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Tasked with guarding the sea god Poseidon’s vault, Fiona, intense and sexy warrior siren of the deep, was not about to let it be known someone had stolen treasure under her watch. But when she travelled to the human realm to reclaim what belongs to her god the last thing she expected to find was searing passion in the arms of a man.

Trace wears guilt like a second skin. Ever since his fellow Navy Seal buddy died he’s been pushing his limits in the sea. Finding a cave filled with ancient artifacts was great but having a sexy temptress storm into his life is a wet dream come true. One he’s not about to let free from his bed anytime soon, especially since his idea of a punishment means fun for all.

The sea laws are harsh and in the end Fiona’s one night of hot, sweaty sex with a human could be too much for them both.
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Chapter One

––––––––

Fiona marched through the waves like a warrior-siren. Well, almost. First she stumbled and tried in vain to avoid a fall. She was just getting used to her legs instead of her tail and had never felt so awkward in her life. Picking herself up from the surf, she squared her shoulders and flung back her wet hair to stride with purpose and clarity, determined to get what was hers. Or, in this case what had belonged to Poseidon—her god and ruler of the undersea realm. There would be little time before anyone discovered what had been taken under her watch. The deadline made her pick up the pace. The human who dared to defile Poseidon’s treasure temple was about to meet his maker.

The fact it was a human who had somehow managed to pick the mystical lock on the temple door, a lock that had been firmly bolted for thousands of years, did not intrigue Fiona—or so she told herself. The fact said human also managed to cart away not one, but three ancient articles claimed by Poseidon, seemed impossible. But the human had. And soon, very soon, Fiona would sneak into the human’s domain and artfully steal back the treasures she had been assigned to guard. And then no one would know her failing. No one will be the wiser.

She had two days until she had to make her report to Lena, Poseidon’s Priestess, so that gave her hours to deal with this mini-crisis. In fact, Fiona thought as she twisted her long black hair into a tight ponytail, no one need ever know she’d borrowed a fourth artefact belonging to her ruler. Honestly, as she marched bravely up the shore, Fiona thought this was all Poseidon’s daughter’s and his new wife’s fault. The tempting music they’d brought into the undersea realm was hard to ignore. Fiona could listen to the voice of Mariah Carey, who obviously had been touched by a siren as a child, all day. The fact Lily, Poseidon’s daughter preferred the singer Britney Spears made Fiona’s ears want to bleed. Of course if either siren knew she’d been eavesdropping on their music and their heated debate about their favorite singers, they’d be appalled. Human music in the siren realm was strictly prohibited. Like it would matter for those two. They could do no wrong.

The scent of a campfire further up the beach caught Fiona’s senses and marshalled her thoughts. Thinking of music when she was supposed to think of war with this human was another no-no.

The moonlight gleamed off her prized possession. The jewelled ankle bracelet, firmly clasped around her right foot. It was powerful enough to allow her to sneak undetected from her realm into human territory. It also had enough magic to provide Fiona with clothing. Tonight, she wore a tight, black, form-fitting outfit that allowed her to slink from the navy colored surf and blend in with the night. The scent of the human filled the shore. She could track him with ease.

Fiona spied two houses along the beach. One looked majestic and the other was more a subdued cottage, making it all the more alluring to be the hiding spot for some of the richest treasures of the seas. She approached it cautiously, but confident she would conquer the human within.

The large glass door was not latched. Fiona’s eyebrow drew up sharply at that, and a smug smile lifted the corner of her lips. Tamping her enthusiasm, she quietly slipped into the human’s house. No more than two feet into the house an arm snaked out around her waist, drawing her harshly up against one large muscled man. Totally shocked, Fiona went rigid, her breath catching in her barely-used-to-oxygen lungs. Being captured was the last thing Fiona expected.

“What are you doing in my house?”

The deep underwater toned voice slid like a hot sponge through all of Fiona’s unused senses. Unused because Fiona was one of two warrior sirens who had forgone the pleasures of sex once she’d been appointed to her role as warrior. That however didn’t mean she liked that part of her job description. In fact, she hated it and highly suspected that was why Poseidon’s Priestess made it a prerequisite for the job. It was hard to resist passion when it was an inherent part of your nature but the Priestess believed forgoing sex was a sacrifice Poseidon’s warrior sirens should make for the love of their ruler.

“Breathe, goddamn it, before I’m forced to kill you!”

Instinctively, Fiona forced herself to gulp in oxygen. She was a warrior used to the sharp points of a triton and sword and the harsher words of the Sea Guardians. Steeling herself to her task, she scented the human and wished she hadn’t. Hot male, the smell something she’d not had the pleasure of getting up close and personal with for a hundred years. His scent sailed through her siren senses and a thrum of desire started within her.

Before she could speak he twisted her around so fast Fiona found herself closing her eyes. When next she opened them she wished she’d kept them closed, or worse, been born blind. The man before her must be blessed by the gods. Fiona cursed at her luck. While the house remained cloaked with darkness, the shadows did nothing to obscure her eyesight. All creatures born of the sea could see in the dark. Hair the golden color of newly forming coral framed his face. His eyes were the color of Zeus’s domain, so blue they looked feral and intelligent, keenly aware of her as they absorbed every aspect of her. The fact she had to tilt her tall frame up to look at him shocked her. In human form, Fiona, like most sirens, was unusually tall at over six feet. The man who still had a firm grip on her wrists did not look one bit happy to see her. Then again, a thief never liked to be caught.

“Why, woman, are you in my house?”

Finally finding her courage, something that had never failed her until a few moments ago, Fiona wrenched her arms from his grasp, took a step back and calmly assumed a warrior pose. She pointed her feet and readied her arms so she could thrust and spar should he think to come at her again.

“Human, I am in your house to get back what rightfully does not belong to you.”

The man took a step back and then laughed, startling Fiona. Of all the things she expected, his laughter was not one of them.

Chapter Two

––––––––

This was the best wet dream come true. Used to working at night, Trace’s vision was above average and as he scoped the intruder, he picked out every tempting morsel of the dripping wet gorgeous woman. The fact her body looked ripped from a porn magazine only added to the desire pooling in his aching cock. Trace resisted the urge to adjust himself—his cock had gone rigid the moment she’d walked into his territory—which should have warned him his night was about to go to hell. Women and hell went hand in hand. He raked his fingers through his messed-up hair and tried his best to stop laughing. It was either that or pull the woman with the tiny waist, unbelievably long hair and breasts that would make a Saint weep, back into his arms. And seriously, that sinfully sexy, European lilted phone voice of hers made his knees weak with longing—not that he was about to let her know that.

“Lady, I’m not sure what game you’re into but most things in this house aren’t mine.”

Thinking she was harmless, he attempted to move past her. Her arm shot out quicker than anticipated, catching him squarely across the chest. Well, if she wanted to dance, he’d be damned if he’d say no. Pulling her in tight against his body he propelled them back toward a wall. Ensuring her spine was firmly up against said wall he leaned into her. A second later Trace realized his mistake. Damn. Hot sexy female up close and personal to him. His mind, like all the blood pooling south, went blank. And that’s when things shifted and not in a good way.

With finesse and skill the woman took control. First her knee connected with his engorged groin, sending shooting pain through every nerve in Trace’s body. Then she tripped him, shoving him backwards right on to the damn crate he’d sworn at enough times that night. Smashing his head in the process only added to his hell.

When she thrust a knife to his neck Trace cursed all women anew. Damn, damn, double damn. I should have known she was too sexy to be good.

“You will give me back what you took or I will end your pitiful life now.”

The woman’s deep European accent made it hard for Trace to stay mad. He could easily regain control, after all, he was one of the best Navy Seals the Canadian Navy had trained, but why bother. Only fitting he’d end up flat on his back. After all, for the past three months, ever since he’d been forced to take an extended leave from work, his life had been crap. Ending up on the floor like a piece of dirt seemed fitting.

“Take my goddamn life. It’s yours.”

Trace jutted his chin up, daring her to be true to her word. He wished with all his
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