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Domenici Serafino gazed through his Ray-Bans at the azure Sicilian sky. Maybe time to put on more sunscreen. He should really be enjoying himself, lying on a private beach outside a luxury villa, but the need to keep his body in a constant state of awareness made him too tense for relaxation. This whole situation could erupt into action at any moment.

His stomach muscles tightened at every breeze, every change in the atmosphere. He kept his mind open, his psi senses constantly scanning for a new presence.

The only reason for anyone to trespass on this private beach was to get to him, and only one set of people wanted to get to him right now. Or had the opportunity to do it.

His cell phone rang, blaring out the first few bars of AC/DC’s “Back in Black,” and instead of picking up the sunscreen spray, he changed direction, reached for the unit, and thumbed it on.

“Yeah?” “Back in Black” meant it was the Department, specifically, a message from the leader of Team Crystal.

“Anything?” Bryn sounded as impatient as Dom felt.

“Not a thing. Nobody, nothing. I’ve been here five days, man. I’ve walked into town, eaten in nearly all the restaurants, lain on the beach until I’m cooked—”

“It’s a hard life,” his team leader sympathized.

Dom chuckled. “Yeah. Hey, but you might like to take this place on.”

“Why would I want that?”

Domenici grinned, knowing Bryn was still coming to terms with the changes in his life. “Your honeymoon. It would be great for that. I’m wondering whether to turn the villa into smaller apartments or renovate it as it is.”

“I thought your company specialized in the luxury end of the market?”

Dom grunted. “I do, but some people prefer a smaller place, something more intimate. So I’ll either renovate this one or turn it into apartments.” He huffed. “It was redone all of two years ago, and the market at this end is fickle and fussy.” His interest grew as his business acumen rose to the fore. Much better than lying around waiting for something to happen. He’d never acted as bait before and never been so on edge and bored at the same time. Making plans for the villa where he was staying, even if the plans never came to pass, would be better than that. “But that means I’ll close it at the end of the season. If you and Crys want to take it on for a week or two, I can do it for you at a great rate.”

Bryn laughed. “Ever the businessman, eh?”

“Well, I was thinking of nothing. Call it a wedding present.”

Silence, then Bryn cleared his throat. “Thanks.” The single grunted word told Dom how difficult Bryn was finding the transition from being half of a same-sex couple to an engaged man with heterosexual bliss stretching before him. Not that he found that part difficult, and he adored Crys, but the adjustments in the change of lifestyle were taking something out of him. Dom suspected more than that. “Missing the active life, are you?”

“My life is active enough.”

“Sure it is. I meant you being in the office most of the time.” Dom’s cell phone was secure, but cells could always be cracked, so Dom chose his words carefully. Bryn had recently moved from active fieldwork to office-based work, electing to go in as team leader, which meant he coordinated and planned rather than kicked ass and fought. Dom wondered if the adrenaline rush from frequent great sex made up for the lack of it in other areas, then decided he didn’t want to know. He liked the fighting part.

“I’m getting used to it.” Then Bryn, man of action, said something Dom had never expected to hear from him. “It’s totally worth it.”

Wow. What love did to a man.

A movement at the corner of his eye made Dom look in that direction, and he bared his teeth at the sight. “Later, man.”

Bryn caught on immediately. “Yeah, later. Good luck.”

“Thanks.”

Dom disconnected, then tossed the phone aside without checking where it would fall. He propped himself up on his elbows so he could watch the woman walking toward him. If he was bait, then the hook was coming his way. And she was one fuck of a hook.

Nicole faltered when Serafino sat up, leaning on his elbows, and watched her. She’d faced celebrities and players, but somehow this man had more presence than anybody else she’d ever met. And that was saying something.

She recovered by trying to describe him for the article she’d write later. As I approached villa owner and handsome playboy Domenici Serafino... No, too bland. Besides, “handsome” didn’t begin to describe him. Powerful, devilish, darkly sensual, that sounded better. And he reminded her of a bear in a way. Wearing only a swimsuit, his chest darkly shadowed with hair the same near-black as that on his head, he looked like a bear of the dangerous variety, not the tame, golden-furred, cuddly ones lovers gave to each other, maybe with a red velvet heart clutched between its paws. If Domenici Serafino held a heart, it would be the pulsing, bleeding kind. The man looked barely civilized.

She couldn’t see his eyes behind the dark sunglasses, but she felt the intensity of his gaze. Or maybe that was the sun pounding down on her back. She prayed she wouldn’t suffer too much for her reckless decision to go without a cover-up. She’d made sure to bring her camera and her notebook. Those were far more important.

She tried hard not to stare at his crotch and the impressive bulge that filled the front of his swim shorts. She managed a couple of comprehensive glances, and she was sure he wasn’t erect, or semierect, but still, he filled the only garment he wore impressively.

Not a celebrity himself, he’d become one because of the women he’d dated and the men he hung out with. And his own spectacular looks. Nobody could overlook Domenici Serafino. He towered over most people, his broad body frequently clad in Armani and Hugo Boss or chinos and soft shirts. The photographers loved him.

Much to his embarrassment, or so he claimed.

Nicole snorted. Yeah, right. But he rarely gave interviews, never spilled any secrets about the people his company catered to by providing apartments in cities and secluded villas in the world’s beauty spots. Added to that, every property he handled gave away a complimentary week’s stay to a charity, usually a children’s charity. At peak times of the year sometimes.

An interview with this man would give her flagging career the boost it needed. A more lasting connection would be even better. But she wasn’t shooting for that right away. Just the interview. She’d use the techniques she’d honed over years as one of the world’s best gossip journalists: ask questions first and get permission later; but her boss and ex, Gary, wouldn’t like it if he knew she meant to take any refusal seriously. She could hear his voice in her head: “Just get the goods, Nicole. The dirtier the better. Nice spicy stuff. Then, just before you leave, tell him where you work. He won’t play along at first, but you’re guaranteed to charm him into something.”

That depended. Nicole had her own code of ethics and that included keeping her word, assessing her subjects to see if they played the game, and not sleeping with them just to get information.

Gary thought she slept with all of them. She’d led him to think it when they split. Which caused her something of a dilemma, because if this guy asked, she probably would. And it wouldn’t have anything to do with journalism.

Ever since she’d seen his picture, ironically in the celebrity gossip magazine where she now worked, she’d had a secret yearning to meet this man in the flesh. He’d even featured in some of her favorite fantasies, the ones she used her BOB to help along. She’d always loved the tied-up and fucked ones, where a big, strong man did what he wanted to her, and she had no say in what he did. Not Dom/sub games, but maybe along those lines. For her fantasies, Domenici Serafino was just about perfect. Big, strong, nothing delicate or gentle about him, just a big brute of a man. Her favorite.

Thinking of those fantasies right now was probably not a good idea. Her bikini didn’t cover a lot.

Walking up the beach toward where he lay waiting turned into a bit of a marathon, and by the time she reached him, she was out of breath. She’d thought she managed to hide it pretty well before his head lowered a little, his gaze obviously going to her boobs where her heavy breathing made them move.

“Very nice.” He paused and took another deliberate look, his eyes behind those dark glasses scorching her skin. “You’re a big improvement on Omar Sharif.”

It took her a moment to realize what he meant. Although her Italian was fluent, it was still a foreign language to her, and she had to mentally check her translation. But Omar Sharif was Omar Sharif in any language. Lawrence of Arabia, when Omar Sharif had taken at least ten minutes to ride up to where Peter O’Toole waited for him. One of the best entrances in cinematic history. She hoped hers was as good, but she doubted it.

Domenici sat up and leaned his elbows on his knees. At least she had somewhere else to look. His mouth firmed into a hard line. “Well, now you can turn around and go back the way you came, and I get to look at your tush instead of your tits and decide which view I like best. Thanks for the show.”

He lifted his head and confronted her. The blank stare was somehow worse than if she could see his eyes properly. But she felt a tension about him, something in the set of his shoulders or the way he braced his feet firmly against the soft sand of the beach.

“I’m sorry. I just walked, and then I didn’t realize where I was.”

“You’re on a private beach. My beach to be exact. You can leave the way you came.”

“Oh.”

Shit. This man dated some of the most beautiful women in the world, so how could she compete? She spent her time on the other side of the camera, interviewing. She could dress for success, but she’d never bothered with the pinned and tucked world of celebrity. It took too much time. She was fine, nothing to be ashamed of, but next to the buffed-up, toned-down, cosmetically enhanced bodies of women who had the leisure and the expense to indulge themselves, she didn’t stand a chance, and for once in her life, she actually cared about that. He probably went for big boobs and tiny waists. If her waist was small, it was a mixture of genetic luck and a twenty-minute run most days, not hours in the gym and another few hours at the plastic surgeon’s.

Not that she wanted that. She just wanted him. Or had, until the sheer power and presence of the man had overwhelmed her. And the sheen of ice that somehow covered him, despite the heat of the day.

“I’m sorry. I-I should go.” Admitting defeat to Gary somehow seemed better than facing this man. Gary’s sarcasm and threats of dismissal were part of her life, and she always gave as good as she got.

But not like this. He didn’t want her here, every line of his taut, muscular body told her that. And he knew what she was doing here. “I must have taken a wrong turn somewhere.”

“Yes, you must have.” His mouth straightened. “I’ve seen you before, haven’t I?”

She shrugged and winced. Whoops. Maybe stripping down to a bikini hadn’t been the best of ideas, but while she wouldn’t sleep with anyone for information, she had no objection to teasing a little. Even if she wasn’t exactly supermodel material, she could still strut her stuff.

She hadn’t been prepared for the sheer presence of the man, powerfully affecting her so much she felt her crotch dampen when his heated stare traveled over her. And she’d thought to flirt the information out of him? She must have been mad. But even worse, her thoughts went straight past flirtation to something much hotter.

She lifted her sunglasses, and he did the same. She and met his level stare, squinting a little against the light of the sun. “Nicole Cipriani from Gossip magazine. I just thought I’d ask for an interview. Your terms. Name the time and place.”

He regarded her for a moment without speaking, making her squirm inwardly. “I appreciate the straightforward approach. That’ll get you further than any other way.” His dark eyes swept up and down her barely clad body, and she felt every touch. “Okay, I’ll think about it. Give me your number.”

She pulled a card out of her bag, reminding herself not to babble. She hadn’t been this nervous for years. “Thanks. I’d appreciate it. I thought something like a tour of the villa, a few harmless stories about the people who’ve stayed here. You know, summer filler stuff.” That would be a start. Afterward, she could try to get more out of him. But she had the feeling he didn’t let his secrets out easily. “I’ll leave you to your newspaper.”

Before her wild thoughts of being naked, tied to his bed, overwhelmed her, she turned away and took a few steps back in the direction from which she’d come. It seemed a lot farther away now.

“Wait.”

She halted, but waited a moment before turning around. She felt his presence around her, rather than hearing him rise from his nest on the sand.

He frowned down at her. “Did you walk here with no cover-up?”

“It doesn’t matter; I’ll be fine.”

“Oh, it matters.”

A shower of loose sand scattered around her with sudden force as the heavy weight of a cloth covered her shoulders. “What...?” She spun around to face him, only to wince as something scraped against her sore flesh. Shit. She’d hoped her hair would be enough to shield her for the half hour she’d need to walk here from the beach outside her hotel. She hadn’t realized the day would be so hot, so she had not slathered herself in sunscreen before she set out.

He stood so close she could have touched him, tunneled her fingers into the black curls covering his chest, but his expression didn’t invite touch. He scowled down at her. “What were you thinking?” He waved a hand toward the cloudless sky. “This is the hottest day of the year so far.” With a sound halfway between a growl and a huff, he turned away. “Come with me. You can’t go back like this.”

If she’d realized a touch of sunburn would get her in, she’d have stayed in the sun another half hour. Stopping only to sweep up his belongings—a spray bottle of lotion, a cell phone, and a newspaper—he led the way to the house overlooking this stretch of the beach.

The villa, painted a shade of dusky pink popular on this little island, had a small garden leading to a yard with a hot tub half sunk into the stone-flagged surface. Nicole marveled at how well the other half lived. Crammed into a high-rise hotel farther up the coast, Nicole had thought her double-bedded room comfortable enough, but this was something else.

The coolness of the air-conditioned house swept over her like a welcome breeze as he led her through the large, country-style kitchen and then an open-plan living area to the stairs at the end. He glanced back to see her still following him, and at his scorching stare, she knew immediately where she wanted to go with him.

Straight to the bedroom.

And that was where he took her. To a room decorated mostly in white, with a terracotta tiled floor, dominated by a huge white-draped bed with gauzy curtains swagged above it, like the resting place of a fairytale princess. No sign of cupboards or chests of drawers, only a full-length mirror along one wall and two small plinths on either side of the bed.

It had a virginal appearance she doubted it deserved, considering who was currently living there and who had been there in the past. Her real targets. The celebrities who stayed here and at the other places owned by Serafino and Co. Not even a fancy name to attract customers, because they didn’t need one. Serafino’s never advertised, but its villas and apartments were rarely empty. Word of mouth proved far more effective than the most expensive TV advertisement.

The towel scratched her back. It must be full of sand to irritate like this. When she moved her shoulders to ease them, she cried out at the shot of pain.

He turned back to her immediately, but instead of whisking the towel off her, he lifted it carefully. She could see his face in the full-length mirror opposite them and his concern when he frowned and bit his lip. Unfortunately, she also saw how reddened her shoulders were.

“I might be able to help you; I think we’ve caught it early.” Not to her way of thinking he hadn’t. He frowned down at her. “Okay, come with me.”

He opened the next door, and she drank in the sight. A huge bathroom, bigger than the whole ground floor of her condo back home, lay spread before her. She lagged behind, trying to memorize the sight for a later written description, while he headed for the large tub in the center of the room, flicked a switch to send the faucets pouring, and then continued past the tub to a walk-in shower.

The air-conditioning kept the temperature cool but not chilly, and the textured ceramic tiles underfoot gave her a good grip on the floor. The room’s porcelain fittings were a cool ivory with what she suspected were precious metal decorations. “These aren’t real gold, are they?” she asked, unable to keep quiet any longer. Too vulgar, her mother would say, and in this case, she agreed with her parent.

He chuckled low in his throat, the sexiest chuckle she’d ever heard. “Gold plated. The kind of people who stay here like a bit of ostentation. The refurb will be pink marble or something like that.”

“People with no taste stay here?”

“Yes.” She loved that he didn’t bother to argue with her. “They want flashy stuff. They don’t necessarily live with this kind of flash every day, though.”

She knew differently. “I’ve been inside some of the homes of the rich and famous. I’ve seen more than gold-plated faucets.”

He chuckled. “Come here. We need to cool your skin down fast.” She glanced at the shower and he frowned. “No. Too rough for the way your skin is right now.”

She walked across to him, and when he held his hand out to her, she slipped her own into it. Almost friendly.

Ostensibly, it was to help her into the bath, but the contact sizzled through her with the velocity of electricity. She drew her hand back, shocked, and stared at him to find him gazing at her, dark eyes wide, mouth slightly open, white teeth gleaming like a predator’s.

It lasted less than an instant, but she’d remember that split-second moment of recognition forever. As if they’d known each other before, but forgotten, only to recall it in an instant out of time.

Of course, it could be anything. Even static. She could no longer deny how much she wanted him. Just because he was tall, dark, and handsome. For no other reason.

Nicole forced herself not to show any more vulnerability and reached for his hand again. This time she avoided his eyes when she gingerly stepped into the tub.

She heard his quick intake of breath when he got a good look at her back.

“Hell, that doesn’t look good. Sink right down under the water. Let it get to your shoulders.”

There was room in this tub for her to duck down, so she slid under until the lukewarm water lapped her chin. Domenici kept the water flowing until the tub was almost full. “Wait there,” he ordered.

At least he hadn’t asked her to take her clothes off. Although if he had, she probably would have done it.

She looked at her bag where she’d dumped it by the door. In it lay her camera and little minidisc recorder, as well as an MP3 recorder. She should really go over to it and hit Record, but the relief of sitting in the cool water had her melting. In any case, the bag was too far away. He’d see the wet trail, and she’d lose the small amount of trust she’d won. Just as well she had a great memory, and if she got a few quotes from him, she could intersperse them with some photos and make an article, although she knew Gary wanted more.

At the moment, she didn’t care. Courtesy of her mother’s family, her fluent Italian got her the job here, away from the States. Very few of her relatives had set foot in Italy, but they considered themselves denizens of the Old Country for all that. And Sicily was where most hailed from.

She leaned back and closed her eyes, reveling in the cool touch of water against her skin. A feeling of being watched came over her, and she opened her eyes to find Serafino’s gaze disconcertingly fixed on her. He was smiling.

He carried a pile of clean towels, in a cream shade slightly darker than the bathroom fittings. They looked good against his tanned skin. He still wore his bathing costume; not as brief or as blatant as a Speedo, but it didn’t need to be for her to see and admire his superbly toned body.

Their gazes met and touched, as intimate as a caress on her naked flesh. “How are you feeling?”

“Not as hot. I hadn’t realized quite how bad the sun was.”

“What were you thinking?”

Here it came. “About you.”

He put the towels down on the space between the two washbasins before he turned and walked over to the tub. He knelt and their eyes met, on level with each other. “Tell me more,” he purred, his pose as lethal as a crouching panther, his eyes as dangerous.

That must be why she felt like prey. “You know what I was doing here. I want an interview; that’s all. You know, the lives of the rich and famous. I’m looking for a series of fillers for the magazine. No scandals unless you feel like letting me in on a few.”

“I’ve been hearing things about you.”

“What?” That was too sharp, but she couldn’t help it.

“That you missed out on a scoop. You had dinner with Courtney Southern a few nights before the story about her mother’s assisted suicide broke in a rival mag. Tell me about that.”

Maybe she could turn that disaster around after all by using it to gain his confidence. But for all the consequences, she wasn’t sorry for what she’d done at the time. “A year ago, I was a top feature writer. I could name my price. I had an arranged interview with Courtney Southern. She had a new film coming out, so we did an interview about that and about her love life. But during that dinner, she got a phone call about her mom. Courtney knows the score—she plays the game—but after that call, she lost it, and she fessed up to me without going off the record. Her mom had bowel cancer in its last stages, and she’d just tried to kill herself and failed. Courtney wanted to help her mom to die. There was nothing but pain and suffering ahead, and her mom told her she wouldn’t wait for that, but now that the hospital knew she was a suicide risk, they were limiting her opportunities. So for the rest of the evening, I talked to Courtney like a friend. She needed somebody.”

“So you had nothing to do with the other magazine breaking the story.”

“Are you crazy?” When she began to sit up, he made a gesture with his hand and she sank down again. She snorted in derision. “‘I have a certain standard. Without it, I wouldn’t get half the stories I do. So we went off the record once I reminded her. Off the record means just that.”

“That’s about what Courtney told me.” His mouth firmed. “She should have come to me. We don’t know each other too well, but she knows I’d help her.”

“They went to Switzerland to do it. I got the details for them.” She shot him a dark look. “I shouldn’t have told you that, you know? Anyway, after Steam magazine broke the story, Courtney became bad news in certain quarters, blacklisted from two major studios, and hate letters arrived with every mail delivery. The moral police came after her with all guns blazing. She knows it wasn’t me now, but for a long time she thought I’d done it. In fact, we both knew who did it—one of her domestic staff who snooped in her laptop when she forgot to close it down. And then Steam found out I’d interviewed her the week before and pilloried me for it. So I’m demoted. An office worker on summer specials for now. I have to earn my way back to feature work.”

“So you were banking on this interview to help you.”

She shrugged and winced at the resulting sting. “I’ll come around. Another six months. I was planning to go freelance anyway.” The drop in salary would mean minuscule living quarters in a rough part of the suburbs, but she’d known a lot worse.

He studied her, biting his lip, his eyes contemplative. “I thought you people made things up, didn’t bother investigating them.”

She laughed. “No, we investigate. I do, anyway.”

“Why pick on me? Italy’s full of the rich and famous.”

“Isn’t it obvious? You rarely give interviews. You know these people. You mix with them. You cater to them.”

He didn’t seem as upset as she’d thought and not half as aggressive as he had been to her on the beach. “Go on.”

“I found out you were here in Sicily, so I thought it was worth taking a chance and trying to contact you. You could show me around this place, let me take pictures before you renovate it, tell me a few things about the people who’ve stayed here. Good publicity for you and our readers would lap it up.”

“So you want stories?”

“And pictures.”

“I see.”

He got to his feet, strode to the towels, picked one up and came back to her. “I appreciate your honesty.”

She felt the blood rush to her face, and she wanted to shrink away. “I planned to flirt with you and listen to your pillow talk. Not that we’d get that far. I don’t fuck for favors. The minute I saw you, I knew that wouldn’t work.”

He looked at her through lowered lashes that were impossibly thick for a man. “It might. Why don’t you try?”
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Domenici liked her. He really liked her. That was the real bitch. She was honest enough to intrigue him but not naive enough to turn him off. Gorgeous figure—which he’d had a good look at—red hair that blazed in the sun, and green eyes a man could drown in. The killer had been her scarlet shoulders and upper back that brought out his protective instincts, and he gave in.

Everything about her drew him: her body, her pride, the vulnerability she tried so hard to conceal. But it was all a sham, and a clever one at that. It had to be.

Because she had to be PHR. Domenici was there as bait, trailing the tale that he’d be alone and vulnerable today, staying at a villa where security had been disabled prior to refurbishment. He’d let them capture him. Then his team could follow him to the PHR cell and close it down. They knew the cell would want to keep him alive to get photographic proof of the shape-shifter, because a small video clip had appeared on the Internet showing a blurry film of a barghest shape-shifter transforming from man to large, shaggy, wolflike dog and back again. Most of the comments scorned it as poor CGI, but the techs at Department 57 had tracked the origin of the upload here. And Team Crystal had been sent in. They had found the body of the barghest a week later.

Nicole Cipriani wasn’t just a reporter hoping for a gossipy story for a trashy magazine, but a member of an organization sent to kill him, maybe torture him to get more information before they did so.

That infuriated him. Not that she’d do this; the PHR had done worse. But that he’d be drawn to one of them, the people who hunted his kind down and destroyed them without mercy. And now they wanted him.

Domenici tried to send a mental probe into her to confirm his suspicions, but she had a barrier so strong it confirmed what he’d believed. She had to know how to build a barrier like that and keep the forefront of her mind so carefully arranged. All he read was what she wanted him to know.

He’d have to take her in, but not before she paid for taking him in.

There she was, lying in his bath, her breasts spilling out of the too-tight bikini top, the bottoms barely covering her pussy. It didn’t surprise him that she would tempt him, and then when she mentioned flirting, he knew it. It would contaminate her to do more, and she’d be far too naive if she assumed anything less than full-on sex would persuade him to part with any secrets, but a PHR agent would be reluctant to have sex with what they called a deviant, and what he called a dragon.

Well, fuck that. Or more accurately, fuck her. He’d play along, try to penetrate more than her pussy, maybe let their captors discover them in bed together. That would totally destroy her reputation with her buddies and give them something to hold over her. And he needed the extra connection. His telepathy was enough to communicate while in his dragon form, but little more than that. If he had sex with her, the extra intimacy could give him the leverage he needed to get inside her head as well as her body.

She was trying the maiden in distress with the dragon act. Well, sadly for him, he was a dragon, and it was working. Maybe there was something to the myth, after all.

Hell, of course there was. Here he was, ministering to a woman he had every suspicion was a spy for the organization dedicated to destroying himself and his kind. A sexy, soft woman. Would he never learn?

He held out his hand to help her from the half-sunken bath. She put her hand in his, and a shudder rippled over his skin, but he had no idea why. Skin and gazes met in a shiver of recognition.

She got to her feet, and water poured off her body, making her look like some sea creature emerging from the waves. He threw a soft towel around her but didn’t bother to wrap her. Too much pressure on her back could make that burn worse. “You need to dry it without rubbing it. Here.” He whipped the towel off and replaced it with another, dropping the wet one on the floor. “That should get rid of the worst of it.” Before she could do it herself, he brought the towel forward to wipe her front, the relatively unaffected part of her.

At first, he concentrated on drying her, and then he let his gaze drift up to her face. He stilled his movements. He switched to English, deliberately, hoping to catch her off balance. “You know, you’d dry quicker if you took that bikini off.”

She cast her eyes downward, and he found the movement enchanting. He suspected he was supposed to. But he made his mind up. She might have ethics, but where the lives of his fellow Talents were concerned, he didn’t.

Her mental barrier remained rigidly in place. So he tilted her chin and met her eyes.

Green eyes the color of a summer meadow gazed up at him, the pupils large. She couldn’t fake that reaction. He watched her, let her see the desire in him before he slowly lowered his head and kissed her.

The first touch of his lips on hers, gentle though it was, exploded through him like electricity. Soft, ripe lips crushed against his with a texture that made him groan under their pressure. He kept his hands on her hips to hold her steady and deepened the pressure of his mouth against hers.

She opened for him. Not reluctantly, but not eagerly either, just enough so he had to work for it. When he flicked his tongue against the inside of her lips, she took a sharp breath through her nose, the sound hissing in the hush of the villa.

He plunged his tongue deep inside for one taste and almost stayed before he remembered he was seducing her for a reason. Gasping, he withdrew. His hands remained on her hips, and he left an inch or two of clear air between them, although he wanted to feel more of her, wet or not.

Her eyes flickered open, and she blinked a couple of times. “Wow.”

“Uh-huh.”

Slowly, she lifted her hands to the front of her bikini top. He watched her, his gaze dropping. She released the clasp and the release of tension made the cups spring apart. Not quite far enough. The material clung to her skin, still damp from the tub. She helped it along and peeled the cups away.

She had the milky skin of a true redhead, but not the freckles. Instead, pure white skin crowned with rose-colored nipples, the tips peaked and hard.

As slowly as she’d released the fastening, Domenici slid his right hand up from her hip, registering the sweet curve of her waist before gliding it across and onto her breast. His hand, dark from days in the sun, curved around the lower part, testing the weight and softness, insistent pressure against his hand.

“Only a B cup,” she said, her voice hoarse as if








































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
L.M. CONNOLLY

'r/.fz‘/ 6;40

A Department 57 Paranormal Romance

“the steamy love scenes kept me squirming in my seat”





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





