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      Alaska

      December 19, 1988

      

      Logan curled his knees closer to his chest as he lounged upon the couch in their suite, the sketchbook propped on his thighs as his sole focus. He poured every bit of concentration into each stroke of his pencil, the noises of the room nothing more than a dull rumbled to his senses. But he was keenly aware of everyone’s movements at the same time.

      His alpha, Darren Dubose, and their old mentor, John Croxen, stood in the corner to talk world affairs. John and his four sons had traveled all the way from France for this inaugural gathering of North American loups-garous - werewolves. Never had there been such a conference with this many of their kind in one place. It made many uneasy, but seeing old friends and familiar faces had settled everyone’s nerves over the last few days as they continued to collect at the resort.

      Noah, John’s surviving eldest, was with them by the fireplace. Just a hair over two hundred years old, he appeared no older than thirty, but he would be the heir to a hollow legacy in the French countryside. John’s chateau outside of Albi had been the refuge for young, abandoned loups-garous who needed guidance and training in their formative years.

      Two world wars had all but destroyed the estate, and though it continued to stand after a few centuries, it lay nearly vacant. John’s efforts to turn out true alphas had succeeded and there was no need for a place for fatherless loups-garous anymore. Their kind were more careful now than they had been centuries ago and the world had John to thank for that. This reformation came too late for loups-garous like Darren and Logan, but without John’s guidance, they would have been lost. There wasn’t a man in the resort who didn’t know John personally, or at least benefited from his influence.

      That included Logan’s grandfather, Dustin Keith, who chatted with another of John’s sons on the other side of the room. Dustin, just a hair older than Noah, was the reluctant Irishman who had lived a little too recklessly without an alpha for a time and found himself with a grandson who inherited the loup-garou condition. The weight of parental responsibility had sobered him out of his wild habits, but that didn’t render him disinterested in Aiden Croxen’s business idea to open a brewing company in America. If it weren’t for the fifty or so years that separated them, Logan would have thought they were brothers. They were alike in so many ways and he was sure this wouldn’t be the last time they saw one another.

      In the other room, the one with the billiard table, another lifelong friendship was being made between another of Logan’s pack and a Croxen son. Ben Myers had been with them since the twenties, but had been a loup-garou since the Civil War. Dustin was the one to turn him, and he was the only one in the suite not born a loup-garou. His quiet, reserved nature paired well with the youngest of John’s sons, Blake. They both had a mind for strategy and were nose-deep in their fifth game of chess that day. Logan preferred that just fine. Something about Ben put him in a sour mood, and it was a fortunate thing that the old soldier had distanced himself from the pack for several stints while serving in the army. Ben had always been a fighter, and it was a wonder to Logan why Darren would even allow him to go overseas to play a part in wars that had nothing to do with him.

      Logan let out a slow breath as he examined his work. It wasn’t long ago that he realized his artistic talent could transcend from wood onto paper. Though he hadn’t much training in it, his first few sketches had amazed his pack members. He drew simple things at first. Nature, mostly. It was only recently that he began to tackle more difficult subjects. Wolves and people were far more dynamic and required more practice.

      He made a face at the way the eyes on the page didn’t seem quite right. He had left them for last. They had been the reason he decided to pick up his pencil that morning and he hadn’t stopped for hours. Crumbled up balls of paper littered the floor around the sofa as he tried to capture this vision, but time and time again, he failed. Nothing he could draw matched what he had seen in his dream the night before.

      The last of John’s sons, Liam, came bounding down the stairs from the loft and headed straight for Logan. The Croxen, who was built like a beta, leaned over the back of the couch and peered at the sketch. Before Logan could conceal it or deter Liam in some other way, the ass grabbed the book and snatched it from his hands.

      “Who’s this?” Liam’s voice was marked by insinuation, probably in the hopes to put him in hot water with his alpha. It halfway worked as Darren, John, and Noah looked up.

      Logan was in no mood to play and banked the rage that threatened to spill out. After only a couple of days, he had become the target of Liam’s lighthearted bullying. It was enough to pull the wolf out of him if he thought he could get away with it.

      “Give it back, Liam,” Noah warned.

      His brother tilted the book and casually flipped through the pages, as if looking for something else. “You didn’t draw any tits on her. That’s boring.” Liam then tossed the sketchbook toward Logan, loose pages flying out as it spun in the air.

      Logan sat up and caught it in time, but glared at the mess that had been made. John and Darren weren’t amused either, but the mention of breasts had warranted the attention of Dustin and Aiden.

      “Is that what you’ve been drawing for hours?” Dustin asked, a teasing smile on his lips.

      Logan shot him a look, but once again said nothing. It wasn’t any of their business. That didn’t stop Darren from crossing the room and wordlessly making a request to see for himself. He angled the sketch and his alpha spent only a few seconds in its study before nodding in approval.

      “She seems familiar.” Darren’s accent professed his British roots, but he wasn’t the only Englishman at this gathering, nor the only one in the room.

      John Croxen came forward to look as well and Logan chafed under his scrutiny. “Someone you know?”

      Logan simply shook his head and settled himself back on the sofa.

      Next was Dustin’s turn to inspect the drawing. He snapped his fingers as if the answer finally came to him. “Isn’t that the girl you danced with on the Titanic? She was Russian, right?... What was her name?”

      None of his pack wanted to remember that disastrous voyage. They had witnessed countless tragedies over the last few hundred years, but it was one of the worst for Logan. In his century as a loup-garou, the sinking of the Titanic made it real just how resilient they were, and just how fragile human life could be.

      “Her name was Olya,” Logan replied. “But that’s not who I’m drawing.”

      The woman in his sketch was a total stranger. Perhaps only a figment of his imagination. This lady, mystifying and ethereal in his dreams, had stirred something within Logan that refused to quiet since the moment he woke up that morning. She had said nothing in the vision. Only smiled and caressed his cheek as if he was something precious to her. Maybe it was that gesture, so simple and profound, that made him want to capture her likeness in the real world. The task was proving impossible.

      “Who is it then?” Darren questioned.

      “Why does it matter?” Logan flipped back the pages to hide his work and stuck his pencil behind his ear.

      “Just curious if there’s something you’re not telling us.” Dustin’s mischievous grin spoke volumes.

      “Let the boy be,” Noah said from the fireplace. “It’s no crime to draw, so why question him as if he’s on trial?”

      Logan hadn’t expected Noah to be his defender, but gave a nod of gratitude as he rose from the couch and made his way toward the door. No one stopped him. There was no way he could have a moment of peace in the suite, though he doubted he could find a decent hiding spot in the resort. The owners – loups-garous as well – had reserved the entire complex for the gathering and the place was swarming already.

      “Where are you going?” Darren demanded.

      “Out.”

      “Don’t wander far.”

      For spite, he should have braved the foot of snow outside and trekked into town. There wasn’t anything there that appealed to him, but it would make a point that Logan wasn’t some pup to keep on a short leash. It had been over fifty years since the last major incident, but they never let him forget every single mistake he had made while on his own in Chicago.

      Logan inwardly seethed at the memories. Every reprimand, every repeated lesson, the nagging, the watching, the tense moments when they thought he would turn feral and explode. Right at that moment, he wanted to. His alpha had been his savior in those first few decades, teaching him all he needed to know about what it meant to be a loup-garou. That they weren’t monsters or killers as the stories made them out to be. Only harsh, cruel reality could show him that the truth was far more complicated. Messier. Darker. The monster existed within each and every one of them, and Logan had met his firsthand.

      Out in the hall, the sounds and smells of the resort blasted him nearly off his feet. As a loup-garou, his senses could attune to the tiniest of sounds a mile away. He could track a hare in the woods, or a human on the streets, without any trouble at all.

      The resort was like a wagon wheel with a central hub and hallways extended from the center. A conference hall, cafeteria, gym, and indoor swimming pool were available to guests on the ground level. The voices of those congregated in the expansive lobby echoed off the encircling mezzanine tiers several stories high. Most of the rooms were not as elaborate as the one that had been assigned to John and Darren’s pack. Theirs might have been like an apartment unto itself, while most of the packs had to split themselves between rooms that only had one or two beds.

      Logan made his way toward the center of the resort, bypassing other loups-garous in the halls that greeted him. After living the last fifteen years in a small, Midwest town in the middle of nowhere, it seemed strange to be around so many of his own kind like this. As comforting as it should have been, it only reminded him of less pleasant times in his youth.

      He came to the railing and looked down upon the lobby from his place on the fourth floor. A new wave of guests had just entered through the front doors, flooding the already busy hotel. Logan was surprised to see some faces he knew from years past. Joseph Lupus from Wyoming and his two sons, along with many of their pack, were taking their ease on the lounge furniture toward one side of the lobby. Darren had taken them to stay with the Lupus pack for the duration of the twenties and thirties.

      Many others he knew from their time spent on the east coast looking for Ben before he became an official member of their pack. Alphas, betas, and omegas all talked, laughed, and embraced like long lost friends. He imagined that some hadn’t seen one another in decades, maybe centuries. Logan’s mouth tugged into a smile when he spotted the loups-garous he had known a hundred years ago. Men from a town that didn’t exist anymore came walking through the doors, survivors from a time when a gathering like this wasn’t supposed to be so abnormal.

      That memory made his smile fail. Contrary to the Titanic, that disaster had taught him that loups-garous were not immortal. They were not invincible. With the right weapon and enough courage, they could be killed just as easily as any other human.

      “Logan!”

      He jerked out of his morbid thought, then turned and saw someone he never imagined he would see again. Bright blue eyes danced beneath flaming red hair as Forrest Croxen rushed down the hall toward him. Though he was another reminder of unhappy times, Logan’s heart soared at the sight of his oldest friend.

      It had been over sixty years since they last saw one another. Vile words had been exchanged during his time in Chicago, but time had softened their blow. They both looked a little older, but their friendship never died. Logan and Forrest clasped arms and for the first time since they boarded the plane to come to Alaska, he felt as if he would enjoy the trip.

      “I’ll confess I never thought I’d see you at a place like this,” Forrest remarked as he thumbed toward the crowded lobby.

      Logan gestured the other way down the hall. “Darren was invited by John.”

      Forrest’s eyes went wide. “John’s here?”

      It was easy to forget that Forrest was John’s great-great-grandson. Two generations before him were dead and buried. One was buried in the wilds of Colorado and they didn’t have a chance to bury the other in Alabama. The other, Forrest’s grandfather, might have been alive somewhere but so out of touch with the rest of the world that he might as well have been dead. To Logan’s recollection, Forrest and John had never formally met.

      Just when he thought he would have to go back to the suite, Forrest waved it off. “I’ll catch up with him in a little bit. How have you been? Where are you hiding out these days?”

      Slightly relieved that he wouldn’t have to share Forrest right away, Logan nodded. “I’ve been all right. We’ve been living in Kansas for a while, but I think Darren’s getting anxious to move on. Are you still in Chicago?”

      Forrest shook his head. “Not anymore. I left shortly after you did. Will’s still there and doing well, but I joined up with Jacob’s pack. You remember him, right?”

      It was hard for Logan to forget. “He’s alpha for the Devians now, isn’t he?”

      His old friend straightened with pride. “Our numbers are growing every day. I never thought I’d see us all back together again after what happened.”

      Logan was tempted to think them all fools for it. So many loups-garous in one area was never good. There was a reason Devia fell. But he wouldn’t rag on his friend. Not now, when he was simply happy to be amongst his old neighbors again.

      “And where are y’all staying?”

      “It’s a small town just south of the Alabama line. We’re about an hour’s drive from our old home.”

      Even more foolish. They might as well have been camping on the ashes of their forsaken town. Logan only nodded, but his face betrayed his true feelings.

      “I know what you’re thinking,” Forrest said. “It’s not so smart to be so close to ground-zero, but times have changed. We haven’t heard of a hunter attack in decades and no one knows the truth about Morrisville, as they call it now.” Forrest rolled his eyes at the new town name. The bastard that wrote their death sentence rebuilt the place and named it after himself. Typical.

      “If you say so,” Logan replied with a sigh. “I’m glad everyone’s back together again.”

      A thought entered his mind, one that he hadn’t encountered for years. There was one name and face he didn’t see amongst the loups-garous in the lobby, one that he owed the world to. Darren had become his alpha, but there was another that had been there in Devia that devoted so much of his time and energy into training Logan. That man had disappeared with the rest of the refugees in the wake of the disaster, never to be heard from again. The last Logan had heard, he had gone out west somewhere to live outside of a pack, as he had before coming to Devia. But no one had spoken his name for ages.

      “Did you ever meet Adam Swenson again?”

      Forrest blinked, as if the man hadn’t crossed his mind in decades either. “No. As a matter of fact, I haven’t… I wonder what he’s been up to.”
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      New York City

      

      Adam Swenson closed his eyes and let his senses feel the room. The clink and scraping of utensils on plates. The creaking of chairs beneath the weight of contented diners. The nearly indistinguishable hum of electric lights in the chandeliers beneath the dull roar of conversation throughout the restaurant. The sizzling of the grill in the back kitchen and clatter of pots and pans. He could pick out the smells, both pleasing and suffocating. Perfumes, colognes, wines, the savory aroma of masterfully prepared food, the sweat of the kitchen cooks, and the starch in the tablecloths.

      Beyond the tall, darkened windows, the rumble of traffic along the busy city streets reminded him just how far he was from home. This sort of high scale dining experience wasn’t his kind of place. Even sitting in a corner booth, well out of the way from prying eyes, he felt out of his element. Adam had never been comfortable in places like this. Only she made it all worth it.

      The front door to the restaurant opened, bringing in a brisky winter’s night chill that carried even more scents to his table. Car exhaust and the general filth of the city met him, but they didn’t make his mouth curl into a smile. It was the scent of jasmine. So familiar and more pleasing than any manmade perfume.

      He opened his eyes and watched her slip off her coat to hand to the valet at the hostess stand. Skin, as pale as moonlight and equally as radiant, contrasted sharply with her black, strapless dress. The fabric clung to her curves, but stopped short just above her knees. The jewels in her earrings and necklace caught the light, giving her even more of a sparkling appearance. Long blonde hair hung down in loose waves around her shoulders. Gray-blue eyes accentuated by dark makeup found him on the other side of the room. But it was the smile that rendered him breathless.

      She was beauty personified, but her soul and strong spirit were what he loved most. She brought out a calm in him that couldn’t be duplicated anywhere else. His wolf, as wild as it could be at times, was tamed by her. Every day, she gave him a new reason to love and cherish what they shared. Her wit, her generosity, her grace, and the way she could be tender and considerate, but still know her own mind. He knew he would never meet another woman who could set him aflame as she did.

      Jane Gennari followed the hostess to his table. Some question was asked, but he heard nothing. All the noise, the smells, the people, escaped his perception entirely. All that existed was Jane. After over seventy years, she still made him feel like a lovesick puppy that was willing to beg and grovel at her feet for any morsel of love she was willing to impart. But after all that time, he never had to ask. She gave freely and it showed in the kiss she gave him.

      “Have you ordered yet?” she asked, her voice still as captivating as it had been the first time they met.

      “I was waiting for you.”

      She gave him a tightlipped smile and crossed her legs at the knees, drawing his attention southward. “You know you never have to wait. It’s not as if I’ll eat anything.”

      That was true. A vampire only needed one thing and that wasn’t anything this restaurant could offer.

      Adam let his arm slip its way around her waist, knowing full well that he was more than allowed. “I do it out of courtesy, not practicality.” He planted a kiss on the crown of her head and enjoyed the way she nestled into his side. “Did you sleep well?”

      “Only before you left.”

      “How can you tell when that was?”

      Jane reached around to her side and interlaced her fingers with his. “When you leave, it’s like the air in the room leaves with you.”

      Adam looked to their intertwined hands as a bit of sadness touched this perfect moment. “Only one more night,” he mumbled.

      “Don’t think about that.”

      “It’s difficult not to. You know the parting gets worse every time.”

      She knew it all too well. In the beginning, they had agreed to a separation of only a year. One year together, one year apart. When that became too much, they settled on one year together and six months apart. Gradually, as traveling across vast distances became easier, they trimmed off the weeks and months until their schedule became more and more sporadic. Now, they saw each other as they pleased and only parted upon absolute necessity.

      If Jane spent too long away from her own kind, they were in danger of discovery. Their list of enemies was too long and too daunting. They had their allies, but they were few and with limited influence. The consequences of their unorthodox union would be disastrous. They had hidden their love affair for so long, but they could never forget the risks if they were found out.

      Adam’s somber thoughts were interrupted by the waitress asking for their drinks. Both requested water and he ordered the appetizer he had been eyeing for the last fifteen minutes while he waited. There wasn’t much on the menu that he could eat, but the a-la-carte options afforded him enough that would keep him satisfied. Thankfully, few humans these days gave him sideways looks when he ordered nothing but meat.

      “Do you have your plane ticket ready?”

      Jane took a deep breath and began slowly turning her empty wine glass by its stem. “Yes, unfortunately.”

      “And your bags?”

      “They’re packed. I wanted to make sure we had enough time to ourselves tonight.”

      “Did you settle on what your excuse would be for missing the first few days of… what was it again?”

      Jane smirked. “Winter Solstice. And yes, I have my excuse. Father knows it too, so everything will corroborate.”

      Michael Gennari was their most trusted advocate. It hadn’t been that way in the beginning, but his support had been monumental over the years. He covered for them too many times to mention and provided well for his daughter and her secret lover. Without him, everything would fall apart.

      “So, what’s on the agenda for this last night together?” Adam asked. “Another club? Another art gallery? Or will we walk around and look at the lights again?”

      Jane giggled. “You say that as if you haven’t enjoyed the last few weeks. Don’t you like New York at Christmas time?”

      “I like it, because you like it.” Adam pulled her in closer. “I know New York suits you, but not me.”

      It wasn’t a secret that he couldn’t enjoy himself in the din of city life. His wolf, the spirit that he could never deny or ignore, didn’t like it either.

      “We can take a walk through Central Park… again.”

      He could tell by the hint of dejection in her voice that such a plan wouldn’t suit her, even if it was his only favorite part of the city. “We’ve been there enough. We can do whatever you want tonight. Even if it’s walking in ankle-deep snow or milling about a room full of stuffy rich people staring at paintings.”

      That rewarded him another laugh. “No, I had something else in mind.”

      Adam turned to her and saw that look. The look he had seen a billion times that never failed to amuse and thrill him. “Really?” he asked with a smirk.

      “You said anything. No one will notice. Just a little taste?”

      “I’ll notice.” Adam bent his head toward her. “Do you really want to make a scene?”

      Her wicked grin widened. “I’m not as shy as I once was.”

      With a sigh, playing the reluctant spoiler of a greedy child, he angled in just the right way for her to take what she wanted without anyone seeing her true actions.

      Jane stretched herself up, one hand supporting herself upon his thigh as her mouth descended upon his neck. To anyone else in the restaurant, it looked as if Jane were only seducing her tablemate. If anyone knew what she was really doing, knowing gazes would turn to horrified stares.

      A single fang pierced his skin and dragged as easily as if she were biting into a piece of succulent fruit. Drops of blood seeped from the small incision. Her tongue slid in to collect with the mastery of a vampire that had done this for centuries. In truth, she had.

      It wasn’t much, just as she promised, but it did just as he predicted it would. She had once explained that her saliva was like the most potent aphrodisiac in existence. Any vampire who fed upon a victim – or donor – of the opposite sex would feel its effects. It would take the self-discipline of a saint to resist the biological urge it produced. Adam wasn’t a saint. Not even close.

      His head became light, touched by a spell of dizziness. His core tightened as the rest of him felt limp and helpless in her hold. The hand upon his thigh was red hot as her lips lingered on him long after the cut had healed itself. Being a werewolf gave him two unexpected advantages to their irregular affair. Adam could supply more blood than she could ever need, and that blood was just as addictive as her love was to him.

      Adam cleared his throat as his manhood began to stiffen and throb for her as it had countless times before in this exchange. Jane noted her cue and eased back into the booth beside him.

      “Too much?”

      Instead of answering her in words, he cracked open his eyes to reveal the lustful red hue. That used to alarm her, especially in a public place. Now, they excited her. Jane leaned up to kiss him, which only added fuel to the fire steadily growing in his chest. If she continued this way, they were likely to be thrown out of the restaurant for indecent behavior.

      Adam, seasoned in restraint, still couldn’t help himself and pulled her in so she could feel that fire for herself. His wolf, just as eager for more, permitted one growl of warning for his partner. Jane pulled away again and smiled, knowing exactly what she had done.

      “I guess we’re not going to wait for the appetizer?”

      Adam shook his head and forgot all about his hunger as it was displaced with a new and powerful need.
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      Jane stepped from the shower, dripping water on the tiles as she dried herself. Just as she had planned, they never left the penthouse for the rest of the night. Time spent solely in Adam’s company was better than any stroll through Time Square or Central Park. The brightest Christmas lights in the city wouldn’t compare to the light in his emerald eyes. Galleries, clubs, restaurants, none of them could give her that special feeling like being in his embrace. Those were merely distractions, things to do to create memories that would last centuries. It was their routine. But being with him and only him was all she ever wanted.

      With a towel wrapped around her, she walked to the mirror and combed her damp hair. Just one more long sleep until she had to fly to Canada to be with her father and the rest of their coven. If it weren’t for the Winter Solstice celebration they held every year, she wouldn’t have any reason to leave Adam. Her heart was never in the festivities. Not when he carried it with him to England to visit his father, Geoffrey. She supposed that the Solstice gave them excuses to visit their respective families, but she would have given anything to stay together.

      She frowned in the mirror, remembering how much of her life had been wasted with keeping up appearances. Always the proper lady, always the supportive daughter, always the heiress, always a vampire. But with Adam, she didn’t have to pretend. She could forget about her father and the coven for a few blessed months and simply exist.

      From the bedroom, he could hear Adam skimming through the television channels. He’d linger on one for half a moment and then flip to the next in search of something that he could enjoy. No program ever appealed to him and Jane wondered why he bothered searching. He preferred living life himself as opposed to watching it be lived by others.

      A familiar suspenseful, operatic score reached her ears, accompanied by the dramatic voice of the narrator speaking of an ancient castle and a monster lurking in the forests. Jane knew the advertisement well, but by the way Adam stayed on the channel she suspected that he hadn’t seen it before.

      The moment it was finished, rage swept through the penthouse. Jane had to collect herself so the overwhelming energy didn’t consume her. She, along with other vampires by birth, were empathic and sensitive to the emotions and feelings of others. Right now, Adam was not happy.

      “Can you believe this? They’re making us out to be mindless beasts.”

      Jane, only slightly humored by his outburst, came to lean on the doorframe between the bathroom and bedroom. Adam sat on the end of the mattress in front of the television, wearing nothing but the slacks he had worn to dinner. His button-down shirt lay on the floor next to her dress and the rest of their clothes.

      She allowed herself to gaze at his magnificent form. He had the body of a strong and capable werewolf. Every inch of his tanned, flawless skin had been explored by her eager hands. Every contour and muscle had been memorized by heart. Men these days would have to build such bodies in gyms, but he carried it so naturally. It always amazed her how he never seemed to notice how women gawked at him everywhere they went. That reminded her just how lucky she was to have him all to herself.

      Adam gestured to the screen that played an advertisement for a new mouthwash. “Has nothing changed? Can’t they once try to depict us correctly?”

      “We both know that our kind have the capability of becoming monsters like that.”

      Adam sighed and shook his head in dismay. “I know, but that’s not the majority. We’re not all savages.”

      Jane gave him a heartening smile. He had such a good heart. Better than most. If it weren’t for his compassion and willingness to understand, they may have never come together the way they had. She wasn’t looking for forgiveness and redemption that day in 1915, but she found a new beginning in this half-Navajo werewolf. He looked beyond her race and her past to accept her as she was. Not many werewolves were so benevolent. No vampire she knew, save for her father, could do the same. Not a moment passed that she didn’t consider herself so fortunate.

      Jane crawled her way across the mattress to straddle his lap. Adam didn’t protest when she took the remote, turned off the television and tossed it to the floor. With her arms draped over his shoulders, she blocked his view entirely. “They make shitty movies about vampires too. Not just werewolves.”

      Temporarily distracted, Adam’s anger lost momentum. “The point is that they make movies like that at all. It’s disgraceful.”

      “They don’t know any better. They never have. But, don’t think about it. None of that matters right now… Right?”

      Adam’s lips curled into a grin, the offense fully forgotten. “Right.” His hands came to rest on her hips, fingers gripping the course fabric of her towel and ready to yank it free from her body. Instead, he fell backward onto the bed and she fell with him with a laugh.

      “God, how I’m going to miss you,” he murmured as he reached up, thumb stroking her cheek with all the tenderness she adored about him.

      “I’ll miss you too,” she whispered. “But it won’t be forever. Just a little while.”

      “You always say that, but it feels like forever.” Adam let his hand slip behind her head and pulled her down into a soft, gentle kiss that made her body hum with excitement. Even after five or so hours of making love, she was ready for another five hours more.

      But, he was right. Somehow, parting did feel like forever. Any time could be their last. They were impervious to many things, but not immortal and not completely invulnerable.

      Jane eased out of the kiss and brushed her nose playfully against his. “I have an idea. Let’s make plans for the next time we should meet.”

      Adam, teetering on the edge of exhaustion gave her a sleepy smile. “Name the time and place. I’ll be there.”

      She didn’t have to think about it for long. “I’ve heard a lot about something called Mardi Gras. They have it in New Orleans every year.”

      He cocked a brow. “And Mobile.”

      “You know of it?”

      “I was in New Orleans once during Mardi Gras. It was a long time ago.” Adam donned a face as if the idea of returning wasn’t an appealing one. “Those few days are something I’ll never forget.”

      Jane donned her practiced pout and batted her eyes. “But, I’ve never been. And you just said – “

      “I know, I know. I didn’t say we couldn’t… Are you sure you really want to go to Mardi Gras?” She nodded excitedly and Adam suppressed a chuckle at her expense. “Then we’ll go.”

      “Good! The big event is in February. That’s only a little over a month.”

      Adam made a face. “I don’t know if I could survive without you for that long.”

      Jane let her fingers play in his black hair. “You’ve done it before.”

      “Yes, but I think you’re spoiling me as much as I’m spoiling you. I’ve gotten used to having you around.”

      “It’s more like I’m having you around. I pay for the hotels, remember?”

      “And this is your apartment, I know. No need to rub it in my face that I’m poor.”

      Despite his teasing tone, Jane sobered. “I didn’t mean it that way.”

      In the beginning, Adam had been so determined to provide for her. Over time, her family’s wealth proved to be more reliable. Never once did he reveal his wounded pride, but she knew it discouraged him on occasion.

      A corner of Adam’s mouth tilted in a half-smile. “It’s fine, love. I know you didn’t. One of these days, I’ll show you we can have a good time without spending a small fortune.”

      Jane winced. “No, really, you don’t have to.”

      He gave a hearty laugh before kissing her again. In reality, it didn’t matter where they went, what they did, or who was paying the bills. As long as they were together, Jane would have been completely happy. So, she gave herself over to these last few

    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/nexusfinalfx_1500x1000.jpg
Their love and legacy will never dig.

SEHERIMPA - B1TFKOFEER





OEBPS/images/book-logo.jpg





