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        Age is just a number and he's determined to get her to realize that.

      

      

      Jo Carlile takes some time for herself, heading down to Belize. As she checks into her hotel, she runs into a man she knows through a friend, who makes her want more than she can have.

      Kenan Matos, a falcon shifter, who works in a SAR group is home for some much needed time off. When he sees the one woman he wants more than anything, he turns his time into showing her that even if he is younger than her, it doesn't matter. Not to him and it shouldn't to her either. He is more than man enough to take care of her, for the rest of their lives.

    

  

  
    
      
        
        To those who aren’t afraid to go after what makes their heart sing!

        Fly on, baby, fly on!!
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      Miami

      “I’m sorry, you’re fucking doing what? Going where? When is this?”

      With an inaudible groan, Jo Carlile pushed her chair back with one sparkly stars and moon ankle sock, relying on her expertise to stay balanced and not crack open her skull on the cement floor of her home office. The air around her, cool, courtesy of the air conditioning flowing through the vents. Even so, she wanted to strip down to nothing and let the breeze hit her nakedness.

      “Calm down, Selena. I wanted something different this year. Dianna is undercover right now and won’t be done before the holiday. You’re in Brazil. Emily is off in Africa with her man. I don’t want to spend a holiday alone here in Miami. That’s just pathetic.” She did her best to make it sound like a joke, how pathetic it would be but the grunt that met her ears told her it had fallen flat.

      “Come to Brazil. You’re family.” The warmth and love flowed over the phone, allowing her, for a singular moment, to imagine they were in the same room. She and her best friend. It wasn’t to be.

      But I’m not, not anymore. She blinked away some tears and sighed as she allowed herself to thump forward to the floor. Forcing cheer into her voice, she tried again.

      “No, sweetie. I’m going to go off on a grand adventure. I’m heading to Belize and am going to play tourist and let some other schmuck other than myself do a tour. I’m going to go ziplining and find some hot man to shag.”

      A grumble of serious irritation. “You can fucking zipline here. You know this.”

      Yeah, she did. Rolling her shoulders, she slipped her feet into her four inch heels and stood. “I need to do this, Selena. Things are changing. We have to face that fact.”

      “I don’t if I don’t want to.”

      Walking across her floor, she flicked the light off, shrouding the office in darkness. Jo didn’t doubt that if they were face to face, Selena would have stomped her foot in pure stubbornness.

      This time the smile didn’t have to be forced. “Sweetie, you do. Em is happy and I can’t see her coming back here. She and Dianna still haven’t completely mended their fences. Plus there’s something else going on with Dianna right now that she’s not telling me about.” She went to her kitchen and pulled out a pre prepared meal setting it on the forest green counter top. “No, before you ask, no clue yet but when I figure it out, I’ll let you know. Dianna is just being secretive and for her, that’s like the fucking Fort Knox being tighter on their security.”

      “I worry.”

      Putting the phone on speaker, she turned for a glass as she gazed at her forest green and soft white kitchen with hints of wine red. It always made her feel like she was in nature. She pulled out her shellacked pink and gold mug with ‘Boss Bitch’ done with onyx black writing. “For what? I’m good. I’m happy in almost every aspect of my life, I’m just needing a break from Miami.”

      Slight shuffling. “And your family.”

      She shrugged despite Selena being about seven hundred miles from her as the crow flew, not even bothering belabor that point because it was true. Jo took the lid off and slid it in the microwave, setting the timer and moving back to the large island that sometimes had all her friends around it, eating and laughing with her.

      Jo had a huge family and while she loved them all, it also meant having a ton of people up in her business and in her life. They’d not been a fan of her heading to Brazil with her friends the first—and subsequent times she’d gone—they definitely weren’t going to be pleased when she called them from the airport that she was heading to Belize.

      I’m not dumb enough to tell them before my ass is past security and at my gate. In fact I’ll probably simply wait until I’ve boarded and call them a few minutes before I have to put my phone in plane mode.

      Yep, that was a far better plan. The microwave beeped.

      Although, there was always a chance her mother would find a way to get past there to her. Five more days and she was gone for a month. A full thirty days of a brand new adventure. Was she saddened her besties couldn’t come? Of course. Would it stop her from going? Hell no.

      “How long until you’re back?”

      The low tone of her friend broke into her thoughts of how her mother wouldn’t hesitate to storm the airport. Hell, that woman would probably call in a bomb threat or say she was a danger simply to get her ass off the plane.

      New plan. Call when she landed in Belize. She had a direct flight and wouldn’t need to call before she landed. Yes, much better.

      Once she filled her water from the fridge, she grabbed a fork and set it down before heading to the microwave. “I’m gone a month.”

      Hissing out a breath as she took it out, she carried it quickly to the island and set it down before the stool she was using. Loaded mashed potatoes and shredded chicken with a mushroom gravy, smoked cheddar, bacon and a side of parmesan broccoli.

      Quiet filled the space. Jo closed her eyes and envisioned Selena’s expression as she tried, probably unsuccessfully, to control her emotions. Waiting for the inevitable explosion, she took a bite and had to force back her moan of pleasure as the food hit her tastebuds.

      “Let me make sure I have this right. One month in Belize and you’re leaving in less than a week.” Warning laced her tone.

      She nodded even as she scrunched up her face, realizing her mistake. “Right.”

      “And you’re just now telling me about this?” Fury exploded across the line.

      Still, Jo winced and cracked her eyes open, not positive her friend hadn’t found a way to teleport herself across their distance.

      “God, you’re going to be a killer mom. Yes, this is me telling you like a bad child about my decision to go somewhere a mere five days before I head out.” She sat forward and moved the phone more to her right so she could eat without smacking in her friend’s ear. “I want to find something for myself like you have, Selena. I can’t just expect a man to show up at my door and know he’s the one I’m supposed to spend the rest of my life with. That doesn’t happen to normal people.”

      “Happened to me,” she protested.

      “Again,” Jo said. “I said normal people. Fuck, Selena, you’re a fucking shifter yourself. One of the rare ones who is more than just a mate. I still can’t wrap my head around the fact there are shifters, much less my best friend is one. And a consort.”

      “All a bit new to me as well.” This time a waver of uncertainty reached her.

      God, she wished she could hug her friend.

      She chewed slowly and thought how to say it. “I know and I am not trying to make you feel bad, it’s just… What do I have?”

      “Us,” Selena snapped. “You have us.”

      Tears burned. “But I don’t. Not anymore. At least, not like before.”

      Selena whimpered in the back of her throat.

      “And that’s okay,” Jo rushed to assure her. “I’m over the moon for both you and Em. Honest, I am. Even Dianna who is off living adventure after adventure in her world of lawlessness. I’m the one who needs a change. Nothing exciting happens in mine. Yes, I walk the Everglades most of the time but it’s safe for lack of a better word. Compared to where I’m going anyway.”

      “I don’t want to lose what we had, Jo. We’re best friends.”

      The need in Selena’s voice so thick, she could taste it with her dinner.

      “Change was bound to happen. Hell, we are on three different continents now. There’s no way around that being different.” She ate a broccoli spear.

      “Doesn’t mean I have to like it.”

      She smiled at the childish frustration in her tone. “It doesn’t, that’s true. Look, I’ll check in when I’m there. I just…need something.” And if she could figure it out, she would be all the better. All Jo did know for certain, was whatever she needed, she wasn’t finding it here in Miami, doing what she did and living how she was.

      Selena was quiet for a while. “Be safe, yeah?”

      Love spread through her and she smiled, putting her fork down in the container. “Always. If I wanted to do something dumb and stupid, I can do that here in Miami. I just want to go travel a bit.”

      Humph. “Okay, but, and I am just throwing this out there. Brazil is a place to travel too also. You don’t have to settle for Belize. We’re a larger country and this one has things that Belize won’t ever have.”

      I know where this is going. “Love you too, Selena. Bye.” She hung up before there could be any more digs about how she should skip Belize and just head to Brazil where she knew people.

      Problem was, she didn’t want to go somewhere that a bunch of shifters with their super hearing and super noses would be all over and up in her business. It would be nice to have a man lay some pipe and not have sixteen people looking at her because she still carried the hint of sex on her skin. Of course, if the other shifters were anything like she’d heard Lando was, it may well be worth it to get some pipe from one of them.

      Or a few. She was aware that the shifters had an extremely high sex drive. As did she, but it was not easy to find a man who could please her to the point where she couldn’t find the energy to leave the bed. Normally it was passable and got her itch resolved. But definitely not anything to write home about. Nor try to compare with what Selena was getting from her man on a daily, perhaps hourly basis.

      And she didn’t want to stay in Miami where her family would be all over her, requesting time. She loved her family but somedays, a woman just wanted to be by herself and not responsible for anything else.

      What’s it called, self-care? Because that’s what I need a bunch of. Self-care and a big dick that can make me happy.

      She settled down into her couch, tossing her legs over the arm rest as she stared up at the ceiling. Time to do something for herself. Making a mental note to leave a message for Dianna, she took a nap, something she didn’t often do. But right now, this was about her and dammit, she wanted one.

      Her steps were light and smile easy when she boarded her flight the next day. Excitement hummed in her veins. She was beyond ready for this.

      Let the adventure begin.
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      The warm wind currents blew over his feathers caressing him like a lover would.

      If I had one.

      He didn’t and he wasn’t on the look for one. Right now, this was all about him and just taking some time.

      Kenan Matos tipped his wings and rose with the grace and ease of a bird who knew nothing but flying. As a shifter, he knew more than just flying but he loved nothing more than being free and soaring the skies.

      He wasn’t large like his fellow Protetor, Femi who was an eagle shifter. He was a falcon and could more than hold his own. Size wise he was far closer to the peregrine falcon. Or would have been if he wasn’t a shifter, he was larger than the normal Aplomado falcon, which lingered closer to the smaller peregrine. He was closer in size to a hawk, as shifters were larger than their species counterpart.

      Also, unlike the non-shifter falcon, he loved the jungle as opposed to the open grassland, savannah habitat with it’s shrubbery and scattered trees. Flying with Femi, he’d learned more about weaving his way in and out of the closer trees and thick foliage. He felt far more comfortable in the thick humid jungle than anywhere else.

      Their SAR group was taking time off and had pretty much split to different parts of the world. He’d come home to Belize, Femi had returned to Africa and last he knew, Jeremy was on his way to France. Femi had his woman with him and his family was there, so he understood that need. Jeremy however, his friend was riding an edge that he wasn’t able to understand why or what had caused the haunting in his friend’s eyes. He didn’t understand France for a destination, it's not where he was from, however, when he’d inquired as to why, Jeremy had shot him and his questioning down.

      Pushing the many thoughts of his friends to the back of his mind, he let his thoughts settle and just enjoyed the warm air around him.

      This was the world he loved. Seeing it all from the sky, picking out that tiny prey from dizzying heights and swooping down for the kill before it ever knew it was in danger. Rising and falling with the currents, he flew over where some humans were squealing with fun as they ziplined.

      About to leave them to their enjoyment, he dropped a bit in the air when her voice reached it. No matter where he was on earth or what he was doing, that voice, he would always know.

      Jo Carlile.

      What the fuck is she doing in Belize? Who is she here with? Is something wrong?

      No, that didn’t make sense, her voice was full of laughter and joy. Not fear or panic.

      Which is good because I would fucking lay waste to whomever had brought that out in her.

      He winged up and circled although, it was no longer with lazy beats of his wings. There existed definite purpose behind them now. Blessed with eyesight far greater than any human could ever hope to have, he locked onto her as he flew, keeping her in his sights.

      Her joy, infectious. He wanted to be there with her, either ahead or behind her on the line. Be part of this adventure she was on.

      The others with her weren’t the other three of their little group. In fact, he didn’t see any of them with her. Which once again, begged the question, who had she come here with?

      Last he knew, Selene remained in Brazil with her new husband, Emily was still over in Africa with Femi, she was accompanying him when he came back to Brazil for work. Dianna, he wasn’t sure where she was, but that was the one of the group he had the most difficult time with.

      So closed off.

      Not that it meant he liked her any less, he admired her as much as the others. Jo, just revved his engine in a completely different way than the others.

      Probably a good thing as those guys would kick my ass.

      Even Cee Cee who was partnered to Ziggs had fit in with the group of women, despite her not having grown up with them like they’d done. She was an adorable photographer who was learning about how to be a shifter. Her uncle had made her part of an experiment in splicing her genes.

      Both he and his bird gave a warning chirp when some strange man grabbed her and helped her out of the harness that had carried her safely over the line. He settled on a branch of a nearby tree and watched her. The fact a man touched her ignited the protectiveness within him. She was his woman and he despised another male touching her. In any capacity.

      Her long black hair was braided and hung forward over her left shoulder. He was mesmerized by the thick ebony strands. He’d touched them once when they were dancing at Selene and Lando’s wedding. It had moved over his skin like dark silk, laden with promises he wanted nothing more than to have her fulfill.

      Her khaki cargo pants hugged her lower body in a way that didn’t quell the need inside him. Not even a little bit. The dark blue shirt wasn’t much more help. He stared as she moved out of the way and cheered on the ones coming in after her.

      It dawned on him. She was part of a tour group. A little boy bounced around and talked her ear off. She didn’t seem all that put out by his monopolizing her time. She listened and spoke to him, not at him.

      He called out, the mating cry of his kind and she froze. Her hand still resting on the boy’s shoulder, she looked up in the sky, searching for the one who made that sound.

      That’s right baby, learn that call is for you and only you.

      A few birds responded to his call but none reacted to the challenge he’d leveled. And they wouldn’t. He was a predatory shifter. End of story.

      The rest of the tour, he trailed them and when he found out the hotel she had booked a room in, he went out of sight, shifted, dressed and entered the same hotel, determined to book a room for himself.

      

      As he made it up to the counter, he smiled as it hit him, who he stood behind. Her white halter top encircled her neck and showcased off her smooth bronzed skin. Need rocketed through him, faster than he could dive, and he struggled to rein in his animal. She no longer wore the same clothing from before and his thoughts took an ugly turn before he realized he didn’t smell another’s touch on her.

      “Hello Jo.”

      The little firecracker before him, stiffened before she glanced back over one exposed shoulder. The suspicion faded and she grinned at him, making him feel like a million bucks.

      “Kenan.”

      His cock punched hard in the confines of his cargo pants as she wrapped her arms around him, squeezing hard. Like she was thrilled to see him. Like she couldn’t read his mind and didn’t have a clue to how much he wanted to drop to his knees before her and feast on her pussy until she screamed his name. Seconds before she let him go, he returned the gesture and anchored her tight to him.

      With a mind of its own, his right hand closed over the nape of her neck keeping her flush to him. The cool chain of her necklace heated against his palm. This was correct. This was where she belongs. Against me.

      The struggle to refuse her backing away from him was strong but he allowed it as he held her searching gaze.

      “What are you doing here? Is everything okay?”

      The slight panic in her tone kicked through the remaining proprietary need to possess her. He smiled. “Everyone is fine. I came home for a visit.”

      She stepped away from him and inched closer to the counter, waiting her turn. “And home for you is here, in Belize.” Her eyes narrowed as a small frown wrinkled her forehead. “Interesting.”

      The three rings of her necklace hung down to the top of where her belly button was in his mind. Something I need to see for myself personally to make sure I’m right.

      “Why?” He sidled up to her once more, eliminating the distance she’d just created.

      “Not sure.” An offhand shrug. “Just thought you would have remained in Brazil.”

      “We’re all taking time to use up our vacations. As far as I know, everyone has gone somewhere. There are a few other teams on standby if needed.”

      “Is Femi coming back?” She put her back to him and walked to the counter.

      He waited while she checked in and got her room key. Then she slid to the left and waited for him to check in. While pleased he got a room here, he wasn’t happy it wasn’t on the same floor as her.

      Or the same room.

      “I’ve not heard otherwise, have you?” He was consistently aware of everything around them. Specifically around Jo. Bone deep was his need to protect this woman and make sure no harm came to her.

      Together they walked over the white tile floor, luggage between them.

      “Nope but I’ve not spoken to Emily for a while.”

      He heard the pain in her words. Everything within him cried to pull her to him and offer comfort. He knew how close the women were and how difficult this rift between them. If he knew how to make better for her, he would in a second. All of the members of his SAR group had discussed this and it was killing them to stay out of it but they all knew the women had to find their own way back to one another.

      Didn’t make it easier for him. Again, he longed to slay all her dragons and solve all the problems for her. If only she would let him.

      They were the only two in the elevator and he waited for her to push the button for her floor, he ignored his and as soon as they began moving, he blocked her in, arms on either side of her head.

      “Jo.”

      It was a rasp. Guttural. Needy.

      Her pupils dilated and her full lips parted. Lips he longed to nip at and suck on.
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      Jo was in deep. Like deep doo doo. Up shits creek without a paddle, waders or anything that could help her get out of the muck.The man who’d cornered her in the elevator was a force unto himself. She’d ducked under his arm and damn near sprinted to her room. Part of her, okay most, expected and possibly a bit of hope in there, that he would have followed behind her.

      She didn’t want to begin to explore why the disappointment he hadn’t sat so heavily within her chest. He wasn’t the one for her. Namely, he was too young. Or she was too old for him and didn’t care to be seen as a cougar.

      Then there was that their friends were coupled. If something happened…when…it would make get-togethers stressful and uncomfortable. Nothing she wanted to do because she loved her friends completely and wouldn’t care to miss being around them.

      Suitcase on the bed, she sat beside it and put her hand over her heart. Sleeping with guys wasn’t something she was a prude about. She had no apologies for loving sex.

      There were some lines however and Kenan was on the wrong side of one. She didn’t mess around with friends. Not like him.

      She’d watched him the few times they had been around each other. He was smooth and charming, winning over women and babies like he was the best fucking thing since sliced bread. Such a ladies man and yet more.

      The man has forever written all over him.

      It wasn’t like she didn’t want a man, children, house, that kind of thing but she also knew how rare it was to find that. Her parents put forth a great showing but she knew the truth. She’d seen it and heard it. That horrible side of the marriage coin.

      That wasn’t what she wanted. The constant bickering, yelling, fights, and tears. Perfect on the outside looking in. Anything but that from the inside out. Scaring the children who were raised in that household.

      No thanks.

      Better to get the itch scratched and carry on.

      Squeezing her legs together she thought about the man who shared the hotel with her. Not that she needed to be thinking about him at all.

      Because now I’m horny. Not that it matters he is too young for me. He’s got to be not even twenty-five. I’m not about to be that creepy woman lusting after a younger man. I am not a cougar.

      Then again, for a taste of him…

      Hissing a long, sexually frustrated breath, she skimmed a hand down over her breasts, her belly and on to the junction of her thighs. Hand paused, she could feel the heat she emanated and fought the urge to rub.

      Suddenly, her lack of bringing a vibrator along for this trip was a glaring mistake. She needed something to get the edge off. Other than her fingers. She needed something longer. Thicker.

      The press of a hard male body to hers. The scent of his skin, sweaty and masculine. To be caged in by his weight. The rough rasp of his facial hair along her skin, marking her. Branding her.

      Her breath huffed out as she arched into her nearly nonexistent touch. She flopped back and tapped her fingers over her clit, needing the pressure to increase. To have something hard there she could ride and take pleasure from.

      Skin flushed, heartrate up, she lay there struggling with her own need. It wouldn’t take much, just a few flicks below her clothing with practiced fingers and she would find that precipice she desperately craved. Inching her fingers back up, she pushed them below the waistband of her pants and bit her lower lip as she slid down.

      Bam. Bam. Bam.

      She jolted to a seated position, frustration and craving at war within her. What the actual fuck? Why was someone at her door?

      “Jo.”

      Shit. Kenan stood on the other side of the door. Rolling her tongue back into her mouth at the unappreciated thought of what that man could do and the pleasure he could bring her, she stared and tried to get her breathing to slow.

      The struggle was real, ignoring her body’s demand. Pushing up, she walked to the door, steps heavier than normal and yanked it open.

      “What?”

      He stilled, his eyes shifting to animal then back. Shit, I’d forgotten his sense of smell. His lips quirked up at the corners. Only briefly but enough she knew he scented her arousal.

      “Busy?” He rested an arm on her doorjamb, his sharp brown gaze locked on her.

      Taunting her. Tempting her.

      Unwilling to back down from the unmitigated challenge in his eyes she lifted a plucked brow. “Not now.”

      His gaze moved over her and she felt it, touching every exposed and the bit not exposed, inch. Her nipples hardened further, if there was something harder than diamonds, they were it although she wasn’t sure what it would be. But they ached, actually ached, for his touch.

      Somehow I don’t think he’d be a slow tender lover.

      Kenan licked his lips and somehow she didn’t jump on him and use her own tongue to follow that path. “Need help?”

      God, she longed to grab him by the shirt collar and yank him in her room then have her nasty dirty way with him. Having heard the local women along with those attending the wedding party talk about him, she didn’t have any doubt he knew how to treat a woman in bed.

      “Would that you could.” Locking down her sexual desires best she could, she flexed her fingers on the door. “What’s up?”

      Damn her eyes for flicking down to his impressive crotch and the hardness pressed against his pants. Long. Thick. The man could and did fill out a pair of jeans in a way that impressed the hell out of her. Her mouth watered and her palms itched, both longing to touch. To experience the heavy weight of his shaft, taste him, pump him.

      “Trust me, Jo. I can. And if you don’t stop looking at me like that, you’re going to learn it firsthand.” His voice was low and did all sorts of things, inappropriate ones, to her nether regions.

      “I don’t sleep with babies.”

      His thick brows slashed down and she wondered if this was what his prey felt like when he locked onto it. She sure as hell felt that way.

      “Babies?” He was just closer to her, taking up space she wasn’t aware had been between them.

      His heavy scent filled her pores and made her knees weak with longing. Wildness, freedom, masculinity.

      “You think I’m a baby?” The words were growled, low and dangerous.

      Yep, I’m definitely questioning my sanity at this moment. Selena told me repeatedly that shifters were a different breed of man and I laughed it off. Not laughing now. Lifting her chin ever so slightly she blinked as if he didn’t know about the inner turmoil going on inside her. like he couldn’t scent the liquid on her thighs.

      “You’re younger than me.”

      Dark brows slashed down. “Doesn’t mean I don’t know what, or who, I want. And I’m not that much younger than you, Jo.” Closer still, his heat wrapping around her like a lover’s caress. A dangerous, deadly lover. A ripple moved through him, as if the entire thing offended him and he shifted back a tiny bit. “Is that why you’re throwing up all these blocks? Because you have an issue with my age?”

      She licked her lips and froze with the tip of her tongue peeking out as his sharp gaze snapped to her movement.

      “It’s not an issue, it’s a fact.” Jo took a shallow breath, breathing in through her mouth, trying to control how much of his scent she got. It failed, miserably. “You should be with a woman closer to your age.”

      “Valid point.”

      And there went the spear of pain in her chest. One she chose to ignore. Sort of.

      “However,” he continued. “The woman I’m after and the one I will have, is standing right here, in front of me, smelling like sin and sex.” Kenan dragged his tongue along his plump lower lip.

      “She smells like my rainforest and honeyed spice from her arousal. A scent I know will transfer over to taste when I have my face between her legs, lapping at her pussy. When her knees are on my shoulders as I keep her spread wide. Fingers spearing into my hair, yanking, tugging, all the while grinding those full hips against my face, smearing your essence all over me. Demanding I fuck you, cursing me as I keep feasting even as you keep coming.”

      Jo whimpered. She had to lock her knees to keep upright. This man didn’t play fair. Not even remotely.

      “I’m not giving up on us, Jo. Give me a chance.”

      

      Kenan almost held his breath while he waited for her answer to his statement. Nervous? Fuck yes. But he took another lung filling breath of her scent. His animal knew it was his mate, his cock couldn’t get much harder.

      He’d moved her back so they were in her room, the door closed on any prying eyes from the hallway. One hand on either side of her head, he kept her boxed in, knowing she wanted him. He would use any means necessary to get her beyond this age thing that had hung her up on giving him a chance to prove they were fated.

      Was he a flirt? Definitely. A playboy? Again, yes, but all that stopped the day he’d met Jo. From the first moment he’d laid eyes on her and pulled in her incredible scent to him, he’d known.

      “It wouldn’t work. You’d eventually get tired of me and want someone younger. Plus you flirt with anything that moves, Kenan. And I know it’s an act, but you have forever written all over you. You’re like the quintessential white picket fence, two point five children kind of guy.”

      Her words froze him for a moment. Her issue went beyond the age factor. It was like she didn’t believe in forever.

      “I’m whatever guy you need me to be. White picket fence. Done. Home deep in the Brazilian or Belizean jungle? Done.”

      She huffed in frustration and perhaps he detected a tiny pinch of hope.

      “Find a young thing and fuck her until neither of you can see straight. Marry her and give her babies. That’s what you need.”

      Fuck this.

      He kissed her.

      Her taste spilled onto his tongue and he groaned in raw pleasure. Jo didn’t react for the barest of seconds. But when she did, holy fucking hell.

      It was volcano going off.

      He thought he’d been ready for her. Thought he was prepared for her responding to him in a sexual way and not the way she always had. Polite flirting with a younger man. One who worked with her best friends’ husbands.

      He’d been cocky. Confident. And sure of himself. Oh yeah, he’d also been one more thing.

      Wrong.

      So fucking wrong.

      And all it took for him to suddenly get schooled in this was one, single, low, mind shattering, cock hardening, sac lifting, moan.

      It vibrated from her throat and pushed up through him like a tidal wave slamming the shoreline. One single moan, pulled everything from him then smashed it back into his chest without thought or care to any and all damage it was doing in its wake.

      His animal screeched with pain and pleasure as the mating bond flared to life and sought its other half. He surged forward, unwilling to let her retreat now that she’d opened and let him in.

      Kenan shoved back into her room, their mouths a heated tangle, tongues twining, teeth gnashing. He had already kicked the door shut behind him and now lifted her against the wall, settling close, wedging his hard cock between her legs as she latched them around his waist.

      He followed animal instinct now and everything about it told him to claim her. Not to give her another chance to push him away.

      Kenan listened.

      Kissing his way down her throat, he nipped her there, needing to leave his mark so others saw it. He sucked, hard. Pulling that blood up to make sure it happened. At the same time, he cupped her and swore as her heat singed him.

      She undulated against his palm, fingers digging into his scalp. Asking for more without words.

      He wasn’t going to make her ask more than once. Careful not to allow any injury to come to Jo, he used a razor sharp talon to remove her panty material that blocked his way. Seconds later, he pushed two thick fingers deep inside the hottest, tightest pussy he’d ever had.

      “Shit,” he muttered, legs wobbling for a second as her sheath flexed around his fingers. “You’re about to make me cum and I’m not even inside you yet, Jo.”

      Pumping his wrist, he fucked her with his hand, driving in as deep as he could, curving his fingers to hit that one spot. Her cries grew in volume as she continued to buck against him, drawing him in deeper and begging for more.

      Jo splinted around him, her sharp gasp held far more than a tiny bit of need in it. He made out his name as if fell from her lips.

      There was no more thinking. No more anything but pushing inside her, replacing fingers with hard cock as her contracting muscles tried to keep his hand there. Her tight core dragged along the shaft as he thrust inside her.

      Kenan stared at the woman he was fucking against the wall. Head back, lips swollen and parted as she panted his name like a goddamn religious prayer. Her smooth skin had lingering red marks from his attentions and he wanted more of them on her.

      Her eyes were closed as she dug her nails into his shoulders, riding out her orgasm. Dick inside her as far as it would go, he held still. Partly because he needed her looking at him once more but more so because he would embarrass himself if he didn’t allow a few seconds to regroup.

      He nipped her chin and got those incredible eyes back on him. “Eyes on me, baby. Watch me as I fuck you. Don’t let your gaze drop from mine because I’m about to claim what’s mine.”

      Kenan withdrew until the head of his dick remained in her pussy and paused, eyes locked on hers. Waiting to see if she listened. When she didn’t so much as blink, he slammed forward with a hip thrust.
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      Jo worried her lower lip in her teeth as she stared at her phone. The annoying tapping noise pulled her from her musings as she realized that she had been creating that sound. Her nails were drumming a quick cadence on the iridescent dragon scaled phone case.

      She looked around at the people who were all enjoying their vacation. Like she’d been doing. Before she went and robbed the fucking cradle. With a heavy sigh, she stared at her breakfast of Creole-based fry jacks, scrambled eggs, Chaya, breakfast sausage and more.

      No denying her hunger. Last night—and into this morning—Kenan had worked her in ways no other man had even come close to doing. He’d wrung so many orgasms from her, she honestly wasn’t sure she could have come again. But he’d been relentless in his demands and she had. More than once.

      She’d bolted while he’d been in the shower, after pretending to be sleeping. Then she’d run. Even hopped on a bus and went to another part of the city, so he wouldn’t step out of the hotel and see her.

      Staring at the phone screen, she took a deep breath and pushed the button for the number she would be calling. As it rang, she adjusted her earbud and picked up her fork, stabbing at the delicious food on her plate, that she’d yet to taste. After two rings, she ended the call. Eating and drinking, she worried her lower lip before doing it again.

      “What’s wrong? And don’t you dare hang up on me.”

      Jo flattened her lips as she heard Emily’s familiar voice on the line. She’d not spoken to her since their big blowup over her racist parents and Emily’s own behavior to the man she had now married. A wedding she’d not attended.

      Hell, she’d not even taken into consideration the time difference. Was it night there?

      I’m a shit friend. If I can be considered a friend at all.

      “Jo? What’s wrong?”

      Tears burned her eyes. Gods she missed her friend so fucking much. And she’d been a shit one.

      “Dang it, Jo! Talk to me or I’ll have Femi track your daggum phone and find you.”

      “I’m here.” A smile turned up the corners of her mouth as she listened to her friend, who wasn’t much of a swearer, do what she considered a ‘bad word’ in conversation.

      “What’s wrong? Who do I need to kill? I’m fine with lending out the husband to do such things.”

      “I miss you.” The words were blurted in a rush.

      A pregnant pause. “I miss you too.” The sigh was heavy. “What’s wrong?”

      “I don’t want to bother you with my problems.” She shook her head. Emily had enough problems on her own, dealing with the reemergence of her cancer.

      “Femi!” The screech was loud enough for Jo to wince and wish she could pull away from the sound. “We have to leave. Something’s wrong with Jo but she’s not telling me anything. Track her phone.”

      Emily’s tone was one hundred percent teacher and she didn’t doubt that the man himself was getting ready to head out and track her phone. She sipped her coffee, needing the bracing jolt of caffeine.

      The chuckle couldn’t be stopped. “I’m fine, Em. No need to send in the calvary.”

      “Talk to me.”

      “I fucked Kenan.”

      The silence stretched on to the point Jo reached for her phone and stared at the screen to make sure she’d not had the call dropped.

      “I’m going to need to have you start at the beginning and then tell me why you sound like this is a bad thing.”

      “He’s a fucking baby.” A groan. “And I fucked him.”

      “You’re both consenting adults, Jo. And from the way he’s looked at you since the day we met him, it’s not like he didn’t want you as much as you did him.”

      “You don’t get it, Em.” She slowly chewed a bite of her delicious breakfast.

      “I’m not seeing what the problem is, Jo.”

      “He’s younger than me. Can we please table that and you tell me how you’re doing? Just for a bit forget what I said, then we can get back to raking me over the coals.”

      Emily, like usual, handled it like a pro. Then again, growing up in the household she had, it was a matter of survival for her.

      “I’m well. I love it over here. You will too when you come for a visit. His mother is a force to be reckoned with. It’s almost like I get to see how Selene will be like in fifty years or so.”

      “She must be beautiful.”

      “Incredibly so. And dangerous, smart, loving. Everything a mother should be.” Wistfulness coated her words.

      “Sounds like a great one for you to have then.”

      A small laugh. “Considering she only had boys, yes, I’m being spoiled and I love it. She is waiting to meet her other three daughters, though. When can I tell her you will be coming over?”

      Jo finished her breakfast and waved for a coffee refill.

      “Are you sure I’m welcome?”

      The air around her chilled and she fought the urge to rub her arms. Emily had that ability about her. All of her friends did to make you regret what words had just popped out of her mouth.

      “And we’re done with the delaying part of the conversation since you want to ask questions that don’t deserve a response. So let’s go back to my original line of questioning and yes, this is the raking over the coals bit.”

      Jo nodded her thanks to the waiter, not noticing the flirty look he gave when he topped off her coffee.

      “It’s not like he’s a senior in high school. He’s what seven years younger?”

      She flinched like someone had taken a swing at her. “Yes.” Her response was hissed. She gulped coffee, relishing the burn that lanced her throat.

      “And what if Femi was seven years older than me? Would that matter in how you look at our relationship?”

      As she picked up the last of her second cup of coffee and sipped, she lifted her face to the warm breeze that flowed past. She shook her head.

      “No, of course not. But it’s so different for a woman to be with an older guy.” She paid for her meal and got up to walk, needing to move, do something, to help assuage the nervous energy building within her body.

      “Jo, listen to me. You and I have been friends for years. All this time I’ve seen you flit from guy to guy, nonapologetic and completely in charge and owning who you are. A stunning, sexy woman who knows what she wants. This is the first time, I’ve ever heard you hesitate.” A door shut. “Sweetie, do you think this is because he means something to you?”

      In a park, she began walking along the edge of the water, sidestepping the smaller children who were enjoying their time in the late morning.

      “I don’t want things to be awkward when it ends and I have to see him because I’m visiting you or Selene. Hell, or if you come back to the States and they come along.”

      “Who said it had to end?”

      She immediately shook her head, fast and firm. It didn’t matter than Em wasn’t even on this same continent and had no way to see her, she did it.

      “He’s a young man. I’m not going to be able to keep up with him and he’ll push me aside or even just walk away without a look back because some young, tight thing flashed a smile in his direction.”

      While her words were lower in tone as she thought about all the young impressionable ears around her, even she couldn’t ignore the hurt that framed them.

      “That’s a bull answer and you know it. Where are you anyway, right now?”

      “In Belize. I wanted to do some fun tourist thing.”

      “And ended up doing the horizontal dance with Kenan.” Her tone teased.

      It wasn’t only horizontal. “Something like that. It was only once.”

      Emily snorted.

      Jo amended. “One night.”

      “Talk to him, Jo.”

      She shook her head and stared out over the water. “And say what, Em? That I’m fucking neurotic because my parents couldn’t ever show me what a decent relationship should look like? That I fuck guys and move on to not get attached and that I’m fucking panicking at the thought of how I’m going to look him in the eye when he decides an eighteen year old will be better on his arm than me and brings her to some function that we’re all at?”

      Strong arms slid around her waist and her squeak of shock faded the second his scent hit her. No man in the world smelled like Kenan. There was something pure and fresh around him that combined with the heady masculine scent she’d already become addicted to, and that was just after one night.

      “Not running while he is in the shower is a great place to start. Say goodbye to Emily, Jo.”

      His words were low and full of sexual heat. Kenan pushed a hand into her pocket and withdrew her phone as she mumbled a farewell to Emily. Then he ended the call and turned her in his embrace so they were chest to chest.

      “How much did you hear and how did you find me?”

      “Enough to know this isn’t the place for the conversation we are about to have and, really, how do you think I found you?”

      Kenan brushed their mouths together but didn’t allow her to chase him, desperate for more contact.

      “Let’s go.”

      

      The incredible aromatic scent of the rainforest flowed into his nose and he groaned as that was intermixed with the perfect one of Jo. He’d tracked her the second he stepped out of the shower and realized she’d ghosted.

      Not hard for him to do, even if she’d taken buses to get across town. He observed from the perch of a building as she at her breakfast, then walked down the street. He shifted with a blur and moved up behind her as she talked to Emily.

      He didn’t see it, she had no idea that she was his mate and there wasn’t going to be anyone else for him, ever.

      Needing to get her away from others before they had this conversation, he took her back to the rainforest. He loved the admiration in her gaze as she looked around, up and down, taking in the gift presented them.

      “You know our ecosystem here is often considered as the ‘lungs’ of the planet. We have over four thousand flowering plant species that have been recorded.”

      Her gaze wove around, taking in all she could and yet, he knew she wasn’t able to see all of it, but it didn’t stop her from trying.

      She squeezed his hand. “I’ve always enjoyed the Everglades because it was a place that reminded me how small I was in the grand scheme, and how important a place like it was. But here,” a small huff of air escaped her delightfully plump lips, “I’m constantly blown away. Here and in Brazil. It’s like no matter how many times I step into the rainforest, I’m guaranteed to see something new. Somewhere.”

      Kenan led her along the path, until he found a place they wouldn’t be disturbed. At least not by other humans.

      “Jo, I know this is a lot for you and I want to hear you talk to me about your family. Why you think I would ever want to walk away from the woman who I have wanted since the first time I saw you in Brazil?” He put a hand over her mouth when she went to answer him. “Let me finish first. Please.”

      “I know you’re older than me. I don’t give a fuck. You, Josephine Carlile, are the sexiest woman I have ever met. I worry that I don’t and won’t have enough to keep you around. But I will spend all of my days doing my best to prove it to you.”

      “Guys always want women younger when they get older.”

      “Dad did a number on your confidence and I’m guessing some other guy as well.” He flattened his lips as he shrugged before skimming his hands up and down her arms. “I’m not a typical human male of my age, baby. I’m a shifter and I’m sure about what I want. And who.”

      He watched her as she held his gaze. Deep in those dark brown pools he saw her desire to trust his words. However, for that to reach the surface he also saw all the betrayal, heartache, and pain that had to be traversed. It wasn’t an uncomplicated trail he had before him to get her to see he meant what he said.

      Kenan tucked some of her hair behind her ear as he tried to slow the clench in his gut. He couldn’t tell her they were mates, she would flee. He knew that as he knew how much he loved to soar through the air.

      “Let me show you, my rainforest.”

      There it was.

      The spark of excitement and joy that had been there the first time he’d met her. Jo hadn’t been able to slow her gaze from taking in the majesty around her. Kenan wanted that look back in her eyes but wanted to be the one who placed it there.

      “Yours?”

      He nodded, cupping her face in his palms, trilling over the way she pushed into him. Whether or not she was ready to accept it, her body knew. Deep down, her soul did as well. He just had to get her brain on board.

      “Yes. Let me take you to a place and show you what tourists rarely get a chance to see.”

      The glimmer in her eyes grew and hell, he felt ten feet tall. He fought the urge to puff out his chest because damn it, he loved being the one who brought that look into her eyes.

      Jo canted her head to the side. “What will I get to see?”

      “So much more than you could ever believe possible.” He put his forehead to hers, inhaling her minty breath like the lifeline it was—and would forever be—to his heart. “Will you come with me?”

      Thumbs brushing along her sides, he held still, waiting for her response. His heart nearly burst with pleasure the moment she nodded in the affirmative.

      You’re never going to want to leave, baby.
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      Whatever Jo had been expecting, this wasn’t it.

      Kenan was a player, a ladies man, good with kids and made mama’s smile. Hell, blush even. She expected his home to reflect that. Leather furniture, partially naked women posters, kind of the bachelor pad she had seen during her times with other single men.

      I should have known that this man wouldn’t be like everyone else.

      Every wall she built in order to keep him out, he showed her a side she didn’t want to see. Because seeing them made her want to get closer to him. Allow him to do all the things he was promising.

      The next morning, he woke with her in his arms. He didn’t rush to get up but instead rolled toward her and watched her as she continued to sleep. They’d been up until the early morning hours as their hunger for each other had been insatiable. Even now, watching her, his cock woke to the occasion and was ready to pick up where he left off.

      They’d traveled yesterday evening to get here. When he’d reached his home in the trees, he’d paid close attention to her and was thrilled to hear that excited hitch in her voice and the anticipation in her eyes before she moved up the ladder to his aerie.

      Allowing himself a bit more time to just stare at this incredible woman, he finally realized he had to wake her if he was going to have her where he wanted by the time the sun would break through the canopy.

      “Wake up, Jo.” He kissed her, slipping his tongue deep into her mouth.

      Immediately, she arched into him, her own purr winding around him in answering turn. His cock throbbed but he ignored its demand and ended the kiss, gripping her chin.

      “We have to get moving.”

      As she rolled from his large bed, he stared without shame as she moved her naked body over to where her clothes had been dropped the night before.

      “Where are we going?”

      “Waterfall.”

      He fisted himself as she rolled her tight tank top down, hiding her copper skin and full breasts. She looked over her shoulder at him as she tugged up the cargo pants she would be wearing today.

      Watching her swipe her tongue along her lips as she stared at him jerking on his cock pushed more blood there.

      “If we have to get going, don’t you think you should stop teasing me?”

      On his feet in a flash, he strode toward her, still stroking himself. “No teasing, baby.”

      She dropped to her knees and opened her mouth. Without pausing, he gripped a fistful of her hair and pushed his dick deep, loving the way her throat expanded to take him.

      Jo sucked and bobbed on him, her hands teasing his sac and touching him when her mouth retreated.

      “About to come, baby.”

      She tugged on his balls as she pulled harder on him with the suction of her mouth. He lost it, coming in her mouth with a loud roar, hand gripping harder in her hair. She never took her eyes off him as she took it all.

      He hauled her up to his mouth the moment she released his dick and slammed his mouth over hers. They may not make it to the waterfall for his morning plans after all.

      Cupping her in the most private of placed, he smiled against her lips at the feel of her wetness, proving her desire for him and what they were doing. Not to mention, what was to come.

      He’d been correct, they didn’t make it to the waterfall that morning. Nor the subsequent morning. In fact, they barely made it out of his house. Hell, the bed.

      And that was a life he could handle every single day.
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      “I mean, I got to watch a mother fucking iridescent cloud of butterflies dancing on the mist beneath a waterfall. Zip lining. Swimming in underground caves.” She wrapped her arms around herself. “Never thought that I would have so much fun in my life. One moment you’re alone and then you turn around to find some huge ass iguana flicking its tongue at you as it lies on this tree limb.”

      Dianna Levitt sat on the sofa next to her, her stunning braids all wrapped up in a bun and placed on top of her head. She currently sipped from the wine glass in her hand as Jo continued with her story of the time Kenan had showed her in Belize.

      “Sounds like it was good for you to listen to Emily and follow your heart.”

      “For a blissful week, yes. Don’t get me wrong, the entire vacation was incredible, that last week though, with him. Surpassed everything. But no matter what he says, I know what will eventually happen. It may not be for years but his eye will wander and my heart will be broken.”

      Dianna finished the wine and hopped up before she strode to the kitchen and dug in the cupboards for a bottle of something far harder than the wine they’d been sipping on.

      “I’m going to take it that you ran on him again.” Dianna’s voice was free of inflection and judgement as she poured two very healthy shots into glasses. “That’s why you’re back here now instead of down there shagging your way across South America.”

      Accepting the glass offered, she took a drink of the scotch and blinked as it burned all the way down.

      “I left him a note, thanking him for everything. Then I came home. I have a job here. One, I might point out starts back next week.”

      “I’m not judging, Jo. You will need to do what you ultimately feel is the best thing for you.”

      “You don’t think I’m being a baby?”

      Dianna finished her drink without so much as a wince as the harsh alcohol slipped down her throat. “I think you want me to validate what you did. I can’t do that or tell you that you were in the wrong. I’m your friend, Jo but this had to be a decision you can feel good about looking at yourself in the mirror for. The rest of your life.”

      “Fuck. I hate it when you get all smart on me and shit.”

      With a wink, her friend shrugged. “I’m always smart and shit. So are you. Believe that.”

      The phone at Dianna’s side vibrated and she pulled it free in an instant, her brow furrowing as she stared at the screen. “One sec.” Phone to her ear, she spoke again. “What do you need, Taylor? I’m not on duty.”

      Her doorbell rang and she got to her feet, still keeping an eye on her friend. She wasn’t a fan of the thunderous expression filling up her face.

      “Yes?” Jo opened the door and sucked in a sharp breath.

      Kenan stood there, his causal wear fitting his strong body in ways she couldn’t ever get out of her mind.

      “Hello Jo.” His tongue dipped out and skimmed his lower lip. “I forgot to tell you something very important when you were down in Belize with me.”

      She looked over her shoulder. “Come on in, Kenan. Dianna’s here.”

      He wrapped an arm around her as they both stared at Dianna who walked toward them. The serious expression on her face, vanished slightly as she gave a slight smile to Kenan.

      “Hello Kenan.”

      “Dianna.” He kissed her cheek. “Everything okay?”

      “Work thing. I have to run, Jo. But I’m thinking now that he’s here you probably wouldn’t be wanting me around anyway. Have fun.” Dianna hugged her and kissed her cheek. “Trust your gut.”

      Grasping her wrist before Dianna could slip through the door, she asked, “Are you sure you’re okay? What’s going on?”

      A flicker of uncertainty flashed before it became masked. “Just a case. You two have fun. And Kenan, you make her cry and I’ll kill you.” She was gone in the next breath.

      Kenan pushed the door closed behind her departure. “She meant that, didn’t she?”

      “Most definitely.”

      His brows furrowed. “Are you sure she’s okay?”

      “No, but I have to take her at her word. She never shares work with us.”

      He braced her against the door. “I will follow you to the ends of the earth, Jo. I love you. You were made for me. My mate.”

      Her heart raced and she licked her lips. “Mate? Like Selene and Emily are for Lando and Femi?”

      He didn’t even blink. “Exactly like that.”

      “And you knew this in Belize?”

      He inched closer, brushing his hard body against hers. “I’ve known this since I met you.”

      “You never said.”

      Kenan’s lips twitched as he nuzzled her cheek. “When you first arrived in Brazil, you three were all mama bears. I wasn’t about to tell you. All your focus was on Selene and making sure she was safe.” He laced the fingers of her right hand with his. “I wanted to tell you. I wanted to scream it from the skies.”

      “All those other women?” Jealousy hit her.

      “Flirting. I’ve not been with a woman since I met you. I would never disrespect my mate in such a fashion.” Lips to lips he continued. “Ever.”

      Nerves running rampant, she shifted and he moved back giving her space, no longer touching her. Silence weighed between them until he held out his hand.

      “What?”

      “Come fly with me.”

      Jo placed her hand in his, trusting her gut and the need to be with him when they were separate. She loved him. Why not fly with him?

      

      Different part of Miami

      The light at the far of the street flickered, obviously on its last leg. The overwhelming stench of piss and alcohol permeated the air. No dumpsters for anyone to hide behind, no doorways, not much of anything.

      The Crown Vic that rolled into the area did so without flashing lights or screaming sirens.

      It parked and idled while both front doors opened and two figures stepped from the interior. Each person held a Glock as they made their way to the front of the car.

      “Where are they?”

      The woman’s voice was low and tense.

      The man with her, shrugged and pointed toward the end of the alley.

      With a low growl of frustration, the woman took point and walked away from the car, gun ready to fire if needed.

      The silence of the area was broken up by the revving of a powerful engine. Whipping around, the woman lifted her gun to fire and got off two shots at the car that ran her down, tossing her up over the hood of the sedan to slam into the windshield, rendering her unconscious.

      Brake lights lit up the liquid on the asphalt ever so briefly. The driver got out and rushed to the prone body and checked for a pulse, then lifted her up and dropped her over his shoulder with zero care. The jarring hits had knocked her bun down and a waterfall of microbraids fell around her face as she was carried and deposited in the trunk.

      The man was in such a rush to get out of there, he didn’t notice the badge and holder that lay open on the ground. The yellowish light highlighted it as the flickers continued. The rain started and the drops splashed on the plastic holder covering the identification and ran down between the letters of the name there.

      Detective Dianna Levitt.
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        Inferno

        Snake’s Salvation

        Tryst with the CEO

        Brodie’s Wish

        Operation Ball N’ Chain

      

        

      
        Springwood

        It Was Always You

        Drunk on You

        Belongs to You

        The Wedding Snafu

        The Billionaire’s Code

        Delay of Game

        Daring the Hard Man

        Icy Dare

        Never Knew I Needed

      

        

      
        Denim & Spurs

        With This Ring

        Dream Lover

        You Don’t Know Jack

        Badges of Honor (coming soon)

      

        

      
        Born to Fly

        Landing in Love

        You Save Me

        Wild As The Wind

        Winter Bliss

        Add A Little Mistletoe (Linked to Winter Bliss)

        An Unexpected Encounter (Linked to Winter Bliss)

        The Guardian’s Seduction (Linked to An Unexpected Encounter)

      

        

      
        Zulu Spectre

        Hearth, Holly, & Honor (3 in 1)

        It Could Happen Again

      

        

      
        Tungsten Protective Services

        Down Range

        All In

        His Rysk to Take

        His Pryze to Claim

        Just A Dream

        On the High Seas

      

        

      
        Tatra Pack

        Say You’re Mine

        Whispered Loyalties

        Cloaked Ties (coming soon)

      

        

      
        Red Willows

        Holiday Liaison

        Watching You

        Interwoven

        Fire Devil

        Embers of Lust

        The Right to Love

      

        

      
        Quad Series

        A Little Taste of Home

        Too Dangerous to Love

        Someday My Prince Good Ol’ Boy Will Come

        Black Queen

        Beyond His Control

      

        

      
        Paranormal Felines

        His Tigress

        Leopard Eyes

        Night Lion

        Caught by the Cougar

        Pursued by the Puma

        Lion’s Domain

      

        

      
        D.A.R.K., INC.

        Breaking All the Rules

        Trust Me

        Handling the Perks

        The Second Time Around

      

        

      
        Seasons

        Autumn Frost

        Winter Flame

        Spring Rain

        Summer Thunder

      

        

      
        Protective Truths

        Zora’s Chance

        Don’t Look Back (coming soon)

      

        

      
        Trapper Lakes Series—Cozy Mysteries

        Reeled Back Home – prequel

        Look Who Tuna’d Up Dead

        Murder on the Fly

        You’re Giving Me A Haddock

      

      

      

      
        
        Last Call

        Tequila Smash

        Black Sand (connected to Last Call series)

        Bourbon Brûlé

      

        

      
        The Protetors

        The Jaguar’s Consort

        Sass This

        Learning the Rules (coming soon)

        Come Fly with Me (coming soon)

        Finding His Way (coming soon)

      

        

      
        Equality

        Undeniably, Yours

        Undeniably, Together

        Undeniably, Mine

      

      

      

      
        
        Totally Bound

      

        

      
        Preconception

        Seducing Damian

        Through the Fire

      

        

      
        Heart’s Compass

        The Princess & the Marquess

        Flight of the Hawk

        The Earl’s Spark

      

        

      
        Serial

        Keeper of the Stars Pt. 1

        Keeper of the Stars Pt. 2

        Keeper of the Stars Pt. 3

        Keeper of the Stars Pt. 4

        Keeper of the Stars Pt. 5

      

        

      
        Astral Guardians

        Chasing the Storm

        Highlands at Dawn

        Fields of Thunder

        Branded by Frost

        Driven by Night

        Moon of Fire

        Boxset part 1 (Books 1-3)

        Boxset part 2 (Books 4-6)

      

        

      
        Interludes

        Temporary Home

        Alone with You

        Till We Ain’t Strangers Anymore

        The Complete Boxset

        This Ain’t No Love Story (novella)

      

        

      
        In Aeternum

        Casanova in Training

        Harbour of Refuge

        Protected by Shadows

        Polar Opposites

        The Complete Boxset

      

        

      
        Code of Honour

        A Marriage of Convenience

        The Lieutenant’s Ex-Wife

        A Man Like No Other

        When Stars Collide

        The Complete Boxset

      

        

      
        Theta Corps

        Restitution

        Contrition

        Vindication

        The Complete Boxset

      

        

      
        The Edge

        Called Home to The Edge

        Straying to The Edge

        Returning to The Edge

        Cuffed at The Edge

        Boxset (Books 1-4)

      

        

      
        The Monroe Sisters

        Need You Now

        Let Me Go

        I Won’t Say Goodbye
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        Don’t You Wanna Stay?
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        Saving Rhodes

        Lost Rhodes

        Dangerous Rhodes

      

        

      
        Entangled

        Code Name: Papa

        Her Marine Next Door

      

        

      
        Rock Falls

        Tinkering With Love

        A Sweet Spot for Love

        No Cooldown on Love

      

        

      
        Standalone

        Dutch & Lobo (in In the Trenches collection)

        Love Under the Endless African Sky

      

      

      

      
        
        Co-written with Taige Crenshaw

      

        

      
        Unbreakable Bonds

      

        

      
        Kemet Uncovered:

        Talios

        Devi

        Linc

        Saffron

        Taber

        Ashia

        Boxset Pt 1: (Books 1-3)

        Boxset Pt2: (Books 4-6)

      

        

      
        Co-written with McKenna Jeffries

      

        

      
        Free Falling

        Wicked Burn
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        All the Wright Moves

        The Best Thing Yet

        Risky Pleasures

        Pure Harmony

        Irresistible Forces

        Seductions Dance

      

      

      

      
        
        Please go to www.aliyah-burke.com/books to find the complete listing of Aliyah’s books, including her standalones and ones exclusive to certain places.

      

      

    

  
OEBPS/images/social-facebook-screen.png





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/social-tiktok-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Blurb for Come Fly With Me
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Additional Books by Aliyah Burke:
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/social-x-screen.png






OEBPS/images/social-goodreads-screen.png





OEBPS/images/social-instagram-screen.png






OEBPS/images/abbklogo.png





OEBPS/images/burke_comefly_xl.jpg
ALIYARBURKE

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR





OEBPS/images/social-bookbub-screen.png





OEBPS/images/social-pinterest-screen.png





