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            About This Book

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        In the wilds of the bayou … the mating moon is rising….

      

        

      
        Jace Riveaux has wanted her since the first moment she stepped into his bayou bar three years ago. And now she’s back, unattached, and ready for the taking. One afternoon together, and he knows she’s the one. Only his world is dangerous, he has secrets, and trust is hard to come by…especially when all signs point to her being aligned with his enemy.

      

        

      
        Skye Michaels has nothing left to lose. After a bad breakup, she flees to her favorite southern Louisiana town, determined to finally get photographs of the majestic wolves that roam the area. Instead she gets what she really came for—Jace Riveaux. But when the Riveauxs are threatened by someone she knows, suddenly she has more to lose than ever.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Skye

        

      

    

    
      Everything about the shack known as Wolves of the Rising Sun was shabby except the shirtless man pouring shots behind the bar. God, was he beautiful. Wide shoulders, narrow waist, dark wavy hair that fell to his chin. Vibrant ink covered both arms and a stylized wolf symbol was tattooed over his heart. I was too far away to make out the details, but I’d seen it before and knew it was the same as the one outside on the marquee.

      I practically drooled standing there in the doorway.

      Snap out of it, Skye. The last thing you need is another man in your life. Even if that man is Jace Riveaux.

      Clutching my camera case, I sucked in a breath and strolled up to the rough-hewn bar, flashing the secret smile I reserved just for him. What can I say? Even though I wasn’t looking for a date, I couldn’t pass up an opportunity to flirt with the guy I’d had a crush on for the past two years.

      Jace didn’t disappoint. He shoved one of the shots he’d just poured toward his brother Aiden, an equally drool-worthy male, and then turned to me, his eyes glittering with what I could only call trouble. “Well, look who it is. Skye Michaels.” He leaned over the bar toward me. “What’s brought your pretty little self all the way out here to my bayou?”

      Little? Oh, he’d doubled his tip already. I fought back the urge to lick my lips and smiled. “Right this minute, all I’m hoping for is something to quench this thirst.”

      It was early March, and even though it wasn’t technically spring yet, the higher-than-normal temperatures combined with the broken air conditioner in my old Jeep had taken it out of me.

      “What’s your poison?” He waved at the bottles behind him, a challenge in his grin. “Tequila? Whiskey? Jäger?”

      I gave him a look of mock horror and chuckled. “Not if I’m going to walk out of here sometime today. How about a margarita? On the rocks. The good tequila.” I nodded toward the row of fancy bottles off to the left. “Anything one hundred percent agave.”

      His brow rose in curious respect. “Coming right up.” He turned and his shoulder muscles rippled with the movement.

      Lordy. My girl parts tingled just watching him.

      “Here for a photo shoot?” Aiden asked, eyeing my camera case.

      I turned and smiled at him, wistfully wishing I had been blessed with his dark blond hair. He already had natural, sun-lightened streaks from the Southern sun. “Of course. What else would I be up to?”

      He glanced at my pack and back at the Nikon hanging at my waist. “Let’s see. I don’t know. How about finally putting my brother out of his misery and shagging him already?”

      “Aiden,” Jace growled from across the bar.

      Heat crawled up my neck, and I had to force myself to not look at Jace. If I did, he’d see right through me. Know I wanted him. Always had. Only up until two days ago, I’d had a boyfriend. Now I didn’t. But Jace didn’t know that. Not yet anyway. Maybe not ever, since I was going to die from embarrassment.

      Downing his shot, Aiden slammed the glass back on the bar and grinned at me, his green eyes dancing with amusement. “Come on, Jace. Everyone knows you two are hot for each other. Why don’t you just get it on already? Honestly, it’s getting uncomfortable to watch.”

      “Give it a rest. You’re embarrassing yourself,” Jace said.

      From the corner of my eye, I saw Jace turn his back on us as he continued making my drink.

      “If you say so, brother.” Aiden turned to face me, a lock of his hair falling over one eye. “Who’s taking you out into the bayou this time? I didn’t see anything on the schedule.”

      I bit my lip. No one goes out into the bayou without a guide. Usually I called ahead and booked an airboat so I could get shots way out in the areas that remained untouched, but I hadn’t even known until a few hours ago that I was going to come here. To say it had been a spur-of-the-moment thing would be an understatement. “I forgot to make an appointment. Is there anyone free? If not, I can wait. I’m planning to stay down here for a few days at least. Maybe longer.”

      Aiden arched his eyebrows in surprise. “Well, isn’t that interesting.” Then he laughed. “Jace is busy tending bar, but you’re in luck. I happen to have some free time today. As soon as you’ve finished that drink, I can take you for a spin.”

      A faint trace of disappointment settled in my chest. I liked Aiden, and it was true I’d had a thing for Jace forever, but more importantly, Jace was a real friend. And I needed one more than ever right then. After what had happened with my ex… All I wanted was a friendly shoulder to lean on. Aiden would flirt and tease me into exasperation. “We don’t have to if you’re busy. I can hang out here until dusk and then set up for some sunset shots over the river.”

      “Sunsets. Right.” Aiden shook his head. “We all know you’d be waiting for the wolves.”

      “I—”

      “Forget it. It’s dangerous,” Jace said, setting my drink in front of me.

      I lifted my gaze and stared into his dark eyes. The truth was I couldn’t care less about the bayou shots. In addition to seeing Jace, I had come for the wolves. Had been thinking of them all the way down from Baton Rouge. Catching their majestic beauty and grace in a photo had become an obsession of mine ever since I’d first caught a glimpse of the pack two years ago right outside the bar. “Have you seen any of them lately?”

      His eyes narrowed and a muscle pulsed in his jaw. “No, Skye. And don’t even think of wondering off to go look for them. Last time you did that—”

      I held up a hand, stopping him. “Okay. Got it. But you’re not going to stop me from getting my sunset shots are you?”

      He gave me a flat stare. “No. Not as long as you stay on the property.”

      “Fine.” I pushed the straw around in my margarita just for something to focus on. Jace was right to be cautious of course. Six months ago, I’d wandered out into the woods with my camera and had gotten lost because I hadn’t been paying attention. Luckily, Jace had found me. In the dark. At two a.m. Talk about embarrassing.

      I’d been fine, but damn, the bayou is scary at night. And Jace had been really upset. After he’d carried me out, he’d yelled at me for five minutes straight. When he was done, he’d hugged me hard enough to knock the wind out of me. I’d decided it’d been worth it.

      “Drink up,” Aiden said. “It’s fixin’ to storm before long. If you want to get out on the water and back without getting drenched, we’ll need to go soon.”

      “You’re not going anywhere, brother,” Jace said, mocking him.

      Aiden’s head snapped up as he stared at his brother in bemusement. “Why? You afraid I’m going to steal her from you? I could, you know. All I’d have to do is—”

      “The supply order needs to be placed within the hour. Did you get the inventory done?”

      “Shit.” Aiden took a pull from his longneck beer bottle. “Sorry, sweetheart. Work calls. Looks like you’re going to have to wait it out while I do the grunt work for that one.” He nodded at Jace. “Lazy bastard.”

      Jace wiped the bar down and then threw the rag under the counter. “Let’s go, Skye. I need to check on something at the cabin anyway.”

      Both Aiden and I turned, giving him our full attention. My pulse sped up. Alone with Jace. At the cabin. Holy crap. I wasn’t ready for this. Well, maybe…

      Aiden let out a whoop of laughter. “Looks like all that denial was bullshit. Careful, sweetheart. It is mating season. Beware if he tries to bite—”

      “Aiden,” Jace barked. “Shut up.”

      “What?” Aiden asked with an air of mock innocence.

      Jace strode out from behind the counter and placed his hand on the small of my back. A tingle shot up my spine, and I shivered.

      “Everything okay?” Jace asked.

      “Air-conditioning,” I said by way of explanation.

      He nodded and then turned to Aiden. “We’re going to take a quick ride out to the island. Try not to offend anyone while we’re gone.”

      “Sure. Whatever you say.” Aiden glanced at me and then smirked at Jace. “But you know I’m right. And when it happens, you owe me a week off and a bottle of single malt. The expensive shit. Not that stuff you keep behind the bar.” Aiden nodded to me. “Have fun.”

      “I always do.”

      Aiden snorted and strode from the bar area into the back, his movements powerful and full of grace. I had no trouble imagining him wrestling a five-hundred-pound gator and winning. Now that would be something to see.

      “You ready to go?” Jace asked, completely ignoring his brother’s outburst.

      “What was he talking about?” I asked, certain it had something to do with me.

      Gazing down at me, he met my eyes and my stomach did a little flip at the interest I saw shining back at me. Holy crap. It was too effing hot in here. He was too effing hot.

      He tore his gaze away and cleared his throat. “We better get going.”

      “Yeah. Okay.” I clutched my camera case, desperate for something else to focus on. “If you’re sure you can spare the time.”

      “Aiden’s got it under control.” He jerked his head, inviting me outside.

      I stepped back into the oppressive heat and stood on the weathered wooden porch. “Since when is it ever this hot in March?”

      He shook his head. “Heat wave.” Then his gaze traveled the length of my body, lingering on my bare legs.

      I’d chosen a pale yellow sundress that hit a few inches above my knee, but the way he was devouring me with his intense gaze, I was starting to feel like I was wearing nothing but my Victoria’s Secret lace. “Umm…”

      He raised his gaze to meet mine, a secret smile claiming his lips. “It was my turn.”

      I pulled my camera from its case and frowned at him. “Your turn for what?”

      His smile reached his eyes. “You took your time checking me out. Twice. Don’t think I didn’t notice. So I did the same. Only I didn’t ask you to take your shirt off… yet.”

      Whoa. My pulse thudded in my throat. As a former plus-sized model, I was used to that sort of attention, but not from him. At least not that blatant. Like he wanted to press me up against the side of the building and take me right there, dress or no. I swallowed the nervousness threatening to choke me. “And?”

      “And what?”

      I cast a quick glance down my body. “Did I pass inspection?”

      Oh, God. Why did I just say that? Flirting wasn’t supposed to be on the menu this trip. In fact, I’d sworn off men somewhere about an hour outside Baton Rouge.

      His dark eyes turned molten, and I half expected him to check me out again. But instead he took a step toward me, invading my personal space.

      I sucked in a breath. He smelled faintly of soap and fresh-cut grass. Like he’d just cleaned up after working in the yard.

      He leaned in and his breath tickled my ear. “In order to answer your question, I’d need a closer look.”

      “Jace!” I laughed to cover my surprise and wrapped my arms around myself to stop the shiver of desire. What had gotten into him? I expected that sort of talk from Aiden, but Jace was usually much more subtle.

      He leaned against the railing, his feet crossed at the ankle, watching me.

      After a moment of silence, I cleared my throat. “Anyway. I think I’d like some shots from the shore. If you have anything you need to do, don’t let me stop you.”

      “Seriously? I don’t mind taking you out on the boat.”

      I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. He’d thrown me off guard. And I needed some time to regroup before I was trapped on a boat with him.

      “All right, then. I’ll be over there if you need anything.” He nodded toward a shed behind the bar.

      “Thanks, but I’m sure I’ll be fine.” I strode down the worn dirt path toward the river, my fingers cramping from the death grip I had on the camera strap.

      “You already are,” I heard him mumble behind me.

      An uncontrollable smile tugged at my lips as I adjusted the settings on my camera. Glancing over my shoulder, I caught him disappearing into a shed. Too bad. If I hadn’t wanted to avoid dying from embarrassment, I would’ve loved to get him into a few of the shots. Hell, who was I kidding? I’d spend the entire week staring at him through the viewfinder if I had my way. But Jace hated having his picture taken. Anytime I pointed the camera in his direction, he bolted. It was damned frustrating.

      Sighing, I turned and strode onto the dock, doing my best to put Jace, the bar, and everything except the low layer of fog clinging to the river out of my mind.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Jace

        

      

    

    
      The axe sliced through the cypress wood with a satisfying thud. The mild ache in my muscles served as a reminder that I’d spent too much time indoors lately. Spent entirely too much time serving the fishermen of southeast Louisiana instead of searching for a mate to strengthen the pack.

      Damn Aiden, bringing up mating season in front of Skye. What the hell was he up to? She knew wolves roamed our area, but she had no idea we were the wolves and that we were shifters. And I intended to keep it that way. There was no denying I was fiercely attracted to her, had wanted her from the moment I’d first met her, but I’d been involved with someone else. And now she had a serious boyfriend. The live-in kind. Some jackass who’d lost his trust fund money in risky business investments. Or so I’d been told after she’d had one too many beers last fall.

      No, Skye was completely off-limits. Even if it killed me to stay away from her. I was certain if she kept hanging out here, one day my brothers would be digging my grave. Because I was going out of my mind wanting her.

      Balancing another log, I blew out a breath and slammed the door on that thought. Even if she weren’t attached, the last thing I needed was a repeat of the previous season. The memory of waking up to an empty bed and a half-empty closet swam in my mind.

      “Fuck.” I tightened my grip on the axe and swung. The blade sliced through the wood and the two halves fell with a solid thunk.

      “Jace?”

      I twisted to find the golden-haired photographer near the large cypress, holding her camera with both hands. Her creamy skin and pink cheeks practically glowed in the sunshine. Fucking gorgeous. I raised one eyebrow. “Done already?”

      “Um, no.” She cast a quick glance toward the dock and gave me a tentative smile. “I was wondering if it would be too much trouble to take me down the river just a bit. I’m trying to get a specific shot and I can’t quite get it from the shore.”

      It was always during these moments, when we were alone and her shyness all but overtook her, that the warning bells went off in my head.

      Go back into the bar. Tell her to ask Aiden. Stay away.

      I very carefully and deliberately leaned the axe against the metal siding of the shed and ignored all reason. Whatever Skye wanted, I was going to give it to her. God knew her douche bag of a boyfriend never did. “Sure.”

      Her shy smile blossomed. “Thanks for this. I thought I could wait until tomorrow, but with the light and the way the fog is clinging to the water, it’s too good to pass up.”

      “Not a problem.” I stepped into the shed and grabbed the key to the boat. When I returned, Skye was lying flat on the dock on her stomach, her eye pressed to the viewfinder of her camera. The faint click, click, click of the button filled the silence.

      I stood there, transfixed by her intensity, the passion for her art. Damn, that was sexy. And I wasn’t talking about the way her skirt was inching up the back of her shapely legs.

      A ripple in the water snapped me out of my trance. “Skye!”

      “Hmm?” She didn’t budge from her spot.

      I grabbed Skye around the waist and hauled her off the dock just before a gator popped out of the water, her large jaws snapping right where Skye’s head had been.

      “Oh my God!” She gasped, her eyes wide with fear. “I thought the gators around here were docile.”

      I cradled her against my chest, swallowing my heart trying to clog my throat. “They usually are, but Betsy, she’s kinda used to us feeding her from the dock. Your movement drew her out. She thought it was time for lunch.”

      “Oh.”

      She stared up at me, and I was certain her deep blue eyes were seeing far more than I wanted them to. Her photographer’s eyes. Unease rippled through me, and the moment turned awkward. Setting her on her feet, I took two steps back and directed my gaze back to the water. The large gator had disappeared. “Ready for that ride in the boat?”

      “Uh, yeah. I guess.” She studied her camera as if to make sure it hadn’t been harmed. Then she stood there frozen, her eyes locked on the rippling water.

      I gently pried the camera from her, tucked one of her hands in mine, and guided her toward the boat. “Relax. Betsy’s gone now. You’re perfectly safe.”

      “I know. It just rattled me is all. I mean, I know gators are here. I’ve seen them a million times. But none have ever come after me.”

      The hint of fear in her eyes mixed with her air of innocence sent my pulse racing. She was too sweet to be here like this with me. It was too dangerous for both of us. After holding her in my arms, I could only think of one thing. Getting her out of that dress and under me as fast as possible. If I had even a shred of decency, I’d haul her back to her Jeep and send her on her way. Back to her douche nozzle of a boyfriend. Instead, I nodded toward the water. “Come on.”

      “You’re sure?” she asked, her eyes narrowing as she scanned the now-still water as if she expected the gator to jump up from out of nowhere.

      “Positive.” I gestured for her to step onto the boat. It was the one we took out for smaller groups, with only two bench seats and a place for the driver. “Gators can’t sneak up on us. We’d see her. The only reason you were startled is because you were so focused on whatever shot you were trying to get. She’s gone now. I promise.”

      She hastily made her way onto the boat and perched on the middle of the seat in the second row, her shoulders stiff. I could hardly blame her after that incident. My blood would be racing too if Betsy came after me.

      After untying the rope, I stepped into the boat. “There’s ear protection under your seat if it’s too loud,” I said as if she hadn’t been on one of these tours a dozen times already.

      She shook her head and held her hand out for her camera.

      I gave it back to her, sat in the driver’s seat at the back of the boat, and asked, “Where to, princess?”

      Skye turned around, glaring at me. “Please don’t call me that.”

      Whoa. Where had that come from? Skye never snapped at anyone. Someone in her past had really done a number on her with that pet name. I dropped the smile and nodded. “You got it.”

      “Thanks.” The tension in her shoulders eased. “Can you take us about twenty yards that way through the tree canopy?” She pointed downriver.

      “Sure.” I fired up the boat and eased out into the river, inching into the envelope of the trees.

      Only a few moments had gone by before Skye stood up and got lost in her shots as we meandered along. The low-lying fog still clinging to the river was an eerie contrast to the tree canopy, and I could see why she was so keen to get the shots. The effect was mesmerizing and didn’t happen often.

      More than thirty minutes went by while Skye took shot after shot from almost every angle possible. I was certain she’d forgotten all about me, but then she turned suddenly and said, “Stop right here.”

      After killing the motor, I sat back and propped my feet up on the seat in front of me.

      “Thanks.” She moved to the very front of the boat, snapping photos of the small family cemetery on the other side of the river. It was old and full of raised tombs. Moss hung from the trees, and the way steam rose from the river, it was no surprise she’d asked me to stop. Sun streamed down on the cemetery, and I had no doubt the shots would be stunning. The bayou was beautiful in its harsh reality.

      “You’re so quiet,” she said without turning to look at me.

      “I’m just taking in the view.”

      Skye glanced over her shoulder and caught me staring at her.

      Chuckling, she pointed her camera at me. The click of the shutter rang in my ears as I fought to keep the scowl off my face. I didn’t do pictures. No shifter did.

      “Look.” I nodded toward the shoreline.

      She turned again, scanning the area.

      “They’re about three feet to the right of the cemetery,” I said quietly.

      It took her a second, and then she let out a small gasp. “Baby gators.”

      Three alligators, each about twelve inches long, lay sunning themselves on a log.

      “They’re adorable.” Click. Click. Click.

      “Do you want to go farther out? I have time,” I said, pleased with her reaction.

      “Well…” She turned in a slow circle.

      I saw the moment it happened, when the majestic beauty of the bayou invaded her soul once again. It always did and was part of the reason she always came back here. It pleased me more than it should. It didn’t matter that she was affected by this place. She wouldn’t stay. She never did, regardless of how much she loved it.

      “Yes.” She sat back down on the bench and draped her arm over the seat, watching me.

      “Hold on.” I winked, and before I could talk myself out of it, I restarted the engine and took off toward my secret hiding spot. A place I’d never taken her before.

      Five minutes later, we glided into a small, open body of water.

      Her eyes widened in delighted surprise, and she made a cutting motion near her neck.

      Once again I killed the engine.

      “It’s gorgeous.” She eyed me as she tied her long blond locks up into a haphazard bun.

      I glanced down at my chest and back at her, raising one eyebrow.

      She laughed. “No, not that.” Jerking her head to the right, she said, “The camp. It’s perfect. Old wooden porch, peeling paint, jasmine climbing up the side of the house. All it needs is a bottle of moonshine between those rocking chairs.”

      “A real Cajun never leaves his moonshine unattended.”

      “No doubt.” She glanced at the cabin once more. “Can we get closer?”

      I nodded and maneuvered the boat toward the old dock. But just before we got there, a loud boom rumbled overhead. Shit. I’d forgotten all about the impending storm. Glancing up at the rapidly darkening sky, I made a split-second decision. “We have to get out of this.”

      Skye glanced up and grimaced. “Yikes. Yeah, better head back.”

      I shook my head. “No time for that.” As soon as I got the words out, fat heavy drops of rain splattered on my head.

      “Oh crap.” Skye frantically stuffed her camera into her carrying case as I jumped off the boat onto the dock and deftly tied the airboat to the pillars.

      “Come on.” I held my hand out to her.

      Another rumble passed overhead. The sky darkened and the heavens opened up, unleashing a torrent of rain.

      Skye didn’t hesitate. Her hand slipped into mine, and together we ran the short distance to the porch.

      “Wow,” she said once we were safely under the overhang. Then she glanced down and gasped.

      My entire body hardened at the sight of her round, firm breasts clearly visible through her soaked dress.

      She wrapped her arms around herself and turned her back to me.

      Her dress clung to her bottom and legs, leaving nothing to the imagination. Jesus. I forced myself to turn around. If I didn’t get her covered up, I was going to have to stand out in the downpour just to cool off.

      Unlocking the door, I said, “Let’s get inside and dry you off.”

      “Umm…”

      I glanced over my shoulder and immediately regretted it. She was slick with rain and so fucking sexy I could barely control my inner wolf. I cleared my throat. “Better hurry. This is about to get worse.”

      “Worse than this?” Just as she said the words, more thunder rolled and the sky lit up with a flash of lightning. She jumped and pressed herself against the wall of the cabin, her hand clutched to her chest.

      This time I didn’t look away. I couldn’t. My gaze was trained on the drops of water trailing down her chest and into her cleavage. I stood in the threshold, my hand clutching the doorknob, tension rippling through me. Her chest rose and fell with her rapid breathing, taunting me.

      “Jace?”

      I jerked and met her wide-eyed stare. “Yes?”

      “I think we better go inside.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Skye

        

      

    

    
      The one-room cabin was spotless. Two leather recliners were positioned in front of a fireplace. Behind the recliners was a simple round table with four mismatched chairs. But what drew my eye was the queen-size bed in the corner made up with a solid navy-blue comforter. This place didn’t have a feminine touch anywhere.

      The thought pleased me more than it should.

      What difference did it make if Jace had a woman in his life? I wasn’t looking for a man, remember? I’d come to the little bayou town to get away from the one living in my former apartment. Shacking up with another one, no matter how gorgeous he was, simply wasn’t on the agenda. Or at least it wasn’t until he seared me with his heated gaze. Now all I could think about was pushing him down on that bed and—

      “Here.” Jace pulled a white towel out of a built-in cabinet.

      “Thanks.” I clutched the towel to my chest and glanced around once more, hoping we hadn’t just invaded someone else’s space. But Jace did have a key. “Is this your place?”

      Nodding, he pulled out another towel and dried his face and chest. “Family property.” He draped the towel over the back of a chair and then stood there in his wet jeans, staring out the window at the thunderstorm.

      A shiver crept over me as I watched him. The temperature had dropped considerably, but the air was far from chilly. Jace’s mere presence was having an uncontrollable effect on me.

      Slamming the door on all my recent objections, I dropped the towel and took a step forward, closing the space between us.

      He turned and then went completely still. “Skye—”

      “Shh.” I pressed my finger to his lips and stared up into his dark, smoldering eyes, caving in to the long-suppressed urge to touch him. “I want you.”

      A voice in the back of my mind screamed at me to take a step back, to put distance between us. This was a mistake. Way too soon after my breakup. But my body was saying something else entirely. And it had been so long since I’d actually been physically attracted to anyone, had given myself to someone who made my heart flutter. I couldn’t resist. Didn’t even want to.

      A hungry look claimed Jace’s features. He brought his hands up and slowly ran his fingers over my bare arms. “That’s pretty direct there, Skye. Are you sure you want to be saying things like that to me?” He glanced around. “Here in this remote bayou cabin?”

      I heard him. Understood what he was saying, but refused to entertain any second-guessing. “I know what I want.”

      “And that would be?” His lips turned up into a ghost of a smile.

      I swallowed and heat burned my cheeks. But I wasn’t backing down. Not now. Not when it was clear he wanted me too. I placed my hand on his chest and trailed my fingers down his rigid abs, stopping just above the button of his jeans the way I’d imagined a thousand times before. “I want to wrap my bare legs around you and feel your body pressed up against mine.”

      His hand slipped down to my hip, his fingers digging into my flesh. His brow furrowed, and I could sense his internal struggle. “Jesus, Skye. What about that boyfriend of yours?”

      “We broke up.”

      Surprise lit his features, followed quickly by a satisfied smile as he tugged me closer. “Is that right?”

      I nodded, a tingle of excitement urging me on. I pressed my lips to the hollow at the base of his throat and tasted his salty skin. I let out a small murmur of satisfaction, loving the way his breathing quickened and his body tightened with clear desire.

      “And after you get your gorgeous legs wrapped around me, what then?” he said, his voice hoarse.

      I feathered my fingers over his elevated pulse. “I’m going to take you deep inside me and ride you until we both come so hard we forget the rest of the world exists.”

      Jace stood perfectly still for just a moment. Then a low growl escaped from his lips as he swung me up into his arms and carried me over to the bed. He set me back on my feet and took a step back, his determined expression so intense heat shot
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