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Praise for the Shadow Unit Series

 

 

“The Shadow Unit Series is an edge of your seat thrill ride full of steamy romance, conspiracy and best of all, hot shifters. A great series for any lover of the genre.” -Author S. Cu’Anam Policar.

 

“This was one of the best 2nd in a series books I think I have ever read. I have been waiting to see what happened with Jes and Draven, the hotness that is Royce and Ronin. Great Follow up. Great writing, can’t wait till the others come out!” –Tka3nme.

 

“Just when you think happily ever after there is another twist in the story that keeps you turning the page.” –1safelady.

 

“The Shadow Unit Series is intense, gritty and HOT HOT HOT!!!” –Viki Sloboda.

 

“Intrigue, love and action make an irresistible read.” –Vondetta Carter 

 

“Once you start reading them you can’t put them down until you’re finished. Then you are anxiously waiting for the next.” –Barb A.

 

“Shadow Unit Series is an emotional, raw, sexy, action packed paranormal fabulousness that sucks you in from page one. You will cry, laugh, and blush throughout the series and burn for more.” –Indy Book Fairy

 

“Hunky men, steamy scenes, romance and a touch of the paranormal. What more can you ask for? It’s all here in the Shadow Unit.” –Jennifer Ballam.

 

“The Shadow Unit series is an edge of your seat mix of adventure and romance that will leave the readers wanting more!” –Ty Langston, Author of Decadent Dreams

 

 


Praise for Arctic Bound

 

 

“Arctic Bound is meltingly passionate and explosively sexy! Ms. Eden brings us an amazing story. Arctic Bound kept me guessing! Doesn’t happen often but I was stunned speechless a few times with plot twists I never saw coming.” –Bitten by Love Reviews

 

“I enjoyed Arctic Bound because of the heroine, she was no one’s push over. She was a fighter. There was passion, mystery and all kinds of paranormal creatures.” –Debra Crosby 

 

“Do you want dark and brooding? Check. Do you want a heroine with a troubled past? Check. Do you want the leads to not be physically perfect? Partial check. Do you want your paranormal favorites in one place? Huge Check!” –Jenny

 

“I love Tigris Eden as an author and here’s why, she puts everything I want in a book without it being too much. I am a huge fan of adding diversity into books and Tigris delivers.” –Reese’s Book reviews 

 

“The well-orchestrated events of this romance keep readers on the edge of their seats and ensure that the readers want to know everything. I was completely bewitched by the Arctic Wolves and their fascinating world and I can’t wait to read the next one.”– Evampire

 

 


Praise for Diamond

 

 

“My first book from this author and most certainly not my last. There are a lot of books available that claim to be dystopian with dark undertones but this book just knocked me for six! I wasn't quite sure what to expect but whatever it was it most certainly wasn't this. I read the synopsis and thought alrighty then futuristic sci fi with a mysterious heroine and the stereo typical alpha male. Can I state here and now that this book seems to have a life of its own and if it's a romance you seek then perhaps you will scream but if you want to get knocked on your (no doubt) shapely behind then this book deserves to be read!” – Marta Cox

 

“I feel like if I just write WOW! that will cover the review, yet I know I need to provide more than one word.

 

Let’s begin with the official stuff, I was provided a copy of Diamond in exchange for an honest review via NetGalley.  the cover drew me in; I mean seriously; this has to be one of the best covers I’ve seen in a long time. Once I read the book, it ultimately NAILED the female protagonist, Nadya. 

 

I have been drawn to post-apocalyptic stories for a while and read so many.  This is a world where every breath is a fight, water is scarce, and food… Well, what do people do when food runs low?  It’s savage, raw, and depicts a nightmare world.  The imagery was brutal yet so realistic; I was thankful for my fresh glass of water.” –Boundless Book Reviews
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“Just like the moon holds the light, you hold my heart.”

~Jackson Storme

 

You ever kiss a man that kissed so well you forgot your own name? Me neither.

~ Annabelle Macon

 


 

 

 

A SLOW BURN

 

by Tigris Eden

 

 


A Slow Burn: Chapter 1

 

 

“Everything is going to be alright, Annabelle.” 

That was easy for Joey to say, she was married to Treat Cavanaugh, of the multi-millionaire Cavanaugh’s, who practically owned the quiet little town of Beauville, just twenty miles outside of Baton Rouge, Louisiana. How my mother talked me into coming back was a miracle. Okay, it wasn’t a miracle, I was excited to get back; and although I wasn’t going to say or think his name out loud, there was someone that I was more than eager to see. It was Fourth of July weekend, and because I’d lost my job in New York, there was nowhere left to go but home. I’d had a choice of course, but this one seemed like the path of least resistance and it had nothing to do with the possibility of seeing Jackson Storme. Not really. 

“Just help me pick something out for the festival.” I pleaded. Living in the big city had changed my fashion sense, and I’d been unsuccessful in figuring out what to wear. The town made a big-to-do out of Independence Day. It was their excuse to get rip-roaring drunk, watch the fireworks, and taste the best food that our town patrons had to offer. It was a day of days for the good citizens of Beauville. 

“This one,” Joey said, holding up a white gauzy summer dress with thin spaghetti straps. It was perfect. The dress had been a necessity with the humidity in New York, but here in Beauville there’d be a slight breeze coming from the river, giving me the circulation needed for my skin to breathe. I didn’t get that in New York, there, I was only privy to the incessant heat and the sun glaring down on my skin, burning up all my beauty and trying to replace it with wrinkles and sun spots. My mother always told me the humid weather down south was what kept her looking so young. 

“You sure?” I asked again. 

“Yeah, girl, next to me, you’ll look mighty-fine, mighty-fine,” Joey said, giggling as she bounced over to my dresser to find accessories. She whistled as she dug through my jewelry box, inspecting each piece. New York and Louisiana were as different as night and day. In the city, it was a fast pace, long work hours, and a race to beat the traffic. Here in Beauville it was the opposite, a slow crawl, lazy days, and boudin balls over at Marivaux’s Crawfish Shack. 

“Ooh, can I wear this?” Joey asked holding up a pair of gold leaf earrings. 

“Yeah, honey, knock yourself out.” 

Joey Cavanaugh was a petite woman with black hair and emerald green eyes. Her husband, Treat was a tall drink of hotness with a Southern drawl that would make even an old woman swoon. I was happy when Joey and Treat finally married. The town’s beauty queen matched to a Cavanaugh had everyone jumping for joy. Hell, I was even jumping when I got the call. I hadn’t been able to make the wedding like I wanted, but I did send them a gift. 

When I finished putting on my dress, I slid into a pair of jelly flips-flops and secured my hair on top of my head in a messy ponytail. Trying to do anything else with my hair was pointless. 

“I wish I had your coloring, Annabelle. You look like a bronzed goddess with all those sexy curves.” Joey said as her eyes scanned my body with a smile.  

“I’ll take you to tan anytime you want, honey,” I said, winking at her. 

Joey sticks her tongue out at me before saying, “Whatever, you’re all natural. I love your skin, its blemish free. 

“Thanks for the co-sign, honeybee.” 

Joey and I grew up in Beauville and we’d friended one another the first day of Pre-K, she was one of my dearest friends for as long as I could remember. I didn’t have a problem with who I was as a person, I embraced my heritage. My mother raised me to love me for me and to not try and change, except when change made me a better person. So when the other kids at school had shunned me because of my mother and Joey hadn’t, I knew then we were going to be good friends. 

It didn’t matter that we were dirt poor and lived on the other side of the proverbial tracks. Beauville was a small town; people were going to talk regardless. I didn’t know my father and rumor had it that it was my mother’s longtime lover, Mayor Roudroux; which would make me a little bit of this and a little bit of that. 

I’d left town because I knew there was a huge world outside of Beauville just waiting for me to snap its picture–not because of the rumors about my mother. After I graduated high school, I applied to all of the noteworthy art colleges. When I was accepted into The New York School of Arts on a full scholarship, I crossed the Mississippi River and didn’t look back. My mother encouraged me to spread my wings; she was never one to hold me back. 

Joey and I left my room fully dressed, me in my sundress and her in her shorts and a tank top.

“Girl, you look good enough to eat. Woo wee, you sho’ is fine, darlin’.” This came from the Mayor of Beauville Rufus Roudroux; the man my mama had been seeing since I was in diapers. I didn’t look a lick like him, but his son Wood, well, we could have been twins. I never brought it up to my mother and she never said a word to me. We both knew that Mayor Roudroux was married with three kids, with Wood and me being the same age. He, of course, was white, where as I wasn’t white at all. If there was some cream added to my brown sugar, you wouldn’t know it, but Wood and I definitely looked alike, from our dark brown hair, to our light brown eyes, as well as our identical dimples. 

So, my mother was carrying on with another woman’s husband, did I think it was bad? Yes; but the entire town knew about their relationship, and Rufus Roudroux had been mayor for more years than I could count. The people here obviously didn’t care. The long-standing rumor was that my mother cleaned their home, and somehow, someway, she bewitched him. This caused a lot of problems growing up, and as much as some of the town tried to blame me for my mother’s wrong doings, I worked really hard at ignoring it all. I don’t think anyone really knows what happened, I just remember him showing up one day when I was very young, and returning weekly from that day forward. He didn’t give me money, but he sure did have a lot of advice. 

“Rufus Wilson Roudroux, hush your mouth, don’t be talking to my baby that way!” My mother admonished, slapping him on the leg. 

“Pearl baby, don’t no woman come packaged as fine as this one, well, ‘cept you.” 

Mayor Roudroux was good to my mama, so I never complained about them carrying on the way they did. They were snuggled on the front porch swing, sipping sweet iced tea while he smoked his cigar. It was a familiar scent, one I openly missed while I was in New York. 

“Mama, I’ll be back before midnight,” I said, bending to kiss her ebony cheek. She was a beautiful woman, and at fifty-seven, she could easily pass for forty. Flawless dark skin and black eyes that saw right to the heart of a person, that was my mama, Pearl Macon. She was a proud woman and often said she would take no other life, except the one she had. She also had the prettiest smile I’d ever seen. 

“Have fun, shuga, and should you meet a strapping young fella, you bring him round so I can inspect him, you hear?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

I stepped off the porch, walking towards Joey’s LS400 and waited as she took her sweet ass time unlocking and walking to the car, I slid in just as she waved to my mother.

“Bye, Ms. Macon,” Joey yelled before getting inside the car. 

“You girls be careful.” 

“We will.” We both sang. 

Dirt sprayed in all directions from the car peeling out of the driveway, hitting the car with a crackling sound. 

“I’m so glad you’re home, Annabelle.” 

“Don’t get all emotional, it’s just until I can find another job.” 

Joey turned serious eyes on me, her mouth turning down in a frown. “You tell your mom why you’re not working at that company anymore?” 

No, I hadn’t intended to tell my mother anything. It would only make her worry. My boss, Trevor Dillinger, was a dick who tried coercing me into having sex with him. I declined as politely as I could and he, being the pint-sized dick-less douche bag that he was, fired me. End of story, nothing more to tell. 

Joey was the only one that knew how I lost my job, and I didn’t care to repeat that story again. I had a plan and it was a good one. I had enough savings to start my own photography company, doing self-portraits, baby photos, the works. I didn’t need to work for slimy Trevor Dillinger. 

“No, and she doesn’t need to know. I told you I have other plans. I’ll be fine.” 

Joey placed a hand on my arm, smiling wide, and continued in a serious tone, “Anything you need, Anna, it’s yours.” 

God, I loved Joey! She was always real with me. 

“Thanks, honeybee, but I have some money put away.” 

“Well then, watch out world, because Annabelle Macon is going to make a name for herself!” 

We laughed for a long time before I cut on the radio, both of us singing Lady Gaga’s “Bad Romance.” 

 


A Slow Burn: Chapter 2

 

 

“The wife will be here any minute.” 

“You mean my little sister,” Jackson said, eyeing the man he barely let live once he’d found out his best friend was getting fresh with his little sister. 

“Your little sister, my wife, same difference,” Treat grinned as he wiped his forehead with the back of his hand. 

It was hot as hell outside and Jackson had to keep asking himself why he came to these things year after year after year. Because you’re the sheriff. 

The women were out en masse, and the men were imbibing by the keg. Tonight was going to get rowdy, especially now that the Donovan twins pulled up in their Twin Cab Ford pickup. Where one went, the other followed, it was amazing they didn’t hold each other’s dicks when they had to piss. Good thing Rowdy was on duty as well as two other deputies. He was going to need the help. 

“Sheriff.”

A petite blonde walked by, making sure he saw the extra sway in her hips, Viola Sumner. 

“Viola,” Jackson tipped his head in her direction and smiled polite. She’d been prancing in front of him for weeks, showing off what she deemed her most likable assets. Being sheriff came with ease, and he knew once the festival was in full swing, all the women in Beauville, single or not, would be lining up to feed him their special dish. 

Jackson watched as people walked over to booths to look at preserves or crafts. Most everyone lined up for Ms. Mildred’s lemonade or for a taste of her pecan pie. Children were playing out in the field with sparklers, not caring that the sun hadn’t gone down yet; and new mothers gathered around their strollers, talking about the latest in baby gear. The older kids were over on the lake either making out or listening to their music, while the matriarchs of Beauville had their lawn chairs out under the gazebo drinking their spiked tea, and keeping eyes on their men, who were playing dominoes or horseshoes and drinking. Yup, the festivities would be well underway soon.

“Here,” Treat handed Jackson a beer and he gratefully took it. Taking a long pull from the chilled bottle, the cold brew soothing his parched throat with the crisp taste of wheat and a hint of apple made him sigh with relief.

“The little woman’s here,” Jackson’s brother-in-law said, walking towards his sister’s LS400. Someone else was in the passenger seat with her, but he couldn’t tell who because the windows were tinted. 

“Lord almighty, Annabelle Macon, is that you, girl?” Treat whistled as he walked to her side of the car, pulling her out and into his arms for a bear hug. 

Jackson couldn’t move, he could only stare. Hell, he may have even drooled a bit. Annabelle Macon was not the skinny little girl with pigtails he remembered from way back when anymore. She was a bronzed beauty with mahogany tresses streaked with highlights that flowed freely from her ponytail. Golden brown skin and light brown eyes looked past Treat’s shoulder and smiled his way. Her mouth made him think of lazy kisses that lasted well into the night; and her legs? Well, they just kept going and going and going. When Treat released her, she turned back to the car to say something to Joey, and Jackson was treated to the full view of her apple bottom. That ass was meant to fill his hands. 

Jackson’s pants tightened and he had to adjust himself before he could walk over and greet her properly. She was wearing a white, gauzy dress that hugged every curve of her beautiful body. She was his fantasy come to life, with her hair up, exposing her delicate neck and bare shoulders. The rest of her, encased in her dress, left nothing to his imagination, and Jackson had an excellent imagination. Today is turning out to be a great day, Jackson thought to himself. 

 

* * *

 

Holy hell! They were making the white boys in Beauville extra-large. Jackson Storme was my kryptonite, my knight in shining, dark armor. I’d crushed on him before I even understood what crushing was. My girly parts were praising his name and totally onboard with getting a piece of that. He looked better than ever, black wavy hair that curled at his neck, broad shoulders that blocked out the sun, and a body that was as solid as a tree. There wasn’t an ounce of fat on him anywhere. If there was, I couldn’t see it. 

His tight black tee and distressed jeans barely did the job of containing all of his raw masculinity; which was expected, this was, after all, Jackson Storme. The same boy turned man from my dreams. What I hadn’t expected, was the sheriff badge at his belt buckle and the gun on his hip, it ratcheted up the sexy factor past ten on my, “Damn-he’s-so-fine,” scale. But what really threw me were his eyes. They were a deep shade of brown that looked gold in a certain light. Hence his high school moniker, “The Golden God.” I was five years his junior and Jackson Storme never looked at me the way he was looking at me now. His eyes zeroed in on my face, starting at my eyes and sweeping down my body, only to move back up again. I swear I could feel his gaze undressing me slowly. 

“Girl, you are fine. I may have to trade up for a newer model.” Treat said grinning at his wife who slapped him hard in the chest, but turned to wink at me. 

“Told ya you were a hottie,” Joey cooed. 

I placed both hands out at my sides and turned around in a full circle, smiling over my shoulder at the happy couple before saying, “Y’all are just a bowl of sugar, the two of you.” 

“You know it.” Treat said. He looked down at his petite wife, and my heart hurt with happiness at the love I saw shinning out for the world to see. Those two were meant for each other. I wanted that kind of love someday. The kind where I couldn’t wait to see my better half. I’d wait up all night for their kind of love, refusing to close my eyes because I wanted to fall asleep in my man’s arms. 

Jackson took that moment to step forward tipping his head in my direction. 

“Annabelle.” 

“Sheriff Storme.” 

He smiled, and I swear my heart beat a little faster at the sight of his dimples. Joey and Treat were talking quietly amongst themselves leaving Jackson and me alone. 

“City life too fast for you? My sister told me you’d moved back from New York.” 

“Nah, just home for a while, taking a break. Joey didn’t tell me you were the sheriff. The badge looks good on you.” 

Hell anything would look good on him, present company included. 

He didn’t respond to my comment, just tipped his head forward again. That was one thing I didn’t really care for about Southern boys; they were always so damned polite. However, I’d learned a few things while living in New York, and one of my most valuable lessons was to live in the moment. Snatch it up and run with it because who knew when opportunity was going to throw you down on a bed, hell the ground at my feet, and give it to me raw and dirty like I knew Jackson could. 

“How long are you going to be in Beauville?” 

“Depends.” 

I wasn’t going to beat around the bush. I know when a man wants me. 

“On what, Annabelle?” My name was like gravel in his mouth. Like he was having a hard time talking to me, or maybe he was annoyed that I hadn’t given him a flat out answer. But damn his voice was darker, the drawl that all Southern men came standard with became slower, affecting that place between my thighs I so badly wanted to introduce him to. 

“On you, sugar.” 

I watched as Jackson’s pupils dilated and his nostrils flared. I could flirt with the best of them and not even bat an eyelash. I knew I wanted him. I wanted him something fierce, and had for as long as I could remember. 

“You taunting me, Annabelle?” 

He took a step forward, making me look up into his heated gaze. This conversation had taken a different kind of turn. I expected Jackson to be shocked, maybe even a little hesitant. But our harmless flirtation had become something altogether different, something sexy. Dare I call it foreplay? 

Normally, I needed to be touched, coaxed into the horizontal mambo, but Jackson Storme could make me come in zero to ten, I was one hundred and fifty percent positive we were eye-fucking right out in the open for all to see. The man threw off animal magnetism in large doses. Someone needed to bottle his scent, which had somehow overpowered my senses, and sell it at top dollar, he was that intoxicating. It was a combination of virile man and hot summer mornings that slowly heated, until finally by mid-afternoon you were dying of thirst, because it was too hot. 

“Jackson Storme,” I smiled sweetly using my own Southern drawl and said, “I would never-ever think to do such a thing.” I bat my lashes and turned in the direction of Joey and Treat, thinking I could get away. The plan was to have him eating out of the palm of my hand by the end of the day. But he only let me make it five steps before grabbing my arm and turning me around to face him. The skin on skin contact had my breath hitching and my eyes widening in apprehension. Maybe I wasn’t ready for Sheriff Jackson Storme. His face was hard as he peered down at me and frown lines began to form around the corners of his mouth as he pulled me closer to whisper into my ear.  

“Miss Macon, do have a care in how you tempt me. I’m not like those little boys in the city. You can’t and won’t control me, honey.” 

Like I wanted to, I didn’t want to control him, hell I was willing to give up the control if he’d turn down the machismo a notch or two. 

“No one said anything about control, Sheriff Jackson,” At least I hadn’t said anything about it. My heart was tripping over itself as we stared each other down. His warm breath fanned my face and I knew I was crazy for blatantly licking my suddenly dry lips when we were so close together. I swear I could taste his skin as my tongue swiped my bottom lip. I was in trouble, but at the last moment, self-preservation kicked in and I snatched my arm away, walking over to Ms. Mildred’s table for her famous pecan pie. My throat was dry, and for no good reason, I was scared. Really scared. Not in a way a woman is scared that a man is out to harm her, but in a way that made me realize that if I wasn’t careful, Jackson Storme was going to break my heart. I’d only been home a day, and already, I was losing my touch on reality. He didn’t want me as his forever kind of girl. He just wanted me because I was the next available piece on his radar. 

“Hey there, Annabelle,” Mildred says smiling, showing her perfect white teeth. 

“Ms. Mildred.” I smiled, grabbing a cup to stop my hands from shaking and poured myself a drink of lemonade. Damn that man, getting me all hot and bothered and not doing a damn thing about it. I was more than ready for the hook-up, but it seemed like Jackson Storme was all talk. You ran away, Anna, not him. Then again, I knew the only person I was fooling was myself. He was the one to initiate physical contact, I had totally ducked and made my way back into my non-combative corner. Pecan pie forgotten, I tried to focus on Ms. Mildred as she asked about my mother.

“How’s yo mama Pearl?” 

“She’s good, thanks for asking.” 

I brought the cup of lemonade up to my lips with a shaky hand. Damn, my heart still was running a damn race, and I knew I wasn’t sweating because of the temperature outside. It was him, all him. The celebration was in full swing, people lined up to grab their plates, and children were screaming for more time to play. Even the teenagers were in line to grab a bite to eat. 

“Best go get you a plate, honey.” 

“Yes, ma’am. Should I bring you one?” 

“No, girl, my nephew has my plate.” 

When I turned, I saw that JaDarius was indeed coming to bring his aunt’s plate. He was a tall lanky kid of about seventeen.

“Hey, JaDarius.” I called, remembering how I used to babysit him back in the day when I was in high school. 

“Hi, Miss Macon.” He waved, handing his aunt her plate and bounded off in the direction of the other teenagers. I needed to focus on getting myself a plate, because if I set my sights on Jackson Storme, everyone here at the festival was going to get an eyeful. 

 

* * *

 

Jackson stood back and watched as people milled about in line waiting to grab a plate of food. The breeze had died down and the heat from the sun was uncomfortably noticeable.

“Hey, Sheriff.” 

Jackson stiffened at the sound of Viola. She was standing next to him, holding a tray full of brownies. He didn’t expect the women of Beauville to start swarming him until after they ate. Apparently, Viola was only concerned with eating desert first. 

“Viola.” 

“Love these festivals, don’t you?” She took a step closer, making sure her breasts skimmed his arm before turning her face up to smile sweetly at him. “Want to try one of my world famous brownies?”  

Jackson didn’t respond; he was watching Annabelle as she laughed and talked to the people standing in line around her. How was it he never noticed her before? She’d practically lived at his house when they were growing up. Had he known she was going to turn into such a looker, he’d have swooped in when she was old enough to understand what a man needed in the bedroom. All that soft supple brown skin would have been his for the taking. 

“Sheriff? Sheriff, I asked if you wanted some of my brownies.” Viola’s voice cracked at her last question. She was pretty, but she wasn’t beautiful, not on the inside at any rate. She was a vampire; the type of woman that once she got her hooks into you, her fangs would come out and suck you dry. 

“No, Vi, no brownies, not right now.”

He’d been too deep in thought to form a response for Viola. On any normal day he’d have tasted her brownies, complimented her on them, and then taken her back to her place and given her a reason to say his name. Repeatedly. But not tonight, hell, not again. When a man found the woman he would have and protect, he zeroed in on how to catch and keep her. He wouldn’t risk losing that for some one-night stand. 

“Sorry, Viola, but I’m seeing someone.” 

“Since when?” Her voice went up in that annoying high-pitched shriek that made his eardrums bleed. Inwardly, he cringed, but on the outside, he gave her a tight smile. 

“Since about five minutes ago.” 

Jackson left Viola with her plate of brownies and her negative remarks. 

 

 


A Slow Burn: Chapter 3

 

 

The rest of the day went by in a blur. After grabbing my plate, I walked over to a table and ate with Treat and Joey. Jackson and I didn’t have very many run-ins, although, I could feel him staring me down. It was a physical touch, even though he was nowhere near. 

“What did you do to my big brother?” Joey asked, taking a sip of her spiked tea.

“Not a thing, why?” 

“He’s been staring at you all day like he’s hungry.” 

Joey of course was right, but not too long ago, he’d been standing under the big oak tree, talking to Viola Sumner. 

“Maybe he wants me to bring him a plate of food?” I questioned. I was being a smart ass, but couldn’t seem to help myself. Joey rolled her eyes behind her glass of tea, not responding to my remark. One of the things I missed about New York was that men didn’t beat around the bush. They wanted you; they made damn sure you knew what it was they were asking for. On the down side, they were usually impatient or quick to finish. Down South, everything and everyone is laid back and in the cut. No one rushed anywhere, it was as if every day was a lazy afternoon in the shade, sipping tea, or greeting folks as they walked by. 

“Usually you don’t have to bring him food; it tends to be brought to him. Most all the single females in this parish and three over come to these celebrations, just to feed my brother. It’s pretty stupid if you ask me, and it only further inflates his ego.” 

My mind made up, I decided that Sheriff Jackson Storme needed to eat, and I was going to be the one to feed him. I was walking back over to the table where the food was still out, and made sure to walk into Jackson’s line of sight, when I heard a familiar voice. Fuck my life, not this guy!

“Hey there, pretty lady.” 

Ray Donovan, my biggest mistake. Someone shoot me now. Ray thought I was the one for him, and because of my inquisitive nature, not only had I given up the booty, I’d given it up the first time to him. Biggest mistake of my life, even after I explained things between us were over, he just never seemed to get the message. He wanted me to have his rugrats, fix his food, and wash his clothes. No. Thank. You. He was a good-looking guy, hell he was even hot, but him and his twin Cody were knuckleheads of the worst sort. It was only a matter of time before they bit off more than they could chew, which is why half the women in the parish steered clear of them both. 

“You’re on the back of my truck bed watching the fireworks with me tonight, darlin’.” 

As if I wanted to sit on the back of anything with Ray Donovan. 

“Sorry, Ray, can’t. I promised Joey and Treat I’d hang with them.” 

I watched as Ray took off his hat and smiled wide. Dear Lord in heaven, he needed to see a dentist and quick. There were some teeth missing and if I wasn’t mistaken, he had food stuck in between the teeth that were still intact. 

“Girl, you know you want to pick up where we left off.” 

Is he serious? I turned, trying to ignore him by filling Jackson’s plate with food. I was not going to get into anything with him here at the festival, or any other time after that. 

“Ray, that’s over,” I said as polite as I could, and low so only he could hear me. One thing about men, didn’t matter if they were from the South or not. They hated to have what they deemed private business aired for all to hear. So me telling him that what we had in the past was over, well that would not go over well, if anyone else had heard me shoot him down. 

“I don’t remember you saying anything about us being over before you left. Hell, girl, I waited for you.” 

I whirled around, facing off with him. Not that I was angry, but I wanted him to know that I wasn’t stupid. 

“You waited all of ten days, before you went and slept with Jennifer Benoit, and the way I heard it, Ray, you knocked her up and somewhere out on the grass playing today is a little Ray Jr.” 

I hate drama, more than I hate my yearly physical exams. Drama in Beauville never stays in Beauville, this little tète a tète we were having was going to hit every single parish this side of Bossier City. 

“You always thought you were better than me. But you’re not.” Ray’s voice was starting to get louder with every word he spoke. Another thing all men had in common, you couldn’t air their dirty laundry but it was totally okay for them to go bat shit crazy and holler and yell at you. They’d start with raising their voice, and gradually get louder, until they felt you’d been properly embarrassed. “You think ‘cause you went to New York; your high class, better than the rest of us? Well you ain’t, girl.” 

My face was getting hot and my ears started to drown out his voice with the sound of loud ringing. Joey saw my response to Ray, and quickly walked in my direction. 

“Shut your mouth, Ray,” Joey said hooking her arm around my waist. 

“This ain’t your business, Josephine, it’s between me and Annabelle.” Ray sneered. 

There was a crowd now and I hated being the center of attention. My eyes were downcast looking at Jackson’s plate, I wasn’t trying to hide, but things could go from bad to fucked up if I didn’t check my temper. I needed a moment to collect myself before I hauled off and slapped the words right out of his mouth! My hands were shaking as my anger simmered and threatened to boil over. I didn’t want to drop Jackson’s plate, but if Ray said one more thing, I was tossing it all over him; which would be an improvement over what he was currently wearing. How did I ever think Ray Donovan was hot? 

There were some shocked gasps from the crowd and a few feminine sighs. That’s how I knew Jackson had made his way over to me, and he was the only one big enough to block out the sun. I looked up from his plate and arched a brow in question, but got no further because the look in his eyes was angry. Did he think this scene was my fault? 

“I believe Annabelle told you no, Donovan.” Jackson’s voice was barely a whisper, but there was enough venom in his words to scare even me. 

“Sheriff Storme, Annabelle and I were just talking. She’s my girl. You know how things go when a couple is having a tiff.”  

As usual, Ray was being the knucklehead that he was. 

“No, Ray, I’m not your girl.” I got in his face, so he could see how serious I was. “The one time something did happen between us, Ray, I was experimenting, testing the waters, and the test came back negative. There is no you and me.” I stepped back and this time Ray was smart enough to look a bit sheepish. Or so I thought. 

“Whatever, I don’t need this shit, but don’t come to me when Jackson here is tired of your ass, Annabelle, and believe me when I say, he’ll get tired of your fat ass in a heartbeat. Just like I did.” The words were hateful and I swear I could see the spittle coming out of Ray’s mouth spraying me with his contempt.

That almost hurt–, almost. I knew that whatever Jackson and I got into today was going to be a one-time deal. I had no illusions of a happily-ever after. 

“Move along, Ray.” Jackson stood closer to me and I took comfort in the heat of his body. I looked up into his golden eyes and smiled. 

“Thanks, Jackson.” 

“No need for thanks, baby, I was coming over to see what was taking so long with my plate anyway.” His head lowered and he chucked my chin and winked at me, making me laugh out loud. 

“I like hearing you laugh, Anna.” Jackson said against my forehead. I felt Joey squeeze my waist before she let go of me. 

“Play your cards right, Sheriff, and I just may laugh again.” 

“Planning on it, darlin’, planning on it.” 

I stepped out of his reach and stood, holding the plate in front of me. 

“Who says this plate is for you?” 

Jackson’s snaked his hand out along my waist, pulling me back into the shelter of his arms. Looking down at me, he grinned. I was so mesmerized by his smile, I didn’t realize he’d moved his hand below my waist to grab my ass and squeeze. Eyes huge, I let out a squeak. 

“If that’s not my plate, Annabelle, I’m going to lift this dress of yours up, bend you over my knee, and spank that apple-bottom ass of yours.” 

Oh good Lord, but that just gave me all kinds of images. The first that came to mind was at Joey’s sweet sixteen. I knew Jackson was there at the party, and as usual, he ignored me. But for some stupid reason I followed him and Amanda Wiseman out to the pool house; mind you, I was already hot and bothered by Jackson, but getting to see him display all his masculinity and glorious skin as he bent Amanda over the pool table and screwed her silly, while smacking her ass. Well that image is burned into my brain, a constant reminder of what I wanted to look like in the throes of sex, and how I wanted a man to treat me. Sun-kissed skin, hardened to perfection, and a strong hand to heel to. Watching him that day I’d come to realize two things, I wanted Jackson Storme, and I knew that when I had him, it would only be for one night. That was the longest he ever stayed with a woman. 

“Then this plate is definitely not yours, Sheriff Storme.” 

I watched as his eyes darkened with lust before his face bent closer to mine. The world stopped. All the noise from the festival ceased to exist, and there was only us. My mouth is parched, so I lick my bottom lip. His eyes track my movements and his free hand comes up to cup my neck seconds before his lips touch mine. I hear him whisper my name and then it’s game over for me. 

You ever kiss a man that kissed so well you forgot your own name? Me neither. So I wasn’t prepared when Jackson’s lips touched mine. He didn’t hurry the kiss, but he definitely controlled it. He nibbled and sucked on my lower lip, coaxing my mouth open. Jackson walked me through the stages of lust with careful instruction. His tongue slid against mine in a dance that was warm, wet, and just on the other side of wild. The taste was indescribable at first, but gradually, I become acquainted with the flavor of him. He was fire, sugar, honey, and beer, and just underneath his bold taste, was crimson hot possession. 

This is what being owned tasted like. This was what every girl who became a woman wanted. It was what I wanted and would stay up late at night until he got home from work, just to have it. It was perfection wrapped in sin. Someone took the plate out of my hand, which gave me free reign to tunnel my fingers into his silky black hair. My body molded perfectly to his, and I wanted to be closer, possibly even inside of his skin. Strong hands grabbed fistfuls of my ass and lifted me until my legs wound around his hips. We were walking then, and that’s when my little bubble of bliss busted wide open. There were catcalls, whoops, and hollers coming from the men at the festival. Even the teenage males were egging us on. It almost made me feel as if I was in one of those cheesy romantic comedy movies. 

A little embarrassed, I tried to untangle myself, but Jackson wouldn’t let me. 

“Nu unh, got you right where I want you, darlin’.” 

“There are people.” I squirmed but his hands only tightened on my ass, keeping me in place. 

“And I’m a grown ass man, they know what I’m planning to do to you, baby.” 

I buried my face in his neck and held on as he walked us away from the crowd of onlookers. 

“I thought you were hungry,” I switched tactics. Maybe I could convince him to eat first, it would give me time to get a hold of my hormones and regroup before coming back with a different plan of attack. 

“Am, darlin’, but not for food.” 

 

 


A Slow Burn: Chapter 4

 

 

I chanced a look around as Jackson held me in his arms, Joey and Treat were smiling, Viola was glaring pointedly at me, and Ms. Mildred winked when we made eye contact. He was marching off with me in his arms to an undisclosed location. There were some women, other than Viola, that looked a little peeved too; as if it should have been them he was walking off with. That was to be expected. Jackson Storme was a catch. How long I’d manage to keep him was anyone’s guess, I had him now and I would enjoy it for however long it lasted. His normal modus operandi are one night stands– Jackson didn’t do relationships. 

It didn’t take long for him to find us somewhere secluded. My back pressed against something hard and bumpy, making my skin itch. There was also shade. I looked up and noticed the Spanish moss curtaining us under a large tree next to the lake. I pulled back to look into his eyes, and I couldn’t help it, I smiled. Big. It was so wide, my mouth was hurting by the time I was able to get a hold of myself. I was under a tree, with Jackson Storme and he had his hands on my ass… my ass! His eyes were a dark brown-gold and they were looking right at me. There was a slight lift to the corner of his mouth and I knew he was trying not to laugh. 

“You’re sexy when you’re being a dork.” He stated plainly. 

“I’m not being a dork, Jackson.” 

“You are, but it’s cute. You grew up into a beautiful woman, Annabelle.” 

“Why thank you, Sheriff Storme.” I said sweetly. 

He searched my face for a few seconds. I didn’t know what he was looking for, but my face must have conveyed the right answers because his fingers dug into the flesh of my ass and then he was back to kissing me. He devoured my mouth and I wasn’t going to complain. I was making out with Sheriff Jackson Storme under a tree at the town’s Fourth of July Festival. He could have had his pick of any of the women in town, but he’d set his sights on me. Jackson moved his hands, anchoring my body between himself and the tree. He wedged one of his hands between our bodies caressing my inner thigh. My dress was scrunched up around my waist and my panties were swept to the side by strong fingers, he filled me with first one finger, and then another, his massive body shielding me from prying eyes.

“God…” I panted against his mouth. My entire body was hyperaware. I didn’t care that my flip-flops were no longer on my feet and that quite possibly there was a tree ant inching its way up my bare back. The only thing I cared about at this particular moment in time was what his fingers were doing to me in the deepest part of my body. 

“You’re gonna come on my fingers, baby.” Jackson groaned against my lips. 

I’d come anywhere he wanted me to as long as he didn’t stop touching me. His palm cupped my heat, while his fingers dipped inside where I needed him most, two fingers working in tandem, then another. My nails dug into his shoulders grabbing for purchase as my eyesight began to dim. I’d never had anything this erotic happen to me, and in a public place. My thighs tightened around his waist. Jackson grunted while pushing the full weight of his body into mine, making his fingers dig deeper into my core. His lips moved to my jaw, then my neck, trailing a blaze of fire across my skin, never once breaking rhythm with his hand. 

“Darlin’, you’re so fucking wet, I can’t wait to put my mouth there and have your juices sliding down my throat. Damn, beautiful, fucking beautiful.” 

I couldn’t say anything to his words, only whimper, and that had him picking up the pace. Grinding his palm against my clit, and forcing me to rock into his hand over and over again working for my release. I screwed my eyes shut and tried not to scream as he pushed me over into sated fulfillment. But I couldn’t help it, the sound that came out of my mouth was loud, before it was quickly drowned out by Jackson’s mouth over mine. His movements never ceasing until he’d wrung out every drop I had to give. 

Exhausted, I slumped over, bringing my forehead to rest on his shoulder. I was sweaty and limp, barely able to hold myself up. Slowly, I lowered my legs from around his waist, steadying myself, using his shoulders. I should have been embarrassed. Being fingered out in the open where anyone could see is way out of my comfort zone, but no less hot. Jackson was every fantasy I’ve ever wanted and more. I looked up into his golden eyes, both of us grinning at our indecent behavior.

“You dropped your flip flops,” he said against my neck. 

“Don’t care,” and I didn’t. His lips were bright red from our kissing when he pulled back to help me fix my ponytail, and his cheeks ruddy with arousal. I couldn’t help but smirk as I looked at my wrinkled dress and then over to his bulging erection. Boldly, I cupped him through his jeans, rising up on my toes to plant a firm kiss on the corner of his mouth. 

“Sorry I couldn’t relieve some of the pressure,” I cupped him and watched as his eyes crinkled at the corner, narrowing in suspicion. 

“If you think we’re done here, Annabelle, you’re wrong. We’re far from over. I plan to fuck you when I’m off duty. But for now, I’ll let you go, watch as your skin deepens in color when you remember this moment. I have you on simmer, and that’s gonna last a while; until I have you under me, over me, and on all fours.” He nipped my shoulder and spoke roughly in my ear. “Those city boys are fast cars, fast life, and fast fucks. Me, I’m gonna exhaust your body well into the night and straight into the early morning.” 

His words made my body shudder and my breath hitch. I should have waited, let him get me home before I allowed him to kiss me. 

“Go and fix me a plate, baby, I’m gonna need all the energy I can get, and call Miss Pearl and tell her and the mayor you won’t be coming home tonight.” Jackson slapped me on my ass and pushed me in the direction of the festival. I didn’t protest. I was in a sexual haze; he’d turned me into a lust-crazed zombie to do his bidding and nothing more. I walked on shaky legs over to the picnic table and grabbed a new plate. I filled it with heaping spoonful of potato salad, greens, yams; I took half a cornbread and three chicken breasts, and a quarter rack of ribs, all for Jackson. When I turned, he was sitting at the table with Treat and Joey, he looked up and winked at me before tipping his head in my direction. I was in trouble, big trouble. 

I was looking forward to burning up the sheets with him, even though I knew he would be the one setting the fire. 

 

* * *

 

Jackson couldn’t believe he’d almost fucked Annabelle Macon under a tree in front of everyone at the festival. He wiped his hand across his brow while at the same time adjusting himself. She was a firecracker and if he played his cards right, she’d be going off like a rocket well after the fireworks finished for the evening. Shit, he needed another beer, but couldn’t take his eyes off the prize as she walked over to where Ms. Mildred was handing out pieces of her pecan pie. 

“Why are you staring at Annabelle’s ass,” Treat asked, taking a long pull on his beer. Was he staring at her ass? Dammit! He was, but that didn’t mean Treat could.

“I’m not, why are you?” He was getting aggressive when it came to her. He knew why he’d taken her over to that tree out of the way, but still in plain sight. He wanted everyone to see he was claiming Annabelle Macon, that way there’d be no misunderstandings. Anyone who had any ideas about her, would now think twice before approaching. She was it for him, and as soon as he was able, he’d have her looking for wedding dresses while he picked out the rings. 

“Looks like the player of seven parishes has met his match,” Treat slapped him on the back and smiled over at his wife.

“I think it’s great, Treat, don’t antagonize Jackson. I like the idea of him and Anna together.” 

“You better hope she stays. Joey, didn’t you say she was only here for a short visit?” 

Jackson clicked his tongue. She could try to leave but it wasn’t happening. She was going to be Mrs. Annabelle Elizabeth Storme and that was that. 

 

* * *

 

“How long you been jonesing for my brother?” Joey said, walking up behind me. 

Annabelle Elizabeth Storme. 

Annabelle Storme 

Mrs. Annabelle Elizabeth Macon-Storme. 

Mrs. Anna Storme. 

Wife to Sheriff Jackson Storme. 

Sheriff Storme‘s wife. 

What in the world is wrong with me? I was still aching between my legs, standing with a plate of food, while trying out Jackson’s last name as my own. I needed my head checked. 

“Not jonesing, Joey.” 

Liar. 

“Didn’t look like it to me, the way you two were carrying on. I thought he was giving it to you under that tree. It was like watching hot porn and that’s just gross ‘cause Jackson’s my brother and you’re my best friend.”

I was so busy talking and listening to Joey I hadn’t realized the vipers had come out to play. 

“Best you go get your young fella, Annabelle. The strays are looking to get a scratch,” Miss Mildred said with a snicker. 

I turned in the direction of where I last saw Jackson and couldn’t see him. That was because every single woman, and even the ones who weren’t single, from all seven parishes were out en masse and they all had plates of food. 

“Does this happen a lot?” I asked Joey. 

Miss Mildred answered. “That’s nothing. I once saw Jackson kiss not one but two pretty girls at the same picnic last fall.” 

Joey didn’t say anything, but I could tell by the way her eyes were looking left and right that she felt sorry for me. She looked everywhere but at me. 

“Well, Joey, does it?” 

Joey’s eyes lifted to mine and she barely smiled before shrugging. “It’s normal, Annabelle. Jackson likes the attention, and all the women know it. I’m sorry, honey.” 

So he was basically the philandering type, and he was fucking with me. That’s what it all came down to. I knew what this was, and I had no illusions, but he could at least wait until tomorrow, maybe even a few days before he went out and snagged himself another woman. He was not going to lead me around by my orgasms. You’re not desperate, Anna. I wasn’t going to let him do this to me.

“Don’t worry about it, Joey. We can still enjoy the rest of the festival.” 

And I did try. I tried to enjoy the rest of the events, but I kept feeling foolish about my earlier actions. Tina Wheeler stopped by to remind me how stupid I was too, right when I was just about to let it all go, and move on from this experience. She ruined it for me. 

“Jackson’s not the settling type, Annabelle, just last week he added me to his seven parish rotation. Girl’s gotta be stupid to ignore a man that looks like Jackson. Everyone wants him in their bed, and let me tell you, He’s amazing.” 

Seven parish rotation? 

What the fuck?! 

Great, the village stick had fingered me out in public! How fucking embarrassing was that? But it was my own fault. I realized that back when I had spied on him when I was sixteen, he wasn’t going to settle on just one female. No one would tame Jackson. I knew the rumors about him were true. I guess I thought he’d grown out of his man-whoring ways. 

 

 


A Slow Burn: Chapter 5 

 

 

She never brought his plate. It was because of all the women crowding around him trying to shove their food into his mouth. This had gotten in the way of his plans with Anna. When Tina Wheeler had started talking, he knew the other woman was out spreading her joy, and he knew exactly what Tina had said to Annabelle. He saw in detail how Anna’s eyes had widened and her bee-stung lips had thinned with anger. He’d wanted to go and put a stop to all the rumors. But they weren’t rumors; they were true. None of that mattered now though. That was last week and this was now. 

When a man found the right woman, it was time to set aside boyish things. He didn’t have the greatest track record, but he was honest. He hadn’t made promises to any of those women. So it really wasn’t his problem anymore. They’d all just have to find another willing male.

Nice going, asshole. 

He knew he wasn’t going to win an award for his past behavior, but he would do something about it.

Jackson watched as Annabelle turned and began walking towards the lake. Now was his chance to convince her he was serious. 

 

* * *

 

The moist grass between my toes felt good. City folks would call this mud, but me, I called it heaven. If I were six years younger, I’d be lying down in it, not caring that my mom would take a switch to my hide for getting my clothes all dirty. The mud reminded me of home and it was my way of dealing with my feelings. The festival was still in full swing and the lightning bugs were starting their twilight dance. There’s plenty of light, but if I looked past the river, the blue line of darkness was making its ascent to blanket the sky. 

Funny thing about Beauville, it’s different from other towns, and I’ve always known that to be true. We reside in a bubble, some of us have more air than the next, but I feel safe here. This feels real. I’m glad I lost my job. It brought me home. 

“Because I’m happy, clap along if you feel like a room without a roof.” My phone was going off, and I quickly pulled it out of my dress pocket and answered it before the second verse started. 

“Hello?” 

“Miss Macon, this is Harper Willis with Stage One.” 

Holy shit! Stage One was one of the biggest travel magazines in New York! 

“Yes, Mr. Willis, this is Miss Macon. How can I help you?” 

“We’d like for you to come in after the holidays and meet with myself and one other member on the board. We’d like to hire you.” 

“Me?” I squeaked. I tried to clear my voice. I needed to sound calmer. 

“Yes, I hear you’re no longer employed, and we didn’t want to miss the opportunity to work with one of the best.” 

One of the best, was I dreaming? I had to be. 

“Yes of course, sir. How about next Monday?”

Please say that’s okay. Please say that’s okay. I pleaded internally. 

“That’s fine, nine in the morning sound good?” 

YES! Inside I was jumping up and down. 

“Yes, thank you. See you next Monday.” I quickly disconnected the call, smiling wide. Finally, things were starting to look up.

Strong arms embraced me from behind and it didn’t take a rocket scientist to know it was Jackson. My body immediately warmed at his touch, I was attuned to him, even when I was angry with him. 

“I know why you’re standing out here, Annabelle.” 

“Well it ain’t for my health, Jackson,” I shot back, giving him attitude. He’s right; it was his fault I was standing here looking all pitiful and lonely, but now I had something to smile about. The opportunity of a lifetime had just landed at my feet. 

The deranged man nibbled my ear, and still after all I knew about him, my body settled into his arms. I’m such a masochist. Why not just tie me in a chair and make me watch Jackson Sexapade Reels on loop? 

“Come home with me.” 

“Aren’t I outside your jurisdiction, Sheriff?” I voice sweetly, emphasizing the dick in diction. 

“Now, sweetheart, if you come back home with me I promise to let you ride my jurisdiction anyway you want, sugar.” 

Play hard to get, Anna; don’t fall for the trap. 

“Jackson, I’m not going to get added to your seven parish rotation.” 

He didn’t respond to my hit. Not one bit. Instead, he kissed the side of my forehead, pulling me tighter against his hard chest. He nuzzled my neck, and digging his erection somewhat painfully into my back. 

“I don’t want you on any fucking rotation, Anna, and if Tina Wheeler wasn’t a girl, I’d punch her in her lying mouth.” 

I turned quickly in his arms, so there was no mistaking his intentions. I wanted to look him in the eye when, and if, he lied to me. 

“So you don’t fuck more than one woman between here and seven other parishes this side of St. Paul’s?” 

His eyes widened before they scrunched at the brow. Instinct almost made me wipe his forehead but I hold back, waiting for his answer. 

“Yeah, I fucked a lot of women, and I’m not going to apologize. I’m a man, Annabelle, not a priest.” 

His face dipped lower and his eyes lightened as he lifted a hand, stroking his fingers across my bottom lip. 

“But when a man finds his woman, he puts all that bullshit behind him. He devotes his time, his energy, his affections on that one woman, and one woman alone. And since you’re that woman for me, Annabelle, everything before you doesn’t matter.” 

Astonished, I whisper, “I’m that woman to you?” We barely knew each other. How could he possibly think that, and the job, how was that going to work with my new job? 

“Yeah, baby, you’re that woman.” 

Curving his lips upwards and exposing perfect white teeth, he bent and kissed me lightly on the lips. 

“Come home with me.” 

“Fireworks, Jackson, I want to see them.” I was buying time; he knew it and didn’t seem to care. I didn’t want a one-night stand with him either, but what else was there at this point? He lived in Beauville, and I was going back to New York after this week. 

“We got our own fireworks to make.” 

He didn’t ask me again. No, not Jackson Storme. He tugged me forward and I didn’t have a choice but to follow. He opened the door for me and I hopped in. I watched as he swaggered to his side of the truck. His jeans molded to his legs, encasing a perfect ass, and I swear before all that is holy, he walked with sure-fire confidence that dripped nothing but sex appeal. Lord almighty, I was in for an evening of complete and total debauchery.  

I didn’t even get to say goodbye to Joey and Treat.  

Jackson’s house wasn’t far from the festival. He lived in a beautiful three-story home that used to be a bed and breakfast, complete with wraparound porch. It clashed with everything I knew about him. 

“You have a beautiful home,” I said as we walked up to the front door of his house. The shutters were a navy blue. The siding on the house was white, and the door was a double with matching side light windows. It was the picture perfect home for the picture perfect family. I was cataloguing everything I saw as we moved through his house, hoping it would calm some of the sexual energy that was roaring through my body. 

There was entirely too much arousal pent up between the two of us. In the car we’d said nothing, what was there to say? We were coming back to his place for one thing, and one thing only. Right now, I was a little bit worried, half-anxious, and a whole lot exited. What if Jackson and I weren’t compatible in bed, or worse– what if he thought I was no good? Now my anxiety was front and center. My palms were sweaty and there was a sharp pain that started to radiate outward from the center of my chest. Right now, it was all about action. Clearing my throat and shifting my dress, I stood there under the foyer’s light, feeling all kinds of squeamish. 

What if he didn’t like my body, what if he couldn’t pull his fingers through my hair because it was too thick and curly? Shit! I should have flat ironed my hair, but then I would have sweated it out during all the sex we were about to have.

It was a useless thought. Jackson turned back toward me when he noticed I hadn’t moved farther into the house. His eyes are hooded as he took in my posture. A serious, searing look that peeled back layers I’d hidden for so long from not only myself but from him.  I just stood there, not moving, allowing him to take in all of my vulnerability. Not doing much of anything really. Don’t panic.  

“Sorry, beautiful, I didn’t realize your feet were bare.” It wasn’t my feet being shoeless that made me halt my forward movement into his home. It was all my crazy doubts and fears. In New York, race wasn’t an issue. Down South, in some places, it could be. Although most of the good people of Beauville were open-minded, some though were not. What if he just wanted to test the whole, “the darker the berry the sweeter the juice theory?” I’ve never known Jackson to date outside his race. Should I even care if I was a possible experiment or his last chance to walk on the wild side? 

You’re over thinking this, Anna.

My body was not in sync with my brain, both parts warring against the other. My body ached for Jackson, my brain over analyzed our situation. I knew this wasn’t forever, but, thoughts had been running rampant in my mind most of the day. Jackson cradled me, lifting me into his arms, which only excited me further. The smells from the outside now muted, I inhale him. He smells like summer with a shot of bold alpha male. What does that even smell like anyway? Jackson. My mind answers. Yeah, bold alpha male, smells like Jackson Storme. A unique scent that’s tangible with latent male energy waiting to be unleashed on its unsuspecting prey.

We were halfway down the hall when I slid down his body, molding myself to his frame until we were practically on top of each other right there in his hallway. One of his hands slid up my arm, along my neck up to my ponytail, where he unfastened my hair, finger combing it out to let it rest on my shoulders. I couldn’t help but notice his fingers weren’t stuck once. I sent up a silent thank you and willed myself to stay still while he touched me. His breath fanned my face as he pulled me up to meet his lips. 

Then he kissed me. Soft, slow, like we had all the time in the world. I had no choice but to follow his movements. He wasn’t a sloppy wet kisser, the kind where the guy had no clue how to finesse his woman. The kiss that Jackson and I were sharing was his way of claiming me, a kiss to prepare my body for complete satiation. We were walking, not running; walking. Him forward, me backward, to some part of the house I assumed was his room. The entire time our mouths never separated. It was the perfect blend of lips, tongue, and air. 

“I’m going to make love to you, Annabelle, and then I’m going to fuck you hard, giving you the best of both worlds, baby. You won’t need anyone but me keeping that body of yours satisfied.” 

Well wasn’t he just cocky. But I loved it. Had no doubt he’d do exactly what he said he was going to do. Jackson undressed me with sure hands, lifting the straps from my dress, watching intently as my breasts are freed, his eyes wide in appreciation as his gaze heated my skin. When my dress dropped, I trembled as my heart tried to fight its way past my rib cage. I needed to get a handle on myself or I was going to pass out from too much anticipation. Jackson bent at the waist, kissing my stomach reverently, before moving his hands to the band of my underwear at my waist. 

“Step out of these,” his voice brushed across my belly, then my hips, as he kissed first the left side, then the right. I braced myself on his shoulders as he slowly pulled the wet fabric between my legs down. When I stepped out of them, we were both breathing heavily.

“Get on the bed, Annabelle, lie back, and spread your legs.” His voice dropped lower, the words raspy as he spoke. I savored the sound as it moved over me like a lover’s kiss and did as he asked. 

I watched as he made short work of his clothes. Glancing down at the huge appendage between his legs, I almost shrieked. I knew my eyes were larger than an owl’s when I looked at him and then back at his cock, shaking my head. How in the world was that going to even work? I’d been with men who were large in the downstairs department before, but with girth came the lack of length and vice versa. Men were either or, not both. Jackson Storme was over-proportioned in the dick department. To say he is hung is an understatement. The head of his cock is a purplish-red that pulses with life, and the sides are heavily veined. The skin looks as if it was stretches excessively tight along his shaft and ready to rip free, unleashing his muscle at any moment. 

I watched, licking my lips, but still shaking my head as he stroked himself from root to tip producing a bead of pre-cum that seeped from his opening and slid over the rim of his cock. 

“We’ll fit, Annabelle, we will definitely fit.” Jackson said as he released himself, placing a knee on the bed. He made his way towards me, the tip of his cock dragging along the sheets as he prowled closer. His shoulders flexed with each movement until he slid over me, aligning our most intimate parts. He reached above my head turning on the light that sat on the nightstand, throwing us into a soft glow. 

I blinked rapidly as I tried to focus. I was able to see him, and his entire body was hard, from his steel arms enclosed in bronze skin to his eight pack that was clearly defined by the light casting shadows on his male perfection. Jackson rose above me and kissed my eyelids closed before making his way to my mouth. His exploration was slow as he made his way down my body. I moaned in protest when his presence left me, hungry for more of his attention. He didn’t make me wait long. Grabbing my calves and pulling me closer, he sat back on his knees, bending forward, positioning his mouth at my entrance. 

Air expelled from my chest when his hot breath fanned across my flesh. His hands slid over my thighs, up to my opening. He didn’t place one finger inside of me, but two, pushing deep, twisting, and pulling back out and then sliding back in. He hooked his fingers in a way that caressed that part of me that had my back coming off the bed and my thighs quaking while a moan deep in my throat slid free into the room. I needed him inside of me, not later, but now. My hands dug into his hair, tugging him upward but he pulled back, latching onto my clit and sucking softly at first, while his fingers stoked the fire burning inside. Something dangerous was building, it was dark, lustful, and it wanted things I didn’t think I was ready for. My legs trembled as my body began to unravel until my release was too tight and I could no longer keep it at bay. 

“Jackson… Jackson, right there, that…right there.” I was thrashing my head from left to right, my nerves burning with the intensity of a Roman candle, louder and brighter than any that could ever go off in the night sky. His head rose slowly from between my legs, his lips glistening with my juices as he grinned and winked at me. His eyes were darker than I’d ever seen, and as realization hit me, a twinge of fear began creeping in. He was trying to make me his for real, as in Annabelle Storme. 

Oh shit. 

My heart pounded and my limbs seized, I wanted this, right? Earlier I’d been trying out all the different ways I could be Mrs. Jackson Storme, and I had liked it. I wasn’t afraid of change, but I was definitely afraid of what this would mean for me, for us. 

All too soon, he was crawling up my body, placing heated kisses on my skin. My hair was damp with sweat but he didn’t seem to mind. 

“You taste better than apple pie and ice cream.” 

I blinked my eyes in surprise–, apple pie?

“Is that right?” I challenged back. 

“It is if I say it is.” He rumbled against my shoulder. I pulled my fingers through his hair and melted a little more when he whispered my name on a pleasure-filled groan the sound low and filled with need. 

His head came up to stare at me, our bodies perfectly aligned. I felt his cock at my entrance and inwardly shuddered. There was no going back now, we’d past the point of no return. Heat bloomed all along my skin, I was nervous now. Jackson’s eyes were serious as he looked into mine.

“I’ve always worn protection, I swear, Anna, I’m clean.” 

This was not something I wanted to get into but it was necessary. 

“Haven’t been with a man in over a year and I’m clean. Never been with a guy either who didn’t use protection. But I’m not on the pill, Jackson, we need to be careful.” 

The feral smile that appeared on his face was telling. He didn’t respond with words, instead, he slowly pushed in, hissing as his cock parted my folds, opening me up to his invasion. Fullness, it was the only feeling I could discern as I adjusted myself, trying to get used to the size of him. The feeling of being connected settled deep in my chest, as emotions too powerful for words slid down the sides of my face wetting my cheeks, pooling into my ears as I hugged him to me. I was rooted in the moment, never wanting it to end. I don’t think Jackson understood what he gave me. Words reverently whispered against the hollow of my throat as he glided in and out of me. I could feel the length of his cock dragging against my sensitive flesh. 

“You’re amazing, Annabelle, beautiful.” 

I never once thought that I could hold onto a man like Jackson Storme. I’ve adored him from afar for so long, that to have what I’ve always wanted is more than any dream I could have ever had. 

“Everything is going to be okay, Annabelle. I’m going to take care of you.” Jackson whispered against my lips, as my body momentarily seized. 

It’s always just been momma and me. Then it was just me when I’d left for New York. Independence was a hard thing to give up. It was something that would take time. If being with Jackson was my reward, I’d take baby steps to make whatever this was work. Everything had to be okay, because somewhere among the missing years and the time spent in his presence, Jackson Storme had come to mean something to me, something real, and something permanent. 

He moved faster as my hands made their way into his beautiful thick mane of hair. Is this really happening? The legs of the bed scrapped against the hardwood floor as his body slammed into mine in rapid succession, one thrust after another. All I could do was hold on for the ride. I couldn’t catch my breath. 

Our bodies met each other in perfect sync. This is what love feels like, a never-ending tidal wave that catches the wind and pushes you further and further out of your comfort zone, until the only thing left to do is accept and trust the person at your back. This is what love sounds like, heavy breathing and the constant creaking of the bed as he surges in and out of my body, the sounds of our connection slapping together in a rhythm that matches the erratic beating of our hearts. This is real. This is final. Finality can be a harsh and beautiful thing, and I’d gladly walk beside this version of a man if it made me feel cherished and wanted like this all the time. 

My legs fell open and one of his hands dug under my back and slid to my ass, lifting me closer to his thrusts. My head moved away to taste his skin. Salt and sunshine mixed with a potent flavor so strong I couldn’t stop licking him. The flavor invaded my taste buds. He’s everywhere; on me, in me, soaked into my skin. He’s all I can feel, all I can smell, and I revel in this feeling that only Jackson can give me. His other arm anchored his body above me. The sensation changed as his pelvis ground into my bundle of nerves, making me call out his name in a vocal plea for more. 

“That’s my girl,” he croons above me. 

The hand at my ass moved, lifting my leg so that it slipped into the crook of his arms, spreading me open farther. He moved faster still, driving deep, hitting a spot inside that has me crying out. 

“God, God, God!” 

What the hell was that? That’s never happened to me before and as I look up into golden eyes, I concentrate on the beautiful look of a man happily making love to his woman. Another orgasm finds me quickly, shoving me over into a world without limitations, a place where all my hopes and dreams play an intricate roll in everyday life. A cast of characters that strive for something far better than mutual gratification as we reach for oneness.

“Damn, baby,” Jackson panted above me, sweat gathering along his neck. 

“You’re ready now,” his face looked tortured as if he’d been holding his release at bay, simply waiting for me to get mine, twice. He bends forward, pushing his cock deeper inside, and reaches over to wipe his face on the sheet that’s wrinkled beneath me. 

“Ready,” my voice is dry and I really need something to drink, but can’t form words when I look into his eyes and see a dark and desperate need. 

“Yeah, baby, ready.” Jackson pulls all the way out, cock shinning with my orgasm. It’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen in all my life. 

“Turn over, on your hands and knees.” 

Oh. 

I hesitated long enough to watch the corners of his mouth tilt and his eyebrows arch in challenge. 

“Grab the pillows at the top of the bed, Anna, and put them under your stomach.” 

I positioned myself, excitement coursing through my body at the thought of him behind me, inside of me, dragging his cock in and out of my heat. Looking over my shoulder, I watched as he leaned over and kissed first one cheek and then the other. 

“You have beautiful skin,” he purred along the spine of my back, rubbing his lips up and down; making me arch into his caress. I felt empty without him, and when I would have voiced my opinion, I felt the blunt head of his cock rubbing along my entrance. His hands spanned my hips, pulling me back to meet his thrust. When he settled all the way in, I stopped breathing, I’m so full. I can feel him expanding as my walls tighten around him. He’s so deep, uncomfortably deep, but I don’t care when he starts talking to me. 

“Annabelle, I’m gonna fuck you now till you see stars, and my gut bottoms out, and I have nothing left to give you.” 

Hell yes. I think to myself, closing my eyes tight and taking a deep breath. 

“Anything you want, Jackson,” I moved when he pulled back almost all the way out, I can feel every inch of his hardness, every ridge as it touched every sensitive part inside me. With my eyes closed, I picture every thrust. The frantic beat of my heart, as my chest heaves in and out, reminds me how excited I am, as I wait in anticipation. It’s almost like I’ve floated above our bodies and am looking on as he slams back in to me, jarring me back into reality and pushes me forward, deeper into the pillows. I brace my arms, steadying myself, as I try to get a hold of my senses and find balance. 

“Don’t stop… please, Jackson, don’t stop.” 

“Won’t.” 

His movements became clumsy, and the sound of his balls hitting my ass repeatedly echoed off the walls in the room. The sounds coming from him are animalistic as he digs into me from behind. We move like that forever, his thrusts becoming more precise, exact, as he swells further inside me. Jackson reaches around my front and fingers my clit until I’m over-sensitive to his touch. 

“That’s it, baby, come for me again.” 

Sweat runs between my breasts and down the sides of my back. The result of our invigorating bed-play collects at the base of my spine, and in between my shoulder blades as cool air kisses my skin; making me shiver. 

“More, I need more, Jackson.” 

“Fuck!” 

The hand at my waist squeezed almost painfully before rubbing along my ass. He pulled out, only for a moment, to rub his erection over my ass, making the entrance spasm. 

Fuck, I’ve never done this before. 

“Jackson,” my voice quivered in unease. 

“I got you, I’ve got you, Anna.” 

He’s sliding back in, still fingering my clit. I’m almost distracted, until I feel his thumb nudging my ass, sliding into the entrance. My pussy filled, my ass throbbing from the fullness of his thumb, and his other hand tugging on my clit. On his downward stroke, I lose my balance, falling facedown onto the mattress, ass in the air, propped up by the pillows, I cry out as my orgasm overtakes me. I barely hear him follow me over into his own sated bliss as I try to recover. Jackson’s huge body falls forward, giving me his weight as we both take a deep breath. 

“I can’t move,” I mumbled into the mattress. Jackson moved his arms and slowly pulled out, before rolling to the side. He pulled himself into a sitting position, his chest slick with sweat, and I watched as it streaked down his abdomen to settle on the tufts of hair at his groin. It mesmerizes me, his body is a total work of art that I want to capture with my camera. His breathing’s slow, as he pulls a hand through his tousled hair. I barely lift my head, shoving strands of hair out of my face as I try to get a better look at him. 

“Come here,” he rumbles, his voice still that slow drawl that I love so much. 

“Can’t move.” 

Jackson leaned forward and half-pulled, half-dragged my body over to his, settling me between his legs. He pulled a blanket over us, and turned off the light. His bed was facing a window, I realized seconds later, and there were no drapes. Just a half window that gives us a view of the lake. 

“Watch,” he whispers against the side of my head, and as if orchestrated just for the two of us, the fireworks start. Bright blues, fiery reds, and bright whites decorate the sky. The loud boom from the light show and the spray of sparklers are clear y, as if we are still at the festival. 

“Our fireworks were much better,” he says. I can hear the smile in his voice, feel the smugness in the way his arms tighten around me and pull me closer. 

“Damn straight.” 

“Who was on the phone, Anna?” 

Ever the observant sheriff, I think to myself. Of course he wouldn’t miss the fact that I was on my phone. 

“Stage One. Have you heard of them?” 

He grunts. “I don’t live under a rock just because I live down here, baby. Yeah I know them. Did they offer you a job?” 

“They did, Jackson, and I want to take it.” 

My insides cringe as I say the words. I know in his mind he expects me to be here with him, but I can’t. I left Beauville to be something more. I have no intention of staying home, cooking pies, and changing diapers. One day, but that day isn’t today, or anytime soon, I still have so much left on my plate that I need to accomplish. 

“No one is saying you can’t take the job, Annabelle, but understand, I want you in my bed, and not just sometimes, I want us to build on this, make it work.” 

Could we make it work? I wanted to, God, I wanted to real bad. 

“If you’re willing to give this a try, then I can certainly give it a try.” 

“Good, that’s what I want to hear from my girl.” 

His girl… Jackson’s girl. 

I turn and lightly kiss him on the chin, smiling. I’m happy, content in this new adventure. I don’t know what is going to happen, but I know whatever happens, it will include Jackson Storme. 

“Hey, Mom said if I met a nice man I should bring him home.” 

Jackson tilts his head back and laughs. 

“Guess we’re going to see Ms. Pearl in the morning, then.” 
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“When are you coming home?” 

Sweet tea and long lazy days filled with intimacy and sex. It’s what Jackson’s voice makes me yearn for. Carefree days spent in his big bed making love, and binge watching The Walking Dead and Helix well into the night until we’re so exhausted, our bodies fall into a deep sleep. Beautiful days turned into hot sweaty nights. Jackson’s made the past several months wonderful in ways I can’t explain. 

“Baby, I’ll be back soon.” The longing is clear in my tone as I respond. 

His growl over the phone makes me shiver.

“Anna.” I can tell he’s frustrated. The words verbalized are strained. Throatier. 

My body is going into withdrawals and when the sound dips low, it’s more growl than anything else. My stomach pitches into free fall and my breath stutters. No matter how many times I tell myself I’m city-chic, I always give in to my southern sigh.

“One more week,” I whisper into the phone. I’m not strong enough to handle all that is Jackson with his crooning words. 

“Promise me I’ll be dining on your sweet body by Sunday.” 

It's exactly seven days from today. 

“Sunday, Jackson.” 

“Good girl. I’ll expect a call tomorrow, Anna.” 

“Yes, Sheriff,” I mock sweetly into the phone before hanging up. I’ve been back in New York for only three days and each hour away is proving to be harder than the last. After I took the job at Stage One, our relationship soared into unknown territory. Much like my photography career; which as of late, is a strain on both of us. He wants me in Beauville, and I want to be there, but I also want to pursue my career. We’re heavily ingrained in relationship mode and although I’ve loved Jackson practically my entire life, he has yet to say the words. Then again, neither have I. As a woman, I don’t want to come off as aggressive and needy. I promised myself I wasn’t going to push him. When he tells me he loves me, I want it to be because he feels it. 

You’ve felt it every day.

True. 

But a woman doesn’t play all her cards in one hand. I want Jackson to love me. I need him to, but only when he’s ready. Until then, I’m holding onto the words. Afraid I’ll run him off into the arms of Viola, or worse, his baby momma, if I do say them. 

Well, what does that say about your self-esteem? 

Not a damn thing. 

I’ll be the first to admit, I never in a million years thought Jackson would fall for me. 

Did I hope for it? 

Yup. 

Did I want it badly? 

Do fireflies flicker? 

Damn straight. 

Now that I have him, I’m terrified of losing him. This makes me all kinds of paranoid, manifesting my terror into a self-fulfilling prophecy. I’ll lose him no matter how hard I try not to fuck it all up. 

Gah!

Calm down, Anna.

My world doesn’t revolve around Jackson. But my heart clearly does. 

It’s Monday night, and I promised Talia I’d have drinks with her at the Metro. It’s a swanky club on the lower east side of town and is almost always booked. Somehow, Talia got us reservations. 

I was putting on my outfit when I’d answered Jackson’s call. My little black dress is a flair that I partnered with my strappy gold Jimmy’s. Gold hoops compliment my slick up-do and make-up. I don’t dress up like I normally would. That’s all kinds of crazy and asking for trouble. Last year I was single. This year I’m Jackson Storme’s woman, and even though he isn’t here to see me, I feel obliged to tone it down. I don’t want to put out signals, or advertise to anyone I’m available for a quick romp. We’d spent Thanksgiving, Christmas, and New Year’s with my mom, Joey, and Treat. Jackson was clear. A woman’s signals are based on what she put out into the universe. I didn’t believe him at first and was standoffish because of it, but once I thought about it, I agreed he had a valid point. Even though we haven’t professed our love for one another, we both understand we’re exclusive. Grabbing my clutch and coat, I take one last look in the mirror before heading downstairs to catch a cab. 

 

 

“Anna! Over here,” Talia’s bright red hair stands out in a sea of blondes and dark browns. She is the center of attention as she holds her martini glass near the entrance. There’s a wide smile on her face as she waves me over. 

We were roommates in college when I first moved to New York from Beauville. Her father is a huge oil executive at a big company in Texas. Like me, we both wanted out of our small towns and back porch conversations, so we could integrate into city life. We’d bonded while reinventing ourselves. 

Talia is wearing a silky black jumpsuit with a silver chain belt that sits loosely on her waist. Lou Peeks cover her feet to complete her outfit. I weave my way around the crowd towards her and pull her into a hug before we walk inside. The Metro is dimly lit. A slow song pours out of hidden speakers giving the atmosphere a sultry feel. Tables and couches decorate the establishment. Chairs made of rich mahogany wood and covered tables draped in red linen add warmth to the surroundings. We sit the center. That doesn’t surprise me. Talia is all about the attention. 

“How was the shoot today?” 

I shrug. It wasn’t a bad but it wasn’t a great one either. One of the other key photographers, Jared, is a guy I dated for a while in college. He is one of the few Talia knew about. She had a nasty habit of going after what belonged to other people. Including men that I was interested in.

“Shrugging tells me nothing.” 

A waiter stops by to take my drink order. 

“Caipirinha please. Rimmed with sugar.” 

“You and your fancy drinks,” Talia comments. 

“You and your martinis,” I counter. 

We both smirk and Talia winks, then begins to tell me about her day. This consisted of her many clients whining about what they thought they needed or asking for their next assignment. She’s an agent to some of New York’s up-and-coming models. Her life is always drama-filled. 

Our waiter returns with my drink and takes our food order. We spend the night eating and catching up. Talia knows about Jackson, but has yet to meet him. It's on purpose. 

“You sure he’s what you want, Anna?” Talia questions, reaching out and placing a hand on top of mine. 

“Yes, I’m sure. He’s everything I want and more, but I also want my career.”

Talia shifts so she can eye me sideways. “You say it like you have to choose. You can have both.” 

It’s not a matter of choosing. Not exactly. It’s more of a striking out on my own. Jackson and his sister Joey both think I should set up shop in Beauville. I’m not ready to open my own studio just yet. It was the original plan, but things change all the time. Working with Stage One will help build my credibility as a photographer. 

“There are always choices, Talia. I just want to make sure I make the right one.” 

A commotion at the front of the restaurant has both Talia and I looking to see what it is. Two very well-known men of the city enter the Metro. People are clamoring inside for a chance to see Colby and Markus Graham. The Graham brothers are notorious for their serial dating and their money. According to some, they had ties to the founding fathers of 4Tech Multimedia Group. Every woman’s wet dream, and every man’s nightmare. That was the line on page six of Nightlife, a famous tabloid magazine in the city. I was in no danger of falling for their charms. Talia was another story. 

“Well, it looks like our night just improved by one hundred and fifty percent, Anna.” 

I roll my eyes. The brothers are hot, can’t deny that. They’re also arrogant jerks, and more than full of themselves. Confidence is good, too much ends with trouble. 

“Oh hell, they’re coming this way.” I mutter. 

“I know. I invited them.” Talia shares with a bright smile on her face. 

“Talia.” I hiss.   

My so-called friend shrugs, and stands when both men arrive at our table. 

“Talia dear, you look amazing.” Colby Graham beams, pulling her into a hug and kissing her on top of her head as if she were a wayward child to fawn over. Markus does the same before they both take their seats. I of course, don’t move. I did not want to give them the wrong idea. This was no double date. Colby sits to my right and Markus to my left. Both men are wearing expensive suits, their hair in perfect condition, and their smiles charming. Any woman would get a run for their money if they were involved with either brother. 

Markus turns his attention to me and grins. 

“Who is this exotic, bronze beauty?” 

I don’t get the chance to correct him because Talia immediately takes over the conversation. 

“Oh, this is my good friend, Annabelle Macon. Anna,” she gestures toward the brothers, “Colby and Markus Graham.” 

“Yes, I know who they are.” I say, taking a sip of my now watered-down drink.

“Well, you may have heard of us, Miss Macon,” Markus grabs my left hand, no doubt happy there isn’t a ring there. “But I’ve never had the pleasure of knowing you.” 

And you never will.

His lips graze my knuckles, and his eyes never break contact. Trying not to make a scene, I gently extract my hand from his grasp.

“Let’s get to know each other,” he purrs. My stomach rolls, as do my eyes. Do women really fall for their flattery? Yes, and you would have too if not for Jackson. 

I smile politely, but inside I’m seething. Talia knows I’m seeing Jackson. I live with him when I’m not in New York.

Colby interrupts my inner rage by suggesting we leave. 

“How about we go somewhere more private? I know this great after-hours spot.” 

Yeah. Not going to happen.

“I can’t, I’m sorry. I have an early shoot in the morning. You three go on without me.” 

“Sounds good to me,” Talia pipes in. She’s eager to hang with the brothers. Why she bothered to invite me out is anyone’s guess. 

“We have a car waiting. Let us at least give you a ride home, Anna.” 

So you could show up unannounced. 

Damn, Markus thinks he’s slick. He isn’t. 

Warning bells are sounding off in my head. Not the ‘my body would be found in Central Park’ kind, but the kind where I know Markus just wants some ass. Something he isn’t going to get from me. 

“All the same to you, I’ll take a cab.” I turn and glare at Talia, giving her the ‘what the fuck’ look and stand, grabbing my purse. Both men rise as well. Always the gentlemen in public, but a snakes in the grass none the less. “Great meeting you, thanks for the drinks and conversation. Talia, call me tomorrow.” 

Nodding, she turns her attention back to the Graham brothers. I make my way out to the curb and hail a cab. The night is wasted. I could have been on the phone talking to Jackson. Relationships last longer without drama— and the Graham brothers are drama with a capitol D. 
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