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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 Five of the Make Me Serial


Harper has had more than her fair share of bad luck with men. Although Jacob treats her royally and she can’t resist his challenging sexual demands, his secretive nature makes her worry that he’s just like all the rest. When a romantic trip to San Francisco gives her a glimpse into his past, Harper’s distrust of powerful men kicks into overdrive. Between his questionable business activities, which Harper’s paper wants to expose, and his secretive relationship with another woman, Harper wonders if his intentions are truly noble...


Unable to get her out of his head, Jacob takes the risk of exposing part of his painful past to Harper. Even though his fascination with her could be his downfall, Jacob is willing to do anything to bind her even closer to him...


Includes a bonus excerpt of Beth Kery’s When I’m With You.


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


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


Living up to his easygoing management style, Sangar had no problem whatsoever telling Harper to go home once she’d turned in her work that Friday. Harper called Jacob and let him know she could leave for San Francisco whenever he was ready. His driver and he were there in the parking lot when she walked out of the newsroom ten minutes later.


The glamour and novelty of Lattice’s sleek private jet awaiting them at the Truckee-Tahoe Airport that afternoon only added to her sense of general euphoria at the prospect of a weekend with Jacob. He was on the phone a lot during their chauffeured ride to their airport and after boarding the plane. He’d immediately apologized for his preoccupation with business when she got into the limo with him. Harper assured him she understood. He’d already put off leaving for San Francisco because he was waiting for her to finish work, after all. She relaxed in the luxurious seat, listening to him talk and experiencing his concise, drilling intelligence firsthand. Unlike this morning on the terrace, when she’d found him intimidating, she found herself relaxing, however. Wasn’t it natural, that he could apply that intense focus of his wherever he chose?


Once the pilot informed them that they’d be taking off soon, he hung up his cell phone and dropped it on the table in front of them with a clunking sound.


He took her hand.


“Hi,” he said.


“Hi,” Harper returned, smiling over at him.


“Sorry again about all that,” he said, nodding at his phone.


“No problem. Does it look like a problem you’ll be able to solve?” she asked. She knew by listening to him he’d been conferring with others on the copyright claim on the software for the business he wanted to buy.


“It’ll get solved. It’s just a matter of how much time and money we have to throw at this thing to get it there.”


“Does the prior copyright claim on the software seem legitimate?” she asked.


His stare was on her face. As usual, she felt uniquely aware of herself and her body when his focused attention was on her. “Legitimate enough to bring it to court. It’s my job to convince the claimant that it’s not worth his time and money to take it there.” He abruptly planted a kiss on her mouth, making Harper blink in surprised pleasure. “Forget about work. Are you comfortable? Do you want anything to drink?”


“No, I’m fine.”


“I’ve told Cyril we are coming. He invited himself over to my house tomorrow. He has some ideas about the film he wants to run by you.”


“That’d be great.” She laughed when Jacob made a face. “You act like Cyril is a pain, but you actually like his company, don’t you?”


He merely shrugged, but something about his small smile told her that what she’d said was true.


“Maybe it’ll be for the best if he comes over. I’ll be in meetings tomorrow afternoon. Cyril can keep you company. I promise you a nice dinner tomorrow night, though, and we have tickets to the opera tonight.”


“It sounds great.”


“Good. You don’t want to sit next to the window?” he asked, nodding toward the seat across from him.


“No, I’d rather sit next to you.”


The plane began to move on the runway. He seemed tense. Distracted.


“What?” she asked him, sensing he had something on his tongue.


“Is flying . . . or heights, one of the fears you had when you were a kid?”


“No,” she replied without hesitation.


“Do you mind if I ask what you were afraid of when you were young? Besides . . . you know. Knives?”


“Why? I don’t have those phobias anymore,” she said, honestly curious about why he would want to know.


He shrugged, bringing her attention down to his broad shoulders. He was wearing a white shirt and a tweed blazer. She had to restrain herself from putting her hands all over him, he looked so appealing. “I was just interested. It’s amazing, the way your father was able to get rid of your phobias so completely.”


“Dogs,” she admitted after a pause, sighing. “That’s why I got a little freaked out when Charger charged me on the beach.”


His eyebrows went up. “So the fears weren’t completely eradicated.”


“You saw me with all your dogs. Lots of people would jump if a large animal ran at them, but I keep it under control. I can manage my anxiety.”


“Right,” he murmured. The plane turned onto the runway. He was looking at her intently, stroking her hand with his thumb, seemingly unaware when the plane began to speed up for takeoff. “Was there anything else?”


“Crowds. Being out in public.”


“You were agoraphobic?”


“Yes. School phobic, too, because of it,” she said, looking away from his incising stare . . . feeling a little stupid. Embarrassed. She cleared her throat, reminding herself she was a grown woman now and was no longer that frightened girl. “I was never really afraid of people, per se, it was being out that got to me. I felt vulnerable. Exposed. I missed a good part of the seventh grade, because of it. Between doing the schoolwork at home, tutoring, and summer school, I was able to enter the eighth grade with my original class. Although, even in the eighth grade, my attendance was still a little problematic. By my sophomore year or so, the worst of my anxieties were past. I joined the school newspaper and the creative writing club.” She shrugged. “Writing kind of brought me out of my shell.”


“That’s a lot of time lost. Do you regret it?”


“Sure. A whole chunk of my childhood was taken from me.” The plane lifted from the ground and began hurtling through empty space. The engines hummed loudly in her ears.


“Why?” he asked.


“Why what?”


“Isn’t there usually a precipitating event to phobias like you had? Some kind of trauma?” he probed.


She focused on him, slightly incredulous that he expected her to spill her vulnerabilities. “Sometimes, but not necessarily. Why are you so curious about my teenage neuroses? Are you worried they’re going to make a reappearance?”


“No. I’m just interested. I want to know you better.”


She gave him a seriously? glance. His expression flattened, and she knew he’d just recalled their conversation from last night, the one where he’d told her firmly he didn’t discuss his past.


“I get it,” he said, his mouth pressed into a hard line. “I’m not allowed to question you about your past if—”


“You won’t let me do the same about yours? I’m actually okay with you asking, Jacob. It’d be nice if you at least recognized the double standard, though.”


He looked out the window, his face turned in profile. In the distance, she saw the Sierra Nevada mountains falling away from them.


“But not of heights,” she heard him say very quietly.


“Excuse me?”


“You weren’t afraid of heights,” he clarified. At first, she was puzzled by his statement, but after a moment, she considered it seriously.


“I used to be pretty nervous about heights, when I was really little,” she replied thoughtfully, examining their clasped hands where they rested on his long, solid thigh.


“But not anymore?” Jacob asked. She realized she’d sounded a little wistful, and that he’d turned and was peering at her.


“No,” she replied softly. “Not anymore.”


“Your father cured you of that fear, too?”


“Not my father. Someone else.”


From the periphery of her vision, she saw him open his mouth. He closed it without speaking. She stared out the window as they soared through the air, only feeling a sense of calm power as he held her hand tightly in his.


Twenty Years Ago


When Jake opened his eyes the next morning at dawn, it was like waking up in a different body. A different world. His nose was buried in Harper’s soft hair. It smelled of hay from the loft, and peaches. They were on their sides, her back pressed against his front. He held her against him with one arm encircling her waist.
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