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      From cover of the curtains in his front library, Eric Logan watched the woman sitting in her car out in front of his home. He’d always wondered what he would feel when he finally saw her. After so many years of waiting, centuries of waiting, she was finally here.

      And he still wasn’t sure how he felt.

      His emotions were all jumbled, too chaotic to sort out. Need. Possessiveness. Resentment. Fear. Uncertainty. Curiosity. Protectiveness. Anger. Desire.

      But one thing was as clear to him as the autumn light reflecting off the hood of her beat up Dodge. He would have Katie Donovan. She was his. His Nam-tar. Promised to him by the old god En millennia ago. And nothing and no one would stand in his way.

      Not even her.

      

      Katie glanced one last time in the rearview mirror, making sure her makeup and hair were neat and professional-looking. She hated that she hadn’t been able to check into her hotel before arriving at the Logan mansion. Between traffic and a later start leaving the city than she’d intended, she’d have been late for the interview if she took the time to find the hotel.

      But this particular interview was more important to her career than any previous assignment, so she couldn’t afford to be late.

      She ran her tongue over her teeth to make sure there was no lipstick, sucked in a deep breath, and glanced at the front door to the mansion. Something vague nagged at her senses—that damned tingling at the base of her skull, an indication her much hated psychic senses were about to give her some knowledge she didn’t want.

      One long minute passed as she waited for the knowing. But nothing came to her. Just an unfocused sense of foreboding.

      Grinding her teeth, she snatched up her purse and checked for her digital voice recorder, notebooks, pens, rechargers, and mobile phone—all the really important stuff. Then she forced herself from the car, locking the door even though the effort seemed unnecessary given the setting.

      She scanned the front grounds, memorizing the manicured lawns, the tree-lined, gravel-strewn road leading into the estate, the elegant stone fountain centered in front of the mansion, creating a circular driveway. The trees dotting the property were just beginning to turn, decorating the green lawn in bright reds, oranges, and yellows. This part of upstate New York exploded with color in October, which was worth the trip all by itself. The scent of fresh cut grass gave the cool autumn day an almost spring feel, despite the colorful trees.

      As she turned in a slow circle, she spotted a side road which she assumed led to a garage, but Mr. Logan’s assistant hadn’t given her any specifics about where to park, so the front of the house would have to do for now. Given all the detailed instructions the assistant had given her, that one lapse was a little surprising. They probably weren’t expecting her to stay long enough to need the garage.

      Or maybe the assistant thought Katie would insult Mr. Logan immediately and get kicked out. Since he was notorious for not giving interviews, that was a distinct possibility.

      She faced the front door again, taking in the white stone stairs leading up to the house, the gleaming pillars supporting an arched stone portico, the decorative glass windows that prevented views inside. Her stomach danced a little, nerves and pressure making her glad she’d used the strong deodorant that morning.

      Finally, she forced herself to walk up those steps, running a hand down her suit skirt to remove any creases, snapping down the sleeves of her suit jacket. Even as she rang the bell, she mentally practiced the way she’d greet Mr. Logan. Professional, competent, no nonsense. She had to get this right.

      Her future depended on it.

      As she waited, another tingle along her neck and a slight movement near the house made her glance to the right. Frowning, she leaned back, trying to identify the source of the movement. She could swear she saw something. But the lawn and bushes near the house were still. She hadn’t felt a breeze to explain any movement. Nothing even rustled as she stared.

      Probably just a squirrel.

      An older man wearing a grave expression and a very traditional butler suit—black pants and jacket, white shirt and striped cravat-style tie—opened the door. He was a tall, pale man with light eyes and graying hair cut neat and close to his head. His bearing brooked no nonsense.

      She straightened her shoulders, imitating his posture, and pasted on her most professional smile. “Hello. I’m Katie Donovan. Here for the interview with Mr. Logan.”

      “Come in.” The man stepped to the side to allow her entry, then indicated a direction to the right with the sweep of his hand. “This way, please.”

      She followed silently, attempting to take in the interior of the house at once. Stunning was the first word that leapt to mind.

      The main entryway was flanked by large white columns past which opened a huge foyer with a thirty-foot, arched ceiling boasting a colorful mural. Unfortunately, from the ground floor, she couldn’t see the subject of the painting. But the gilt accenting the crown molding was impressive even from a distance. Green marble floors against white painted walls, gave more depth and an echoing kind of openness. Several closed doors stood on either side of the foyer, between which were small shelf insets filled with object de art she hoped to study closer at some point this afternoon.

      Dominating the area was a huge curved marble staircase with elaborately carved wooden banisters, which led up to a second-floor gallery. She got a glimpse of corridors leading off from behind and to the sides of the stairs, into other parts of the mansion. The overall impression was of an immense space and boundless wealth.

      She’d barely had time to take in the grandeur before the butler opened one of the doors to the right and gestured her inside.

      “Sir, Ms. Katie Donovan to see you.”

      She nodded politely to the butler, gave her hands a quick flex and release to relax her nerves, and walked into the room with her shoulders straight and her best reporter smile in place.

      The smile and her forward momentum froze when she got her first good look at Eric Logan in person.

      Oh. Oh my.

      She’d been expecting him to be handsome. There were a few pictures of him out in public, at various charity events, museum openings, and sometimes at business functions. She thought she’d known what to expect. She was used to handsome celebrities. That had been a part of her previous job in London. Interviewing—sometimes ambushing—beautiful people to get quotes and gossip. She’d been in the presence of some of the most spectacularly attractive people on the planet.

      None had ever overwhelmed her quite like this.

      And it wasn’t even that he was handsome. He was, of course. Dark hair brushing his collar, dark eyes, clean shaven, sharp features, tall, broad shouldered. He was dressed for the interview in black slacks and a black button-down shirt, which he carried off without his pale skin look too pasty. But there was something…more to him. Something in his bearing, his aura. Magnetic. Compelling. A little scary. And something that took her breath away. Like electricity. Like lightning. Something… Stunning.

      Yes, that was the word. Stunned. She was stunned by him.

      And for a long moment, all she could do was stare. Not moving. Not speaking. Not blinking.

      When his nostrils flared, she got the distinct impression of being a deer facing down a lion.

      Her heartbeat pounded hard enough she was afraid he’d hear even though they were across the room from each other. And for a split second, she wondered if she could run away without getting sacked.

      Probably. Her editor wouldn’t fire her for losing this interview. But Mona would also never let her write the articles she really wanted to write either, the types of stories that would get her a coveted Pulitzer.

      She’d worked her ass off to get this interview, even going so far as to call in a favor from a former colleague in London. The fact that as soon as she’d talked to Logan’s assistant her psychic senses assured her that he’d agree to the interview hadn’t made the process any easier or more secure. He’d already delayed the meeting twice. She couldn’t afford to risk this opportunity or allow him to put her off a third time. Not when her entire journalistic future depended on it. She had to stick this out, get this interview.

      Even if he did send her primitive flight instincts into overdrive.

      She let out a slow breath, straightened her shoulders again, and crossed the room, determined to see this through.

      “Thank you for agreeing to speak with me, Mr. Logan,” she greeted, hoping he didn’t hear the huskiness in her voice. She cleared her throat. “Aphrodite’s readers will be thrilled to learn more about you.”

      Intending to shake his hand, she extended her own, but he held still, making no effort to return the gesture. Letting her arm fall back to her side, she nodded instead and waited for him to say something.

      A long moment passed in silence.

      Okay. Her nerves were already jumping, from more than just the importance of this to her career. But apparently, he wasn’t going to make things easy on her.

      Glancing around the large, high-ceiling library, she changed tack. “You have a lovely home.”

      The furniture was both expensive and comfortable-looking, an eclectic mix of styles rather than matching sets, with a modern leather couch and chairs interspersed with an antique settee and cherrywood tables. The dark wood shelves lining the walls were filled with leather bound volumes, the rugs covering the polished wooden floors were thick and colorful. Heavy green velvet curtains hung alongside the three large windows taking up most of the external wall. The fireplace was smooth gray stone with a green marble base, a stack of wood piled on the grate, and a large, decorative mirror over the mantle. A few paintings hung between the shelves, but otherwise the room was free of knick-knacks. A fine, casual display of wealth.

      “Thank you,” he responded to her compliment.

      His deep, quiet voice washed over her, making her skin tingle in its wake and her stomach muscles tightened. So… His voice didn’t help her nerves at all. She needed him to speak, to answer her questions, but since the sound of his voice rubbed against her spine like velvet, she wasn’t sure listening to him talk was good for her.

      Too bad it was the entire reasons she was here.

      She cleared her throat again. “Shall we get started?” She spoke in a brisk tone, making sure none of her internal turmoil leaked out. He likely already knew the impact he had on people. Wouldn’t do to let him know she was affected.

      “Would you like a tour of the house?” he asked, seemingly out of nowhere.

      Well, since he mentioned it. “A tour would be lovely. As long as you don’t mind me asking questions along the way. Since we have such a limited amount of time.”

      She’d only been given a few hours with him today and an hour tomorrow morning. Barely enough for the interview Mona wanted. But Katie couldn’t pass up the opportunity to see more of a mansion that reporters had never been allowed into.

      Until now.

      He extended a hand toward the door, and she preceded him from the room, hoping her slightly wobbly knees weren’t evident in her stride. Heels might have been a bad idea, even though they were low and normally something she could manage easily. But this wasn’t normal. None of this felt even a little normal.

      She waited in the huge foyer for him to lead the way, carefully controlling a need to fidget. When he passed her, another shiver of awareness raced across her skin, as if he’d physically brushed against her.

      More lightning and sparks danced along her nerves. Her stomach danced, too. And she had no idea if those feelings were anxiety or…something else.

      But whatever the reason for her reaction to Eric Logan, she knew one thing…

      That feeling, and the man himself, scared the shit out of her.
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      Katie blew out a breath and focused on her reason for being here in the first place. Her job. Her future. Her career. Feelings didn’t play into it. And being scared was no excuse to fall apart.

      She followed Logan as he led her past the stairway and down a corridor with light wooden wainscotting and pale cream walls. The mansion was gorgeous, something Aphrodite readers would want details about—and so would Mona—so she catalogued as much as she could memorize. It kept her attention off the man in front of her. At least enough she could think. Sort of.

      But she was supposed to be talking to him, interviewing him. With such limited time, she had to get something Mona would love. She started with basics. “Your home really is beautiful,” she complimented again. “Did you grow up here?”

      “I’ve spent a lot of time here, yes,” he said, his back to her. “This is my family’s primary residence.”

      “You have properties around the world. Do you have a favorite?”

      All her interview questions were designed to be light and inoffensive. The sorts of questions that the magazine’s readers would love but that wouldn’t get her kicked out of Logan’s house early because she’d pissed him off. Her editor wanted primarily the light fluffy stuff of a celebrity interview, with a few potential insights into the mysterious Eric Logan’s private life.

      And if Katie happened to discover some good juicy gossip along the way… Well, that was how she’d originally gotten the job at Aphrodite. Her background in writing gossip for the rags in London. She hadn’t come here to dig for it. She didn’t want to write celebrity gossip anymore. That was the point of getting this interview. She wanted to write other things. Do serious journalism. But if it helped her reach that goal, she wasn’t opposed to one last splash in the gossip pool.

      When Eric Logan glanced over his shoulder and met her gaze, she had to repress a shiver. The intensity in his look nearly had her tripping over her own feet. A bad idea in her low heels.

      Maybe courting the trouble of revealing gossip about him to the world was a bad idea, even if she uncovered something juicy.

      “At the moment,” he said, returning to her question as he faced forward again, “I’m very fond of this house.”

      She took in the arched ceilings decorated with gleaming carved wood and crystal light fixtures. “I can see why.”

      “This is nothing to the atrium.”

      “The atrium?”

      “I thought we’d start the tour there.”

      He led her to a large entryway opening onto a lush, green paradise. Warm, humid air brushed over her face as they crossed the threshold and the full grandeur of the enclosure momentarily left her speechless.

      Brick-lined walkways twisted and meandered through dense patches of plants and flowers. Overhead, a glass and iron roof filled the massive room with autumn light magnified to feel like summer heat. From her vantage, Katie couldn’t even see the outer walls, furthering the impression that the space was large enough to be a house all by itself. At least ten times the size of her tiny sublet in Manhattan.

      But what most captured her attention were the sculptures.

      Stone and marble works of art seemed to emerge from the greenery like living beings rising from the depths of a mythical forest.

      “Beautiful,” she murmured.

      Without waiting, she wandered down a paved path to the nearest statue—a shockingly life-like rendering of a man in a Victorian era suit walking beside a dog so large its head came to the man’s elbow.

      “Who’s the artist?” she asked, without looking at Logan.

      “My mother.”

      “Really?” She turned to face him. He was staring at her rather than the statue. “None of my research hinted that your mother is an artist.”

      Laksana Logan was known for being a great patron of the arts both in the U.S. and abroad. Some of the very few available photos of the Logan family came from fundraising events. But the articles surrounding the events never had direct quotes from any of the family, and nowhere was it mentioned that Laksana was a sculptor.

      “She’s…unappreciated in her time,” he said with the barest lifting of his lips.

      Katie found herself staring at his mouth for a heartbeat too long and turned quickly back to the statue. “She’s amazingly talented.” To keep her mind on her job and off Eric Logan’s entirely too intriguing mouth, she moved to another statue. “This one looks like you. Another of your mother’s?”

      “Most of the artwork in here is hers.”

      “I can’t believe she isn’t widely recognized. This could be your twin.” She nodded to the form reclining under a stone tree with one knee bent and an apple resting in the palm of his hand where he braced his arm on his out stretched thigh. In the tree bark, another shape seemed to be suggested by the curving lines. A dog? Or maybe a wolf?

      When she faced Logan, the likeness between him and the stone rendering was even more pronounced, almost eerie. His mother hadn’t bothered to idealize her son, down to capturing the slight lump on his nose, an imperfection that only made him more attractive—which should have been impossible. As she studied the living, breathing Eric Logan, Katie had to admit, trying to idealize something that close to perfect probably hadn’t even crossed his mother’s mind.

      She blinked hard and glanced quickly away. “Does she use you as a model frequently?”

      “She uses all my brothers and sisters as models. She claims she wants to preserve her family in stone.”

      A strange expression passed over his face when he murmured the last sentence. Katie waited for further explanation. He was leaving something unsaid, and her curiosity nearly got the better of her. After a moment, she opened her mouth to ask him exactly what his mother meant but stopped when he shook his head, glanced back at her, and smiled.

      That smile overwhelmed all her senses instantly. Feral, wild, and so seductive she could barely breathe. Wow. For a full thirty seconds, she completely lost her train of thought. She couldn’t even remember why she was standing in this gorgeous setting with this sexy-beyond-belief man.

      Then the importance of this interview snapped her back to herself.

      She returned her full attention to the atrium, but nervous energy had her curling the strap of her purse around her hand, winding and unwinding the thick leather as she moved on to another statue. When she realized she was fidgeting, she cursed silently and fisted her hands to keep them still.

      What was it about him that threw her so far off her game? She’d interviewed dozens of actors and celebrities—some of them without their express agreement to the interview—and come face to face with some of the most beautiful people on the planet. Why was her stomach dancing and her nerves jumping around this particular man? She felt almost like a teenager again, rendered helplessly awed by a handsome face.

      Drawn to him in a way she’d never felt before.

      The sensation was terrifying and distracting because it didn’t make any sense. Such a visceral, immediate response… She didn’t have those kinds of instant lust reactions to men. Especially men she also found a little scary. She couldn’t explain it to herself. They’d barely spoken, hadn’t been in the same room for more than ten minutes, and she was here to ask probing questions he usually didn’t answer, even if they were light and fluffy questions. None of that lent itself to these out-of-character lusty longings.

      She tried to calm her heartbeat and shake off the bizarre feelings as she continued wandering through the garden.

      “Do you enjoy modeling for your mother?” she asked, forcing herself to sound unaffected and professional, interested but not too interested. Still hearing the breathiness in her voice despite her best efforts. “I imagine it can be difficult to stand still that long.”

      She closed her eyes briefly. Some tough professional reporter she was, getting all discombobulated when a handsome man smiled at her. Good thing she wasn’t here for a hard-hitting interview.

      She glanced back to see him walking behind her, his gaze still way too intense, focused on her and not the surroundings. She faced forward again quickly, because looking at him turned her brain mushy. Still, she sensed him there, a presence she felt down the length of her spine. And not entirely in a good way. She peeked again. Still staring at her. She turned forward. But she couldn’t shake the sense of being stalked rather than accompanied through this tour.

      “I’ve gotten very good at…controlling my movements,” he answered her question finally. “Posing for my mother is good training.”

      “Why would you need that kind of training? As a businessman, is there much call for holding perfectly still?” For some reason, Katie thought of the way big cats could remain quiet and unmoving while hunting, and a shiver scurried up her arms.

      “Stillness makes some people very uncomfortable.”

      She couldn’t argue with that. Especially since she was one of those people.

      She stopped in front of another magnificent piece of art. This one was of a little girl in a frilly dress with long flowing locks and bat-like wings on her back. She was playing with a puppy whose tongue was lolling out. The strange juxtaposition between the sinister-looking wings and the girl’s gleeful expression as she held up a ball for the puppy caught Katie’s interest. She tilted her head to one side, taking in the details of the tableau. The puppy rose on its hind legs, a happy grin on its canine lips. The little girl’s beautifully flowing, ruffle-covered dress gave her an angelic look at complete odds with the leathery wings on which sharp points rose at the joints along the leading edges.

      After a moment of study, Katie started to see the wings differently. Instead of odd and sinister, she found they looked quite charming, almost gothic faery-like on the small girl.

      “My youngest sister was the model.”

      Logan’s voice startled her enough she jumped. Then she felt stupid for the reaction. Jesus, Katie, get a grip. She could swear he was so close she felt his breath on her neck. But when she looked, he stood several feet away, too far for her to really feel his breath.

      Swallowing, she nodded toward the statue. “It’s beautiful. Strange but beautiful. Kind of like a fairytale.”

      He remained silent, so she turned to face him fully. He was smiling slightly, thoughtfully as he studied the statue. “My sister and mother would like the comparison to a fairytale.” He met her gaze. “They’re both fond of the strange and beautiful.”

      “And you? Do you like that combination?”

      His slight smile fell away. “It depends entirely on the…object in question.”

      “Meaning?”

      “Some strangely beautiful things can be dangerous.”

      And wasn’t that very very true.

      But, she acknowledged after a moment of staring at him too long again, a frustrating answer because it didn’t reveal much of his character. The expression on his face also left her with an uncomfortable sensation tightening her stomach, a feeling she couldn’t put a name to. Willfully ignoring her reaction, she moved on.

      Her psychic senses weren’t giving her any concrete reason, any actual knowledge to define her edginess since entering the house either. She started to regret not shaking Logan’s hand—though she hadn’t really had much choice in the matter. If she touched him, maybe she’d learn if this weird combination of anticipation and fear had to do with him directly. Because the feeling of being stalked as they walked down yet another path was strong enough to make the hair on the back of her neck prickle. And yet he was keeping his distance, answering her questions, not doing anything overtly threatening.

      So why did she feel under threat here?

      “Do you have a hidden artistic talent, like your mother?” she asked, forcing herself back to the job.

      “My talents lie…elsewhere.”

      “Where, precisely?”

      He didn’t answer for several moments. Then quietly, “That you’ll have to discover for yourself, Ms. Donovan.”

      Was that innuendo or avoidance? His tone was impossible to interpret.

      She decided he must mean the latter and replied, “I intend to, Mr. Logan.” Let him take from that what he would. In the meantime, she needed a new direction so she didn’t consider the implications of any innuendo in his comment. “In the two hundred years your family has owned this house, has it always looked like this? Was the atrium here prior to your mother’s contributions?”

      “No. And yes.”

      She raised her eyebrows at the brief answers. Most wealthy men she’d met liked to elaborate on their mansions and the work put into them. She tried again. “Has a lot of work been done in your lifetime?”

      “The family is always making improvements to the place. Old houses require a lot of maintenance.”

      He was hedging—answering without giving her much insight into his life. What could she do to startle a longer response out of him? As she considered her options, a statue of a wolf curled around two pups captured her attention and she paused. She smiled at the tender scene. The detail of the animals was exquisite. And she was struck once again by the fact that no one had heard of Laksana Logan’s artistic skills.

      “Why doesn’t your mother sell any of her work? She’s so talented. Why doesn’t anyone know about this side of her?” In reality, there was a lot the world didn’t know about the Logans. But a gift like Laksana Logan’s going unnoticed seemed criminal.

      “Her art is for the family.”

      Katie turned to face him, waiting for further explanation.

      “So she says,” he responded with a slight shrug. “She has no interest in fame. And as you can see, she already has fortune.”

      “True.” But she didn’t really understand Mrs. Logan’s logic. She was desperate to achieve more with her career. She had Pulitzer dreams. If she’d had a talent like this, she’d find it hard not to share her work with the world, even if she had plenty of money.

      “You disagree with her decision? To keep her art to herself?”

      His question surprised her. “It’s her decision to make, of course,” she said. “I’m just not sure I’d have made the same one.”

      He frowned, and she felt as if she’d disappointed him in some way. The thought bothered her enough she wanted to apologize. And then irritation gripped her. She wasn’t here for his approval. She didn’t care whether he liked her or not. She was here to do a job, plain and simple.

      So she got back to it. “Besides your mother,” she said, forcing a smile, “who’s your favorite artist?”

      “I’m fond of the Impressionists. For sculpture, besides my mother, I quite like Rodin. His realistic approach to the human form has always appealed to me.”

      His tone when he stated this last caught her attention. She got the feeling there was underlying meaning to his comment, but she couldn’t identify anything specific in his neutral expression. “Any Rodin piece in particular?”

      “The Kiss has a lot of power,” he murmured.

      Katie nearly tripped on an uneven brick. Clenching her purse tightly to control her reaction, she chose once again to ignore even the possibility of innuendo in his statement. Though his kiss probably did hold a lot of power.

      Do not even think about that.

      But it was hard not to. He paced behind her, his expression closed, his mood impossible to read, but his attention was fully focused on her. She could feel his stare all along her back, raising goose bumps over her skin. An odd mixture of sexual excitement and intimidation tightened her muscles, and her primitive instincts played havoc with her common sense.

      Damned inconvenient time for her knowing to have up and abandoned her. Not that it had ever been very useful. Still…

      “You don’t like this piece?”

      His question brought her back to her surroundings, and she focused on the statue she’d stopped in front of without thinking. It was of a man with a wolf crawling out of his torso. The wolf’s front paws were forward, head low, ears back, as if leaping through the man, except that the man’s back was unmarred. She glanced up and realized the man looked like Logan.

      “You were the model for this one, too?”

      He nodded.

      “It’s as impressive as all the others. What’s it supposed to represent?”

      “The animal spirit in all of us.”

      “You believe we all have an…animal spirit?” She kept her attention on the statue as she asked. Something about it called to her, drawing her closer. She couldn’t explain why, but this piece, more than any other, felt so real. Like a real wolf was leaping from the living Eric Logan.

      Without thinking, she brushed her fingers over the cold marble, lightly touching the man’s torso just above where the wolf emerged. She gasped quietly as a tickle of energy vibrated along her hand, similar to a psychic reaction, and yet the sensation was unique. More intimate. Almost…erotic.

      “Perhaps,” Logan answered, his voice deep and quiet.

      She felt him close the space between them. For no good reason, her heart started to pound. She swallowed as the air thickened. “Interesting idea,” she breathed.

      Unable to stop herself, she swiveled around to face him.

      He took a single step closer, and Katie’s pulse jumped, though whether from fright or anticipation she wasn’t sure. His gaze dropped to her mouth, and her throat dried.

      What the hell was the matter with her? Why did she suddenly want him to kiss her so badly she thought she might scream if he didn’t?

      His nostrils flared, as if catching her scent, and a subtle curve of his lips made her think he could sense her very thoughts. Which just pissed her off. She took a deliberate step away from him and flashed him an icy smile.

      “So your mother thinks you’re a bit of a wolf? Mrs. Logan sounds like a very perceptive woman to me.”

      To her utter astonishment, he dropped his head back and laughed. The sound was dark and throaty, rubbing across her skin like a velvet caress. Leaving her breathless and once again…

      Stunned.

      “She’s not the only one,” he said as his laughter eased. “Are you afraid of me, Ms. Donovan?”

      She raised a brow. “Should I be?”

      He held her gaze for a long moment. Then almost thoughtfully, said, “Probably.”
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      Katie swallowed and turned her back to him, despite every self-preservation instinct screaming at her to keep him in sight at all times. To give herself some room to breathe, she walked down a smaller path and into a different section of the atrium.

      The light darkened and she glanced up. Clouds moved over the sky, cutting off the bright October sunshine. Until that moment, the light pouring through the glass ceiling had made the atrium cozy and warm, almost hot. The gray clouds brought a chill to the air.

      She rubbed her palms over her arms to warm them, despite the long sleeves of her suit jacket. “So,” she said, once again trying to refocus on the interview, “does your mother keep all her art here? Or is it scattered around the family properties?”

      “She has pieces in all our homes.”

      “Do you have a favorite sculpture of hers?”

      “Ms. Donovan, wait.”

      She rounded a sharp corner in the path without watching her step, half turning to see why Logan sounded so urgent, and bumped into something on the ground. When she glanced down to see what she’d hit, shock sent her stumbling backward. She came up hard against a solid wall of muscle. Warm hands caught her shoulders and held her steady, the gesture much more reassuring than it should have been.

      For a moment, the physical contact with Logan captured her full attention. His heat seeped into her back, warming her all the way to her toes. Her stomach danced as fire raced through her blood stream, pooling low in her belly. Her skin tingled with awareness and a need for more contact.

      But the horror of what lay on the ground kept her from wallowing in those delicious sensations.

      “Are you all right?”

      He murmured the question near her ear, the hot brush of his breath raising goosebumps along her skin.

      “I’m fine. Just…startled.” She nodded toward the statue as she stepped away from him.

      His grip on her shoulders tightened for an instant, as if he intended to keep her close, before he dropped his hands. Katie sighed, surprised to find she missed the physical contact more than she was relieved to be free of his touch.

      “I should have warned you about this…”

      When he didn’t finish his sentence, she said, “This isn’t one of your mother’s sculptures, is it?”

      A stone man lay writhing on the ground with a six-foot silver pole sticking out of his chest. His face was clenched tight but barely recognizable as human. A muzzle, like a dog’s nose, distorted the skin of his cheek. A canine ear and eye were visible through the stone skin of his forehead, the ear just poking out. A paw thrust out of his side. Another animal leg burst from his thigh. The skin covering the parts of the body still obviously human seemed to be rolling and buckling. Several large tears opened up the statue’s skin and spilled things out Katie didn’t want to look at too closely. And his human mouth gaped wide in a silent scream.

      She shuddered and turned away.

      The statue was horrific in and of itself. But the worst part was the expression on the man’s face—terror and pain like nothing she could imagine. And anger. Rage. She could practically feel the rage pumping from the figure. The face didn’t look like any of the others in the atrium. She only hoped if Logan’s mother had created this…piece, she’d used a model from outside the family.

      “I should have had that removed before you arrived,” Logan said. “I’m sorry I didn’t think to stop you sooner.”

      “Yeah, I’m kind of sorry I made that last turn.” She kept her back to the statue. “The model isn’t one of your siblings?”

      “This is not one of my mother’s sculptures.” His nostrils flared as he looked past her at the stone monstrosity. “Come on.”

      He gripped her elbow and led her back the way they’d come. His touch shot a spark of electricity through her system. And for just a moment, she wanted to lean into him for comfort. How could he do that with just a simple touch?

      Even more disturbing, the contact didn’t give her any psychic understanding. She got…nothing. Frequently, physical contact sparked some knowing. But with Logan, all she felt was heat and want. Nothing that either eased her discomfort or gave her a source for the danger she sensed.

      The tumble of emotions and strange needs left her feeling vulnerable and edgy. She hated feeling vulnerable.

      “I can walk on my own,” she said sharply, then cringed at how unprofessional she sounded. He was only being courteous. But she had to get his hand off her. Now. “Thank you,” she added in a more measured tone.

      His eyes darkened. “I wouldn’t want you to take another wrong turn.”

      “I’m sure that won’t be a problem,” she replied, hoping for smooth but afraid she came off churlish.

      Damn it, she didn’t want to offend him and risk getting tossed out of the house before she finished the interview. But she didn’t want him getting the wrong idea either. She wasn’t here on a date, even if her hormones wanted her to be. She was here to get a job done. And touching Eric Logan was too much of a distraction.

      It crossed her mind that he was doing this to her on purpose, subtly seducing her, muddling her thinking so he could more easily control her story. She’d dealt with that tactic from a few celebrities in the past. If that was Logan’s plan, she intended to disappoint him.

      But first, she had to get his hand off her.

      “Now that statue looks more like your mother’s work,” she said, pulling out of his grip.

      A tremor of discomfort moved through her, a cold shiver tinged with disappointment. She rubbed her arms again, and made a concerted effort to ignore everything that had just happened.

      

      Eric watched Katie Donovan retreat and couldn’t prevent his slight smile. Did she realize what she did to him by running away? Probably not. Or she wouldn’t have dared. Not that it mattered. This was a chase his predatory nature couldn’t resist, even if he’d wanted to.

      “All your mother’s work focuses on a single person,” she said. “Did she every use more than one sibling at a time in a single piece?”

      “No.” He tried to provoke her into facing him with his one word answer, but she refused.

      “Why not?”

      “Too hard to get more than one of us in the same place at the same time for very long,” he said. Something of a half-truth, but she’d know the real reason soon enough.

      He moved up close behind her and breathed in her spicy scent with that hint of vanilla in her shampoo. He flexed his hand, making a fist before releasing the tight grip. He could still feel the imprint of her lush body pressed tight against him, and it took a great deal of willpower not to reach for her again.

      Swallowing a low growl, he watched her rub her hands along her arms. He knew the temperature in the room wasn’t cool enough to warrant her chill, even with the cloud cover. His smile widened. Her scent gave her away. Oh, she did a good job of hiding her interest, her attraction, a good job of keeping her distance and attempting to maintain that professional air. But she couldn’t hide from him.

      The only thing he didn’t regret about her finding Jason’s remains was that her shock had given him an excuse to hold her. One of the very few things he might ever thank Jason for.

      “Do you get along with your family?” she asked as she started walking again.

      Given what she’d just seen, and what he’d been thinking, her question was more ironic that she could know. “Most of them.”

      He still smelled the blood soaking the soil and stones around Jason’s remains. Thankfully, Katie’s all too human sense of smell wasn’t as good as his or she might have guessed that sculpture was more than simply a grotesque carving. She’d have to know eventually. To survive in his world, she’d have to understand it. Which was why he’d started the tour of his home here, in this virtual shrine to what he and his family were. If she had a hint, even in her subconscious, of what to expect, she might not run away.

      “Who don’t you get along with?” she asked.

      Well, he hadn’t been very fond of Jason in the end. “We have a huge family. There are always some personality conflicts.”

      He only half paid attention to the answers he gave her. He was so overwhelmed by having her here, it was hard to focus on anything else. After all these centuries, his Nam-tar, here in his home. His fated one. The woman who could break his curse and bring him peace.

      He needed Katie Donovan. To avoid Jason’s fate. To put the horror of that kind of death behind him forever. The god En had made that promise to the Seven Families millennia ago. But Katie had to stay of her own free will. He couldn’t force her. That would break the covenant and Ne’s curse would remain intact.

      Nothing said he couldn’t seduce her into staying, though. And with her desire so strong in her scent, he thought he might have a pretty good chance of doing just that.

      He edged closer as they strolled toward the middle of the atrium, wanting to wash the residue of Jason’s death from his nostrils. Breathing her in, he tasted her need, her fear, her leeriness and reluctant want. The flavors mingled on the front of his tongue like a heady wine, leaving him drunk. And a little more desperate than he’d ever been in his long long life.

      “Gently,” he heard the echoed memory of his mother’s voice whisper through his mind. “She can’t be forced.”

      Gently was the last thing he wanted. He flexed his hands, his need to take hold of Katie again strong. But his mother was a wise woman. To ignore her warning was foolishness he wasn’t prepared to embark on, even after more than three hundred years.

      So he resisted the lure of his Nam-tar, so close but still just out of his reach. He couldn’t afford to mess this up. Couldn’t risk letting her get away.

      He did give in to a little temptation, though, and allowed his gaze to move across her long legs, to skim over the lushness of her curves in her fitted skirt suit. The dark maroon color suited her pale gold skin tone and the cut was good for something not specifically made for her figure. But he couldn’t help resenting the suit, just a little bit. Hers was a figure made for nudity. Like the lushest of love goddesses. It was a damned shame to keep those curves hidden behind clothes.

      “Did any of the family refuse to pose for your mother?”

      He barely heard her question he was so caught up in his study of her. “No,” he answered. Dragging his gaze higher, he wondered what her hair would look like free of the loose bun. Was it long or short? He couldn’t tell but he suspected long, a rich brown color that reminded him of dark silk.

      When she flashed him a slight frown, he shifted his study to her face. Her bright blue eyes were surrounded by dark lashes. Her lips were plump and a muted plum color from her lipstick. She had high cheekbones, and a stubborn jawline his mother would admire. Her neck was long, elegant, and he found himself following the curve of her throat down to the top of her blouse, wondering what she’d do if he edged the top of the material aside to kiss her shoulder.

      “So somewhere in here there’s at least one statue of every member of your family?” she asked, clearing her throat.

      He watched her swallow visibly, and a faint hint of color crept across her collarbone, up her throat. “No.”

      “Who’s missing?”

      “All of my immediate family is represented here. And some of the extended family.” He paused, glancing back in the direction of Jason’s body.

      He noticed Katie staring in the same direction and she gave a little shiver. The scent of her disgust rose and overpowered the more pleasant scent of her desire. No part of him liked that.

      He frowned. He’d intended to leave Jason’s body there, as a reminder of what happened to those who betrayed the Family and their duty. Jason had been a friend centuries ago, when they were children, cousins of close enough age to form a bond. But Jason had joined the monsters. That choice carried consequences in their world. Consequences Eric didn’t regret enforcing.

      The statue disturbed Katie, though. Maybe he should move it. He wanted her comfortable in his home—needed her comfortable—as he intended to keep her here.

      A sound from overhead caught his attention pulling his thoughts away from his dilemma. Rain fell in thick sheets against the glass panes, darkening the atrium until it was more night than day. When he turned back to Katie, she was staring up at the glass ceiling, watching the rain, her mouth curved down and a small crease forming between her brows.

      “Is there a problem?” he asked, joining her, because he didn’t like being too far away from her.

      

      Katie shook her head, resisting another shiver. “No. No problem,” she said. “I just don’t have an umbrella. Wasn’t expecting rain.”

      And her borrowed car leaked. She sighed, thinking of her clothes still in the trunk. Maybe the hotel would have a laundry service. She really didn’t want to come back for her one short hour of interview time tomorrow in damp, wrinkled clothes. This would teach her to try and save money by borrowing a friend’s car instead of just renting one.

      “I’m sure by the time we’re finished the rain will have stopped,” she said, forcing her professional smile.

      That smile was harder to maintain when Logan stood so close. She was much too aware of his heat, and the memory of his hands on her shoulders, her back to his chest. The sensations seemed to have imprinted themselves on her skin and she couldn’t shake the desire to have him touching her again.

      But more than Logan’s intimidatingly sexy presence had her edgy and uncomfortable in that moment. The sudden, unexpected storm made her nerves jump. She didn’t like rainstorms. Not anymore.

      A tingle on the back of her neck snapped her attention to Logan’s face. Lightning flashed overhead in that moment, and the bright light cut sinister shadows across his handsome features. For an instant, she thought his eyes were glowing. But the illusion faded as the room plunged back into darkness.

      A clap of thunder made her jump. It sounded like it had hit the ground just beyond the atrium’s glass walls. She laughed, or tried to, at her own reaction. Five years ago, she’d loved the sound of thunder. The flash of lightning. Now, the crack and sizzle made her skin crawl.

      Funny, the weather report that morning hadn’t mentioned rain or the possibility of thunderstorms today. She’d have mentally prepared for it, if she’d known to expect it, so she didn’t screw up this interview with her jumpiness.

      Speaking of the interview… “So will you admit to having a favorite sibling? Or would the answer get you into trouble?”

      Before he responded, a chill swept through her and she hugged her body to keep a shiver at bay. She glanced up at the pelting rain. When the first pebble of hail hit the glass, dread crawled along her skin.

      Knowing pushed past her vague unease.

      Without taking her gaze off the ceiling, she said, “Mr. Logan, we should get out of here.”

      “There’s no reason to worry. The glass is designed to withstand worse weather than this.”

      The hail hit harder, the size of each chunk larger than the last. Katie forced her breath in and out once, very slowly.

      “Mr. Logan. We have to leave. Now.”

      “What is it?”

      From the corner of her eye, she saw him look up, caught his slight frown, but most of her attention stayed on the hail, falling fast now. She could barely hear above the noise and her heart pounded so hard she thought it might burst.

      For a second, she couldn’t move, could only stare at ice chunks hammering the glass.

      And then the first crack appeared.
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      “Run!” Paralysis gone, Katie bolted toward the main house. Shattered glass showered the ground where they’d been standing. She screamed.

      An instant later, a strong arm circled her waist, pulling her toward safety almost faster than she could run. She stumbled alongside him, scrambling to keep up and protect her head at the same time as glass and water pummeled the paved stones. Logan lifted her off her feet as he sprinted the last few yards.

      They cleared the archway and skidded into the protection of the mansion. Her pulse thumped hard, and she could barely catch her breath.

      Turning back, Katie was horrified to see the once stunning atrium now a storm-whipped, glass-strewn death zone.

      “Bloody hell,” she murmured and dropped her purse from limp fingers.

      Logan took her into his arms, holding her close to his body heat. She didn’t even think to protest, to find the gesture weird and strangely familiar, as she watched rain, wind, and hail continue to beat the lush jungle. Her heart hammered against her ribs so hard she was sure he could feel it.

      “Are you okay?” he asked, his breath warm against the top of her head.

      “Yeah. You?”

      “I’m fine. Now.”

      His strength and heat felt so good, so comforting, she wanted to stay right where she was for the next few hours. Which was strange and inappropriate and scary. She barely knew the man. Escaping catastrophe with him didn’t mean she should be standing here with his arms around her. Especially because it felt easy and weirdly natural. Like they’d been here before.

      She straightened away from him, though a part of her whimpered in protest. Too much of the last half hour had left her edgy and off balance. She needed to get it together. Stop acting like an idiot. Definitely needed to take a few steps away from her host and interview subject.

      She didn’t get far, though, before he took her by the shoulders. His fierce scowl had her sucking in another sharp gasp.

      “You’re not okay,” he growled. “You’re hurt.”

      Frowning, she followed his gaze down to her leg. A nasty-looking gash seeped blood down her calf. “Oh. I didn’t notice. Doesn’t look pretty, though, does it?”

      Memory took her so fast it clogged her throat, filling her vision with blood and rain.

      Helpless terror swamped her as she raced down the dark city sidewalk, knowing she was already too late. The flash of a knife, her sister’s last gurgling breaths, the sound of an ambulance too far away, rain and tears streaming over her cheeks, landing on her sister’s face. And blood. So much blood washing into the gutters.

      Katie wobbled, her knees weakening. She blinked fast to clear the memories even as her chest ached with five-year-old pain. Breathing slowly in and out, she forced herself back to the present. Slowly, slowly, her surroundings came back into focus.

      She took a quick peek at Logan through her lashes to see if he’d noticed. She’d gotten good at hiding her reactions when the memories hit her like this, but he’d been watching her so closely since she arrived. Had he seen her lapse?

      Fortunately, his full attention was on her leg. With a last deep breath, she released the remaining dregs of memory to concentrate on her injury. A blessing and a curse when the reality of her own blood sunk in.

      “You know,” she murmured, “that didn’t hurt until I looked at it.”

      “Sonofabitch,” Logan cursed and let go of her shoulders.

      She swayed forward, only then realizing he’d been holding her up more than she’d noticed. That was embarrassing. He caught her again before she lost her balance. Thankfully. But damn, she’d hate to pass out in front of him. Bad enough she was starting to shiver. Nausea rolled through her stomach and black spots danced in front of her eyes.

      He took in her expression, cursed again, and in a swift, violent gesture, he ripped the already torn sleeve off of his black shirt and dropped to his knees in front of her. Katie gasped, nearly falling over when he gently lifted her injured leg. With his free hand, he gripped her hip, helping her to remain standing. Seeing no other option, she rested her hands on his broad shoulders. When she was steady, he removed her shoe, then set her foot against his thigh and gently probed the area around the cut.

      “I’m sure it’s not as bad as it looks,” she said. Her teeth started to chatter so she clamped her lips shut.

      Logan wrapped the torn shirt sleeve tightly around her wound. It stung like hell, but at least it would stop the bleeding.

      She realized as she watched him work, he hadn’t escaped the cascade of glass unscathed either. There were nicks and cuts on his hands, slices through his clothing, including the sleeve he was using to bandage her wound, and one thin line of blood on his right cheek. Her own hands, when she looked, were also covered in little nicks. No doubt she had rips in her clothes as well. Bugger. This was one of her favorite suits.

      But since she didn’t feel blood dripping anywhere else, she had to assume she didn’t have any other serious injuries. Though her leg hurt so much just then she couldn’t be sure.

      Logan leaned back and frowned at his rough bandage. He looked so fierce she might have been nervous if she wasn’t still in shock.

      “See, all better,” she said, trying to lighten his mood.

      “Not even close.” He tugged a thick, sharp piece of glass from where it stuck out of her skirt and tossed it toward the atrium where the storm was still pummeling the greenery.

      Katie cringed at the sound of ripping material, but at least the shard hadn’t cut her. He set her foot carefully on the ground, waiting until she got her balance on only one high heel before he stood. Then he stalked a small circle around her.

      “Your suit is ruined.”

      “I figured,” she said, trying very hard not to scowl.

      She hated shopping. Well, except for shoes. But none of that was his fault. Maintaining her professional demeanor was a lot more difficult, though, when standing around in only one high heel, her suit ripped to shreds, and a huge gash in her leg hastily bandaged with Logan’s sleeve.

      The butler came rushing up to them, his footsteps tapping quick over the hardwood floor. “Sir, what happened?” he said, his grave voice edged with urgency. “We heard the noise. What was it?”

      “There was an incident in the atrium.”

      The butler looked into the rain lashed remains of the room, paused for a moment, then nodded. His reaction was very stoic and understated to Katie’s mind. Was that his training kicking in? She’d be freaked out if her employer’s atrium full of priceless art work had just been destroyed.

      She was freaked out, and she didn’t even know Logan.

      “Are you hurt?” The butler faced them again, taking in the black “bandage” around Katie’s leg. “The lady is injured. Shall I contact an ambulance?”

      “I’ll see to Ms. Donovan.” Without warning, Logan lifted her into his arms.

      “Whoa. What are you doing?” She
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