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Paige

Travis Wilder represents everything I’ve spent my life running from—generational wealth and the power that comes with it at the top of the list. But as he continues to pursue me, I begin to realize that maybe there’s more to him than meets the eye.

It doesn’t help that he’s gorgeous in a California sunshine sort of way, or that he’s so charming I find myself falling for him even as I try so hard not to.

But when my past catches up with me and he becomes the port in the storm of my life, it’s impossible not to throw caution to the wind and dive right in.

Travis

Paige Matthews stole my heart the moment she kicked my ass in a silly baby shower game, and I’ve been falling in love with her ever since. The more time I spend with her, the more I realize a lifetime without her wouldn’t be worth living. I’m all in... but I’m not the one who needs convincing.

The pull between us is undeniable, but the only thing Paige does better than running her publishing house is running from her feelings.

So when it turns out I’m not the only man she’s running from, I refuse to let her face her nightmares alone. She may not think she needs a knight in shining armor, but she has one just the same.
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The Content Menu can be found on my website. 
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DEAR READER,


[image: ]


This book takes place two years after The Intern’s Submission Duet, which includes two full-length romance novels: Illicit Education and Point of Contention. 

You do not have to read the duet first in order to follow along with this story, as the two main characters in Beyond Question were merely side characters in The Intern’s Submission Duet. However, if you do plan on reading The Intern’s Submission Duet at some point, this book will contain spoilers about Cabot and Rylan. If you want to avoid spoilers, I suggest reading that duet before jumping into Travis and Paige’s journey to forever. 

I should take this time to let you know in advance that this book has morphed into a longer story, and is now the first book in its own spin-off duet. In addition to the romance you’ve come to expect from me, this story is a bit suspenseful and twisty. Our FMC has secrets, friends. 

Please don’t hate me. 

I hope you adore the ooey gooey cinnamon roll book boyfriend I’ve written for you in Travis, and I really hope he—and all his slow burnin’, he falls first goodness—makes up for the cliffhanger at the end of this book. 

As always, thank you for taking a chance on my work. Enjoy!

XO,

Jessalyn
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CHAPTER ONE
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Travis

Cabot Reed. On his knees. Chugging beer out of a baby bottle. 

Of all the things I never expected to see in my lifetime, this one takes the cake.

In a lineup of other men—including a handful of Reed Enterprises stockholders—Cabot sucks on that rubber nipple like his life depends on it, and in true Cabot fashion, he finishes before the others. Next to myself, this bastard is the most competitive person I know. There isn’t a game in existence that man can’t win. And if he can’t beat it, he’ll buy it, though that method simply won’t work under current conditions. 

But hey, now he can add ‘chugging beer out of a baby bottle’ to his many accolades.

He rises quickly to his feet and pumps his fist into the air, victorious and proud—as if he doesn’t have droplets of IPA dripping down his chin. 

Applause breaks out around me, and I scan the people in attendance, wondering what fresh hell I’ve stepped into by coming here today. 

Beside me, Rylan claps loudly, grinning from ear to ear with pride as if her fiancé has just put an end to world hunger, not chugged beer from a baby bottle. 

I lean toward her and ask, “Who is this man and what have you done with my best friend?” 

Rylan pins me with a bemused stare. “He’s having fun, Travis. You should try it sometime.” 

“Right.” I raise my eyebrows and survey the scene. Fun? I think we have different definitions of the word. And sometime in the past two years, this woman has hijacked my best friend who—still gloating over his little win—now also has a skewed interpretation of fun. 

And I’ve landed myself at a coed baby shower of all things.

Sunshine yellow covers every surface imaginable, from balloon arches and a photo backdrop of a million daisies strung together into draping chains, to tablecloths and flower arrangements. Even the dessert table is a swath of blinding cheer, from cupcakes with pale yellow frosting to Waterford vases filled to the brim with Lemonheads, pale yellow gummi bears, and wands of rock candy, which are clear and—you guessed it—yellow. 

Situated alongside each vase of cavity-causers are multiple towers of lemon-flavored French macarons from Mille-Feuille. They’re the best part of this party, even though every time I sneak one Rylan glares at me. 

It is truly a testament to my love for my best friend and his girl that I’m here at all. I don’t even like babies. Or large groups of people. Or small talk, which seems to be in full swing around me. But I’ve always shown up for Cabot, and once Rylan became a part of his life, I began showing up for her as well. 

“Come on,” she says, wrapping her hand around my forearm. “It’s your turn.” 

I stiffen. “Not a chance, Rylan.”

Rylan groans, then tries to tug me forward again. “It’s just a game, Travis.” 

I shake my head and meet her gaze. “I don’t really do baby games, kiddo.”

“Stop calling me that,” she grumbles, tugging me forward.

“I’m not drinking anything out of a baby bottle.” 

“I know.”

“I’m not eating anything out of a diaper either.” I shudder as I remember watching in horror as people tried to guess what candy bars had been melted into the diapers—by tasting them. 

“We already played that game.” 

I sigh. “You’re going to make me do this, aren’t you?” 

“Don’t be silly. I couldn’t make you do anything.” She grins playfully, then looks past me, and I sense Cabot’s approach before I see him. Not that it takes much—the way her eyes soften when they land on him is a dead giveaway.

Cabot appears beside me, beaming like he just won the lottery and not a silly drinking game at a baby shower. “Live a little, Wilder.”

I scoff. “Who are you?” 

“A man who’s about to be a father. Show some support.” He claps a hand on my shoulder and nudges me forward, somewhat forcefully, working in tandem with Rylan to sabotage me. 

She slips her arm through mine and I begrudgingly allow her to lead me across the lawn, narrowly avoiding a collision with three small humans on our way. As I dodge aside to let them pass, it occurs to me that this might be what life looks like for Cabot going forward, and...

What does that mean for me?

But if I’m honest, our lives—and friendship—changed long before the pregnancy. Once he met Rylan, the Cabot Reed I’ve known for over two decades began to morph into something else. This family man, I guess. As time went on and their relationship developed, he spent less time in the city, joined me for fewer happy hours, and began turning his grandmother’s house into the home he now shares with his fiancée. When Cabot’s grandmother’s pink and gold 1970’s wallpaper was ripped off the walls, I knew I’d lost him to Rylan for good. 

And I’m happy for him. For them. I truly am. 

But to say I don’t miss the old days would be a bald-faced lie. 

We stop in front of a rented picnic table draped in more yellow, then Rylan grins up at me. “This game is perfect for your brain.” 

“Perfect for my brain, huh?” I look down as one of Rylan’s girlfriends sets a large basket in front of me. “Is it a counting game?” I wonder aloud. 

“Nope. But I think you’ll be good at it anyway.”

Draped over the handle of the basket and covering the contents within, is a crocheted baby blanket in shades of gray and more of that god-awful yellow. “You’re really going hard with the whole yellow thing, aren’t you?” 

When she doesn’t respond, I turn to look at her, but she’s been pulled away. In her place stands her boss, who must have just arrived, because I would have noticed her earlier.

Paige Matthews is the kind of woman you can’t help but notice. 

The owner of Turn the Paige, a boutique romance publishing house that has quickly become a household name, Paige is a knockout. With long, silver hair and big, ice-blue eyes framed by bright purple glasses, she draws the eyes of anyone she passes. She’s always dressed for a business meeting, taking fashion cues from Hillary Clinton’s famous pantsuits, and though she’s more often than not seen in black or navy, there is always a pop of color. A colorful red and orange scarf—like the one she wore to the Reading Around the City charity banquet last fall—or, like today, those bright purple frames. 

I realize I probably shouldn’t notice those details, but again, Paige is someone I notice. 

I’ve never said more than five words to her, but I’ve always found myself curious. Intrigued.

And, even though I doubt I’m the kind of guy a woman like her would go for, maybe today’s my lucky day.

“Is Rylan forcing you to play?” Paige asks. “Or are you just a sucker for baby shower games?”

I grimace. “Definitely not the latter.” Inclining my head to her, I ask, “How are you, Ms. Matthews?” 

She leans closer conspiratorially and her scent teases my nose, a mixture of coconut and rose petals that is delicate and sultry. 

I want to press my nose against her throat to get a deeper hit. 

“I’m doing well, Mr. Wilder.” Her lips quirk up at the corner and she adds, “Certainly better than you’re about to be.”

My eyebrows creep slowly up my forehead. “I’m sorry?” 

She motions to the basket and her lips quirk up on one side. “I’m afraid this is my game.” When that smirk morphs into a full-blown smile, my gaze falls to her mouth. “I just hope you’re a gracious loser, because I’ve never lost.” She pauses, then adds, “And you can call me Paige.” 

Publishing is a smaller circle than most people realize, and as the former CFO of Reed Publishing, I’ve attended multiple events where Paige was also in attendance. We know one another in passing, but not personally. I’ve never been close enough to Paige to see those flakes of midnight in her pale blue eyes. I’ve never been near enough to pick up on that rose and coconut scent that makes my chest tighten with something indiscernible every time the breeze sends it my way. 

And I’ve certainly never been gifted with this playful smile. 

Now that I have, I’m not sure I can go without. 

But back to the gauntlet she just threw down. “Are you threatening me, Paige?” 

She brings her wine glass to her lips, takes a long sip of the pale pink liquid while holding my gaze, then shrugs one slender shoulder. “I guess we’ll just have to see how it plays out, Travis.” 

I’m struck with the strangest desire to hear my name on her lips again. 

But then she flashes that knockout smile again, and my breath stalls in my lungs. 

When she turns away from me to chat with another party guest, I’m left staring at her profile, desperate for another glimpse of that smile. 

Forcing myself to stop watching her like a creep, I focus on the basket instead. 

Right. How hard could it be? 

She’s never lost this game, but she’s never had me as an opponent. I’m prepared to show Paige that there is certainly a first time for everything, even losing. And I do love a little healthy competition. A baby shower game could fall into that category—if nothing more stimulating is available.

But it isn’t the draw of the competition or the desire to rise to her challenge that has my gaze returning to Paige’s profile. There’d been a hint of something in her eyes, in the tilt of her lips... 

If I didn’t know any better, I’d say she was flirting with me. 

And if that lightness in my chest is anything to go by, I quite like the idea. 

Rylan returns to stand beside me, drawing my attention away from Paige. She hands me a pen and a small—yellow, of course—notepad, then she reaches for the blanket as she announces, “You’ll each have thirty seconds to review the contents of the basket, then write them down.”

Ah, a memory game. Rylan had been right; this is right up my alley. 

I catch Paige’s eye, smirking because she’s about to be beaten at what she called her game, then I focus on the blanket as Rylan continues explaining the rules. 

“Whoever lists the most items... correctly,” she adds with emphasis, “wins the game!” 

With that, she lifts the blanket so only I can view the contents within the basket, then starts the timer. 

And my lungs deflate on a deep exhale. 

With one look inside, it’s obvious that I’ve overestimated my ability to win this game.

The basket contains a pastel rainbow of... baby items. 

What the fuck is all this stuff? 

My brain goes into full meltdown mode as I try to catalog each item, but all I can think of, on repeat, is basket, blanket, duck.

Basket.

Blanket.

Duck.

And that is certainly not going to win me the game—or the girl.

Not that I’m trying to win the girl, but I’m certainly not about to impress Paige Matthews with basket, blanket, duck. She watches me with a smirk pulling at her lips, as if she already knows she’s won. As if I’ve been repeating basket, blanket, duck out loud for the entirety of my thirty-second turn. 
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CHAPTER TWO
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Paige

Once everyone has had a chance to look at the items in the basket and write them down, Rylan begins revealing each baby necessity that should be on our lists one at a time. Swiveling my head, I look at Travis, surprised to see that he’s tucked his paper into his pocket and doesn’t seem interested in reviewing his answers. 

Wow. Okay. The man is cockier than I gave him credit for. 

“Are you really that confident you’ve won?” I whisper, leaning toward him.

Travis snorts. “On the contrary.” He turns toward me and I’m lost for a moment in the pale green of his eyes, then he whispers, “Basket, blanket, duck.” 

I pull back, frowning. “What?” 

He chuckles, though it’s a defeated sound. “That’s what my paper says.” 

Bringing my hand to my mouth, I try in vain to hide my smile. If only he knew just how ironic his statement is. “Stop.” 

“Laugh it up, chuckles,” he says, then he leans over, placing his hand on my lower back as he whispers, “You might be the undefeated champion of this game, but I’m beating you in the next one.” 

It’s a struggle to ignore the way the heat from his palm spreads through my shirt to warm my skin, but I focus on the threat instead, because that’s so much easier than dissecting why his hand on my back is such an innocent thing, though it feels anything but. “You’re pretty confident, basket, blanket, duck guy.”

His eyes dance with mischief and I have to force myself to look away. As I return my attention to Rylan, checking off items on my list, basket blanket duck guy’s hand lingers on my back slightly longer than necessary, and I can barely focus on anything but that point of connection.

I’ve been to multiple events that were also attended by Reed Publishing’s bigwigs, so I’ve been aware of Travis for a handful of years now. Though he’s indisputably handsome, I tend to stay away from the type of men who wear custom-tailored suits and look like they could melt a woman’s panties right off her body with just the flash of a cocksure smile. But when I caught him pouting about having to play this game, something in me softened and I found myself stepping closer. 

Now, he’s beside me, and even though he’s dropped his hand from my back, I can still recall the heat of his touch, the shape of his palm, with perfect clarity.

“How many of you got all of the twenty-three items?” Rylan calls out. 

No one says anything and Travis snorts beside me, crossing his arms over his chest smugly. “I thought this was your game.”

“Hush.” 

“Who has twenty-two items?” Rylan asks, once again met with silence. 

“Wow,” Travis whispers.

I roll my eyes and ignore him. 

“Twenty-one items?”

I glance at Travis pointedly, then hold up my card. “Twenty-one.” 

When no one else responds, Rylan reviews the items on my paper, then hands me a gift bag. I turn toward Travis with a wide grin, the bag dangling off the end of my finger. 

His eyes narrow as he asks, “Which ones did you miss?” 

“Guess.”

His teeth tug at his bottom lip as he considers. “If it’s not basket, blanket, or duck, I have no idea what the rest of that stuff is even called.” 

“Well, it wasn’t the rubber ducky,” I say, then I glance at my wine glass and nod toward the bar. “If you’ll excuse me.” 

“I’ll join you. Could use another one myself.” 

There shouldn’t be a flutter of excitement in my belly at the prospect of walking across the back lawn to the bar beside Travis, but I can’t control my body’s reaction to him. 

“Basket and blanket,” I murmur. 

“Sorry?” He steps closer, our arms brushing as we walk. “You’re going to have to speak up.” 

I huff, but say the words louder even though I know he heard me the first time. He just wants to gloat. “Basket and blanket.” 

Travis chuckles, then side-eyes me. “The easiest ones.” Shaking his head, he tsks as he bumps me with his shoulder. “I expected more from you, Paige.” 

“Yeah, yeah, laugh it up, chuckles,” I say, throwing his earlier words back at him. “Just means we should have teamed up instead. Could have swept the playing field.”

“Paige, if you want to spend more time with me, all you have to do is say so.” 

My mouth gapes but then we reach the bar, and Travis engages the bartender before I can think of a response. 

“A refill of rosé, please.” He pauses to look at me for confirmation, so I nod, then he holds up his empty glass. “And another one of these.” He glances at me, then points to the framed menu atop the bar. “I’m not saying that.” 

I scan the drink names and chuckle. “What’s wrong, you don’t want to order a Papa’s Poison or a Merry Mamatini?” 

Travis scowls. “I don’t know why they did that. It’s just an Old Fashioned, and hers is a Cosmo. Why not say that?” 

I raise an eyebrow. “First time?”

“You think?” 

The bartender begins making Travis his Old Fashioned, and while I watch him work, Travis watches me. 

My pulse beats unsteadily as my skin begins to tingle with that feeling of being watched, and my chest warms because of who is doing the watching. I gaze past the bartender to the water of the East River, trying to focus on anything but the way it feels to be assessed by Travis Wilder. 

“Imagine having to attend one of these without alcohol,” I say to break the silence. 

Travis gasps dramatically. “Cabot wouldn’t do that to me.” 

“You’d be surprised.” I laugh, then turn toward him, meeting that pale green gaze head on. “When Mama can’t drink, no one can drink.” 

He frowns. “Sounds awful. How many of these things have you been to?” 

“Oh, too many to count.” I laugh, thinking back to how many baby showers I’ve attended over the years—most of which didn’t have a bar, gourmet catering, expensive macarons, or a view of the river. Most of them were also for coworkers or publishing associates, like this one, as I’ve intentionally kept my circle small. “This is definitely one of the better ones.” 

“Because I’m here?” 

I snort. “No, Travis. Because he is.” I motion to the bartender and try to ignore Travis’ playful pout—or the fact that yes, his presence does have something to do with why I’m enjoying myself right now.

Even though it absolutely should not. 

CHAPTER THREE

Paige 

Travis Wilder is many things. Intelligent. Cocky. Drop-dead gorgeous. He’s the kind of man I’ve worked a lifetime to stay away from. 

He is also damn near as competitive as I am, terrible when it comes to word scrambles, and even less competent when it comes to memorizing baby items in a basket—although, in his defense, that was mainly because he doesn’t know what most of them are called.

And though our competitive natures might be similar, I can’t imagine we have much else in common. 

Yet I haven’t had this much fun in years. 

I’m not exactly sure what came over me earlier when I challenged him in that game, but I’m pretty sure I was flirting? (It’s been a long time since I even bothered, so I could’ve gotten it wrong.) 

Since that first game, though, my competitive streak collided with his to create a spirited rivalry we’ve been enjoying ever since. As afternoon stretched into early evening, we teased each other, battled one another—or teamed up together to battle others—in a handful of silly games, and laughed more than I have in ages. I generally detest shower games and team-building activities of any sort, but I’m actually having fun with him. 

I know, I know. I’m as shocked as anybody.

Even more shocking, however, is that there is something more than rivalry building between us, something enticing. It electrifies my veins with every lingering look he gives me, sparks in the air between us, and continues to draw us toward one another with every minute that passes. I’d initially promised Rylan I’d stop by, but my quick pop-in has morphed into hours. 

It’s the last game of the day and I should be pleased about that fact, but I find myself disappointed that I’ll soon have no excuse to stick around. 

Unless, that is, I admit to wanting to linger.

Which isn’t going to happen.

Travis and I stand across the table from one another now, sucking on ice cubes with tiny plastic babies inside, and as his mouth works the ice to try melting it faster than anyone else competing with us, his pale green eyes hold mine.

Suffice to say, the ice isn’t the only thing melting. 

But I can’t possibly melt for a man like Travis Wilder. He represents everything I’ve tried to avoid for the better half of my lifetime. (Old money and nepotism at the top of the list.) But he’s been playful and flirtatious all afternoon, and if I am honest with myself, the attention feels absolutely incredible. 

Realistically, anyone would feel special with those pale green eyes focused on them. 

And I’m sure that’s all it is, the attention. 

I’m under no delusions that I’m past society’s idea of my prime. It doesn’t matter that I feel more beautiful with each year that passes, more confident, a hell of a lot wiser, and more in my power as I age—people in midlife just tend to be... overlooked, for lack of a better word. 

I long ago accepted that fact because it suited me. No, it suits me. I want to be overlooked because disappearing into the background means surviving another day. My life in New York has been focused on raising my daughter, then when she reached adulthood, my attention shifted somewhat accidentally to building my business. Turn the Paige was never part of my plan, but is now thriving, and I’ve managed to remain under the radar on a personal level even as my company rises to the top among some of the best.

But I’ve been careful. I’ve had to be. 

I’ve never owned a home—lease agreements are far less traceable. And my business is under an LLC that, unless you know where and how to look, is not easily linked to me. 

Sure, I am the name and face of the company, but even those things can be altered if you know the right steps to take. 

Or have the right people in your corner.

I’ve been so damn careful that I even made the decision years ago to stay away from men; I’m where I am today because of that choice. 

And men like Travis Wilder? The young and disgustingly wealthy? Not only are they at the top of my list of things to avoid, but they’re also easy to avoid because they rarely step out of their circle and seldom—if ever—acknowledge women who haven’t been bred with them in mind, and that certainly is not me anymore. And while I don’t have any desire to be on the radar of any of the playboy nepo babies of Manhattan’s elite, one of them has surprised me today.

Travis has been so hyper-focused on me all afternoon that I barely engaged with the other party guests. 

His attention is at once thrilling and terrifying. 

Looking up at him now, those pale green eyes fixed on me as his mouth works around that ice cube, I can almost imagine we’re the only two people here. And, in a different world, a different life, I might even like that idea. 

Which is dangerous, indeed, so I force myself to look away.

But his eyes are magnetic, and before long, mine have drifted back up to them and I’m locked in his gaze once more. My heartbeat is erratic, a rhythmless thumping against my ribs that echoes in my ears. 

Travis sweeps his tongue slowly across his bottom lip, and heat blooms in my cheeks, moving downward to settle deep in my core. 

Noticing the flush of my cheeks and assuming he’s the cause, this man smirks.

But it’s when that smirk morphs into a satisfied smile, releasing his lone dimple, that my world tilts. Just slightly, but enough to leave me a little flushed and a lot off kilter. 

And then, because he plays games with a take no prisoners attitude, this man reaches across the table and—oh my god, am I drooling?—swipes his thumb across my bottom lip.

Time stands still.

He moves his thumb so slowly I can feel the touch clear down in my toes. 

Then, almost as quickly as he leaned in, he leans back, and I’m frozen.

His green eyes sparkle with arrogance and I realize what he’s done. The second he came toward me, everything stopped.

My lungs stopped. My brain stopped. And my mouth stopped moving the ice around.

He stunned me, the jerk. 

So I do what any self-respecting woman would do in this situation:

I cheat.

Biting down on the ice cube, I chew until I can retrieve the small plastic baby, then pull it from my mouth and set it on the table. I can’t possibly stand here another moment with that man looking at me with so much heat in his gaze that my skin responds as though each glance is a physical touch. He’s so intense, I can feel every motion of his tongue and lick of his lips. It’s a wonder my ice cube had to be chewed at all with how damn overheated I am.

Travis raises his eyebrows in challenge so I shrug, then announce, “My water broke!” as I turn away from the game—and the man. Behind me, someone whines that I cheated, and I catch Travis’ hearty laughter as he says, “She certainly did.” 

I don’t have time to analyze that pride in his voice, so I stride quickly toward the house, trying to find some much needed distance without outright running away like a maniac. 

It’s early May and, though our days are warming up nicely, it is still cool in the late afternoon, but my body seems to have missed that memo. My skin is flushed with heat, slightly damp, and undoubtedly rosy. I’m not sure if it’s the rosé that has me breathless—or that man’s unwavering, heated stare. 

I slip inside the house and bolt for the downstairs bathroom, shaking my head because I know exactly what has me so flustered—and it isn’t the goddamn wine.

As soon as I am locked away in the bathroom, I turn on the cold water and wash my hands, then hold my wrists under the flow, allowing the cold water to cool my veins. I must’ve had too much to drink. I mean, to have this visceral reaction to a few suggestive looks and not-so-subtle gestures? It’s silly. 

And now that I’m alone, with only my reflection to answer to, the blushing damsel looking back at me in the mirror should be ashamed of herself. The flush in my cheeks is quickly replaced with embarrassment and shame. “You’re ridiculous,” I tell her. 

The man is a known bachelor. A playboy, I’m sure. He knows the power of that smile and his lone dimple—and how to wield them to get the desired response. When armed with those two things, combined with his undeniable charm? I have no doubt that Travis Wilder can reduce a woman to a wordless jumble of heat and desire. It’s only natural that I’ve had this reaction to him. I am but a mere human woman, after all. 

“Good grief,” I whisper as I turn off the water, then dry my hands on a fluffy white towel. 

Shaking my head, I run my hands through my hair, then sweep the long, silver strands up into a loose bun. The natural brown and gray of my roots has begun to show; it’s time for a hair appointment to update the silver. When I decided to embrace my grays, I went all in and turned the whole head silver. 

Even with my hair off my neck, I’m still too heated. Maybe it is the wine. 

With a deep breath, I straighten my shoulders. “No more wine. And no more men,” I tell myself. “Not even handsome men with deadly dimples.” When I open the door, I collide with a firm, broad chest, gasping as a strong arm snakes around my waist to keep me from stumbling. 

I don’t even have to look up to know it’s Travis because my body is lit up all over again, reacting to his closeness, his heat, the woodsy scent of him I’ve burned into memory all afternoon. 

A voice in my head, though soft and distant, urges me to run, but as he tightens his hold and pulls me even closer, I can’t find it in me to move.

His body is so hard against mine, long and lean, and firm. 

My hands flex against his chest—

And then my eyes widen because my hands are pressed against his chest, and it feels so good to touch him I have to bite back a groan. I struggle against the desire to flex my hands into his pecs again.

“I’m sorry,” I say, the words trailing off as I look up into those pale green eyes and register the unmistakable heat of his gaze.

“Don’t be.” Travis focuses on my mouth, and when he licks his lips, then pulls the bottom one between his teeth as he fights that sexy smirk, I suck in an audible breath because I can feel that drag of his teeth between my legs. 

“What are you doing here?” I ask, way too breathlessly. And what are you doing to me? I want to scream. 

His eyes sparkle with amusement. “Same as you, I imagine.” 

Oh? He’s come to chastise his poor reflection as well?

With one arm wrapped tightly around my waist and holding me firmly against his body, he brings the other hand up to trail his thumb down my exposed neck, from my earlobe to my collarbone, his pale green eyes following that line until he settles his thumb into the notch in the center of my throat, his hand stretched out over the curve between my neck and shoulder. 

I’ve forgotten how to breathe. 

Goosebumps break out over my flesh, and a shiver tremors through my body. He feels it, of course, what with how closely we’re pressed together, and his lips twitch on another barely restrained cocksure smile. 
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