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‘One of the sexiest, most erotic love stories that I have read in a long time’ Affaire de Coeur


‘Wicked good storytelling’ Jaci Burton


‘A sleek, sexy thrill ride’ Jo Davis


‘One of the best erotic romances I’ve ever read’ All About Romance


‘The heat between Kery’s main characters is molten’ Romantic Times


‘Action and sex and plenty of spins and twists’ Genre Go Round Reviews


‘Beth Kery just became an auto-buy’ Larissa Ione


‘An intensely sexual love story’ Kirkus Reviews


‘Some of the sexiest love scenes I have read’ Romance Junkies


‘Addictive, delectable reading’ USA Today


‘Intoxicating and exhilarating’ Fresh Fiction


‘Holy hell HAWT’ Under the Covers Book Blog


‘Fabulous, sizzling hot’ Julie James


‘Scorching hot! I was held spellbound’ Wild on Books
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Part Two of the Make Me Serial


When Jacob Latimer ran into Harper McFaddan on the beach, she thought it was the first time their paths had crossed. Only Jacob knows that his murky history connects with hers in ways she couldn’t imagine – ways that make their relationship dangerous. He should let her go. But now that he’s felt her in his arms, he worries that he’ll never be able to forsake her . . .


Harper has never been this attracted to anyone before – nor has she ever been so intimidated. Jacob can go from aloof and mysterious to total mastery of her mind and body in a second flat. In the glamorous setting of his luxurious yacht, he finally stakes his claim. And he won’t stop until he has every inch of her under his delicious control . . .


Includes a bonus excerpt of Beth Kery’s Glow.


For more electrifying romance, don’t miss the next instalment, Make Me Say It . . . 


Discover other captivating titles by Beth Kery: The Affair, the One Night Of Passion series, and her bestselling erotically charged series which began with Because You Are Mine.




Chapter One




Harper stood there naked, panting, and completely undone. Her nerves still zinged following an intense climax wrought by Jacob Latimer’s magical hand. But that wasn’t what had her so overwhelmed and shockingly rearoused.


What had her so awestruck was witnessing his savage abandon as he’d found his own pleasure.


It’d really happened. All of it. Tension still seemed to roll off his body in waves. He’d jerked off, even as he’d nursed her through a powerful orgasm. Her stomach was wet with his semen. His cock was still clutched in his hand. She looked from his glistening sex to his shadowed face, stunned by how powerful the moment had been for her.


“I’m sorry,” he muttered between uneven breaths.


“Why?” she asked, her voice hollow with amazement.


“For the rush.”


“Oh,” she managed, bewildered. Her impression of him from earlier that evening was that he was typically in consummate control. Unhurried. She didn’t know him well enough to tell him that she’d found his raw, unchecked need arousing. You don’t know him at all, and yet you’re wet with his come and his hand is pressed against your pussy and his finger is inside you. The thought made her tighten around him. His head jerked up. He moved his hand subtly. Much to her horror, she moaned in reanimated pleasure.


She clearly had lost her mind.


“I guess it was all kind of . . . unexpected,” she said, reconsidering the strange turn of events of the past half hour. Of the whole evening, for that matter.


“You showing up here might have been unexpected. This wasn’t,” he said, again circling his hand on her sex for emphasis. She shivered.


“It wasn’t?” she whispered.


“No. I thought I made it clear I wanted you,” he replied quietly. “It was you I was thinking about, when you walked up. I had a head start on you.”


Harper suppressed an urge to laugh. He sounded so calm, talking about something as intimate as being caught masturbating.


He released his cock. The crown brushed across her belly. Then he was turning her in his arms to face the showerhead. Harper started to question him, but then he stepped closer and reached around her. He used his hands to rinse his semen from her skin. It was a surprisingly gentle gesture, especially when she considered how raw and forceful he’d been as he’d brought himself to orgasm. It distracted her, the feeling of his hands and the flowing hot water, the sensation of his still-formidable cock pressing against her lower back, his balls next to the base of her spine. His last words repeated in her head.


“I’m the one who should be apologizing to you,” she said, watching his dark hands glide across her stomach and ribs.


“Hmm?” He’d lowered his head. A shiver coursed through her at the low, rough rumble of his voice near her ear.


“I didn’t even do anything.”


“You exist. That’s enough, trust me.” Her cheeks heated at the warm amusement she heard in his tone. It’d been a potent compliment, genuine or not.


“I really did come to get my purse.”


“If you say so.” He reached around her and turned the tap, shutting off the shower.


“I couldn’t have known I’d find you out here.” She defended herself, turning because she’d sensed he’d moved away from her. Her mouth fell open at the moonlit vision of his gleaming, muscular back, powerful, long legs, and a mouthwatering ass. God, he was beautiful. Was it any wonder she’d been so uncharacteristically impulsive? He opened a cupboard, his actions once again unhurried and controlled. He turned toward her and she saw he held two towels in his hand.


“You could have come back in the morning,” he said, handing her a towel.


“My press pass is in my purse. I have a conference in the morning. I needed it first thing,” she replied, covering her body. He, on the other hand, didn’t bother to hide his nakedness. He used the towel to briskly dry himself with one hand.


“What would you like to do now?” he asked after a moment, dropping the hand that held the bunched-up towel to his side.


“Do?” she repeated. To hide her confusion, she busied herself with fastening the towel above her breasts.


“Do you want to go? Or do you want to stay the night?”


She looked up slowly.


“Surely you’ll give me another chance at this,” he said when she didn’t reply immediately. “You’re not going to let that stand as my record.” He waved vaguely in the direction of the shower.


This time she couldn’t stop herself from laughing. He really was something. So cool and intimidating one moment and yet so self-deprecating the next. She warmed even more when his low chuckle twined around her own.


“You don’t have anything to prove. I’m . . . quite satisfied,” she said after a pause, a smile lingering on her lips. Very satisfied, in fact. Very curious about what other secrets you hold, what other mysteries you might unlock in my body with the ease of a master thief. She pushed the incendiary thought aside. A cool breeze rippled over her damp skin. The rush of humor and warmth had suddenly abandoned her.


“But . . . I really should be going. It’s an early morning for me.”


He nodded and quickly wrapped the towel around his lean hips. “I’ll just go and get your purse, then.”


Disappointment flooded her when he didn’t persist in his invitation to stay. In his absence, she scurried to find her clothing. By the time he’d returned, she’d donned her socks, underwear, and pants, and was fastening her bra. It was as if with every garment of clothing she put on, the unreality of what’d just happened grew greater. She glanced up self-consciously when he returned, her clutch purse looking tiny in his big hand. She was glad for the cloak of semidarkness. He bent down and retrieved her shirt.


“Thanks,” she murmured when he handed it to her. She shoved it over her head.


“I meant what I said. Before.”


“What?” she asked, jerking her shirt down over her abdomen. He stepped closer, and she froze.


“I can make you forget some of your sorrows,” he said. “For a little while, anyway. If you let me. What’s the harm in that?”


Her mouth fell open.


“What?” he asked, obviously sensing her unease.


“This is weird,” she replied in a rush.


She saw his brow furrow. “That I want you? That you want me?”


“No, not that,” she said, flustered. She jammed her foot into one of her shoes. “I mean . . . I was told by someone that you usually don’t . . . date local women,” she explained, flushing at the word date. She hid her eye roll by looking down while she put on her other shoe. He didn’t want to take her to dinner and a movie, for Christ’s sake. He wanted her for the purpose of exchanging single-minded pleasure. Which sounded pretty damn exciting at the moment. The thought of his rigid face and bulging arms as he’d made both of them come a moment ago flashed into her mind’s eye, stealing her breath.


“I don’t.” She looked up sharply. He’d stepped closer. “I don’t like complications.”


“And you don’t think I’ll give you any?” she wondered in amazement.

OEBPS/images/atb.jpg
make me
TREMRI E





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
BE ['H KERY

make me
TREMRI E





OEBPS/images/author.jpg





OEBPS/images/author_artwork.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781472240576_FC.jpg





OEBPS/images/pub1.jpg
headline
FTEFRNAL





