair and sink his 

hands into it. The scent of strawberries in her hair had almost driven him crazy. The rest 

of her was just as enticing. Her flawless sienna skin flowed over an exquisite, heart-

shaped face with high sculpted cheekbones and full, lush lips, and firm chin.  From how 

she was pressed against him, he could feel all her curves. His hold on her arms let him 

know she was muscled. He had checked her to see if she was okay.  

When she had demanded he let her go in that smoky voice, his cock had come to 

attention. He knew it was time to get up before he embarrassed himself. He had stood 

and helped her up. That was when he realized she was close in height to his own six -

foot-two . The surprise in her gaze was sexy. When he had asked her about the cold look 

she was giving him, she had responded the way he liked it --blunt and without any 

sugarcoating. Usually, it took people a while to get used to his bluntness, and some 

didnõt know how to take it. Yet Dominique hadnõt hesitated at all.  As he was checking 

her again, he wondered at the knife on her waist, but didnõt ask.  Her curiosity and 

questions, and then the smile that reveled she had dimples on each side of her mouthé 

his knees had almost buckled. He wanted her badly.  

It was weird. He usually was the most reserved and contained member of his 

family. They called it affable and quiet. His mother said he was her thinking baby. He 

thought before he did anything. Thatõs why it took him so long to buy the house heõd 

always wanted. The rest of the family was more outgoing. Yet, with Dominique, he 

found he couldnõt help but want to make her smile or laugh. Which she had done. His 

cock got harder just thinking of it. She had studied his b ody, and the hunger in her gaze 

made him want to kiss her. He had resisted, although it had taken all his control. It 

wasnõt his style to move that fast with anyone.  
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Taggart chuckled as he remembered her comment about a wife. Dominique had 

blanked her face and acted like she wasnõt attracted.  She might put on a front like she 

didnõt want him, but her body betrayed her. The racing pulse in her neck, her breathing, 

the shudder that racked her bodyéit all pointed to her wanting him just as much as he 

wanted her.  

What are you going to do about it? 

Taggart didnõt know, but first he had to think on why he had such a primal 

reaction to Dominique.   Until he sorted it out in his mind, he would keep away from 

Dominique Rule. He cast one last look at the house across the lake, then went inside to 

get ready for work.  

 

Later that day, thoughts of sexy chocolate eyes filled his mind. Sighing, Taggart 

threw his pen on his desk and spun his chair around to face the window that looked out 

on Caspain Avenue. The street outside was busy with people passing by his one way 

glass. He could see them, but they couldnõt see him. Taggart liked that watch scene 

outside his office for even a few moments in his usually hectic day. A knock sounded 

on the partially closed door.  

òDoc, your next patient is here. Room Seven,ó called Kelin Matters, his nurse.  

Turning back to his desk, he stood and went to the door. He opened it and 

looked at Kelinõs smiling face. 

òDaydreaming again, you slacker,ó   Kelin teased.  

òYou know it. No work to do.ó Taggart opened his empty hands and pouted.  

Kelin laughed and rolled her eyes.  òI know better. You would sleep here in your 

office if we didnõt kick you out at the end of the day.ó 

òWhat would I ever do without you?ó Taggart chuckled, and they walked down 

the hall together. 

òYouõd be so disorganized, patients would run amok,ó Kelin answered 

promptly.  

They stopped in front of Room Seven.  



Break Every Rule 

20 

òVery true. Iõd be lost without you and Silvia keeping me straight.ó  

Kelin chuckled and handed him the file. òWeõll need to do a blood workup Iõll go 

get the things to take the blood panels.ó 

Taggart nodded as she left. He pushed open the door as he opened the file.  

òGood afternoon, Ms. - ò Taggart sputtered to a stop as he read the name.  

He looked up into Dominiqu e Ruleõs startled chocolate brown eyes that had been 

in his thoughts all day. Taggart studied her. This morning, she had been in a cute little 

jogging suit, but now she was all business woman. Her dark gold jacket over a pale 

yellow shirt set off her sienn a skin beautifully. The skirt was the same color as the 

jacket, and she was sitting so it showed off her sexy knees. Strappy sandals that 

matched her jacket and skirt covered delicate feet. The pale polish on her toes made him 

want to nibble on them. He ra ised his eyes to her face again. Her hair was pinned back, 

letting him see all those lovely angles of her face.  

òHello, Dominique,ó he said.  

She shivered, then stood, raising her chin. He bit the inside of his lips as her skirt 

fell just above her knees, leaving much of her toned legs bare for his eyes. She looked 

even better standing up. He wanted to bite right at the rounded point of her chin, then 

lick it.  

òNice to see you again,ó he said. òWeõre meeting sooner than I expected. Itõs a 

pleasure, a real pleasure, to see you again so soon. ó  

It looked like avoiding her hadnõt been in fateõs plan, and Taggart wasnõt one to 

question fate.  
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Chapter Two  

 

Taggart saw the surprise in her eyes then they narrowed.  

òYou said youõre a doctor,ó she accused.  

òI am a doctor. I just didnõt say what type of doctor.ó Taggart stifled a smile 

knowing she probably wouldnõt appreciate it. 

òYouõre a vet. An animal doctor not a people doctor.ó Two barks interrupted her. 

She looked behind her and said, òYeah, I know you think youõre human.ó She looked 

back at him rolling her eyes.  

Taggart chuckled. He looked at his patients. The two pure white Siberian 

Huskies looked at him out of leery parti -colored - half brown and half blue ð eyes. 

He put down their file on the desk an d dropped his tone to the soft voice he used 

with animals as he approached them. òOh, you all are so beautiful. No need to be 

skittish. Iõm Doc Tag.ó Reaching the table he held out his hand and waited for them to 

smell him.  

The two Huskies looked at each other then Dominique.  

òHeõs okay girls,ó she said grudgingly. òAlthough heõs not Dr. Simmons as we 

were expecting.ó She paused. òUnless he also lied about his name.ó 

òLauryn - Dr. Simmons was called out of town unexpectedly Iõm taking over her 

patients until she gets back. So I never lied about anything.ó He glanced at her a smile 

on his face.  

Dominique made a rude noise. He didnõt say anything else turning back to the 

Huskies. They still looked at him cautiously. He didnõt move just waited patiently for 

them to decide what they wanted to do. The one on the right cocked her head and 

studied him. She nodded and put her head down on the table. Taggart thought she 

looked like a queen granting him leave to kiss her hand. He stepped closer to her and 

petted her head. He quickly checked her over as he stroked her. The Huskyõs coat was 

soft and silky. The dog whined softly and leaned deeper into his hand.  
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Wish your owner was would ask me to touch her too. And kiss her. He looked at 

Dominique out of the corner of his eyes. 

She was studying him closely as he touched her dog. A bark captured his 

attention. He glanced at the other dog on the left who had come closer. The dog put up 

her paw. He chuckled and took her paw and shook it. The dog sat back and studied 

him. Taggart stroked her nose. The Husky barked then licked his hand. He ran his 

hands over her body checking her out also.  

òWhatõs your names?ó 

òThe shameless one laying down to your right is Giada. The more cautious but 

licker is Racquel,ó Dominique answered.  

òTheyõre beautiful. Do they ever run with you?ó he asked as he gently had 

Racquel lay down and checked her feet. He also checked Giadaõs. 

òYeah, usually. They were feeling lazy this mor-òDominique trailed off. 

He glanced at her from under his eyelids. There was a frown on her face and she 

was biting her lip. He removed his hand from Giada and clenched his fist to resist the 

temptation of licking where she bit it.   

òGood, maybe I, Mario and Flay can join you ladies.ó 

òWhoõs Mario and Flay?ó Dominique looked confused  

òMy dogs, theyõre Huskies like these two. Except they are males with a black and 

white coat and ice blue eyes.ò He chuckled and feeling more under control he 

continued his exam. 

The dogs let him look them over without any squirming. They were very well 

behaved. Kelin came into the room with the shots. He stepped back and read through 

the last notes in their file from their previous vet. He glanced at Kelin she handed him 

the shots. Taggart checked them over and made a few notes in the file. He handed one 

shot back to Kelin then turned and went back to the table. Dominique had moved to 

stand closer to the dogs. She eyed the needles. 

òThe notes from Dr. Almud said they are due their shots,ó he said. 



Aliyah Burke, McKenna Jeffries and Taige Crenshaw 

23 

Domi nique nodded still looking at the needles. Taggart bit his lip not to laugh. 

She was hovering like a mother hen. It was cute but he wouldnõt tell her that. From the 

brief meeting he knew she wouldnõt appreciate it and take offense.  

òIõll give Giada herõs first.ó He moved to Giada.  

Dominique went quickly to Giadaõs side. Taggart kept his face bland. Quickly he 

found a spot and administered the shot. Dominique murmured to Giada and stroked 

her fur. Taggart turned, took a step and handed the empty syringe to  Kelin then took 

the other. Kelin winked and smiled. He turned to Racquel and Dominique was next to 

her stroking her fur watching him. He repeated the process with Racquel. Dominique 

murmured and stroked. Finished he turned and gave the other syringe to Ke lin. Kelin 

bustled out. Taggart went back to the desk and made some more notes then looked at 

Dominique.  

òThey are very well behaved and in good health. Since you were here to see Dr. 

Simmons whenever you come in again you can set up appointments to see her.ó 

The dogs barked. Dominique shook her head then looked at her dogs her look 

unsure. She took a breath then sighed.  

òYouõre so spoiled.ó She said to the bogs before glancing at him. òSince weõve 

already seen you, weõll like you to be our doctor.ó  

The dogs barked again and gave him canine grins. Dominique gritted her teeth 

and glared at the dogs. 

òSpoiled rotten,ó she muttered.  

The dogs came closer to her on the table and butted her in the side and shoulder. 

Dominique made a humph sound.  

òWell,ó she said combatively. 

Taggart didnõt know if he wanted to kiss her or sigh.  

Sighing since he wasnõt sure if he could stop kissing her once he started.  

He rolled his eyes. òWhenever you need to see me make an appointment.ó 

The dogs looked smug while Domi nique looked pained. Closing the file Taggart 

picked up the file and tapped it on his hand.  
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òSo, when can we schedule a run for all of us?ó he asked.    

 Dominique stiffened. Turning she picked up her bag and the leashes. Without 

her saying a word the dogs jumped off the table. They flanked her one on each side. 

Quickly she bent and snapped the leashes on the dogs. Dominique stood and walked 

towards the door.  She stopped, opened it and went outside the door. Taggart followed 

her. Dominique sauntered down the hall her high heeled sandals clicking in the hall.  

òDominique,ó he called.  

Dominique looked at him over her shoulder. Her dark chocolate brown eyes 

steady.  

òI prefer to run alone,ó she stated firmly.  

Dominique turned and continued down the hall. Ta ggart leaned against the open 

doorway.  

òPreferences are made to be changed Dominique,ó he replied.  

Dominique stiffened and stopped. She threw him another look over her 

shoulder. Taggartõs cock hardened at the challenge in her eyes.  

òI only change my mind when it is convenient. My convenience. See ya Doc 

Tag.ó Dominique strode down the hall then turned the corner disappearing out of sight. 

Taggart laughed. Dominique Rule was a spitfire and he liked that. He walked 

down the hall and around the corner to his  office to get ready for his next appointment. 

He stopped in front of his door as Kelin came down the hall towards him.  

òYour next two appointments rescheduled,ó Kelin said.  

Mentally he flipped through his appointments. òThey were the only two left this 

morning. ò  

òYep. Youõre clear until 2 oõclock,ó Kelin stated. 

He nodded, walked into his office and behind his desk. Taking a seat he thought 

of the paperwork he had to do. He shook his head. He wasnõt in the mood for 

paperwork.  

òSo what do you want for lunch?ó Kelin asked. 
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Taggart jumped not realizing she was still there. He thought of what he wanted. 

Making a quick decision he stood, shrugged out of his coat and picked up his briefcase. 

òIõm going out to run some errands and will grab lunch,ó he replied as he 

walked towards the door.  

The surprise was clear on Kelinõs face. He usually ordered lunch in and didnõt 

leave the office until he was all done for the day. Taggart smiled at her and chucked her 

playfully under the chin.  

òHey, I can be spontaneous,ó he teased. 

òYeah, right and a glacier moves like a locomotive.ó Kelin laughed. 

òIt does, I didnõt know that.ó Taggart wiggled his eyebrows.  

Kelin laughed. He chuckled continuing out the door then down the hall a little. 

Taggart stopped at the door that led to the back lot of the practice and glanced at Kelin.  

òIf you need me call me on the cell.ó 

òI know, now go on and have fun.ó Kelin made a shooing movement of her 

hands.  

òNo wild parties.ó He shook his finger at her.  

Kelin reached around him and o pened the door. She pushed at his shoulder.  

òGo on.ó 

òIõm going,ó Taggart said.  

He stepped outside and the bright sun blinded him momentarily. Swearing 

softly he reached into the pocket of his case and took out his shades putting them on. 

He glanced back at Kelin and waved. She waved and started to close the door.  

òWhoo hooo, party.ó Kelin laughed as closed the door.  

Taggart chuckled and walked over to his dark blue SUV. Going around to the 

driverõs side he stopped then swore. Stepping forward he glanced at the deep gorges in 

the side of the car, the broken driverõs side window and busted side mirror. He looked 

around the open parking area then onto Spencer Avenue. People were walking up and 

down the sidewalk while cars were driving along the busy street . Taggart looked back 

at his busted car. Between the times he came in a few hours ago and now someone had 
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messed with his car. He should call the cops. Taggart glanced up at the beautiful day 

and didnõt want to waste the time it would take. He wasnõt stupid to get into the car 

without checking it over first though. Putting down his bag he circled the car and 

checked it over.  He got down on the floor and looked under the undercarriage. Taggart 

stood and dusted off his hands. 

Sure that it was safe he pressed his button to open the doors. Getting in Taggart 

was glad his first stop was someplace he could get his car fixed and wasnõt too far 

away. He glanced the side window and side mirror. Starting the SUV he backed out of 

his space and went to the exit. Pausing he checked traffic then merged with the cars on 

Spencer Avenue. In seconds he made the right onto Caspain Avenue and drove for ten 

minutes. Pulling into the parking bay he glanced at Gold SUV that was pulling out. He 

blinked and looked again. The person had already pulled out into traffic and was too 

far away for him to see.  

You need to get Dominique off your mind. Youõre seeing her all over now. 

A knock on the side of the car made him jump. He pressed the button and rolled 

down the passenger side window .  

òWhat the hell did you do to your car?ó Hancock Blade, his brother demanded.  

Taggart got out of the car and waited for him to come join him. Hancock came 

around the car and stood beside him, his hands on his hips. Hancock frowned and 

studied the car then looked at him. 

òWho the hell did you piss off? Where did it happen? Did you call the cops? Iõm 

surprised Ulrich would let you come here without him,ó Hancock demanded.   

òIf I can get a word in. I didnõt piss anyone off. I was at the office. Probably some 

teens being stupid.  And I didnõt call Ulrich.ó Taggart refused to feel guilty.  

Hancock gave him a look then unhooked his phone from his belt and walked to 

the front of the car. Taggart followed him.   

òBu-òTaggart stopped what he was about to say when Hancock put up his finger 

in warning and gave him the patented big brother look.  

Taggart leaned against the hood. 
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òRich we need you here at my garage.ó Hancock gave him another look. òMy 

brotherõs car was messed at his office.ó Hancock chuckled. òNo, not Rigger. Itõs Tag.ó 

Hancock looked at him again. òYeah I expected better of him also.  Okay see you in a 

few.ó 

Hancock closed his phone and put it away. He crossed his arms over his broad 

chest and stared at Taggart. Taggart refused to let him make him feel guilty.  

òThat doesnõt work anymore.ó 

òBaby brother - ,ó Hancock started. 

Taggart cut him off. òYouõre only three years older than me. Youõre the sib right 

before me. Hell you arenõt even the oldest and Iõm not even the youngest.ó 

òDonõt matter youõre still younger than me. So youõre the baby brother.  Just like 

Iõm the baby brother to Alton and the others,ó Hancock replied.  

Taggart sighed and looked at his brother with similar features to his and height. 

It was more habit to protest being called baby brother than anything. It was the same 

argument they had whenever any of his sibs who were older called him baby brother. 

He didnõt even know why he wasted his breath. He glanced at Hancock; he had a 

devilish look in his dark grey eyes. Taggart smiled knowin g what was coming and it 

was the reason he protested. He straightened away from the car and took off in a sprint 

toward the garage. Hancock whooped and chased him. Taggart dodged. Hancock 

swore as he knocked into a rolling tool box. Laughing Taggart looked  behind him. It 

was a mistake. Hancock tackled him. Grunting Taggart hit the floor with Hancock on 

top of him. Hancock grinned evilly then shifted grabbing his head. Hancock gave him a 

noggie.  

òSay youõre the baby brother,ó Hancock taunted.  

òNo, get off me you big lug.ó Taggart rocked up trying to break his hold.  

They rolled around the floor knocking over various tool bins and other things. 

Hancock was laughing like a lunatic. Taggart grunted. They rolled outside the open bay 

garage door. Hancock held him down laughing.  

òSay it.ó  
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òNo.ó 

òDo I need to call your mother?ó A languid voice asked.  

òNo.ó They said simultaneously.  

They looked up at Ulrich Willis. Ulrich pushed back his shades to the top of his 

head and looked at them shaking his head.  

òGive me one reason I shouldnõt call her about this ð òHe motioned to them and 

continued, òor that.ó Ulrich waved at the car. 

He and Hancock disentangled and stood quickly. He and Hancock exchanged a 

look with perfect understanding then back at Ulrich.  

òNo caramel bread pudding for you,ó They said together their tone smug.  

Ulrich winced and growled. òDonõt get between a man and his pudding.ó 

They crossed their arms over their chest and returned his look. Taggart knew if 

they told their sister Rissa not to give Ulrich any of the bread pudding he loved she 

wouldnõt. Well for a price of course but she would abide by their request. Ulrich glared 

at them and grunted.  

òYou should have some respect for the law.ó 

òPlease, you usually jump in when weõre playing around. You have a mean 

elbow jab.ó Taggart snorted. 

òShhé donõt say that to loud. I swear your mom is clairvoyant or physic or 

something. She knows everything.ó Ulrich laughed the sobered. òSo are you going to 

tell me what happened, Tag?ó He motioned to the car.  

The sound of a ringing cell phone interrupted them. They each pulled out their 

cells. Taggart showed them it was his. He checked the number and winced. It rang 

again. He answered it.  

òHello, Mom,ó Taggart answered.  

Hancock and Ulrich eyes widen ed then they laughed. Ulrich mouthed, 

òPsychic.ó They walked away to his car.  
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Taggart listened then spoke.  òNothing, Iõm at Hancockõs garage.ó He paused. 

òIõm feeling okay.  I didnõt leave work because I was sick.ó His mom interrupted again. 

òIõm fine. I love you too. Bye.ó He hung up. 

òTag get your butt over here and explain,ó Ulrich called. 

Taggart sighed and went over to them. To think his day had started so well with 

a look at an ebony goddess.  

Maybe fate will let you see her again. Taggart snorted.  

He wasnõt that lucky but one could hope. 

* * * * *  

Dominique tapped her nails one by one slowly against the table as she stared 

across at the laughing woman. Hunter Willis looked at her then continued to laugh. 

Tears fell from Hunterõs pale grey eyes wetting her thick killer lashes that surrounded 

her eyes. Hunter shook her head making her ponytail that fell behind her back swing 

over her shoulder. In a graceful movement she pushed the ponytail back behind her 

back. Hunterõs rich caf®-au-lait skin was flus hed with her mirth.  

Hunter seemed to calm then looked at Dominique. Hunterõs full lips twitched 

then she started to laugh again. When she had finally got Hunter out of the office to 

come with her to her favorite restaurant for lunch she hadnõt expected to provide her 

entertainment too.  Dominique had waited until after they had ate, paid the bill and 

were enjoying their teas before she had told Hunter about her day. She was glad she 

had, if Hunter had laughed like that as she was eating she would have choked.  

Dominique humped and looked around the Rissablu dining area. The restaurant they 

were having lunch at was very popular in Trescott. The service provided gave you an 

intimate feel but the restaurant was actually medium sized and hectic. The tables were 

spaced far enough away from each other to give you privacy. The food was excellent 

and the décor homey yet sophisticated. 

Dominique studied the low hung stained glass lamp -like looking lights and 

again wondered as she usually did each time she came here where they had gotten such 
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a unique and beautiful lighting. It was the first thing that caught your attention. The 

various colors on the lamp shades were in a unique design which the table below the 

light matched from the tablecloths, plates and other decorative items.  Each table had a 

different one of a kind design on the shade and the décor of the table flowed to match 

with it.  

She looked back at the other patrons and realized they were looking their way 

and some had smiles on their faces. Hunter had an infectious laugh. Dominique looked 

back at Hunter and studied her. A stray curl had escaped Hunterõs ponytail and rested 

against her smooth forehead. Her high sculptured cheekbones made her look 

aristocratic. Dimples surrounded her full laughing lips. Even if Hunterõs laugh wasnõt 

infectious, her beauty would draw attention.  

Although if she mentioned it to Hunter, Hunter would cla im it was Dominique 

who turned heads. Even their other friend, Sienna Zain tried to downplay her own 

beauty and claimed it was all Dominique. They both acted like they were the ugly step 

sisters but Dominique knew it was a lie. They all had their own form of beauty. Put 

them in the same room together and they were all bombarded with offers from men and 

women. They turned down all the offers. They all had their reasons and due to their 

close relationship they each knew why but didnõt discuss it. This close relationship is 

why Dominique had chosen to discuss what had happened to her all day with Hunter. 

After Hunterõs reaction she was rethinking telling Sienna who didnõt live in Trescott but 

was supposed to be moving there soon. Watching her laugh at her, Dominique debated 

if she should kick Hunterõs chair from under her. 

Nah, although it would be fun, I donõt want to hurt her leg.   

òAre you done yet?ó Dominique asked instead.  

Hunter bit her lip and held up a finger for her to wait. Hunter looked away and 

composed herself. She looked back at Dominique and her lips twitched.  

òIf you laugh again I will kick you out of your chair,ó Dominique warned. 

òYou can try but are you ready for the consequences?ó Hunter gave her a look. 
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Dominique blew out a breath and lean ed back in her chair and glared at Hunter. 

She didnõt ask what Hunter meant; she already knew that Hunter had no compunction 

of retaliating at the most inopportune times.  

òFine, are you finished laughing at me?ó Dominique asked sarcastically.  

òWith you, not at you,ó Hunter corrected.  

Dominique didnõt believe her for a second. Hunter shrugged and spoke again.  

òNow, Niq, youõre usually level headed but come on. This hot guy who made 

you remember what need is like ðò 

òI didnõt say all that.ó Dominique interrupted.  

Hunter continued as if she hadnõt spoken. òSeems to be stalking you. First you 

bumped into him on your run, on his property I might add. And by the way I know 

more happened that you are telling me. ó She paused and looked at Dominique. 

Dominique r efused to squirm or say anything else.  

òHumph, be that way. Next, heõs your new vet for the princesses. So he was at 

his job. You think you saw him at the garage you went to make an appointment to get 

your car checked. At the hairdresser when you went to get that special shampoo and 

conditioner you use. You might have seen him. Then again at the jewelers, Moore 

Gallery, and again at the bakery - Synclairõs Sensations.ó Hunter ticked off a finger as 

she listed each point.  òNow mind you. You might have seen him at all those place but 

you canõt be sure.ó Hunter put her hand down and looked at Dominique.  

Dominique glared. òYou donõt have to say it like that. I know you donõt believe 

me and it probably wasnõt him but damn each place I went today I could swear I saw 

him.ó 

òOf course I believe you, Niq,ó Hunter said. 

Dominique mouth dropped open then snapped shut. òYou believe me.ó Her eyes 

narrowed. òIf you believe me then why are you laughing at me?ó She reached over and 

smacked Hunterõs arm. 

Hunter rubbed her arm and made an exaggerated groan. òDonõt hurt me, Iõm 

sensitive.ó  
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Dominique snorted at that whooper. Hunter was anything but.  

Hunter shrugged. òIt was the way you said it like you were confessing 

something illicit. And your expression was sort of befudd led and longing like.ó Hunter 

studied her then said softly, òI havenõt seen that look on you since Cam-ò Hunter 

stopped regret on her face for what she had almost said. 

Dominique bit back a wash of pain. She couldnõt think of him. She looked at 

Hunter and saw the understanding in her gaze. Without Hunter, Sienna and her 

extended family she would not have gotten through that time. Hunter reached across 

the table her hand resting over hers. Hunter squeezed her. Dominique turned her hand 

and returned the gesture. Hunter leaned back and cleared her throat. 

òI know youõre afraid of the feelings you have all of a sudden.ó  

Dominique opened her mouth to interrupt. Hunter waved a hand stilling her 

words and continued to speak.  

òDonõt try to make excuses. I know Niq and itõs time for you to start living again. 

Stop punishing yourself for living.ó 

Dominique crossed her arms over her chest and said nothing. Hunter sighed 

then spoke again.ò We all have demons to face Niq. Some scars are external.ó Hunter 

waved her hand to the side of her face where her hairline hid the scar on the side of her 

scalp. Then Hunter motioned to her body which her clothing hid her other scars then 

put her hand on the table. òWhile others are mental. They have the same power and 

need to be dealt with.ó  

òHave you dealt with yours?ó Dominique snapped out. She regretted it the 

minute she said it. Hunter face shuttered and went cold.  

 

 òFuck you, Niq,ó Hunter said expressionlessly. 

òFuck you too, Nutter,ó Dominique returned in the same tone. 

òDonõt call me that.ó Hunterõs eyes narrowed. 

òWhy not Nutter like butter.ó Dominique made a rude kissing noise.  

òYou know I hate you,ó Hunter growled.  
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òPlease, you love the very ground I walk on.ó Dominique shrugged gracefully.  

òGod, youõre arrogant.ó Hunter shook her head. 

òTakeõs one to know one. Ms. Arrogant,ó Dominique countered.  

Hunter suddenly grinned. òI know. Arenõt we the bestest?ó  

òThat is so not a word.ó 

òSo what I like it.ó Hunter pouted.  

òSee why I call you Nutter.ó 

Hunter rolled her eyes. òWhatever. What was his name again?ó 

Dominique knew her too well to fall for that innocent look or casually asked 

question.    

 òI didnõt say. Why?ó  

òDamn youõre too sharp for me.ó 

òUh, huh, I am now spit it out.ó Dominique made a give me motion with her 

hand. 

òI want to run him. He had you rattled and I want to know who this man is.ó 

Hunter smiled a baring of teeth.  

Dominique groaned she should have seen this coming. Hunter had the same 

tools at her disposal as she had. Hunter along with Sienna and herself were owners of 

Cerberus Associates. Although Sienna didnõt live in Trescott she ran her part of the 

business which was computer technology and security from her home in Chicago. Once 

Sienna stopped making excuses and moved to Trescott they would finally al l be in the 

same place. 

Yeah but then it would be two against one. 

Dominque sighed knowing that Sienna and Hunter were relentless when they 

were in protective mode. Hell she was the same when it came to those she cared about. 

She glanced at Hunterõs patient look. Although Dominique ran the investigations part 

of Cerberus Associates, Hunter was almost as good as her in ferreting out information.   

So why havenõt you run a check on him? At the thought Dominique thought on why 

she hadnõt. 
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It had felt like an i nvasion of privacy. Taggart had her off kilter but she couldnõt 

bring herself to initiate the check on him. If she wasnõt going to do it she wouldnõt let 

Hunter either.  

òNo, Iõm not telling you.ó She shook her head.  

Hunter shrugged. Dominique narrowed he r eyes. Hunter didnõt give up that 

easily.  

òAnd no looking up his name off of property records. Donõt make me block your 

access to the system,ó Dominique warned.  

òLike I canõt hack my way back in. Fine, Iõll leave it alone for now.ó Hunter 

glared.   

òThanks for butting out of my life,ó Dominique replied sarcastically.  

òYou butt in all the time in my life ôbout time I can return the favor,ó Hunter 

quipped.  

Dominique laughed knowing she was right.  

Hunter chuckle then said, òSo you ready to go?ó 

Dominiq ue nodded and picked up her bag. She stood and looked at Hunter who 

hadnõt moved.  

òCome and help me up.ó Hunter grinned sheepishly.  

Dominique frowned. When she had seen Hunter at the office earlier before going 

to her appointments that day Hunter was lim ping slightly no more than usual. And 

when she arrived Hunter was already sitting waiting for her. Dominique went around 

the table and held out her arm for Hunter to use to get up. Hunter gripped her arm and 

stood. Hunter gritted her teeth and sweat popped  out on her forehead.  

òWhat the hell did you do? You were fine earlier.ó Dominique frowned. 

òI had a training session earlier.ó Hunter grinned at her fiercely.  

òDid you hurt them badly?ó Dominique asked rolling her eyes.  

òNot much just their pride.ó Hunter chuckled nastily.  

Hunter leaned heavily against her as they started walking to the door. 

Dominique knew what that meant. Hunter was one of the best combat trainers in the 
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world. She was a sharpshooter, tracker, knew a variety of hand to hand fighting s tyles 

and was a master at strategic planning. Many private and military agencies sent their 

people for her to train. Hunter took the jobs she wanted and turned those down she 

didnõt.   

Usually there was always one or more in her classes that thought because she 

was a beautiful, delicate looking woman with a limp she couldnõt teach them anything. 

Hunter had trained Dominique and she knew firsthand what Hunter was capable of. 

Besides that Dominique had seen Hunter in action and had almost felt sorry for those 

who didnõt know what they were up against.  Once she had seen Hunter lay out a 

group of men who assumed because she looked so feminine she was easy pickings. 

They had been in the hospital for a while.     

òYouõve taught the doubting Thomas or Thomisian a lesson before without being 

like this so what happened. Hell where is your cane?ó Dominique demanded.  

òIt wasnõt that. I stepped into a hole in the sidewalk with my weak leg. After the 

workout it got today I couldnõt catch myself and fell wrenching it. I was closer to my car 

to come to lunch with you and didnõt want to go back for the cane.ó Hunter grinned 

sheepishly again. 

òNext time go back for the cane,ó Dominique said.  

òYes, Mother.ó Hunter made kissing noises. 

òYouõre lucky Iõm not your Momma or Iõd beat you.ó 

òWait until Iõm better then you can try.ó Hunter grinned.  

òI wonõt be that stupid to wait until youõre better,ó Dominique countered. 

Reaching the door she opened it and absently glanced back. She stiffened and blinked.  

òWhat are you looking at?ó Hunter said. 

Dominique looked back at her and saw Hunter glancing around cautiously her 

hand under her dark grey jacket. She knew Hunterõs hand was on her gun.   

òItõs him. The man Iõve been seeing all day. Heõs at the fourth table against the 

windows,ó Dominique hissed.  

Hunter lowered her hand from under her jacket and looked around.  
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òWell if thatõs him. Iõd be befuddled myself.ó A wicked smile curved Hunterõs 

lips. 

Dominiqueõs hand clenched into a fist at Hunterõs tone, she refused to call the 

shaft of emotion going through her jealously. Slowly she took a breath and unclenched 

her hand. She glanced back at the table and frowned then looked at Hunter.  

òWho? Heõs not there anymore or maybe I imagined him again.ó Dominique 

shook her head. 

Taggart was taking up to much of her thoughts today.   

òHeõs not that tall sexalicious man over there. ò Hunter motioned then 

continued. òIf not Iõm glad. I wonder who he is. Why does he look so familiar?ó Hunter 

frowned.  

Dominique looked back at the table and the dark sienna skinned broad 

shouldered man. She couldnõt make out his face but his hair flowed around his 

shoulders. It reminded her of Taggart. She shook off the images of Taggart and looked 

back at Hunter. She shook her head at the look on Hunterõs face.   

òStop ogling the man and letõs go.ó 

òPlease, heõs ogle worthy material. Wish I could see his face clearer but damn 

that hair will give me fantasies for months. Can you imagine what he can do with that 

hair?ó Hunter shivered. 

òYouõre such a pervert.ò Dominique laughed.  

Hunter looked at her and grinned devilishly. òCome on tell me you didnõt 

entertain fantasies of your nameless manõs hair.ó 

Dominique whistled and looked away from her. Hunter smacked her arm and 

laughed. 

òSee, see.ó Hunter looked back at the man again then back to her. òBesides itõs 

not like I will go over there and ask him out. ò  

Hunter tone was matter of fact. Dominique didnõt even ask her why. Hunter was 

even more leery of getting involved that s he was. 

Is that what youõre planning to do with Taggart? Dominique ignored her inner voice.  
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òCome on letõs get out of here,ó Dominique said.  

Hunter nodded and held tighter to her arm and they went out the door.  

 

Taggart approached the table and glanced around at the busy dining area. 

Glancing at the door he blinked and took a step towards the door.  

òTag, where you going?ó A voice called.  

He glanced back at the table where Darryl Blade, his brother, was waiting and 

then back toward the door. The woman h e could swear was Dominique was gone. 

Shrugging he went back to the family table. He took a seat next to Darryl.  

òWhatõs with the frown?ó Darryl asked.  

òUmé nothing,ó Taggart replied.  

No way was he going to admit he kept thinking he saw a woman he had o nly 

met this morning. It was disconcerting that each place he went he saw someone who 

looked like her.  

òSo, is Rissa able to get away to join us?ó Darryl asked.  

Taggart shook off thoughts of Dominique and glanced at Darryl.  

òShe said and I quote ôhow can I get away when my lazy chef decided to have 

lunch in the dining room with youõ. ò 

òLazy my ass, I deserve a lunch out here for a change. Soak up the ambience. 

Damn, slave driver. I usually take it in my office and everybody comes and bothers me. 

Oh yeah I am taking a long lunch today.ó Darryl snapped open his menu and studied it.  

Taggart knew it was all for show. Darryl knew everything on the menu. He had 

created it personally for Rissablu. He and their sister Rissa were joint owners of the 

restaurant. Rissa ran the business end and Darryl handled the food. They liked to bicker 

and tease each other about taking a break and switching jobs. The family knew it 

wouldnõt happen. Darryl and Rissa were good at what they each did. Taggart closed his 

menu knowing what he wanted. He waited to see how long it would take someone in 

the kitchens to come fetch Darryl. Darryl raised his hand and in moments a waiter took 

their order. They chatted about the restaurant, his practice and other things. When their 



Break Every Rule 

38 

food arrived  they dug in to eat. Darryl had barely touched his food when one of the 

waiters approached and cleared his throat. Taggart stifled a laugh as Darryl swore then 

looked at his beef tenderloins over garlic mash potatoes. Darryl glanced at Taggart's 

chef salad then glared. 

òYou think youõre funny,ó Darryl said. 

òGimmie,ó Taggart said pushing his salad to the side.  

òI should take it with me to the kitchen.ó Darryl threatened.  

òPlease, itõd be a while before you even get to eat it anyway. How many times 

have we done this?ó Taggart grinned.  

òIt that why you came to lunch today to get my food.ó Darryl demanded as he 

pushed his plate over in front of Taggart.  

òNope, itõs a side benefit,ó Taggart said picking up his fork and knife cutting a 

piece of meat and popping it into his mouth.  

Darryl humphed and stood. òNext time order what you want and save me the 

trouble of doing it for you.ó 

òWhy, you always pick the best meals you never get to eat and I get to enjoy 

them.ó Taggart took another bite and hummed.  

òNext time Iõll order liver.ó Darryl cuffed him upside the head.    

òDonõt matter I like the way you all prepare it.ó Taggart shrugged.  

Darryl sighed. òNo winning with you.ó 

òNope, now back to work.ó Taggart waved him away.  

òIõm going. Next time weõll eat at your house so I wonõt get called away,ó Darryl 

said.  

Taggart nodded and watched as he strode away disappearing into the kitchens.  

Returning to his meal, Taggart ate and watched the other diners. When he was done he 

stood and didnõt try to pay. Rissa and Darryl would pitch a fit if anyone in the family 

tried to pay for a meal there. He made his way to the front and waved at the hostess as 

he left. He glanced at his watch noting the time. He had just enough time left to make 

his last stop before going back to work. Quickly he strode to where he had parked the 
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loaner SUV that Hancock had given him to use until his car was fixed. In moments he 

was on back on Spencer Avenue and made a right onto Caspain Avenue. Taggart 

grinned as he passed the other stops he had made earlier. It was convenient that he and 

those of his siblings who had businesses in this area were all less than a half an hour 

from each other.  

Pulling into the parking area,  Taggart shut off the car, and got out. Briefly he 

glanced at the various businesses in the area. All the businesses were multi level shops 

and other businesses with various floors.  He strode toward the building that said 

Unveiled.  Taggart opened the door and stepped inside. In a glance he took in the area 

closest to him and didnõt see who he was looking for. Absently he noted the shop had a 

good many people. A woman smiled at him then looked at the teddy she was holding. 

Taggart looked away and avoided l ooking at any of the other women in the store as he 

strode forward.  The first floor of Unveiled was for the women. It had lingere ranging 

from simple to sexy. Normal to extremely naughty. Taggart silently cursed himself for 

not avoiding this floor and tak ing the elevator outside that took you to one of the other 

floors.  The second floor was the menõs section, the third the custom designers floor and 

offices. He should have gone to the office and just called down to get her to come to 

him.  

It was too late now. Strolling down towards the back where the sales associates 

were he hoped he found her there. Absently he looked around and stopped.  

òNo way,ó Taggart said.  

He grinned and walked over to stand behind her.  

òFancy meeting you here,ó Taggart said.  

Dominique whirled, her hand under her jacket. When she saw him she lowered 

her hand and stiffened.  

òChrist, you are stalking me,ó she growled. 

He didnõt have a clue what she meant but he wasnõt about to miss this 

opportunity. She had been on his mind all day .  

òIts fate we keep meeting like this,ó Taggart said. 
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òIõd like to meet this fate,ó Dominique countered.  

òWhy?ó 

òSo I can punch her in the eye and tell her to leave me the hell alone,ó Dominique 

grunted.  

Taggart blinked then laughed. Dominique lips twit ched. She glanced at him.  

òBlade." She nodded and turned walking way.  

òHey, you donõt have to leave on my account,ó Taggart called. 

òDonõt flatter yourself.ó Dominique stopped and looked over her shoulder.  

His hands clenched. It was the same look she had given him in his office. It made 

him want to kiss her. She quirked an eyebrow and turned her head and continued on 

her way. Taggart watched her walk. She had an innate grace yet her walk made him 

think of power and sensuality.  

òTag, stop watching Niqõs ass.ó A hand slapped his arm.  

Glancing away from Dominique he looked at his sister Layla Blade. òWho?ó 

Layla gave him a weird look then looked at Dominique. òThe woman you were 

ogling.ó She gestured to where Dominique had gone. 

Layla studied him then grinned. She didnõt say anything else just walked away. 

Taggart knew that look but couldnõt resist looking to see if he saw Dominique again. 

She was gone. He followed Layla and found her standing by the associate desk. She 

snapped her cell phone closed.  

òWho did you call?ó Taggart demanded. 

òI didnõt call anyone. Whatõs the matter with you?ó Layla glared.  

Taggart ran his hand through his hair. òNothing. Promise me you wonõt call 

anyone about this.ó 

òAbout what?ó Layla asked looking innocent.  

Taggart knew better. Her catching him looking at Dominique was cause enough 

to tell all their siblings and worse their parents. None of them had ever seen him 

checking any woman out. Yeah he might have been attracted but he was usually more 

controlled.  
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Except where Dominique is concerned.  

He ignored the thought. Taggart knew if Layla told any of the rest of the family 

what she had seen they would all want to know what was going on and he had no 

answers.   

òYou know good and well what.ó 

òYour ogling a woman in public or looking as if you want to kiss her senseless?ó  

Laylaõs dark grey eyes twinkled. 

Taggart groaned. He hadnõt realized his thoughts had been so clear on his face.  

òWhichever one. Promise me.ó 

òI wonõt say anything now,ó Layla agreed.  

òOkay.ó 

òWhat are you doing here anyway? The sibs said youõre been making rounds. 

You sick? You usually donõt leave your office until the end of the work day?ó Layla 

asked. 

Taggart sighed. He had heard the same thing all day. They knew him so well. It 

was a shame he was so predictable.    

òJust checking out the sibs is all,ó Taggart said the same thing he had to each of 

them. 

òWe just saw each other at Sunday dinner.ó Layla pointed out.  

He resisted rolling his eyes. They had all said the same thing. It was a tradition 

that they all got together for Sunday dinner. Only those married or seriously involved 

brought their significant other. You didnõt bring a random boyfriend or girlfriends 

unless you were serious.    

òYeah, I know but I still am making my rounds.ó He checked his watch and saw 

the time. òI have to get back to work anyway.ó 

òMe too, see you l-.ó Layla stopped and kissed his cheek. 

Before he could ask her what she was about to say she was gone to help a 

customer. Shrugging he left and returned to work. As he went through the rest of his 

day thoughts of Dominique filled him. Making him restless. Getting home later he was 
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still on edge. Walking up his front walk he glanced at the still bright day and figured he 

still had time to a run before the sun went down. He went inside quickly and put on his 

running clothes. Going out onto the deck he glanced at Dominiqueõs house across the 

lake. It was dark. Quickly he stretched then started off for his run. Rounding the corner 

by the tree he hit into a soft body. Reaching out he grabbed her and was able to keep 

them on their feet.  

He glanced at Dominique.  

òYou know stalking is against the law.ó 

òWhat?ó he asked.  

òSee at first I thought I was imagining it but as I thought about it. I did see you at 

the Hancockõs Garage, Eden Garden, Klarion Jewelers, Moore Gallery, and again at 

Synclairõs Sensations.ó Dominique ticked off a finger as she listed each place. 

Taggart eyes widened. òThat was you I kept almost seeing. I was vi-ó 

Dominique put up her hand. òI donõt want to know. I just want to finish my run 

and we can keep almost seeing each other and out of each others way.ó 

Dominique turned back the way she had come.  

òWhy are you so afraid of this, Dominique?ó 

She stiffened, stopped and looked over her shoulder at him. Dominique turned 

to face him and put her hand on her hips. 

òWhat did you say?ó she asked softly. 

Taggart didnõt know why but suddenly he felt threatened. He didnõt care. He 

wasnõt about to back down.  

òYouõre attracted to me, Dominique. Why are you afraid of it?ó 

Dominique studied him. She looked at him from head to foot then walked 

towards him in a lazy stroll. Taggart mind screamed at him to run but his pride made 

him stand his ground. Dominique stopped a hairsbreadth from him.  

òIõm not afraid of you, Taggart Blade but you should be of me,ó Dominique 

purred.  
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Her hands flashed up and cupped his head sinking into his hair and she pulled 

him to her.  She kissed him. Taggart braced himself but it was for naught. The first 

brush of Dominiqueõs lips made his knees weak. She swept her tongue along his lips 

seeking entrance. He opened letting her in. She didnõt enter tentatively. Her tongue 

flowed into his mouth and conquered him. Her taste was addictive and utterly sensual. 

His knees buckled. Taggart stumbled back against the tree to keep standing. 

 Dominique didnõt let up her kiss following him. Pressing her lush body against 

his. She growled softly and nipped on his tongue. He gasped and shuddered. All his 

instincts screamed for him to take over the kiss but he didnõt. Something made him 

wait. He wanted her with an ache that was unbearable but he wanted her to trust him 

and take a chance. Slowly he dueled his tongue with hers.  

She murmured softly and the kiss gentled. Dominique suckled on his tongue 

pul ling it into her mouth. Gently he licked the roof of her mouth. She purred and 

returned the caress. Taggart shuddered and felt her quiver. She nipped at his tongue 

again and then slowly released his lips. She stepped back disentangling her hands from 

his hair. Dominiqueõs look was hungry. She licked her lips.  

She turned and walked away saying. òBe ready at seven-thirty.ó  

Taggart cleared his throat before he could get the word out. òWhat?ó 

She looked at him over her shoulder. òFor our date.ó 

He tried to fo llow the conversation but his body was still buzzing from the kiss. 

òYouõre asking me out.ó 

òActually, Iõm telling you. Be ready at seven-thirty. Iõll pick you up then.ó She 

arched an eyebrow daring him to disagree.  

His lips twitched.ó Since I donõt have a choice. Iõll be ready. Do you want to tell 

me what to wear too?ó  

Dominique studied him then replied. òWear something sexy and leave your hair 

down.ó She winked, turned her head back forward and walked around the other side of 

the tree going back towards her house.  
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Taggart stayed resting against the tree. He needed a few moments to get his 

strength back. He watched in the direction Dominique had gone. He would be ready for 

their date. And at the end of the night he would be the one to initiate a kiss. Do minique 

better be ready. Straightening, Taggart whistled as he turned and towards his house.  
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Chapter Three 

 

Stepping inside Taggart was bombarded with loud barks and the sound of 

running feet. He kneeled and opened his arms. The Huskies hit him and he fell back on 

his butt. Laughing he rolled on the floor with them. After a while he pushed them away 

and they sat looking at him. Ice blue eyes stared at him.  

òMario and Flay, you reprobates where were you hiding when I came in earlier.ó 

He studied them. They gave him a sheepish doggie grin. Taggart shook his head 

as he stood. 

òSleeping or watching Iron Chef in the family room.ó Taggart wandered through 

the kitchen, down the hall and past the atrium.  

Reaching the family room Taggart leaned against the side of the doorway and 

saw the TV was playing Iron Chef. He glanced down and Mario and Flay who barked 

and then went back to sit in front of the TV. Taggart followed them and picked up the 

remote from th e floor next to them.  

òWhat did I tell you about turning on the TV?ó He wagged a finger at them.  

Flay gestured his head to Mario. Taggart turned his attention to Mario. Mario 

barked and nudged Flay. Flay laid his head on his paws and gave Mario sad puppy  

eyes. Taggart laughed at their shenanigans. They barked at him then moved further 

away from each other. He knew they were making space for him so they could watch 

the show together.   

òNot tonight boys. Iõve got a date.ó Taggart grinned. 

The dogs looked at him. If he didnõt know better he would swear the look was of 

shock. They walked over to him and leaned against his legs. He petted them.  

òYeah itõs been awhile.ó He stopped and said softly, òAnd she may be special.ó  

The dogs barked.  

òI know you have to check her out but youõll like her. She has two beautiful 

Huskies who are white with parti -colored - half brown and half blue ð eyes.ó 
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They barked and waged their tails.  

òYouõll get to meet them donõt worry. Now let me get ready for my date,ó 

Taggart said and walked towards the door.  

The dogs barked again capturing his attention. They were standing under plate 

in the family room that housed the communication/security system for the house. He 

walked over to it. A couple of his sibs had gotten together and given him the custom 

designed security and communication system by Cerberus Associates as a 

housewarming gift.  When they had told him about the system he had been excited. He 

loved gadgets. The system was high tech and secure.  There were various access panels 

for the system set throughout various rooms in the house as well as one hidden in the 

back and front of house. The front and side of the house had sensors. He had decided to 

not do the back since you couldnõt get there without going across the front or around 

the side with the sensors. 

The main access panel was by the door but all the rest in the house and outside 

had almost all the same functions. Taggart looked at it and saw the light for the answer 

machine was on.  Pressing the button he entered his code then listened to the message. 

Hancockõs voice filled the room.  

òYou owe me big, little bro. I convinced the others not to descend on your 

house.ó 

Taggart frowned not sure what he was talking about. Hancockõs voice cleared up 

his confusion.  

òI thought you had better control than that. Youõre usually the cool one when it 

comes to woman. You knew Layla would tell everyone you showed such interest in a 

woman. ò 

Taggart winced and swore softly.  

Hancockõs chuckle came through the answering machine. òWho is this woman 

anyway? Expect to be interrogated about it when you come get your car later this week. 

And be prepared to explain at Sunday dinner. Maybe you should bring Dominique 

Rule with you.ó 
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òNot on your life,ó Taggart said.  

Hancockõs message continued. òOnly if youõre serious about her of course. You 

can thank me for making the others not come to your house to start questioning you. At 

least you have until Sunday. Night, Tag. Sweet Dominique dreams.ó Hancock laughed 

as he hung up. 

òChrist, Layla who did you tell?ó Taggart wondered.  

The messages continued. Taggart leaned against the wall and shook his head in 

stupefaction. Layla had called all the sibs and cousins.  

òAt least Mom and Dad doesnõt know. Yet.ó 

The machine beeped again and a voice spoke.  

òThinker baby, whatõs this about a woman.ó 

He groaned at the sound of his Momõs - Reba Blade ð voice. Even her calling him 

by his nickname didnõt make him want to smile as it usually did.  

òSon, you should know not to let these women see you going ga ga over a 

woman. Hey, no need to hit me itõs true,ó His dad, Gideon Blade said.   

Taggart could imagine them each on a phone talking to him. His mom probably 

hit his dad for what he said. A sound came through the phone.  

òUmmmé thatõll make up for it.ó Gideon laughed. òNow woman wait until we 

get off this machine before tempting me.ó 

Taggart put his hand over his eyes and groaned. His parents were not making 

out on the phone again while leaving him a message.  He had told them about not 

doing that anymore. Heck all his siblings had told them about it. His parents couldnõt 

keep their hands off each other.  

òItõs not like Thinker and the others havenõt seen us kiss,ó his mom said.  

òYou got that right,ò Taggart agreed.  

òTrue but we need to find out about this woman. So focus,ó his dad said.  

òFine, but if you want me to focus then get you hand off my ass,ó his mom 

countered. 

òNever, my love. Youõre butt is too cute,ó his dad said.  
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His mom squeaked then laughed. òSqueeze it again.ó  

Taggart groaned, turned his head and pounded it against the wall.  

òTag, weõll expect to hear more ôbout this young lady on Sunday. Hell, bring her 

along.ó His fatherõs voice was hoarse.  

òYeah, so we can meet her. Ummmé bye Thinker.ó His momõs voice was 

breathless. òYouõre so bad Gid. Ummmé donõt stop-ò 

Taggart heard fumbling as they hung up the phones.  The machine made a noise 

depicting there were no more messages. He was thankful for that. He walked over to 

the phone by the couch. He dialed and listened as the phone rang.  

òHello, Tag, took you long enough,ó Layla said.  

òThanks a lot for not keeping your word, Layla.ó 

òWhat are you talking about?ó 

òYou promised not to tell anyone.ó  

òAnd I didnõt.ó 

òLiar, I have calls from the sibs and cousins. Hell I even have one from Mom and 

Dad which by the way they were making out on again.ó 

òPlease they do that to all of us. So live with it. What can we say our parents love 

each other. And I didnõt call anyone. By the time you asked I had already texted all of 

them. So I kept my word when you asked.ó 

Taggart remembered what she had said.  

I wonõt say anything now. 

He blinked shocked. òYou texted everyone that fast. Youõre good.ó 

òYouõre not the only one who is good with gadgets,ó Layla crowed.  

òYou know Iõm going to get you back for this. I hope it was worth it.ó Taggart 

looked down at Flay and Mario who had leaned again st him almost toppling him over.  

òYeah it was so worth it. So bro, what ya up to tonight?ó Layla asked. 

òI have a date,ó he said absently. 

Taggart swore realizing what he had said.  
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òLanguage Tag, language. So you have a date huh. Do I know who with?ó Layla 

laughed.   

òIõm hanging up now,ó Taggart said. 

òIõm texting now,ó Layla said.  

òLay-ò  

She hung up on him. A buzz sounded. Taggart unclipped his cell phone from his 

hip, flipped it open and read the message. 

Tag has a date with D. Be on the look out.  

He sighed and shook his head. He knew his family would be looking for him at 

one of their businesses for dinner or something. Thankfully Dominique was the one 

who had asked him out and would be planning where they went. He glanced at the 

clock over the mantle and noted the time. He had a little under an hour to get ready for 

their date. Walking out of the room he grinned thinking about her telling him they were 

going on a date. He took the stairs two at a time to get ready. Reaching his bedroom he 

went to h is closet and opened the door. Taggart stood back and studied his clothes.  

òWhat the heck am I going to wear?ó  

A bark sounded behind him. He looked back at Flay and Mario.  

òYou all are no help.ó Taggart said. 

The dogs lay down on either side of him and watched him. Taggart turned back 

to his closet and debated what to wear. 

 

Dominique rubbed her hand down the side of her peach floral spaghetti strap 

dress. She shifted on her peach heels and debated if she should have worn a different 

outfit. The dress was just below her knees and hugged her curves.  

Admit it you want his eyes to get hungry when he sees you. 

Dominique smiled devilishly. She wanted Taggart to drool and forget his name 

when he saw her. The same way he made her feel. Now that she had decided to go on a 

date with him she was going to enjoy it. Dominique glanced back at the two lane road 

that snaked up between the lush trees to Taggartõs house. She could barely make out 
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the lights to the other house some distance away that was also surrounded by trees. 

Only the two road and trees separated the two houses. If you went to the left you would 

be going to the house across the way instead of Taggartõs. It was the same set up as her 

house except her house was the one on the left. She and her closest neighbor knew each 

other well although he had recently moved in and wasnõt home that often.  

 Dominique studied the other house that shared Taggartõs small forest and tried 

to remember the name of the neighbor. She didnõt know the person who owned the 

house that well. She kept to herself. Shrugging she glanced at the ornate high-back 

bench that was in the garden. She recognized it as one of the custom pieces they used to 

hide the outer controls for a Cerberus Associates security system. She hadnõt known 

Taggart was a client. She turned back to the door, pressed the bell and waited.  

The door opened and Dominiqueõs breath stalled in her lungs. Taggartõs hair was 

loose around his shoulders. Her eyes lowered and she licked her lips as she took in his 

pale grey loose button down shirt, matching slacks and dark black loafers. She raised 

her eyes and stilled a shiver. Taggart eyes were lowered taking in her outfit. He raised 

his eyes back to her, hunger blazed in his eyes.   

Success. Dominique stifled a small smile.  

 òYou ready to go?ó she asked.  

Taggart cleared his throat. òYeah.ó 

Twin barks sounded. Taggart looked behind him then back at her.  

òBut I want you to meet these two first.ó Taggart gestured. 

òOh, theyõre beautiful.ó Dominique kneeled and put out her hand. 

The two Siberian Huskies studied her out of ice blue eyes. They came forward 

and pressed against her. She sank her fingers into their plush black and white coats. 

They made sounds of pleasure. Dominique laughed and petted them once more and 

stood. She looked at Taggart and he had a look she couldnõt describe on his face. 

òWhat?ó She asked. 

òThey usually donõt take to people that easy. Even my nurse at my practice canõt 

get near them without them growling at her.ó 
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òReally, Iõm good with animals.ó Dominique shrugged trying to hide she was 

pleased. 

What does it matter if his dogs like you? 

She didnõt try to answer the question.  

òOkay guys, enjoy Iron Chef,ó Taggart said stepping outside. 

òIron Chef?ó Dominique queried as they walked down the stairs and walkway.  

òItõs one of our favorite shows.ó Taggart grinned sheepishly.  

òYou named them after the Iron Chefõs.ó Dominique chuckled then admitted. 

òItõs one of mine and girls too.ó 

òYeah theyõre names after them. Really, you like the show too. òTaggart laughed 

then looked at her. òYou cook?ó 

òA little,ó Dominique answered.  

She couldnõt tell him she had studied in France on one of her assignments. It was 

still classified. They reached her SUV.   

òDonõt forget to arm your system.ó she said.  

Taggart looked at her then took his keys out of his pocket. He pressed a button 

and a set of tones sounded. Dominique watched as a white light flashed on the bench.  

She walked around to the driverõs side and reached for the door. Taggart hand covered 

hers. 

òYou plan on driving?ó she asked looking at him.  

òOh, no. You asked me out so youõre driving.ó Taggart shook his head and 

winked.  

Dominique chuckled and released the handle. Taggart opened the door for her 

and she got in. He closed the door, jogged around to the passenger side, got in and 

buckled in.  Dominique buckled in started the car and backed out of the parking space. 

She turned and went around the circular drive back to the road leading to the main 

street.  

òHow did you know about the system?ó Taggart asked.  

òMy company made it.ó  
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òYou work at Cerberus Associates?ó Taggart sounded surprised.  

òOwn it.ó She flashed him a smile. òActually, Iõm part owner.ó 

òI dealt with a woman named Sienna Zain who said she was part owner of 

Cerberus Associates. She mentioned she handled the comp security division. We talked 

by phone and email but I never met her. A tech by the name of Stein installed the 

system. Which part do you own?ó Taggart asked.  

Dominique chuckled at the  way he said it.  

òThere are three main divisions of Cerberus Associates. I handle the 

Investigations part of things.ó  

òLike private investigation.ó 

òWeõll that is the simplest explanation. Canõt tell you anymore.ó She added 

stopping his question then continued. òMy other partner Hunter Willis handles the 

bodyguards and other types of security.ó 

òHunter is part owner of Cerberus Associates. I didnõt realize that. Havenõt seen 

Hunter in a while.ó 

òHow do you know Hunter?ó Dominique frowned.  

òWeõre friends with Ulrich and the Willis clan. Our parents have dinner together 

at least once a week.  And our two families get together at least once a month. Well, the 

more social of us that is. Usually Dakota and Hunter from the Willisõ avoid it. And my 

brother Jareau and sister Kaley always find some excuse. Our parents let them since 

they at least come to Sunday dinner.ó 

She nodded as she heard Hunterõs older brother name and his explanation. At 

least now she could tell Hunter his name and tell her to butt out. Hunt er already knew 

him and his family.  

òSienna does handle the comp security division. She didnõt install the system 

because she doesnõt live in Trescott, at least not yet, anyway. Usually she only designs 

systems on a special case basis. And for her to send Stein one of her best techs to install 

it is rare. Heõs booked solid.ó Dominique glanced at him.  

òWe know McGee.ó Taggart smiled.  
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òWell that explains it. The pain in the butt is one of the reasons Sienna hasnõt 

moved to Trescott yet.ó Dominique rolled her eyes. 

òWeõll Hancock my brother would say it more colorfully but thatõs a good 

description of McGee.ó Taggart chuckled then frowned. òUntil Sienna called Iõve never 

heard of her from McGee. Itõs got us curious who she is to McGee. Why is McGee 

stopping Sienna from moving here? ò 

 òYeah, I have many descriptions of McGee. Him and Siennaõs relationship is 

their business and youõll have to ask them. As to how he is stopping her from moving. 

She doesnõt want to leave him alone. She afraid heõll become a hermit.ó Dominique 

shrugged.  

òMcGee is already a hermit but Hancock usually goes to see him when he has 

been in his lab too long. He drags McGee out somewhere so at least heõll remember how 

to socialize with people,ó Taggart said.  

Dominique frowne d as she heard the name Hancock again.  Realization dawned.  

òHancock as in Hancockõs Garage. Hancock is your brother.ó  

òYep, thatõs what I was trying to tell you. I was visiting my sibs. They own all the 

places you mentioned that I was stalking you at.ó Taggart voice sounded like he was 

trying not to laugh.  

Dominique eyes narrowed as she turned onto Spenser Avenue. òYour sibs.ó She 

thought about it. òThat would mean Layla, Hancock, Shana, Nicolas, Moore and 

Synclair are your family.ó 

òYep they are owners of Unveiled, Hancockõs Garage, Eden Garden, Klarion 

Jewelers, Moore Gallery, and Synclairõs Sensations.ó Taggart voice was strangled.  

She looked at him and saw his face was flushed and he was biting his lips. 

Dominique sighed. Taggart looked at her laugh ter in his grey eyes. 

òGo ahead.ó Dominique motioned with her hand then returned her attention to 

the road. 

Taggart started to laugh. Dominique turned into the parking area, spotted a 

space pulled in, shut off the car and turned to look at him. Taggart head rested back 
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against the seat as he laughed. Tears rolled down his face. Dominique lips twitched 

then she laughed with him. After a few moments they calmed.  

òOkay, so you werenõt stalking me,ó Dominique acceded.  

òNo, visiting family,ó Taggart supplied. 

Curious Dominique had to ask. òSo how much family do you have in Trescott?ó 

òToo many to count.ó 

òReally. As much as the Willisõ. That I find hard to believe. I swear until I met the 

Willisõ I never knew there was so many of them. Hunter always seems to be introducing 

me to another cousin of something.ó She raised an eyebrow.   

òYeah, almost as many. And most of us live here in Trescott Cove or in the 

neighboring town Savoy Valley.ó Taggart laughed. òYou already know a few of my fam 

from their businesses and Iõm sure now that youõve actually realized it youõll meet even 

more of us.ó 

An uneasy feeling filled Dominiqueõs stomach. She wasnõt sure how she felt 

about him talking like it was a given she would be meeting more of his family. It 

seemed as if he was thinking long term.  She stifled the fear that tried to choke her. 

Dominique didnõt want to think about anything more than now.  

òI bet youõre going to tell me one of your families owns this too.ó Dominique 

gestured to the front of the restaurant.  

Taggart looked out the front window and chuckled. òNo.ó 

òGood, letõs go.ó She reached for the door handle. 

His hand on her arm stopped her. She looked at him and Taggart gave her a look 

and squeezed her hand. Following his silent signal she let go the handle and waited. He 

got out of the car, came around to her side and opened her door.  He put out his hand.  

Dominique put her hand in his and swung her legs outside the door. Taggart helped 

her out, stepped back and closed the door behind her. He held her hand as they walked 

across the lot. 

òYou know since I asked you out I should be opening your door.ó Dominique 

pointed out.  
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òNo,ó Taggart said firmly and looked at her.  

Dominique raised an eyebrow and didnõt let her face revel how him being a 

gentleman affected her. They were almost to the door of the restaurant when he 

stopped. She stopped with him and looked up at him curiously.  

òHow often do you come here?ó he asked gesturing to the restaurant.  

òA couple times a week. Itõs my favorite place. Why?ó Dominique asked.  

Taggart eyes twinkled. òHave you meet Rissa and Darryl?ó 

òIõve meet Rissa the owner and heard of Darryl the head chef but never met 

him.ó  

òActually Rissa and Darryl own Rissablu jointly.ó 

Dominique looked back to the entrance of Rissablu then back at Taggartõs 

twinkling eyes. She thought of what she asked in the car then grinned. She has only 

asked if one of his family owned it not two.  

òThey own it jointly. They're your brother and sister arenõt they.ó 

òYes.ó  

òOh, God weõll be on our first date with them watching us all night.ó Groaning 

Dominique turned into his body and put her face against his chest.  òLetõs go 

somewhere else.ó  

She stiffened as she realized she was in his arms. She went to pull back but 

Taggart stopped her holding her shoulders gently. Dominique looked up at him. The 

hunger in his gaze made her throat dry.  

òThe first of many more dates,ó he said huskily. 

She opened her mouth to speak. He put a finger on her lips. 

òShhé donõt deny it. There will be many more,ó Taggart said softly.  

Dominique gulped and said nothing already knowing she wanted to see him 

again. He put his hand back on her shoulder and looked at her. Dominique stepped 

closer to his heated body.  

òI want to kiss you Dominique but not here. When I kiss you Iõll need privacy to 

kiss you the way I want to.ó His eyes traced her lips. His look was almost a caress then 
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he meets her eyes again. òLetõs go have dinner. Rissa and Darryl donõt work the night 

shift tonight so no one will be there to look at us.ó 

Dominique studied his lips and wanted to taste them again. She dragged her 

eyes away from them and stepped back. Taggart released her and smiled. Dominique 

studied him then held out her hand. Taggart smile widened then he took her hand in 

his. He raised her hand to his mouth and kissed her knuckles. Dominique shivered and 

looking in his eyes she brought his hand to her lips and did the same. His soft groan 

reached her ears. With a smile she lowered their joined hands and tugged him. They 

continued to the doors of Rissablu.  

Four hours later Dominique walked Taggart to his door. They had a wonderful 

dinner. The service was spectacular although they were under scrutiny. Taggart's sister 

and brother may not have been working but the rest of the staff knew Tag gart as well as 

herself from her dining there so often. They were curious and watched them. 

Dominique was sure Taggartõs family would know all about their dinner. She glanced 

at Taggart who was holding her hand as they walked to the front door. They had ta lked 

about so much. He was funny, smart, and not to mention sexy. The little brushes of his 

fingers on her hand drove her crazy all night. She had done the same to him and was 

pleased at his low groans. Their attraction for each other was almost tangible. They had 

argued over who would pay for the check. When she pointed out this was her date 

since she asked him out he had given in grudgingly.  

Dominique knew she was in over her head but could do nothing to stop the way 

she felt.  Climbing the stairs she waited as he unlocked the door. Taggart turned to her 

and smiled looking at her. The silence lengthening.  Dominique raised her hand to his 

face and brushed her fingers against his hair. The soft strands tickled her hands. 

Stepping closer she sank her hand in his hair then raised the other and did the same. 

She leaned in to kiss him. Taggart hands cupped her face stopping her.  

òUh uh. My turn,ó he murmured as he lowered his head. 

òOh yes,ó Dominique moaned. 
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She expected hunger but was unraveled by the tender sweep of his tongue 

against her lips. Dominique moaned and Taggartõs tongue swept inside and stoked 

along the sides of her tongue. She stepped in closer to his body. Taggart shifted and his 

hands on her cheeks stroked along the side of her face. Dominique snuggled into his tall 

frame. He groaned into her mouth and suckled on her tongue. The taste of him was a 

mix of chocolate they had for desert and him. Male and sex. Her eyes slammed closed.  

Taggart continued his soft sultry kiss. It made her heart race and her pussy ache 

for him. A whimper leaked from her lips surprising her. Taggart sighed and his hands 

tightened on her face. The kiss changed becoming hungry and carnal. Dominique knees 

weakened. Taggart shifted and she felt the hard bite of the doorway against her back. 

Taggart crowded against her. Dominique purred at the feel of his hard length against 

her. His tongue speared inside of hers. In a slow glide he licked along the roof of her 

mouth and outside her lips. His tongue circled her lips wetting th em. Dominique 

moaned and followed his tongue with her own. Taggart chuckled darkly and captured 

her tongue pulling it into his mouth. Dominique eagerly followed and suckled his 

tongue hard. She tightened her hands in his hair tugging. Taggart growled and p ressed 

against her. Dominique shifted her body against his and felt his hard erection pressing 

against her.  

I want him now. 

Taggart gentled his kiss and slowly released her lips. Blearily Dominique opened 

her eyes. He licked his lips and cleared his throat.  

òTomorrow is my turn to take you out. Be ready at seven oõclock.ò Taggart voice 

was deeper than usual.  

òUh huh.ó Dominique replied.  

Taggart nodded then kissed her gently. He pulled back but stopped. Dominique 

realized she still held his hair. Slowly she ran her thumb along his hair line. His soft 

growl thrilled her. She let go of her hold on his hair running her fingers down his cheek, 

around his lips and then down his jaw. Taggart quivered. She continued down the side 
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of his neck and rested her hands on his shoulders. Taggart hands were loosely around 

her waist. He lowered his forehead to hers.  

òAre you going to let this play out or run away Dominique?ó 

Dominique eyes narrowed then she growled. Grabbing him, she kissed him 

thoroughly. Taggart knees buckled. She turned him and pushed him against the 

doorway. She held him there and kissed him. His groan filled her mouth. Dominique 

pulled away stepping back and walked down the stairs. Reaching the bottom of the 

stairs, she looked back at Taggart still leaning against the doorway looking at her.  

òI usually take my run at six-thirty am. If I donõt see you then Iõll see you at 

seven tomorrow night.ó She turned and went back to her car.  

Getting in she looked at Taggart and saw him standing in the doorway lo oking 

at her. She waved and backed out. Driving down the road she turned away from the 

way leading to the main street and went towards the road for her house. Pulling in 

seconds later she locked off the car and got out. Quickly she walked up her walkway, 

the stairs and unlocked the door going inside. Leaning against the door Dominique slid 

down the door and sat on the floor. Pulling up her legs she rested her cheek against her 

knees.  

òWhat am I going to doing?ó Her voice echoed in the house.  

The click clack of feet came to her. A warm body pressed against each side of her. 

She looked down at Racquel and Giada. She put her hand on their heads and laid her 

head back against the door.  

òIõm afraid to do this again. Leave myself open,ó she said. 

The dogs whined and pressed against her. 

òYeah I know itõs already happening and I donõt want to stop it. Not yet.ó She 

stood and walked down the hall pass a few rooms through the darkened kitchen and 

looked out the window at the house across the lake.  òNot yet.ó 

She stood in the window for a bit then looked down at the dogs who stood next 

to her. òTime for bed.ó 
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Dominique turned and went back toward the open kitchen doorway. She 

stopped and glanced back.  òIõm going to give this a try, Taggart. I just donõt know for 

how long or if I can let myself go.ó Heading out the kitchen door she locked up the 

house and went upstairs to her bedroom.  

 

Taggart watched as Dominiqueõs car disappeared down the road. Her taillights 

had long disappeared before he went inside and closed the door. Absently he glanced 

towards the family room and could hear the TV playing. He walked towards the stairs 

and took them to his room. Quickly he got ready for bed. A half an hour later he slid 

between his sheets and turned to look out the floor to ceiling window with a door in the 

center that was right wall of his bedroom. The balcony and furnishings had an eerily 

glow from the night sky. The moon glinted off the trees surrounding the lake below that 

he could not see from where is laid in bed.  

He thought of the date with Dominique and smiled. She had been fun, 

intelligent, sexy and leery at times as they talked. His body hardened as he thought of 

their kiss. The kittenish purrs she made in her throat as he kissed her were sensual and 

almost drove him to the edge. He had to ask her if she was going to back away or let 

them get to know each other. He hadnõt expected her reaction. The lush kiss that made 

his knees weak.  

A woman who makes you weak in the knees is a keeper. But will she let me get close 

enough to keep her.  

Taggart didnõt have an answer if she would but he was planning to try his best to 

get to know Dominique Rule. Sleepiness claimed him and he went under.  

Whistling Taggart petted Mario and Flay as he stood in front of the doo r. He 

went outside the door and the sun was bright. Chuckling he still felt the adrenaline of 

him and Dominiqueõs early morning run. Quickly he went down the stairs and walked 

down his path. He glanced around and stopped. Taggart pushed up his shades to the 

top of his head. In disbelief he stared at his yard. The lush oasis of yesterday was now 

shriveled black flowers and trees. As soon as he saw it he smelled something strong. He 
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coughed and covered his nose. Going down the path to his loaner car, Taggart pressed 

the button and got into the car. He turned on the air, took out his cell and dialed.  

òRich, someone poured something in my gardens and killed all my plants. It 

smells acidy.ó He listened and answered. òOkay, Iõll be waiting.ó 

He hung up and placed another call.  

òYo, Tag. How was the hot date last night?ó A deep voice asked playfully. 

òSo, not going to tell you Rigger,ó Taggart replied. 

òAw, come on. Share with me bro.ó  

Taggart could almost picture the pout on Riggerõs face.  

òForget about last night. I have a question for you. What could you pour in a 

garden to kill all the plants over night and turn everything black?ó 

òWhat the hell do you want to know that for?ó Rigger paused then swore. òYou 

did not kill my garden, Tag. You so -ó 

òNo, I didnõt kill the garden. You put it in but it is my garden by the way,ó 

Taggart interrupted.  

òThen why do you want to know?ó Rigger demanded.  

òJust come by my house Rig,ó Taggart said.  

òIõll be there in a few minutes.ó Rig said.  

òYouõre still home.ó Taggart looked over at the house some distance through the 

trees.  

òYeah, Iõm doing some plant splicing today. Be right there.ó  Rig hung up.  

Taggart sat in his car and waited. He got out as he saw Rigger strolling through 

the trees. Taggart didnõt go to meet him but went back behind the car. He knew better 

than getting within striking distance of Rigger at a time like this. Rigger was very 

protective of the gardens he put in.  

òWhat the fuck? Chirs-ò Rigger proceeded to curse in five languages and a few 

dialects Taggart didnõt recognize.  

òTag you better have a damn good explanation for this shit.ó Rigger called.  
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Taggart looked around the car at his brother who had his hands on his hips. 

Riggerõs hair was in a ponytail and swishing as he shook his head studying the garden. 

He was surprised that Rigger wasnõt already digging up the plants. Taggart came from 

behind the car with his hands palms up.  

òI didnõt do anything to them. They were fine last night. They were like this 

when I came out this morning,ó Taggart said. 

Rigger looked at him his grey eyes flashing then back at the destroyed garden. 

òWho the hell did you piss off?ó 

That phrase rang a bell. Taggart swore then looked back at the garden. òShit. 

Nobody that I know off.  They -ò  

A car drove into his driveway interrupting him. He glanced back surprised that 

Ulrich had gotten here this fast. Ulrich got out and answered his unspoken question.  

òI was still at home.ó Ulrich shrugged.  

Taggart nodded. Ulrich lived a few houses down the road. Ulrich walked up and 

joined them. 

òRig,ó Ulrich said. 

òHey, Rich. Tag was about to tell me who he pissed off.ó Rigger gestured to the 

garden.  

Ulrich studied the garden then looked back at Taggart. Taggart shif ted under 

Ulrichõs scrutiny.  

òThatõs a good question. First your car and now this. You have something you 

want to tell us Tag?ó Ulrich asked in a deceptively mild tone.  

òHis car!ó Rigger said and looked back at the SUV. òThatõs a loaner from 

Hancock. What happened to your car?ó Rigger demanded.  

Before he could answer Ulrich filled Rigger in. Taggart looked at his garden and 

tried to figure out who could have done this. A punch in the arm made him look at 

Rigger.  

òWhat?ó  
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òWhy didnõt the alarm sound when whoever was doing this?ó Rigger 

demanded.  

Taggart bit his lip. òI forgot to arm it.ó 

Ulrich and Rigger exchanged looks. Rigger looked at him then took a step to him.  

òYou did what?ó Rigger voice was soft.  

Taggart backed up a step knowing Rigger was pissed. He looked at Ulrich for 

help; Ulrich crossed his hand over his chest and arched an eyebrow. Taggart glared at 

Ulrich. Ulrich shrugged and gestured to Rigger as if telling Taggart to answer his 

question.  

òItõs not like we have much problems out here. I donõt always arm the system 

everyday,ó Taggart defended.  

Rigger looked at him then took a step to him. Rigger growled then started to 

pace away then back to him.  He glanced at Taggart each time he came close enough to 

him. After a few minutes Rigger st opped in front of Taggart.  

òThere is a reason we bought you the system for the house Tag. It only works if 

you fucking use it. Wait until I tell the others about this.ó Rigger smiled nastily.  

Taggart knew it was useless to ask him not to. He glanced back at the gardens 

and sighed. Leaning over he leaned closer to one of the blackened flowers. Rigger 

grabbed him yanking him back.  

òHey.ó Taggart said looking at him. 

òI donõt know what they used to make it like this over night but it is something 

nasty. I wouldnõt get to close. Keep Mario and Flay away from here also,ó Rigger said 

looking pained as he looked at the garden. òAs soon as Ulrich and his team are done 

with whatever they need to do, Iõll get started on redoing the gardens.ó Rigger looked 

at him. òAnd this time Iõll be adding some things I wanted to and you didnõt.ó  

Rigger look dared him to disagree. Taggart smartly held his tongue. Although he 

hadnõt actually killed the garden he knew Rigger partially blamed him. He hadnõt 

armed the security system which would have sounded if anyone came to the garden or 

approached the house.  
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òItõll be fun.ó Rigger chuckled and smacked him on the back.  

Taggart didnõt reply. He turned and looked at Ulrich who had moved away to 

meet the team he had called in. The team got to work taking soil samples and dusting 

for prints and other things. Ulrich came back to them.  

òNow, Tag. Who did you piss off that they wreaked your car and the garden?ó 

Ulrich looked back at the blackened garden. òAlthough arming your system would 

have avoided this at least now we know your car wasnõt an accident.ó 

Ulrich looked back at him and waited for him to answer.  

òI donõt have any idea,ó Taggart replied. 

He couldnõt figure out what was going on. Absently he listened as Ulrich and 

Rigger threw out idea of what could be going on. He thought of Dominique and 

wondered if he should cancel his date with her or stop seeing her until he knew what 

was going on. The leery look she wore on her face flashed before his eyes and he 

discarded the thought. If he pushed her away now he wouldnõt get near her again. He 

would just be careful when he saw her.  

You could ask Dominique for help. 

As soon as he thought of it he decided not to. This was his problem and there 

was no need to involve Domini que.  

This is probably nothing but a prank anyway.  

He looked back at the gardens and amended the thought. 

A vicious prank.  

He focused back on the conversation in time to hear Ulrich say.  

òTag, weõll let you know what we find. Rigger you can have access to the 

gardenõs tomorrow.ó Ulrich slapped him on the back and went to join his team.  

òWhat the hell is going on?ó Rigger glanced at him. 

òI wish I knew,ó Taggart replied.  

He and Rigger stood watching the forensic teams gather evidence.  
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Chapter Four 

 

Weeks later, Taggart still had no idea what was going on. His office had been 

trashed. A dead cat had been put on the front seat of his car. There had been a variety of 

other incidents as well. Ulrich still had no clues, and Taggart still had no idea who was  

doing these things. Ulrich had warned him to be careful. His family had gone into 

overprotective mode until he told them in no uncertain terms to back off.  

Taggart glanced out his office window at Caspain Avenue and sighed. The only 

good part of these last few weeks was Dominique. They had gone out at least four times 

a week, and they ran together every morning. He smiled. They had shared hot kisses 

and some heavy petting, but hadnõt had sex yet. Of course, there had been 

opportunities to, but Dominique h ad pulled away each time. Something was holding 

her back, and he was waiting for her to work through it. It was a test of his control to be 

able to let her go. Each time he wanted to seduce her and forget about whatever was 

making her keep him at a distance. Yet he didnõt. Some instinct told him to wait. The 

phone rang, interrupting his thoughts. Turning he glanced at the Caller ID and grinned.  

òI was just thinking about you,ó he said, swinging back to look out the window.  

òReally? I was thinking about you too.ó Dominiqueõs husky laugh made his cock 

hard.  

òGood. What are you up to?ó he asked.  

òIõm in my office getting ready to leave for an appointment. I wish I could see 

you tonight,ó Dominique moaned.  

òHey, Iõm free. Youõre the one who has a late appointment,ó Taggart replied. 

òDonõt remind me. Gotta go. See you tomorrow for our run.ó She hung up.  

Taggart chuckled. He was used to Dominiqueõs abrupt goodbyes. 

His intercom buzzed. òDoc, your next patient is here.ó 

He put down the phone and pressed the intercom. òIõll be right there.ó 

Taggart stood, stretched, and went to his patient.  
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Dominique strode out of the building, bypassing the elevator to the garage. She 

had parked her car in the lot instead of inside since she was going out anyway. 

Whistling, she walked to her car and pressed the button, disarming the vehicleõs 

security. Opening the door, she threw her briefcase in and stepped closer to the car. A 

feeling made her look down. Frowning, Dominique looked at t he liquid soaking her 

shoes. Lifting her feet, she swore softly. She hadnõt been parked there long enough for 

this much oil. It had to be a big leak. Looking at the time, she sat in the seat with her 

legs out the door and took out her cell. She called to cancel her meeting, then called the 

garage.  Dominique took out her palm comp system--Sienna had designed one for each 

of them--and did some work while she waited.  

òHey, Niq.ó  

Surprised, Dominique looked up at the grinning face of Hancock. She checked 

the time and saw it had only been fifteen minutes since she called. Dominique put 

down her comp system and slid out of the car. Hancockõs hand came under her elbow 

to steady her. She smiled her thanks, then stood beside him and her car.  

òI didnõt expect to get the boss coming to tow me,ó Dominique teased. 

She had known Hancock from going to his garage to get her car fixed. But ever 

since she and Taggart had started dating, Hancock had been trying to find out what 

was going on between them. When that didnõt work, he had started teasing her. His 

dark grey eyes twinkled devilishly when he was up to no good. She had returned the 

favor, and Hancock had laughed, and they had become fast friends.  

òSpecial service for a special lady.ó Hancock winked, then looked at the puddle 

of oil coming from under her car. òThatõs quite a leak. Letõs hook it up and Iõll take it 

back to the garage to take a look. Iõll-ò 

òNo, Iõll go with you. It shouldnõt take too long to fix it, should it?ó Dominique 

asked.  

òI wonõt know until I check, but youõre welcome to come along. If it needs more 

work than can be done quickly, Iõll give you loaner,ó Hancock said.  
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Dominique nodded. Hancock walked to the tow truck, and they were shortly on 

their way. Twenty minutes later, Hancock had her car o n a lift and walked under the 

carriage of her car. He looked up and swore viciously.  

òWhatõs wrong?ó Dominique said.  

Hancock came over to her. òYour brake line is cut.  First Taggart, and now you. I 

need to call Ulrich.ó 

 Hancock turned. Dominique reached over and grabbed him.  

òWhat do you mean, first Taggart and then me? Why do you need to call 

Ulrich?ó  Dominique asked, an uneasy feeling in her stomach.  

Hancock studied her, then said softly, òHe hasnõt told you.ó 

òTold me what?ó Dominiqueõs eyes narrowed. 

Hancock looked uncomfortable. Dominique squeezed his arm.  

òTell me, Hancock.ó 

Hancock sighed and ran his hand through his hair. òLook, I donõt know why he 

hasnõt told you. Hell, thatõs a lie. Heõs probably trying to protect you, which is 

admirable.ó 

Dominique crossed her arms under her breasts and tapped her foot.  

Hancock looked at her, then cleared his throat. òBut stupid.ó 

She gave him a grin, baring her teeth. Hancock glanced at her cautiously. 

Dominique didnõt need to see her face to know what Hancock was seeing. She knew her 

eyes were cold and her face blank. Hancock continued.  

òIt first started with them busting up his car. Then his garden had acid poured 

into it, killing everything. His office was trashed, a dead cat put in his car, and -ó  

Dominique listened in disbelief as Hancock told her all the things that had 

happened.   

òYou remember a few weeks ago when he cut his hair?ó Hancock asked. 

Confused, Dominique nodded. She had been surprised when she had gone to 

pick him up and seen his hair short. It was still sexy, but sheõd liked his long hair.  She 

remembered that, after dating him for a few weeks, she had asked Taggart if he was 
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mixed because of his dark grey eyes and long hair. She had been blown away with the 

regal bearing of his family. His siblings ñat least, the ones sheõd met-- had similar eye 

color and hair texture. He had laughed and said no, he was African -American.  

òSomeone put some kind of adhesive in one of his surgery caps and it messed up 

his hair,ó Hancock was saying, bringing her back to the present. òOther things have 

happened, too. Ulrich doesnõt have any leads, and Taggart has no idea who is doing 

these things. Weõve been trying to help him watch his back, but heõs being stubborn.ó 

Hancock ran his hand through his hair again.  

Dominique saw the frustration on his face. She could imagine what the Blades 

were going through. From dating Taggart, she knew they were close knit. At various 

times. she had met some of his sibs. They were all loving, outgoing, and close. From the 

conversations she had overheard him having with his parents, she knew they were 

close to him. The first time she had heard them call him Thinker, she had asked him 

why. He had explained they called him the Thinker becaus e he planned before he did 

anything. Then he had looked at her and said, òExcept where youõre concerned.ó He 

told her she made him unable to think. The look in his eyes had made her melt and kiss 

him silly.  

Dominiqueõs eyes narrowed. To think he had been hiding this from her.  

òGive me a car,ó she told Hancock softly.  

Hancock gave her a cautious look, then went and got the keys. He handed them 

to her and held her hand. 

òCan you handle this?ó Hancock asked.  

Dominique knew he wasnõt asking her if she was pissed, but if she would keep 

an eye on his brother. She smiled, and he blinked.  

òOh, Iõve got this,ó Dominique said softly. 

òCan I come with you?ó Hancock asked.  

òNo. Why?ó Dominique asked. 

òCause I so want to watch you kick his ass.ó Hancock chuckled.  

òNosy.ó Dominique shoved him playfully.  òMaybe next time.ó 
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òIõm going to hold you to that,ó Hancock warned.  

òGo call Ulrich and let him know what happened. Iõll talk with him later. Donõt 

warn Taggart,ó Dominique said.  

òI wouldnõt even think of warning him. Baby brother is about to realize we care 

ôbout him.ó Hancock nodded and went to call Ulrich.  

After he left, Dominique looked at her car. The only place the person could have 

gotten to her car was when she parked it in the Cerberus Associates client parking area. 

She hadnõt done as she usually did, parked in her assigned space in the parking garage 

adjacent to the building. All Cerberus Associates employees had parking in the garage, 

and it was highly secure and monitored. The client parking area wasnõt as secure, but 

they had cameras. Dominique strode to the seat where she had put her briefcase and 

laptop. She picked them up and went out to the loaner car.  

In seconds, she was inside and online. She shot off a message to Stein to check 

the cameras in the parking area. Then she picked up the phone.  

òHey, Niq. You found me a house yet ,or ready to sell you yours?ó 

Dominiqueõs thoughts came away from the problems Taggart had been suffering 

. 

òYou know, someone else might be concerned that you are lusting after their 

house. But since my house is fab, I donõt mind.ó Dominique chuckled.  

òVery true. So when are you going to sell it to me?ó  

òIn your dreams.ó 

òHey, dreams are a good thing. So since youõre not selling me your house, have 

you found me one yet?ó 

òAre you packed to move yet?ó Dominique countered.  

òNot yet,ó came the sheepish reply.  

òI thought so.ó Dominique paused. òI need your help, Sienna.ó 

Sienna Zainõs voice lost the teasing and got serious. òAnything. What do you 

need?ó  
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Dominique closed her eyes. Sienna hadnõt even asked what it was, just offered to 

help. She opened her eyes and looked out at her car on the lift. 

òLet me get Hunter on the line.ó Dominique put Sienna on hold and called 

Hunter, connecting them.  

òHey, Niq. Thought you were in a meeting,ó Hunter said.  

òI was on my way, but had car trouble,ó Dominique replied. òSomeone cut my 

brake line.ó She couldn't keep the rage out of her voice.  

òWhat?ó Sienna said softly.  

òFuck!òHunter said at the same time then continued. WWhat do you need from 

us?ó  

òSeems Taggart has been having some problems and didnõt tell me,ó Dominique 

replied, then filled them in on what she knew.  

As she spoke, she typed on her computer. After telling them all about the 

incidents, she told them what she wanted.  

òSienna, I need you to make some modifications to Taggartõs system and have 

Stein out there today to install them.ó 

òDone,ó Sienna replied.  

Dominique could hear her typing.  

òHunter, can you pull Prentiss from whatever case heõs on and have him and his 

team shadow Taggart?ó 

òConsider it done. Are you going to tell Taggart he has bodyguards?ó Hunter 

asked.  

òWhy? He didnõt tell me about his problems,ó Dominique said. 

òNiq, he cares about you. Besides, you know he probably has the ôme man, 

protect womanõ syndrome, ó Sienna said.  

òExactly, Sienna. Which is not only stupid, but dangerous. Niq can take care of 

herself,ó Hunter countered. 

òI know she can, Hunter, but that still doesnõt mean she should use this as the 

excuse she was looking for to push him away,ó Sienna replied calmly. 
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òOhéó Hunter paused, then asked, òIs that what youõre planning to do, Niq? If 

it is, youõre an ass.ó  

Dominique sighed at her friends. Although Sienna hadnõt met Taggart, when 

Dominique had mentioned she was dating  him, Sienna had said sheõd enjoyed talking 

with him when she was working on his system. When Sienna called Dominique or vice 

versa, Sienna had talked about getting to know him better. When Sienna had figured 

out he was a gadget crazy, like she was, they had formed a friendship. Now, because of 

Sienna and Taggartõs love of gadgets, she had some weird things that did things she 

didnõt think she would ever use.  

Hunter, on the other hand, had made it her business to go to Taggart's house and 

invite herself to  dinner one night when she knew Dominique would be busy. When 

Dominique had gotten home, she had found Taggart and Hunter on her back deck. 

Hunter had hacked her system and broken into her house. The two of them were a little 

tipsy. Racquel and Giada, the traitors, were watching òIron Chefó in the family room. 

Dominique had rolled her eyes, walked Taggart home, and made sure he at least made 

it to the couch before closing up his house and going back home. At her own house, she 

had put Hunter in one of the s pare rooms.  To this day, Hunter and Taggart had refused 

to tell her what they had talked about. All Hunter or Taggart would say is that they 

liked each other.  

òThen Iõm an ass. Until I talk with Mr. Blade, I have no way of knowing what I 

plan to do,ó Dominique replied.  

òYou havenõt spoken to him yet?ó Hunter sounded shocked.  

òOh, crap. I feel sorry for him. Be gentle, Dominique.ó Sienna chuckled.  

òWeõll take care of what you asked,ó Hunter said. 

òThe person was able to get through the security system I designed on your car.ó 

Siennaõs voice was calm, but Dominique knew she was pissed.  

She winced and admitted, òI only armed the main one, not the whole thing.ó 

Sienna was silent. 

òOh, boy. You have some major begging to do,ó Hunter chided. 
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òSienna-ó Domnique started.  

òThe systems were designed specifically for each of you for a reason. Use them.ó 

Sienna hung up. 

Dominique winced.  

òI hate when Sienna gets snippy. She starts running security drills, hacking 

systems, and locking you out of shit. Better go warn the employees.ó  Hunter sighed. 

òLet them know it was my fault, Hunter,ó Dominique said. 

Hunter made a rude noise. òPlease.  I was already planning to. I so donõt want to 

be on the receiving end again of those nasty looks, pranks, and emails.ó Hunter hung 

up.  

Dominique hung up her phone and knew she would be bombarded once the 

employees found out Sienna was pissed. She shrugged it off and finished typing. 

Turning on the car, she pulled out and onto the road. Her phone chirped.  

òRule.ó  

òNow, Niq, why am I getting an alarm that someone hacked into my computer 

system?ó a languid voice asked. 

òIf I didnõt want you to know I had done it, you wouldnõt have gotten an alarm, 

Ulrich.ó  

òI should arrest you.ó Ulrich sighed.  

Dominique made a rude noise. òWhy waste your time? Besides, Iõm sure you 

donõt want Sienna to plant a bug in the system she created.ó 

òThreatening an officer is not a good thing, Niq.ó 

òNot telling me about Tag isnõt a good thing, Ulrich.ó 

Ulrich was silent, then said softly, òYou didnõt know.ó 

òNo.ó 

òI thought you did. I wondered why you hadnõt come and asked me, but I 

thought you all were doing your own research.ó 

Dominique sighed. Ulrich wasnõt to blame. He was right. She would have been 

doing her own investigationéif she had known.  
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òWe are now,ó she said. òFrom your files, you donõt have much to go on. No 

suspects.ó 

òNone.ó Ulrichõs tone was frustrated.  

òThings have happened at his house, work, and various places, but no one has 

seen anything?ó 

òNo one. Itõs weird, as if itõs a ghost.ó 

òOr someone local, who everyone knows and wouldnõt think anything of 

seeing.ó 

Ulrich was silent.  

òYouõve thought of that.ó 

òYes, but with so many residents, we donõt even know where to start looking,ó 

Ulrich said.  

òWell, Taggart will have someone looking after him. ò 

Ulrich swore, then said, òTell Prentiss and his men not to get in the way of my 

men.ó  

òOne little incident and youõre touchy about Prentiss and his men.ó Dominique 

sighed.  

òMy men ended up in the hospital, Niq!ó Ulrich roared.  

Dominique held the phone away from her ear, then put it back.  

òDonõt scream at me. They should have told them who they were. Christ. At least 

you didnõt end up there alone.ó 

òYeah.ó  

Dominique stifled a smile at the dark pleasure she heard in his voice. Ul rich had 

held his own against Prentiss. The two of them had looked like bloody warriors when 

she had arrived. They had almost taken her head off when she had gotten between 

them. Thank God Hunter had been there and knocked Prentiss out, while she had 

knocked Ulrich out.  If Dominique had been alone, she wouldnõt have been able to 

handle the two enraged men.  
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When the men had woken up in the hospital, they had been furious and ready to 

go again. She and Hunter had their hands full trying to calm them down. U lrich hadnõt 

arrested Prentiss and the other. His men hadnõt identified themselves, and when Ulrich 

arrived, all he had seen was his men fighting, some of them already down, while these 

unknown men seemed to be beating the rest of them silly. Ulrich had ju mped in, and he 

and Prentiss had gone hand to hand.  Although they would never tell Ulrich, Prentiss 

and his men hadnõt been serious, or Ulrichõs men would have all been out by the time 

Ulrich had arrived. She and Hunter had laughed when they told them wha t happened. 

Dominique could imagine the two usually contained men fighting it out and not besting 

the other. Prentiss and his men had been a sore point for Ulrich and his men ever since, 

and vice versa. 

òSo, you promise not to arrest them if you see them shadowing Taggart?ó 

Dominique said.  

òAs long as they donõt break any laws,ó Ulrich said grudgingly. 

Dominique chuckled and pulled into the clinic. òThatõs all we can ask for. Now I 

have to have a talk with Mr. Blade.ó 

òUh-oh, I know that tone. You havenõt spoken to him yet.ó 

òNo.ó 

òDo I need to send a squad car and an ambulance?ó Ulrich sighed.  

òNo, I donõt plan to hurt him too much,ó Dominique said.  

She hung up. Dominique armed her computer to protect the loaner car so no one 

could get near it without he r knowing. She got out of the car and strode across the 

parking area to the door. She opened the door and walked inside. The waiting room 

was empty. Going to the desk, she met the eyes of the receptionist.  

òOh, boy. You looked p.o.õed,ó Penelope Reid -  the receptionist - said. 

òBlade around?ó Dominique asked.  

She tried to figure out how someone who worked in a vetõs office could be so 

immaculate. Penelopeõs burgundy suit was without a crease, and every piece of her hair 

was in place. She didnõt wear makeup, but her face looked fresh. Penelopeõs smile was 




