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  CHAPTER ONE


Peyton Doucet couldn’t believe her luck. 
After what seemed like an endless stream of douchebag dates and boyfriends who looked good on paper but were crap in the sac and crap in the personality department, she’d been considering a nunnery. Or at the very least swearing off men and proposing to her vibrator. 
But fate—or her best friend Rayma—seemed to have other plans and practically dropped a hot hunk of a man with giant arms, a nice smile and gorgeous eyes right in her lap. 
Well, sort of in her lap. 
He was beside her on the party bus, but he might as well have been in her lap based on how much space he took up. And now they were dancing up a storm on the dance floor at Rayma and Jordan’s wedding.
Jace was a six-foot-four, dark-haired Adonis who was not only a really smart and funny guy, but he was also a police officer. And her best friend’s husband’s best friend. 
Were the stars finally in alignment? She would have to check her daily astrology report. Because yes, she was one of those women who believed in astrology, ruling houses, the planets and moons affecting our moods, and that when Mercury was in retrograde the world went to total shit. 
She also believed that some astrology signs just weren’t compatible. She was a Gemini and some signs just didn’t pair well with her and her twins. Like Cancer and Virgo for example. Her last boyfriend—Keeler (yeah, what the fuck kind of name was that?) was a Cancer, and they were so incompatible. How they even lasted the three months they were together was beyond her. The man was a slug. He did nothing but sit on the couch and play video games. Then he made her feel bad for wanting to go out and socialize. 
And the sex wasn’t even that good, either. 
Rayma said Peyton was human duct tape. She was always trying to fix people. 
So maybe that’s what drew her to Keeler (godawful name). She thought she could pull him out of his shell and “fix” him. Make him more social and interactive. Show him there was so much more to life than just getting hemorrhoids on a couch playing video games with teenagers in Romania all day long.
Nope. 
Didn’t work. 
Her duct tape was obviously covered in all the dog hair from Keeler’s heeler. Yes, Keeler had a heeler. A heeler named Wheeler. 
She couldn’t make this shit up if she tried. 
But she kicked Keeler—and Wheeler—to the curb in September (she didn’t actually kick the dog, of course, she wasn’t a psychopath) and was enjoying a hookup app and living her best single life with her trusty vibrator since then. 
But if she thought that was her best life, she was incredibly mistaken. Because this was her best damn life. 
Right now. 
Tonight. 
Christmas Eve. 
The evening of her best friend’s wedding, and Peyton was getting her tongue massaged by Jace’s tongue as they danced on the makeshift dance floor at the wedding reception. 
Wine flowed through her veins. Love was everywhere in the air, and Jace smelled so damn good, she was having a hard time not licking his neck. 
The song turned to a slow ballad, and a few people left the dance floor, while others moved onto it. Jace and Peyton just slowed down, but he didn’t peel himself off her, and she certainly wasn’t letting go of him. 
He broke the kiss and grinned down at her. “You caught the pineapple.” Rayma carried a pineapple down the aisle instead of a bouquet. It was an inside joke between her and her new husband.
Peyton’s smile hurt her face. “And you caught the garter.”
“So what does that mean?”
She didn’t have to respond. Because it was a rhetorical question. His blue-hazel eyes sparkled with intelligence and mischief and the partial erection in his police uniform serge blues that bumped against her thigh told her exactly what he thought it should mean. 
She batted her lashes at him sweetly. “I think it means you’re my ride home.”
His grin intensified. “That’s what I thought, too.”
Glancing around them, she realized they were now the only ones left on the dance floor. The twinkling lights overhead seemed to be on a dimmer switch and the brightness decreased. 
They were at Rayma’s oldest sister’s house, in Pasha’s backyard, protected from the harsh winter climate with big tents, tarps, and magical Christmas and wedding decorations. You’d never know it had snowed an unprecedented amount over the last two days. So much so that the venue and several of the booked vendors for the wedding had to cancel last minute. 
But everyone banded together, and they pulled off the most spectacular Christmas wedding for the beautiful couple.
She could still hear people inside the house, but when she glanced around the tent, the chairs were all empty. 
“Looks like we closed the place down,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “Not the first time I’ve done that, I’ll admit.”
“Me either.” Jace’s head swiveled around, then he reached down and took her hand. “Let’s go find the bride and groom and bid them goodnight, hmmm?”
Ribbons of desire and excitement spun through her and she nodded, letting him lead her off the dance floor and into the house. 
Only a few people remained. Rayma and her new hubby, Jordan, Pasha and her husband Heath, and another one of Rayma’s sister’s Oona, and Jordan’s brother Aiden. Otherwise, the place had cleared out. 
“Go!” Heath said, narrowing his dark blue eyes at Rayma. “We will clean up. It’s practically done already, anyway.”
“But Big Lassie is our ride, and if he leaves, then you have nobody left to help,” Rayma protested. 
“We’ll stick around and help,” Jace offered. 
Peyton’s clitoris pouted, but she nodded her head, anyway. “That’s right.” She glanced at the buffet table. “Looks like a lot of the food has already been put away. Just chairs and tables and stuff.”
“And Grant and my brothers are coming back tomorrow before Christmas dinner to help take all of that stuff down,” Heath said. “It won’t take more than an hour. Many big burly men make light work.”
Pasha snorted and rolled her eyes. 
Jace puffed up his chest. “I think you just need two big burly men.” He jerked his chin at Heath. “Happy to stick around and help so your brothers don’t have to leave their families tomorrow.”
Heath’s face split into a big smile, then he slapped Jace on the back. “Sure. Let’s get going on the chairs and tables first.”
Jordan approached Jace and thanked him for everything, then the two embraced. He moved over to Peyton and did the same, but Peyton hadn’t even completely released Jordan when Rayma butted in and nearly squeezed the life out of Peyton. “You have crazy monkey sex with Jace, okay?” Rayma not quite whispered into Peyton’s ear. “I want to hear all about it.”
Peyton snickered and hugged her friend back. 
“I mean it,” Rayma added. “All about it. And also, thank you for being my best friend and one of my bridesmaids. I love you.”
“I love you,” Peyton said, squeezing Rayma. “And I’m so incredibly happy for you and Jordan. My heart sings.”
“Well, hopefully your clitoris is singing later,” Rayma said before pulling away and bobbing her eyebrows up and down. 
“Go home, you little nut,” Pasha said, love infused in her tone as she spoke to her sister. 
“I’m going home with my husband and we’re going to consummate our marriage like animals,” Rayma said. “Otherwise, it’s not legally binding. I’m pretty sure it’s written in the Canadian constitution that he must come in two of the three holes on the wedding night for it to be a legal marriage.”
Jordan, Aiden and Oona both snorted. 
Pasha and Peyton simply shook their heads while Rayma beamed like the gorgeous, filter-free spirit that she was. 
“It’s called the Canadian Charter of Rights and Freedoms,” Aiden said. “And I’ve never heard of that law.”
Rayma shrugged. “Well, we can’t be too careful.”
“Go home!” Pasha said with love and exasperation. 
“Okay, okay, we’re going.” Rayma rolled her brown eyes. “I’ll see you tomorrow. I’ll be the heavily sexed up newlywed.”
Jordan groaned. “Ten bucks says she passes out on the drive home.”
“I’ll take that bet, Little Lassie,” Rayma countered. “And I’ll raise you ten that I’ll have your pants off before we get to the curb.”
“You do know there are two other people in the vehicle, right?” Oona asked nervously as they all migrated toward the door. 
“Don’t look in the back seat then,” Rayma teased. 
Peyton was still chuckling at her best friend’s sass when Pasha closed the door and it was just the two of them in the house. “I thought that woman would never leave. Or shut up.”
Peyton smiled. Even though Pasha sounded frustrated, she really wasn’t. They all adored Rayma and accepted her filthy mind and filter-free brain with love. She was unique and wonderful and had the most enormous heart. 
They got to work wrapping up the rest of the food and putting it into smaller containers. Then they returned all the living room furniture to its original spots and Peyton threw on some yellow rubber gloves and started washing dishes, since the dishwasher was already full. 
“You and Jace were sucking face pretty hard out there,” Pasha said, sidling up next to Peyton to start drying the dishes. 
Peyton’s cheeks grew warm. She was a redhead with a fair complexion and more freckles than the beach had sand, so she knew she’d be blushing and the astronauts on the space station could probably see it. “I like him.”
“I’d be worried if you didn’t, given how far down your throat he had his tongue.”
Peyton focused on scrubbing a big glass casserole dish. “Yes, well …”
“Hey, no judgement from me. You go, girl. He’s hot and single, why not?”
“I’ve had a really bad streak of luck when it comes to guys, so I’m a little gun shy.”
“Maybe he’s the streak breaker? Or maybe he’s Mr. Funtime but not Mr. Longtime. Either way, you two have chemistry, so I say, explore it. What could it hurt?”
“Besides my heart?” Peyton said, more to herself than Pasha. 
“Then don’t let your heart be part of it. Keep it a twosome rather than a threesome. Go in for the orgasms and keep the rest locked behind a titanium door.”
“Because that worked so well for you, eh?” came Heath’s voice behind them. 
Peyton spun around so fast she sprayed water across Pasha and Heath from her rubber gloves. Thankfully, Jace wasn’t with Heath. He was outside folding up chairs. 
Phew.
Pasha smirked. “Just because I fell in love with my fuck buddy doesn’t mean everyone is as weak as me. In all honesty, it was because you knocked me up.”
Heath snorted, came up behind her and pinched her ass. “Something tells me it was more than that.”
Pasha’s shrug was cheeky as she picked up a big casserole dish to dry it. “You’ll never know.”
Shaking his head and smiling, Heath focused on Peyton. “You getting a ride home with Jace?”
Peyton nodded. “Yeah, apparently, he only had a couple of beers all night, so he’s good to drive.”
“Haven’t met someone who can rival me for eating, but I think I may have found my match. We’re talking about having a wing-off.”
“Like where you eat as many chicken wings as you can until you puke?” Pasha asked in disgust.
Heath’s dark blue eyes widened as he nodded. “Yeah.”
“Gross.”
Peyton and Heath both snorted. 
Jace came into the house. “I just leaned the folded chairs against the deck there. Is that okay?”
“It’s perfect,” Heath said. “There’s no point taking down the tents now when it’s so freaking cold. We’ll freeze our nuts off. But thanks for your help with the rest.”
“No problem.” Jace fought off a yawn. 
“We can finish up here,” Pasha said. “You’ve already done so much. It’s past midnight, so head on home.”
“You’re sure?” Peyton asked. 
Pasha and Heath both nodded. “Absolutely. We still have to put out gifts, fill stockings and eat the cookies and drink the milk left for Santa.”
“On it,” Heath said, heading to the living room and the hearth where a plate of Christmas cookies and a glass of milk sat, along with two drawings from their son and daughter, Raze and Eve. Heath downed the cookies and the milk in record time.
“Most parents just take bites and a few sips, I thought?” Jace asked. “Because Santa gets food at every house, he doesn’t have enough room to eat all the food everywhere.”
Heath shrugged his massive shoulders. “Whoops.”
“We’ll walk you out,” Pasha said, following Peyton and Jace to the door. Heath was right behind his wife. 
“Thank you so much for your help, you two. It was the most beautiful day.”
“For the most beautiful couple,” Peyton added. “Rayma deserves nothing but good things.”
Pasha’s brown eyes grew watery. “That she does.”
The four of them exchanged hugs until everyone had embraced. 
“Merry Christmas and drive safe,” Heath said, hanging out the front door and waving. 
“Merry Christmas,” Jace and Peyton replied as they made their way down the shoveled stone path toward Jace’s red Dodge Ram. He’d already turned it on when they were in the house, so hopefully it would be toasty warm. 
He opened the door for her and helped her climb up into her seat like a proper gentleman, then he trotted around the hood and climbed in behind the steering wheel. “Where to, m’lady?”
Peyton bit her bottom lip for a moment. “Umm … your place?”






  
  CHAPTER TWO


Thick, white flakes hit Jace’s windshield as he slowly drove toward home through the city. He loved the consuming quiet that came with a snowfall. Not to mention the way the drop in temperature made him feel more alive than ever. 
He’d never been a person who tolerated the heat very well. He’d rather take a vacation to a ski lodge and do some back country downhill than lie on a beach as the enormous ball of fire in the sky slowly roasted him. 
His building came into view and he hit the automatic door opener for his underground parking garage. He was just renting his apartment downtown, but it was a nice unit. There was a gym in the building and he had a slightly obscured view of the harbor. 
The woman in his passenger seat started to laugh. “This is where you live?”
His hackles tickled the nape of his neck. 
What was wrong with this place?
“Yeah,” he confirmed. “That a problem?”
Peyton shook her head, a playful glitter in her eyes. “No. But I literally live right there.” She pointed to the apartment building across the street. “Eighteenth floor. You can see my window from here.”
Jace’s body temperature returned to a cool ninety-eight-point-six, and he grinned. “No kidding?”
“We’re neighbors.”
“Seems—”
“Convenient,” she finished. 
“I was going to say, a coincidence, but your word works, too. So, now I’ll ask, your place or mine?”
She bit her bottom lip again. “My place is a mess.”
“Mine it is, then.” He drove down into the garage, the orange glow of the overhead lights leading him to his assigned stall. 
He backed his truck in, which was a tight fit between the Chevy Tahoe and the Toyota Sequoia. A pang of envy flashed through him. The row of vehicles across from him was full of mid-sized sedans and compact cars. There were even two SMART cars parked there. And yet, they thought it was fine to shove all the big vehicles together. It was only a matter of time before one of them got a dent in their door. 
“On second thought,” he said with a pause. “Why don’t you hop out before I back in? It’s a tight squeeze and I don’t want you to risk knocking the other vehicles with the door.” He pulled ahead and Peyton hopped out, then he backed in properly. He had to hold his breath and nearly got his cock lopped off it was such a precarious wedging out of his door, but he emerged at the grill victorious and with all his body parts intact. 
“You need to put in for a different parking space,” Peyton said, eying the pathetically small space between Jace’s truck and the Sequoia. 
“I have. Many times.”
She wrinkled her face. “That’s a bummer.”
“I’m barely home right now, so it’s not that big of a deal.” He looped his arm over her shoulder. “This way, m’lady.”
She wrapped her arm around his waist. “Lead the way, Officer …” Then she glanced up at him. “I should probably know your last name before we … you know.”
He grinned down at her. “It’s Shepherd.”
“All right then. Lead the way, Officer Shepherd.”
They reached the elevator and stepped inside. Even though she had her white fake fur shawl over her forest-green dress, she gave a little shiver. 
Ever the gentleman his mama raised him to be, Jace slipped the jacket of his serge off his shoulders and draped it over hers. It nearly hit the ground. It was so big on her. 
“Damn, you’re big,” she exhaled, marveling at how his serge swamped her frame. 
“Always love to hear that from a woman’s lips.”
She snorted and rolled her pretty gray eyes. “What floor are you on?”
“Twelfth.”
They rode the elevator to his floor in silence, but the tension crackling around them was tangible. The stolen glances and coy smiles had his cock surging to life in his pants, and his lower belly grew warm. They’d already kissed several times—and she was a great kisser. He could only imagine she was also great at other things, too. 
When the elevator stopped and dinged, the doors slid open. Given the time of day—or night, for that matter—he wasn’t expecting to find anybody waiting for the elevator, let alone on his floor. 
Peyton let out a little squeak of surprise when a man Jace didn’t recognize took a sudden step back so they could exit first. 
“Hello,” the man said, his voice deep and scratchy. 
“Hello,” Jace greeted, suspicion rising through him like an incoming tide. 
The man stepped onto the elevator, bringing with him two large Christmas gift bags. He stared at the ground, his hoodie pulled up over his head and obscuring his face. “Have a good night.”
Jace nodded and did his very best, honing into his skills to take in every bit of physical description he could about the man before the doors closed. Blue eyes. Tall. Muscular. Probably as big as Jace but maybe not quite as big as the Harty Boys. But he was no slouch, either. Late twenties or early thirties. Dark gray hoodie, black jeans. Motorcycle boots. And the most memorable feature: a big brown birthmark on the left side of his jaw in the shape of an almond and maybe twice as big. 
He had no idea why he felt compelled to memorize the man’s appearance, but he did. 
And something about that birthmark niggled familiarly at the back of Jace’s brain. 
The building was huge, and Jace was a busy man, but he knew nearly all his neighbors. And he didn’t know this guy.
However, it was also Christmas, so perhaps the guy was just visiting a friend. Peyton wasn’t a resident of the building, either, after all. And the man had gift bags with him. It was probably just a friend of a resident and they exchanged gifts.
But Jace’s spidey sense was rarely ever wrong and there was just something weird about this guy that rubbed Jace in the wrong kind of way. 
“You okay?” Peyton’s voice and a squeeze of her arm around him made Jace snap back to reality. That’s when he realized they’d stopped in the hallway and were just staring straight ahead at the closed elevator door. 
Jace cleared his head and grinned down at the striking redhead. “Totally. Come on.” He spun them around and led her down the corridor toward his unit. 
The hair on the back of his neck still stuck up and the hollow sensation in his belly had him telling Peyton to stay in the hallway while he unlocked his unit, flicked on all the lights and slowly stepped inside. He didn’t have a big apartment. It was only one bedroom. Maybe seven-hundred square feet in total. So it took only a minute to scan the entire thing for any threats, determine there was none, and go back to the hallway to get Peyton. 
“Do you always do this when you get home?” she asked with concern as she slowly followed him into his apartment. 
“No.”
“Then …”
“Something about that guy,” he said plainly, unable to shake the weird feeling coursing through him. “It was probably nothing, but I got a weird vibe from him.”
“He’s not a neighbor?”
He shook his head, went to the fridge, and grabbed a beer. “No. At least not one I recognize. And I’ve made a point of getting to know nearly everyone.”
He offered the beer to her, but she shook her head. “No, thank you. Perhaps the guy was just visiting friends. It is Christmas Eve, after all.”
“Yeah …” He wandered over to a small console table against the wall, which was where he kept his harder liquor. “Night cap?”
“I’ll have a gin on ice, please.”
His head bobbed, and he went to work getting her her drink. Once they both had their libations, he followed her to the big floor-to-ceiling windows in his living room that looked out onto the city and his peak-a-boo view of the harbor. “Your view is probably better, eh?”
There was a smile in her voice when she answered. “Maybe a little.”
He finished his beer and set the bottle down on his coffee table, then stepped up behind her, placing his hands on her shoulders and slowly sliding the faux fur shawl down over her arms until it slid to the floor. She’d removed his coat upon entering his place and draped it over the arm of his couch. His lips pressed against her warm shoulder. “I didn’t mean to spook you. And I certainly didn’t mean to sour the mood. But I understand if you’d rather I just walk you home.”
Since it was night out, he could see her reaction in the window’s reflection. She glanced down at her gin before taking a sip, then lifted her gaze, pinning it on him in the reflection. “When is your birthday?”
He definitely wasn’t expecting her to say that. 
He liked her unpredictability. 
As a man who liked predictability and consistency, who gravitated toward calm and peace rather than chaos and unrest, he normally preferred to know what was coming. But he also liked a little spice in his life, a little excitement—albeit benign excitement. As the voice of reason and the peacekeeper in his family, he’d considered, for a time, going into law—specifically mediation. That was until he found his true calling, which was the RCMP or Royal Canadian Mounted Police. 
“October third,” he said, pressing another kiss to her shoulder. “Why? When’s yours?”
It was impossible to miss the flare in her eyes when he told her his birthday, or the soft parting of her lips and the quiet sudden inhale. “You’re a Libra,” she whispered. 
Jace frowned. “Guess so. Is that a problem?”
She shook her head and her smile grew big. “Not. At. All.”
“No?” Spinning her around, he took her glass from her, which was empty, and set it down on his coffee table before looping his arms around her waist. “And why is that?”
“Because I’m a Gemini and our signs are very compatible. It also makes total sense why you’re a police officer.”
“It does, does it?”
“Mhmm.” Her arms traveled up around his neck. “You’re a peacekeeper. You prefer harmony and justice. Have a strong moral compass and deep compassion.”
Well, hot damn. He’d never really believed in any of the astrological mumbo jumbo, but so far, everything she was saying about his star sign was right. 
There had to be a catch, though. 
For every positive trait, there had to be a negative one, too. 
He waited for the other shoe to drop.
“And Venus rules you in the seventh house. I only know this because my dad’s birthday is October ninth” 
Okay, he had absolutely no idea what that meant. Venus ruled in his seventh house? It sounded like another language.
His expression must have conveyed such because she grinned. “Your ruling planet indicates the what. While your ruling house indicates the where. So in your case, as a Libra, your what are values, possessions and the relating process. What you want and how you attract it.”
He pressed another kiss to her shoulder. “I think it’s pretty easy to tell what I want.”
Her smiled turned coy. “And your ruling house is the where. So in your case, the descendent sign and planets occupying the seventh house tell us about how we select our partners, and describes the partnerships and relationships we seek. Often, we are involuntarily attracted to people whose zodiac signs carry a strong emphasis of the sign in our seventh house.”
He wasn’t really following, but he liked her passion. And he liked the aspect of knowing what he wanted and how he would be attracted to it.
“As a Libra and ruled by Venus, you have a tendency to be indecisive, though, right?” 
Yes, yes he could be. As a kid he missed out on several things because he couldn’t make up his mind. He missed the deadline signing up for soccer and lacrosse because he couldn’t decide. He also missed out on a school field trip to a Canuck’s game because he couldn’t make up his mind whether he wanted to go to the game, or skiing with his cousins. He ended up missing out on both. 
“And your quest for harmony can lead to analysis paralysis, where you just don’t decide because neither choice will strike the right balance.” That was also true. “You’re also a serial monogamist. You’re in relationships for the long-game. One-night stands and playing the field aren’t your jam. You like to be organized, and that kind of lifestyle doesn’t fit with your need for harmony and balance.”
That made him crack a smile. “You been talking to my mother or something?”
“No. I just know a lot about astrology. And I know even more about my compatible star signs.”
“So you’re a Gemini?”
“Mhmm.”
“And that’s the twins? So do you have like two personalities or something?”
Her chuckle was a practiced one because she’d probably heard his lame line a hundred times before. He cringed at that thought. Normally, he was better with the jokes, but that guy at the elevator threw Jace off his game. “More like, I’m the ultimate communicator. My twins are chatty. So am I. Communication is numero uno for me. I form connections through dialogue. I don’t play games, but I’m playful.”
“Good to know.”
“I’ve got a lot of energy, and I adapt easily to new situations.”
“So far, I’m hearing only good things. What’s a negative trait for a Gemini? There’s got to be at least one.”
She sighed and her eyes turned soft before she glanced away. “We can be gossipy and flirty. Which I am. We can also speak before we think—which is something I’m working hard on.”
“We all have room for improvement somewhere. My indecisiveness for starters.”
“And having so much energy can get me into trouble. I’m working on slowing down and enjoying the little things in life a bit more. I get bored and restless easily. Workin’ on that, too. Rayma’s got me joining her yoga class at her gym. It’s in a hot room, so sometimes all I can think about is how freaking hot I am, or how badly I need to wipe the sweat running into my eyes. It keeps me from thinking about other things. Then there’s breath work and meditation, too. I still struggle with that.”
“Over-active mind?”
Her smile was sweet. “Little bit. If one twin isn’t thinking, the other one is.”
“At least you’re never lonely.”
Her breathy laugh stirred embers of arousal deep in his belly. “Oh, believe me, growing up as an only child, my twins had imaginary friends of their own, so did I. It was a regular ol’ party when I served tea. Everyone interrupting each other, arguing over the Earl Grey and the finger sandwiches served by my stuffed panda toy, Mrs. Fluffbottom.”
Jace snorted and his smile hurt his cheeks. “Mrs. Fluffbottom?”
She nodded. “Yeah. She was a very loyal servant. Wore a black and white maid’s outfit and everything.”
“Aren’t panda’s black and white already?”
She had a single dimple on her right side that came out when she smiled as wide as she was now. 
He leaned forward and pressed his lips there. “I’d love to meet Mrs. Fluffbottom one day. Do you think she’d approve of me?” His mouth meandered from her dimple, across her jaw and down her neck as he pushed her forward until her butt hit the window. 
“She’s gotten crotchety in her old age, but I know all she’s ever wanted is for me to be happy. I think she’d like you. Especially since you’re a Libra and a man of honor.”
“What do the stars say about Libra’s in the bedroom?” His hands skimmed down her sides, then up to cup her breasts. 
He trailed his mouth back up her neck and kissed her smile. 
“You’re all about balance. Those scales rule your life. But you’re also a giver.”
“Oh, baby, do I ever like to give.”
“You’re all about foreplay.”
“Love it.” He peppered kisses across the other side of her jaw and down her throat. Slowly, his hands worked their way behind her and found the top of the zipper for her dress.
“And you’re a big communicator in bed. You’re not afraid to say exactly what you want.”
He pulled down the zipper. “No harm in asking.”
Her dress loosened from her body and when he stepped back just a touch, it fell to the ground in a pool of forest green at her feet, leaving her in a sexy black strapless bra and matching thong. She still had on her black heels, too. He’d always loved the way a woman’s legs looked in heels. The way they made her calves pop, and the feel of a heel digging into his ass cheek during sex, was something he sometimes found himself craving. 
Living up to the reputation of his star sign, he slowly sunk down to his knees, pressing kisses to the top swell of each breast, her ribs, her belly, the tops of her thighs and inner knees. Lifting up one leg, he trailed his hand from her heel to the apex of her thighs, tracing the path with his nose, and pulling her feminine scent deep into his lungs. 
He made sure she knew to keep her foot on his shoulder as he inched forward, moved her thong to the side and flicked her clit with his tongue. 
Her sharp inhale made him smile. 
He did it again. Only this time, she responded with a low moan and a gentle push forward of her hips, welcoming him. 
He took the gesture for what it was and dove in, swirling his tongue around her clit and loving the way she was already wet for him. Two fingers found her core, and he pushed them inside, curling upward and enjoying the way she squeezed around him and bucked into his face. 
Her clit swelled against his tongue and her fingers wove their way into his hair, tugging just enough to make him grunt from the tingles of threatened pain. But it was the kind of pain he liked. Just enough to remind him he was alive. Just enough to send sharp zaps down to his balls. 
His cock strained against his dress pants, but he didn’t care. He’d deal with that later. Right now, his focus was on the enchanting Peyton and her cute little red landing strip. He didn’t care if a woman was shaved, waxed, lasered, or sporting a bush. Hair was normal, and it was all about personal preference. But he had to admit, Peyton’s perfectly landscaped strip was very enticing. He pressed his nose into the hair and inhaled deeply, loving her unique feminine scent and the way it made his cock get even thicker. 
He went back to his task of sucking her clit and finger fucking her tight little pussy. She wasn’t going to last long, he could already tell. She was trying so hard to keep a rhythm as she rode his face, but as she drew closer to her finish line, she was losing her cadence. It was cute. And a part of him wanted to see just how crazy and erratic he could make her. 
A sexy little whimper from the woman above made him smile as he swept the flat of his tongue over her clit. 
“Oh god.”
He did it again.
Her legs trembled. 
He did it again.
“J-Jace … I … Oh god.” Her fingers tightened in his hair. Her knees wobbled and when he glanced up her body to check out her expression, he wasn’t disappointed. She was biting her bottom lip, and her head was tossed back against the window. 
Her lower belly muscles were tight as she tried as hard as she could to hold on. But the longer she clenched everything—including her pussy muscles around his fingers—the more he saw it as a challenge to get her to break. To push her over that edge.
Pulling his fingers free, he moved his face lower and thrust his tongue into her channel, fucking her that way. His thumb found her clit and wiggled back and forth. 
“Oh … god.” Now her entire body shook. “Y-yes. Oh god. I’m going to—” 
And then she did. 
And she broke so beautifully. 
Her cries of pleasure we uninhibited and at full volume, and the way she ground herself down on his face said she wasn’t holding back at all. She was there fully and completely for the pleasure he wielded. Sweet honey poured from her pussy and across his tongue. He drank her down as fast as he could. Accepting every drop of what she offered. 
Her body rippled and her muscles contracted with each new wave of her climax, but no matter what, the hold she had on his hair remained firm. She wasn’t letting go of him. He wasn’t allowed to move from his spot between her legs until the last drop was consumed, and the last tremor of her release was spent. 
There was nowhere else he’d rather be, anyway. 
Eventually, she returned to earth and released his hair, apologizing for nearly snatching him bald. 
“I think I could rock being bald, don’t you?” he said, kissing her inner thigh before helping her set her foot down on the floor from his shoulder. 
She wobbled a little and used his shoulder to steady herself. “I think you could pull it off better than Chase and Rex.” He stood up, and she ran her fingers through his thick, dark hair again. “But you do have a gorgeous head of hair. I don’t see baldness in your future.”
“No. But I’ll go gray early. All the men in my family have. Both sides, too. Nobody is bald, but everybody is gray.”
“Stress of the job won’t help with that.” She smiled. “You’ll look sexy as a silver fox, though.”
Taking her hand and helping her step out of her dress, he led her through his apartment and into his bedroom, then his bathroom, where he turned on his walk-in steam shower. “I might have something that can remove makeup.” He dug under his bathroom sink and pulled out a face wash his sister bought him years ago when he was getting a bit of adult acne. He soon realized that it was the protein powder he took that that made him break out. Now, he severely limited his dairy intake. He handed it to her. “Will this work? It says it can remove makeup.”
With that same sweet smile as before, she accepted the bottle and used some folded up toilet paper to wipe her eyes clean. Then she washed the rest of her face, using a small cloth he gave her. 
“Still gorgeous,” he said, when she removed the cloth and glanced at him in the mirror, her face free of makeup and looking rosy and fresh. 
“I don’t actually like wearing makeup. Makes me break out if I do it too often.”
“It’s fun to get dressed up once in a while, though.” He started to unbutton his dress shirt. She watched him like a spider, fixated on a fly that was about to get snagged in her web. With focus, curiosity and absolute starvation. 
The way her pupils grew, the black invading the gray until it was just a thin rim of silver left of her irises as he removed his shirt, had him stifling his chuckle. 
Then he went to work on his pants and when his cock slapped his stomach, she couldn’t contain her gasp. 
“Jesus Christ,” she blurted out. “Forget being a cop. You could be a firefighter with that hose.”
He snorted. “Been hanging out with Rayma too much.”
“Because I say what’s on my mind?”
“No filter.”
“Blame the twins.”
“I’d rather just meet them.” He stepped forward and reached behind her to unclasp her bra. It was a standard bra, but instead of two clasps, it had four. The black bra fell to the ground and his gaze zeroed in on her perky red nipples. 
He dropped to a crouch and brought one into his mouth while cupping the other breast. She moaned and arched her back, pressing her chest into his hand. He switched to the other breast with his mouth, sucking that nipple and feeling it get harder against his tongue. She moaned once more and reached out to steady herself by grabbing his shoulders. 
“Let’s get clean,” she said, pulling away and opening the glass door for the shower. He followed her in and had her plastered up against the tile wall in less than a second. 
Hands and mouths were everywhere as the steam enveloped them into a warm fog. 
The snow picked up outside, blanketing the city once more in a white shroud of silence. But inside Jace’s apartment, in his shower, things were hot, and neither of them were quiet. 
He brought her to climax again with just his fingers before she dropped to her knees, took him in her mouth and introduced him to her tonsils on a very intimate level. 
It was nearly two in the morning by the time they fell into bed. But neither of them was tired. 
When one of her twins got tired, the other one tagged in, and because he was all about balance, he made sure he never left either twin unsatisfied. The clock on his phone said it was three-thirty when he finally curled up around Peyton and closed his eyes. 
He’d never had a Christmas like this before, but he was beginning to think there’d never be one better, either. 






  
  CHAPTER THREE


Pinpricks of ecstasy filled Peyton’s limbs, and her toes curled as the man on top of her rocked his hips in such a decadent way she saw stars behind her close eyelids. 
Exhausted from such a wonderful day yesterday, and a long and erotic evening, she didn’t have the energy to open her eyes and go another round with Jace. 
So she chose to keep her eyes closed, because vision was overrated when the man was just that talented. 
She locked her ankles around his butt as it flexed and bunched with each thrust. 
The man had a great butt. She’d even boldly given it a little nip with her teeth last night when she told him to roll over onto his front, and she straddled him with her naked body and gave him a massage. 
His moans of delight from her deep-tissue treatment encouraged her to get brazen, and just as she dug her elbow into a tight spot on his hamstring, she dipped her head and bit his muscular glute. 
“Hey!” he’d said with a chuckle. “Did you just bite my butt?”
“Maybe,” she teased, sitting back up and running her hands up his side to his shoulders again. 
Before she could blink, or get to work on his tight traps, she was back beneath him. “Well, now I’ve definitely got to bite yours,” he said, hovering above her. “It’s only fair.”
He’d done more than just bite her butt, too. His tongue found her crease and, along with a couple of fingers in her pussy, he brought her to a climax unlike any she’d ever had before. She wasn’t sure she’d be able to walk in the morning after that. 
But, just like seeing, walking was overrated, too. 
He woke her up with his tongue between her legs, then crawled up her body, slid a condom on like a pro, and was inside her, reminding her of his prowess and stamina in all the best possible ways. 
Arching her back, she pressed her breasts toward his mouth. He took the cue, dropping his lips to her left nipple and scissoring his teeth over the tight, achy bud. She moaned and squeezed her pussy around his cock, loving the way his lower belly stroked her clit. 
She knew he was working out extra hard because he was training for E.R.T., which was the Canadian version of S.W.A.T. But even without all the additional training, Jace was probably a fine specimen of a man. His abs had abs. And that sexy V that ran along his hip bones, down beneath his boxers, made her mouth water and her clit throb. She licked it more than once last night, but that only given her a taste, and now she wanted more. 
He moved his mouth to the other breast and delivered the same decadent torture to that nipple. Sucking and biting, scissoring his teeth until a delicious throb pulsed in her chest. She heard that some women could orgasm just from nipple stimulation, and although she’d never done so herself, she understood how it was possible—at least now. 
Maybe all those women had been with Jace Shepherd. 
His movements were slow and deliberate. There was no rushing things with this man. Everything Jace did was done with precision and concentration. His cadence was measured, and even the time spent on each breast was exactly the same—not that she was timing him or anything. 
He kissed one side of her neck, then the other. 
The need to balance her out was so fitting for this Libra. 
Her orgasm built like a snow mound. Each one of his thrusts, each one of his kisses, was another snowflake on the stack, until eventually it would either kiss the sky, or topple over from its own weight. 
Her initial reaction was to squeak in surprise when he abruptly rolled them over and she suddenly found herself on top. 
“I like this angle,” he said, smiling lazily up at her. Her hair was a wild and wavy mess around her shoulders, and her pale, freckled breasts bounced as he bucked up beneath her. She hinged forward slightly, resting her hands on his chest, and began to bob up and down on his lap. 
His pelvis scraped just perfectly against her clit, pushing her close once again to that beautiful orgasm that whispered on the fringes. 
His right hand snaked around behind her and one finger probed her hole. They locked eyes. He lifted a brow, subtly asking for consent. She smiled and nodded, relaxing her muscles so he could push that finger in a little further. But before he could do that, he brought his hand around in front of her and between her legs. He gripped his cock as it disappeared inside of her, rubbing his thumb over her clit, then gathering some of her arousal. 
Then he wrapped that hand back around her and, with a lubed finger, he pressed against her tight rosette once more. She relaxed and pushed out with her muscles, allowing him to slip inside with ease. 
That divine new bit of pressure and his finger pressing on a new erogenous zone made her lower belly flutter. Her clit throbbed and her nipples pebbled even harder than they already were. 
She was close. 
So freaking close. 
The knowing grin on Jace’s face said he knew she was struggling to hang on. 
Her lips twisted into a cheeky smile. Then she squeezed his cock with all her might, pushed back against his finger so it went inside of her even deeper, and finally let go. 
Tipping her head back so her chin pointed to the ceiling, she cried out, allowing the snow pile to topple over and take her with it. Only based on how hot and bothered she was, and how much steam they were generating, fogging up the windows, that snow pile would be a puddle in no time. 
Jace followed her release with his own seconds later, stilling as his hand gripped her hip tight and his finger in her ass paused. 
She was still in the throes of her climax, but pried one eye open to watch him. His mouth was opened and a look of pure elation streaked across his face. 
His expression only spurred her on, and another orgasm clambered forward on the heels of the first. She rode Jace hard, back and forth, loving the way his cock split her open. The intense stretch, the feeling of being so beautifully full, was riveting. The man had a nice cock. No weird bend to it, nice and long and with a girth that made her see stars. 
When her second orgasm finally waned, she realized she’d closed her eyes again. Jace relaxed beneath her, and when she blinked her eyes open and glanced down at him, she found him smiling. 
She smiled back, a heated flush of shyness making its unwanted way into her cheeks and chest. She was fair-skinned, which meant he could easily see the pink hue to her cheeks and breasts. 
“God, you’re gorgeous,” he mused, his voice like rough whiskey that made her pussy flutter around him. “And a fucking goddess when you come.”
She bit her lip and glanced away, her hair tumbling over her face. Slowly, she rolled off him and made her way to the bathroom, where she tidied herself up. When she returned to the bedroom, he got out of bed, a cocky grin on his face, and went to dispose of the condom. 
He was back in bed with her, hauling her back against his chest in a under a minute. 
“How does your family spend Christmas day?” he asked, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. 
She sighed and snuggled into his arms, smiling at just how content she felt. “Pretty lazy and low key. It’s just the three of us. So we stay in our pajamas all day drinking coffee with Bailey’s, listening to Christmas music and opening gifts. We have a rule—my parents and I. Our gifts for each other must be under fifty dollars and handmade.”
“Oh, wow!”
She shrugged. “My parents are …”
“Loaded?” he finished with a chuckle. 
“Yeah. So, there’s not much that we need. Christmas has always been about spending time together. Not about things. We also do a lot of volunteer work around the holidays—well, all year—but especially around the holidays. And we donate money we would spend on each other to worthier causes. We know we’re privileged, so we don’t take that for granted.”
“That’s really cool. What have you made for your parents this year?” He squeezed her tighter. 
“Well, I learned how to crochet a few years ago, so I made my mom a scarf and matching gloves in her favorite color—olive green. And for my dad—who is an avid fly fisherman, well, any kind of fishing, really—I took a fly-tying course and made him a bunch of really neat flies.”
“That’s really fucking cool,” he said, his tone conveying just how impressed he really was. “I’d love to see some of these flies. I’ve been fly-fishing with my dad before, but we always just buy our flies. I think learning how to make your own would be really neat.”
“It was finicky at first. My first few were total crap, but once I got the hang of it, it was actually really fun.” 
He released her and helped her roll over so she was facing him. Brushing the hair off her face, he cupped her cheek. “I really like that tradition you have with your parents. Where you spend your time rather than your money.”
She smiled. “Me, too. Boxing Day—so tomorrow—is when we see family. My uncle Ron has a big open house that we go to every year. His wife makes a giant pot of chili, and another one of chowder, then everyone just comes and goes as they like. They get anywhere between twenty and eighty people over the course of the day. Luckily, their house is massive and can sustain it.”
“Oh, wow!”
“What about you?”
He rolled over onto his back and tucked his hands behind his head. She snuggled into his chest, resting her head on his pec. “My sister has a couple of kids now, so it’s all about them—which I love. My parents, sister and I don’t buy each other anything anymore. I just buy for my niece and nephew. I’ll head over to my parents’ house around two o’clock. We’ll open gifts with the kids, then have dinner. My mum always goes overboard with dinner. Turkey and every side dish imaginable.”
“I’m all about the side dishes. I will honestly admit that I have eaten an entire family-sized serving of stuffing on my own in my apartment for dinner—on more than one occasion.”
He snorted a laugh. “I love that. Then she sends us all home with leftovers to sustain us for a week. But I’m beckoned back a few days later to pick up my turkey potpies and my turkey soup.”
“Let me guess, you can eat an entire pie in one sitting?”
“Have done—more than once. Then I have a second dinner later.”
It was her turn to snort. 
“Hey, I’m in training. Gotta keep the muscles fed.” Playfully, he brought his right bulging bicep to his mouth and gave it a kiss.
Peyton rolled her eyes. But she secretly loved his playfulness. “When do you start work again?”
“Tomorrow, unfortunately. Day shift. I’ve got two of ‘em. Then two nights. Then I’m off for four.”
She nodded. “My best friend’s husband is a cop. I’m familiar with the rotation.”
He reached down and pinched her butt. “Cheeky.” Then he grabbed his phone from his nightstand to check the time. It was eight-fourteen. “What time are your parents expecting you?”
“They know it was Rayma’s wedding yesterday, and that I had a late night. I told them I’d be home around noon.”
He growled and hauled her back on top of him. “So we have a few more hours to prove to Santa why we’re on his naughty list.” Then he hoisted her up, making her squeal, and reminding her just how strong he was, and positioned her over his face, flicking her clit with his tongue. 
She sighed and held onto the wall for dear life. 
Best. Christmas. Morning. Ever. 

      [image: ]Jace was the perfect gentleman. He saved Peyton from a chilly walk of shame by loaning her a pair of his enormous sweatpants and a T-shirt, along with some socks and his giant slide sandals. Then, he drove her back to Pasha’s so she could collect her car and get home to get into her pajamas for Christmas at her parents. 
“What are you doing on the twenty-seventh?” he asked as they pulled up to Heath and Pasha’s behind Peyton’s car, parked on the curb and covered with snow. 
“No plans besides back to work. You?”
“Work and training. But since we’re neighbors, maybe we could have dinner together.”
She beamed. “I’d like that.”
“Here,” he said, opening up the door to his truck. “Stay put. I’ll clear off your car and get it all warmed up for you.” Then he grabbed her keys from her hand and hopped out, leaving her toasty in the cab of his truck, watching him brush the snow off her car. 
A giggle erupted in her chest as she watched him. She caught the bouquet—or in this case, the pineapple—and he caught the garter. Was there any real merit in those old traditions?
He certainly seemed like a catch on paper—and in the bedroom.
After fifteen minutes, he opened up her door and helped her climb down into a small snowbank, then maneuver her way to her door. He even cleared her a small path. “I’m going to follow you home, okay?” he said. “Not because I’m a weirdo stalker. But because these roads are dicey and I want to make sure you get home okay.”
Happiness warmed her. Her loving Libra. He was so caring. 
She nodded and slid behind the steering wheel of her car. He even turned on the seat warmers for her. “Thank you.”
She drove back downtown to her condo with the safety and security of knowing a hunky police officer who was great in bed was right behind her. Making sure she didn’t end up in a ditch or anything. 
He tossed her a wave when she headed into her parking garage and she blew him a kiss. 
It was eleven-thirty. She needed to have another shower and get into her holiday pajamas. Her parents wouldn’t be upset if she was a little late. But her belly rumbled in anticipation of her mother’s gingerbread scones, so she hopped to it and was in her car and heading to Oak Bay and her family home by twelve-fifteen. 
As always, Christmas morning with her mum and dad was wonderful. 
They loved her homemade gifts, and she loved theirs. 
Her mother, who was big into crafting—and houseplants—made Peyton a living frame. She took a big, beautiful picture frame and chicken wire, then added moss and succulents, until the frame was filled with green life. It would go perfectly in her apartment. She absolutely loved it. 
And her father, who was also quite handy and liked to work with his hands, built Peyton a new bookshelf for her apartment. She only just moved out on her own earlier that year and was still accumulating furniture and art that she liked. Why go out and buy crap just to fill a space? Wait until the right piece comes along. And she’d been doing just that. 
Sitting on her parents’ big couch in her candy cane flannel pajamas with an Irish coffee in one hand and a gingerbread scone in the other, Peyton was in her happy place. 
Her phone warbled on the coffee table, so she had to make the impossible decision of which item to put down so she could grab it. 
Her father laughed at her when she crammed the remaining scone into her mouth so she didn’t have to choose. “You could have just put the thing down,” he said. 
She shook her head but was unable to speak from how full her mouth was. 
Picking up her phone, a giddy heat filled her chest and cheeks. It was a text message from Jace, along with a picture. 
My niece got a tarot card set for Christmas from my mom, and I immediately thought of you. Are you into that stuff, too?
A picture of the set appeared above the message. 
She smiled. She had that very set. 
She messaged him back. I’ll do a reading for you when you come over for dinner. 
He sent back a laughing emoji, followed by a heart. 
Her heart thumped heavy in her chest. 
“That kind of smile only comes when you’re thinking about a guy,” her dad, Bill, said with amusement in his tone. “Who is he?”
She bit her lip and set her phone down on the arm of the couch, taking a sip of her coffee before replying. “Jace. He’s Jordan’s best friend and a police officer, too. We met at the bachelor-bachelorette party, then again at the wedding.”
Her father hummed in response, a woodworking magazine open and in his hands. “Making plans to go on a date?”
“Yeah. We’re going to have dinner after his day-shift on the twenty-seventh.”
“Who’s having dinner?” her mother, Tracy, asked, entering the big living room, her red curls bouncing as she carried a tray of more gingerbread scones. Peyton’s mouth watered. 
“I am,” Peyton said, leaning forward and grabbing another scone before her mother could even set down the tray down on the coffee table. “With Jordan’s best friend Jace.”
“Picture?” her mother asked, eyes—the same gray shade as Peyton’s—lighting up with excitement.
Peyton had already been through every one of Jace’s Instagram pictures, so she couldn’t say she didn’t have one. Her parents knew when she was lying. Nodding, she brought up a cute one of him in just jeans and a long-sleeve black shirt. He was smiling and giving a thumbs up to the camera in front of some waterfall, probably on the island. 
Her mother sat down beside her and leaned in to check out Jace’s picture. “Ohh, he’s cute. Nice smile.”
“He has a great smile.”
“And you said he’s a cop with Jordan?”
Peyton nodded. “Yeah. He’s trying out for E.R.T., too.”
Her father’s gray brows lifted on his forehead. “Oh wow. Must be training pretty hard then?”
“Yeah, every day. Though, I think he took yesterday and today off.”
Her parents chuckled.
“Well, I’m happy to see you dating again,” her mother said, patting her thigh. “You deserve to find love and be happy.”
“But if being by yourself is what makes you happy, then we support that, too,” her dad quickly added, his brown eyes earnest. “Your happiness does not need to be defined by your relationship status or having a man in your life.”
Peyton and her mother rolled their matching eyes and smiled. It’d taken some gentle brainwashing on their part, but her dad was finally becoming the feminist they knew he could be. But growing up in a family of all boys, and working in the construction industry with blue-collar misogynists for the last thirty-five years, her dad required a lot of deprograming. He was on his way, though. 
“Thanks, Dad,” Peyton said, biting into her scone. “Turns out Jace and I live across the street from each other. But I get that he’s busy. We’re both young and focused on our careers, so even if we only see each other for an hour some days, that’s okay.”
“Spoken like a practical woman with a good head on her shoulders,” her dad said, leaning forward to grab a scone for himself.
“Well, I hope that when you’re both ready, we can meet him. Anybody who can make you glow and smile like this is already in my good books.” Her mother pulled her in for a hug and pressed a kiss to the side of her head. “Now, how’s everyone’s coffee?”
“Not Irish enough,” Peyton and her father said at the same time, which caused all three of them to burst out laughing. 






  
  CHAPTER FOUR


Jace flung himself into bed. It was December twenty-sixth and his first day back to work. After his shift, he spent four hours at the gym training. His muscles were tired and achy, and his brain was a complete fog. 
But even as exhausted as he was, that didn’t keep him from grabbing his phone and shooting off a quick text to Peyton. How was your uncle’s Boxing Day party?
She didn’t reply right away, but he wasn’t worried. 
It was only eleven o’clock, maybe she was still at the party. 
But before his screen went black, those three little dots started to bounce below his message. 
It was really great. She messaged back. 
Yeah? Did you go with the chowder or the chili?
I can’t believe you remembered that. Will you judge me if I say I had a bowl of both?
He grinned. I’d have probably had four bowls of each, so no. No judgment here. Did you have a nice Christmas with your parents?
He wanted to call her, but worried that might be a little too forward. Yes, they’d spent the night together and had sex more than once and in many positions, but would calling be trying too hard? He hated all this new dating protocol bullshit. He hated dating in general. 
Fuck it. 
He hit dial. 
“You’re one of those people, eh?” she answered. 
“One of what people?”
“A person who actually calls on the phone and doesn’t just text.”
He chuckled, though a frisson of unease wormed through him that he’d overstepped. “Texting is so impersonal.”
“I agree.” There was a smile in her voice, and he let out a sigh of relief. “Christmas was so lovely. They were very curious about you.”
“You told your parents about me?”
Even though he couldn’t see her, he knew she was probably shrugging. “I’m very close with my parents. I just said that we hung out and met at the bachelor-bachelorette party and wedding. And that we’re having dinner tomorrow. That was it. Though, my mom wanted to see a picture of you, so I showed her one from your Instagram.”
He rolled onto his back, put his phone on speaker mode and tucked his hands behind his head, letting his phone rest on his bare chest. “Yeah, which picture did you show her?”
“Had to scroll for a bit to find one with your shirt on. You were in front of a waterfall.”
He snorted. “That’s from last fall. My ex took that. We were at Little Qualicum Falls.”
“Figured it was somewhere on the island. Did you have a nice Christmas with your family?”
“Sure did. Ate my weight in turkey and trimmings.”
“Only way to do it. And how was your first shift back?”
“Thankfully, uneventful. Nothing but some routine calls, which is surprising, because this time of year can bring out the worst in people.”
“It
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