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      Harley

      

      I sink deeper into the vinyl of my chair as the hot tea I’m sipping heats up my insides. That’s the only reason for the sweltering temperature coursing through my veins. It has nothing to do with the bastard on the other side of the glass. The one that has turned my world upside down.

      “Looks like another storm is coming.” The chair next to me groans under the strain of Sanchez’s weight as he sits beside me. “I’m not a fan of hurricane season.”

      “Supposed to be a bad one too.” Like the one brewing inside of me. My head never moves from the glass as I answer him and take another sip of my tea. Outside, I’m the sea of calm, but inside, I’m a raging storm ready to destroy.

      Sanchez shifts in his seat and takes in the reflection of the bane of my existence. “How long are you planning on leaving him in there?”

      “As long as it takes.” I shrug and continue to devour every single detail of the man before me. He hasn’t aged in all the years we’ve been apart, but I wouldn’t expect him to. Shifters don’t age the same as humans, which is the only thing I inherited from my father, whom I refuse to acknowledge exists.

      Those damn blue eyes pierce through my heart as much as they ever did. He runs a tattooed hand through his messy brown hair, causing memories to surface of how soft those same locks felt against the skin of my thighs. I do my best to remain unaffected, but it takes a whole hell of a lot of willpower. With sleeves on both arms and a tribal tattoo on his neck, he’s the whole bad-boy package. It’s a shame that the sleeves of his shirt are covering them. That was one of the things that first drew me to him in high school. It’s such a shame that I’d rather punch his perfectly square jaw than run my tongue along the stubble that’s dripping with sweat any longer.

      I pop another black jellybean in my mouth, chomping down until my teeth clank together while I watch him squirm. I’m sure it’s like an inferno inside that tiny room by now. I had Sanchez turn up the heat to let him sit and stew about why he’s here.

      “I’ll never understand how you can eat that crap.” Sanchez snorts and crosses his arms over his burly chest. His dark, greasy hair glistens against the dingy yellow lighting.

      “These are the best flavor.” I wave the bag in front of him like a little kid with a new toy, but never take my eyes off the suspect.

      “Next, you’re going to tell me you’re one of those savages who eat black licorice too.” His dark eyebrows shoot up as he spares me a quick glance.

      “Of course.” I turn my head to the side and lift the corner of my mouth in a small smile.

      “Just when I was starting to like you.” He shakes his head, his attention going back to the one-way glass.

      “Eh, we can’t all be perfect.” I set the bag down on the desk and go back to burning a hole through the mirror with my glare.

      “He’s sweating like a hog on a spit. A few more minutes in that sauna and any other person will crack.” Sanchez snorts. Little does he know that this isn’t any ordinary person.

      “Come on, Lee. Aren’t you going to talk to me, sweetheart? I thought since we’re forty-five now, we could put the teenage antics behind us?” The bastard taunts from his side of the mirror, knowing damn well I’m watching his every move.

      With his super hearing, he can probably hear everything we’ve been saying. Yet another thing I didn’t inherit from my shifter side. His cuffs scrape across the table, and I smile at the thought of the silver burning into his skin. Or it would if he weren’t wearing a long-sleeved shirt.

      His words wash over me, igniting a fury deep inside and sealing my next decision. “Turn the heat up another degree.”

      “You got it, boss.” Sanchez laughs and gets up to do just that.

      I tap my fingernails against the side of my mug and debate on the best way to handle this interrogation. For years, Rowan Callahan has been a thorn in my side, and he’s one I won’t let cut me ever again.
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      Rowan

      

      Sweat saturates my shirt and drips down the sides of my face as the cuffs bite into my wrist. If it weren’t for the protection of my sleeves, they would be searing into my skin. I knew she’d use them on me, and I’m happy to let her think she’s winning this round. The unforgiving metal of the table digs into my elbows, but I refuse to move. I’ve lost track of how long she’s left me in here, but I know she’s watching me, waiting for her moment to strike. Cat and mouse has always been our favorite game.

      A hint of a smile plays along the edges of my face as images of her hazel eyes burning into mine, threatening to tear my nuts from my body while she handcuffed me and shoved me into the back of her cruiser fill my head. She’s grown into such a feisty woman, but I still see traces of the girl I knew inside her. It’s the only hope I have of her hearing me out, but it doesn’t matter if she forgives me or not. I’m under her skin and never leaving.

      The door opens, and that same sugary scent that’s haunted my dreams for the past twenty-eight years creeps into my veins, filling me with a new heat, one I feel all the way down to my dick. With every step she takes, my fingers itch in anticipation to touch what once was mine—what still is mine.

      She sets a water bottle down in front of my arm before taking the seat across from me. Her arms cross over her chest, obstructing my view of her luscious tits that I know are more than a handful each. Neither of us speaks as we take each other in. I do my best not to cringe. She still likes to wear those ugly fucking suits to work.

      Her jet-black hair is pulled back into one of those braid things she likes, with some soft tendrils framing the sides of her heart-shaped face and a few pinned back with her favorite clips, exposing the soft planes of her milky skin. Pink plump lips glisten against the shitty yellow lights, causing my teeth to ache with a need to bite them. Her wolf side may be dormant, but she’s still a force to be reckoned with.

      I unscrew the cap and down my water in one go to quench the fire that’s building inside me. The pull between us is still as strong as it ever was. This might be harder than I thought.

      “You look good, Lee.” The nostrils of her petite turned-up nose flare the second I open my mouth. It’s sexy to know I can still get to her and affect her like this. There’s hope things aren’t completely fucked between us.

      Those same lips that I want to be wrapped around my dick press into a firm line as she glares back at me. On second thought, maybe that mouth should stay far away from my shit until she isn’t looking at me like she wants to bite it off anymore.

      “Been a long time.” I keep pushing, hoping to get some type of reaction from her.

      “Not long enough.” Her words are short and clipped, but I expected nothing less from her. The way we ended things wasn’t exactly amicable.

      “Missed you too, babe.” My lips curl, showing off the smile that she used to love. I’m hoping I can use my old charm and convince her not to throw me in jail. No cage is strong enough to hold a shifter, and it would only slow down the inevitable.

      “Cut the shit, Rowan. Why did you come back to Florida, and why the hell were you in my damn house?”

      That vein on the side of her neck pulses, causing the seam of my jeans to tighten. She’s pissed as hell and directing all that rage at me. I can think of many ways to help her relieve it. Most involve a lot less clothing.

      I flash her a smile and lean back in my seat. This is going to be fun.
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      Harley

      

      My fingers curl to keep from punching that smile off his smug face. If I weren’t being watched by Sanchez on the other side of the glass, then I’d do just that. It’s not like it would do any damage to him, anyway. Shifters heal faster than humans. Well, ones who are in tune with their wolf do. Not like myself, whose wolf has been in MIA since birth. He sits there enjoying my eyes on him, and I hate myself for how easily I’ve fallen back into the old habits. Same Rowan, just a different damn day.

      “Didn’t you know? The Keys are a hot destination, even in hurricane season.” He’s taunting me as he dangles little bits of information, knowing that I can’t resist asking for more.

      “Your mind games won’t work on me this time, Rowan.” I squeeze my arms tighter against my chest, forcing myself to remain seated.

      The movement causes my boobs to pop out more, and they’re like a honing beacon to him. His eyes go straight to them, causing the blue in them to deepen. There’s no missing the hunger in his gaze. I know exactly where his thoughts have gone, and I do my best not to join him there.

      I clear my throat to redirect his attention back up to my face. When he raises a dark eyebrow at me, lifting his lips into a wide smirk, it reminds me of every memory we’ve shared. Then the reminder of his betrayal pushes forth, knocking me out of my Rowan trance and back to why we’re here in the first place. I need to get it together and not get lost in him again.

      “I thought after I signed the divorce papers, I wouldn’t have to see you again, and yet here you are. You come back to town after twenty-eight years of pretending that I don’t exist and end up breaking into my house in the middle of the night when you know I’d put a bullet in your ass, given the first chance. I want to know why?” I lean back in my chair and stare him down with my best cold, stern glare. The last thing I want him to think is that I have a soft spot for him.

      “It was late, and I needed a place to crash. Seemed like a good idea at the time.” He shrugs, not budging from his story. Stubborn bastard. Some things never change.

      “How did you know where I live?” I took extra precautions to ensure that my address was unlisted, and it bothers me that he could easily find out my whereabouts. Not even my own mother knows where I live. My father could find the information easily, but he’d have to care about his sham of a daughter first. I haven’t seen the man since I was a teenager, and I hope it stays that way.

      “I looked you up in the phone book.” His condescending answers are complete crap and getting on my last nerve.

      “Cut the bullshit!” I slap my hand against the desk and harden my features. “I’m serious.”

      A knock at the door halts our conversation.

      “Here’s the file you asked for.” Sanchez hands me a manila folder, but instead of leaving, his fingers linger longer than normal on mine. The touch is out of nowhere and catches me off guard. I yank my hand away and set the folder down on the table.

      “You need anything, I’m right outside, boss.” Sanchez smiles, but his face hardens as his attention lands on Rowan.

      The two have some sort of stare down, exchanging words with just a look. It’s a conversation I’m not privy to. A few more beats of silence pass between them, and it’s grating on my last nerve. I don’t belong to Rowan anymore, and he has no right to act territorial now.

      “Thank you, Officer Sanchez. That will be all.” There’s no mistaking my snappy tone. I’m not happy that he’s playing into the macho bullshit and acting like he’s my superior.

      Sanchez breaks their stare down, shoots me a look, and nods his head before closing the door behind him.

      Rowan’s dark eyebrows pinch together as he works something out in his head. “You fucking him?”

      My body stiffens at his words, but I keep up a professional front.

      “That’s none of your damn business and completely irrelevant right now.” I yank open the folder and pull out the files I had Sanchez gain access to earlier. I’m not even dignifying his words with a response. Of course, I have been with others throughout my life. It’s been twenty-eight years, and a woman has needs. Besides that, it’s none of his damn business.

      “That’s a no, then.” The hard lines of his face soften, but I ignore how it makes my insides clench and pull out the pictures I was looking for.

      “And you think you know me so well? It’s been twenty-eight years. I’m not the same sweet, naïve nineteen-year-old girl anymore.” I don’t know why I’m even entertaining him at this point. My love life is none of his business.

      “But I do. I can still read you like a book, Lee. Even after all these years apart, I know every inch of you.” The metal cuffs binding his wrists clank together as he reaches out to grab my hands.

      Right before he can get close enough, I slide them back out of reach and keep my face blank.

      “Yeah, well, I thought I knew you too.” I spread the pictures out on top of the table and slide them forward in front of him, ignoring the stabbing pain in my chest. He was my past, but is not a part of my future. I will not make that mistake again.

      His head dips down to the images as his Adam’s apple bobs, and he visibly swallows, taking a minute to glance over the images. “I did not do this.”

      “And why should I believe you? You’re a thief and a liar.” There’s no mistaking the bitterness in my voice.

      “That may be, but I did not do this.” His voice comes out so strained and rough that it hits me square in the chest. “You want to know why I broke into your house? All right, I’ll tell you. I need your help, Lee. To prove I didn’t kill the museum guard. I’m being set up, and only you can help me.”

      Well, shit. I didn’t see this coming.

    

  

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/tcmc-ebook.jpg





