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        What happens in the bayou, stays in the bayou…

      

        

      
        Devon Michelson is a man with a past. One he’s worked hard to bury. But when the one woman he’s always loved walks back into his life, suddenly he’s willing to put everything on the line…including his freedom.

      

        

      
        Five years ago, Scarlett Jacobs left everything behind in order to start a new life. But when someone close to her is murdered and her life is threatened, she’s forced to go on the run. Again. And right back into the arms of the one man she never thought she’d see again—Devon Michelson.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Devon

        

      

    

    
      A Turbo Dog slammed down on the bar in front of me and was followed by an impatient sigh.

      I glanced over at my sister Arianna. “What’s with the heavy breathing? Were you and Luc making out in the stock room again?”

      “Very funny.” She rolled her eyes. “Dude, put that damned phone away. Do you ever stop working? There are at least half a dozen girls over at that table competing for the honor of warming your bed tonight.” She plopped down on the stool beside me. It was Friday night and we were currently hanging out in the bar her mate co-owned with his brothers.

      “Not my type.” I glanced once more at the surveillance app on my phone and then closed it, satisfied everything was quiet. Two weeks ago, after the Riveauxs found an illegal grow site on one of their bayou islands, I’d been hired to set up surveillance and monitor every square inch of their property. So far there’d been no activity.

      Arianna raised a skeptical eyebrow. “Not even the one sitting by herself over in that booth?”

      I cast a quick glance across the room at the raven-haired beauty poring over a stack of paperwork. A slow smile pulled at my lips. Now that one… she had potential. Just the type of challenge I needed after a long week of office bullshit.

      Arianna laughed. “You always did like making things hard on yourself.”

      I smirked. “Life’s more interesting that way.”

      “Or just more exhausting.”

      I gave her a side-eye glance. Her normally wavy dark hair was tied up into a sleek ponytail, and the sundress she wore showed off her flawless bronzed skin. She looked exactly the same as she always did with one notable exception—the pure joy shining in her dark eyes. I wasn’t used to seeing that, and a twinge of jealousy made my chest tighten. Had I ever felt that way?

      Once maybe, for about half a second right before my life went to shit again.

      “Nah, little sis.” I glanced over her head and nodded at her mate, Luc. “Not all of us can be so lucky in the love department. I might as well have some fun with it, right?”

      She shook her head. “Whatever you say, Dev.”

      I narrowed my eyes at her, irritated. “You know how I feel about that name.”

      “Crap.” She grimaced. “Sorry. It just slipped out.”

      “Don’t worry about it.” I grabbed my beer and stood, needing some space, something to distract me from my past threatening to crash through my defenses. Pocketing my phone, I strode across the bar, straight toward the one woman in the room who had yet to even look in my direction.

      When I reached her table, she was pitched forward, studying a document, her long dark hair obscuring most of her face.

      “Excuse me,” I said, eyeing her incredibly long legs from her stiletto heels all the way up to the hemline of her short skirt.

      “Not interested,” she said without even looking my way.

      I grinned. Perfect. “How can you tell?”

      Her shoulders stiffened, but otherwise she ignored me.

      “At least let me buy you a drink.”

      “Thanks, but I’m meeting someone.”

      “All right. But don’t hesitate to let me know if you change your mind.”

      Nothing. Total silence. Not even a glance in my direction.

      Damn. Major shutdown. Shaking my head, I retreated back to the bar.

      “What’s this? Did I really just watch you completely strike out?” Amusement danced in Arianna’s eyes. “Unbelievable.”

      “Enjoy it while you can, Ari, ’cause it’s only the top of the first inning. The game’s far from over.”

      “Right.” She leaned into her mate, Luc.

      He pulled her in closer, nuzzling her neck as he ran his fingers lightly down her bare arm. The moment was so naturally intimate I felt like I was intruding and had to look away.

      Intimacy. Not really my thing.

      Computers. Data. Code. That was where I was most comfortable. My fingers itched for my keyboard. There were only two ways to curb the unease starting to grip me. Hot sex or an all-nighter fighting firewalls. I glanced once again across the room at the dark-haired woman.

      Silas, the Riveaux brothers’ cousin, was standing in front of her table, his hands shoved in his pockets, staring down at her with piqued interest. He wore a black T-shirt, jeans, and work boots. Vibrant tattoos covered both arms. I’d just met the guy a few hours ago, but there was a roughness about him that said he was no stranger to trouble.

      I sat back and waited for her to give him the same brush-off she’d given me.

      Only she didn’t.

      She lifted her head, and then after a second, she waved a hand indicating he should sit down.

      What the—?

      “Hey, Luc.” Rayna, the bartender and one of Luc’s pack, hastily set two beers on the table. “Make yourself useful and take these drinks over to Silas.”

      Luc scowled, but before he could respond she took off in the other direction.

      “I’ll do it.” Not waiting for an answer, I grabbed the drinks and headed over to Silas and the one girl I was determined to talk to.

      With her hair now tucked behind one ear, I got my first full glimpse of her face and felt the air rush out of my lungs.

      Scarlett?

      It couldn’t be. Not here. Not now.

      I forced one foot in front of the other, unease and excitement warring for dominance. If it was her… I swallowed, unable to tear my gaze from her intense blue eyes and the way she was studying Silas. Son of a… If they had something going, I was going to lose my fucking mind.

      My heart started to pound against my rib cage, and my fingers tightened around the bottles I held.

      Maybe it wasn’t her. This version had dark hair instead of light and a slightly curvier body. But her face… and holy Christ. The tattoo.

      How had I not noticed it before? The intricate vine anklet around her left foot was the exact same one I’d worked into the edges of the broken heart that was inked on my left shoulder.

      It was her.

      The only girl I’d ever loved.

      The one I hadn’t seen in over five years. The one who still haunted my dreams.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Scarlett

        

      

    

    
      Silas Davenne was trouble. The quintessential bad boy with the attitude to match. Tall, muscular, brooding. The type most women couldn’t help drooling over.

      But not me. I was here on business. The life-and-death kind.

      And Silas Davenne was my only hope. Clutching the file I’d found only four days ago, I sucked in a breath and steeled myself. It was now or never.

      “Scarlett?”

      At the sound of my name, I jerked my head up and let out a tiny, startled gasp. My ex-boyfriend Devon Mickelson loomed over the table with two beers in his hands.

      An all-too-familiar bolt of excitement shot through me, followed quickly by a large dose of ice-cold reality. No. He couldn’t be here in this tiny little bayou town. Not now. He was from my past. A past I’d buried years ago. One that had to stay that way. For all our sakes.

      My throat went dry and my mouth worked before I was finally able to force out, “Devon?”

      “I go by Smoke now.” He placed the beer on the table, his dark gray eyes drinking me in, searing me with their intensity.

      A whisper of that long-suppressed craving he’d always managed to ignite filtered through me, and I felt my wolf scratch at the surface.

      No! This couldn’t happen. Not now. Not ever again.

      I tore my gaze from him and met Silas’s curious stare. I cleared my throat. “Um, Silas, this is Dev—”

      “Smoke,” my ex said. “And Silas and I already know each other.”

      “You do?” I glanced between the two of them, unease making my shoulders tense. Shit! Now what? I’d made the trip to southeast Louisiana from Nashville because I needed help. Not so I could be dragged back into a life full of shady dealings and questionable contacts. There was a reason I’d left Devon five years ago and hadn’t looked back.

      Before either could answer, I stood. “I shouldn’t have come here. I’m sorry to waste your time, Mr. Davenne. But I think I’d better be going.”

      With my heart hammering, I clutched the file tight to my chest, blinked back tears of frustration, and headed straight for the door.

      “Wait.” A large hand caught my wrist, stopping me. A hand I knew almost as well as my own.

      “Let me go, Devon,” I said without looking at him.

      “Not until I get answers.” His grip on my wrist was light, but there was no mistaking the demand in his tone.

      I slowly turned toward him and stared at his hand still holding me in place. “Is this what you want? To force me to stay here and talk to you?”

      It was a shitty thing to say, but I had to get out of there. Had to leave before I threw myself in his arms and never left.

      He released me and let out a small, frustrated sigh. “No, Scarlett. Dammit, that
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