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Chapter 1



Roan Hendrix couldn’t believe his ears. What the hell was Joe trying to pull? His frown deepened. “You want me to do what?”

“Train her,” Joe Beacon said, leaning forward in his chair. With one finger, he pushed his glasses a little higher up the bridge of his nose. “One-on-one,” he repeated.

When Joe called him to his office, Roan had hoped his boss was going to let him return to active duty. The total opposite had happened, and he wasn’t happy about it.

“I don’t do one-on-one. At least, not at work,” Roan said.

At home was another story. Like Michelle last night. She was having a little R & R between flights. He really liked her idea of rest and relaxation.

Not that they’d rested that much, but he’d damn sure felt relaxed this morning when he rolled out of bed. Who knew his day would start off so good, only to turn to crap by late afternoon.

What Joe was asking was different from the way he normally trained agents. Roan didn’t work on a personal level with anyone, especially Nerakians. They were a strange breed, to say the least, and he still hadn’t gotten used to them.

Hell, he didn’t think they were that good in the first place, but they were given preferential treatment because of their so-called special abilities. He’d take a street cop with a dose of good old-fashioned gut instinct over a Nerakian any day.

“Lyraka is different.”

Roan crossed his legs. “I’ve heard that crap before.”

“She’s not full-blooded Nerakian. Her father is an earthling.”

He raised an eyebrow. Okay, Joe had his attention. “I didn’t know there were any half-breeds old enough to train, but it makes sense they would mate. The ones I’ve run across make no bones that they like a good roll in the hay.”

“Now you’re being crude,” Joe admonished.

“Just stating facts. Chocolate and sex are the only things they seem to care about.”

“That’s not true and you know it.”

Yeah, he did, but he’d been in a particularly foul mood since Joe told Roan that he wanted him to stay at the training center a little longer. Now Joe was giving him this new assignment. Roan wanted to get back into field work and out of training. He was starting to feel trapped, and that didn’t set well with him.

A leg injury he’d sustained a few months ago had kept him on the sidelines. The doc still wouldn’t release him for full duty even though Roan felt fine. He had a feeling Joe was behind some of it.

“Train her, and I’ll get you the release you’ve been wanting,” Joe said.

“Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

“She must mean a lot to you. Is she that good?”

“You can’t imagine.” Joe handed Roan a manila envelope. “This is everything I have on her. I know it’s not much, but read it tonight.”

Roan was still skeptical, but believed Joe when he said he would get him the release. Hell, he’d do just about anything to get back to active duty. He believed there was more to training this chick, though. “What’s the catch? There has to be something wrong with her.”

Joe shrugged, a little too casually, if you asked Roan.

“Like I said, her abilities are different, stronger than the average Nerakian, but she needs to learn discipline and control.”

She was half Nerakian and half earthling, how strong could she be? He assumed she was a warrior so he wouldn’t have to actually do that much. A few weeks of his time and he’d be back getting his hands dirty. He could handle that.

“Okay, it’s a deal. When do I get to meet her?” He’d known Joe for quite a few years. At one time, Joe had been a kick-ass agent, but when the elite force was formed, Joe had taken over recruiting people who had the potential to be the best of the best. Roan knew it took a lot to impress Joe. So yeah, he was curious.

Joe beamed. “You get to meet her right now.” He pushed a button on his intercom. “Go get Lyraka and ask her to come in.”

A few minutes passed before the door opened. Roan didn’t move from his chair. Nerakian women were beautiful, but it hadn’t taken him long to realize they had strange ideas about things.

And they took everything literally. He didn’t have that much patience when it came to explaining every little detail. Women from Earth were more to his liking. They knew the score. He slowly turned in his chair, expecting to see a beautiful woman.

There were very few times in his life he’d ever felt as though the wind had been knocked out of him. This just happened to be one of them. She didn’t look like most Nerakians. Warriors were darker—dark hair, dark eyes, dark clothes. Healers had long blond hair and usually wore green flowing robes, and man, were they a pain in the ass. He’d only met one, but that one had been more than enough. Each Nerakian had a different look that immediately said what their role on Nerak had been.


But this woman was different. God, was she different. His heart had already begun to pound, and the palms of his hands to sweat just looking at her. She was a walking, talking billboard of every man’s sexual fantasy—him included.

How the hell was he going to train her? She’d be nothing but a distraction to any team that she was on.

Crap, he felt as though Joe had sucker punched him. No wonder he’d wanted one-on-one training for her. Roan glared at him. Joe met his gaze head on, then gave a slight shake of his head. Yeah, Roan knew what Joe was trying to say—not here, not now.

Why the hell hadn’t he explained everything before she came in the room? Easy, because he’d known Roan wouldn’t have agreed to train her—too much distraction. She was the kind of woman that got men killed.

Man, this assignment was going to be a pain in the butt. Roan could see that already, but he slowly uncurled his body from the chair and came to his feet. He might be an asshole sometimes, but he was still a gentleman. He nodded his head. The gesture wasn’t that friendly, but hell, he was still in shock. And pissed at Joe because he could’ve warned Roan before the woman came in the room.

“Lyraka, sorry to keep you waiting. Please, have a seat,” Joe said as he also stood. “This is Roan. He’ll be your instructor.”

She glanced Roan’s way, then quickly sat in the other chair.

Yeah, she was different all right. He studied her. There was nothing specific to pinpoint what she was supposed to do in life. She didn’t carry herself with the self-assuredness of most Nerakians, either. Not that she came across as afraid, only wary, as though she didn’t easily trust.

She had the darkness of a warrior, like she tanned at the beach every weekend. Her hair was short and black. Her body lean, but with curves in all the right places.

It was her eyes that drew a man in and kept him from looking away. They were pale blue—hypnotic, and fringed with long, thick lashes. Bedroom eyes. The kind of eyes that conjured visions of two people in bed, naked bodies pressed against each other.

Roan quickly cleared his throat, and the images in his mind. He needed to stay focused on the matter at hand.

Joe had said Lyraka was only half Nerakian so that would explain why she didn’t look like other warriors. But did she have the skills of a warrior? If he had to start from scratch, it would mean he was stuck at the training center longer than he wanted.

He mentally shook his head. Of course she had skills. Joe wouldn’t send someone to him who didn’t at least know the basics.

Lyraka glanced in Roan’s direction. How could she not when his presence filled the room. He was the tallest man she’d ever been around. Not that she’d been around that many. Her mother, Aasera, had seen to that.

She guessed him to be at least six-four. His hair was as dark as hers, but his eyes were a clear, penetrating green and they seemed to look into her very soul. That was unnerving in itself. But it was more than that. He was the sexiest man she’d ever seen.

And he was going to be her instructor? This wasn’t good. Not at all. Was Mr. Beacon unaware of a Nerakian’s need for sex? Sure, she was only half Nerakian, but she’d noticed the impulses were getting stronger every day.

Nervously, she looked away, and then forced herself to smile at Mr. Beacon as she crossed her legs.

It didn’t help. She could still feel the body heat radiating from Roan. This wasn’t going to work. How in the world was she going to learn anything from him when all she wanted to do was drool all over him? All her life she’d been around artistic types—writers, painters and poets. They always wore dreamy expressions, lost in their own world. But Roan was…was…muscle, and hard planes and…

No, she wouldn’t go down that path. She wasn’t here for sex. Excitement, adventure—that was what she craved. She had a feeling Roan didn’t sit idly by and watch the world pass. She imagined he would be the type of man who lived his dreams and adventures. She took a deep, steadying breath. Everything would work out just fine. She would be on a team so it wasn’t as though she would be alone with him.

At least he was sitting again. His presence didn’t quite feel as though it were swallowing her. It was much easier to concentrate on why she was here. She was going to be an elite agent, fighting crime and…and putting away the bad guys. Anticipation flittered through her.

She was going to actually do the things she’d only read about in adventure books while growing up at the colony. She’d devoured all the books in the local library, and watched all the secret agent movies she could get her hands on. It was hard to believe she was actually here, and soon she would start her training.

Her gaze strayed toward Roan and she saw that he was checking her out. That was unexpected and unnerving. She quickly looked forward again. Of course he would check her out. He was an agent. Duh. They did stuff like that.

“How was your trip?” Mr. Beacon asked.

“Long,” she said as she returned her full attention back to him and off Roan.

Mr. Beacon looked different from the man who’d stayed at the colony. Not as relaxed, but that had only been a cover for him. No wonder he couldn’t paint. The man didn’t have an artistic bone in his body.

No, Mr. Beacon had chanced upon Lyraka’s mother one day, and suspected she was Nerakian. He’d begun to watch her more closely, even renting one of the cabins, hoping to one day recruit her.

After her mother returned to Nerak, he’d recruited Lyraka instead. She’d jumped at the chance to train for the elite force of agents who kept the world safe.


Had she made the right choice? Roan hadn’t said or done anything, but he made her nervous the way he seemed to study her every move. She was getting the distinct impression that he didn’t even like her. There hadn’t been an ounce of welcome in his expression.

Now she was being ridiculous. The trip had been tiresome from East Texas to Colorado, and she wasn’t the most experienced driver in the world. She was exhausted, nothing more. The man didn’t even know her.

“You’re special, Lyraka,” Mr. Beacon continued. “For now, I don’t want you mingling with other Nerakians, or anyone else for that matter.”

Dread washed over her. She closed her eyes for a moment. This was going to be just like her life at the colony. Always watched, always having to be careful of what she said or did so no one would suspect she was part alien. This was the one place she thought would be different. She knew she wasn’t like other earthlings, or other Nerakians, but she was tired of being alone.

She made a quick decision and came to her feet. “You know what life was like at my mother’s colony, the isolation.” She shook her head. “I thought it would be different here. I was wrong.” She started to turn away.

“It’s only until Roan can teach you how best to use your…unique abilities,” he hurried on. “Give it a chance, at least. I promise you won’t be isolated for long.”

She looked at Mr. Beacon, but could see nothing deceiving in his expression. He’d been good at fooling everyone at the colony while he’d studied her mother, though.

But he’d been more than just a guest at the colony. He’d been like a father to her, and had even taught her to drive. She suddenly felt as though she were being tugged in two different directions.

“Please, just give this a chance. That’s all I’m asking.”

She watched his expression, but saw only sincerity. Maybe she wouldn’t completely trust him, or Roan, but then, she didn’t have much of a choice. It was either stay here or make the drive back to the colony. Did she really want to leave? If it did work out, then all the better. “Okay, for a while.”

“Good,” Mr. Beacon rubbed his hands together. “I know it’s late, and you’ve had a long day. Rest tonight. Tomorrow morning will be early enough for you to start.” He turned to Roan. “I took the liberty of having your things moved, and Lyraka’s as well, to Building F. I thought it would be better if you had as few interruptions as possible. You’ll find everything you need when you get there.”

“Remind me later to thank you,” Roan said.

His deep voice was like a rush of hot air washing over her. It was raspy, and had a way of touching her in places that hadn’t been touched in a long time. She fought down the tingling sensation that quickly spread over her body as her Nerakian blood heated. She would control her sexual urges this time. She would.

Her one and only night of sex had ended in disaster, and she didn’t want to repeat the experience. She had a feeling she’d scarred the man for life. Poor Rick.

He’d run back to his cabin before they could finish, but what she had experienced had only whet her appetite for more. Except Rick had been gone the next morning. Since that disaster, she’d tried to keep all her sexual thoughts under control.

Lyraka glanced Roan’s way. She could tell by the way his jaw twitched that he wasn’t happy about the situation. What was his problem? She wasn’t that thrilled, either.

Damn it, she’d hoped for more freedom and the ability to do as she pleased while in training. Rather than show her disappointment, she raised her chin and met his frown when he looked her way. She wasn’t afraid of him.

Well, maybe a little. He was really big…and had lots of sexy muscles.

Joe came to his feet. “I’ll check your progress in a few days.”


Roan stood. She did the same. So this was it. The beginning of a new life.

She chewed her bottom lip.

But no sex. Her gaze moved to Roan. She would just take a lot of cold showers. And hope they worked.







Chapter 2



Lyraka followed Roan outside to an olive green Jeep that was parked in front of the building. She cast one last glance at the building before she stepped off the curb. It would have been nice training with other people, and probably safer—for him.

Roan climbed in on the driver’s side, tossing a manila envelope into the backseat. Lyraka slid in on the passenger side. Even with a gear shift between them, he was way too close to suit her. When she inhaled, she caught the spicy scent of his aftershave. It was a little too nice, a little too pleasant. She subtly moved closer to her door.

“I won’t bite,” he spoke gruffly, breaking the silence.

No, but she might.

Roan would be training her. She would need to get used to being around him. Easier said than done. His presence filled the Jeep.

“I didn’t think you would bite,” she told him. “Most earthlings aren’t cannibals.”

He snorted. She wasn’t sure if it was meant to be a laugh or not.

“You don’t like me very much, do you?” She might as well bring her thoughts out into the open. She wanted to know why he disliked her so much. She hadn’t done anything to him.


He met her gaze. “You’re a means to an end,” he said, then returned his attention to the road.

“What exactly does that mean?”

“That as soon as you’re trained, I get to go back on active duty.”

“Why can’t you do that now?”

“Do you always ask this many question?”

“No.”

He chuckled at her words. The sound was different from the snort of a moment ago. It rippled over her in small waves of excitement. Her nipples tightened in response. This wasn’t good. She glanced his way. His shoulders were less tense than they had been when he’d first climbed behind the wheel. Angry was better, safer.

“I was out of commission from an injury. I go back to active duty when I finish training you.”

“But you don’t want to train me,” she guessed.

“I don’t, you’re right. I think you’ll be a distraction more than anything.”

“A distraction?”

“Look in the mirror. You’re hot and sexy. A distraction.”

She didn’t know whether to be insulted or flattered. She wasn’t sure she liked his answer. Most Nerakians were beautiful. She wasn’t that concerned about her looks. “Do you have something against Nerakians?” She looked at him again, but he kept his gaze forward.

“I don’t think they’re anything special.”

She bristled.

“But then, you’re only half Nerakian,” he said.

She sat straighter. “I’m proud of both sides of my ancestry.”

Actually, she hadn’t really thought about it that much. She was who she was, and that was all that mattered. Well, until lately. She found she was a little more curious about the Nerakian half of her heritage.

She knew very little about that side. Her mother had rarely spoken of the planet that had disowned her. Lyraka only knew that Nerakians had a heightened sexual awareness, and that chocolate could become an addiction.

She also knew Nerak was a planet populated only by women. After the elders had manipulated the DNA so only females would be born the wars stopped. Her mother, Aasera, had been an intergalactic traveler—until she’d gotten pregnant.

Aasera had been given the choice of aborting the pregnancy and returning to Nerak, or being exiled on Earth. Lyraka knew the decision had been difficult for her mother. She’d had to give up everything.

Aasera had protected Lyraka as best she could over the years so that Lyraka wouldn’t make the same mistake. But the one night, well, almost a whole night, she had spent with a poet had awakened desires inside her that she was finding hard to keep under control.

She closed her eyes for a moment. It had been really good while it lasted. Lights had flashed around her. She’d in turn absorbed their color, her skin turning shades of deep purple, hot red, and cool blue.

The Jeep hit a bump in the road and she was thrown off balance. She quickly righted herself as she pulled her thoughts back to the present. She refused to relive that night. Poor Rick had been as white as a sheet of paper. She’d quickly realized he wasn’t having nearly as much fun as she was having. What little she’d experienced though had been earth shattering.

If they’d have finished, she was pretty sure it would’ve been an awesome encounter. She had a feeling she was going to be doomed to a celibate life.

She glanced out the window at the trees on her side as they traveled higher into the mountains. For a moment, she longed to escape to the quiet serenity the woods would offer. They had always been as much a part of her as the colony. It was good to know they were close enough that she could lose herself in the fragrant scents and peace they had to offer if things became too chaotic.

Lyraka and Roan made the rest of the trip in silence, but she couldn’t help notice when Roan slid his hand along the curve of the steering wheel, absently stroking it with his thumb. She drew in a ragged breath and closed her eyes.

Why did Nerakians have to be such a passionate race? That was how her mother had ended up pregnant. A baby would be nice someday, but not at this time in her life.

“Home sweet home,” Roan muttered as he pulled in front of the two-story building.

A cold shiver of foreboding swept over Lyraka as she stared at the stark, and very sterile, building. It was nothing like her mother’s colony where there were bubbling fountains and fragrant flowers. This place looked institutional.

They got out of the Jeep and walked to the front door. It opened as they approached, and a man stepped outside. A very tall man, almost as tall as Roan, with broad shoulders. She wondered if he worked for the agency, too.

“We’ve been expecting you,” the man said. “I’m Cole.” An older woman joined him. “This is Frances.”

Roan’s eyes narrowed. “I was told we’d be working alone.”

Cole smiled. “And so you will. We take care of the place. We’ll be here but you won’t really see us that much.”

Roan took a phone out of his pocket and flipped it open. After he punched in some numbers he put it next to his ear.

“You said we’d be alone. Two of them. Yes, a man and a woman.” He frowned. “Next time, tell me your plans before I blow off someone’s head.”

That’s when Lyraka noticed Roan’s hand was resting on the butt of a gun that was under his jacket. His stance had looked so casual that she hadn’t noticed anything out of the ordinary.

“Joe should’ve told you about us.” Cole shook his head. “I hate when he leaves out details.”

“So you’re what—a butler?” Roan asked as he replaced his phone.

Cole frowned. “Retired agent. I still like to help out, and I’m an extra pair of hands if needed.”


“Sorry.”

“I’ll be preparing all the meals,” Frances said. “I’ve been told I’m a good cook, and I do the housecleaning, too.”

Lyraka thought the woman was a little abrupt. She had a feeling Frances might have a military background.

“Your rooms are across from each other,” Frances continued as she started back inside.

Everyone followed.

“Second floor,” she continued. “Roan’s is the first room on the left, and Lyraka, I put you in the one across from him. I serve meals at nine, one and six. If you’d like the times changed, just let me know, otherwise we’ll stay out of your way. We leave at seven in the evening, and return at eight the next morning. If you require something, you can leave a note here,” she pointed to a desk in the hallway where there was a pad and pen.

“She runs a tight ship,” Cole said with a twinkle in his eye.

Frances frowned. “I’m organized.”

“The times to eat are fine,” Roan said with little warmth.

Was he always this abrupt? He was going to be a lot of fun to be around. Yeah, right.

“If there’s nothing you require, we’ll leave you to get acquainted with your new home.” They disappeared around a corner when Roan didn’t say anything.

It wasn’t exactly a homey atmosphere. There was nothing personal. Not even a picture on the wall. Lyraka had to remind herself that she’d wanted something different from what she’d known her whole life. It would just take a little adjusting on her part. She started up the stairs.

“Where are you going?” Roan asked.

“I thought I’d check out my room.” He sounded awfully bossy, much like Frances, and she was getting a little tired of people telling her what to do.

“Wait.”

“Why?”


“Your first lesson: treat everything as hostile.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Like almost blowing away the help?”

His expression wasn’t happy. “You can’t be too cautious.”

“I can take care of myself.”

His gaze slowly roamed over her in a way that made her body go from hot to hotter. He really, really shouldn’t look at her like that.

“That’s my job from now on. Joe said your…abilities were different. That you needed more control and discipline.”

“My abilities?”

“Joe told me your skills weren’t the same as other Nerakians.” His gaze moved over her again. “I can’t see where you could be a national threat or anything. Most pure bred Nerakians don’t have much power, if you ask me.”

So Mr. Beacon hadn’t mentioned that instead of lessening her abilities because she was half earthling, her skills were greater than anyone could imagine. It would be interesting to see his reaction.

She sauntered closer to him. “I think it goes deeper than you not wanting to be stuck training me. You really don’t like me very much, do you?”

His gaze dropped to her lips and she could almost feel the warmth of his brushing across hers, but then he frowned again. He did that a lot.

“I don’t have any feelings for you one way or another, lady.”

She could actually accept him not liking her. She wasn’t that crazy about him—only his body. It was time she got a little even, though.

“He was right you know,” she told him.

“Who was right?”

“Mr. Beacon. My abilities are different.”

“Whatever. I’ll check the upstairs. Don’t come up until I give the all clear.”

“I don’t take orders well.”


“It’s time you learned.” He walked to the steps, stopping halfway and looking back at her. “I’m the boss while you’re here.” He turned and continued up the stairs.

Roan felt a brush of air and looked over his shoulder, his hand automatically reaching inside his jacket, resting on his gun, but the breeze hadn’t come from an opened door. He turned back around and saw Lyraka at the top of the stairs. His gaze jerked back to where she’d been standing, then back to the top of the stairs.

“Like I said,” Lyraka began, “I don’t take orders very well.” She sauntered toward her room.

How the hell had she made it past him! No one could move that fast. No one!

Crap! He should’ve made Joe explain more about Lyraka. Roan had assumed she’d be like all the others. He ran a hand through his hair. He had a feeling this assignment had just gotten a whole lot harder.







Chapter 3



“What the hell was that?” Roan asked as he burst inside Lyraka’s room.

“What was what?” She stood at the window, looking at the dense trees.

“You know damn well what I mean.”

Yeah, she did. She was stalling. He’d pissed her off, and she’d wanted to get even with him, with Mr. Beacon, with the fact she was being isolated again.

She turned, and for just a second, forgot what she was going to say. It wasn’t fair that one man should look this devastatingly attractive, nor should her over active hormones be raging this much.

But he was, and they were.

“That was one of my abilities,” she said. “I can move really fast. Want me to show you again?” She raised her eyebrows in question. “Maybe you didn’t see it the first time.”

Before he could answer, she moved to stand behind him. Now she was showing off and she knew it, but for a very long time she’d hidden most of her skills, not wanting to draw attention to herself. There was a sense of freedom that came with showing Roan exactly what she was capable of doing, and that she wasn’t like every other Nerakian he’d trained.

“Did you see me that time?” she whispered, smirking, and not caring that she did.


He whirled around, grasping her shoulders so she couldn’t move. Oops, she hadn’t been expecting that.

“If you think you’re being funny, you’re not.”

Even with him holding her, feeling the heat of his hands on her shoulders, she still couldn’t help goading him just a little more. “But you’re impressed, aren’t you?”

It was rather interesting taunting him. She’d never felt this energy running through her before. She’d always been quiet and obedient and stayed in the background, as her mother had warned her to do. No one could discover they weren’t quite normal.

But now, for the first time in her life, she felt alive. “Maybe you’re thinking that you judged me too quickly? That I might be more than you bargained for?”

He let go of her as if to say he didn’t give a damn if she left the room or not.

“You’re fast.”

He pulled his gun from under his jacket and held it up before she could think to move out of harm’s way, not that he was actually pointing it at her.

“But I’d wager even you can’t stop a bullet,” he said.

Anger boiled inside her. He’d turned the tables on her, and she didn’t like it. “Are you sure?” No, she couldn’t stop a bullet but he didn’t have to be so damned cocky about it.

His expression darkened. “Someone else might have been tempted to find out. This might be a game to you, but it isn’t to me. If you’re going to be on the elite force, you have to learn to follow the rules.”

“We don’t officially start until tomorrow, right?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Then if you don’t mind, leave.” She stepped out of his way so he could walk past her and out the door.

He holstered his gun. “Anything you say, sweetheart.”

He went around her, leaving her door open. She walked over, tempted to slam it. Instead, she very calmly closed it and reached inside her purse for her cell phone, then punched in Mr. Beacon’s private number.

“Please tell me you haven’t killed Roan,” Mr. Beacon said before she could say a word.

She flopped down on the side of the bed. “If you knew what kind of a man he was, why did you pick him as my instructor?”

Silence.

She frowned.

“You didn’t kill him, did you?”

“Why? Would he be such a great loss?” Mr. Beacon didn’t know all her skills, but she couldn’t just kill someone. What’d he think, that she’d vaporize people with one look? It was a tempting thought.

Silence.

“No, Mr. Beacon, I didn’t kill Roan—yet.”

His sigh of relief was audible. “I picked Roan because he’s the best. He’ll be able to train you in all areas of covert operations. And call me Joe. We’re not so formal here.”

She leaned back against the pillow and stared at the dull white ceiling. “Okay, Joe. Now tell me how Roan is going to complete my training in a few weeks?”

“It’ll probably take longer,” he hedged.

“But he thinks he’ll be going back to field work pretty soon. Does he even know I’m not a warrior?”

“Not exactly.”

She rolled her eyes. “He’s not going to be happy.”

“I don’t think he’ll mind too much once he witnesses some of your extraordinary abilities.”

“Yeah, but I might.”

“Just give it a little time. Roan has a tendency to grow on people.”

“My mother once told me there’s a species that grows on people. I’m not sure I want Roan to grow on me.”

Joe chuckled. “That’s what I like about you, Lyraka. You have a great sense of humor.”


“Oh, yeah, I’m a regular comedian.”

They talked a few more minutes and then said good-bye. She didn’t feel the least bit reassured. Her gaze moved to the window. She didn’t want to stay cooped up inside. Not when she was surrounded by woods just waiting for her to explore.

She opened the closet. Her clothes had been neatly put away. She changed out of her dark slacks and pulled on a pair of jeans and a dark green T-shirt. She traded her heels for socks and heavy, lace-up, hiking boots.

Lyraka made sure the coast was clear before she slipped out of her room and down the stairs. She needed space—air she could breathe without sharing it with another person. She needed the safety of the woods where she could feel at peace with the world, with herself. Roan had made her jittery and out of sync. It wasn’t a feeling she liked.

Once outside, she began to calm down and breathe easier. The air was crisp with a hint of fall as summer began to fade away. The trees became thicker the farther she went. This was where she felt the most serenity. Deep in the woods where there was only the sound of animals and…

Her forehead puckered.

And the sound of someone following her. She stopped and listened. Not an animal, unless it was a bear. No, whoever it was walked too carefully to be a big, lumbering bear. But the tread was heavy. It had to be human. She hated that someone had taken it upon himself to disturb her tranquility, and she was pretty sure she knew who it was.

She moved past a tree, then stopped, leaning against it. For a moment, she stood still, eyes closed as she became one with the tree. She was getting faster at blending in. Like a chameleon, her body and her clothing transformed until she actually became part of the tree.

If someone had asked how she did this, she wouldn’t know what to tell them, except that it just happened—when she had total concentration. It was the same with her speed and her hearing. She didn’t know why she was so fast, or why she was sensitive to sound, she just was.

Whoever followed was getting closer. There was just the slightest noise of rustling in the fallen leaves. It really helped to have better than average hearing. She opened her eyes just enough to see who followed her.

Roan, of course. She’d already guessed as much.

He covertly crept past her.

“I’m sure you’re not out for a nightly stroll. I’ll just assume you’re following me,” she said.

Roan whirled around. His gaze quickly scanned the area. “Come out from whatever tree you’re hiding behind.”

She smiled. He was standing right in front of her. “You mean this one?” She stepped forward. There was barely a foot between them.

“Christ! How the hell did you do that?”

“Do what?” she innocently asked.

“Camouflage yourself with the tree.”

“Practice.”

“That’s a good way to get yourself killed.”

“I’m not scared of termites if that’s what you’re implying.”

He closed the space between them. So close she could see flecks of gold in his green eyes. His presence dominated the space. It was all she could do not to step back.

“It’s not termites I’m talking about. When I’m startled, sometimes I shoot first, and ask questions later.”

“I doubt Joe would like it if you shot me.”

“Don’t come out here again. Not alone.”

She raised her chin. “Like I said, I can take care of myself.”

“Can you?” His eyes half closed and before she could stop him, his mouth lowered to hers.

At first, he only brushed his lips across hers. The chill she’d felt earlier quickly left her body as Roan ignited a fire inside her.

His hand moved to the back of her neck and began to massage. She couldn’t stop the moan as she leaned in closer, wanting more, needing more. The familiar heat swelled inside her.

He didn’t disappoint her as he deepened the kiss, moving his hand from the back of her neck to slide beneath her T-shirt and under her bra as he cupped her breast.

Shocked by his unexpected touch, she stepped back, but he followed her. The tree that had once meant safety now became her prison, but one she wasn’t sure she wanted to escape as Roan rubbed his thumb over her hard nipple. Her body began to ache. She could feel the light, the colors.

Did he know what he was doing? Oh, God, yes, he knew exactly what he was doing, and he did it very well.

Rick had said she’d burned him. He had even cried out in pain. What if she did the same thing to Roan? Could she scar a man for life? Would she have an orgasm only to open her eyes afterwards and find a pile of ashes where a man had once been?

Bleh!

But she didn’t want him to stop causing the sensations of pleasure that swarmed over her, and she couldn’t think straight. Her arms automatically went around his neck.

He pressed closer, his erection pushing against the front of her pants. He nudged against her sex. Roan was making it difficult for her to breathe as the ache inside her grew.

Even Rick had never made her feel anything like this. Not this sudden burst of fire rushing through her. There was no awkward fumbling this time.

No, this wasn’t Roan’s first time, and she found herself wanting more, even though she wasn’t sure she liked him. If this was what it felt like to be slutty, she didn’t care, because it felt so damn good.

He abruptly pulled away from her. She grabbed his arms to keep from falling. Her breathing was ragged and filled the air around them.

“There’s more than one kind of danger, and you just proved you can’t protect yourself.” Roan spoke softly, his words caressing her as much as his hands had a moment ago. That was probably why it took longer for the meaning of his words to sink in.

Lyraka shoved away from him, her back bumping the tree. He’d only been using her.

“Like I said,” he continued. “Don’t go into the woods alone again. And take a couple of aspirins, your skin felt hot. You might be coming down with something. Sick or not, we start your training tomorrow.”

She used her speed to move away from him, and didn’t stop until she was nearly back at the building. Before stepping from the trees, she dropped down to the ground.

He’d ruined the one place where she’d always been able to find solace. What was worse, he’d used her weakness against her. Of course he would know Nerakians were a passionate race. She hated him!

When she heard his heavier steps, she blended with her surroundings and glared at him. He stopped and looked around as if he sensed she watched him. She held her breath.

“As long as I’m your instructor, you’ll follow my orders. If you don’t, I’ll tell Joe you’re not working out. He might like you, but he’ll go along with my recommendation. I guess it all comes down to how bad do you want this.” He stepped from the woods and walked back toward the building.

She picked up a fistful of leaves and crumbled them in her hands. Roan was an ass. He probably wanted her to quit so he could be released to go back to active duty.

When Joe had told her about the elite force, she’d jumped at the chance. This was an opportunity to use her gifts. She didn’t want to hide who she was any longer. She’d been doing that all her life. Growing up had been like living in a closed room where there was no light, no windows, but now the door was open, and she actually had the opportunity to do something she could be proud of.

At least, Lyraka hoped she could. Joe had already told her the training would be intense and that she would have a lot to learn in a short period of time. Only the best made it through his boot camp, and then there was more training. Maybe she wouldn’t be good enough.

One thing she knew for sure, she wouldn’t give Roan the satisfaction of knowing he’d made her quit.

 

Roan stomped back inside the building, but before he could close the door a breeze swept past him. He caught just a glimpse of short dark hair and the light fragrance Lyraka wore.

He’d had a feeling she was going to be some kind of pissed off at him for kissing her, then leaving her wanting more. He’d been right.

This wasn’t the way to start off her training. Damn it, he shouldn’t have kissed her. Now he’d be thinking about how she’d tasted, how her breast had felt cupped in his hand, the way her nipple had hardened when he’d brushed his thumb over it.

He stopped just inside and took a deep breath. He didn’t need that image in his head, not when he was stuck in the middle of nowhere, with a woman he knew would join him in his bed with very little encouragement on his part. At least, in that respect, she was like all the other Nerakians he’d ever met. But he’d never taken one to his bed. None had ever tempted him, at least, until now.

He started up to his room, but changed his mind and went in the opposite direction. The building they were staying in was small and industrial looking. There certainly wasn’t a feeling of home and hearth. But then, he had a job to do and he needed to make sure he remembered that. Getting cozy was not on his agenda, no matter how tempting Lyraka was. Better to get the lay of the building than to lay her.

The kitchen was to his right so he went to the left. There was a living room of sorts with a big fireplace, a couple of chairs, a coffee table, and a sofa just off the main entry. This room came closer to being comfortable.

The living room opened into the training area. It was about half the size of a gym and was equipped with treadmills and weights—all the equipment anyone would need to stay in shape. He walked closer, then frowned. There were also machines to gauge one’s performance. Joe could’ve forewarned him about Lyraka’s abilities. His boss had a sick sense of humor.

Just off the gym was a classroom where he’d teach Lyraka the fundamentals of the force—bookwork. The one thing that every trainee detested, including the Nerakians.

Most of them were more like psychics. They could sense things others couldn’t. There were a couple of warriors in the bunch—which was a joke. Their planet was at peace.

Warriors without a war. But they were trained, and some of them were pretty good fighters. He figured Lyraka was in that group since Joe said it should only take a few weeks to train her. It didn’t mean he had to like doing it though.

Every last Nerakian was a female. Not a man among them.

That wasn’t right. Not right at all.

The Nerakians knew about the universe and some of the other species that inhabited neighboring planets so the agency used the knowledge of the ones who’d left Nerak looking for something more.

Not that the Nerakians were getting much action on Earth. So far, the force hadn’t had any trouble keeping the peace in the third zone, but it always paid to stay on one’s toes. He didn’t trust any aliens.

Especially Lyraka, now that he knew her skills went beyond the norm. No wonder Joe had practically been salivating when he talked about her. Her speed was phenomenal. But this camouflage thing she had was something else.

Excitement coursed through his veins at the thought of training someone like her. What other abilities did she have? His gaze moved upward, toward her room. He looked forward to finding out.

Except for the fact that she was probably put off by him right now. Not that he could really blame her. He hadn’t acted like Mr. Charm.


He ran a hand through his hair. He wasn’t even that irritated with her. Joe was the one who’d pissed him off. Roan could only take so much when it came to training people. He wanted to get back to actually working, rather than talking about it.

As long as the third zone was quiet, agents only had to make a couple of flybys to let other inhabitants know they were watching. The rest of the time he could do investigative work, maybe some undercover. With his clearance code, the possibilities were endless.

He walked out of the training area, glanced toward the stairs once more, and knew deep down inside himself that this assignment wasn’t going to be as dreary as he’d first thought. His pulse sped up at the thought of working with Lyraka. He didn’t think it was all because of her skills, either.

He’d pushed a button in her this afternoon, and she’d shown him what she could do. He wondered how many buttons he would need to push to find out all her secrets.







Chapter 4



Dinner that night was quiet. Lyraka sat at one end of a long table and Roan at the other. Frances had silently served them. As soon as they finished the meal, Lyraka moved to what she supposed could be called a living room.

The only thing that kept it from being cold and stark was the furniture and the fireplace. There were no pictures on the wall, no throws or pillows on the sofa or chair.

Shivers ran down her spine. There was a chill in the evening air that the crackling fire didn’t quite remove, but she had a feeling that came more from Roan than the actual temperature. He’d spoken barely two words to her, but that was okay. After the incident in the woods, she wasn’t sure she wanted to make idle conversation with him.

She walked closer to the fire and held out her hands in front of it, absorbing some of its warmth. She supposed Cole had started it. She had caught glimpses of him, but otherwise he and Frances had done exactly what they said they would do—stay in the background. It was nice to know she and Roan weren’t the only two in the building.

Even at the colony, she hadn’t felt this isolated from the outside world. She suddenly had a deep longing for home, and the comfortable silence that existed between her and her mother. Sometimes Aasera would read poetry, or they would walk beneath the night sky. As an explorer, her mother had told her all about the stars.

But Aasera was back on Nerak. She’d returned only once to Earth to make sure Lyraka was all right. Her mother had fairly glowed with happiness. Jealousy had flittered through Lyraka because her mother was training other Nerakians to explore. Once again, Aasera’s world was exciting. Lyraka had never seen her mother so full of life.

It hurt, and she felt even more lonely, she wouldn’t deny it. On the other hand, she couldn’t take away her mother’s joy. Not when the longing to return to Nerak had burned in Aasera’s eyes the few times she’d mentioned her home planet. Lyraka was glad for her.

Although Lyraka missed her mother more than she thought she ever could, she’d told her everything was fine and that Mr. Beacon would take good care of her. He would, too. She wasn’t so sure about Roan, though.

She glanced toward him and hoped she hadn’t lied to her mother, albeit unknowingly. Lyraka wasn’t so sure Roan would look out for her best interest. She glanced in his direction as he sat in one of the chairs in front of the fireplace, legs stretched out in front of him.

What was he thinking about? Was he remembering when he’d kissed her? Not likely. Roan had probably known many women, had made love to most of them. She was certain sharing one kiss with her wouldn’t affect him one way or the other.

But it had her. More than she wanted to even think about. How could she enjoy when a man held her close, and hate him at the same time?

She moved away from the fireplace and stood in front of the window, staring at the blackness outside. She didn’t need any more heat.

God, what was she doing here? If she was home, she’d take a walk to ease the restlessness growing inside her. She was even more restricted than before. Roan would probably get pissed if she even suggested going for a walk.

Anger flared inside her, but just as quickly was gone. She wanted to become a part of this elite force more than anything. If she went against Roan’s demands, he would tell Joe about her non-compliance and it would all be over, then where would she be?

For a brief moment, headlights illuminated the trees. Cole and Frances were leaving for the evening. She was alone with Roan, and she was very aware of his presence. She might not like him that much but she couldn’t stop the quickening of her pulse. There was just enough Nerakian blood flowing through her veins that her lust was strong, and enough Earth blood to be really pissed at him, all at the same time.

“We’ll start early in the morning,” he said, breaking the silence of the room.

She looked at him, then turned back to the window. “I always wake early.” There was something peaceful about walking through the woods in the early morning when the dew kissed the earth. When the sun broke through the trees, the ground shimmered like diamonds.

Aasera had said there were lots of gems on Nerak. Diamonds as big as her thumb. Emeralds, rubies…stones that sparkled in the light of the bright sunshine. Someday she would like to go there.

Not that she thought that would ever really happen. She would probably be an outcast—not an earthling, not Nerakian. She wasn’t quite sure exactly who she was.

Now she was getting maudlin. She knew who she was. She just wasn’t sure exactly where she fit in. She was a square peg trying to fit into a round hole.

“Do you play chess?” Roan asked.

“No,” she said without looking at him. They’d already played enough games for one day.

“Checkers?”


“No.” She glanced at him.

He stood and again she marveled at just how tall he was. If he ever came to her mother’s home he would have to duck just to get past the door. Not that she thought he’d ever visit.

“I noticed some board games when I was looking around earlier.”

He went to a cabinet and opened it. There were stacks of boxed games. They seemed out of place here.

“I told you that I don’t know how to play either of those games.” What? Now he was trying to be Mr. Nice Guy?

“Then it’s time you learned. I’ll take it easy on you. We’ll start off with checkers.”

“Easy on me?” She was very smart and learned quickly. No one had to take it easy on her. But it still didn’t mean she wanted to learn what would probably prove to be a very boring game.

He dragged his chair over to the coffee table and sat down, removing the board from the box. When he had it set up, he looked at her. “It’s kind of hard to play from over there. Unless you have elastic arms or something.”

“No, my arms don’t stretch.” Ass.

“Then let’s play.”

She frowned. It wasn’t as though she had plans for tonight, unless she wanted to meditate in her room. She’d never enjoyed sitting in a corner with her legs crossed, thinking about absolutely nothing.

Okay, she’d play his stupid game. She dragged the other chair over, sitting across from him.

“You’re black and I’m red,” he said.

“Why do I have to be black?” Her favorite color was red, not black.

He turned the board so that the red disks faced her. “Okay, you’re red. Better?”

She shrugged. It hadn’t mattered that much, but since there was a choice, she’d rather be red. Roan probably thought she was spoiled and had to have her way. Not that she cared what he thought.


“The object of the game is to win my black pieces by moving around the board.”

“How do I win them?” She stared at the board.

He quickly explained the rules which sounded simple enough.

“You move first,” he said.

It was probably a trick. If she moved first, he would take her red game piece. “No, you move first.”

“Whatever.” He moved out. “Your turn.”

He hadn’t left himself unprotected so she couldn’t steal his checker. She moved hers, he moved one of his, she moved hers, he moved his, then she moved again. He jumped two of her checkers and scooped them up. She frowned when she looked at him. “You took my checkers.”

He raised his eyebrows. “That is the object of the game.”

It might be the object of the game but she didn’t have any of his. She was losing and it didn’t sit very well with her.

She moved again, careful to protect her red pieces this time. He moved, leaving a checker vulnerable. She jumped him, gloating when she picked up his black chip. As she had first thought, this was a simple game and she did catch on fast. She made a production out of setting his chip on her side.

He jumped the piece that she’d used to take his, then had the nerve to gloat.

That hadn’t been very nice.

“Your turn,” he told her.

She glared at him. “I know.” Leaning forward, she stared at the game board, calculating her next move. Five minutes later, she moved. He quickly followed her chip with his black one.

So, that was his strategy. He was trying to trap her. She studied the board, then moved a checker three rows over. He advanced another square. She moved in for the kill and jumped his. He jumped both hers.

“King me,” he said.

Her frown deepened. That’s exactly what she’d like to do! But instead of turning violent, she placed one of her hard earned black chips on top of his. Then she studied the board again. She wanted a king. And why did they call it king, anyway. She’d call hers queens.

Roan watched Lyraka as she gazed intently at the board. Amazing how much you could learn from someone just playing a board game. She hated losing and didn’t easily give up. No, she studied each one of his moves, weighed the risks, then moved her piece. She wouldn’t win this game, but he had no doubt she would be winning before the night was over. He liked the way she thought out what she was going to do before she did it, rather than blindly rushing in.

She jumped three of his black pieces. He sat forward. How had she done that? He scanned the board. Did she maneuver him into position, or had it just been dumb luck? He looked at her. She smirked. For a moment, he forgot all about the game as he got lost in her eyes. When she turned her attention to taking his three checkers, the spell was broken.

“Good move,” he told her.

“Yes, I know.”

“Your modesty is admirable.”

She laughed. The sound washed over him, touching him, caressing him. Was tempting men beyond reason another of her gifts?

“I won your pieces fair and square because I outthought you.”

“You think so?”

“I know so.”

He rested his elbows on his knees and studied every angle of the board. She would be a good opponent.

“Are you going to move or do you give up?” she said, breaking his concentration.

“What?”

“You’ve been studying the board for ten minutes.”

He glanced at the clock on the wall. Actually, it had only been nine. He looked back at the board again, then made his move.

She studied the board, then moved. He only took a few minutes this time. She was falling into his trap just as he planned. She moved. He moved. One more and he’d have her. She jumped the rest of his checkers and scooped them off the board.

How the hell had she done that? He looked at the board and immediately realized where he’d made a wrong move. Again he had to wonder if it had been skill or luck.

“You’re not very good at checkers, are you?” she gloated.

“You got lucky.”

“Sore loser?”

“You won’t win the next one.”

Five games later, and nearing eleven on the wall clock, Lyraka had won three out of five games. Maybe it hadn’t been dumb luck. She was pretty good at figuring out her opponent’s strategy.

She stood, stretching her arms above her head, revealing an expanse of creamy skin and a sexy little belly button. The only things going through his mind were how soft her skin actually felt, and how it was all he could do to restrain himself from pulling her into his lap and kissing her into submission.

“I’m beat,” she said. “It’s been a long day, and you did say we’d start at six.”

He wouldn’t tell her he’d already started his evaluation of her with the games of checkers they’d played. There were more ways to see how a person ticked than answering silly questions on a form some doctor made up when he was bored and didn’t have anything better to do. No, Roan had his own way of doing things.

“Yes, six. I’ll see you in the morning,” he said.

She nodded as she headed for the stairs. Man, she had a nice walk. There was just enough sway in her hips to heat his blood. Her tight jeans hugged her ass in a way that made him almost jealous.


Damn, how the hell did Joe expect him to stay here in an isolated building, alone at night, with a woman who looked hot and sexy, and not touch her? Especially now that he knew she wasn’t repulsed by him. The situation was almost impossible. If it wasn’t for the fact that Joe had promised to let him return to active duty, Roan would have insisted someone else train Lyraka.

His problem wasn’t that he wanted to make love to her, that was pretty much inevitable. No, his problem was not knowing how long he could survive until he did sleep with her.

Things were going to get complicated.

He put away the game board and the checkers, then went to the front door and stepped out. The night air was cool and crisp. So different from the city noises. A coyote howled, a deeply mournful sound. Roan took a couple of deep breaths, then went back inside and locked the door before going up to his room to get ready for bed.

He wore pajama bottoms, but that was all, and only because of Lyraka just in case something happened and he had to hurry from the room. He didn’t want to send her into shock.

He picked up the manila envelope Joe had given him and dumped out the papers. There weren’t that many. He began to read.

Joe mentioned her speed, but that was all. Apparently, he didn’t know she could blend in with her surroundings. He flipped through the pages, skimming mostly, then replaced the papers and placed the envelope on his dresser.

Lyraka had lived at an artist colony all her life, been home schooled by an over protective mother—hell, Lyraka was probably a virgin. Oh, yeah, now he felt a hell of a lot better.

God, he was in such deep shit. A Nerakian virgin. If her powers were strengthened because she was of mixed blood, what happened when she made love? He’d heard all sorts of locker room tales. Some of the men had actually been leery of repeating the experience. He hadn’t paid a lot of attention to their stories. Now, he kind of wished he’d listened a little more carefully.

Had he awakened Lyraka’s sexual drive?

He dragged his fingers through his hair. Man, coming on to her in the woods had been low. Her Nerakian side had been hot and bothered in record time. Crap, not one day had passed and he’d already made a mess of things.

He sat on the side of his bed. Heat washed over him. He’d enjoyed kissing her, and it had been nice the way her breast had fit perfectly in the palm of his hand.

Go to sleep, Roan. Forget about her.

The little voice inside his head was right. He didn’t want to get mixed up with a Nerakian, even if she was half earthling. They only spelled trouble as far as he was concerned.

He switched off the light, then lay back in the bed and closed his eyes, but sleep was a long time coming. When he did finally fall asleep, he dreamt of Lyraka and her naked body pressed against his, her hands roaming over his naked skin, drawing him closer before spreading her thighs in open invitation.

Sometime during the night Roan woke and reached for her, only to find that side of the bed empty. He cursed, flopped to his other side and closed his eyes as he prayed for peaceful sleep without visions of Lyraka.

Except it didn’t happen.

Roan was in a foul mood when his alarm went off the next morning. He grabbed his clothes and headed toward the bathroom that was farther down the hall, knowing a shower might wake him up. He seriously doubted he would feel much better than he did now—which was pretty much like death warmed over.

He turned the knob. It was locked. He could hear faint humming on the other side.

Lyraka.

He rattled the doorknob.


“Just a minute.”

He leaned against the door facing and waited. A few moments later, she opened it, looking like a breath of fresh air. His gaze slid lazily over her. She wore deep blue leggings that clung to her incredibly long limbs and a light blue T-shirt that reached the top of her thighs.

Had she not been tormented by dreams of them making love? He frowned. Apparently not.

“Roan, you look bad. What’s the matter? Didn’t sleep well?”

“You could say that,” he grumbled as he went inside the bathroom and closed the door. Her expression said it didn’t bother her a bit that he hadn’t slept well. Hell, she probably relished his discomfort.

“I’ll meet you downstairs,” she called to him.

“Whatever.” He untied the string to his pajamas and let them drop to the floor. As soon as the water was warm, he stepped under the spray and just stood there, letting the water sluice over him.

Thirty minutes later, he admitted to himself that he felt better after a shower and a shave, but he still needed his coffee. He glanced at his watch. A quarter till six. He’d have to make it fast.

But once he got to the kitchen, the coffee was already made. The tantalizing smell filled the room. Nectar of the gods. He went straight to the cabinet, got a cup, poured himself some, then savored the first drink.

“You really get into your coffee, don’t you?” Lyraka commented.

He hadn’t even noticed her. He’d been too intent on getting his first cup down before they started their day.

He raised his cup. “Thanks for putting a pot on.”

“Don’t thank me. It was on a timer. Frances probably started it.”

“Then bless Frances.” He finished his first cup and poured another, noticing she drank orange juice rather than coffee.

He could almost see the excitement oozing from her. Rookies. They’d be the death of him. Joe had told him all he needed to do was teach her the basics. She wouldn’t be put in the field until he knew she was ready. Joe was like that. Most Nerakians were used for their brains and abilities, rather than fighting. That pretty much pissed off the warriors, except for one or two who showed exceptional fighting abilities and actually were chosen for field work.

Joe wanted Lyraka to sharpen her fighting tactics. That told Roan all he needed to know—Lyraka was going to be used for more than her brains. Roan could understand why, since witnessing her speed and ability to blend in with her surroundings.

“Ready?” he asked.

She nodded as she set her empty glass in the sink.

He watched her as they walked inside the training center—saw the excited expression on her face. Saw the way she tried to take all the equipment in at one glance.

“What are we going to do first?” she asked, the words practically bubbling out of her.

He knew what he’d like to do. He quickly cleared those kinds of thoughts from his mind.

“We’re going to see what you can do.” He set his coffee cup down on the desk. Top secret, Joe had said. Find out everything she can do. He had a feeling sex did not enter into the equation, though.

But Lyraka was definitely tempting.

It had only been a couple of nights since he’d been with a woman, but damn if it didn’t seem longer than that. There was just something about Lyraka that made him think about making slow sweet love all day long.

Yeah, she was definitely going to be a temptation.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
f REN KELLEY

\USA Today Bestsellin

Dating
Outiide
our

DNA





