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​Chapter One

 

 

This had to be some sort of joke.

Paranormal task force agent Jace Garret avoided psychics like the plague, and the last thing he wanted was to join forces with one. He’d rather solicit the help of an Ebola- ridden monkey than team up with the infamous Skylar Bray. It wasn’t that he questioned her tracking abilities or feared she’d botch his surveillance.

Oh no, those weren’t his reasons at all.

If she discovered the secret he’d been hiding for the last thirty-one years, he’d go down faster than a two-dollar whore.

Like a caged panther, he paced around his captain’s office, his rubber soles squeaking on the polished tile floor. The throbbing in his head began beating a steady rhythm with each heavy footstep.

“Forget it, Captain, I won’t do it.” Jace gave a quick disgruntled shake of his head. “And I don’t give a shit how good you say she is. I don’t need her help.” He clenched his jaw and scrubbed a hand over the day-old growth speckling his face. “I can track this werewolf on my own, and you damn well know it.” Jace slammed a manila file onto Captain Mike Sanders’ desk and continued to glare at him.

Defying gravity, Sanders was leaning back in his seat. The chair legs teetering under his heavy weight. Drumming his meaty fingers on the wooden armrest, he planted his rather large feet on his desk, and met his gaze straight on. “Listen, Jace…”

Sanders’ subtle body language indicated that the issue had already been resolved. Changing the Cap’s mind was like changing a blown-out tire mid-chase. It was impossible, and Jace knew it. Feeling ticked off, Jace grunted and starched his spine.

How in the hell was he going to get out of this one?

He made one more desperate attempt. “Come on, Captain—”

With a wave of his hand Sanders cut him off. “You know as well as I do that we’ve been having trouble tracking the newest breed of werewolves encroaching upon the city. Since they’re able to evade us at every turn, we can use all the help we can get.”

Jace raked his fingers through his hair and grunted something incomprehensible. He couldn’t argue that point. Lucas, a powerful alpha wolf, was the main suspect in a recent rash of murders throughout the city. But without any solid proof, they had to catch him in the act in order to make an arrest. They needed to do it fast, before widespread pandemonium broke out. If the public ever found out there were werewolves—not simply a wild pack of dogs—terrorizing the city, the department would have one hell of a situation on their hands.

Sanders jerked his thumb toward the window. Jace’s gaze followed the movement. Silvery stars began to dot the evening sky as the descending summer sun kissed the horizon. Jace snarled, the darkening sky a fitting match for his mood.

“The full moon is only a couple of days away and we have to remain tight on his tail until he transforms. That’s why we need Skylar’s help,” Sanders added. He hooked his fingers through his belt loop and leaned back another inch.

Great. What a way to top off his perfectly shitty day. As if being partnered with a psychic wasn’t bad enough. Now fate had thrown a full moon into the equation to really complicate matters for him.

Jace resisted the urge to kick his Captain’s chair out from underneath him. The juvenile side of him enjoyed the mental image of the robust man thudding to the floor. Instead of acting on his anger, he fisted his hands and continued to stalk back and forth.

He’d be smart not to piss off the Captain again. Walking the beat was right up there with babysitting a woman with supersensory powers.

A fresh wave of anger pitched though him. “I don’t need a psychic to help me track him. All I need is a few more days, a big-ass Uzi and a clip of silver bullets,” he snapped.

Blood pounded through Jace’s veins as he fought to keep his rage in check. Just how competent was Skylar? He knew the department had used her to track before, but was she skilled enough to discover his secret?

Jace lowered his voice and switched tactics. “Come on, Cap, call her off.”

“Too late.” Sanders’ gaze zeroed in on a spot just beyond Jace’s shoulder. “She’s already here.”

A stream of profanity spewed from Jace’s mouth as he twisted around. All hope seeped out of him like smoke from a chimney. There she was, leaning against the doorjamb, her expression serene, unreadable.

He did a slow perusal of the woman before him. He’d seen her around the office before, had quite often admired her sweet body from afar, but he’d always been careful to avoid contact. This was his first encounter with her up close and personal and there was no denying it, she was exquisite. Her honey-tanned face was a combination of sculpted angles and soft curves. She had a perfect nose with a sexy little slope tipping the end.

She lifted her gaze and met his. The minute their eyes met Jace felt a familiar stirring deep inside his groin. Her eyes were a fascinating color of green, rimmed by a halo of warm golden flecks. Cat eyes—eyes that could see into the very depths of darkness. Jace shivered.

Skylar took a tiny step forward and offered her hand.

His heightened senses were immediately assaulted with her arousing feminine scent, leaving him feeling slightly lightheaded. It took a moment to register that the sharp intake of breath he heard was his own.

She smelled like the beach on a warm, summer day. A dangerous mixture to a guy who spent his time hunting wild beasts. A wave of lust gravitated to his cock as he inhaled her delectable aroma. At that moment all he could think about was whether she’d taste as sweet as she smelled.

He widened his stance and closed his hand over hers. Heat curled through his body when skin contacted skin. He gazed at the petite woman smiling up at him and shifted his glance downward. She wore a summery, knee-length skirt that hugged her curvy hips and a yellow, flowery, sleeveless blouse that exposed just a hint of cleavage and revealed she spent many hours in the sun. He rolled his tongue around a suddenly dry mouth as his attention drifted back to her face.

Sexy, mysterious eyes peeked out from underneath long, silky lashes. Buttery curls framed her flawless skin and billowed over her slender shoulders.

His gaze settled on her mouth. And what an exquisite mouth it was. She had the most amazing, luscious lips. For a moment he wondered if that glossy lipstick of hers would smear if she slid her gorgeous mouth down the length of his body. His cock tightened and he smothered a moan that gathered in his throat.

Damn. She was hotter than his leather car seats during a heat wave. He sidled closer and towered over her. Once again, he was swamped by her evocative scent.

She graced him with a becoming smile. This woman emitted an aura of quiet confidence and strength of character that he found rather fascinating. When she opened her mouth and touched her tongue to her pretty pink lips, a heady rush of adrenaline fired his blood.

“I’m Skylar Bray. It’s nice to meet you, Agent Garrett.”

Her sultry voice was as bewitching as the woman herself, and he felt himself being pulled under by her spell. He shuddered involuntarily and blinked his mind back into focus.

“Call me Jace,” he mumbled and tried not the think about the way his entire body tightened at the sound of her voice.

He took a moment to note his physical reaction to her then fought to clear his arousal-fogged brain and gain control over the situation.

He wanted to step back, to break away from her delectable aroma as it perfumed the air, but something compelled him to remain close. His legs wouldn’t carry him away from this intoxicating woman.

How was he supposed to concentrate on anything when his senses were overcome with her hypnotizing scent? He somehow had to find a way, because he needed his wits about him in order to gauge the strength of her powers.

Would she be able to sense the wolf stirring within him?

He watched the play of emotions cross her face and wondered what she was thinking. Was she trying to reach into the depths of his mind, to glimpse the area that he’d kept suppressed for so many years?

“I guess we’re going to be partners for the next couple of days,” she said. There was something about the lilt in her voice that drew him in. It got under his skin and warmed his body like the buzz of a fine wine.

“Guess so,” he mumbled. Did she have any idea what she was getting herself into? Tracking a werewolf was a far cry from a day at the beach. She could get hurt or, even worse, killed.

“Don’t worry, Jace. I know what I’m doing.” She folded her arms across her chest and met his gaze unflinchingly.

Great. Now fate had tossed in a little mind reading to really fuck things up. He frowned and shook his head.

She flung her wavy curls off her shoulders and quirked a small smile. “No, I can’t read your mind. Captain Sanders warned me you’d be leery.”

He cocked one brow in the Cap’s direction. Leery? That wasn’t the word he’d choose. More like downright opposed.

His Captain stood and moved to the front of his desk. Arms folded across his barrel chest, his gaze darted between Jace and Skylar. “You two play nice.” With that, he made

his way out into the hall. “And keep safe,” he tossed over his shoulder as he disappeared from their line of vision.

Jace turned his attention back to Skylar. He studied the petite woman before him. The first woman in a long time to rouse such a primal reaction in him.

The one woman he had to keep his distance from. God dammit!

 

* * * * *

 

Skylar tried not to focus on the tingling sensations that poured through her as she looked at the handsome, rugged detective towering over her. The attraction between them had been instant.

He was tall, much taller than her, forcing her to crane her neck to look him in the eyes. His long, midnight hair was a tousled mess, and she resisted the desire to comb her fingers though it. She took a tiny step back to release the pressure on her spine and to free herself from his earthy male scent. That was when she noticed his attire. He looked as though he hadn’t seen a shower or a fresh change of clothes in days. She noted the weariness around his eyes and suspected he hadn’t had a decent night’s sleep in a while.

“I was on a stakeout.” His voice was low, rough and softly seductive.

She tilted her head and smiled. When she looked into his eyes she was taken aback by the unwavering strength and determination she found there. “And you accused me of being a mind reader,” she challenged.

She couldn’t help but admire the cocky grin pulling at the corners of his sexy mouth. “I guess you’ll need some sleep before we begin our plan of attack.” She tried hard to see into the depths of his mind, but there was a part of him that she couldn’t reach.

Was there more to this paranormal task force agent than met the eye? Was there something about him that he didn’t want her to know?

Perhaps that was the reason why he was so strongly opposed to working with her. She’d come across opposition before, of course. So much so that she’d gotten used to it. Usually it was an ego problem. The big, bad-assed agents hated to admit they needed help from a girl. Oddly enough, she sensed Jace had different reasons, reasons that had nothing to do with his self-importance.

She made another attempt to read him but his shields were too strong to penetrate. How interesting. She was both confused and intrigued at her inability to touch his mind. But certainly not deterred.

Jace shook his head and leaned in close. Close enough that her whole body tightened in response to his nearness. She found his total disregard for her personal space seductive and began to quiver in the most interesting places. Ripples of sensual pleasure danced over her flesh.

“I’ll sleep when I’m dead.” The heat of his breath assailed her neck. Warmth pooled between her thighs, filling her with a restless ache. Moistening her lips, she took another small step backwards, widening the distance between them.

She stole another quick look at him. Well-worn, tight jeans hugged his hard, sculpted thighs. His navy T-shirt strained over broad shoulders that tapered to a tight waist. Her gaze tracked back to his face where she spent an extra moment looking at his eyes. They were rich and dark, like Belgian chocolate. The kind that sent her taste buds on a wild excursion and fired her senses into overload.

Why she was noticing such a thing was beyond her. She’d sworn off men long ago, and wasn’t looking for any kind of relationship, physical or emotional.

Past experiences had taught her that men feared her power. Whenever a lover discovered her psychic abilities, they’d close themselves off, and eventually the relationship would fizzle. Skylar knew men wanted her for one thing and one thing only—sex. When it came to sharing their heart with a woman like her, they disappeared quicker than the last donut at the precinct.

Those were complications she didn’t want or need. Now she was a no-nonsense, career-oriented woman who dedicated all her spare time helping the Paranormal Task Force track vicious werewolves, like the ones that had killed her parents years ago. Living a double life, she spent her days running and operating her own flower boutique while her nights were spent helping the department track wolves.

She’d do whatever it took to bring the animals to justice, even if she had to go undercover with a man as dangerously handsome as Jace Garrett—a man who aroused desires in her she’d been able to suppress for years.

“Perhaps you’d like to take a shower before we begin?” she asked.

The provocative thinning of his lips drew her attention. With one easy step, he closed the already too small gap between them. “Well now, Skylar, if I didn’t know better, I’d think that was some kind of invitation.” A rakish grin curved his mouth while the heat in his smoldering gaze stroked her in other places.

She knew he was playing with her, trying to get a better handle on who she was and what she was all about. She was anything but an easy read, and wasn’t about to let him bait her.

She pursed her lips. “Then I guess during the rest of the investigation, we’d better leave the thinking to me.” With a quick twist, she flung her hair over her shoulders and sauntered out the office door. His mumbled curses reached her ears and brought a smile to her face.

“Hurry up, Garrett. If we’re going to work together you can’t always be two steps behind me.”


 

 

 

​Chapter Two

 

 

A short while later Jace stood in the small bathroom of his condo and adjusted the water on his shower nozzle. He stepped under the hot, needlelike spray and let the warmth soothe his tired body.

Two steps behind her. Her words rang in his ears and fired his blood. He huffed and shook his head. No one had ever accused him of being two steps behind before. There was no doubt about it. Skylar Bray had been put on this earth just to annoy him.

But did she have to be so damn sexy while she was doing it?

He knew where Lucas had gone. His own surveillance team had tracked him to an upscale fantasy resort forty miles outside of town. Jace knew the kinds of activities that played out in that particular resort. Married couples looking to liberate their secret desires and experiment outside their relationships frequented the place. He assumed that was another reason the Captain wanted Skylar on the team. They’d have to go undercover and pose as husband and wife in order to infiltrate the erotic playground.

Jace grabbed the soap and began lathering his body. As he slid the bar over his cock, his thoughts returned to the fiery woman who waited for him in his living room. He’d damn well like to show her who was two steps behind. As his mind conjured up the numerous ways he could accomplish such a delightful task, he felt his cock grow in his palms.

He threw his head back, stroked his shaft and imagined the hands sliding over his thickness were those of another. As he recalled Skylar’s delectable summery scent, he pictured her tight little body lying naked on a bed of sand, her legs spread wide, exposing her sex as she beckoned him to come to her. Her damp pussy glistening in the sunlight as she toyed with her pale nipples. Jace licked his lips and could almost feel her

rich female texture and taste her delicate feminine juices. He increased the rhythm and tempo of his strokes as a delicious warmth spread over his skin.

He knew it was against the rules to get intimately involved with a partner and that it would cost more than his badge if she discovered his secret. Even though his mind warned him to keep his distance, the primitive beast inside Jace played by different rules. The problem was, he’d been hunting Lucas for weeks now and hadn’t had the time to sink into a soft, fragrant woman. Since the tempting Skylar had been crossing his path for far too long, he suspected that if the opportunity to touch her or kiss her presented itself, he’d become too lost in his carnal hunger to consider such matters.

Jace knew that the animal in him had control of his primal urges and once the blood drained from his head, he couldn’t be held accountable for his actions, regardless of the consequences.

He had a good idea what would happen to him if Skylar discovered his biological father was a werewolf—a vicious animal who had sexually assaulted an innocent woman in a dark alleyway. Jace had been born as a result. No one would care that Jace had been raised by a sweet, gentle woman who had showed him how to control the animal inside him.

Memories while in his wolf form were scattered, violent and downright primal. In order to avoid hurting, or—even worse—killing another, he always handcuffed himself in his soundproof room just before the change. Even though he took measures to protect the public, no one would care. All anyone would see was a wolf masked in a man’s body—and sooner or later, the hunter would become the hunted.

A sound outside his door drew his attention. Cursing, he quickly pulled his hand away from his swollen cock and stepped further under the spray. With Skylar waiting for him, he didn’t have time for such an indulgence.

 

* * * * *

 

Skylar listened to the rush of water behind the closed bathroom door as she padded softly through Jace’s condo.

Talk about a minimalist, she mused. Containing only the basic bachelor necessities, like a recliner, corner table and big-screen TV, his condo was clean and orderly but lacked any kind of warmth or comfort. Without any photos or pictures on his walls, she had a hard time grasping who he really was and what
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