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        She’s gotten under his skin…

      

        

      
        Arianna Simms isn’t looking for anything permanent. Her two week vacation has everything she needs—her best friend, a quiet bayou town, and the sexy shifter who fills her every desire. He’s exactly what she thinks she wants…until she realizes just how dangerous his world can be.

      

        

      
        Luc Riveaux has closed his heart. Some wounds run too deep. But when the gorgeous model from New Orleans starts sharing his bed, something shifts. She’s the one person who’s managed to break past his barriers. Now he has a choice to make—chase after her and claim her as his or let her go forever.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Arianna

        

      

    

    
      The southern sun beat down on Luc’s flexing muscles, sending my thoughts to dirty places. Places I’d been only an hour ago. In Luc’s shower, his hands and lips driving me insane. I could still feel his hard body claiming mine as the water sluiced over both of us.

      Luc straightened and turned deliberately as if he could hear what I was thinking.

      I licked my lips.

      His twitched and he watched me as he leaned down over the dock, untying the rope holding the airboat. “Like what you see?”

      I gave him a coy smile. “You’ll do.”

      A week ago, my life had taken a sudden left turn. Or maybe I’d slipped into an alternate reality. Because seriously… whoever thought that werewolf shifters actually existed outside of the Syfy channel?

      Not me, that’s for sure. And I’d grown up on the wrong side of the tracks where crime and drugs were a way of life. I’d thought nothing could shock me. I’d been wrong.

      Luc grinned, and his eyes glinted with amused trouble. “Ready for this?”

      “Sure.” A light breeze drifted from the water as I climbed onto the airboat. Sitting in the back row, I turned sideways, more interested in my shifter than I was the sights of the bayou. The landscape was stunning with the Spanish moss, cypress trees, and an abundance of wildlife, but Luc was just plain gorgeous. Dark hair, brilliant green eyes, and a body that sent my hormones into overdrive.

      “You’re going to miss all the sights if you don’t stop staring at my chest,” he said, a light chuckle in his tone.

      “Who cares?” He’d stripped his T-shirt off nearly the moment we stepped outside. Can’t say I blamed him. It was only April, but in southeast Louisiana the heat and humidity were already nearing sauna levels. I gazed up at him through my lashes and gave him a seductive smile.

      “Christ, Arianna. Look at me like that one more time and I’m going to carry you back into the house and torture you with my mouth until you’re begging me to fuck you.”

      Everything heated. Goddamn, that was sexy. He’d do it too. It had taken me a few days to get over the shock of learning he was a shifter, but the attraction between us had proved to be too big of a force to deny. Before I’d even decided how I felt about dating a shifter, I’d found myself back in his bed, enjoying every delicious moment of it. Not that we were dating exactly. More like we were friends with all the benefits. “That sounds awfully tempting. Maybe after you finally give me a tour of your family property.”

      He nodded, but the hunger lurking in his expression only intensified as he let his gaze sweep down to my exposed cleavage. I was wearing a cotton wraparound dress that hugged me in all the right places. Perhaps I was a little overdressed for an airboat ride.

      Luc leaned over and caught my lips with his. And when his hand cupped my breast, sending tiny shocks everywhere, I decided I’d worn the exact right thing.

      When he finally broke away, we were both a little winded.

      “Umm,” I said. “Maybe we should get going before we get too distracted.”

      He ran his fingers down the back of my neck, sending tingles down my spine, and said, “I’m already distracted. And if I hadn’t made you come twice this morning, I’d have you back in my bed right now.”

      Heat burned my cheeks and I grinned, remembering his morning greeting, his long hard body pressed up against mine, his fingers gently exploring every inch of me until I’d been so wet and ready—

      The engine kicked over on the airboat, startling me out of my lust haze. Scenery. Bayou. Gators. Right. I’d asked for this tour of their wildlife sanctuary.

      Luc winked at me and guided the boat out into the bayou beneath the tree canopy. He maneuvered slowly at first until he got out into the middle of the waterway, then without much warning, he gunned it. The pungent smell of damp mud and moss was washed away in the wind as we slid out of the trees and into an open swamp area full of water hyacinths, tall grasses, and blooming wildflowers.

      The flat-bottomed boat glided over the thick vegetation with ease and back into another canopy of trees. The ride was fascinating and gorgeous, and had I been driving the boat, I’d have been completely lost. The bayou was a maze of waterways and a wild landscape unlike any I’d ever seen before. Utterly fascinating in a creepy sort of way.

      Wild, just like the Riveauxs.

      Luc slowed the boat, idling near a decaying structure that was being reclaimed by the bayou. “This used to belong to my grandfather, but it was destroyed by Hurricane George in the 1940s. That’s when he finally had no choice but to move and join the rest of his pack where we are now.”

      “It’s really secluded,” I said.

      Luc chuckled. “Yeah. The only way in and out is by boat. The stories of Francis Riveaux are legendary. Total recluse for most of his life.”

      His expression shifted and his brow furrowed as a slight frown claimed his lips.

      That was a sudden change in mood. “Why?”

      “Hmm?”

      “Why was he a recluse?” I asked.

      His expression smoothed. “Oh, he hadn’t met his mate. When Sally Ann came along, everything changed. She was a social butterfly. Knew everyone. She’s the one who started the bar actually. And he had no choice but to go along with it. The story is he fought her on everything, but she was relentless and eventually he always caved.”

      I laughed. “She sounds amazing.”

      “She was.” He nodded toward the structure. “Want to check it out?”

      I glanced at my canvas tennis shoes, grateful I hadn’t worn my sandals, but still, I was wearing a dress and my legs were bare. “I’m not sure I’m dressed correctly for a romp in the wilds of the bayou.”

      “You’re fine. Follow me, and I’ll make a trail with my boots.”

      I sucked in a breath. “What if there are snakes or gators?”

      He held up a shotgun. “I’ve got you covered.”

      “All right, but I’d feel better if I’d worn jeans.”

      He maneuvered the airboat over to the embankment, jumped out, and tied the boat to a metal stake already positioned in the ground. “Come on.” He held out his hand. “I’ll protect you.”

      “You better.”

      Luc tightened his grip around my hand, tugged me close, and said, “This place is covered in years of wolf scent. Because of that, animals usually don’t stick around long. Our scent acts as a repellent.”

      Well, he was a predator after all. The familiar thrill of anticipation shot through me straight to my core. Damn. Why did that excite me so much? I was going to need to analyze that one later.

      Luc walked in front of me, still holding my hand in his, and led us around to the back of the old homestead, pointing out different forms of vegetation: an old fire pit they’d used when they were kids on campouts, the decaying outhouse, and the bullet holes in the side of an old rotten fence from when they’d all learned to shoot.

      “You spent a lot of time here as a kid, didn’t you?” I asked.

      “Yeah.” He stopped and once again trailed his fingers down the back of my neck. He did it almost unconsciously, like it soothed him to touch me. “Our dad used to like to come out here. But after he passed, it was too hard. And now we’re so busy with the bar and the gator tours it doesn’t get much attention. We probably should do something about the cabin, but there’s something sort of symbolic about the bayou claiming it.”

      I gave him a confused look. “Symbolic?”

      He glanced down at me. “The men in our family live and die at the hands of the bayou. It’s been the way we make our living for generations. And once one of us goes, we’re reclaimed by the earth.” He gestured to the land behind us and the cabin. “The family cemetery is back there.”

      “Really?” I craned my neck, trying to get a glimpse of the tombs. “Can we take a look?”

      His expression turned stormy, and I quickly backtracked. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to intrude. We don’t have to go. I—”

      He held up his hand. Taking a deep breath, he shook his head. “It’s fine. It’s just that I haven’t been there in a while.”

      I slipped my arm around his waist. “I understand. That was insensitive. I shouldn’t have asked. Ready to go back?”

      He gazed over my head and toward the cemetery. There was an intensity to him I hadn’t seen since the night he’d told me he was a shifter.

      “Luc? You okay?”

      He stroked my neck again, still distracted. “Yeah, I think I’d like to talk to Dad for a minute.” His features softened and he added, “Introduce you to him.”

      “Sure,” I said and smiled up at him, hoping to lighten the mood a touch. “Just as long as you don’t mean meeting in the literal sense. I mean, werewolf is one thing, but if Dad’s a vampire or zombie, that might be too much for me.”

      He laughed, and I felt a small weight lift off my chest. “No. Not literally. Unless he’s gone ghost on us, then all bets are off.”

      It was my turn to laugh. “Got it. Okay. Lead on, wolf boy. I guess now is as good a time as any to meet the rest of the family.”

      Luc took the lead, stomping down the overgrown vegetation with his boots and keeping an eye out for any wildlife. But he was right. Aside from the few birds high in the trees, there wasn’t even so much as a rustle in the grass. Just me and Luc and the
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