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Chapter One

 


Sienna

Fly, Sienna. Come on.
Fly.

The sun beat
down on the small form of the eagle as it wavered unobtrusively in
the sky. The discomfort of heat ruffled
Sienna’s feathers, and the muscles in her wings trembled with the
exertion of staying in the air.

Well, one
wing anyway. Only her left was working to
full capacity, and the muscle ache was insignificant with the
damage torn through her right. No ache there. Just a pain that
knocked her heart painfully about her chest and marred her vision
with black spots.

She was a
soft breeze away from dropping out of the
sky, but even as her body shook with fatigue, she kept flying. She
couldn’t stop.

He’d
gotten too close that time. He’d had her
in his clutches, his fingers sealed around her wrist in a
bone-breaking grip while she’d been pinned to the ground by three
of his hunters.

Sienna had
lived quietly among the humans for years. She watched but
never participated in their lives because it was
safer for everyone that way.

Then a year
ago he’d moved in across the street.

Darren was
the kind of man who, when he wanted
something, he took it no matter who he had to crush along the way,
so Sienna had kept her distance and weeks had passed before they
even spoke. Then when they did, she was no more than polite, only
ever exchanging a greeting as she did with all her neighbors. At
what moment he began to feel something more, she didn’t know, but
she became suspicious when every time she left the house, he was
there. He was always proudly dressed in his tight-fitting,
steel-gray uniform, his weapons strapped strategically to his
body.

It was as
though he believed if he wore his combat
clothes enough, showed her that he was a hunter, she’d be
impressed. Perhaps it was a ploy that worked for other women. Maybe
some could see only his tough guy image and ignore the slick black
hair that made him appear greasy or ignore the cocky strut he
walked with. Maybe they could even get over the fact that he gave
orders to his men, rather than fight himself.

Maybe
other women would like his stories of the
hunts, the captures, the murders that left Sienna cold, but she
never could. Because even without that great list of flaws, there
was one thing she found unforgiveable.

She was what he hunted.

As long as
she’d lived with the humans, she’d kept that secret hidden,
choosing to live in the quiet countryside so she’d have the
freedom to shift into her bird and take to the
skies without anyone watching. Then he’d come along, and suddenly
she was imprisoned in her human form. Stifled because she was too
afraid he would discover what she was.

Hunters had
been created within moments of the
shifters announcing their existence. They called themselves
trackers, claimed they only contained them long enough to ensure
they had sufficient control over their animal to live alongside
humans. They appealed for them to hand themselves over for their
tests, but when shifters refused to volunteer to be their lab-rats,
the trackers turned into hunters.

Shifters
were captured, contained, and tested.
Their assessments on the animal’s influence were no more than a
series of pain and torture. These tests, which the mere thought of,
invoked nightmares in Sienna.

With
Darren’s unwanted interest she’d decided to leave. She’d known she
could contain her animal for the length of time it took to arrange
the move, but as she’d packed up the
house, she’d learned just how obsessed he was.

He’d crept
inside along with his men while she’d
slept, and her escape had only been successful because she’d
surprised them with what she was. Luckily, they hadn’t suspected
her at all because when she’d shifted into her animal, chaos had
ensued around the room.

Frenziedly, she’d flapped her way
to the door, but the shots had gone off as she’d reached it. Two
bullets had scalded her wing, and she’d dropped to the ground, fear
clawing at her stomach. She’d forced herself to clamp her beak
against the pain and get out.

The
injury slowed her down, but it didn’t
stop her.

She’d always
had great speed when flying. Despite the
pain, she made it to the city, instinct driving her to seek out
safety.

Flying was
getting harder though. Her heartbeat was
sluggish, the muscles in her body ached heavily, and while she
could have handled that, the damage to her right wing was perilous.
She was a few flaps from seizing up completely, and with the dead
weight of her blood-soaked feathers she was struggling to stay
above the buildings.

Only
her left wing kept her in the sky, and it was so
tired.

She tried to
jerk it, to lift herself higher, but when
she almost face-planted into a building, she had to throw her body
to the side to dodge it. She was dropping. The black spots marred
the view of the city around her, and they grew until she could see
only small gaps between.

Her exhausted wing locked. She
plummeted.

Her mind
screamed at her. I’m going to
die!

The shriek
that burst through her beak came out in a weak,
high-pitched squawk.

She
was going to die! It was the last thought
in her mind before she was dragged into unconsciousness.

****

Adam

Adam
Baird was working his way through his early
morning routine. He worked out, shaved, showered. He ate his
breakfast, ran a comb through his dark hair, and got dressed,
emerging from the bedroom immaculately presented for the day
ahead.

The same as he did every morning.

His breaths
were drawn and released in a slow rhythm, his heart a steady beat.
His suit was black, his shirt white, tie gray. He worked to a schedule, every minute planned, no
surprises.

Nothing in
his life was beyond his control. And that
was how he liked it.

He piled up
the papers arranged on his desk, slotting them into his briefcase
for the meeting he was due to attend first thing that morning.

The thud
that hit the glass of his French doors had his head
jerking up. He straightened to his full height,
peering out to his balcony, but whatever had crashed was lying on
the ground out of sight.

Must be a bird.

Hopefully
it was only dazed and would fly away
itself.

Flattening
his tie against his chest, he strolled to
the doors and pulled them open.

Well shit!

This was
going to disturb his day.

Rubbing his
hand over his mouth, he stared at the sight by his feet. Not a bird
but something else. Lying face down on
the ground was a naked woman. A naked woman with fucking
wings.

She also had
the most perfect arse he’d ever seen—he
couldn’t help noticing—but the wings were what stood out right
then. They were broad and long and spread open across her back,
glistening a deep shade of brown.

Shit, she had wings.

He crouched
down beside her, running a hand through his neatly cut hair.
Tentatively, he checked her pulse. It was slow
but strong.

Without
thought, he trailed his finger over the
outer edge of a soft wing, but his stomach roiled when he pulled it
back to find the tip stained crimson with blood.

She was hurt.

With
a furrowed brow, he lifted and spread her wings
as gently as if they were made of gossamer in order to inspect the
wounds. One was a graze but the other was more severe. He hoped
she’d be able to fly again.

Fly again. Damn, what had landed
on his balcony?

A shifter, he thought, answering
his own question. There was nothing else she could be. Her face was
hidden beneath a toned arm, her nut-brown hair falling disheveled
down her back. Her legs weren’t long, but, man, they were slender
and toned.

What the hell was he supposed to do with
her?

A glimpse at
his watch showed he had thirty-five
minutes until his meeting. With a sigh, he scooped her small body
into his arms, not an easy task with a winged woman, especially one
whom he didn’t want to cause more pain. He cradled her slender form
gently and rose to his full height, the warmth of her seeping
through his white shirt to heat his skin. He glanced down at her
and his gaze locked, unable to move from her face.

It was
regressing back to human at a slower pace than the rest of her body. The area between and around her
yellow eyes was still feathered as though she wore a mask of
golden-brown plumage.

It was
beautiful in the most unusual
way.

He tore his
gaze from her face, only for it to
accidentally drop to her breasts. They were not quite a handful,
plump and perky with pretty rose-pink nipples that enticed his
mouth. Practically made it water. Blood surged to his cock, and his
gaze strayed down the rest of her body, down her flat abdomen and
lower. With a jerk of his head, he cursed, forcing his eyes
away.

Damn, what
was he doing leering at the naked angel? An angel
who was dripping blood on his balcony
floor.

Feeling like
a bastard, he blew out a breath,
straightened his back, and carried her inside his
apartment.

He only had
one bedroom—his—and while he could set
her down on the sofa, it wasn’t comfortable to sleep on. She
weighed almost nothing, so it was no effort to hold her against him
while he peered around the sparsely furnished living area of his
apartment. It wasn’t designed for relaxation. It was as impersonal
as a hotel room and decorated in neutral shades. He didn’t want her
waking up in there.

His bedroom
had a slightly more homely feel to it, it
being the only room he’d spent any time decorating when he’d moved
in. It was the same neutral gray as the rest of the apartment, but
at least his bed was big and comfortable enough for her delicate
body to get lost in. Also, a picture decorated the wall. It was a
painting of a pair of blue eyes peering out from the rushes of a
jungle, created especially for him by his cousin
Tristan.

He
carried the winged woman through to his
bedroom and, facedown, laid her on his bed.

A strange
satisfaction burned in his chest when,
with a husky little moan, she stretched out on his mattress and
tucked her arms against her body as she buried her face in his
pillow. He kneaded his fist right over his heart as his eyes
traveled down the feminine softness of her naked body.

Damn heartburn.

Time
to concentrate. Leaning forward, he
inspected the injuries to her limp wings. One had taken the core of
the damage. How the hell had she flown with these wounds? It must
have hurt like a bitch. He was impressed.

She
was tough, but it was lucky for her that
shifters were known to heal at a faster rate. He’d patch her up,
and, with a lot of rest, she might not be as good as new, but she’d
be a hell of a lot better than she was right then.

Her modesty
wasn’t the only reason he covered the
lower half of her body with the bed sheet. It was because his eyes
were going to be drawn to her pert butt, following the perfect
lines of her shape again and again if he didn’t, and it would take
a hell of a lot longer to help her if he couldn’t stay
focused.

Once he’d
done all he could, he gave her a swift,
final check to make sure there was no unnoticed damage. Then he
pulled the blanket up to her neck, covering her completely,
and he left her to sleep.

He didn’t go
far. He just returned his first aid
supplies to the cupboard beneath the bathroom sink then washed up
and changed his shirt before sitting on the edge of the living room
sofa.

The minutes
ticked by; he waited.

His
briefcase was dumped on his desk
untouched. His cellphone rang, yet he ignored it. He should have
been at work right then, but for the first time in as long as he
could remember, his interest in it didn’t exist.

Not because
of the girl in the other room. He was
never interested in women to the exclusion of all else. It was
probably the mystery that she presented, although mysteries weren’t
something he was into either. But an injured shifter landing on his
balcony… A naked injured shifter... A beautiful, naked, injured
shifter… With subtle curves that hypnotized him…

It
wasn’t the girl.

He loosened
his tie and released the top button of
his shirt. Then he leaned back.

A
weak, high-pitched groan on the other
side of the door had him jerking to his feet. He fixed the tie he’d
just disarranged and hurried into the bedroom.

 



Chapter Two

 


Adam

She was
lying on her front, as he’d left her, her bandaged wing extended,
half resting on her body, half on the bed. She’d pushed the sheet down to her small waist, and
though her face was turned to him, it was covered with the flat of
her palm.

Adam
stood, straight-backed, his arms folded
over his chest while he waited for her to fully awaken. The golden
hue that lit her skin was entrancing. It shimmered, enticing him to
run a finger between each graceful wing, to follow the trail of her
spine all the way down.

Beneath the thin white sheet, he
could just make out the outline of her slender legs, of her bottom,
shaped as if to fit his hands, and it made him want to see more. He
clenched his fists against the urge to tug the sheet away, against
the urge to wake her up so he could see her breasts again. God, he
wanted to touch. To taste.

Need for her burned in his
stomach, tugging at the taut strings of his control.

When she
uttered a soft sigh, his gaze shot upward, seeking out her hidden face.

He barely
breathed when she finally
moved.

With one
hand, she clutched the blanket around her
chest, while with the other she pushed to her knees. Her hair hung
down in tangled waves, and he almost bent down to see beneath. He
only just managed to hold himself in check.

His heart
thumped a frantic drumbeat inside his
chest, anticipation igniting sparks beneath his skin as he waited,
attention ensnared for a glimpse of the face he had yet to see in
its image of humanity. He couldn’t move his eyes from her
beautiful, crouched form as she knelt in the center of his bed,
wings flared. She was a captivating sculpture of a praying
angel.

Adam
watched, every muscle hard with
anticipation when she moved.

Her back
arched, the sheet barely covering the curve of her backside as
she peered over her right shoulder to
inspect her injuries.

There was
a ruffle of feathers as she tentatively
lifted her wing so she could reach over her right shoulder and tug
the bandage away. Then with a flurry of movement, she spread them
outward. She stared at the wound that was healing quickly, then
pulled them back tightly against her body before unfurling them
again.

Her neck and
shoulders were slender, her jawline
delicate, but Adam’s breath was frozen as he waited to see the
rest.

Slowly,
slowly her wings folded into her body,
but this time they didn’t stop. They brushed against her pale skin
until one by one the feathers were absorbed, disappearing into a
dark shadow that swept down her back on each side of her spine and
flowing over her sides, leaving markings like tattoos, so detailed
that if he reached out to stroke them, he was sure he’d feel the
warmth and subtle strength of her real wings.

In the exact
location of her injuries, the pattern was smudged, stained a deep crimson that showed her wings may have
eased into her body but were in no way healed.

Then, with a roll of her
shoulders that made it look as though she was ruffling her
feathers, she turned her head to face him.

Adam’s mind
blanked. She stared at him through big
amber eyes, her nose small and straight, her mouth sensually
curved. All of it was framed in a delicate round face that would
have given her a look of innocence if it hadn’t been betrayed by an
experience that sparked from her gaze.

Shit, look at those lips. Those were the
lips that gave a man ideas. All lush and pink and shining wet.

An
image of them wrapped around his cock
flashed through his mind, and his blood rushed straight to his
groin so furiously he was dizzy.

Instincts taking command, he pushed away
from the wall, stepping toward her.

One glance
and Adam couldn’t have kept his distance if his life depended on it. The impulse to touch was a lure
he’d never felt before. All he knew was that he wanted to discover
if her creamy skin was as soft as it looked, would taste as sweet
as he imagined.

He wanted to
fucking slake this lust coiling in his
belly by pounding into her sexy little body.

The
female’s fingers curled into claws, one
hand digging into his mattress, the other holding her sheet in
place. It was hard to believe she could cause damage with those
little talons because despite the sharpness of her claws, her hands
were small and pretty. In fact, there was a fragility to her whole
body. From the slender length of her neck right down to the small
feet poking out from beneath the white sheet.

She was a
tempting vision that would look all the more enticing if she was
sprawled on her back, legs open
invitingly. From the glimpse he’d taken earlier, her legs were made
to be wrapped around him, made for him to grasp while he found
heaven between them.

She
watched each step of his approach, and he
suspected she was aware of every inhalation of his breath. The
smallest threat and she’d be gone.

She peered up at him curiously as he loomed
over her. “Who are you?” she asked.

He
quirked an eyebrow. “Shouldn’t I be asking you?
You landed on my balcony.”

With an
adorable snort, she replied, “I didn’t
land. I crashed.” She had a gentle voice. Would she get louder if
she shouted? Or if she moaned into his mouth while his fingers
were—

He jerked his head to shuffle his thoughts
onto the right track.

“Why
did you crash on my balcony?”

“I was a
little too unconscious to make a choice.
I just dropped from the sky, crossed my feathers, and hoped I
didn’t die. Where am I, exactly?”

“My
flat in Tower Hill,” he said. Then he added,
“London.” Just in case she didn’t know.

“Were you the one who bandaged me?”


He nodded stiffly, his
gaze darting to her wing markings. “What kind of bird do you shift
into?”

She quickly
responded with, “What makes you think I
shift into a bird?”

“It’s either
a bird or an angel, and as angels don’t
exist, I’m going with bird. So, what kind of bird do you shift
into?”

Adam
watched as she rearranged the sheet swathing
her, but it hid her secrets securely. He didn’t catch a
glimpse.

“An eagle,”
she said. “I shift into an
eagle.”

“What kind?”

“Golden.”

“You
know…” Adam crossed his arms over his
chest again. “It occurs to me that as you’re a shifter, by law I’m
required to report you to the hunters.”

“Report me
if you have to.” Her eyes narrowed, her
glare hitting him like an arrow. “I’ll be gone before you pick up
the phone.” Tightening the sheet around her chest, she started to
scramble off the bed.

The flash of
her legs threw Adam for a second, and he
faltered in the act of extending his hand to stop her, but as she
reached the edge he got his act together, placing his palm on her
bare shoulder.

The reaction
was instantaneous. He clenched his jaw
against the desire to push her back and lay down on top of her. She
was as soft as he’d imagined. Softer even. He couldn’t resist a
caress down her upper arm. It was disconcerting when pleasure beat
through him like a pulse from such an innocent touch.

“Now
now, firebird,” he said in his most
placating voice. His lips curved at the scowl that creased her
face. “Did I say I was going to? I just said I’m supposed to.” He’d
never report someone to those sick bastards. He wouldn’t wish the
hunters on anyone, especially this delicately framed shifter. She
wouldn’t survive a day under their tests, not from what he’d heard
about them.

“I won’t beg.”

Damn,
he was hit with the image of her naked beneath
him, writhing while he made her beg for him to fuck her. He blew
out a breath. He needed that to happen.

“Before
you get to begging, how about you give me
your name?”

“No.”

Her snippy
tone made his cock throb. Feisty little
raptor. He cupped her head with one large hand, his thumb stroking
her cheekbone. “I could make you,” Adam said, lightly.

She glowered
up at him and jerked her head, but his hold was strong. After a long pause, she gulped loudly and
then reluctantly replied. “My name is Sienna Fry.” He watched her
chew on her full bottom lip, all pink and kissable, for a few
seconds before she asked, “Who are you?”

That was a
good fucking question. He used to be a
man who was attracted to boring, a man whose priority was work, a
man whose emotions were leveled. He’d felt desire before but never
gut-clenching need. Control was the basis of his entire
personality.

But the man
he was now? He was someone whose sole attention was focused on the
small scrap of woman perched on her knees
at the edge of his bed.

All
he could give her was a name.
“Adam.”

****

Sienna

Sienna
reached up to grasp Adam’s wrist. She shouldn’t have. She should
have ignored the way his breath intertwined with hers as he lowered
his head. She should have ignored the way
he stroked her cheek and that it made her belly squirm. And she
shouldn’t have had such a strong desire to lean up and kiss
him.

But wow, he
was sexy. He towered over her, overwhelmed her with his
masculinity. His gaze stole something
from her with its cool intensity. He had muscles that she wanted to
sink her fingers into. Even his arm within her grasp was
powerful.

At some
point, she was going to have to stop
staring. Stop picturing what his chest would look like naked, and
what it would feel like beneath her stroking hands. She definitely
had to stop imagining the heavy weight of him on top of
her.

Her cheeks
burned at the thoughts she couldn’t get under control. She
straightened her back. Her lips moved closer to
his.

No! Bad,
Sienna.

It was
bad to kiss the stranger. But god, it
would feel so good.

What the
hell was happening to her? Did she have no self-control? No, was
the answer to that, because the only way
she could resist temptation was by averting her gaze, refusing to
look at him. Still, she didn’t relinquish her hold on his wrist.
And he didn’t release her face.

“I should
leave.” She forced herself to say it, but if she was honest with herself, she didn’t really want to
go anywhere. She was content right where she was.

“Why?” His
tone was sharp, and her eyes darted up to
his face to find him frowning.

“I don’t want to put you in the position of
harboring a shifter.”

He dismissed
her concern with a sharp shake of his head. “I never had any intention of reporting you. Stay as long
as you want.”

How sweet! It made her want to
kiss him. Okay, everything made her want to kiss him. “Would you
mind if I stayed long enough to shower?” she asked. She needed to
wash off the blood and sweat from her escape. “Then I’ll fly right
out of here. I won’t outstay my welcome.”

His
frown deepened.

Did he mind?
Because he was the one who
offered.

“Of
course, that’s fine,” he said. “But you
don’t have to leave right away. Can you even fly with your injured
wing?”

She was
insulted at his doubt in her resilience,
and she showed him with what she thought was her meanest glare. The
smile that spread over his face wasn’t the response she was going
for.

If she was
honest, it would be a struggle. Her wings had healed enough for her
to retract them, but they weren’t
repaired, and the crash onto his balcony had done damage. There was
a tenderness over her ribs on the left side. She’d banged her hip
and wrenched a muscle in her left leg.

Still, it
would all heal eventually, and she wasn’t
completely out of the flying game. She could do it. Kind of. Maybe
not far though.

“A short
distance,” she admitted reluctantly. “A
hot shower will help ease the muscles.”

His thumb swept over her bottom lip.

Sienna’s breath caught in her throat.

What was
going on? Why was she reacting to him like this? He was a near-stranger and yet she wasn’t pushing him
away.

“My shower’s
kinda complicated,” he said, roughly. “You might need some help working it.”

He had a
sexy, sexy voice.

“I think
I’ll manage. It’s not my first shower.”
Her heart thumped. Her cheeks flushed. “Birds can get wet, you
know.” Even to her, her voice sounded breathless, all the more when
a growl rumbled from his throat.

His mouth hovered over hers. “I’ll help you
get wet.”

Oh god. Who was this man? Why did her body
crave his touch?

His taking
care of her when she was injured had
lowered the defenses that she needed in order to distance herself
from him, because now, more than anything, she wanted to press her
body against his and soak in the erotic strength inherent in his
every movement.

Excitement zinged through her
veins as he held her in place, and his lips descended onto
hers.

He possessed
her from the first touch with a ruthless
kiss, more powerful, more seductive than anything she’d ever
experienced in her life. All she could do was cling to him as he
lured her into an addiction for his taste. His lips were firm on
her hers, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, tangling with hers.
He had a flavor she would never get enough of.

With
his hand on the small of her back, he
pressed her against him, soft breasts to hard chest.

The kiss
grew more desperate. More frantic. She swept her hands up over the
rigid muscles of his sides, stroked the warm strength of his chest,
snaked her arms over his big shoulders to
wrap them around his neck. The silk of his shirt brushing her
pointed nipples was luxurious.

Sienna was
as close as she could get and still, she
wanted closer. However, instead of more kissing, he paused. Instead
of tightening his embrace, he pulled back. A whimper escaped from
her lips. She didn’t want him to stop.

She wasn’t done with the kissing. She wanted
more.

Absently,
she followed the direction of his locked stare to see what had
snagged his attention so intently, to
find out what had his jaw flexing.

She squeaked.

She was
naked. Completely naked.

While her
hands had found distraction with his body, the sheet must have
dropped, because right then it was
crumpled around her knees, leaving everything open to his view.
However, when she rushed to grab it, his hands clamped over her
wrists.

“No.” He pinned her arms behind her back,
holding them in one of his big hands. “I like it where it is.”

His blatant arousal and his
confident authority made her ache for him.

She would
have liked it a lot more if he was naked
too, though there was something arousing about being stripped and
helpless in the arms of a sexy male. Especially when he looked at
her the way he did. With scalding heat, as though he was imprinting
the sight of her into his memory.

“I’m
naked.” Red streaks burned her
cheeks.

He gave
her a sharp kiss before he smiled
fiercely. “I noticed.” Another kiss. “I like it.”

His eyes
glinted with a desire that she knew would
dominate her if she allowed it to, and she had to battle with the
will of her bird, because it wanted to submit to the male whose
arms were wrapped around her.

As did the human side.

She was so used to being alone,
always preferring the solitude. She’d never felt anything like this
in her life, and the larger part of herself didn’t want to fight
it. Mostly, she wanted to drown herself in him, and maybe she would
have if he hadn’t settled his hand on her hip and squeezed, but the
pressure on a body part she’d injured when she’d fallen jolted her
from the moment she was lost in.

Sienna
gasped, her nails digging into the
impenetrable muscle of his shoulders.

With the
presence of that small hurt, the more
painful injuries surged to the surface. She could lose herself in
him again, the hurt faded with his touch, but along with the pain
logic returned, and she knew as much as she wanted to, she couldn’t
surrender rationality to sensation.

“Wait,”
Sienna said when he leaned in to kiss her again. Resisting the
contact was not as easy as telling herself to.

He
groaned, his eyes squeezed shut. “Don’t say
that.”

“We should
stop.”

His forehead
rested against hers, his breath warmed her lips. “Even worse.” One arm was wrapped around her and with the
other he cupped her face in his hand, a soft touch to her
kiss-swollen bottom lip with the pad of his thumb. He lowered the
blue flame of his eyes to peer down the length of her naked body.
His jaw clenched. “Are you sure?” he asked. “Sure you want to
stop?” His tongue lapped out to follow in the wake of his
thumb.

Oh damn.
Irresistible man. She grasped his tie,
and almost chased his mouth with her own for another kiss, but that
wouldn’t make him easier to resist, so at the last second, she
turned her head. Her lips and nose swept over his cheek on path to
his neck, where she breathed in deeply and took his scent into her
lungs.

He
stroked a tendril of her hair through his
fingers and nibbled at the shell of her ear. “We don’t have to
stop.” He cupped her breast with a bold hand, and there was no way
to prepare for the pleasure that overwhelmed her. Her thighs
clenched against the impact. Her tight nipple pressed into his palm
and with a groan she pushed closer into his caress.

A cascade of sensation poured over her,
rushed through her.

She pressed
a kiss to his smoothly shaved jaw. She
was tempted to kindle the flame that ignited in his eyes and find
out how out of control she could make it burn.

He was a
dignified man. Even after kissing, with
his hand on her breast, his shirt was still buttoned, his tie still
in place, albeit with a few wrinkles from her grip, his blue-black
hair not even mussed. She should have run her fingers through it
instead of focusing on the muscles she’d felt beneath his shirt.
But hell, she was only a woman, and his body was perfection to
touch.

She
shuffled closer until his erection pushed
against her abdomen. At least she hadn’t imagined his
reaction.

“We do,” she
whispered with a small nip to his chin,
and then she tilted her head to the side and asked innocently,
“Because … Adam, is it?” She knew. Of course she remembered his
name, but they hadn’t even known each other an hour and she was
naked in his arms.

Adam reached
around her and grabbed the white sheet, wrapping it around her
body, and as painful as it was to stop,
she knew it was right. “I get your point.” He smiled sheepishly.
“And yes, it is Adam. Adam Baird.” He cleared his throat and moved
his hand as if to flatten his tie against his chest, but Sienna had
taken it back between her fingers.

She liked his formality.

Instead, he stroked her hair,
brushing it over her shoulder and smoothing it down her
back.

“You said
you wanted a shower? Let me offer you
that. And food?”

Sweet
man. “Thank you.”

Adam nodded. “I’ll show you where the
bathroom is. Follow me.”

She climbed
from the bed, but as she lowered her feet
to the floor and stood, pain in her ankle made itself known. Her
foot twisted to the side, and she stumbled.

Adam caught
her in his arms before she could hit the
floor. “Are you okay?”

Oh, damn, he
smelled good, and his arms were
comfortingly solid. She was happy just to be held by him. “I think
I’ve twisted my ankle.”

“Keep your
weight off it.” He scooped her up easily into his arms and carried
her to the bathroom, not putting her down until they reached
the shower, where he could deposit her
safely inside.

He gave
a quick explanation on how to use it,
then he brought her a fresh towel and hung it over the rack within
reach. “If you need help just shout.” He flashed a hot smile and
Sienna’s knees actually trembled. “I’ll come running.”

She
laughed. “I’m sure I’ll be fine.” His charm was
deadly and more tempting than anything that had ever enticed
her.

“Even though
you’re naked.” He had a dangerous glint
in his gorgeous eyes. “I’ll be here in a second.”

“Thank you,”
she said with another laugh. “So
self-sacrificing.”

“Your legs
okay?”

“Yes.”

“Want me to
take the sheet?” he teased.

She shook
her head slowly, wrapping it around her
tightly. “I’ll keep it a while longer, I think.”

“Worth a
try,” he said with a deep rumbling chuckle that almost had her
whipping the sheet away, grabbing his
tie, and dragging him in with her. It didn’t help when he stole a
kiss, the soft brush of his lips against hers, and when he left, a
lock of his hair fell out of place from the meticulous style,
brushing enigmatically over his forehead.

Damn sexy man.

 



Chapter Three

 


Sienna

It was
only when she turned off the shower and
prepared to limp out that she realized she had no clothes to wear.
There was only a soft red towel hanging over the heated rail to
hide the modesty she’d surrendered to Adam in his bedroom minutes
ago. It was better than nothing, and she roughly towel dried her
hair. Then she wrapped the towel around herself, tucking in the
corner to secure it, before padding over the cold, wooden floor,
following the aroma of coffee.

She’d been
forced bright and early from her bed and
out of her house, so she hadn’t even had the chance for coffee. And
she was an eagle who needed her morning caffeine.

Adam
stood by a solid oak dining table, staring down
at a tablet with his phone pressed to his ear and a black coffee
mug in his hand. He was wearing his suit jacket, and that errant
strand of hair that had fallen over his forehead in the bathroom
was now back in place.

Sienna
curled her bare toes into the gray
carpet, clutching at the towel as she listened to the deep murmur
of his voice.

She hadn’t
asked what he did for a living. She
didn’t really know anything about him other than his name, but the
imposing businessman looming in the open space of his large
apartment wasn’t the same male whose chest she’d rubbed her breasts
against in the bedroom.

She felt
lost in the cold surroundings of his home. He hadn’t designed it
for comfort, and everything was hard—in
color, in sensation, in atmosphere. It wasn’t a welcoming
place.

An office
space was set up by the door, and it led
directly to what should have been his lounge area, except it was no
more than a sofa and a big TV. Behind that was the dining table
that looked pristine, and Sienna suspected nobody had eaten a meal
on it since the day it had been purchased. The sturdy furniture
filled the space between the lounge and the kitchen area which was
shining chrome and spotlessly clean.

Adam fit here. He belonged.

This male
looked cold and staid.

Until he
lifted his head and noticed her standing
before the sliding doors that led to a balcony. Then, his eyes
flared, and the blue flame ignited. Just like that, he was her
passionate male whose wildness grazed in the harsh lines of his
face.

“I’ll be
there,” he murmured into the phone before ending the
call, his gaze unwavering from Sienna’s
barely covered body.

“I need some
clothes,” she said, as soon as he dropped
the phone onto the table.

“Why?” He
asked the question so seriously that she
couldn’t tell if he was joking or if he truly wondered why she
didn’t want to wander the apartment wearing no more than a
towel.

“Because I’m
almost naked.” She pointed
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