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      “Harper is a heroine you can get behind! She's witty, crazy, kick-ass, and amazing! Noah is my new book boyfriend! He's the bad boy we all want and your mom hates but then she falls in love with him, too!”

      
        
        —Indy Book Fairy

      

      

      

      “Fresh and fun. Relaxed with a good dose of humor.”

      
        
        —Lanie's Book Thoughts

      

      

      

      “Holy crap! That was awesome! More please!! Brilliantly funny, sexy, charming, and awesome.”

      
        
        —Me, Myself & Books

      

      

      

      “If you are a fan of the Sookie Stackhouse books, Buffy the Vampire slayer, and the likes, you will enjoy this book a great deal.”

      
        
        —The Book Disciple

      

      

      

      “Harper Hall is the best kind of heroine for me. She’s funny, snarky, can handle herself in a fight and never shies away from telling anyone what she’s thinking. Long-story-short, this series is worth a read. Just don’t read it in public because there are parts that are snort-laugh inducing (and no one looks hot while snort-laughing).”

      
        
        —Knockin’ Books

      

      

      

      “If you love Charley Davison, True Blood or Buffy the Vampire Slayer, then you will definitely want to read this quirky vampire/paranormal series.”

      
        
        —Literati Literature Lovers

      

      

      

      “I waited FOREVER for this book…at least it seemed that way. I couldn’t wait to read Mischa and Hunter’s story! True to the author’s form, I giggled my way through this story, when I wasn’t sighing over the leading man.”

      
        
        —Author L.E. Wilson
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            SYNOPSIS

          

        

      

    

    
      Harper Hall finally has everything she ever wanted.

      

      Thriving paranormal PI business? Check. At least some control over her psychic ability? Check. Smokin’ hot ex-slayer fiancé? Check. But Harper’s plans to grab the first ordained Elvis impersonator she can find and marry Noah Riddick on the Vegas strip—sans drama—are shot to hell when her old business partner shows up and makes her an offer she can’t refuse. And if she tries? Well, let’s just say she might not live long enough to regret it.

      

      In the course of their elopement from hell, Harper and Riddick find themselves entangled with the paranormal mafia, dodging the, uh, affections of creepy vampires, and participating in the supernatural equivalent of Fight Club. First rule of paranormal Fight Club? There are no rules. And, oh yeah, don’t die.

      

      Seriously, what’s a girl gotta do to get her happily ever after?
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      Whispering Hope, New York

      

      Harper Hall never thought she’d receive a marriage proposal while straddling a vampire stripper on the floor of the Kitty Kat Palace.

      The stripper in question was named Candy Kane, which, unfortunately for her, was her real name. She’d been arrested a few weeks ago for illegal use of vampire mind control and was released on a twenty-thousand dollar bond. She failed to show for her court appearance. That’s when she became Harper’s problem.

      Ah, the glamorous life of a paranormal PI.

      Skip tracing, or tracking down bail jumpers, was Harper’s least favorite kind of case. Bounty hunters and other PIs didn’t want to go after vampires because they always resisted being brought in, resulting in all kinds of fucked-up, fang-y asshattery.

      Hence her current position straddling Candy’s face-down, prone body, which she’d pinned to the sticky strip club floor—eeewww—with her weight.

      Sadly, skip tracing paid twice as much as any case she’d ever had, so she found herself doing it with disturbing regularity of late. Riddick seemed to enjoy it, though, given the semi-feral gleam in his eyes at the moment.

      Her partner, Noah Riddick, had just slammed Candy’s boyfriend face-first into the wall and wrenched his arms behind his back with enough force to break a normal human’s bones. Fortunately, Candy’s boyfriend, a real charmer by the name of Big Willy, was also a vampire.

      And having had the, uh, pleasure of seeing the all-vampire male review he put on at the brand new show club—Vamp Me—in downtown Whispering Hope, Harper could truly say he did the Big Willy moniker proud.

      Apparently, Candy and Willy planned to rob patrons at the Kitty Kat Palace by way of Candy’s mind control. By the time she was done with the hapless losers who requested lap dances, they’d think it was their idea to hand their wallets and phones and car keys over to Willy.

      What they hadn’t counted on was the bar’s owner, Carlos Mendoza, calling Harper the second Willy hit the door.

      Carlos would tell everyone he ratted out Willy and Candy out of concern for his patrons, but Harper knew he was probably just pissed off that the Bonnie and Clyde wannabes hadn’t offered him a cut of their earnings.

      “Get off me, you whore!”

      Harper pressed her knee down harder against Candy’s spine and wrenched the vamp’s arms up higher behind her back to still her wild squirming. “Those who live in glass whorehouses shouldn’t throw stones, sister,” she said. “And I’m not the one pinned to the floor of a strip club wearing nothing but a set of heart-shaped pasties and a bedazzled G-string.”

      She glanced over at Riddick just in time to see Big Willy throw his head back toward Riddick’s face in an attempt to break his nose. Riddick neatly avoided the head-butt, grabbed a fistful of Willy’s shoulder-length, dishwater-dull blond hair and slammed the vamp’s face into the wall.

      Willy groaned. “You broke my fucking nose, asshole!”

      Only it sounded like, “Ew boke my fuckin’ bose, ash hoe,” which made Harper giggle.

      Riddick shrugged and recaptured Big Willy’s arms, binding his wrists behind his back with a zip tie. “I told you to stand still or I’d start breaking your bones.”

      “I didn’t do anything wrong, man.”

      Harper rolled her eyes. “Yeah, right. Did you forget I’m psychic, Willy?” She tapped her temple with her index finger. “Past, present, and future, all up here. And as soon as I touched your girl here I saw everything.”

      And when she said “everything,” she meant everything. Not only had Candy and Big Willy robbed patrons at every strip club within a hundred-mile radius of Whispering Hope, they also had a very…active sex life. She’d seen things she was pretty sure weren’t legal in most states. And some that seemed to defy physics.

      “You can’t prove anything,” Willy said petulantly.

      “No, but I’m pretty sure there’s a reward for anyone who has information on the strip club robberies, which, I now do.”

      “Fucking bitch,” he muttered.

      The words had barely left Willy’s mouth before Riddick kicked him in the back of the knee hard enough that bone and cartilage snapped and cracked. Willy screeched like a little girl and fell to the ground, clutching his temporarily ruined knee. It would take a young vampire like Willy at least a week to heal an injury like that.

      Harper frowned at Riddick. “Was that necessary?”

      He nodded. “I feel pretty good about it.”

      “You could’ve given him a warning.”

      “That was my warning.”

      She sighed. Riddick’s protectiveness occasionally bordered on obsessive. She’d told him repeatedly that she could take care of herself, and breaking someone’s bones over a little name-calling wasn’t necessary. But he just couldn’t seem to help himself.

      She supposed it was romantic…in a psychotic sort of way.

      Then he smiled at her, and her consternation vanished. Her heart kicked into an irregular, giddy rhythm that might’ve worried her if it didn’t happen every time he flashed that sexy grin at her.

      And the way he looked at the moment didn’t exactly help slow her heart rate, either.

      His thick black hair fell to his collar in careless disarray, giving him a just-fucked look that made her thoughts lean toward dirty, dirty things. He had the kind of lean, toned body that screamed badass instead of gym rat. And his face…

      Fallen angels wished they had a face like Riddick’s.

      And he was all hers.

      Suck it, other women everywhere!

      “Let me go,” Candy commanded, her normal Betty-Boop voice an octave lower than usual.

      Harper tightened her hold on Candy’s arms. “Don’t embarrass yourself. Mind control doesn’t work on me. Strong with the force am I,” she added in her best Yoda voice, which was really kind of awful, now that she thought about it.

      Note to self: no more Yoda voice.

      “Don’t bother trying it on him, either.” She tipped her head in Riddick’s direction. “He’s immune, too.”

      Riddick gave her a mock bow as Willy continued to writhe on the ground at his feet.

      Candy tipped her head to the side and glared up at Harper out of the corner of her eye. “I remember you two now,” she hissed. “You worked for Sentry. You’re murderers!”

      Murderers is a little harsh, Harper thought, feeling vaguely offended.

      Harper had been recruited by Sentry when she was just a kid. The psychic visions she’d been “gifted” with were a great asset to the organization. They allowed slayers to get the jump on vampires and other paranormal threats to humanity. And threats were eliminated with extreme prejudice. Until vampires came out of the coffin, that is.

      About seven years ago, when vampires earned human rights, public backlash had shut Sentry down. No one liked the idea of a covert government agency putting vampires down like rabid dogs, so ex-Sentry employees were often met with prejudice and disdain these days, especially by prospective employers (hence her glamorous current gig).

      And as if that weren’t bad enough, since then, Harper had spent enough time with vampires to know that like humans, they weren’t all bad, as Sentry had led her to believe most of her life.

      She’d no doubt be judged one day for her actions—no matter how misled she might have been by Sentry. But she’d be damned if a thieving little wench like Candy would be doing the judging.

      A muscle in Riddick’s jaw twitched, letting her know he didn’t like Candy’s little reminder about Sentry, either.

      Riddick had been a slayer for Sentry—but not just any slayer. His strength, speed, and hunting ability hadn’t come from Sentry-administered drugs, as it had for other slayers. Riddick had been born with his talents.

      According to Mischa, her BFF who’d worked for Sentry as a watcher, natural-born slayers were no better than wild animals: unpredictable, untamable, deadly if provoked. Riddick struggled every day to keep his inner beast in check and remain in control.

      And for the most part, Willy’s shattered knee notwithstanding, he succeeded. He was her partner. The guy who’d helped her triple the agency’s business over the past year. The guy who’d saved her life. Twice. The guy who always let her have the last piece of pie. The guy who held her while she slept every night, all night, even though he could only sleep about four hours at a time.

      The guy who was an absolute God in bed.

      And in Harper’s experience, men who knew their way around a clitoris and a G-spot were rare animals indeed.

      “Sticks and stones, sweetheart,” she said lightly. “Call me whatever you want, but don’t insult him or I’ll make what he did to your boyfriend’s knee look like a love tap. I’ve been authorized to bring you in using whatever force is necessary.”

      Which was a total lie, but Candy didn’t need to know that.

      “Oh, you’re in luuuuvvvv.” Candy sneered. “How pathetic.”

      “Yep. And you’re going to jail mostly naked. Who’s pathetic now?”

      That shut her right up. Thank God.

      “Hey, Riddick, do you have an extra zip tie?”

      What a stupid question, she thought as he reached into his leather trench coat. The man was a walking arsenal. He had everything from silver knives and short swords to zip ties, cuffs, and duct tape on him at all times.

      Her hand brushed his when she reached for the tie, and a vision hit her right between the eyes. Harper pressed her hands to her temples, letting the vision roll over her.

      She waited to see the usual vampires and blood and death, but they never came. Instead of some random victim, this time Harper’s vision was of…well, Harper.

      She stood on worn red velvet carpet at what looked like an altar. An old man in an even older suit stood before her, holding a Bible. Next to her was Riddick. They looked happy, if a little (okay, a lot) dirty and disheveled. And just as Riddick moved to slide a ring on her finger, the vision faded.

      “God dammit!”

      Riddick knelt beside her, looking concerned. “You okay?” he asked.

      She blinked away the remnants of her vision. “Yeah,” she said after a short pause. “It was just a vision.”

      “Meditation stopped working, huh?”

      Her friend Hunter, a vampire who was so old that—if you got him drunk enough—he’d tell stories about what a pompous jerkoff George Custer was, had been helping her learn meditation techniques to control her visions. It had been working, for the most part. Nine times out of ten these days, she could channel her energy into avoiding moments when random contact with other people sparked a vision, which allowed her to trigger one herself when she really needed it (like during work hours).

      Hunter had warned her that it probably wasn’t going to be foolproof, though, since psychic gifts were unpredictable by design. She supposed this incident proved he was right.

      “That was the weirdest thing I’ve ever seen,” she told him.

      He raised a brow, looking shocked. It had been a pretty bold statement, she realized, considering some of the freaky shit she’d seen over the years.

      “That bad, huh?”

      Harper shook her head. “No, not bad at all. But…”

      Riddick brushed her hair off her forehead. “But what?”

      Her mouth went dry. Could she voice this out loud without sounding like a crazed girlfriend pushing her guy for a forever kind of commitment?

      She shuddered. God, that even sounded pathetic in her head. “Well…I thought I just saw…us…getting…”

      Beneath her, Candy groaned. “If this is a sex story, let me be the first to say eeeewwww.”

      Harper smacked her in the back of the head with an open palm. Riddick took the zip tie and bound Candy’s wrists, probably a little too tight based on Candy’s grunt. But at least she shut up.

      “You saw us getting what, Sunshine?” Riddick asked, still looking concerned.

      “Ummm…married.”

      He paled a little at the word, and Harper instantly panicked. “Not that I’m pressing you, or anything. I mean, we’ve only been together for a year, and we’ve never even talked about marriage, so I totally get that what I just saw probably wasn’t right, and⁠—”

      Riddick cupped the back of her head and yanked her toward him for a hard, fast kiss. When he pulled back, she was speechless. Well, except for the little gasp/moan combo that escaped her lips.

      He rested his forehead on hers, fingers still wound in her hair. “I know you’re not pressing me. I just didn’t want to ask you like this,” he said, gesturing with his free hand to the vampire beneath her.

      “Holy shit,” she murmured. “You really do want to marry me?”

      Candy turned her head toward Riddick. “Really? Her? You’re way out of her league, cheekbones. Murderer or not.”

      They ignored her.

      Riddick flashed her favorite sexy half-smile, and if she’d been standing, she would’ve wobbled. “Are you kidding? Why wouldn’t I want to marry you? You’re smart and sexy and just dropped a vampire twice your size to the floor without even breaking a sweat. You’re a fucking goddess.”

      Candy sniffed. “I’m not twice her size. I’m just bigger-boned,” she said, sounding offended.

      Harper’s head was swimming. She hadn’t had much luck with marriage. Her miserable cheating bastard of an ex-husband still might have a restraining order out on her, come to think of it. Did she even want to get married again?

      Riddick cupped her jaw and brushed a tear she didn’t even realize she’d shed away with his thumb. “I know I don’t deserve you. Not even by a long shot. And I don’t have a thing to offer you but me…and let’s face it, I’m pretty well and truly fucked up.”

      She let out a watery chuckle and his eyes crinkled up at the corners a little with his answering smile.

      “But if you’ll have me,” he added, “I’m yours. There’s no one else for me, Harper. I’ll beg, borrow, or kill to give you everything you ever want or need.”

      She was pretty sure the saying was beg, borrow, or steal, but hey, who was she to argue with a great speech like that? “So, that’s great and all, but you haven’t really asked me anything yet. Are you asking me a question?” she prompted primly, batting her eyes at him expectantly.

      His smile grew. “Yes, smartass, I am.” He took a deep breath. “Harper Hall, will you marry⁠—”

      “Yes!” she squealed, then threw herself into his arms.

      “Thank God,” he said into her hair at the same time Candy said, “I think I’m gonna be sick.”
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      Riddick jackknifed up in bed, gasping for breath and sweaty, tangled in the sheets like he’d been doing battle with them.

      In other words, it was a night just like every other.

      Still half-asleep and panicked from his nightmare, he flung an arm out to the other side of the bed. He took a steady breath when his hand found Harper’s warm, smooth skin.

      She muttered something unintelligible under her breath and rolled closer, reaching for him in her sleep as easily as she reached for him when she was awake.

      He envied her that. Her ability to love with complete abandon. Complete fearlessness.

      Riddick lived in a constant state of fear. Fear that he’d lose control. Fear that he wouldn’t be able to protect Harper from whatever dangers she managed to find—and damned if she didn’t always find some kind of danger.

      Fear that he’d lose the only light he’d ever had in his life.

      He assumed it was the fear causing his nightmares. They came every night about four hours after he fell asleep. They were different every time, except for the ending.

      Every nightmare ended with Harper dead.

      Riddick wouldn’t—couldn’t—let that happen. She was everything to him. All he had in the world.

      It had taken him most of his so-called life to realize that he hadn’t really been…well, living before he met Harper Hall. God knew he’d never known love before her.

      His memories of his mother were fuzzy at best, and few and far between. He knew that when she hugged him, which was often, her soft black hair brushed against his skin and smelled like baby shampoo and clean, sun-warmed laundry. She made him macaroni and cheese and sang Nina Simone songs, off-key, while she did it.

      Then one day, she went to the hospital and didn’t come back.

      Cancer, his father told him. He’d been five at the time and had no idea what cancer was. All he knew was that it took mothers away.

      It was just him and his dad after that. Ken Riddick wasn’t an abusive father. He never hit his son or really even raised his voice at him. He just…wasn’t there. Even when he was there he wasn’t there.

      Riddick quickly learned to take care of himself. He made his own dinner, packed his own lunches, got himself to school on time every day. It wasn’t so bad, really.

      The only thing he never got good at handling himself was laundry. So when he showed up to school day after day in dirty clothes, it didn’t take long for kids—asshats that they were—to notice and start picking on him.

      He was…oh, maybe six or seven when he got sick of the bullying. And that’s when he first discovered how different he really was.

      He never knew the name of the boy who shoved him down on the playground and called him dirty trailer trash, but he’d never forget the strangled sound that came out of the kid’s throat when Riddick punched him in the face, broke his jaw, and knocked out four of his teeth.

      He hadn’t even meant to hurt him. Riddick just wanted to be left alone. The boy had been years older, fifteen pounds heavier, and Riddick had broken him with a warning punch that had been backed off to half-strength.

      Noah Riddick was officially a freak.

      His grade school promptly expelled him, after which his father decided Riddick was too high-maintenance to keep around. He signed him over to CPS the next day.

      Riddick spent the next nine years bouncing from foster home to foster home. Most of them weren’t that bad. One of them even paid for him to see an expensive shrink who said he had borderline personality disorder, characterized by bouts of intense anger and abandonment sensitivity.

      That diagnosis pretty much killed any chance he’d ever had of getting adopted or finding a more permanent placement.

      Whatever they wanted to call it, Riddick knew the truth: he was a freak, and freaks needed to stay away from normal people.

      Mostly he succeeded in isolating himself. He didn’t play sports, didn’t date, didn’t socialize. There were always the occasional bullies or jocks who thought maybe he was an easy target because he was such a loner. They quickly learned he wasn’t. Usually after the first wave of challengers ended up with broken bones, any others with delusions of grandeur gave up and left him alone.

      When he was sixteen, he was transferred to a new foster home. And for the first time in his entire foster care career, he ran into a man who didn’t ignore him or fear him.

      The guy had a foot in height and a hundred pounds in weight on him, but when he sneaked into his room at night and tried to hold him down, Riddick picked him up and snapped his spine like a toothpick.

      There were two other kids in the house at the time. God knows how long they’d been there, abused and scared. Riddick didn’t ever learn their names, but he did remember the look on their faces as the cops led him away in handcuffs.

      Complete and utter horror at what he’d done rode their features. They looked at him like he was a monster, no better than the dead man he’d so easily broken.

      And Riddick was pretty sure they weren’t wrong, which was why he didn’t tell anyone he’d acted in self-defense. Who would’ve believed him, anyway? He’d broken the guy’s back, for God’s sake. Not exactly the act of a scared kid.

      He was actually a little relieved when he was sentenced as an adult to life in prison without the possibility of parole. At least he wouldn’t have to worry about hurting anyone or hiding what he was.

      And that’s when Mischa Bartone and Sentry found him.

      Mischa, a watcher with Sentry, didn’t call him a freak. She called him a natural. Killer, that is. She told him Sentry usually created slayers with huge doses of hormones and performance-enhancing drugs. But he was born with his…dubious skills.

      People like him were usually killed by Sentry. Put down like stray dogs. But for some reason, Mischa thought he was different. She saw something in him she hadn’t seen in any other naturals.

      Humanity.

      So Riddick was plucked out of C-block and quickly became the most celebrated slayer in Sentry history. He was stronger, faster, and smarter than the other slayers.

      Which was probably why his bosses tried to kill him when Sentry eventually disbanded. Who knew what he’d decide to do if he was left to his own devices, without orders from Sentry to keep him in line?

      But Riddick wasn’t any more dangerous on his own than he’d been with Sentry. He was used to being alone, after all. Had been his whole life.

      Until he met her.

      Harper Hall had blown into his world like a gale-force wind, a perfect storm of life and color and heat, showing him what living was supposed to be like. He’d merely been surviving before her.

      He quickly became dependent on her. She was a drug and he was a strung-out junkie.

      Now, a year later, she was the very best part of him. The only part that was worth a damn.

      Being with her helped him keep his true nature—which he’d recently started thinking of as a six-hundred-pound, slavering, snarling, wild beast on a chain—under control.

      He glanced down at her. The faded flannel shirt she wore—-his, if he wasn’t mistaken—was open down the front but for one button clinging stubbornly between her breasts.

      She was sound asleep, her face turned toward him, one leg thrown over his. Her gold-tipped brown curls fanned across her pillow and her lashes rested on her high cheekbones in delicate semicircles. A quiet little snuffling snore escaped her pink lips.

      She was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen, and by some weird twist of fate or random miracle, she was his.

      He’d never done a damn thing to deserve her, but he was a selfish bastard, and now that he had her, he wasn’t letting go. Ever.

      And God help anyone who tried to take her from him.
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      Harper awoke to warm, wet kisses being trailed slowly down her neck, over her shoulder, her collarbone. Gentle teeth latching onto her…

      “Oh, God,” she moaned, arching her back.

      She lifted her head and looked down to see the top of Riddick’s dark head as he dropped feather-light kisses across her belly. She had no idea what had happened to her shirt and panties, and at the moment, she really couldn’t care less.

      “Good morning,” she murmured, her voice thick with sleep.

      “Not yet,” he said, his lips moving against her skin. “But that’s the plan.”

      She all but purred as she shifted under him and felt the warm, smooth slide of his bare skin against hers from chest to thigh. The fact that Riddick slept naked? Yeah…just another thing to love about him.

      Again: suck it, other women everywhere!

      On some distant level, his words registered with her. She glanced over at her alarm clock. It was only five.

      “Why are you awake so early? Is something wrong?” she asked.

      He lifted his head to meet her gaze and she couldn’t help but notice the faint dark smudges under his eyes. “I’m fine,” he said.

      He could be bleeding from his eyes and ears and still say he was fine. Such a guy. “I can tell you’re not fine. What can I do to help?”

      He lowered his head again to dip his tongue into the hollow at the base of her throat. “My plan is to make you come until I’m too tired to do anything but pass out. So, you can help by coming. Again and again and again.”

      Harper gasped as his warm lips slid up her neck to her ear and his palms covered her breasts. “Oh, my God. That plan is…genius.”

      She felt his smile against the sensitive spot just beneath her ear and she shuddered in the most pleasant possible way.

      Harper moved to slide her hands over his chest, but he grabbed her wrists and pinned her hands on the pillow on either side of her head. “What are you⁠—”

      “This is about you.”

      She started to argue, but he lowered his mouth to hers and swallowed her words with a hot, deep kiss. One taste of him was enough to drive whatever point she’d been about to make from her mind forever.

      They’d kissed thousands of times, but still, every touch of his lips, his tongue, to hers was stunning in its heat and intensity. Riddick kissed her as if his very life, his next breath, depended on it.

      She uttered a small sound of protest as his lips left hers, but that quickly turned into a moan of pleasure as his mouth moved purposefully down the length of her body, pausing briefly, teasingly, on each nipple, before sliding down her belly, down the length of her legs, all the way down to her toes.

      He worked his way back up over her calves, moving her legs apart as he went until he was nestled between her thighs. “I love the way you taste,” he whispered. She shuddered as his breath blew gently across her heated, already-soaked flesh.

      His first slow, long lick made her stomach muscles tighten and her hips jerk off the bed. But when he gently sucked her clit into his mouth, she was lost. Completely mindless.

      He brought her to the brink again and again, until she was sweating and her legs were shaking, until she begged him to fill her and fuck her and end this delicious torment. She cried out his name in a hoarse groan as he sank two fingers into her, unerringly finding the spot that always made her toes curl.

      “Come for me,” he growled. “Now.”

      And she did.

      Really, it was the only thing he ever ordered her to do that she did willingly. Every time. And not even the staunch feminist in her felt the slightest bit bad about it.

      Before her breathing could return to normal, he knelt above her, looking like a rumpled, sleepy-eyed, Greek god. Her rumpled, sleepy-eyed, Greek god. And that’s when she remembered.

      He was going to marry her. She was getting married.

      Harper jerked up, and in a few quick, limber movements, he was flat on his back and she was straddling him. “Oh, my, God, we’re getting married!” she squealed.

      He laughed as she dropped kisses all over his face, his neck, his chest. “So, I’m guessing you haven’t changed your mind, huh?”

      She sat up and pushed her hair behind her ears. “Are you kidding? After that? No way am I ever letting you go.”

      His eyes moved over her hair and face as if he was memorizing every line, every curve. “I’m a lucky man, Sunshine.”

      She gave him her best naughty smile. “Not yet, but you will be.”

      His eyes darkened as he wrapped his hands around her waist and lifted her, then groaned as she wrapped her fingers around him, guiding him into her wet heat. They both shuddered as she sank down and he slid home.

      When she would’ve moved hard and fast, Riddick gripped her hips and forced her into a slow, deep rhythm that made her wonder if a person could OD and die on too much pleasure. The effort to keep going slow made a sheen of sweat break out over both their bodies.

      He must’ve sensed how close to the edge she was, because he slipped a hand between their bodies. It took only one brush of his thumb over her sensitive flesh to break her.

      His own control seemed to snap at that point, and in no more than three deep, hard strokes, he joined her, her name falling from his lips as he came.

      Harper collapsed against him. Riddick wrapped his arms around her and threaded his fingers through her hair. They held each other like that for about twenty minutes before Harper asked, “Feeling tired enough to get some more rest now?”

      She gasped as he flipped her to her stomach and pulled her up on her knees. “Not just yet,” he said as he slid into her from behind. “But maybe we should keep working on it.”

      “Oh…my…God,” she cried out brokenly. “Absolutely…genius.”

      

      Three hours later, Harper wasn’t sure if Riddick was any closer to a restful state, but since she’d come so many times she’d lost count and couldn’t feel her legs anymore, she wasn’t sure how much more she could do to help.

      He was lying flat on his back, pulling her hair idly through his fingers while she was splayed across his chest. “I guess we’ll have to pick out rings at some point, huh?” she asked.

      “Oh, shit,” he muttered. “First I ask you to marry me on the floor of a strip club, then I forget to give you the ring. Why the fuck do you tolerate me?”

      “Um…besides the fact that you just made me come so much that I’m dehydrated?” Then his words really hit her. “Wait…you already have a ring for me?”

      She hated that her voice had taken on the tone of a pre-teen at a One Direction concert, but hey, weddings and the idea of sparkly rings did that to her. Shoes, too, but that was another story.

      He eased her off him, then leaned over the edge of the bed to grab something. When he rolled back toward her, he was holding the most gorgeous ring Harper had ever seen.

      “This was my mother’s,” he said, sliding it on her finger. It fit perfectly.

      When she remained silent, he started looking nervous. “If you don’t like it, we can get something else.” He raked his fingers through his hair. “I just thought…shit, I don’t know. It looked…like you.”

      Harper felt tears stinging her eyes and her bottom lip started to quiver. This ring was probably all he’d ever had of his mother, and he was giving it to her.

      The stone was the most brilliant, vibrant orange she’d ever seen, and at least two-and-a-half carats, pear-shaped. The setting was white gold and vintage-looking, fashioned in the shape of an intricate vine, winding around her finger all the way up to just below her second knuckle. It was ornate and completely unique, somehow managing to look elegant and flashy and dramatic all at the same time.

      In other words, he was right. It was totally her style.

      “I love it,” she murmured. “It’s absolutely perfect.”

      He breathed a relieved sigh and grinned at her. Her own breath caught in her throat. Shit, if she could bottle that smile and weaponize it, women of the world wouldn’t stand a chance.

      “What kind of stone is this?” she asked. Not that it mattered. She was probably one of the few girls in the world who would say that orange was her favorite color.

      “It’s a diamond. Natural orange, according to the jeweler I had appraise it. He seemed weirdly excited about it.” Riddick shrugged. “Said it was pretty rare.”

      Harper almost laughed out loud at the thought of Riddick in a jewelry store. She briefly wondered if the appraiser thought he was being robbed before Riddick handed the ring over. Even she had to admit that while he was a good guy at heart, his face and body had bad guy written all over them.

      “If it’s rare, and obviously a family heirloom, are you sure you want to give it to me?” she asked. “What if something happens to it?”

      He grabbed her hand and kissed her fingertips. “It’s only a piece of jewelry. I’m not worried about it. She’d want you to have it, anyway.”

      “Do you think she’d like me?”

      He gave her his crooked smile. She sighed. That one was her favorite. “How could she not love you?”

      She swallowed against the lump in her throat. Damn it, there were those tears again.

      Then he said something that made her blood run cold.

      “So…,” he began, his blue eyes twinkling with pure mischief. “Do you want to tell your family tonight at dinner?”

      Harper groaned and pulled the covers up over her head, ignoring his answering laughter.
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