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  Chapter One


  Halfway up the stairs of the home Chelsea Wilson planned to show, scratching noises echoed through the downstairs.


  She leaned over the railing and shouted, “Hello?”


  When she didn’t receive a response, she shrugged and headed back to the foyer, where the sound continued. She called out again but received no response this time either. Someone had to be here.


  As she walked through the dining room, she made a mental note to inform her clients about the white wainscoting on the walls and the rich blue and white wallpaper accent wall.


  She moved from the dining room to the living room and toward the back of the house to find the source of the scratching. Her gaze was so focused on her destination, she tripped when her foot hit something hard. “What the fuck?”


  She looked down. “Jesus Christ.” Her heart shot straight to her throat and her muscles locked.


  A human leg.


  She swallowed the moisture in her mouth and slapped a hand on her chest. It was Jeffrey Wendlick, one of the realtors at her company. “Jeffrey?” Her breath whooshed out.


  Do something. She dropped to her knees to check for a pulse. He was positioned chest down, but his head was turned to the side. His mouth was agape and his eyes were wide open, implying he might already be dead. Her own pulse reached the danger zone.


  Only now did the unpleasant metallic smell of blood reach her. A smashed cell phone lay in the fresh pool of blood next to his hand. As she reached for his throat to check his pulse, hoping that by some miracle he was still alive, she spotted the huge gash across his throat. “Oh, my God.” His throat had been ripped open. Bile raced to her mouth, and she crab-walked backward.


  Regaining her balance, she stood and stepped away from Jeffrey’s corpse. She kept her gaze on him, hoping if she looked hard enough, he’d move.


  Nails scratching the tile in the back broke through her reeling thoughts.


  Get the hell out of here.


  If she didn’t, she might end up like Jeffrey. Blanking her mind to his gruesome death, she sped toward the front. A back door banged shut. That couldn’t be a dog. Panic clawed through her body. She reached the main entrance and rushed outside, then hustled down the steps. Damned high heels made moving quickly impossible. She kicked off her shoes, picked them up, and ran. Her mind spun.


  Damn. She’d forgotten to call 9-1-1. Once she was safely locked in her car and out of there, she’d advise the cops about the murder.


  Her car was parked nearby, across and down the street. She glanced slightly behind her to see if any vehicles were coming. Out of the corner of her eye, she spotted a man running from behind the house. All she could think was that this was the guy who’d murdered poor Jeffrey.


  “Hey, bitch!” he shouted.


  Her body froze. She spun to judge how far away the threat was. The man stood a good thirty feet from her.


  Remember what he looks like so you can tell the cops.


  Under six feet, dark hair, fairly dark skin.Shit. That wasn’t good enough. She dragged her gaze down his body and spotted the gun in his hand.


  No!


  Adrenaline swamped her. Her eyes hurt and her mouth turned sand dry. She forced her feet to move, but sludge had replaced her blood. You have to go.


  Just as she twisted to run for the car, a painfully hot sensation pierced her arm. Red oozed up from a hole in her forearm and bile tinged her mouth. Holy fuck. The bastard shot her. She stole a quick glance at her assailant, who was heading straight at her.


  Too many options confronted her and yet not one seemed plausible. Knowing she’d never make it to her car before he caught her, she ran the other way. She headed behind the house and prayed for either a way out or a weapon to bash in his head if he tried to attack her again. Her arm throbbed and her thoughts splintered.


  Go!


  She dropped her shoes and made it to the backyard, hoping he wouldn’t follow her.


  Right, and you own this week’s winning lottery ticket.


  Think. A small shed sat in a fenced area in the far back corner, which made it off-limits.


  “I’m coming for you. You can’t escape.” His singsong voice rattled in her brain.


  Fuck, fuck, fuck.


  No one was around to help her. As she gulped in mouthfuls of air, all she could think to do was race to the other side of the house and hope to emerge behind him. With each step, her legs felt like she was lifting iron. The image of Jeffrey’s ripped throat reminded her how much danger she was in. She immediately clamped a hand over her mouth to stifle her scream. Her nostrils flared.


  Once she made it to the east side of the house, her gaze bounced between a tree she might hide behind and the hedge nestled against the house. The man’s thrashing and obnoxious chants told her he was nearby. Her arm hurt and her stomach roiled and threatened to erupt. Quick. Just hide. She ducked behind the thorny bush, scrunched low, and labored to control her loud breathing.


  “You can’t hide from me, chica.”


  Tears streamed down her cheeks. A hiccup emanated from her throat. She ducked her head and prayed he hadn’t heard her.


  The blood pounding behind her eyes prevented her from figuring out his location. His feet passed within inches from her hiding place, and she swallowed a sob. Now there was no way she could call 9-1-1. Just speaking to the operator would give away her position.


  His footstep returned close to her hiding spot, and her heart slammed against her chest. Cars drove by. Why didn’t anyone stop to question this creep? Damned “For Sale” sign.


  She peeked through the bushes to find him, but leaves and stems blocked her vision. Only flashes of color appeared every once in a while, as if he was taunting her, waiting for her to come out on her own. She clasped her hand over her wound to prevent the blood from getting everywhere and leaving a trail for him to follow.


  Oh, shit. Her vision darkened for a moment as if her mind was trying to protect her.


  Except for an occasional car passing down the street and a bird chirping, only her own pounding heart sounded. She wanted to run, but her body refused to move.


  Don’t do anything stupid.The urge to jump up, wave, and scream for help almost won out, but if she failed to attract someone’s attention, he’d kill her.


  For the moment, no footsteps sounded and no leaves crunched. Dare she hope he’d given up and driven away? She couldn’t be that lucky.


  How long should she wait before she tried to get help? Her arm hurt like a bitch, and with each passing minute, she grew weaker. Her legs cramped something fierce from squatting so long. Her brain fogged, and for a moment, she almost believed he’d left.


  She lifted her head above the bush for a quick look, and a twig cracked nearby. Damn. She ducked.


  Footsteps sounded. “Game’s over, chica. I’m gonna git you. I can smell you.” She swore he growled after he chuckled.


  A flash of blue appeared between the branches. Oh God.


  An unusually hairy hand snaked into the bush, and when he latched on to her wounded arm, she yelped.


  “I got you now, little lady.”


  He pulled her through the brambles, slicing her face and limbs. Once she was free from the bush, he glared at her. His gun wasn’t in his hand, but she knew he must still have it. If she lived through this ordeal, she wanted to remember everything about him. Too bad all she could see was a watery gray eye that seemed unfocused.


  Now that she’d gotten a good look at him, he’d know she could identify him. “I promise I won’t tell anyone. Just leave me alone.” Her voice wobbled, and she was never more disgusted with herself than at that moment. However, if she acted tough, it might make things worse.


  He grinned, showing yellowed pointed teeth.


  “You’re right about not telling anyone.” His spittle sprayed when he spoke too close to her face. Vomit rolled up into her mouth. She wanted to wipe off his vile effluent but he was holding her arms too tightly. “When I’m done with you, you won’t be able to say a word.”


  The putrid stench from his breath forced her to turn her head. He jerked her injured arm, and her eyes rolled upward for a second. She opened her mouth to scream, but only a squeak came out. He shoved her three feet to the left, past the hedge, and slammed her back against the wall. Pain stabbed her spine, and her legs wobbled.


  She held up her hands. “I have money. I’ll give you my credit cards. Take everything. Just don’t hurt me.”


  “You are a piece of work, puta.”


  His mouth descended on hers. She pressed her lips tight to prevent his tongue from darting in, but his brute force bruised her mouth. Unable even to turn her face, she lifted her knee to strike him in the balls. He anticipated her reaction and blocked her thrust.


  “You can’t win, bitch.” He leaned back a few inches and tore at her blouse with nails that more closely resembled animal claws than human fingers. The buttons popped and the material ripped open.


  Oh, no. He’s going to rape then kill me. The repulsion of what was to come stole her breath. Tears leaked out. I don’t want to die.


  He lifted her chin, exposing her neck. “I’m so going to enjoy this. Scream and I’ll rip out your throat, too.”


  Too? Jeffrey’s bloody image surfaced once more, and all she could do was nod. The murderer dragged her bra up over her breasts and the chilly air pebbled her nipples. He grabbed hold of her breast and squeezed. Pain tripped past her ribs.


  Do something.


  She couldn’t stand there like an accepting lamb while he stuck his cock in her. Thoughts of getting DNA under her fingernails seemed her only option. She glanced to the street and hoped someone would happen by, but the partial fence blocked her view.


  “Don’t touch me,” she whispered through gritted teeth.


  He barked out a laugh. “Like you’re in any position to tell me what to do.” The smack across her face came so fast and hard her knees gave way, and her ass dropped to the ground.


  Her heart slammed against her ribcage as the intensity of the pain radiated across her cheek and down her teeth.


  The man wasted no time. While he held her wrists in one hand, he knelt and straddled her. She struggled to get free but failed to move at all.


  Oh, no. Oh, no. Her mind whirred as she tried to figure out what to do. Do something. Anything.


  When his fingers reached up under her skirt and grabbed hold of her panties, she clawed his cheek and snarled. Take that you asshole.


  “You fucking puta.” He tore off her underwear with one swift pull, and the expected blow to her face came so hard she blanked out for what she thought were a few seconds.


  When she roused, her vision blurred and her jaw ached. He was kneeling on her wrists, making it impossible for her to grab him. She rocked right and left but couldn’t throw him off.


  Stupid. Now because of her resistance, her imminent death would be more painful.


  Aw, hell. She had nothing to lose. Nothing! Once more, she lifted her knee between his legs, but he deflected the blow.


  “You want to play hard to get? I’ll show you, chica.” He reached behind his back, withdrew the gun and tossed it to the side. His fingers grappled with his pants button and his tongue lolled out.


  She closed her eyes, not wanting to watch the sadistic bastard leer at her during the assault. All she could focus on were his zipper lowering and his hard, fast breaths. Spittle dropped to her face, and she worked hard not to gag.


  She considered another tactic. Hadn’t she read that a rapist got off on the victim’s fear? Could she act interested instead of showing she was scared to death?


  Reality hit. No matter what she did, he would rape and murder her. Not only would she suffer a horrific end to her short life, her poor parents would suffer terribly with the knowledge.


  To hell with what she’d read. Let him hurt her—torture her. She wouldn’t die without a fight.


  She opened her mouth and let out a blood-curdling scream.


  A shout sounded in response. Her pulse spiked.


  The repugnant man spurt a string of harsh, foreign-sounding words and jumped up. A sneer filled his face before he looked toward the street and raced away.


  She lifted her head then collapsed, too weak to move.


  Feet pounded, a gunshot rent the air, and then a car engine started.


  As she struggled to sit up, her body rebelled. Pain ripped across her face and up her arm. She dropped to the ground and curled into a fetal position. Her mind emptied as her body gave out.


  Then two warm hands lifted her to a seated position. “I got you. You’re safe,” said a deep, vaguely familiar voice.


  She almost didn’t want to open her eyes, still overwhelmed with fear that the horrid man would return. Except now the fetid stench was gone, and in its place was something spicy and enticing.


  “Chelsea. It’s okay.”


  He knew her name.


  She opened her eyes and stared into the most beautiful set of amber eyes, and believed she must be hallucinating. Eyes that coincidently belonged to one of the men who’d been in her dreams since her best friend’s Christmas party.


  “Drake?”


  “Yeah, babe, it’s me.”


  He glanced at her ripped, discarded underwear and cupped her chin between his fingers. “Did he rape you?” he growled out his question.


  “No.” She choked on a sob. “You got here just in time.”


  “We need to get you to a doctor to take care of that gunshot wound and your face.” He nodded to her exposed breasts. “Maybe you want to pull down your bra.”


  Heat raced up her face at the realization that he’d seen her almost naked, though right now that should be the least of her worries. Her shirt was beyond repair, but she managed to tug the bra down and at least cover her bare breasts. Trembling and weak, she fumbled to adjust her skirt.


  He leaned her against his propped knee, whipped off his shirt, and held out his T-shirt. “Put this on.”


  Relief washed through her. “Thank you.” The sight of his rippled abs and muscled chest helped take her mind off her aches and embarrassment. When she tried to lift the shirt over her head, her arm screamed.


  “Let me.” He took the shirt from her to help.


  She couldn’t wrap her head around how one minute, that evil troll had been about to rape her, and the next, Mr. Wonderful arrived to rescue her.


  Drake slid his hands under her knees and gently lifted her. Blood covered her arm and trickled down her skirt.


  Tremors snaked through her. “H-how did you know? How did you get here?” she managed to ask. A ton of other questions tumbled around in her brain, but she couldn’t get the rest out of her mouth.


  His lips froze for a second as if he was figuring out what she meant. “Kurt’s brother, Jeffrey, called us from the house and said he heard an intruder. A gunshot sounded. I’m afraid Kurt and I arrived too late to save him.” He carried her toward the front of the house.


  She clamped a hand over her mouth then lowered it. “I saw Jeffrey.” Her stomach churned. “I didn’t see a gunshot wound.”


  “The bullet went through his heart.”


  That explained it. Jeffrey was face down. “I can’t imagine how horrifying that must have been. ” At the party, Kurt had spoken of Jeffrey with awe and respect. Now his brother was dead. As nice as it was to be in Drake’s arms, the jostling caused more discomfort. “I can walk. Really.”


  “You sure?”


  “Yes, just hold me up.”


  He set her down and waited until she was stable before he released her. She needed something to focus on besides her near death experience. “Where’s Kurt?”


  “Still inside. As you can imagine, he’s really shook up.”


  As anyone would be. “The poor man.” Her heart ached for him.


  “Come on. We need to get out of here in case that guy comes back.”


  Her stomach tumbled at the thought, and a sharp pain stabbed her abdomen. She wrapped an arm around her belly. “Do you think he would?” A piercing ache speared her eye.


  “Let’s discuss this someplace else.”


  She’d go with him, especially if it meant she could crawl into her bed sooner.


  He opened his car door for her. She looked back at the house. “What about Kurt?”


  As if he heard her, Kurt marched from the house. Drake stiffened beside her. Kurt’s body was so rigid, she wasn’t sure he was even breathing. His disheveled brown hair, stood at odd angles as if he’d been tearing at it, and his tight blue shirt was stained with blood. Jeffrey’s blood.


  When he spotted her, he trotted over and ran his concerned gaze the length of her body. Between wearing Drake’s shirt and the blood drenching her hand, she must look a total mess. Not to mention how red her throbbing face must appear. She palmed her ripped panties in one hand.


  “What happened?” He glanced from her to his partner. “Was she...?”


  She hiccupped. “No, thank God.” She couldn’t talk about what happened and shook her head. “I’m sorry for your loss.”


  He nodded.


  “Mendez shot her,” Drake said.


  He knew the man?


  Kurt placed a hand on Drake’s shoulder. “Take her to Deland. I’ll meet you at his office as soon as we put Jeffrey to rest.”


  From the jostling, her arm began to bleed again, and she held her palm over the hole. “Don’t you have to wait for the coroner to arrive before moving the body?” Or, had she watched too many crime shows on television?


  He shook his head. “We take care of our own.” He turned to Drake. “I’ve called Trax, Clay, and Dirk. Once they make sure everything is good, I’ll meet you.” He picked up the heels she’d dropped when she ran and handed them to her.


  Drake wrapped an arm around her waist and squeezed his fingers. “We really need to go.”


  “Aren’t you going to go after that creep? He couldn’t have gone more than a few miles.”


  “We’ll get him. Don’t worry. Come on.”


  Drake led her to his car and helped her in. She tossed her shoes at her feet. So she wouldn’t mess up her savior’s seats, she looked around for something to sop up her blood besides her torn panties.


  Drake slipped in on the driver’s side. From behind the seat he pulled out a blue-striped towel. “Use this if you want.”


  A small smile tugged on her lips. “Thanks.” She wiped off as much blood as she could, careful not to let it splatter. He pulled into the road, and as he left the neighborhood, she looked in the rearview mirror, not convinced the killer would give up so easily.


  She glanced over at Drake. If he shot at the man, he must have known he was evil. “You said his name is Mendez. I’m guessing you know him?”


  “I’ll answer your questions later.”


  “Fine.” She probably wasn’t ready to learn the truth right now anyway. It was hard enough to deal with what had occurred. She drew in her bottom lip, leaned her head back on the headrest, and closed her eyes.


  Suddenly, she sat up and studied Drake. “Are you sure we shouldn’t go the police and report the assault and murder?”


  He winced. “We’ll take care of everything. You need medical help first, then we’ll let you tell us what happened.”


  The murder, the attack, and the blood loss were taking a toll on her. Maybe she should worry about the cops later.


  For the next few minutes, she wasn’t sure of much, other than Drake insisted she see his doctor. He was probably out of network and would cost a mint.


  “I should probably go to the health clinic on Linton Street.”


  He exhaled. “If you’re concerned about the cost, don’t worry. Besides, you really don’t have a choice. That bullet in your arm isn’t your typical 38 mm.”


  Why did he have to complicate matters when she was just beginning to calm down? “What do you mean?”


  “The gun the man used is unique to werewolves. The bullets spread poison throughout your system and only a shifter doctor has the antidote.”


  “Werewolves are real?” Sure, her best friend claimed her mates were ones, but Chelsea hadn’t come to grips with what Liz told her. Now Drake confirmed it. Holy shit.


  “Yes, they are.”


  This insanity had to stop. Nothing made sense. He mentioned werewolves as if the whole world knew about them. “Since when do bullets contain poison?” She’d voiced her concern with amazing calm.


  “I know this is a lot to take in. I’m sorry, but you need to understand that werewolves are different from humans.”


  No shit, Sherlock. “Besides the obvious, in what way?”


  “For one, the only way to kill a werewolf is either to poison them or shoot them in the heart.”


  This couldn’t be real. She jiggled the handle to see if he’d locked her in.


  “Take it easy.”


  He would say that. He was driving.


  “All of this creeps me out.”


  He shot her a glance and nodded. “I know. I’m sorry to dump this on you. It’s not easy to buy into all this. Once the doctor fixes you up, you’ll be able to think more rationally.”


  She wasn’t being irrational. The fear morphed the truth. The car ride didn’t help the pain in her arm either. With every turn and bump, it was like having knives driven into her wound.


  Finally, he slowed and pulled in front of a residence.


  “I thought we were going to a doctor’s office.” She prayed her trust hadn’t been misplaced.


  “The doctor likes to keep a low profile.”


  That made sense, but she would have felt safer being around more people. She slipped on her shoes and reached for the door handle. Drake insisted on helping her out and up the walkway. When they stepped inside the lovely old home, a pleasantly plump woman who sat behind a beautiful teak desk smiled. Instead of the usual scrubs, she wore a pretty pink blouse, and her white hair was short and stylish. Behind her was a living room, complete with a painting of a family over the mantel. It now made sense. The low profile doctor must live in the back.


  “Nice to see you again, Mr. Stanton.” She stood. “Come with me, Ms. Wilson. The doctor is expecting you.”


  How had she known they were coming, since Chelsea didn’t even remember Drake calling?


  Once inside the examination room, a tall man, looking no more than thirty, with broad shoulders and a nice smile, waltzed in and introduced himself. “I’m Dr. Deland.”


  He motioned to the exam table. “Hop on up so I can assess the damage. Let Drake help you.”


  After she was situated, Drake stepped off to the side. Did he plan to stay throughout the exam? He’d already seen almost everything, and while she normally would have asked him to leave, she found something comforting about having him with her to explain things, should the doctor share more strange tales.


  “I need to remove your shirt to see the wound. Are you okay with that after your attack? Because if you want, I can have Melanie supervise.”


  Melanie must be the nurse. Chelsea shook her head. “There’s no need.” Drake would make sure the doctor didn’t do anything inappropriate. Her body told her to trust him.


  Since she was in an oversized T-shirt and Drake was shirtless, the doctor probably pieced together what happened.


  “I’m sorry to bring up the nightmare, but from your torn clothes, I need to ask. Did your attacker rape you?”


  Shivers rippled up her spine and goose bumps emerged at what could have happened. “He didn’t get a chance.” She rubbed her face and winced. “He did hit me, however.”


  “I can see that.” The doctor pulled down her lower eyelid and shone a bright light. He repeated on the other side. “He winged you pretty good, too.”


  “Yes.” An involuntary shudder sped through her body. The adrenaline was wearing off and had been replaced with shock and fear.


  He lifted her wrists. When he lightly pressed on the skin, she jerked. “That’s tender, huh?”


  “A little. The bastard knelt on my wrists to hold me down.” Her throat closed up, and she squeezed her eyes shut. The tears she’d held at bay dripped out.


  “We’ll get an X-ray of both wrists. Expect the bruising to get worse before it gets better.”


  Great. He handed her a tissue, and she wiped her eyes.


  Dr. Deland lifted her shirt, but when she raised her arm, she groaned.


  Drake stepped forward. “If you don’t mind lending us some scrubs, you can just cut the shirt off.”


  “That would make it quicker.”


  She was impressed with the easy relationship between these men. Because the doctor had this antidote, she guessed he was a shifter, too. She didn’t ask because, in part, she didn’t want confirmation.


  Dr. Deland cut off not only the T-shirt, but also what remained of her torn shirt. “We can leave the bra on.”


  “Thanks.” She’d be tossing it as soon as she got home. Little hope existed that she’d get all the blood out. Having it as a reminder wouldn’t be healthy either.


  He cleaned the wounded area. The bleeding from the opening slowed down.


  “How’s your stomach feeling?”


  That was an odd question. “A bit nauseated, but my cheek hurts worse.” She bet her face would be totally black and blue by tomorrow. “At least, I don’t think that ass broke anything.” Her nose was sore, but he hadn’t loosened any of her teeth when he’d struck her.


  “We’ll take an X-ray to be sure, but if you put some ice on it, the swelling will be minimized.” He turned to Drake. “Help her lay back. I want to numb the area before I stitch her up.” He stepped over to a cabinet and took out a needle and a vial.


  Drake wrapped his arm around her and lowered her to the table. She had a high pain tolerance, but she’d never tested her level against bullet removal. The doctor’s comment about only stitching her up registered. “You’re going to leave the bullet in me?”


  His smile came out gentle. “The bullet has already dissolved. The man who shot you used a special type of projectile. It acts like shrapnel except the small pieces dissolve into bits of poison. To a werewolf, they immobilize him immediately and make him very sick. Humans have an immunity, however, a higher tolerance to the poison.”


  “I don’t feel very immune right now.” In fact, her stomach ached and she couldn’t stop her hands from shaking.


  His second comment about werewolves registered. When her best friend told her Harvey Couch, the man who raped her mother, was one of them, Chelsea hadn’t really been a believer. She guessed she’d had her head in the sand too long if she didn’t even believe Liz when she’d told her about shifters.


  Dr. Deland handed her a glass of water and a pill. “Drink this to counteract the poison. It should help settle your stomach, too.”


  Not wanting to vomit all night, she did as he instructed and handed the glass back to him. “Thanks.”


  “How’s your head?”


  “It hurts.”


  He looked at Drake. “Keep a watch on her. If she becomes nauseated, bring her to the emergency room. She might have a concussion from the blows to the head.”


  Dear God in Heaven. Her stomach caved and her blood pressure skyrocketed. Here she believed this couldn’t get any worse.


  “Now, I’m going to numb the area and stitch you up. You’ll be good as new in a few days.”


  That brought some relief, although her face might need more than a couple of days to heal. “Then I can go home and back to work?”


  “Yes.”


  Her ordeal had been terrible, but knowing there would be no permanent effect helped soothe her. A knock sounded on the door, and Kurt stepped in.


  “How is she?” He glanced between her and the doctor.


  His concern amazed her. Here his brother had been brutally slain, and he’d taken the time to check on her.


  “Give me a sec to suture her, and she’ll be ready to go home.”


  Kurt’s expression hardened even more, if that was possible. “She’ll be coming with us. Her place isn’t secure.”


  Her body stiffened. Perhaps her friend lucked out and enjoyed the time she spent being with her men after her life had been threatened, but Chelsea had a career with clients and houses to sell. She didn’t want to hole up in someone’s loft apartment and not see the light of day for weeks or months.


  One glance at Kurt’s serious face told her it might be wise to keep her opinion to herself until the doctor finished his repair. The voice in her head reminded her that the man who shot her was still at large.


  The procedure only took fifteen minutes. The doctor placed a small patch on her arm, then thoroughly examined the other cuts and bruises. When he finished, he handed her a short-sleeved green top. “Here you go. Next time, don’t tangle with the Colters.” He smiled. “I’ll have Melanie X-ray you.”


  Liz had told her not only about the bad shifters being called Colters, but about the shifters’ ability to communicate telepathically. Either Kurt or Drake had probably told the doctor how much she knew.


  Melanie came in with a wheelchair. “Special delivery.”


  She had no choice but to comply. Melanie took pictures of both wrists and several shots of her face. “I’ll process these and get them to the doctor. Wait here.”


  Alone in the darkened room, the terror returned. She closed her eyes and willed the images away. Mendez had been incredibly strong. Now she knew why. He was a werewolf, too. She touched her wrist and winced. Bruises had popped up on both arms, and touching her face hurt.


  The door opened a few minutes later. “You’re good, Ms. Wilson. Nothing is broken.”


  Nothing but her belief in the good of man. “Thanks.”


  Melanie wheeled her to the reception area where Drake and Kurt waited. They helped her stand on unsteady legs, but all in all, her stomach hurt less and the throbbing in her cheek had waned.


  After they stepped outside, Drake took her good arm and escorted her to his car parked behind her Camry. A shot of pure joy filled her at seeing something familiar.


  “How did my car get here? I mean, how did you...? My keys were in my purse.” She frowned. When Mendez had dragged her from the brushes, she’d dropped her bag.


  Drake placed a hand on her back and heat raced up her spine. “Kurt found your purse near where I found you.”


  “I put it in the back of Drake’s car,” Kurt added.


  She’d have been lost without it. “Thank you.”


  At least she could go home now and not have to depend on anyone. Even though these men might be heroes, and hot ones at that, she didn’t know them well enough to allow them to escort her home.


  She held out her palm to Kurt. “I’m truly sorry about your brother. I appreciate everything you have done, but I can see myself home.” She stepped toward Drake’s car to get her purse when Kurt stopped her.


  “Sorry, that’s not an option. You need to come with us.”


  Her dad used to tease her, saying he should have had a son because girls were too damn stubborn. He was right. She planted her good hand on her hip and faced them. “As much as I appreciate the offer, that is so not going to happen.”


  The killer is on the loose. She shook her head to push the thought from her mind.


  “You can’t drive with a possible concussion and a wounded arm.”


  “I’ll be fine.”


  Drake turned her to face him and smiled. “Oh, baby. You really don’t know who you’re dealing with, do you?”


  


  


  


  


  Chapter Two


  Drake’s nickname was usually Mr. Cool. If anyone had seen him today, he would have lost that title in a hurry. He’d been standing next to Kurt when he received the call. The sound of the gunshot had reverberated through the phone and nearly stopped his heart. He’d almost shifted on the spot. It had been Kurt who’d kept it together.


  Chelsea groaned and he forced his mind back to the present. What the fuck was wrong with them? Standing on the sidewalk in front of the doctor’s office where anyone could take another shot at her wasn’t smart. Forcing her to do anything wasn’t his style, especially since she’d been through so much, but right now they had to take control. While Mendez might not have known Chelsea’s name when she saw him, rest assured he would learn her identity soon enough.


  The killer wasn’t a rocket scientist, but the sign on the front lawn had the name of the realty firm on it, and it wouldn’t be hard to find out who she was.


  Drake bet not many women working for that company would fit her description. Damn the woman and her killer long legs. She had luscious breasts, lips he could spend hours kissing, and long auburn hair. Nope, she was one-of-a-kind, but right now she was also a sitting duck.


  Her hand slipped off her hip. He waited another few seconds until he calmed, fearing he’d do something he’d regret. He exhaled. Boy, their timing sucked. The moment he’d spotted her at Liz’s Christmas party, he knew she was their mate. She was gorgeous, had a sharp wit, and seemed to love life, but his body told him this was the woman he would spend the rest of his life with. The saving grace was that after the party, Kurt had expressed the same sentiment. Now Drake feared their pursuit of her would have to be put on hold until they took care of Mendez.


  The moment Chelsea balked at going with them, Kurt had moved to the end of the walkway, lost in his own thoughts. Drake totally understood.


  Once Kurt had located Jeffrey’s GPS phone signal, they’d rushed to the car, and while Drake drove them to the house, Kurt kept redialing. When Jeffrey didn’t answer, his friend had turned inward, refusing to discuss what might have happened. His only words had been to urge Drake to drive faster.


  As they neared, only one werewolf life sign registered. Hope sprung inside him until they found Jeffrey dead. Seconds later, he heard Chelsea’s scream and sensed the wolf was outside the house. Drake ran toward the sound.


  Even though the fucker dashed off before he reached him, Drake immediately recognized him. He would have known the funky-eyed Ricardo Mendez anywhere despite his connection to Harvey Couch and his drug smuggling operation.


  They both got off one shot each. Mendez missed, but he hadn’t. Drake hoped the stinking Colter suffered a whole lot of pain before he found help.


  He refocused. Kurt remained glued to the spot. Hey, Kurt. Why don’t you go back to our place, gather some of our things, and bring them over to Chelsea’s?


  His friend glanced between the two of them. She can’t stay at her house. It isn’t safe.


  He must not have been listening to her argue. I agree, but we aren’t going to kidnap her like Trax did with Liz. Just pack some stuff and let me handle her.


  The fact Kurt put up little resistance was a sure sign he was staggered by his brother’s death. He shrugged and walked over to them. “Chelsea, where do you live?”


  The tension in her shoulders seemed to ease, as if she’d won a war. She rattled off her address. Kurt nodded then walked away and hopped in her car. The engine started and he took off.


  Chelsea looked over at him. “Where’s he going with my car?”


  “Back to our place.”


  “Then why did he want to know where I live?”


  Nothing seemed to get by her. “Kurt has to take care of something, and then he’ll bring your car back to your house. Once you’re settled, we’ll be on our way.” Although he disliked lying, it was necessary to get her to cooperate.


  “I guess you’ll have to drive me home.”


  “Yeah.”


  She rubbed her face. He admired the way she didn’t complain, because she had to hurt like hell.


  “Okay.”


  He didn’t like her hesitation, but he understood her concern. Since she appeared a little shaky on those high heels, he placed a hand on her back to guide her into the car. The touch set off his internal alarm. Being this close to her made his body go crazy. He’d been warned the first time a werewolf got near his future mate, he had to fight not to shift. He just needed to keep it together for another few minutes until he wasn’t in the public eye.


  Chelsea was quiet on the way to her house and only spoke to give him directions. When they neared her street, she twisted in her seat. “Do you believe Mendez will come after me?” Her voice held more strain than when he’d first reached her. His gut soured.


  If he could rub away the hurt, he would. Should he tell her the truth or try to sugarcoat it? He sucked at taking care of someone.


  “From what you told me, Mendez basically admitted to ripping out Jeffrey’s throat. He doesn’t need a witness.”


  Her breath hitched. “I guess that’s a yes, then. Do I need to go into some kind of witness protection program or anything?” When her breath caught at the end, it was like a knife slicing him.


  “That’s only for certain crimes.” He didn’t want to mislead her. “Trax and a few others picked up Jeffrey’s body and cleaned up the mess. The authorities won’t be notified because they won’t know there’s been a crime.” He slowed as he entered her street. “It’s for the best.”


  “You can’t cover up a crime.” Her voice squeaked. “That’s not legal. I’m going to call them.”


  He inhaled. She was a stubborn one. “You need a few more facts before you do that.”


  “I don’t need the cops accusing me of committing a crime.” She huffed and pointed to a one-story, yellow, craftsman-style home with a porch. “That’s my place.”


  He pulled the car in front, cut the engine, and rushed over to her side. When he opened her door, he held out his hand to help her up, but she didn’t take it. Oh, boy. This was going to be a long night.


  She faced him. “I owe you more than I could ever repay, so thank you, but I really need some downtime.”


  “I get it. I’ll walk you to the door.” Then he needed to make sure she understood why calling the cops wasn’t a good idea.


  Keeping her head down, she rushed up the walkway. She fumbled in her bag for her key, and when she finally retrieved it and stuck it in the lock, it wouldn’t work.


  Her anxiety ate at him. “Let me.” He wanted to check out her house anyway.


  He wouldn’t put it past Mendez to know where Chelsea lived already. However, during the walk up her path, he hadn’t detected any werewolves in the vicinity. He pushed open her front door.


  She dashed inside and inhaled. “It’s good to be home.” She dropped her purse on the table by the door, kicked off her heels and sighed. She faced him. “Thank you again.”


  “I want to look around.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I said so. Stay here.” His tone must have come out harsh enough, because she didn’t shoot back a retort.


  He walked into a bedroom, came out, and passed through the dining room to the kitchen. No one was there, allowing him to push the tension aside. “It’s good. Now we need to talk.”


  Her jaw tightened and she winced. “I’m tired. Can we have this discussion another time?”


  He felt sorry for her, but she had to know what was at stake, besides her life. If she called the cops, there would be a record of the crime. Any CSI worth his salt would find traces of dried blood and that would be bad.


  “Why don’t you take a shower and change, and when you’re done we’ll have our talk.”


  She cocked a brow. “I might be an hour.”


  “I’ll wait.” It unnerved him that she didn’t trust him, but he totally understood humans. “Let me know if you feel sick.”


  He backed up and sat on the sofa. If she thought he’d leave her here unprotected, she was dead wrong.


  She held up both palms.


  Here it comes.


  “How about giving me space tonight, and I’ll fix you breakfast tomorrow morning? We can chat then.”


  He cocked a brow. “You’re asking me to spend the night?” He knew she wasn’t, but he wanted to lighten the mood by flirting with her.


  Her mouth opened and formed a cute little O. “No. I mean you need to leave and come back tomorrow.”


  Drake propped his feet up on her wooden coffee table and wrapped his hand behind his head. “You might have a concussion, and someone needs to watch you. Either I can drag you into the shower and scrub you clean myself before tucking you in, or you can do it yourself. Either way, when you get out of bed in the morning, I’ll be here.” He held up a finger. “That’s after we talk tonight.”


  She huffed out a few breaths, clearly looking for something to say that would get him to leave.


  “You aren’t going away, are you?” She finally understood his resolve.


  “Nope.”


  “Fine.” She whipped around and stalked back to her room.


  He smiled the moment she locked the door. He was almost tempted to show her locked doors would not keep him out, but for Chelsea’s sake, he’d wait for Kurt. The two of them would decide how best to handle her.


  A picture of her strapped to the wall passed through his mind’s eye. His cock knew the best way to handle her. He leaned back and let his imagination go wild. Her tits had been spectacular, so full and supple. Thinking about them got his cock hard, and he was forced to adjust his balls. He sat up. Focus. You’re not here to have sex. That would come later.


  The whole premise for being here was because he believed Mendez wouldn’t stop until Chelsea was dead. Christ. First Couch had gone after Liz Wharton, and now Mendez wanted Chelsea out of the way. The sad part was that Chelsea hadn’t brought any of this on herself.


  Less than twenty minutes later, a car pulled in front of the house, and Drake shot to his feet. He peeked out the window to make sure it was Kurt. He released his breath.


  Carrying two suitcases, one in each hand, Kurt walked up the sidewalk and waited for Drake to open the door for him.


  “Welcome.”


  Kurt strode in and set the bags down. “How is she doing?”


  “Nothing short of dragging her out of the house will make her leave. I’m worried about her and what she might do. She’s been talking about calling the cops.”


  “Crap. We need to come up with a plan.”


  “What do you propose?”


  “If she’s that determined not to budge, then I want to scope out the place and check for possible entry points.”


  Drake waved a hand. “I already did that, but feel free to have a go at it yourself.”


  Kurt nodded and studied each window. Once done with the living room, he disappeared into the kitchen and returned a minute later. “They could come through the back door, the front entrance, or break the windows. The good news is that it’s a one-bedroom, so there’s not much to watch.”


  Perhaps he could ask Trax or Dante to install a surveillance system so they’d be forewarned of a breech, should one occur.


  “What did Trax say?” He assumed Kurt had checked to make sure Jeffrey was at peace.


  “My brother has been taken of, and the general wants to brief us tomorrow.”


  He didn’t need to be at that session. Since he’d failed to kill the bastard, the general would want to know why. Trax and Dante had captured Couch, but his men had broken him out of jail. That still stung.


  “You go. I need to keep a watch over Chelsea.” He wasn’t convinced that Kurt was in the right frame of mind to focus on her well-being.


  He almost saw Kurt’s lips lift, but it was so fast, he figured he imagined it. He wanted to say something to console his best friend about his loss, but words would never be enough. Jeffrey had been his friend, too.


  The door to Chelsea’s bedroom opened sooner than he expected. She was dressed in a too-large T-shirt, baggie pajama bottoms, and fuzzy pink slippers. Her cheek had turned a deeper shade of purple, and she had a black eye. All fresh from her shower, she couldn’t have looked more adorable if she tried. Her frown warned him she was still struggling with what happened.


  Drake patted the sofa next to him. “Why don’t you sit next to me, darlin’, and we can talk.” And I’ll hold you and comfort you.


  She stiffened. “I’m not your darlin’.”


  Ouch. He shouldn’t have let that slip out. But she was wrong. She was going to be his darlin’, and she was going to love it, if it was the last thing he did.


  #


  The warm shower helped rinse away some of the stench, but the trauma remained. Even after her wounds healed, the scars on her heart would still be there. Sooner or later, Mendez would find her and come after her. The idea of staying with Kurt and Drake held some merit, but if she let Mendez dictate her next move, he’d win. She’d always held her ground. For her own sanity, she wanted to stay here.


  Knowing Drake was out there waiting, she hurried. Once she dried, she put on her most comfortable clothes and stepped into the living room. Both Drake and Kurt turned to face her, and she debated turning around and hiding in her bedroom. Her face looked hideous, her arm hurt, and she was still shaken from the attack.


  She glanced at Kurt, who kept his gaze focused at the ground. His hands were clenched by his side. She was torn between giving the man a hug and keeping her distance. When her grandfather had passed away, she’d been inconsolable, and it had taken months before she adjusted to life without him.


  “Do you have any news on that man?” She couldn’t bring herself to say his name. She desperately needed to know Drake and Kurt’s werewolf clan was doing everything possible to apprehend that skunk.


  Kurt shook his head. “We know who he is, and the alerts to apprehend him went out immediately after I left you.”


  That helped. She looked back at Drake. “What did you want to talk to me about?” She hoped this wasn’t about getting counseling for her near-rape. She’d been to enough shrinks in her lifetime after her sister died in a car crash to know they didn’t help much. Stupid drunk driver.


  Once more, Drake patted the sofa seat next to him. She figured the sooner they said what they’d come for, they’d leave. Only then did she spot the suitcases. “What are those for?”


  “Chelsea, please come sit.”


  Stubborn man. She joined Drake and waited for Kurt to sit in the chair opposite them, but he remained standing with his body rigid.


  Kurt dragged a hand down his mouth and moved toward her. “I need to explain who we’re dealing with.”


  “Okay.” They couldn’t scare her more than she already was. “I do get that I was a witness to a murder and that the murderer wants me dead.”


  I also know he’s a werewolf, which maybe scares the shit out of me more than the fact that he’s after me.


  His chest seemed to cave. “Good. That’s a start. Do you know about the Colters?”


  “Only what Liz told me. They’re bad werewolves who can’t be killed by normal means.” Both Drake and the doctor had explained about the poison and the bullet to the heart stuff.


  Drake squeezed her leg once and her body took notice.


  “That’s right,” Drake said. “I only winged the man when I shot at him, and all he has to do is take the same antidote you did, and he’ll be good to go in a day or two.”


  Damn. “So now what?”


  Kurt answered. “We wait here, unless you’re willing to come with us.”


  “I’m not going to let that jerk ruin my life. I’m staying put.”


  “Then I guess we’ll be seeing a lot of each other.”


  It took a minute for the information to sink in. The local anesthetic the doctor had given her must have messed with her brain. “You think you’re going to stay here?”


  Kurt sat down on the edge of the chair and faced her. “Listen. Mendez is evil. As soon as he’s fit, he’ll come after you. We need to protect you.”


  She opened her mouth then shut it. “Fine, but I only have one bedroom.”


  Drake grinned. “I figure Kurt will want to stay in wolf form, and I can share your bed.”


  If he hadn’t winked, she’d have been scared. Truth be told, cuddling up to that body would be a dream come true. Just not right now. The memory of Mendez touching her made her shiver.


  “What is it, Chelsea?”


  “Nothing.” She stood. “Let me get you a pillow and a blanket. The sofa pulls out to a bed. It’s big enough for you both if the floor gets cold.”


  Drake laughed and the sound rumbled in her chest. Why couldn’t two ugly men have saved her? It would have made her life so much easier. She stepped over to the closet next to the half bath and took out a set of linens. She returned and placed them on the sofa. “Are either of you hungry? Because I’m starving.”


  Both men glanced at each other. She didn’t know why they always seemed to confer with each other. Either they were hungry or they weren’t.


  Kurt nodded. “It’s better to call and order delivery.”


  “Fine.” She didn’t like the idea of going out in public knowing she looked abused. People would look at her and wonder. Her stomach turned. If she remained here, no one would know she’d been shot, beaten, and almost raped. “Do you think if we went out, Mendez and his men might break into my house and lie in wait?”


  “We wouldn’t put anything past him,” Kurt said. “As a precaution, I suggest you pack a bag and some spare toiletries to keep in Drake’s car. That way, if—”


  She held up her hand. “I get it. I’m in danger. You believe it’s inevitable, but you don’t know when.”


  Drake tugged on her hand. “You are one smart cookie. We’re going to get along just fine.”


  Fine indeed.


  She needed to focus on staying alive.


  


  


  


  


  Chapter Three


  Chelsea was tired and stuffed from eating too much pizza. It was nice having dinner with two such virile men. During their meal, Drake worked very hard to keep the conversation upbeat, but unfortunately, Kurt seemed too focused on his brother’s death to enjoy himself. Her own mood swung radically, and by 9:00 P.M., her face hurt, her arm throbbed, and she was more confused than ever.


  She stood. “I’m going to hit the hay. Is there anything I can get you two?”


  They’d helped her pack a bag in case the worst scenario occurred, but she wasn’t happy even thinking about being attacked again. They’d also insisted she keep an ice pack on her face for twenty minutes out of every hour. The doctor was right. It had brought down the swelling.


  “We’re good. Sleep tight.”


  As she headed back to her room, she was tempted to ask Drake to stay in her room with her, but that would be inappropriate. After Liz’s Christmas party last week, where she’d first met them, her dreams had centered around these two. While Drake had only lightly kissed her on the cheek after she agreed to go on a date with them, he seemed to go out of his way to touch her arm, her back, and her hip. Twice, he’d replaced a strand of hair behind her ear that had fallen on her face. Both had been so charming and seemingly carefree. Now all that had changed.


  They were here, not to seduce her, but to lure and capture Mendez. Not surprisingly, she actually felt safe with those two keeping watch.


  Once she entered her room, she checked to make sure her windows were locked and her drapes drawn. Though if someone really wanted to get in, they could break the window and turn the sash lock. The thought gave her chills.


  For her own safety, she left her bedroom door ajar, in case one of the men needed to warn her. She turned off her light and crawled into bed. She heard them talking, but after a while, their low voices lulled her to sleep.


  Too bad she kept waking up thinking a floorboard had creaked or a window rattled. She’d strained to hear noises that shouldn’t be there. When all appeared normal, she’d dozed off again. Then she’d imagined two certain men in her bed and she’d awoken. By the time morning came, she was a total mess and exhausted. She was pleased she hadn’t relived the attack, as she feared she would. Her face throbbed and her body ached, but her arm wasn’t in as bad of shape as she had anticipated.


  As she stepped into the living room, the aroma of bacon, eggs, and coffee teased her nostrils. She didn’t have eggs in her house. That implied one of the men had gone to the store. Wasn’t that nice? Unlike most of her friends, she’d never had a live-in boyfriend. Even if she had, she doubted he would’ve taken the time to go to shop before she woke so she’d have food.


  She padded into the kitchen and found Drake at the stove, stirring the scrambled eggs.


  He turned and grinned. “Good morning.”


  “Is it?”


  “Darlin’, didn’t you sleep well?”


  She refrained from commenting on his nickname for her. “On and off. You?”


  “We’re not quite like humans. We sleep hard and wake quickly. Kurt and I took turns keeping watch.”


  That made her feel better. “Where is Kurt?”


  “He’s getting briefed on what comes next.”


  She sorted through her own plans. “I’m supposed to show that house to Bob and Mary Campbell today at 4:00 p.m.” But first she had to catch up on some work in the office. “If I do, will the place look like someone was murdered there?”


  “If you’re worried about it looking like a crime scene, I assure you, it won’t.”


  That was a relief. “Do you have a problem with me working today?”


  “I don’t see why not.” He looked up from the frying pan. “As long as you promise not to mention what happened there to anyone.”


  She swallowed. “That won’t be a hard rule to follow. I’ve already wiped my brain clean.”


  He quirked a brow. “How’s that working for you?”


  As much as she didn’t want to like the man any more than she already did, she fell for him a little more each time he made her laugh. “Not well, but I’m trying.”


  “That a girl.”


  He piled a heaping mound of eggs on two plates, leaving about a third in the pan. Then he took the bacon out of the microwave and pulled four slices of bread out of the toaster. He brought the plates to the table, where he’d already placed jam and butter.


  “Were you a short order cook or something?”


  “No, darlin’, not me. I just have years of practice. Come on, let’s eat.”


  Years of practice? He couldn’t be much older than she was.


  She pulled out a chair, sat, and dug in. Once more she enjoyed sharing a meal with him. As long as she didn’t think about poor Jeffrey, or how she’d almost been violated, she would do just fine. “Oh, shit.”


  “What?”


  “How am I going to explain this black eye and bruised cheek to my coworkers and my customers?”


  “Can’t you put some makeup on it or something?”


  He had no idea the limits of cosmetics. “I don’t have anything heavy enough.”


  “There’s always the old standby. You walked into a door.” He shrugged. “Or tell them that two hot guys came over last night and, while you were having hot, sweaty sex, one of them elbowed you in the face.”


  She smiled and palmed her cheek to rub it. “Don’t make me laugh.”


  “Well, you can tell them you’d rather not talk about it and move on as if nothing happened.”


  “I may try that.” She finished her meal and felt a lot better. As she was clearing her plate, Kurt barged into the kitchen, and her hand raced to her chest. “You scared the crap out of me.”


  “Sorry.”


  Drake’s cheer seemed to evaporate. He placed his plate in the sink and walked over to his partner. “What did the general say?”


  “I’m off the case.”


  Her heart spun. Did that mean two other men would be her bodyguards? She liked these two and felt comfortable around them. She embraced Drake’s ability to make her laugh.


  “Who’s going to be in charge, then?” she asked.


  “Clay and Dirk.”


  She remembered them from the party. They seemed nice enough.


  Drake nodded. “What’s your next move?”


  Kurt shrugged. “Well, I’m not sitting with my thumb up my ass, waiting for Mendez to strike down someone else.”


  She appreciated his attitude. “So you’re investigating behind your boss’s back?”


  “Fucking A. It’s my brother he murdered. I want that son-of-a-bitch Mendez as much as you want him.”


  She liked that he had a personal stake in this case, and the way he included her feelings. Too bad the circumstances sucked.


  “Come have some breakfast.”


  She hoped once Kurt found out she wanted to show the house, he wouldn’t forbid her from doing her job.


  #


  Chelsea found it a little strange having Drake with her when she brought clients through the homes, but at least she wasn’t looking over her shoulder thinking some evil werewolf would be there, ready to take her down. Drake suggested she explain to her clients he was in training. Given his combat boots, worn jeans and pullover sweater, which he claimed was his dress attire, she wasn’t sure many of the potential buyers would believe her.


  On a positive note, Drake made insightful comments about the quality of the home and what potential upgrades could be made. When she’d brought the Campbells back to the house, she found it hard not to walk past the area where Jeffrey had been slain and remember what he looked like lying there.


  When they asked to see the yard, Drake offered to take them around. For that, she’d be forever indebted to him. The Campbells seemed interested, but they wanted to view a few more homes before making a decision. By the time she and Drake returned to her house, it was close to five.


  He placed a hand on her arm. “Mind if I check out the place first?”


  She appreciated his conscientiousness. “Be my guest.” She handed him the key.


  While he was inside, she glanced around the neighborhood. Fortunately, nothing looked out of place, but would she notice a wolf hiding behind a bush if he was there? Goose bumps raced up her spine.


  He stepped out on the porch. “You’re good.”


  Having Drake around made her more comfortable. She snapped her fingers. “We should have gone to the grocery store.” Kurt didn’t want them going out to a restaurant.


  “I can call Kurt. He can pick up something on the way here. What do you want?”


  “Could he pick up stuff to make spaghetti and meatballs? And maybe some veggies, too?” Spaghetti was a meal that didn’t require much effort to prepare.


  He grinned. “You got it, darlin’.”


  His endearment didn’t bother her anymore. Her fondness for him grew the more time she spent with him. “Mind if I take a little nap before dinner? This poison stuff is kicking my ass.”


  He chuckled. “Go for it.”


  As soon as she reached her room, she kicked off her shoes and suit and pulled on lightweight sweats and a heavy T-shirt. When she crawled into bed, she groaned at the luxury of the cool sheets and warm blanket.


  “Chelsea?”


  She jerked awake. Drake stood over her. The T-shirt molded to his body and showed off his many muscles. Although he’d shaved this morning before the showing, his stubble had grown back, giving him that rugged look she found so appealing.


  “I guess I fell asleep.” She rubbed her eyes.


  “Bed looks comfortable.”


  You want to join me?


  The rich smell of spaghetti sauce reached her and pulled her from her fantasy. “Dinner’s ready?” She twisted to pull the comforter back, and her arm twinged.


  “Yes.”


  When he turned and left, her stomach swirled. Oh boy. If they didn’t catch Mendez soon, she might jump into bed with a werewolf. Before she reached the door, her cell vibrated on her nightstand, and she picked it up. A full-blown smile crossed her face for the first time in days.


  “Hey, girlfriend.”


  “Oh, my God. Why didn’t you call me?” Liz sounded just like Chelsea had when she’d found out about the attempt on Liz’s life.


  “I’m still in a fog.”


  “They said you were attacked and shot—that he tried—he didn’t—”


  “No. He didn’t. Kurt and Drake arrived in time to scare him off.”


  “I need the deets. Now!”


  She loved Liz. The girl cut to the chase. “Drake just made us dinner and it’s ready. Can I call you back afterwards?”


  “Sure.” There was a long pause. “So, how do you like them?”


  “They seem like excellent bodyguards.”


  “You know I didn’t mean that way.”


  Right now she wasn’t ready to talk about having sex with them. “I gotta go.”


  Liz laughed. “You better call me.”


  “I will.”


  She disconnected and ducked into the bathroom to make sure her hair wasn’t all tangled. Naturally, it was. She ran a brush through her long strands to smooth them out, and then decided she looked like a blue whale in her casual gear. She changed into a black lace push up bra and a V-neck pullover that conformed to her body.


  You so want to impress them.


  “Do not.”


  “Chelsea, you coming?” This time it was Kurt who called.


  “Be right there.”


  Feeling refreshed, she headed out for another night of waiting. The table was set and they had the food ready. A girl could get used to this service. Kurt had even clicked off the overhead lights and lit candles. The glow filled the room with warmth.


  Her mouth opened before her brain registered. “Are you trying to seduce me?” Shut up, Chelsea.


  Drake pulled out her chair. “Is it working?”


  “No, but the thought is nice.” Liar, liar.


  “Drake!” Kurt shot him a look she couldn’t quite decipher, but it appeared to be one of frustration.


  Drake ignored him. “Let’s eat before it gets cold.”


  Her mom always said that. She probably should call her, though relaying what happened would be hard even if she left out the werewolf part.


  Both men dug in and she did, too. “This is amazing.”


  Drake grinned. “It’s my mother’s recipe.”


  She hadn’t thought about them having parents, which of course, was stupid. “Is your mom a werewolf, too?”


  “My mom is human, and my dad naturally is a werewolf, but there are a lot of women who have a werewolf father. Don’t worry, the women look human and have no werewolf traits.”


  “So, when the moon is full, do you automatically shift or anything?”


  “No. Just so you know, the moon does not rule our actions, though I have to say a lot of strange shit goes on when it’s full.”


  She didn’t want to know too much about them for fear she’d get more attached.


  Once they finished, Kurt jumped up and so did she. “I’ll clean up since Drake cooked,” she said. After all, it was her house and she knew where things went.


  She brought the dishes in and Kurt stacked them in the sink. Using her scrubber, he cleaned each dish before placing it in the dishwasher. After the tenth dish, her curiosity bested her.


  “Why do you scrub the dishes before you put them in the dishwasher?” A rinse, she understood.


  He raised a brow. “I don’t want the water to get nasty when it sanitizes the dishes.”


  At a loss how to respond, so she let it go. After all the dishes were stacked in the dishwasher, he meticulously cleaned the pans. Maybe she was a slob, because when she washed them, she only ran the soapy sponge around the surface and called it a day. Kurt scrubbed every crevice, as if the pot was going to be used in a surgical procedure.


  “It’s probably clean enough.”


  He tossed her a less-than-friendly glare and continued to clean the pot. Perhaps he used cleaning as a way to exorcise his demons. She went back into the living room.


  “He’s obsessive,” Drake said, as if he knew what had gone on in the kitchen.


  “Ah, yeah. He always like that?”


  “Yup, but be happy. His attention to detail might save your life sometime.”


  She hoped her life didn’t need saving any more, but she got his point.


  Drake waved a box. “You up for some dominoes?”


  “I haven’t played since I was a kid.”


  “Let’s sit at the table and I’ll show you how a master plays.”


  While he was full of himself, his carefree ways would take her mind off her problems.


  #


  By the time the three of them finished playing, Chelsea couldn’t keep her eyes open. Kurt spent five minutes per play analyzing each move, and it was now close to midnight. At times, she wanted to strangle him, but Drake mocked him enough to make it fun. In the end, Kurt won, and he actually smiled at his success.


  She stood. “Time for bed.”


  She thought about asking Kurt to shift, to know for sure he was a werewolf, but decided perhaps he’d feel self-conscious changing in front of a human.


  “Night, Chelsea,” the men said in unison.


  After she did her nightly window check, she washed and crawled into bed. She had no sooner closed her eyes before she entered an erotic dream. In it, she was tied up and gagged while both of the men circled her. Drake sucked on her tits while Kurt wielded a flogger. His stern countenance drove fear into her, yet at the same time, her pussy throbbed with need. Making love with Kurt would be intense, whereas being with Drake would be deliciously wonderful.


  With each strike of the flogger, her ass grew hotter and her pussy wetter. Then he drove his cock into her ass and she climaxed violently—happier than she’d ever been in her life. She screamed, and Drake was so overcome, he stumbled backward and knocked over the nightstand.


  The crash totally ruined the dream and she roused. The bedspread was suddenly ripped off her and someone tugged on her arm.


  “Get up!”


  


  


  


  Chapter Four


  Chelsea’s brain fogged. She assumed Drake had told her to get up because he’d hit the table, tumbled on his ass, and the legs had splintered into pieces.


  Fingers gripped her arm tighter. Her eyes flew open. A huge hulk of a man had her in his grasp.


  “Put me down!” Her pulse raced, and her urge to fight kicked in.


  Before she could land a punch, he set her down and got in her face. “It’s me. Kurt. They’re here. Come with me.”


  Here? The bedroom door stood ajar, and she nearly crumpled when she spotted three wolves tumbling, snarling, and attacking each other.


  “Grab your shoes.” Kurt rushed to her window, unlocked and opened it, and punched out the screen.


  Holy shit. Wolves meant Mendez. They’d found her. Events were moving too fast for everything to register. Kurt rushed back, and closed and locked her door. Finally, she understood his logic. Wolves couldn’t open doors. She shoved her feet into her shoes and dashed to the window. In one quick move, he lifted her, flipped her over, and shoved her feet through the window. After a small drop, she landed on the ground. Her heart fluttered so fast, she almost hyperventilated. The paralyzing fear she thought she’d overcome returned with a vengeance.


  She jerked around to make sure Mendez wasn’t standing there waiting for her. Her pits dampened, and she had to swallow to catch her breath. Kurt exited the window, took her hand, and held a finger to her lips.


  Got it. No talking. This time, she had no desire to go against his wishes. He tugged hard to make sure she followed. Images of Drake battling those wolves made her stomach churn. The two-to-one ratio spiked fear straight to her heart. If he died defending her, she’d break.


  When they reached the front of the house, he helped her into his car. She slid down in the seat, hoping Mendez wouldn’t spot her.


  Kurt started the engine and peeled out. It wasn’t until he was on the main road that she sat up. “You left Drake.”


  “He’ll be fine.”


  That was a lie. “He’s fighting two wolves.”


  “Drake’s good.”


  “Maybe they’re good, too. Was one of them Mendez?”


  “No.”


  That didn’t settle well. Even if Drake kicked their butts, Mendez wouldn’t be caught. “Where are we going?”


  “Someplace we should have gone in the first place.” His terse tone implied that he blamed her for the attack.


  She settled back in her seat, but her stomach wouldn’t stop churning. “Maybe you should drop me off at an all-night diner or something and go back and help Drake.”


  He glanced over at her. While it was pitch-black outside, there was enough light from the dash to see his knuckles turn white. He pulled out his phone and pressed a button.


  “Call Dirk Tilton.”


  The phone said it would and a dial tone sounded. He placed it close to his ear, so she couldn’t hear the man’s response.


  “Mendez’s men found us. Drake needs help. Yes.” He disconnected a few seconds later.


  She waited for him to tell her what was going on, but he didn’t offer any explanation. What was wrong with that man? He seemed to want her kept out of the loop. She was a big girl and could handle whatever occurred. Okay, maybe not yet. Right now, she had to work hard not to get sick in his car.


  Since he seemed to need time to think, she’d let him battle his demons alone. He drove quickly, as if he worried Mendez might be following them. Was that the ploy? Distract Kurt and Drake and take her out? In this case, it hadn’t worked out very well for him. So there, Mendez.


  She glanced into the side mirror but didn’t spot any cars following them.


  “Don’t worry,” Kurt said. “He’s not coming after us.”


  How did he do that? Kurt’s eyes never left the road. He couldn’t have seen her check out who might be behind them. “It makes sense he’d try.”


  “I agree.”


  The man did not believe in lying to her, which was a good thing.


  He stayed on I-75 going south for close to an hour before turning off on some road that didn’t even have a gas station on the corner. The lack of lights almost comforted her. She’d be able to see if anyone followed. She rolled the window down partway and smelled salt air. They must be heading toward the Gulf.


  His cell rang and her body tensed. She prayed it wasn’t Dirk telling him that when he reached her house, he’d found Drake’s throat ripped out.


  “Yes, we are.” Kurt glanced over at her. “She’s okay. A little scared, is all.”


  Scared? Okay, she might have whimpered when he first burst into her bedroom, but she’d been a trouper.


  He disconnected. “Drake is fine. One of Couch’s men is dead. The other managed to escape.”


  The man acted like he’d be charged for each word of information he doled out. “What does that mean?” Animals didn’t get into a fight and come away unscathed. She’d heard the fierce growls.


  “You’ll be safe for now.” Kurt turned down a narrow alley and parked. “Let’s get settled in. Drake will be here shortly.”


  Thank God.


  There weren’t any street or porch lights to indicate what the place looked like. “Where are we?”


  “Orangeburg. Follow me.”


  He picked up her suitcase and his duffle, and she did as he suggested. If she didn’t, she feared she might trip. He unlocked the door. As soon as they stepped inside, the door behind them locked and the lights came on.


  “Wow.” If this was a safe house, she wanted to stay hidden. “Who owns this place?”


  “We do.”


  The living room had two-story floor-to-ceiling windows that might overlook the Gulf, but she couldn’t tell. “Is the Gulf out there?”


  He nodded. “I’ll show you to your room.”


  Not answering questions tonight, I can see.


  The place was huge. A stone fireplace was at one end of the living room and was surrounded with soft pastel furniture. Not the brown leather furniture and white walls she’d expected two men to own. This place looked professionally decorated. If it hadn’t been the middle of the night, she would have asked for a tour.


  For now, she settled on following him. Given the large size, she hoped they’d be sleeping close by. He pushed open a door and motioned for her to enter. As soon as she did, the light came on. It wasn’t a harsh overhead, but a soft sconce light. A king-size bed covered the center of the room and off to the sides sat a two-seater sofa, two chairs, and a coffee table. Had there been a kitchen, it would have made a great efficiency apartment.


  He set down the luggage. “I’ll be next door if you need anything.”


  “Thanks.” She faced him, about to say more, but after seeing his slightly bloodshot eyes, she figured conversation could wait until tomorrow.


  He stepped out and closed the door.


  She rushed after him. “Can I leave it open? I feel safer that way.”


  He smiled and her insides melted. Except when she’d met him at the party, this might have been the first time he’d shown her any pleasant emotion.


  “Sure. Just be careful when Drake comes. He might consider it an open invitation.”


  She hadn’t expected contractions to race down her pussy. Well, if he did need some comfort, she might be willing to give him some. After all, both men had risked their lives to save hers—again.


  The clock next to the bed read 4:32 a.m.. She knew she wouldn’t get any sleep until Drake arrived, but since she was already in her pajamas, she turned off the lights and slipped into bed. A minute later, she jumped up and turned the lights back on. If Drake came in, she didn’t want to be wearing crappy pajamas. Sure, he’d seen her in these light sweats before, but he wouldn’t think it odd if she wore a tank instead of her baggy long-sleeved tee.


  It took her a minute to search through her case, but eventually she found the perfect top. She glanced into the bathroom mirror. He’d never be able to resist her.


  What are you doing? You’ve never seduced a guy in your life.


  Her near-death experience made her realize life was too short to deny her urges. At thirty years old, with no prospects of ever finding the perfect man, she suddenly met these two. Although Drake seemed interested, Kurt acted restrained. She might have set her sights on just one of them, only there was a deep passion burning inside Kurt she wanted to explore.


  Happy with her totally out-of-character decision, she returned to bed, leaving the top half of her body uncovered. Only one sconce remained lit on the far side of the room. With the light on, Drake might spot her in bed. She wasn’t sure how she’d entice him in. If all else failed, she’d go into his room to make sure he wasn’t too seriously wounded.


  She must have dozed for a little while but awoke when a door opened. Not wanting to leave anything to chance, she got out of bed and headed into the living room.


  When Drake came in looking unscathed, relief washed over her and she rushed to him. He just had time to set down his case when she basically threw herself at him and plastered her face against his strong chest. “I was so worried about you.”


  “Aw, darlin’, that’s the sweetest thing anyone has said to me.” He leaned her back. “I wouldn’t get too close. I’ve got blood on me.”


  She gasped without meaning to. “Are you injured?”


  “It’s not my blood.” He tilted her chin and leaned close. “Want to take a shower with me and help me wash it off?”


  Oh, my God. Oh, my God. This was what she wanted, but now that the opportunity had presented itself, she wasn’t sure she could go through with it. “Could I just watch?”


  He laughed. “You just made fighting for my life worth it. Come on.” He held out his hand and guided her into a world she couldn’t wait to explore.


  After her room, they walked past one closed door, which she suspected might belong to Kurt. The door to the next room stood open. The light illuminated a room meant for a man. The king-size bed was covered in a plaid comforter, and the furniture was made from pine. Like her room, there was a sitting area with the typical leather sofa, chairs, and large screen television. She had to say, she was impressed.


  “Do you come here often?” she asked, noting how he moved around the room with familiarity.


  “Often enough. Kurt and I own this place. It’s nice to have a retreat when things get stressful.”


  He put down his suitcase and checked her out. When his gaze reached her tits, his eyes pooled with lust. She desperately wanted to check his cock to see if he was hard, but she’d find out in a few seconds.


  “Ah, darlin’? You’re staring.”


  Heat raced up her body. “Didn’t you say you needed to take a shower?”


  He grinned and pulled off his shirt. Her breath caught. Dried blood was caked down his side, and she hoped he was telling the truth about it not being his blood. A quick once-over confirmed he had no cuts or bruising. She wasn’t sure how that was possible.


  “Like what you see?”


  His question jarred her back to reality.


  “Huh? Oh, yes. You have a nice body, but I bet all the girls tell you that.”


  He moved closer. “I don’t care what all the girls say. I only care what you say.”


  That might have been a line, but she didn’t care. No man had treated her so well. “Go. Get naked. I want to watch.” A giggle actually bubbled up. Christ. She acted like a teenager with a front row seat at a Justin Bieber concert.


  Drake didn’t even flinch. He undid his laces and tugged off his boots. His jeans disappeared in a flash. She hadn’t expected him not to be wearing any underwear, nor did she expect to see a cock that big. “Uh, oh.”


  “I can be gentle if you’re interested.”


  Could this get more uncomfortable? He knew what she wanted and didn’t seem in the least surprised. How had he figured out they were meant to be together before she did?


  “Shower.” At least she would watch his ass instead of his cock.


  He grinned. “You don’t know what you’re missing.”


  She might have to find out as soon as he rinsed that nasty Colter blood off. He stepped into the bathroom and turned on the water in the huge walk-in shower. He then strutted over to her as gloriously naked as could be. Her mouth dried.


  “You sure I can’t change your mind?”


  Before she had a chance to answer, he thumbed one nipple through the thin material, and the traitorous tip hardened. Her gaze never left his face as he lifted the bottom of her tank and discarded it.


  “You are so gorgeous.”


  She swallowed. The room was beginning to steam, but that wasn’t what radiated heat through her. He tugged down her pajama bottoms until they cleared her ass. He lowered his gaze and whistled.


  “Holy fuck. You’re naked.”


  She guessed he was talking about her waxed pussy and not that he’d just exposed her. “You like?”


  He dropped to his knees and pulled her pants around her ankles. She willed him to lick her. Just once. His tongue darted out, and he slowly dragged it across her opening. Intense sparks of need rippled through her. Her knees bent, and she yearned for more. As if her hands had a will of their own, she palmed his head.


  He sat back on his heels. “Step out of these.”


  As he took off her pajama bottoms, her heart raced. Yes, she’d had sex before, but never with someone so virile and hot and animalistic.


  He stood and picked her up. “You’re coming with me.”


  With little effort, he carried her into the steaming shower. Hot water pummeled her belly before he set her down.


  “Since I can’t stand my own smell, I need to rinse first. Then I plan on cleaning every inch of your sweet body.”


  His words made her gush. The type of man she’d hung around in the past had never wanted to shower with her and certainly never took charge. If Drake’s power consumed her, she couldn’t begin to fathom what Kurt would be like.


  Are you for real? You’re seriously considering a go at both men?


  Ever since Liz had told her how wonderful it was to be tied up, licked, and fucked by two men, Chelsea knew that was what she wanted. The fact only one of the men she’d set her sights on was here didn’t matter. With time, she hoped Kurt would come around.


  Drake dunked his head and let the water sluice over his body. He was magnificent—not an ounce of fat anywhere. He was lean, muscular, and all man—or maybe she should say all wolf. As she watched him pick up the bar of soap and drag it across his chest, her pussy dampened.


  “Can I do that?” She held out her hand.


  He stepped out of the flow. “You may, but first you need to know something about me and Kurt before you go asking questions like that.”


  “Oh, fuck. You’re gay?” How had she gotten her signals crossed?


  He dropped his head back and laughed. It wasn’t that funny.


  “No, darlin’. We both want you bad, but we both like to dominate. Are you up for that?”


  She drew in her bottom lip, thrilled beyond belief that their desires matched hers. “Yes.”


  “If at any time I do something that either scares you or you don’t like, you can tell me to stop by using a safe word.”


  She had no idea how this dominant thing worked, even though Liz had tried to explain it to her. Not all of the rules registered. “Do I get to pick it?”


  “If you like.”


  What should she pick? “How about Mendez?”


  His eyes widened. “Mendez it is.” He grinned and palmed her tit. “One more thing.”


  “Yes?”


  He continued to strum his thumb over her nipple until it puckered. “After our little interlude tonight, Kurt will join us. We’ll decide when you can touch us, when you can speak, and when you can come. If that’s not acceptable, walk away now before I make you mine. Once my cock delves into your sweet pussy, there is no turning back.”


  “You had me at ‘tonight.’”


  Drake’s cheeks dimpled. “Fantastic. Then let the claiming begin!”


  


  


  


  Chapter Five


  Chelsea couldn’t believe she was about to enter a world totally foreign to her, and she wasn’t just talking about having sex with a werewolf. “Where do we begin?”


  He arched a brow. “I like that you asked, but please call me Master.”


  Now she laughed. “You’re kidding, right?”


  Faster than she thought possible, he drew her arms behind her back and pressed his chest against her tits. “One more rule. Don’t question either of us. Ever.”


  She looked for the twinkle in his eye but found none. “Yes, Master.” That sounded odd to her, and yet strangely exciting.


  He let go of her arms and stepped back. “I’m sorry if I hurt your arm. I forgot about the stitches.”


  Adrenaline coursed through her system. She hadn’t felt a thing. “Apology accepted, Master.”


  He handed her the soap. “Please wash my cock.”


  Oh, my God. She’d never washed a cock before. In fact, she wasn’t sure if she should rub the soap over the tip or get her hands soapy and then stroke him. She decided to go with her second choice. Her heart skipped a beat. She rubbed the bar on her palm and then placed it back on the soap holder. She approached him.


  “Be careful, darlin’. He’s ready to explode.”


  “We can’t have that.” It would suck if he came before they made love. With care, she washed his balls, and then used both hands to rub his cock. His groan started low in his chest then rumbled upward. She increased the pressure.


  Drake grabbed her wrist. “Enough, slave. You did an admirable job, but if you continue, you may not like the result. Now, it’s my turn. Turn around. You look dirty.”


  She swallowed a smile and did as he asked. He wrapped an arm around her waist and edged open her legs with his foot. He kept moving them wider and wider until her feet hit the side of the stall. He leaned forward until his chest pressed against her back and his lips touched her ear. His cock wedged between her legs and each time he moved a muscle, it rubbed against her throbbing clit.


  “Don’t move.”


  She wasn’t sure she could if she’d wanted to, especially considering how tightly he had her in his grasp. The showerhead came off the wall, and he sprayed water on her tits. He then returned the head to the wall. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him grab the bar of soap. Shivers of anticipation tripped up her spine. He rubbed the bar over her nipples then under her breasts. Using only the edge, he lowered it across her belly but cruelly stopped an inch from her pussy. An ache the size of Florida grabbed her, and she pressed her hips back. She didn’t understand why she was so desperate, but Drake turned her inside out.


  He returned the bar to the holder and used both hands to massage one breast. “You are so perfect.”


  She didn’t know if she should respond but decided he might like it. “Thank you, Master.”


  He plucked the nipple and pressed hard on the tip to twist it. Spikes of lust shot downward, and she groaned as her pussy contracted. Never had one touch sent her spiraling out of control so fast.


  “I see my darlin’ is highly sensitive. I like that.” He pinched the nipple again. “I wonder what you will do when I impale you.” He rubbed her belly, and his fingers edged close to the apex of her thighs. “I hope you like to get punished, because it might be hard for you to refrain from climaxing until we deem it appropriate.”


  “I thought you were kidding, Master. No woman would be able to hold back an orgasm when you are impaling her.”


  “I appreciate that you find me attractive.” He laughed and then grabbed hold of her butt. “I hope you like a little pain, because with pain comes pleasure.”


  What did that have to do with not climaxing? Oh, crap. Maybe it would be painful and tormenting not to come. Suddenly, she questioned whether she was ready for someone like him.


  Before she could decide whether she should stop now, he slipped his palm down her belly and dipped a finger in her pussy. Electric sparks lit her up and heated her from the inside out. No way could she stop now.


  She leaned her head on his chest and arched her back. With his other hand he picked up the soap again, dragged the bar over her other breast, and then up and over her shoulder. The slow seductive way he touched her ignited nerves in every part of her body.


  She twisted in his arms. “I should wash you now, Master. Please?”


  He chuckled. “If you can’t handle me running a bar of soap over your body, how will you resist when I lick your pussy?”


  She swallowed hard. “I don’t know.” Maybe she couldn’t. He was probably used to experienced woman, and she was a virgin to BDSM.


  He dragged a knuckle down her cheek. “Don’t worry. Kurt and I are expert trainers.”


  “You’ve trained a lot of women, Master?” If so, where were they? Did these two men love them then leave them? She didn’t want to be like those women.


  “Oh, shit. I didn’t mean to imply we go around tying up women just so we can fuck them. We wanted to be the perfect lovers for the woman we plan to spend the rest of our lives with, and we wanted to practice. Believe me, all those women understood the relationship was temporary.”


  What was her role? He implied she was going to have a permanent place in their lives. But how was that possible? They didn’t even know her.


  His hands stilled. “I need to shut up and kiss you.”


  He slid one leg between hers and leaned her forward as he captured her lips. The moment their bodies touched, fire flared. He ran his tongue along the seam of her mouth, and she opened to invite him in. It didn’t surprise her when he claimed her mouth. The sweet tang of coffee on his tongue ignited her further.


  Their exploration started out slowly. But as they got used to each other, the intensity increased. He cupped her head and pulled her closer. When he bent his knees and hooked his cock under her pussy again, she burst into flames. His dick pressed against her clit and she went wild. Her hands reached around his back, and she closed her thighs for more contact.


  He stepped back. “I didn’t give you permission to move your legs, slave.”


  “I—” She made a mistake but wasn’t willing to admit it. Instead, she bent over and offered her ass to him. “Do you want to spank me, Master?”


  He grabbed her shoulder with one hand and walloped her ass with the other. The sting bloomed across her rear and brought tears to her eyes. Never did she expect him actually to hit her. She was about to say something when a second blow descended.


  Holy shit, that hurt.


  “Do you want to use your safe word?”


  She was about to say yes when something strange happened. Lustful spasms raced along her inner walls. How was that even possible?


  “No, Master.”


  “Stand up and face me.”


  She didn’t intend to disobey him this time.


  “Spread your legs like before.”


  She repositioned her feet.


  “Keep your gaze downward and clasp your hands behind your back.”


  When she did as he asked, the vulnerability heightened every nerve. His command had come out stern, but from the way his cock was pulsating, she bet he acted this way because it turned him on, too.


  Hell, that excited her even more.


  “That’s good.” He cupped both of her breasts and ran his thumbs across her nipples. “You are incredibly beautiful.”


  “Thank you, Master.”


  “Remember what I said about controlling your urges. Do not come until I give you permission, or you may not like the punishment.”


  “Yes, Master. No climaxing.”


  “And do not move.”


  She prayed that she’d keep all these rules straight in her head.


  The water continued to pummel the wall, and the deflected spray kept her damp. He leaned over and took one nipple in his mouth as he rubbed the other. The first pull caused her to rise on her toes. He growled and she retreated. With each swirl of his tongue and with every twist, her juices exploded. She couldn’t imagine how she’d ever prevent herself from coming if he kept this up. But if she failed, could she tolerate the punishment? Her ass was already vibrating with need.


  Just then, he separated her pussy lips. “Would you like several of my fingers in your pussy?” He tapped the top of her mons.


  “Yes, Master.” She wanted his cock even more, though.


  “What have you done to deserve such a reward?”


  She had to earn them? “Nothing, Master.”


  “Precisely.” He moved the showerhead and handed her the bar of soap. “You may wash my back.”


  As much as she wanted to touch him, his order didn’t sit well with her. However, since her body was thrumming, she probably would have agreed to scrub the floor if it meant she’d get his cock. With the soap in hand, she rubbed his back. Then she used her hands to work up a light lather. His muscles flexed under her touch. She loved the power in his shoulders and trailed her hands close to his neck.


  “Lower.”


  She obeyed and cleaned the area she’d just scrubbed. All that was left was his delicious ass. Did he want her to scrub that? Why not? Skin was skin. Just as she rubbed his tight cheeks, he turned around and her hand landed on his cock. Whoops.


  “Get on your knees.”


  The tile floor would be hard, but she did as he asked. When she looked up at him, he tapped her head to lower it. Damn. These rules were hard to remember. Using the showerhead, he rinsed his cock.


  “Suck on him.”


  To show him how obedient she could be, she laced her hands behind her back and leaned over.


  “Not only are you a beautiful slave, you’re also a very obedient one.”


  Instead of sucking on him, she made tiny flicks with her tongue on the base of his cock. He hissed and she inwardly smiled. Two could play at this game.


  He grabbed her hair and tugged hard enough to pull but not enough to hurt. “Suck means place your mouth on my cock.”


  Her filter flew away and she looked up at him. “What have you done to deserve it?” She thought she was being cute. From the way he frowned, he hadn’t taken it that way.


  His lips pressed together. He shut off the water, grabbed her hand, lifted her, and pulled her out of the shower. When she got to the bath mat, he stopped and faced her.


  “I thought you agreed to obey.”


  “My bad, Master.”


  “It’s clear you have no discipline. I need to rectify that.”


  She hoped he didn’t want to beat her into submission. At least she had enough sense to lower her gaze. “Yes, Master. I’d like to learn.”


  If the punishment got out of control, she would most definitely use her safe word.


  “That’s a good girl. Now, don’t move while I dry you.”


  Was drying her off the manner of his punishment? If so, she’d have to figure out more ways to be bad. She blew out a breath, happy he’d forgiven her. He took the end of the towel and dabbed her nipple a few times, and the rough terry cloth made the tip pucker. When he moved to the other one, her wet hair dripped down her body and dampened her breast again.


  “I can see we have a problem.”


  She hoped he didn’t think it was her fault. He dragged the towel down her entire chest, waited a few seconds then repeated the drying, but to no avail. If he would just dry her hair, he wouldn’t have an issue, but far be it for her to make such an obvious suggestion.


  His touch stimulated her every time the towel touched her body. He then did the unspeakable. He pulled the cloth between her legs over and over again, and she realized getting her dry wasn’t his plan. It was to make her crazy with desire.


  Drake tossed the towel. “Oh, fuck it.”


  He dipped his shoulder and lifted her upside down in a fireman’s hold. She wiggled to get free.


  He slapped her ass hard. “Don’t move.”


  Come on. Now he was being unreasonable. Instead of going to his room, he brought her into her own, unceremoniously dropped her on the bed, and stalked out.


  “Where are you going?” She refused to add the Master to her question.


  He didn’t answer her as he headed down the hallway. His door opened then closed.


  Her pussy throbbed and her tits needed more attention, but giving in so easily wasn’t her style. If he thought she’d go running into his room and beg him to fuck her, he was wrong. It didn’t matter part of her urged her to chase after him.


  She rolled on the bed to get dry. Dammit! Her pajamas were in his bathroom. Well, they’d just have to stay there. She could wear something else to bed.


  She’d just gotten off the bed to find her comfy T-shirt when he returned with a length of rope.


  “Where are you going?” He actually sounded concerned. “To Kurt’s room?”


  The thought hadn’t entered her mind, but now that he mentioned it, maybe Kurt would treat a naked woman better. “No.”


  He waved the rope. “Get on the bed.”


  She liked that command and hustled to please him. Who was she kidding? She hustled to please herself.


  Once on her back, she widened her legs in open invitation. Only now did she notice her bed had tall posts on all four corners.


  “You are truly a gorgeous sight to behold. There is nothing more appealing than a beautiful submissive.”


  The whole concept of letting someone else take control was foreign to her. But with what she’d been through, trusting a man like Drake to take charge, at least in the bedroom, might be nice.


  Drake knelt between her legs and in seconds, had her ankles secured to the bedposts. When he finished, she felt completely vulnerable. Naked was one thing, but being tied to a bed with her legs spread wide open made her helpless.


  After what Mendez had attempted, she should have freaked, except the way this man admired her—wanted her—and needed her, seemed noble and sincere. She was willing to give herself and her trust up to him.


  “How sore is your arm? Can you lift it over your head?”


  At the doctor’s office she hadn’t been able to. She tried again, and fire boiled through her left arm. “Not easily, Master.”


  “Then I will tie your wrists together, but you are not to touch me. Clear?”


  She nodded.


  “And, unless you want a terribly painful spanking, do not climax until I give you permission.”


  She didn’t know why he had to keep reminding her. “I don’t want to sound insolent, but why don’t you want me to have an orgasm?”


  “Because this is your first time, I will explain. Each time you are denied a release, the next time becomes more intense. Eventually, when I grant you permission, you will be so desperate that your climax will sweep you away and be more amazing than any you’ve ever experienced. Trust me. It’s to make our lovemaking out of this world.”


  Put that way, it might be worth the torment of not coming in order to have something so monumental happen.


  He plucked a nipple. “Ready?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  He crawled between her legs and lightly licked her inner thighs. Her heart raced and her pussy cramped. His thumbs pressed her legs open wider and exposed more of her. With each lick, he got closer and closer to the apex of her thighs, and by the time he neared, she was sweating, imagining what it would be like to have him lick her clit.


  His fingers crawled across her belly and, just as he rubbed her sore nipple, he swiped his tongue between her lower lips. Oh, my God. Her back arched instinctively, and bursts of electric tremors raced up her body. He continued the relentless assault by flicking his tongue over her clit repeatedly, and she cried out his name.


  He lifted his head. “Chelsea…”


  “I didn’t come, I swear.” But I was so close.


  He knelt and placed his knees on either side of her hips. He leaned back. With one hand on his cock, he swiped it across her opening. The taunt heated her body. She couldn’t imagine what it would be like if he actually drove his cock into her.


  When he finally leaned over her, she thought he would give her what she wanted. But did he? No. He placed his mouth over a nipple and swirled a tongue around her swollen crest. The light touch was more arousing than when he’d sucked on it.


  Did he expect her to beg?


  She might have to.


  While he teased her breasts, he repeatedly dragged the head of his cock across her clit. Then, he dipped inside her an inch. At first, she’d assumed they would have sex, but when he didn’t enter her any farther, she wasn’t convinced.


  He nipped at her swollen nipple and pulled it taut. “Do you want me to fuck you?”


  Finally. “Yes, Master.”


  “I might be too big for you.”


  “Can you try and see?” He was killing her with need. “Master?”


  Leaning on his elbows, he lowered his body, but stopped as his chest touched her bound hands. He kissed her lips with such tenderness, she thought he’d forgotten about all his rules. She lost focus and let her mind float away when he dipped his cock into her wet sheath. Elation blasted her as her walls stretched.


  Take me hard.


  As if he could read her mind, he drove in all the way, pushing her toward that dreamed of climax. Stars burst behind her lids and her breath caught.


  He nestled his lips against her neck and held still as if being inside her overwhelmed him, too. Even though he wasn’t moving, her body pulsed and her need grew.


  It seemed forever before he pulled out then forged back in. He kissed her neck and ran a tongue over the shell of her ear. She lifted her hips to urge him on just as he plowed into her. His speed increased and as rolling spasms rippled inside her, she milked his cock. He grunted and groaned, then fucked her harder. Each stroke pushed her closer to the sought-after pinnacle. He cupped her face and kissed her again. His drugging kiss made her quiver.


  “What you do to me, darlin’.” He was a man possessed.


  He thrust into her three more times, and she lifted her hips to take in all of him. Just as she was about to burst with that promised orgasm of a lifetime, he withdrew. He knelt, held her head up, and pressed his cock to her lips.


  As soon as she opened up, his jism shot out with such force it blanketed the back of her throat. She lapped up his juice and swallowed.


  As much as she loved his taste, she’d missed her climax. All that buildup and...


  She turned her head to the side. Her pussy still vibrated and her nipples throbbed. Frankly, she was pissed. She couldn’t help but press her lips together. For now, she’d hold her tongue.


  “Rules, darlin’. Rules.”


  Her mouth dropped open. Sure, she’d lifted her hips, but come on. “Are you saying because I broke one of your stupid rules, you pulled out so I couldn’t climax?”


  “Lesson number one.” He grinned and hopped off the bed. “Yup. Next time, obey. If you’re a good girl, you’ll fly so high, you’ll never want to crawl out of my bed.”


  “Fat fucking chance.”


  


  


  


  Chapter Six


  As soon as Drake got back to his room, he plastered his back to the wall and concentrated on not shifting. Fuck me.


  What had he been thinking by demanding she obey him? The poor girl had been attacked, shot at, and forced to leave her home. Then what did he do? He went all dominant on her. What he’d done was wrong.


  Go back and apologize.


  He’d completely lost control with Chelsea. He had to back off. If he’d come inside her pussy, his fangs would have extended, and he would have bitten her neck, signaling she was his. He couldn’t afford to fall in love while Ricardo Mendez was out to kill her. As much as it pained him, having her hate him for now would be a good thing.


  Liar. You’re scared shitless of love.


  Okay, okay. He was afraid of commitment. Yet, this woman was the one he was destined to spend the rest of his life with. He knew it. Kurt knew it. Christ. Her mere touch made his cock so hard it almost exploded in the shower. He’d never before been so drawn to any woman—another good reason to keep her from completely getting under his skin.


  Too late. She’s already there.


  Maybe tomorrow he’d see if Kurt could smooth things over with her. Jesus, he’d been such an ass, treating her that way.


  It was almost time to get up, but if he didn’t wash off her delicious scent, he’d be useless for the rest of the day.


  He quickly showered. No sooner had he toweled off, Kurt burst into his room. “I have a plan.”


  Happy to get his mind off the sweetest woman in the world, he gave Kurt his total attention. “Hit me.”


  “Who was Jeffrey working for?”


  “Couch.” That had been established by Jeffrey himself.


  “Who else?”


  “Mendez.” He might have been a flunky of Couch’s, but Jeffrey was convinced Mendez headed the drug portion of the operation.


  Kurt paced in front of him. “After Couch got arrested, Jeffrey mentioned they were moving the drug warehouse.”


  “Did he say where?”


  “No, but knowing him, he wrote it down in case something happened to him. He was anal like that.”


  Now wasn’t an appropriate moment to mention Kurt was even more so. Drake’s mind reeled at the information, then he smiled. “And a certain someone wouldn’t happen to have a key to his brother’s condo now would he?”


  “You catch on quick, but I wouldn’t be surprised if Couch’s men got the jump on us. They might have known how my brother’s mind worked, too, since he spent so much time working undercover. However, Jeffrey would have prepared for that possibility.”


  This was too good to be true. “Did he have a hidden safe or something?”


  “Not that I know of, but I’m going to check out his place. I’m hoping I can figure it out when I’m there.”


  Oh, crap. That meant he’d have to spend the day with a pissed-off woman. This was so not going to be fun.


  Kurt moved closer. “You fucked her, didn’t you?”


  He didn’t know how his friend could tell. He’d washed off her scent. Hell. “You heard us?”


  “If we had neighbors, they would have heard you.”


  “You should have joined us.” Though he really wanted her to himself the first time.


  Kurt’s body tensed. “I have a job to do, and so do you.”


  He held up a hand. “Not a problem. I made sure she’ll never want me again.” He explained his stupid tactic.


  “You’re a pig.”


  “I know, but I did it for her own good.”


  “What you did was fuck it up for me. Now, she’ll never agree to be our mate.” His friend shook his head and stomped off.


  It was definitely going to be a long ass day.


  #


  The drive back to Gulfside gave Kurt time to think about where his brother might have hidden the information. He and Jeff should have talked more, but too much interaction would have raised a red flag.


  Jeffrey, and the Pack, had been so careful to keep his identity secret. How in the hell had Mendez and Couch figured out Jeffrey was a double agent? Unless Kurt captured one of Couch’s men and forced him to talk, he would never learn what really had happened.


  Pushing aside the useless speculation, his mind raced to Chelsea and his dickhead best friend. He totally got why Drake wanted her. Hell, he wanted her, too. But now wasn’t the time or place. To make things worse, Drake had taken her fragile trust and broken it.


  Kurt slammed his hand against the wheel. A horn honked. He veered to the right to avoid a near collision.


  Get it together!


  If he didn’t put Chelsea out of his mind, he’d never get to Mendez.


  A short while later, Kurt pulled into the parking lot at Jeffrey’s condo and tried to compartmentalize his emotions. Touching Jeffrey’s things would create havoc in his heart, but for his brother, he had to find answers.


  He took the stairs two at a time to the second floor. His brother’s spare key was taped under the fire extinguisher unit at the end of the hall. He ran his fingers underneath the metal and blew out a breath when he located it. Kurt hadn’t wanted to go through Jeffrey’s pockets when he found him lying in that pool of blood. His hands fisted and he inhaled deeply to push himself to enter Jeff’s place. You have to do this for him.


  Once inside, his heart broke. The place was trashed. Fuck. His gaze shot straight to the desk in the corner of the living room where his brother kept his computer. It was gone. Those assholes. His only satisfaction was in knowing Jeffrey uploaded the data to the cloud each night before wiping the drive clean. Mendez’s gang wouldn’t have gotten shit.


  Think.


  It was probably futile, but he went through the desk drawers and checked all of the files. Knowing his brother had touched everything here made his heart nearly crack. Just do it.


  After a twenty-minute search, he came up empty handed.


  But he wouldn’t give up. Jeffrey was smart and determined. He’d wanted to break this drug ring so badly, he’d volunteered to go undercover. The information had to be somewhere. His brother had a good reason for being so obsessed with stopping Mendez and Couch. Kurt and Jeffrey’s younger brother had turned to drugs and overdosed. Ever since his death, both of them had made it their life goal to take down the drug-pushing Colters.


  Tension rippled up his body as he stepped over the broken furniture and scattered papers. What the Colters hoped to find, he didn’t know, nor could he tell if they’d found it.


  He pushed the debris off the sofa and dropped onto the seat to let his mind wander. Sometimes when he did other tasks, the answers would come to him. He closed his eyes and pictured Chelsea, even though it might be dangerous to let his mind wander in that direction. Conjuring her up might have been stupid, but it put him in a happier place. He loved her combination of sassiness, stubbornness, and courage. Truth was, he also loved her luxurious, long, auburn hair, the curve where her waist met her hips, and the way her bottom lip was slightly fuller than the top.


  His cock twitched just contemplating sinking it into her ass.


  He would demand total submission, and from what Drake said, she was only partially amenable to it. After the stunt his friend pulled, she’d never go along with what he wanted or needed.


  Damn Drake. He never should have edged her so close to her climax and then denied her. That wasn’t for beginners, for God’s sake. If she lifted her hips because she got carried away, Drake should have forgiven her.


  Kurt knew the real reason why he’d done it, and his action did have merit. If Drake had sunk his fangs into her, they’d be partially mated. As much as he’d like that idea, it wouldn’t be fair to Chelsea right now.


  Although he and Drake recognized she was their mate, she didn’t. Until she fell in love with them, it was her right to choose. Right now, she’d rather run than make love to them.


  Damn. Living the rest of his life alone would suck. He had to do something to make it right.


  He shook his head and tried to force the anger from getting in the way of his thoughts. He almost chuckled, remembering another time when he’d been this pissed. He was ten, Daniel six, and Jeffrey twelve. It was Christmas, and their parents had gotten the three of them the Mario Brothers video game for their Nintendo—one he’d been wanting all year long. He was playing it right after the New Year, and Jeffrey decided if he couldn’t use the game, no one could. It didn’t seem to matter they’d agreed to each having an assigned time slot when the game was theirs and only theirs. Well, apparently, Jeffrey decided the rules didn’t apply to him, and he pulled the cassette out of the machine and stomped on it.


  Kurt remembered crying and running to his mom. Jeffrey was grounded for the week. But it took a long time for them to repair the rift. Eventually they grew up and got better games.


  A few years ago, Jeffrey must have remembered the hurt, because he bought a vintage Mario Brothers game on eBay. The console now had two controllers, and Jeffrey had invited him over. Kurt smiled. They’d played for hours and the long-forgotten hurt had been permanently forgiven.


  That’s it!


  Jeffrey would know how much the game meant to him. Kurt rushed over to the game console. It was now an Xbox, but sandwiched in between the games was the old Mario Brothers cassette, snug in the gray sleeve. He pulled it out and removed the game. On the back of the cassette was taped a piece of paper with the location of the drug house.


  He looked up. “Thanks, bro. When we meet up, we’ll have to play again.” His chin trembled, but he refused to get sentimental. He had a killer to catch for his brother.


  He locked the door but kept the key. At some point, he’d have to clear out the apartment. The pain of his brother’s death would never go away, but that meant his memory would stay alive.


  His next step was to get back to the beach house. He debated whether to call the general about his find. Although he knew he should, the chance to kill Mendez himself would be the one thing that would bring him closure—the ultimate high.


  No. Think again. The ultimate high would be making love with Chelsea.


  By the time he arrived at Orangeburg, he had his plan firmly in place.


  He steeled his body for what he’d see when he stepped inside. He wondered if his stupid partner had made up with Chelsea or if they’d be fighting. As soon as he caught the laughter, his question was answered.


  He tossed his car keys on the table by the entrance. “Hey, Drake?”


  His partner turned from the old Chevy Chase movie they were watching and obviously enjoying.


  “Yeah?”


  “I need you.”


  Drake stood and trotted over. “You find the location of the warehouse?”


  Kurt tapped his head. “You bet.” He strode to the dining room table and Drake followed. “Here’s what I want you to do.”


  Drake was a computer guru, capable of hacking into the toughest networks. If he didn’t enjoy doing hand-to-hand combat and tracking down the Colters, he would have been one of the general’s top men in the computer department. Hacking and setting up surveillance was his forte.


  “I’m listening.”


  “I want eyes inside the warehouse. I also want to know what’s on their computers.” Drake once told him if he could ever get his hands on the computers, he could bypass the signal and have all future correspondences routed to his system.


  “How do you suggest I get around the alarms and the guards?”


  “Scope it out. See if Clay and Dirk will go with you.”


  Drake pushed back his chair and stood. “By the way, I apologized to Chelsea for my actions. I don’t think she’s forgiven me, though.”


  “She shouldn’t.”


  Don’t be that way.


  Maybe if you’re instrumental in bringing down Mendez, she will forgive you. Kurt hoped that using Chelsea’s feelings as a potential reward would motivate Drake to do his best.


  Drake went over to Chelsea and told her he needed to take care of something. Both agreed it was better if she didn’t know the details.


  As soon as Drake left, Kurt had the urge to get outside. He bet Chelsea was tired of being cooped up, too. The day had warmed, and being inside didn’t appeal to him. Perhaps he’d go for a run.


  “Up for a walk on the beach?”


  She jumped up. “Really? It’s safe to go outside?”


  His sympathy spiked. “When you’re with me, it is.”


  “Can we go swimming?”


  “Not until your stitches come out.” He hated to burst her bubble.


  She scrunched up her face and looked so cute. “When will that be?”


  “Maybe we can stop by the doctor’s in a day or two.”


  “I can wait until then, I guess.”


  Not that she really had a choice.


  He needed to change out of his hot jeans if they were going to traipse in the sand. “You might want to slip into something cooler.”


  “Good idea.”


  He followed her down the hallway and wished he could watch her undress. The tips of his fingers tingled as he imagined running his hands down her body, watching how her face transformed from ordinary to total ecstasy. Then he’d take her to the highest cliff, and together they’d jump. From the way she’d moaned when she’d been with Drake, she was a wild one in bed.


  Christ. It was going to be next to impossible to be on his best behavior around her. His thoughts jumped to Drake. Even though Kurt demanded obedience in the bedroom, at the end of the night, he’d never leave her unfulfilled. After her experience with Drake, the poor woman was probably hornier than hell. That thought had his cock humming.


  In his room, he tossed on running shorts and a tank. He was lucky he never sunburned. Chelsea, on the other hand, had auburn hair and creamy skin he bet was sun-sensitive. When his mom had visited, he’d bought sunscreen for her.


  He went to Chelsea’s room and knocked. “I found some sunscreen for you.”


  “Come in.”


  When he pushed open the door, he froze.


  


  


  


  Chapter Seven


  Chelsea quickly covered her bare breasts. “Kurt?”


  “I’m so sorry. I thought you said ‘Come in.’”


  “I said I was coming.” Her mind shot back to Drake’s rules about not climaxing only until he allowed her.


  He waved the sunscreen. “I thought perhaps you’d need some protection.”


  “Thanks.” Her tank top scooped low in back, and she could use a hand. “As long as you’re here, would you put some on my back?”


  Why did she ask that?Because you want him to touch you.


  After what Drake pulled last night, her pussy had been on high need alert. Her right arm covered her breasts, and with her left, she scooped up her hair and turned around. She swore he moaned.


  He moved close and squeezed some of the paste on her back. She expected him to rub it in quickly and leave. Ever since he’d agreed to protect her, he’d kept his distance. Instead, he swirled the cream slowly and gently massaged her shoulders. From what Drake implied, it was Kurt who was the dominant one of the two. Could have fooled her.


  All she needed was for him to do her upper back. When he rubbed the sunscreen lower and let his fingers touch the side of her breasts, she couldn’t stop him. Everything told her to say thank you and step away. But his hands were so gentle, she wanted to enjoy this moment for another a minute.


  He stopped. Damn.


  “Need any other place covered?”


  My tits and my pussy? “I’m good.” Coward.


  He stepped in front and handed her the tube. She faced him wearing nothing but her pink thong panties. He’d seen her ass and her tits. Hell, she might as well jump his bones. Then Drake’s rudeness reminded her she might end up worse off than she already was.


  “I’ll be in the living room waiting.” He turned and slipped out the door.


  She’d seen the bulge in his pants. So why hadn’t he at least attempted to kiss her? That’s right. Kurt was the one with control.


  Get dressed.


  She hoped the fresh air would clear her head. She got ready and met him in the living room.


  “You good?” His gaze shot to her tits then off to the side.


  Her body sizzled under his scrutiny. As soon as they stepped outside, she sucked in the ocean air.


  “Nice, huh?” he asked.


  “It feels so good to be outside.” She took in her surroundings. The oak trees and palms secluding their home prevented her from seeing any neighbors. On the plus side, they couldn’t see her, either.


  Kurt pointed west. “We’ll have to cross the road to get to the beach.”


  So, they weren’t on the ocean. In a way, that was better, since it made access to the house more difficult. They walked on a shell drive to reach the main road. Once across the street, they reached an access trail in about three minutes. During their walk, Kurt seemed to have a lot of pent-up energy. His stride was actually springy.


  She looked up at him. “Where did you go this morning?”


  His lips pressed together as if he was deciding what to tell her. “I went to my brother’s condo to see what I could find out about Mendez’s organization.”


  That couldn’t have been fun. Touching his brother’s possessions had to have dredged up a lot of pain. “Jeffrey was a realtor. Why would he know anything about Mendez?”


  “It’s complicated.”


  That was not-so-subtle code for “you don’t need to know.” These men pissed her off. “Mendez is after me, you know. The more I know, the more I can be on alert.”


  They reached the beach, and except for a few people in the distance, the long stretch of sand was basically theirs.


  “You want to dip your feet in the water?”


  “What I want are answers.”


  He stopped and moved in front of her, so close their lips were inches from each other. “Honey, don’t ask me to explain. All you need to know is that until Mendez is caught, you aren’t safe.”


  She inhaled and blew out a breath. “Well, honey, I’m worried about the rest of the people at the real estate firm where I work. First, Liz is targeted. Okay, she did try to poison Harvey Couch, so I guess he had every right to want to come after her. And I did witness a murder, so I get why Mendez wants me dead. But your poor brother was in the wrong place at the wrong time. Who’s next?”


  He clasped her bare shoulders. “That’s not how it works.”


  His warm fingers sent tingles up her spine.


  How could she make him talk? Her sexual prowess took over. She rubbed his crotch with one hand and tugged on his shirt with the other. As their lips touched, a fire ignited inside her.


  Kurt lowered his hand to her wrist and stepped back. “You just entered very dangerous territory, honey. If you’re trying to get me to tell you all of Jeffrey’s dirty little secrets, you better be prepared for the consequences.”


  “What are you going to do? Tie me up and spank me?”


  You didn’t say that. Drake already tried that and you liked it. Kurt will be more demanding.


  He tilted his head back and laughed. “You have no idea what I really want to do with you.”


  Suddenly, the topic of why her coworker was targeted took a back seat. “Tell me.”


  Kurt grabbed her hand and walked her toward the water. “I’ll play your little game. From what Drake told me, he explained how he and I like to operate, right?”


  “Yes.”


  “Well, Drake is the nice one.”


  She rolled her eyes. “He’s the mean one. Would you ever leave a woman on the precipice of an orgasm?”


  His grip tightened. “No. That was inexcusable behavior. He said he apologized.”


  “He did.” But her pussy still hadn’t forgiven him. “He claimed if he had given in and come inside me that our fate to be together would have been sealed.”


  Werewolf or no werewolf, that still sounded like hooey. He’d thrown around the term their mate, but she still didn’t understand what that entailed.


  “I would not have handled your insolence the same way.”


  She slipped her hands from his. If she thought she had a chance of being with these men, she wanted to understand them. “Define insolence.”


  “Drake and I believe that making love is an art form. It takes years to develop a trust between the parties, but we base the foundation of a relationship on making sure the woman, in this case, you, has the best experience possible.”


  “News flash. Women, in this case, me, expect to climax at the end of having sexual intercourse.”


  They’d walked into the water up to their ankles. The water was refreshing, but soon her toes turned cold, and she stepped back to the warm sand.


  “I can see it will take a long time before you trust Drake again. I know him well. He was trying to teach you that if you do as we say, your sexual experience will be unparalleled.”


  “That’s a laugh. It might have started out wonderfully, but in the end, he failed.”


  Kurt cleared his throat. “What do you say we go back and get something to eat?”


  That was so typical of a man to shift the subject just when it was getting dicey. “Fine.”


  “Do you mind taking a trip to the grocery store? We haven’t been here in a while, and there’s not much to eat.”


  “I’d like that.” Being around other non-werewolves would be nice.


  They walked back in silence. At least Kurt didn’t make an excuse for Drake’s behavior. That put him one step above his partner.


  He held open the back door for her. “Why don’t you go wash your feet and put on something more—”


  She had to laugh at his discomfort. “Decent?”


  “Honey, if I had my way, I’d make you walk about naked, but I’m afraid the good folks of Orangeburg would have heart attacks.” His chuckle made it sound like a compliment.


  “I get it.”


  As soon as she had changed into a thicker T-shirt and washed the sand and grit from between her toes, she reentered the living room. Kurt was waiting with a piece of paper and a pen in hand.


  He looked up. “What do you like to eat?”


  “The better question is, what do you like to cook?”


  “I know how to cook about eight things and all by a recipe. Drake just throws shit together and it comes out good.”


  They were more alike than she thought. “I need directions, too.”


  “Then let me show you my options and you can pick a few.” Once in the kitchen, he pulled down a decoupage box that contained three-by-five note cards. “My, ah, mom made this for me.”


  She figured it had been a gift. “That’s sweet.”


  He cocked a brow. “Sweet would have been decorating it with something more manly than butterflies.”


  “It takes a man who’s secure in his masculinity to even pull that out.”


  He puffed out his chest. “You’re right. I am secure in my masculinity.”


  That seemed to break the ice. “Let’s see what you got, cowboy.”


  For the next few minutes, they studied the cards to decide what would be easy to make and taste good. In the end, they chose a chicken casserole, a lasagna dish, and salmon coated in a teriyaki glaze. They agreed that would last them several days.


  Kurt’s logical analysis of each meal impressed her. They appeared to be on the same wavelength.


  “Ready to battle the old folks at the store?”


  “You bet.”


  This time when they left the house, the strain between them was no longer an issue. The grocery store was small by Gulfside standards, but they were able to find all of the necessary ingredients. The only hitch was that Kurt insisted on reading the label for each item he purchased. Instead of a twenty-minute trip, it took them over an hour. In the end, she was sure they had the healthiest ingredients the store had to offer.


  When they returned to the beach house, she was a little surprised Drake wasn’t there yet. “Is Drake coming back tonight?”


  “Probably not. He had to take care of some business near Gulfside. I wouldn’t be surprised if he waits until dark to do what he needs to do.”


  This time, she was smart enough not to question what this business entailed. For sure, it related to capturing Mendez, and probably bordered on being illegal. Hell, they appeared to avoid the authorities at all cost.


  “Which meal do you want to tackle first?” he asked.


  “How about the chicken casserole?” The other two meals would probably come out better under Drake’s hand.


  “You got it.”


  After they removed the food from the bags, Kurt set aside the ingredients they needed. He handed her the packaged salmon. “How about you put the other groceries away, and I’ll start chopping the chicken breasts?”


  She was happy to have something constructive to do. When she opened the refrigerator to store the salmon, she was impressed with how neatly everything was stacked. “I’m guessing you organized the fridge?”


  “Hell yeah. If I allowed Drake any control in here, I’d never find anything.”


  She laughed and was careful to keep the labels faced out, as Kurt seemed quite particular. When she finished, she stepped over to the center island. He’d only cut up half the chicken breast, but each cut appeared to be the exact size as the previous cut.


  “Do you need a ruler to measure that piece?”


  He tossed her an exaggerated frown. “I’ll have you know that if the pieces aren’t the same size, they won’t cook evenly.”


  “Okay...” She’d never considered that before. “What should I do?”


  “Cut up the mushrooms.”


  Oh, boy. What would he do if she haphazardly chopped them? As much as she wanted to tease him, she took her time to make the slices even. She caught him checking her out and spent more time being precise. She actually finished at the same time he did.


  They consulted the recipe again and worked on the sauce together. When the pot was heating on the stove, he asked her to chop the broccoli.


  She brought the head over to the cutting board and broke off the pieces from the stem.


  “What are you doing?” There was a hint of horror in his eyes.


  That did it. If he expected her to chop the stems into tiny pieces, he could do it himself. She didn’t know what came over her, but she tossed a piece of cut broccoli at him.


  He grabbed a large piece and beamed her in the chest. It bounced off her tit and dropped to the floor.


  “You so did not do that.” That constituted an act of war.


  She grabbed a handful of the broccoli and threw it at his face. He stepped back, picked up one sliver of chicken and came at her. He pulled her neckline forward and slid the gooey mess down her shirt. She tried to stop him, but he overpowered her. She might have been able to grab his wrist if she hadn’t been laughing so hard. He got another piece of chicken down her pants. Truthfully, she surmised he’d never let her catch him. He was too damned fast.


  She stepped back. “Ew, that’s disgusting.”


  Kurt laughed and gathered her in his arms, and when he kissed her, the joking suddenly turned lustful. He trailed kisses down her neck, and her damned pussy shot into overdrive. She probably should have stopped him, but the man had intrigued her since the first time they’d met. Although it would normally seem odd to think about making love with one man one night and another the next, these two came as a package.


  When he lifted her shirt and her sports bra above her breasts, the piece of chicken dropped to the floor. “I’m gooey.”


  “Let me lick you clean. After all, I did make a mess.” Instead of him bending over, he lifted her onto the center island. “Mmm. Much better.”


  His tongue zeroed in on her nipple that was about three inches from the goo, but she was not about to complain. When he licked her tit, streaks of joy shot through her. Her nipples were still a little sore from Drake sucking on them, so each touch made her reaction more intense.


  Even though he didn’t give her the instructions for behaving, she wanted to make him happy. Hell, if what he said was true, she’d be in heaven soon. This time she wasn’t taking any chances of being short-changed.


  His tongue swirled around the tip. She wanted to run her hands through his hair, and then work her way down his body. Instead, she decided to lean back on her hands.


  “You are so amazing.”


  His compliment went a long way to soothe her uncertainty about what they were about to do. As he drew one nipple into his mouth, he rubbed the other one. Pleasure bubbled inside her. His rough tongue incited a riot between her legs, and with each suck, she turned more desperate. Without thinking, she arched her back to give him more access.


  “I hate to break this amazing connection, but I’m not eating raw chicken juice.” He got a paper towel, wet it, and swiped her clean. “I mistakenly slid one down your pants.”


  “No, you totally did that on purpose.” She wore shorts, and the chicken had gone across her belly and out through the leg hole, creating a sticky mess. Decision time. Aw, hell. She wanted him and he seemed to want her. She was about to undo the button on her shorts when he stopped her.


  “Let me. But first, I need you to stand.” He grabbed her by the waist and eased her off the counter.


  With sure fingers, he lifted her tee and bra over her head and seemed to make every effort to brush his knuckles across her skin. Next, he tackled her shorts. He managed to get her zipper down quickly, but lowering the shorts took longer. Once he slid them past her hips, he let go and they pooled at her ankles.


  He picked up the wet towel and rubbed her belly clean. “All good.”


  She hoped he wasn’t planning on putting her shorts back on. If he were, she might have to take control.


  He placed the paper towel in the trash, removed the simmering sauce from the stove, and covered the chopped chicken with clear wrap. He exercised no haste in his movements, which served to heighten her desire. Did he expect her to stand there wearing nothing but her panties, with her shorts at her ankles?


  “Step out of your shorts.”


  Thank you! She was happy to oblige.


  He ogled her and bit down on his bottom lip. “I am so tempted to turn you around and fuck your pussy, but I want to consider your needs.”


  “My needs would be totally met if you did that.”


  He rubbed her cheek lightly with the pad of his thumb. “My cock wants that, too, but if we are to be together, I want to start us off the right way. Do you understand?”


  Not really. “Yes.” Kind of. She liked the part about them being together and him being considerate of her desires. That was all good.


  He walked over to the preparation area. As if it was all in a day’s work, he put the chicken in the fridge and returned. “Now, where were we?”


  You were about to have uncontrollable sex with me and drive me wild. “I can’t remember.”


  “You can’t remember what?”


  The meaning of his cocked brow was inconclusive, so she chose the safest answer. “I can’t remember, Master.”


  He grinned. “I love a woman who knows how to obey.” He held up a finger. “Please note, I did not say I wanted a woman who knew her place.”


  There was that. His smile came out slightly crooked, making him more charming than she remembered. He picked her up, and she let her head fall against his chest. She assumed he would take her to his bedroom, where she imagined all sorts of wonderful sex toys. Instead of heading down the hall, he carried her out the front door.


  “What the hell?”


  He immediately set her down, held onto her shoulder, and spanked her ass really hard four times. “Do not question me.”


  She would have turned around right away, but she needed time to blink back the water brimming on her lashes. The ache hadn’t been that bad. In fact, the shot of pain had already rushed from her ass down to her needy cunt. Traitor.


  


  


  


  Chapter Eight


  The front porch had a doublewide lounge chair, two rocking chairs, and one hammock strung up between two posts. Chelsea pictured herself lounging out here for hours, sipping her tea, and reading a good book.


  The front door opened, and Kurt returned waving a plastic bag. Her mind exploded imagining what delights he’d brought. Without saying a word, he lowered the back on the lounger.


  “You were good not to move. I see Drake has trained you well.”


  “I’m glad I pleased you, Master.”


  All of this master stuff seemed so surreal, but for some odd reason, it worked for her. Having someone take control, when so much was happening in her life, helped keep her centered.


  “Let’s get you comfortable.” He guided her down to the lounge chair. He stepped over to the rocker, removed two pillows, and placed one under her head and one under her hips. “How does that feel?”


  “Wonderful.”


  “Good. Now, if your arm isn’t too sore, lift them over your head.”


  This time, she was pleased the wound no longer ached, and she did as he requested. Kurt pulled a long silk scarf from his bag and tied her hands together. She liked having them above her head.


  “We have neighbors, so I really can’t have you scream. I’m going to put a gag in your mouth.” He didn’t move. “Drake told me your safe word was Mendez. If the gag is too much, you can say it now.”


  She shook her head. Her embarrassment would be a lot less if she could scream and not be heard. He ripped open a package that contained a purple bit that had holes in it, presumably allowing her to breath.


  “Let me know if you freak out. I don’t need you having a panic attack.”


  She held up her hand. “How can I say my safe word with that in my mouth?”


  He grinned. “Got you covered.” He withdrew a pretty bell. “Just ring this.” He placed it in her hand, and she tried it out. She barely swung it to sound.


  “Okay.”


  “I have to say I am very impressed. This takes a lot of trust on your part, and I will reward you. I promise you will not be left wanting at the end of our endeavor.”


  “If my pussy could talk, she’d say thank you.”


  Kurt strapped the ball gag on, and she bit down on the soft rubber. “Idkna jrd sl oiwd.” She couldn’t even say one coherent word.


  “That’s good.” He laughed and wagged a finger. “Next time you sass me, remember this.”


  Thank goodness he winked. Excited beyond words, she watched him, hoping he’d strip. To her dismay, he slid open her legs and pushed her feet closer to her butt so that her knees bent.


  “I moved you into position too quickly. Gotta get rid of these pretty panties. I do appreciate your choice in underwear, but you know my preference is none at all.”


  Panties were a must. Without them, her pussy would gush and leak through her shorts.


  He straightened her legs, removed the thong, and suddenly, she was at his mercy. It was like the world had disappeared, and they were the only two people on earth. He returned her feet to their position.


  “You are glorious.” He knelt on the end of the lounger and ran a finger up her inner thigh.


  It tickled, but she refrained from squirming. Wanting to enjoy every sensation, she closed her eyes and let her mind take over. In this immediate world with Kurt, no evil beings were after her, and Drake was enjoying his day with friends.


  Kurt drew circles with his finger as he edged his way closer to her pussy. Her arousal scented the air as he neared her opening. He must have leaned forward, because his elbows wedged her legs open wider, forcing her pussy lips to spread. She was sure the hood on her clit had peeled back to expose her sensitive nub.


  Lick me.


  She moaned partially to get his attention, but the sound came out muffled.


  “You pussy is so wet. Oh, look. You leaked on the pillow.”


  The swipe of his tongue startled her. She lifted her hips but dropped them immediately, remembering what happened when she’d moved before.


  Don’t let him punish me.


  He sat up, and when he closed her legs together, her eyes flew open. Her brows pinched. Kurt stood, toed off his shoes, and unbuttoned his shorts. Her breaths came out fast. He looked pissed. She bet if he’d been wearing a belt, he might have used it across her ass.


  When her pussy tightened, she had to chastise her body. She did like a bit of pain, but a leather strap might be too much for her to bear.


  “I had planned on spending hours licking you clean, but you don’t seem able to handle the direct assault for long. I’ll have to speed up your release time.”


  Hell, that worked for her. She could use his cock right now. As he lowered his shorts, his huge dick popped out. Maybe she shouldn’t have been so willing to have sex with him. Even though Drake hadn’t spent much time inside her, she was still a little sore.


  “I need you to get on your elbows and knees.”


  She needed to tell him that she’d never had a cock in her ass before, but she decided just to ring the bell if he placed his dick at her entrance. Happy that she had her alarm, she lowered her arms and sat up.


  As if she weighed twenty pounds, he flipped her over with ease. If she thought she was exposed before, now she was totally vulnerable. Kurt was behind her, and she couldn’t tell his next plan.


  He gently clasped her head. “Whatever you do, don’t look behind you.”


  Now why did he say that? It only made it appear like she wouldn’t want what he was about to do. She clasped the bell tighter.


  The scent of lube wafted up to her, and she tightened her rear.


  He rubbed her ass. “Your cheeks are so perfect, but don’t worry, I need to stretch your ass the first time. When you take my cock back there, I want you to welcome him, not be in pain.”


  Her back sagged as she let out a breath.


  To her surprise, he began by kissing each cheek before kneading them, one in each hand. She felt cherished, as if he wanted her to enjoy him so much.


  Even above the wind rustling the leaves, his groan sounded loud, and she would have smiled had she not had the gag in her mouth. His cock suddenly appeared between her legs. Yes! Ever so slowly, he drew his dick back and forth across her opening until she felt her juices drip on him. He reached under her and pressed on her clit. Her back arched and her stomach contracted. Oh, my Lord, but that almost set her off. She squeezed her eyes shut to help control the spasms rolling down her body.


  He got off the bench. She was about to rip the gag out of her mouth and yell at him, when he stepped to the side. He reached in and pinched her nipple with his left hand while he massaged her anus with the other. Together, the sensations collided as they raced up and down her body. He might not be playing with her pussy, but her cunt sure was wet.


  He leaned over and nibbled on her neck. “If you don’t climax until I command you, I promise you will be happy.”


  Then stop tormenting me and fuck me. She had to admit his alpha maleness excited her, and with every command, tremors rippled up her body.


  His thumb dipped into her back hole, and as he swirled it around, the muscled ring relaxed.


  “That’s a good little sub. Let me make this wonderful.”


  She wanted something wonderful in her life. She was tired of working all the time and at the end of the day having nothing to show for it. Her one-bedroom rental was okay, but she had no money in the bank and debts to pay. This was the first time hope had wedged its way in her heart.


  He twisted first her right nipple, then her left. Passion built inside her as he pulled and tugged on the tips. Her swollen crests ached, but with the pain came a lot of gain. His thumb dipped into her ass and she clenched.


  His finger disappeared, and the slap once more took her by surprise. “No clenching.”


  She inhaled and nodded. Being such a newbie really sucked. He ringed her hole with more lube and then threaded not one, but two fingers into her. There was a slight pinch at first, but then it disappeared. He scissored his fingers and hit some nerves that seemed connected to her pussy somehow.


  How was that possible?


  He stepped back. Plastic crinkled. Now what was he doing? She didn’t dare speak. Kurt was right in asking her not to watch. The unknown heightened her arousal. The man did seem to be an expert on how to ratchet her desire.


  “I want you to get used to having something in your ass, so I’m going to insert a small plug back there. Except for needing to take it out to wash it, I want you to wear this tonight.”


  She had to think about that. She supposed he had a point. His cock was huge, and perhaps the only way to accommodate him was to have something in her to stretch her out. She nodded.


  He rubbed her rear. “I can’t tell you how pleased I am with you. Perhaps I should send Mendez a thank you card.”


  She had to laugh at that one as she, too, had him to thank for bringing them together. But no, he wouldn’t be thanked for any other reason.


  Kurt pressed what felt like a three-inch wide ball against her butthole. Did he truly believe that would fit? While he kept rubbing her ass, he pushed it in. When it popped past her ring, she sucked in a breath.


  “Breathe, little sub. It’s okay.”


  How his words of encouragement helped, she didn’t know, but they did. Her pulse raced at the foreign sensations, but when he pulled it out and pressed it in a second time, her body calmed. Perhaps to distract her, he tweaked her nipples again. By now, they were swollen and tender, but his touch took her mind off of what he was doing to her ass.


  She wasn’t sure this gag worked, because her groans sounded loud to her.


  When the damn plug was fully seated, he tapped her rear. “Now for your reward. Are you ready?”


  She’d been ready twenty minutes ago. She nodded. He climbed behind her and spread her legs wider, but that only pressed the small fake cock farther into her. It must have hit some happy nerves, because her pussy clenched and her juices flowed.


  Chelsea thought he’d give her his cock right away, as she was so close to an orgasm, but instead, Kurt pressed two fingers into her wet hole and strummed her clit.


  Oh, oh, oh.


  Heat streaked through her. Don’t come, don’t come.


  This was pure torture. Then the head of his cock opened her pussy lips. He lowered his hands to her hips and drove into her with one powerful stroke. Had he not been holding her, she would have shot forward.


  She nearly split in half. Having the plug in her ass along with Kurt’s big dick in her pussy, she was stretched so wide, bolts of electricity were firing everywhere.


  “Honey, you are amazing. I can’t get enough of you.”


  Gone was the tone of a dom. Instead, he seemed like a man lost in the wonderment of her body. That gave her so much joy.


  He lowered his chest to her back, slid his hands down her arms, and clasped his fingers right above her elbows. Hair had sprouted on the back of his hands, and she swore his bones cracked. Holy shit. Was he going to change while he was in her?


  She didn’t get to dwell on it, because his kisses came from a man and not a werewolf. He licked the shell of her ear and nibbled once more on her neck, almost as if he was preparing to bite her. Her hormones sizzled and her body pulsed. He drove into her relentlessly.


  “Come for me, slave.”


  That was one command she wanted to obey. He captured her tits and grabbed her nipples. When he lowered one hand and rubbed her clit, she shot off like a NASA rocket. Her climax swept in and carried her away while her pulse soared and blood pounded in her ears. She screamed, but the gag did its job in containing the noise.


  His cock expanded to epic proportions and shot hot semen into her. Her body throbbed and continued to climb as her orgasm pumped away.


  Kurt slid his hands to her waist, pulled her up on her knees, and kissed her neck. “You are amazing.”


  The plug in her ass hit a few different nerves and sent another spike of lust up her spine. Holding her steady with an arm across her chest, he undid the gag. Once removed, she opened and closed her mouth to get the muscles working again.


  Every muscle in her body melted, and had he not been holding her, she’d be face down. Kurt pulled out his cock.


  “If I had my way, I’d stay in you a lot longer, but you have goose bumps on your arms. I’m sorry if you were cold. You should have rung the bell.”


  “I wasn’t cold. Trust me.”


  Kurt stepped off the seat and carried her inside. “Let me wipe you clean.”


  When she stood, that damn plug moved, making her think about him fucking her ass. Oh, boy. She was so not going to sleep tonight.


  Kurt had just wiped her pussy clean when the back door opened. Instinctively, she covered her tits.


  Kurt laughed. “It’s Drake.”


  How did that make it better? They might have claimed they wanted to share, but would Drake be jealous she’d just had the most amazing sex on the planet?


  “Whoa!” Drake’s grin spread across a very tired-looking face. “Darlin’, please don’t ever change.”


  


  


  


  Chapter Nine


  Chelsea breezed by Drake. “You had your chance.”


  For a second, she regretted her flippant tone, but his wink told her that he understood he deserved her response. Kurt came inside, fully dressed, with the bag of toys and her thong.


  He handed it to her. “Thought you might want this.”


  “Thanks.” Despite trying to act casual, her face burned.


  When she bent over to put on her panties, the plug made its presence known. Drake must have seen her wince, for he moved behind her.


  “Whoa, darlin’. Nice addition.” He tapped her ass.


  She worked hard not to respond. After she slipped on her panties, she finished dressing. “How did Gulfside go?”


  He cocked a brow and shot a glance at Kurt. Neither said anything for thirty seconds, but their expressions changed. Telepathy was only cool if one was on the giving or receiving end. For her, it just plain sucked being left out.


  Drake turned to her. “I’ll be going back tonight. I missed you so much I drove here just to see you.”


  Really? Okay, that was sweet. “I’m glad.”


  He stepped close and hugged her. “I really did miss you, darlin’. I wanted to be sure we were okay. It was on my mind all day.”


  He kept his voice to a whisper, as if he only wanted her to hear.


  She leaned back and studied his face. Sincerity and regret filled his face. “Thanks for telling me.”


  Drake looked over her shoulder. “You guys made dinner?”


  She laughed. “We were in the middle of it when we got distracted.” She turned to see what Kurt was doing. He’d taken the cut chicken out of the refrigerator.


  Drake stepped over to the stove and nodded to the saucepan on the burner. “What is it?”


  “It’s supposed go on top of the chicken. It has mushrooms, milk, onions, and a few other ingredients in it.”


  “Need help?”


  “We have it under control. Right, Kurt?”


  “The dinner portion is good.” Kurt waved the meal card. “Drake, maybe you’d like to make some dessert.”


  He grinned. “I can do that.”


  She wanted to watch the men work together, as well as watch Drake create something special.


  “What are you going to make?”


  “Not sure, but it should taste good.”


  Such confidence. He pulled a box of cake mix from the cupboard that probably had been there for months. He then looked through the cabinets and took out some powdered sugar and Hershey bars.


  “I thought one used unsweetened chocolate for frosting.”


  He grinned. “Oh ye of little faith. I’ll make do with what we have.”


  While he prepared his magic, she turned on the stove and waited for the sauce to thicken. She picked up the recipe and read what came next. In the meantime, Kurt removed the broccoli and finished chopping it. Once done, he got out a broom and swept the kitchen floor laden with bits of food from their fight.


  Drake began to whistle, and Kurt glared at him. The two were as different as silk and steel, but it was nice to have the contrast. While she stirred the sauce, she marveled at how Drake never measured anything. He didn’t even read the back of the cake mix box.


  “You want me to turn on the oven for that cake?”


  “Sure.”


  He didn’t seem concerned what temperature she used, so she guessed 350 degrees. Once the sauce bubbled, she brought the pot to Kurt. “If you don’t mind taking over, I’ll shower.”


  “I’d love to join you, but I guess I need to make sure we get something edible to eat.”


  “If we shower together, you know we’ll end up in bed. Not only does my pussy need the rest, so do my nipples.” It was also true she wanted to have a little time to herself to reflect.


  “I hear you, honey. We’ll respect your needs.”


  She went into her room and locked the door. That might have appeared hostile, but right now, she wanted to be safely alone. Most likely she was still feeling the effects of the attack.


  She stepped in the shower to enjoy the peace. For the next ten minutes, she tried to blank her mind. Unfortunately, she kept comparing the two men. They thrilled her, and she couldn’t imagine how high she’d soar if she let both men touch her. They seemed to understand her body better than she did, which, frankly, scared her.


  They were her bodyguards, and yet she was letting all this talk of being their mate get under her skin. What would her life be like once Mendez was caught and in jail? Would the men move on to the next person they had to protect? Or would they want her in their life?


  She washed her hair and scrubbed her body clean. Since she had no idea when dinner would be ready, she stepped out of the shower and dried. Not wanting either man to think sex was in the cards tonight, she dressed as casually as possible.


  She walked down the hall, expecting to hear some chatter. In the kitchen, only Kurt was there.


  “Where’s Drake?”


  “Seems Clay and Dirk got a lucky break and needed Drake to do his computer magic.”


  That didn’t sound safe. “Is it dangerous?”


  “You sound concerned.”


  What was that supposed to mean? “Of course I’m concerned.”


  “Don’t worry about Drake.” Kurt’s tone had an edge to it. “He can take care of himself.” He’d said that before and it had been true, but a time would come when he was outnumbered and might not survive.


  Dear God. Drake was walking straight into danger.


  #


  Even though Drake had only spent a few minutes with Chelsea, he’d needed to see her. She was the breath of fresh air that renewed his soul. Although she said she’d forgiven his bad behavior, he wanted to make sure he hadn’t messed things up for a lifetime.


  When he arrived at the house and found she’d made love to Kurt, he’d been glad. Mr. Stoic giving into his urges made Drake very happy. At one time, he’d thought his friend would refuse to be with her for fear he wouldn’t catch Mendez.


  Hell, Kurt struggled about contacting Clay and Dirk and asking for their help. Technically, the general had only released Kurt from the case, though he suspected the ban probably included him, too.


  Clay called a while ago and said they’d spotted Mendez going into the warehouse. They’d been watching and listening for a few hours and overhead two workers commenting that the place would be emptied tonight between six and nine—long before the night shift arrived.


  Having too much activity, even in the warehouse district late at night, might raise some suspicion. Hence, the three-hour moratorium. Drake only needed fifteen minutes inside the warehouse to complete his job.


  He parked a few blocks away and pulled on his backpack full of gear. He had two goals. One was to download as much information from the computers as time allowed. He based this on the assumption that his random generating device could detect the password. Secondly, bug the building. Since Kurt couldn’t ask Trax to put in surveillance equipment without the general finding out, Drake planned to install listening devices in the offices and around the area where they were extracting the cocaine from the clothes. He had two small cameras he might be able to affix somewhere.


  If he had time, he would also plant a device to pick up and relay the GPS signal from the cell phones near the office. That would allow him to intersect the texts and possibly the voice calls.


  He was going in solo. Clay and Dirk were there simply to warn him if something unexpected occurred. Drake spotted his friends and telepathed he was there. To gain a different vantage point, he waited on the other side of the building and brought binoculars to his eyes. Light glowed inside the building, but the windows were painted, preventing anyone from seeing in. Smart.


  The wait was the hardest part of the job. To bide his time, he imagined Chelsea bent over a spanking bench. While he tweaked and pulled her nipples until she screamed his name, Kurt would slap her ass a pretty red.


  Enough. He adjusted his balls. What had he been thinking? If he didn’t stay focused on the job, he’d never get inside. First thing he needed to figure out was how to get inside. A fabric company with a fire escape on the front sat next to the warehouse. A distance of about five feet separated the buildings. If he climbed up on the building on the left, he might be able to jump across the gap to the warehouse and find a way in from the roof.


  He telepathed his intent to Clay.


  Be careful.


  Clay and Dirk had no idea how much was at stake. He wanted Mendez not only to revenge Jeffrey’s death, but for what he’d done to Chelsea. The man would pay if it was the last thing Drake did.


  He surveyed the area and waited until all activity died. Since it was after six, he believed it might be clear. The big negative to his plan was that the fire escape was in plain view of passing cars. It was dark, but if a vehicle rolled in and headlights caught him in the act, he’d be S.O.L.


  Being careful but fast, he dodged his way to the building and raced up the fire escape, making sure not to slip on the metal steps. Once on top, he ducked below the railing to see if he’d been spotted.


  His binoculars were military issue and had infrared ability. Both roofs had the same entrance on the top. Now all he had to do was jump the five-foot gap between the buildings. He kept low and made his way to the edge. He tossed his backpack onto the roof of Mendez’s building and prayed none of the equipment broke. Then he jogged back ten feet and raced toward the railing. He planned to jump and leap across. If he missed, he’d die. He might be a wolf inside, but his human limitations could be his undoing.


  He pictured Chelsea and took off. He landed with one foot onto the railing, pushed off, and wind milled his arms as he flew across the gap. One toe barely touched the ledge, but his forward moment propelled him over. He landed with a thud and did a tuck and roll to stop. His heart shot to his throat. He definitely needed to go on more operations to build a little stamina. He’d gotten soft playing with his computer.


  His cell phone buzzed. Uh oh. It was Dirk. “Yeah?”


  “Sorry, but the general just called. We got a lead on Elena Sanchez.”


  Elena Sanchez. The name was so familiar. “Who’s she?”


  “She was Couch’s secretary, the one who disappeared right after Liz Wharton paid her to quit her job.”


  Trax had mentioned her. “I thought she went to Costa Rica.”


  “Apparently not. Rumor has it Couch has her held hostage near the shipyard. Sorry, buddy.”


  He’d come this far and wasn’t going to back down now. “I’m good. Go.” He understood if Clay and Dirk didn’t respond quickly, the general might get suspicious.


  After Drake checked his pack to make sure his gear had survived the toss, he retrieved his picks in case he found the door locked. To his surprise, it wasn’t. One item he thought Mendez would have checked.


  The damn door squeaked when he pulled it open. Holding his breath, he counted a full minute before he went down. He slipped in and waited once more, until he was convinced a pack of wolves weren’t about to charge up the stairs.


  He edged his way down the two flights and tugged on the door that would get him to the main floor. That door was locked as well. He clicked on his headlamp and went to work with his picks. It only took ten seconds to open it. Old buildings weren’t sophisticated. If he’d been Mendez, he would have redone every lock in the building. Both Couch and Mendez were arrogant enough to believe no one would ever find the place.


  Sorry, boys. You lose.


  He flipped the headlamp to red and snuck in. The bank of overhead lights were off, a good sign the place was unmanned. By chance, he looked up and spotted the surveillance camera. He pulled out his black spray can, coated the lens, then stuck one of his cameras underneath. Most likely they wouldn’t think to look there.


  Since the lights were out in the factory, his red headlamp would appear on film, so he turned it off. If he didn’t have his pack, he would have shifted and used his own eyes to guide him.


  Once he got used to the low light, he located the office and found the computer on the desk. He hit the space bar, and the screen saver came to life. Plugging in his device, he allowed it to search for the password. One minute went by, and then two. Even though it might be an hour before the workers came back, he was convinced there’d be a security guard somewhere. A one-on-one battle didn’t bother him, but if there were two of them, there might be trouble.


  Bingo. The machine detected the password. He was in. He shoved his flash drive in the USB port and downloaded the files he thought were important. Time wouldn’t permit him to take everything.


  A noise sounded on the main floor. Fuck. He removed the drive, closed the laptop, and shut off his headlamp. He fumbled in his pack for the GPS device and stuck it underneath the desk. Unless the user was nearby, it wouldn’t work.


  Drake crawled toward the window and peeked out. Two men with flashlights were out there. They were too far away to tell if they were werewolves, but he couldn’t believe Mendez would employ anyone who wasn’t. It was safer to assume they were. If he moved closer, he’d be able to detect their scent, which meant they could smell him.


  He waited another eternity, pissed he had spent a few days scoping out this factory, and hadn’t realized Mendez had security. Being careless wasn’t his style, but with so much at stake, he’d been over-anxious.


  Crap. The men were coming toward the office. It was now or never. If they found him in there, he’d lose everything. He donned his pack, eased open the door, and slid out, leaving a piece of folded paper in the jamb to keep the lock from clicking close. The problem was getting to the roof access. That door would attract too much attention. His best bet was to wait for the guards to patrol away from the side entrance and make a run for it.


  They made a full circle, and because they were joking with each other, they didn’t even sense his presence. Losers.


  Go now. He lowered his head and wove his way around the tables toward the door.


  All of a sudden, the overhead bank of lights blared. Fuck. Hoping they were lousy shots, he dashed toward the door.


  “Hey, you! Stop!”


  That wasn’t a command he planned on obeying. Just as he reached the door and pulled it open, they opened fire. At least two bullets pinged off the metal walls, but one hit its mark. Jesus. They’d shoot him in the ass. While not fatal, it would slow him down and make him sick. He had just made it outside and was running as fast as he could when the door behind him opened with a bang. Their snarls reached him first.


  I’m screwed.


  His car was too far away. He’d never make it. Drake spun and discarded his pack behind a bush. When he exited, he came out in his wolf form. His hindquarter wasn’t in good shape, as the poison had already taken hold.


  Wanting to put as much distance between him and his gear, he went on the offensive. As least with the guards in wolf form, they couldn’t shoot a gun. Neither guard had looked particularly in good shape when in human form, and the two-to-one ratio wouldn’t have worried him, had he not had poison coursing through his system.


  Instead of wasting energy circling and snarling, he charged, hoping to catch them off-guard. He succeeded in sinking his teeth into the first wolf’s flanks, but unfortunately, that exposed his rear. Wolf number two bit his ass right where he’d been shot. Pain streaked across his body. Fuck. His usual ability to heal was blocked by the poison. His rear dropped, and he was forced to retreat. When the second wolf sprang in the air, Drake managed to dart to the side and avoid the collision. Given he was younger and more agile, he spun faster and leapt at that wolf who was only now turning around. He got to him first and succeeded in biting the wolf’s neck. The wounded animal stumbled back and must have decided his life wasn’t worth losing. After all, Drake was no longer a threat to the contents of the warehouse.


  That left him with one wolf that seemed determined to win. Drake’s vision blurred as the poison ran rampant in his body. It seemed as if Chelsea’s cries of passion rang down from above, and a small burst of energy allowed him to attack. The two dug their teeth into the other, but Drake clawed the wolf’s face and blinded him in one eye. When the wolf disengaged, Drake took the man’s injury as time to get the hell out of dodge.


  Mustering all of his strength, he sped away. As he passed the bush where he’d hidden his gear, he ducked behind it and shifted. Once in human form, the pain grabbed him hard. His face bled, his clothes were shredded, and his ass screamed. He picked up the pack and darted away. Too bad his car was in the opposite direction. Now what the hell was he going to do?


  


  


  


  Chapter Ten


  Chelsea was watching television with Kurt when his cell rang. His body tensed, which caused her heart to speed up.


  “Drake, where are you? Drake, can you hear me? Drake?” He disconnected and jumped up. “We need to help him.”


  “What happened?”


  “I’m not sure, but get your purse.”


  He sounded scared and pissed. She ran to her room, picked up her bag, and hurried back. Drake might not be dead, but if he couldn’t even answer Kurt, he might be lying on the side of the road in trouble. Her stomach tumbled.


  Kurt was already waiting outside. She dashed out and closed the front door, not sure if it locked. He started the engine and had seemed so anxious, she feared he’d leave her if she didn’t hurry.


  Once she sat in the front seat and closed the door, Kurt took off.


  “How do you know where he is?” Their conversation had been too short.


  “I don’t.” At the end of the drive, he stopped and punched a few buttons on his phone. He handed his cell to her. “His GPS is active. Help me navigate to the spot.”


  Able to help, her fear dissipated somewhat. “Did he say anything else?”


  “No.” That no wasn’t a request for further questions.


  She kept quiet for thirty minutes before her curiosity, or perhaps her desperation, got the best of her. “I thought you guys healed really fast.” She’d seen it with her own eyes.


  “Not if he’s been shot.”


  Oh, no. She remembered how sick to her stomach she’d been, and apparently the poison didn’t affect her nearly as much as it would a werewolf. “Can’t we get the antidote?”


  “Once I find him, I’ll call Dr. Deland.”


  She recalled the man didn’t have regular eight to five hours and suspected he was on call for all members of the Pack.


  She glanced down at the GPS. “Take the next turn to get on I-75 and head north.”


  He did as she directed.


  “Where was he today? What was he doing?” Chelsea hoped he didn’t give her the same B.S. about her not needing to know. This was Drake’s life they were talking about.


  “Mendez, under Harvey Couch’s direction, runs a drug smuggling business. They’ve been able to keep under the DEA’s radar for a long time, but my brother was able to go undercover. He was a mule for a while in order to gain Mendez’s trust.”


  Jeffrey sure had her fooled. “Something happened to that trust. Didn’t it?”


  “Yes, but Mendez killed Jeffrey before we found out. I discovered the location of the warehouse of the drug smuggling operation at my brother’s condo.”


  She put the pieces together. “You tried to apprehend him yourself?” She failed to keep the panic from her tone. Kurt could get killed going up against those men. Oh, shit. “If you were taken off the case, is that what Drake’s doing?”


  He nodded to the phone. “I’m guessing we’re heading to Gulfside?”


  She shrunk the screen size. “Yes, but he’s a little south of there.”


  “I’m hoping he’s in his car and not in Mendez’s custody.” He slammed the wheel. “I need to stash you somewhere.”


  “No. Let’s get close to the spot. If it’s coming from a building, then I’ll stay hidden, but if he’s in his car, you need to take me with you.”


  “I don’t like it.”


  Too damn bad. “Now finish your story about Drake.” It would give them both something to think about while he drove.


  “Drake is a computer technical genius. All he was supposed to do was go into the warehouse when the place was empty, plant some bugs, and hack into their computers.”


  Was that all? “I’m guessing he got caught.”


  “Seems so.”


  For the next few minutes, she retreated to a happier place. She pictured Drake laughing and goofing around. She also remembered what an amazing lover he’d been until he became too excited and withdrew. Once he explained about the werewolf mating process, she decided he hadn’t been a jerk. Out of his comfort zone, he’d been a man who panicked, rather than one who didn’t care about her release.


  The dot on the GPS indicated they were getting close. “Take the next exit.”


  Once Kurt turned off, they appeared to be in the Florida boonies. There was a fruit stand situated at the end of a gas station, and that was it. She didn’t see any stoplights or other buildings.


  “He should be close.”


  Kurt slowed. It was dark, which made it hard to see a car on the side of the road.


  “Take the next right. Drake should be there.”


  Instead of turning, he passed the road. “I’m not taking any chances. It could be an ambush.”


  Her heart nearly stopped. “You think they’d use Drake to kill me?”


  He glanced over at her. “Yes.”


  She slunk back in the seat. Her pits dampened and tingles raced to her fingers. He took the next right, which was a good half-mile farther down the road. Immediately, he pulled off to the side.


  He faced her. “Get in the driver’s seat. You got your phone?”


  “Yes.”


  He removed his phone from her hand. “Wait here. If anyone approaches, leave. Don’t worry about me.”


  “What are you going to do?”


  “I plan to shift and come in from behind. If it really is just Drake in his car and the area is secure, I’ll call you, and you can meet us.”


  “That works for me.”


  He leaned over and kissed her. “Be careful.”


  The bottled-up tension flowed out of her body. “You’re the one who needs to be careful.”


  He pushed the door open and was gone in a flash. She slid over to the driver’s side and made sure the doors were locked. She turned off the headlights and leaned back for the long wait.


  #


  Kurt was scared. Drake should have been able to answer. He pictured him surrounded by ten men who were beating him senseless. By having Drake call, these men would know Kurt would come.


  He shifted and headed into the underbrush. The thick growth made moving difficult. As he headed toward Drake’s location, he kept his focus, trying to sense other shifters. Even if Mendez’s clowns weren’t surrounding Drake, they could be headed toward Chelsea. Fuck. How could he be so dumb? He stilled and shifted back into human form. He pulled his cell from his pocket and texted her, not wanting his voice to carry.


  Not at Drake’s location yet. Drive one mile west then turn around. Await further instruction. Don’t stop for anything. He put his phone on vibrate. He didn’t need her to call and give away his presence.


  Knowing Chelsea, she’d come back with some snarky response. Envisioning her starting the car and carefully driving away relaxed his muscles.


  His phone lit up. Will do.


  While relieved, he’d almost hoped she’d come back with a why. That would let him know she more or less was calm.


  If he wasn’t convinced he’d make better progress through this swamp as a wolf, he would have stayed a human. Once more, his bones cracked and his body bent and stretched as he changed form. Soon, he was a wolf once more. Here goes.


  The branches snapped and crackled as he foraged through the underbrush. Only a few tree breaks existed where he could let loose and run. As he neared the edge, he spotted Drake’s car. Adrenaline shot through his system. Be careful. The interior lights were off and he didn’t see anyone in the car.


  To be sure, he darted across the road, mostly to smell the area to make sure no one else was there. When he was convinced Drake had eluded Mendez’s men, Kurt shifted, hopefully for the last time, and crossed the road. No vehicles were visible. There were some homes down the road, but he and Drake seemed alone for the moment.


  When he looked in the window, Drake was lying on his side. Blood covered his back and rear. His heart screamed. If his best friend was dead, he wasn’t sure he could go on. He was still reeling from Jeffrey’s death.


  He checked the door. It was open. Good.


  “Drake?”


  He shook his friend and received a low grunt in response. His pulse slowed. First things first. He called Roger Deland, who answered on the second ring.


  “Kurt? Something wrong?”


  He relayed Drake’s injury the best he could.


  “Can you bring him to the office?”


  “Yes. Give me twenty minutes.”


  “Good. I’ll be waiting with the antidote.”


  Kurt rushed to the other side and slid Drake to the passenger side. He went back to the driver’s side and got in, knowing he was about to get drenched in blood. Next he called Chelsea.


  “Yes?”


  “I found him. He’s injured. I’m heading out onto the road and will pull over on the east side. Come up behind me and follow me to the doctor’s.”


  “Okay.”


  He disconnected, not having time for further explanation. He arrived at the intersection, crossed the road, and pulled over to wait for Chelsea. Drake groaned.


  Kurt placed a hand on his back. “I got you. Just rest. We’ll get the antidote in a few minutes.”


  Drake lifted one finger. If that was probably the best he could do, his best friend was in seriously bad shape.


  Headlights reflected off his mirror. When his vehicle pulled behind him, he took off. Chelsea had been to the doctor’s house before, but he doubted she would remember the way, so he was careful not to lose her. He drove only slightly above the speed limit and made certain she was able to keep up. He was proud of her for staying cool under pressure.


  As they neared Gulfside, traffic increased and he was forced to slow. It took a few more minutes than he’d anticipated, but he parked in front of the doctor’s office and Chelsea came in right behind him.


  Before he got out, she was at his door. “How is—oh, my God.”


  He didn’t need her to get in the way. “Go knock on the door and tell Roger we’re here.”


  She took one more look at Drake’s bloody body and took off. Roger must have sensed they’d arrived, because he came out and wheeled the gurney down the ramp off the side of the porch. Between the three of them, they got Drake inside.


  “I need him in the examination room.”


  Deland didn’t ask Chelsea to stay in the waiting room, which had been wise, because she would have insisted she be at Drake’s side. She had just as much interest in his buddy surviving as he did.


  She came up next to him. “You aren’t hurt, are you?”


  He had streaks of blood over his back and rear. “It’s Drake’s blood.”


  “How is he? Really?”


  “Alive.”


  Once he telepathed that Chelsea was now part of their equation, the three of them stripped Drake in a few seconds. Even before Roger cleaned his nasty wound, the doctor gave him two injections of the antidote.


  Chelsea pressed her lips together and placed a hand on Kurt’s arm. Even her light touch sent his hormones into overdrive.


  “Why can’t you keep a few doses at home so you don’t have to bother the good doctor here every time you get in a fight?”


  Roger picked up some wipes and went to work cleaning up Drake. “How would I make any money, little lady, if I gave away my golden serum?”


  Her mouth cracked open, and Kurt felt sorry for her. “That’s not true. The dosage has a short shelf life. Roger makes the serum each time. It takes a lot of connections to even get the powder he mixes with the liquid to form the antidote.”


  “Oh.”


  He hoped by the time Deland stitched up Drake’s ass, the drug would counteract the poison. Some of the scratches had already begun to heal, which was a good sign. If Drake had been able to shift, he would have healed faster.


  “All done.” Deland placed a sterile pad on top, then looked over at Chelsea. “How about I check whether your stitches are ready to come out?”


  “Yes, please. They itch.”


  Deland chuckled. “That’s a good sign.”


  If she was uncomfortable lifting her shirt, she didn’t show it. But boy, her sexy pink bra sure got his cock hard fast.


  The doctor carefully pulled out the stitches and she only winced once. After he cleaned the area, he placed a bandage on top. By tomorrow, you should be good to go.”


  “Thanks.” Although she smiled at Deland, worry pooled in her eyes.


  It was clear Drake had already made a special dent in her heart.


  Kurt glanced at Deland and nodded at Drake. “He’s not responding. Is something else wrong?”


  “No, he needs rest and some tender loving care.” The man glanced at Chelsea.


  Her cute little face pinkened.


  Help me get him into the car, okay? Kurt telepathed.


  Sure.


  Drake remained on the gurney while Kurt checked the surrounding area. When he spotted no danger, they wheeled their patient outside. Once they put him in the backseat of Kurt’s car, he turned and faced the doctor. He pulled out his wallet and paid Deland.


  “You mind if we leave Drake’s car here for a few days? I’d feel better if Chelsea sat with Drake. We’ve got an hour’s drive back to the house.”


  Deland knew they had another home, but he didn’t know where.


  “Sure, but you might want to leave the windows open to air it out.”


  “Good idea.” Not only did he leave the windows cracked, he left the doors unlocked. “Mind holding on to the keys? I’ll send someone to detail the car.”


  “No problem.”


  Chelsea climbed in the backseat while he slid in the front. She sat at Drake’s head, lifted it, and placed it on her lap.


  The next two days would be touch and go, but Drake would pull through. He had to. Kurt hoped for all Drake had gone through, he’d succeeded in planting at least one bug.


  


  


  


  Chapter Eleven


  Drake roused from a fog and, as soon as he rolled over, an ache tripped up his spine. He groaned.


  “Welcome back.”


  That sweet voice had been rattling in his brain, and it actually sounded close. He cracked open an eye. “Hey. How did you get here?” He couldn’t remember much.


  Her brows furrowed. “You’re back at the beach house.”


  “That’s good.”


  Memory of the fight surfaced. He had called Kurt, but the rest was a blur. He honestly thought he’d imagined most of it. With only a sheet covering him, he pressed up on his elbows and licked his lips.


  “You want something to drink? Some water maybe?” Chelsea asked.


  “How about a beer?”


  She got off the bed. As gorgeous as she looked, her eyes were a little bloodshot and her clothes wrinkled.


  “How long have I been here?”


  “Since last night.”


  “I’m guessing I got the antidote.”


  “Yes. I’ll be right back.”


  Drake figured Chelsea would confer with Kurt about mixing alcohol with the drug, but since Deland must have administered it last night, Kurt would assure her a beer was fine. Seconds later, they both came in. After a lecture, he got his desired drink. The first swallow was pure heaven.


  To show them he was good, he swung his legs over the side of the bed. Even though he didn’t see blood on his skin, he sure did smell. “I need a shower.”


  Kurt scrunched his nose. “You got that right.”


  Chelsea smiled. “I remember the first time you were in a fight and got blood all over you.”


  “Darlin’, if you’re asking if I need help washing that would be a resounding yes.”


  He might look fine, but it probably would take a little while before he’d be back to normal.


  Kurt stepped closer. “Before you two get cozy, tell—”


  “You can always join us.” Drake didn’t want Kurt to think he wasn’t invited.


  “We have a killer to catch.”


  “Spoilsport.”


  “Tell me what you were able to accomplish.” He sat on the edge of the bed and waited.


  Drake outlined how he’d gotten in the warehouse and that he’d downloaded a few files. “You got my backpack, right?”


  “No. Where did you leave it?”


  “In the trunk of my car.”


  “Fuck.” Kurt turned.


  Chelsea stood. “Where are you going?”


  “To get the backpack. You stay with Drake.”


  “You don’t want company?”


  Drake plastered a hand over his heart and groaned. She immediately raced to him. When her mouth opened into that cute ‘O’ he so loved, he laughed. “Just testing.”


  “Oooh, you.”


  Kurt tapped the doorframe. “You stay with Drake. I’ll be back shortly. Chelsea, take it easy on him. Remember, he needs to heal, no matter how much he tries to tell you he’s good.”


  She smiled. “Gotcha.”


  “Fucktard!” And he’d been looking forward to seeing if lovemaking would make him better.


  As soon as Kurt stepped out the door, he tossed Drake the finger.


  “I saw that.”


  It was all done in good fun.


  “I really do need to shower.”


  “I’ll help, but you heard Kurt. No sex.”


  “Define sex.”


  “Oh, no you don’t. You need to get better first.”


  “Why?”


  “You know why. So we can have more sex.”


  She pulled her shirt off over her head and he whistled. “You came ready for action.”


  “Stop it. It’s just a lacy bra.”


  “Let me see if I like you without it as much as I like you with it.” He loved how his flirting made her laugh.


  She stepped close then turned her back. “You want to do the honors?”


  His cock now tented the sheet. If he didn’t get in the shower soon, he’d take her right there, stink or no stink. He stood and unhooked the back. He was tempted to slip his fingers around to her tits, but if he touched her even once, he’d not be able to stop.


  His stupid mouth decided to open. “Turn around.”


  She did, and his claws extended. He had to squeeze his eyes shut for a second before he focused on Mendez and the animals who attacked him. That diffused his sexual urges.


  “Let’s get you washed,” Chelsea said.


  Bare chested, she strutted into his bathroom. Naked, he walked right behind her, enjoying the way her hips swayed. God, she was something else. Every time he got near her, his body went crazy. Fortunately, last night’s rest had truly helped him heal. He didn’t remember ever sleeping so soundly. It was almost as if the doc had given him a sedative. Regardless, he was ready to go. He hoped Chelsea didn’t believe Kurt when he told her he needed more time to recuperate. He guessed he’d have to convince her.


  #


  Chelsea’s body vibrated with need and with the relief of knowing Drake was okay. He seemed so much better, but she’d decide how much he could handle once she examined his wounds herself.


  “You’re a little overdressed, young lady.” His voice was strong and full of promise.


  She whipped around. “Oh, yeah?”


  He stepped in front of her and undid the button on her shorts. A quick flick of the zipper, followed by a tug, had her shorts down by her ankles. She was surprised he didn’t take her panties with them.


  “Take them off.” He leaned in close.


  She became mesmerized by his gaze and did as he asked. “Maybe we should turn on the water.”


  He laughed. “Are you telling me what to do? Remember, I’m still the one in control.” He waved a hand. “Since I’m in a generous mood, I’ll get the shower going.” He stepped into the stall, then back out. “Turn around and slowly slide your panties over your ass. Make me want you more than I already do.”


  He was back—the man she cared for deeply had survived. Right now, she didn’t want to think about the future. Enjoying the here and now was good enough. She leaned over and hooked her thumbs in the waistband. As requested, she inched the panties downward until they were halfway off her ass. She wasn’t quite sure what possessed her, but instead of continuing, she slipped a finger into her pussy and groaned. A low growl sounded behind her. She was pretty sure he wouldn’t shift, but just in case, she peeked over her shoulder.


  “You are so close to getting a spanking for disobeying me. I never said you could pleasure yourself.” His jaw tightened, but in a good way. He didn’t appear to be angry, just on edge.


  “Yes, Master. My bad.”


  She leaned over even more and edged the panties over her butt. Inch by inch. She held on to them until they were down by her ankles. Then she stepped out of them. Slowly, she turned around and waved them like a flag of surrender. If they’d been red, she might have pretended it was a cape, and Drake was the bull she was trying to lure.


  He snatched them out of her hands, brought them to his face, and inhaled. “What you do to me. If you don’t get in the shower this instant, I’m going to fuck you right now.”


  Decisions, decisions. He did need to wash, so she obeyed. Like a good little sub, she stood back and awaited his next command. When he told her to do something, he wasn’t just finding something for her to do. He always had a reason for the command.


  He stepped in and ducked under the faucet. With the water pouring over his shoulders and across his rigid cock, she wanted him so badly, she almost turned around and begged him to take her. If she asked, he’d probably refuse. She’d learned that the hard way the first time.


  “May I ask you a question, Master?”


  “Since you asked so respectfully, I will grant your wish.”


  “The last time we were together, you said you had to abort what we were doing because you got too turned on. Is there something I can do to prevent that from happening again?”


  He moved closer and drew her near. “If I’m overcome by your sensuality and claim you, would you want me?”


  She appreciated his honesty. “Yes, Master. I want you.” That’s because I’m falling in love with you.


  “Then the answer to your first question is no. As long as you obey, I will make sure your every desire is met.”


  Her heart slammed against her chest. This was it—the time for them truly to be together.


  Keeping his gaze on her face, he reached over for the bar of soap. “Wash me, slave.”


  As soon as she took the soap, he turned around and palmed the wall. The water sprayed off his muscular back, forcing her gaze downward to his ass. While the stitches were present, there was little evidence of the fight. His ability to heal was truly amazing. She rubbed the bar in her hands, placed the soap back on its shelf, and washed his shoulders. The man had muscles on top of muscles. His body was finely sculpted, and she loved the texture of his skin. In order to cleanse his arms, she plastered her tits to his back and reached forward. Even then, she couldn’t stretch as far as his wrists.


  Since she was leaning on him, she ran her hands under his arms and down his chest. He flexed his pecs and she groaned. Making small circles, she worked her way down his belly, then drew her hands around his waist to his back. After refreshing her palms with more soap, she washed his back and then his ass, careful not to disturb the stitches.


  “Slave, my cock needs washing.”


  “Perhaps I could do a better job if you turned around.”


  He straightened and faced her. His fangs slid over his lips.


  “Master, you’re, um, shifting.”


  He glanced down and closed his eyes. Before her eyes, the fangs retreated. If she didn’t completely believe in werewolves before, she did now.


  “Do you see how hard it is being around you?”


  Wow. Maybe this whole mate thing had merit. The idea of being with him and Kurt for the rest of her life sent goose bumps up her arms. Any girl’s dream come true.


  “Show me some other evidence, Master.”


  His lips were on hers before she could blink. One hand reached around to her rear and squeezed. Since their chests were plastered together, he pressed his thumb over her nipple and flicked the pad up and down. His tongue demanded entrance, and she happily granted his request. Their exploration was fast and furious. The more contact they had, the hotter she became. His cock pressed against her belly and her juices flowed. She leaned back.


  “Since you’ve been injured, would you like me to suck your cock to make sure you’re ready?”


  He closed one eye. “You don’t understand the master and slave roles. I am the one who makes the suggestions. Not you.”


  Damn. She’d messed up again. To show her respect, she lowered her gaze. “I was only trying to help.”


  “I know, little one, and I very much appreciate it. Since you seem so contrite, I will grant your wish.”


  Yes! Now she could torture him. If he got too close to the edge, he wouldn’t let her continue, but it would be fun to try. Knowing how far she could push him would be a useful piece of information.


  She stepped back and gently cupped his hard sac with both hands. She rubbed his balls. His stomach muscles tightened. Good. He struggled to control his urges. When she finished enjoying the nubby texture of his skin, she slid one hand up his hard shaft and lightly moved her hand up and down. The growl that burst from his lips pleased her.


  Before he got angry, she leaned over and dragged her tongue across his slit. The salty taste surprised her. Apparently, the water hadn’t rinsed away all the evidence of the pre-cum. Wanting to give him some relief, she dragged her tongue around the head of his cock while she tightened her grip and rolled his balls.


  “Slave. You are. Very close. To getting. Punished.”


  She loved how he wasn’t able to say all those words in one breath. She straightened.


  “I don’t understand, Master. What would you like me to do?” She knew damn well he wanted her to suck on him, but perhaps he’d touch her again before he sought relief.


  “You know. However, I always like to show rather than tell.” He spun her so the water cascaded over her hair. “I plan on washing every single inch of your body. You will not climax until after you’ve learned to suck my cock properly. I want to show you what torture feels like first hand.”


  She so couldn’t wait.


  


  


  


  Chapter Twelve


  Drake dragged a finger over her nipple and then lightly pinched it. “Remember, rule number one is you don’t move or touch me. Is that understood?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  “If you are good, I promise your reward will be worth it.”


  When Kurt told her that, he’d spoken the truth. Drake leaned over and drew a nipple in his mouth. The heady sensation spiked through her and swirled straight down between her legs. Contractions rippled through her clit. How could one touch nearly send her over the edge?


  He lifted his head. “You are so beautiful and so good.”


  “Thank you.” His affirmations always went straight to her core. The urge to touch his cock made her fingers twitch, but she wouldn’t be fast enough to reach him. His reflexes were much better than hers.


  “Shall I wash your hair?”


  If I can hold onto your cock while you do it.


  His fingers touching her scalp would be soothing, but standing would still test her resolve. “I’d like that.”


  He picked up the shampoo and poured some on her head. Since the water was pummeling her back, he moved her away from the spray. As his fingers massaged her scalp, tingles raced down her spine, and her muscles relaxed under the light pressure.


  She closed her eyes and dropped her head forward. Drake moved so close, his cock almost brushed her belly. She wished he’d tuck it between her legs. The rubbing alone, though, might cause a reaction he wouldn’t approve of. Preventing her own climax would be the hardest thing she’d ever done.


  He clutched her hips and rotated her ninety degrees. “Bend over so I can rinse you.”


  She opened her eyes and leaned over. Why did he have to position himself so that her mouth was an inch from his cock? Her tongue twitched to lick him and her mouth watered.


  He used the handheld showerhead to rinse her hair. Being in the shower with a hot dom was great, but unless she disobeyed, she’d never get spanked. Just as the last of the soap rinsed clear, she grabbed his cock and drew him into her mouth.


  He didn’t move.


  Aha. He likes ittoo much.


  She sucked hard and tightened her grip. After three more pumps, he grabbed her shoulders and lifted her.


  “Chelsea, please.” In a flash, he turned off the water and flipped her around so she had to support herself with her palms on the wall.


  He stepped behind and rubbed her nipples. Streaks of pleasure filled her. She wiggled her butt, and he lowered a hand along her belly until he slipped a finger into her pussy. Her blood burned. When he crooked his finger and hit her sweet spot, she nearly blasted off.


  “I can’t wait to fuck your sweet pussy.” He widened her stance.


  Then hurry.


  With his right hand, he cupped her chin and titled her head back. His other hand guided his cock into her creamy cunt. Her need was so strong she wanted him to thrust into her. He swirled his dick around her opening, teasing her, and building the heat to near boiling. It was so unfair.


  “Do you want my cock?”


  She hadn’t been able to keep from moaning the moment he touched her. “You know the answer.”


  That should garner her some punishment.


  He tightened his hold on her neck, forcing her to arch her back. “Yes or no?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  He impaled her with one thrust. Her walls screamed from being stretched to the max. It seemed his cock had gotten larger than the last time. The hand he’d used to hold his cock slipped around front and pinched her clit. Chaos slammed into her. With each thrust, her body coiled tighter as her climax threatened to topple her over the edge. She swallowed hard to keep from coming.


  He lowered her chin then let go of it. Together, with his other hand, he cupped her breasts. He juggled them at first, then twisted her nipples. Spikes of rampant desire flooded her. She couldn’t last much longer.


  “My cock loves your body so much.” He dipped his head onto her shoulder and nibbled his way toward her neck.


  His grunts increased, and when she inadvertently milked his cock, he growled. “Come for me, darlin’.”


  His command came none too soon. An inferno consumed her as her climax hit her with wave after wave of lustful bliss. Her walls contracted and flames licked her spine. She let out a scream that reverberated off the shower walls.


  His grip tightened and his huge cock filled her. As soon as his cum blasted out of him, stars burst behind her closed eyes. She was positive she was coming apart at the seams.


  He lowered his hands and, as he wrapped his arms around her waist, sharp pricks sank into her shoulder. It took a second for her mind to comprehend what just happened.


  Oh, my God. He’d claimed her.


  With his head on her back, Drake said nothing more as he withdrew and rubbed her belly. He pulled the showerhead from the wall, and once the water warmed, washed her pussy.


  Pink streaked over her breast. “Drake?” She ran her finger in the rivulet of what she thought was blood. “Did you bite me?”


  “Yes. I hope it didn’t hurt.” He cupped her face. “It means you are mine. Forever.”


  His wording seemed a little one-sided, but she liked the sentiment. “Do I get to accept or not?”


  He stepped close and kissed her with a feather soft kiss. “Of course. I will do anything if you’ll say you want to be with us.”


  That was the missing ingredient. Kurt. “Does he feel the same way?”


  “Yes, but he’s a little preoccupied right now.”


  “I know.” She pushed the hair out of her eyes.


  “Let’s get you dry.”


  “Can I dry you?”


  He laughed. “You will learn your merest touch gets me so excited that I’ll have to claim you again. Right now you need to rest.”


  That was true. “Can I get a rain check?”


  “I will grant you one towel drying experience, free of charge.”


  She palmed his chest. “Do I get to touch you wherever I want?”


  “Darlin’, you should know the answer to that.”


  That would be a no. Oh, well, she had to try.


  #


  When Kurt returned home with the backpack, they’d just finished drying and dressing.


  “Let’s see what you’ve got,” Kurt said, and handed the gear to Drake.


  “Let me boot up my laptop, and we’ll have command central on the kitchen island.”


  It took Drake about a half hour to set up his computer and download the files. She tried to see what information he had, but to be honest, none of it made sense.


  She reheated leftover chicken casserole for a very late lunch. When she found a steamer, she chopped some broccoli and tossed in a bunch. Both men remained huddled over the laptop while she worked.


  Kurt tapped the screen. “The camera is so high, it’s hard to make out who anyone is.”


  “I only had a second to slap it up there. If I’d had more time, I would have installed several others.”


  Kurt patted his back. “You did great. Getting those files will be helpful, too.”


  “Even better would be if Mendez had a conversation in his office. We’ll be able to trace who he’s calling or, if we get real lucky, we can listen in.”


  While she prepared the food, she tuned in to their conversation, which became more disturbing as they discussed their next move. With so many people working in this drug plant, coupled with the fact the guards would have reported the breach, security would probably ramp up.


  She waved the knife she’d used for chopping the vegetables. “Why don’t you tell that general guy about Mendez’s operation? Can’t he send in reinforcements?”


  Drake glanced at Kurt, as if gauging how his friend would respond.


  Kurt tapped his chest. “Mendez is mine!”


  That was her clue to shut up. For a second, she debated calling Liz and having her tell Trax and Dante about the warehouse, and how Drake had almost died trying to get information. To do so, however, would undermine Drake’s and Kurt’s trust, and she’d never do that. But if Kurt went in alone and was killed, she wouldn’t be able to live knowing a phone call to Liz could have saved him. She hated these kinds of decisions. Both actions seemed to be right.


  Since the food was cooking, she decided to check in with her friend. Liz must be panicked, especially if neither Kurt nor Drake had kept her men in the loop.


  She located her purse in the living room and took out her phone. A touch of the button dialed Liz.


  Liz answered, a little breathy. “Chelsea? Where are you?”


  Chelsea winced at the near-panic in her voice, but hearing her friend’s voice helped with the tension. “I’m fine. I’m with Kurt and Drake.”


  “Where?”


  She wasn’t sure how much she should tell.


  Kurt rushed into the room. “You can’t be on the phone. It could be traced.”


  Well, that sucked. “Liz, sweetie, I gotta go. The commandos are worried.”


  She sighed. “I hear ya. Give them a hug for me.”


  “Will do. Bye.”


  She looked up at him. “They can trace my phone?”


  “Yes. Use it only in case of an emergency.”


  Christmas was in three days. “Do you have a secure phone? I’d like to wish my folks a merry Christmas on Wednesday. If I don’t, they’ll worry.”


  “I’ll see what I can do.” He headed back into the kitchen.


  Ever since he got that phone call from Drake, he’d turned inward, barely acknowledging her. She understood his need for closure, but in times of need, you should turn to your friends and loved ones for support. Stupid macho man.


  The oven timer dinged fifteen minutes later, and she went into the kitchen to dish up the meal. Although Kurt and Drake weren’t arguing, they seemed to have different opinions about how to proceed. She fixed three plates and brought them to the table. “Lunch is ready.”


  Drake started to close the laptop when Kurt stopped him. “Leave it up. We might be able to pick up some conversation.”


  Drake opened it again and shrugged. He came back to the table. “This looks good. Thanks for making it.” He looked up at Kurt. “Sometimes we get a little carried away and forget about food.”


  That was quite evident. “You both need to eat to keep up your strength.” Now she sounded like her mom, who was the queen of harping on a person.


  “Sorry, honey. That was my fault. When I get something in my head, I have to follow through.”


  Even if it means you might die?


  “I understand.”


  The meal was strained. She totally got that Kurt needed to take down Mendez, though how he was going to single-handedly topple an entire organization was beyond her. After learning about what had happened to Liz, she fully comprehended how Harvey Couch’s contacts could reach her anywhere. Kurt should have enough sense to know he needed help.


  As soon as he finished shoveling the food down his throat, he placed his dishes in the sink. “I’m going to scope out the warehouse.”


  She couldn’t hold her tongue any longer. “It isn’t safe. Look what happened to Drake. At least he went during the supposed downtime.”


  Kurt walked over to her and rubbed her shoulder. “I’m not going to do anything. I just want to observe. That’s all. I want to get a feel for the rhythm of the place.” He kissed the top of her head.


  “Take Drake with you.”


  “I don’t want you to be alone.”


  “You believe Mendez will trace me to this place?” She failed to prevent the fear from taking hold.


  He rubbed a thumb over her cheek. “When it comes to you, I’m not taking any chances. I have enough guilt on my hands.”


  Before she could come up with a comeback, Kurt was out the door. “Well, that sucks.”


  Drake stood and helped clear the table. “He’ll be okay.”


  “Physically, maybe, but his need for revenge is consuming him.”


  “I can relate.”


  Drake wasn’t as bad. She placed the dishes in the dishwasher and washed the casserole dish. Her mind went to a happier place.


  “What do you two do for Christmas? Do you put up a tree and stuff?”


  His chuckle didn’t contain much happiness, and she wished he’d allow her to rectify that.


  “We don’t have time. Many of the men in the Pack have families, so Kurt and I have always volunteered to be on watch that day.”


  “What about this year?” She hoped they weren’t planning on leaving her alone.


  “We cancelled. The general understood.”


  “Don’t you two have families you need to visit?” She knew little about either of their backgrounds, other than that Drake’s mom was human and his dad, a werewolf.


  “Kurt mentioned his younger brother died of an overdose, which is one more reason to hate Mendez and what he stands for.”


  He didn’t have to add that his older brother was also no longer alive. “Are his parents still around?”


  “His dad died of a heart attack two years ago, but his mom is still among the living. In fact, she came to visit a while back. Her three sisters and their families all live in Utah, and she spends time with them during the holidays.”


  “I bet she’d like it if Kurt visited one Christmas.”


  “He’s not much of a ho-ho-ho guy.”


  She wiped down the counters, not sure how to respond. “And you?”


  “My folks live in Maine. I go up there for a week during the summer, and they come down here a few days in late fall. In fact, they were here about a month ago. How about you?”


  She almost felt like they were on a first date, except in their case, the sex came before the small talk.


  “I grew up in Denver, but because I could never get warm, yearned for the south. I met Liz at a national real estate symposium, and we hit it off right away. When she suggested I consider moving to Gulfside, I jumped at the chance. She introduced me to her boss, and I got a job at her company.”


  “Very cool. You don’t go home for Christmas either?” He cocked a brow.


  “I did the first few years, but then my sister got married and had twins. Now, my mom flies up to Oregon and spends time with them. I really can’t afford to go see them just yet.”


  “I have an idea.” He wrapped an arm around her waist. “How about finding a tree and decorating it? We can have our own Christmas here.”


  She squealed. “That’s the best suggestion I’ve heard in a while.” He wasn’t prepared to go out in public with her, so she figured he was talking about finding something around the property. “Are you planning on cutting down a pine tree?”


  He tapped her nose. “No, silly. Assuming we could even find one small enough, it wouldn’t be environmentally friendly to saw one down when there are so many Christmas tree lots around here. But, there are plenty of branches that have fallen.”


  “You want to decorate a branch?”


  “Why not?”


  Oh, boy. This was going to be a Christmas to remember.


  


  


  


  


  Chapter Thirteen


  Kurt hadn’t wanted to leave Chelsea and Drake, but not being on the hunt for Mendez ate away at him. He parked a few blocks down the road from the electronics factory across the street from Mendez’s plant.


  He gathered the tools of his trade. The binoculars were a given, but he picked up the sniper weapon in case he got lucky and Mendez happened to walk out the door. Kurt didn’t expect to learn anything other than some data points, such as when people entered and exited the property. That information he’d record on his tablet. If he got real lucky, one of the higher-ups or a possible client might stop by. Armed with sandwiches and drinks, he’d stay all night if need be.


  Finding the right vantage point would be difficult. He couldn’t climb the same fire escape Drake had, not without someone seeing him. The best he could do was hide behind a dumpster located across the street.


  Even if he gathered all the pertinent information, at the end of the night, he might not be any closer to killing Mendez than before. In fact, neither Mendez nor Couch might ever come near the factory. But he could hope.


  He settled in for the long wait. For the first few hours, three men left and three different workers arrived. Like before, the plant ostensibly closed at five. Once the lights in the plant extinguished, the sun began to set, and he pulled out his infrared goggles. Only two guards showed up, but no workers.


  While he waited for the action to resume, his mind drifted to Chelsea. She was an amazing woman. Her full breasts fit perfectly in the palm of his hands, and her precious clit was so sensitive.


  Stop it.


  He blinked and refocused on bringing Jeffrey’s killer to justice.


  #


  When Drake suggested they get a limb to decorate, she thought they’d comb the beach for some driftwood or something. He told her he’d been kidding, and was pleasantly surprised when he brought her to a craft store. While the place was small, a few small fake trees remained.


  He lifted one up that wasn’t more than three feet tall. “How about this one?”


  Instead of answering, she headed to a six-foot tree. “I know this is twice as expensive, but could we splurge on this one?”


  “Anything for you, darlin’.” He picked up a box of ornaments. “You want these, too?”


  She shook her head. “We should make the decorations.” Doing something together would be more romantic.


  He cocked a brow. “Come again?”


  “I’ll show you.” This was going to be fun. She gathered paper, glue, and scissors.


  “You planning on cutting the tree?”


  “No, silly. Didn’t you make decorations in elementary school?”


  “I don’t remember.”


  She looped an arm through his and guided him toward the checkout counter. “Could we stop at the store and get some popcorn?”


  “Sure.”


  “In that case, I need some thread and some needles.”


  “You’re the boss.”


  “I highly doubt that.” Her mind shot straight to the bedroom. The twinkle in his eye implied he’d meant for her to recall their wonderful interlude. “The tree might look a little tacky when we’re done, but it’s the thought that counts.”


  “I’m sure it will be the best tree we’ve ever had.”


  That’s because it would be the only tree they’d ever had. Her only regret was that she didn’t have any presents to give the men.


  “While we’re getting the popcorn, how about we pick up a few other things. We can get some apple cider and stuff to make cookies.”


  He tugged her close. “That’s a good idea.”


  The grocery store was in the same outdoor mall, so they walked over and picked up the items.


  “Will Kurt be home soon to help?”


  “Knowing him? No.”


  That stunk. As much as she liked the idea of having a cozy evening decorating the tree, not having Kurt there would put a damper on everything. She’d grown to care so much for the men that one without the other just didn’t do it. Her ultimate Christmas present would be making love to both at the same time.


  Once they’d found all of the items, they headed home. Drake carried in the tree and set it down, along with the stand. She put the groceries away and then cleared the dining room table to make the decorations.


  She spread out the paper. “Okay. Here’s what we’re going to do.” She showed him how to make a four-inch paper band garland. “Take the next one and loop it like this.”


  “Basically, we’re making a daisy chain.”


  “Yup.”


  For the next half hour, they cut and glued. The way they focused on their task, one would have thought they were making intricate nuclear weapons or something. Drake didn’t believe in measuring, but he had a great eye for size. If Kurt had been here, she and Drake would have created ninety percent of the garland to Kurt’s ten percent.


  Drake pushed back the chair. “Why don’t I pop the popcorn while you finish the loopy-de-loop?”


  Loopy-de-loop? Cute. “Works for me.”


  After he made the popcorn, they carefully strung it. They would have had a second strand, but they ate half.


  Drake held up the finished string. “It’s time we place this on the tree.”


  He’d set it up in the corner. They’d spent time shoving, bragging, and laughing, but in the end, the tree looked adorable. She was glad she let Drake talk her into buying a string of small white lights. When he plugged it in, they kissed to make it official.


  Drake grinned. “How about some wine and a movie?”


  She couldn’t remember the last time she’d relaxed and done nothing for an evening. “I’d love that.” It might help take her mind off what Kurt was doing.


  While Drake got the drinks, she surfed Netflix for something to watch. A romance probably wouldn’t sit well with him. “How about Wolverine?”


  His laugh carried from the kitchen. “That movie is ridiculous. How about one of the Transformers?”


  She’d watched the first one and liked it. “Sure.”


  By the time she’d cued it up, Drake returned with wine and a few kernels of leftover popcorn. “Can’t let this go to waste.”


  “Wouldn’t want that.”


  They cuddled next to each other like a married couple, and the domestic scene wasn’t lost on her. She swore she didn’t drink more than a glass or two of wine, but when she opened her eyes, he was carrying her into the bedroom—his bedroom. He pulled off her shoes and socks and discarded her jeans. He must have thought she’d rouse if he removed much more, because he left her shirt on. He slipped into bed and pulled her tight. The last thing she remembered was him tugging her close.


  When sunlight filled the room, she rolled over and patted the bed. Drake was gone. Even though they hadn’t made love, snuggling next to him capped off a wonderful evening. She got out of bed and shuffled into the kitchen.


  He grinned. “Morning, sunshine.”


  How come he was so cheerful? She stepped closer. “Wow. You’re making waffles.”


  “That okay?”


  “Yeah. Is Kurt up?” She rubbed the sleep from her eyes.


  “He never came home last night.”


  Her stomach soured. “Aren’t you worried? He could have been in a fight and been shot.”


  “He can handle himself.”


  She didn’t detect anything but sincerity. “That may be, but I’m betting if he spotted Mendez in the parking lot, he’d try to take him down.”


  “Could be.”


  Drake was being too cavalier. “Aren’t you going to call him?”


  He placed the waffles on a plate and brought them over to the table. “He texted me this morning. He’s still observing.”


  That would have been good information to know. “It’s Christmas Eve. Can’t he give up on Mendez for two days? The guy will still be an ass the day after Christmas.”


  He smiled. “Maybe you should get a job working for the general. We could use more people like you.”


  “That’ll be the day. The first thing I’d do would be to rein Kurt in.”


  He placed the syrup on the table. “Good luck with that.”


  She sat, and as soon as he poured her some coffee, she dug in. “These are fabulous.”


  “I’m glad you like them. So what do you want to do today?”


  Have sex, walk on the beach, and have more sex. “Maybe we could find a pay phone so I could call my parents.”


  “A pay phone? I’m not sure they exist anymore. How about using Skype?”


  “That’s too advanced for them.” She had to find some way to contact them. “I’m worried that my mom will freak if she doesn’t talk with me on Christmas. I may not be there in person, but we’ve always phoned.” She drew in her bottom lip.


  “How about if we get a disposable phone?”


  “Really?” Drake was so wonderful. “You rock.”


  Having that dilemma resolved, she allowed her mind to wander to Kurt. She didn’t like how he was driving himself so hard. She took the last bite of her waffle. Yum.


  “We should call your general.”


  He shoved a whole waffle in his mouth and his cheeks puffed. She could tell he was trying to make her laugh. “Whakdt outhel I dltl that?”


  He succeeded. “Swallow, then talk.”


  He finished chewing his meal. “Listen. Kurt is battling his own demons. Nothing we say or do will make him change his mind about going after Mendez.”


  If he loved me he would want to be with me. “You’re right.” Damn.


  #


  The dumpster stunk, but Kurt’s vantage point was too good to consider moving. He’d spotted Mendez going into the factory an hour ago, but he wasn’t able to do anything about it. The man had an entourage of men around him from the moment he exited the car. Hearts were tricky places to hit.


  Kurt nearly gave in to the urge to rush in and spray bullets around the office, but the chances of not being caught were too slim.


  He’d already gone through his stash of food. Leaving his prized spot to get more supplies wasn’t an option. Mendez might slip out and defeat the one chance he had of capturing the bastard.


  Perhaps Drake was able to glean some information from his bugs. He pulled out his cell. Keeping an eye on the entrance and Mendez’s car, he dialed Drake.


  When he answered, Chelsea’s laugh in the background made his cock ache.


  “Hey! What’s up?” Drake said. He sounded like they were having a lot of fun.


  He told him about spotting Mendez. “He might be in his office. Did you happen to pick up any chatter?” He suspected Drake might not have been monitoring the computer as closely as Kurt would have liked.


  “I’m in the kitchen now. I’ll check. Can I call you back?”


  “Sure.” He disconnected, hoping the reason for the delay wasn’t so they could finish making love.


  Don’t even go there.


  Kurt had used his phone to take a movie of Mendez going into the building, but he doubted anyone without a magnifying glass would be able to tell the man’s identity.


  He sat up. The door to the warehouse opened, and Mendez and his group exited. Kurt took aim, but he didn’t have a clean shot at the man’s heart. Damn. Why couldn’t the man be human? A shot to the head would have done the trick.


  He slumped back. An instant death would be too good for the man responsible for so many teenage deaths—including his brother’s, not to mention Jeffrey’s.


  Once the car pulled away, Kurt’s cell vibrated. “Mendez is gone,” he said without waiting for Drake to tell him that piece of news.


  “Yeah. He didn’t make any calls, but I heard him say there was a shipment going out of the port next week. He’ll be meeting with Statler and Reinhold tomorrow.”


  Those two men were as important as Harvey Couch in the organization. “Did he say where?”


  “No.”


  He leaned back against the wall. “Thanks.” Kurt disconnected.


  He made a note in his tablet about the time Mendez arrived, the port information, and the meeting date. Since tomorrow was Christmas, he figured there wouldn’t be much activity unless the meeting was held here.


  It was going to be a long night and an even longer day. Perhaps tomorrow morning, he’d call home to hear his mom’s voice. With Jeffrey’s death, she’d be extra sad, even though her sisters would be there to help with the pain.


  #


  “Wake up, sleepy head. It’s Christmas!”


  Drake gently shook Chelsea’s shoulder. After making love with him last night, she’d been so tired, she’d slept like the dead. As wonderful as the experience had been with him, something had been missing—Kurt. Not that she’d ever made love with two men at the same time, but she could only imagine how fantastic it would be with Drake and Kurt.


  “I’m awake.” But only a little.


  She sat up and rubbed her eyes. Drake pulled her T-shirt off, bent over, and licked her nipples.


  “Hey, they’re tender.”


  He laughed. “Come on, then. I made you breakfast.” He tossed her T-shirt back at her and strode out.


  As soon as she smelled the coffee, she dressed in a hurry. They decided they’d make the cookies they forgotten to make yesterday to give them something to do. No doubt, she’d be glancing at the clock every hour, wondering if she’d ever see Kurt again.


  Drake kept the tree plugged in. It had to have been one of the nicest ones she’d ever had.


  When she reached the kitchen, Drake had made berry-filled crepes and filled two steaming cups of coffee. “These look amazing.” What couldn’t the man make?


  “They don’t call me Chef Drake for nothing.”


  She laughed, but worry quickly doused it. “What if Kurt isn’t ever able to get Mendez? He can’t sit outside forever.”


  “I imagine the general and his men will figure out where they are and take over.”


  “You’re still not going to tell them?”


  He sipped his coffee. “Closure means a lot to Kurt.”


  “Being obsessed can kill a person’s spirit.”


  He reached across the table and rubbed her hand. “I’ll speak with him if nothing happens by next week.”


  She groaned. “A whole week? You do realize I need to get back to work. If I don’t show my homes, I’ll lose my customers and my job.”


  He picked up the hand he’d just rubbed. “You could always move in with us and live a life of luxury.”


  She didn’t believe he was serious, but she addressed his comment anyway. “I appreciate the offer, but I wouldn’t be happy doing nothing. Life is about achieving and liking yourself.”


  “Point taken.”


  They finished their breakfast in silence. She studied Drake. She couldn’t tell if he was worried about his friend. Or was he resigned to the fact that Kurt was Kurt, and he needed to follow his own path?


  After they cleaned the dishes, Drake pulled out the cookie ingredients. “How about we make the cookies, then go for a walk on the beach?”


  “That sounds wonderful.”


  “Do you mind mixing the dry ingredients while I do the butter, eggs, and vanilla?”


  She looked at him. “When did you become so organized?”


  He grinned. “Maybe I’m pretending Kurt is here.”


  Wow. So he was hurting, too.


  She’d only gotten around to measuring the flour when the front door clicked open. Her pulse soared.


  


  


  


  Chapter Fourteen


  Chelsea rushed into the living room. Kurt walked in looking exhausted. Right then, all she cared about was that he was back.


  “You’re safe.” She threw her arms around his neck.


  “Yes, but very ripe. Let me take a shower.” He tapped her nose. “Alone. I have other plans for later.” He winked.


  The old Kurt was back! “Okay, but hurry.” She figured he would have told her if Mendez was dead. Just in case he wanted to surprise her, she had to ask. “Is my nemesis still walking the earth?”


  “For now.”


  Damn. Drake stepped into the living room. The men looked at each other but neither spoke. That stupid telepathy stuff rankled her sometimes.


  Kurt kissed her forehead and trudged down the hallway. With renewed energy, she headed to the kitchen. If Kurt joined them in making the cookies, it would be so much more meaningful. Drake followed her.


  “What did Kurt say to you?”


  “He wants to tell you himself.”


  She waved her hands over her face. “Why do you guys always keep me in the dark?”


  Drake moved to within a few inches of her. He lifted her chin. “It makes your senses more acute.”


  She rolled her eyes. “I’m not talking about sex.”


  “I am.” He kissed her thoroughly, and all thoughts of not knowing what Kurt said left her mind. Drake leaned back. “I want to blindfold you and hold you hostage while my cock explores your beautiful body.”


  Her pussy dampened at the mere mention of being rendered helpless. This time, she wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of reacting to his blatant overture. “Should we finish making the cookies or wait for Kurt?”


  “He won’t mind if we continue.”


  Was he talking about more kisses or stirring the cookie dough? She snatched the bowl Drake had been using and began to pound the butter and eggs. Once she’d mixed them the best she could, she dumped the dry ingredients into the egg mixture.


  Once done, she dipped a finger into the mix and took a bite. “Perfect.”


  Drake tried it, too. “I agree. Let Kurt put in the chips.” He gave her another kiss.


  This time their tongues entwined, and they explored each other with slow, even strokes. He tasted sugary sweet.


  She leaned back for air and circled her finger on his chest. “I wonder if Kurt will be interested in having a little bit of Christmas cheer later on?”


  “He might be hungry. He’s been away for a while.”


  She could take that either way, but she liked the idea of one of them eating her. “Maybe he’d like it if I got naked and wrapped a big bow around my chest.”


  “Did I hear someone mention a naked chest?” Kurt came up behind her and kissed her shoulder.


  He smelled like fresh mint soap. She twisted. Kurt wore only jeans. No shirt and no shoes. Wow. “That had to be to be the fastest shower on record.”


  “I didn’t want to keep you waiting.” He gave her a chaste kiss then grabbed her hand. “I know you both are curious about what happened. Let’s sit in the living room, and I’ll tell you about my revelation.”


  The word revelation reverberated in her mind. She had no idea what that was about. She glanced back at the dough, but decided it would keep.


  Kurt sat on the chair and motioned for Drake and Chelsea to sit across from him on the sofa. “Sitting next to a stinky dumpster for a few days gave me time to contemplate a lot of things.”


  She imagined it would. For one, he should have considered moving. “Like what?”


  “For starters, the longer I hid, the more my hatred of the man boiled to the surface. I kept raising the gun and taking aim at the door, imagining the moment when I would kill the son of a bitch.”


  “I thought he showed up?” Maybe she’d heard wrong.


  “He came, all right, but his bodyguards stayed too close to him. I couldn’t get a clean shot to his heart.”


  “So you gave up?” She figured he would have remained vigilant until he succeeded.


  Kurt leaned back and smiled. “No. I came to my senses. When Drake told me Mendez was going to meet with two other men to execute this drug deal, I realized that even if I killed Mendez, another would take his place.”


  No one was indispensable—job-wise at least. “So what does this mean?”


  “I was hungry and getting tired of smelling rotten food. All the while, I kept picturing you and Drake having fun, making love, and snuggling at night. I’d become so focused on my goal that I didn’t realize the best goal of all was right in front of me.”


  She thought she knew what he was saying, but she needed to be sure. “Does that mean you’re not going after Mendez?”


  “It means I’ve turned the information over to the general, and he’ll be dealing with it. You and this relationship are more important to me than taking down one man. If the general is in charge, maybe he’ll be able to destroy the entire drug cartel, whereas I would have killed only one man.”


  She prayed he was as happy with the decision as she was. She jumped up. “I’d say that’s the best Christmas present I’ve ever gotten.”


  Kurt stood, too. “I can think of a better present.”


  She crossed her arms over her chest. “And what would that be?”


  He scratched his chin and glanced over at Drake, who got up and rushed down the hallway. “You’ll see.”


  “What did you say to him?”


  “That’s between me and Drake.” He stood and held out his hand. “Now that I don’t have to worry about that evil man, how about you show me some of your loving ways?”


  To mimic him, she scratched her chin. “Hmm. I’m not sure what you’re talking about.”


  He was on her in a flash. Kurt picked her up and carried her down the hall. “You will suffer for sassing me.”


  She dropped her head back and laughed. “Oh, yeah? Remember, I love pain when it is administered with a loving hand.”


  “I got a lot of loving and a lot of hand.”


  Here was the other man she’d grown to love.


  Love?


  Yes, she loved these men, now that they had their priorities straight. She hoped today would be the day when they both would claim her as theirs.


  She expected him to go into his room, but he didn’t. When he passed not only hers but Drake’s also, her curiosity got the best of her. “Where are we going?”


  “You seem to have forgotten all of the rules. For starters, do not question what either Drake or I ask you to do. You remember your safe word, don’t you?”


  “Yes.” She’d never forget Mendez. She wished he wouldn’t keep asking her that question, though. It implied she might need it.


  Kurt must have telepathed something to Drake, because a door at the end of the hallway, which she thought was a laundry room, opened.


  “Right this way.”


  She’d assumed the door on the side was a closet. When Kurt carried her through it, she was speechless. “Holy moly.”


  Kurt set her down. “Welcome to our playroom.”


  Her friend Liz had told her about Trax and Dante’s playroom, but this blew her away. A shiver of fear mixed with excitement shimmied up her spine. “I’m overwhelmed.”


  Kurt wrapped his arms around her waist. “Good overwhelmed or bad overwhelmed?”


  She had to think about that. She twisted in his arms. “I love making love with you and Drake, and I’ve really wanted to try being with both of you at the same time, but I’m out of my comfort zone right now.”


  “Do you trust us?”


  “Completely.”


  He grinned and nodded toward Drake. “Then trust us to make this the most amazing experience of your life.”


  She swallowed. “Okay.”


  “Do you remember the most important rule?”


  Her mind whirred. “Not to come until you tell me?”


  “You are a good girl.”


  Drake waved a blindfold in front of her. “I remember you told me when you close your eyes, your senses are heightened. We want to help you reach that higher place.”


  He slipped the blindfold over her eyes, and immediately, her body tensed. She hadn’t finished looking around to see what other toys they had in store for her. She’d spotted a large mattress in the corner, along with a lot of gear on shelves, but she hadn’t studied the rest of the room.


  Drake stood behind her and Kurt was in front. Drake seemed to be in charge of undressing the top half of her body and Kurt the bottom.


  “Step out of your pants,” Kurt commanded.


  At least she wasn’t wearing shoes, so slipping off her pants was easy.


  Kurt ran a finger under the waistband of her panties. “You are incredible. You may never understand how much knowing you were back at the house helped keep up my spirits.”


  He wouldn’t expect a response.


  He moved closer and ran a tongue along the top of her red bra. Goose bumps formed. When he dipped his thumbs under the band and touched her nipples, shimmers of delight streaked all over her body and a groan escaped.


  With Kurt at her breasts, Drake lowered her panties and let them rest on her hips. He slipped a palm over her ass then dipped a few fingers between her legs. He ran right into a pool of her slick juices.


  “Hey, Kurt. Our lady’s sopping wet. She must like what you’re doing.”


  “I hope she has a lot of control, because it will be hours before I give her my cock.”


  That was not fair. At the same time, Kurt probably wasn’t capable of lasting even an hour with all he’d been through. When Drake slipped a finger into her pussy, she bent her knees to get more.


  “Chelsea. Remember, no moving. Kurt, we need to restrain her.”


  “Good idea.”


  One of the men picked her up. Given he had on a shirt, it was Drake. He walked her a few feet and set her down. Then he turned her around until her back bumped into a wall. What sounded like chains rattled, but she couldn’t figure out where they came from.


  “We need to get rid of that bra.” In a flash, Drake unhooked her and slid the straps down her arms.


  “I’ll finish the panties,” Kurt said.


  She expected him just to remove them. Instead, his tongue nibbled on her pussy. Oh, my God. Tremors claimed her and contractions sped down her body. And that was after one lick. She was doomed. Her poor ass would never be the same again.


  Once she was naked, each man took hold of an arm and buckled a strap to her wrist. She tugged and found they’d given her a lot of movement so she didn’t feel imprisoned.


  “You okay, honey?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  What she didn’t foresee was them widening her legs and attaching another set of straps to her ankles. Once more, when she tugged, she had room to maneuver. The purpose of the restraints eluded her. By holding still, however, her pussy was wide open and ready for whatever they wanted to impale her with.


  Her own juices dripped down her legs as her stomach tightened.


  “Drake, have you ever seen anything more perfect?” Kurt lightly pinched her nipple.


  “No.” Drake twisted the other tip a little harder and she groaned.


  “Get the clamps. Our woman will really like what they do to her nipples.”


  Her mind raced, wondering what kind of clamps he was talking about. Paper ripped and her pulse sped. If Kurt believed she’d like this, she was game. He lifted her breast and licked her nipple. It immediately puckered. His touch lit a fire deep within her. When something cold and hard pressed on her nipple, she stiffened, and clamped her mouth shut to keep from yelling. The pain ramped up for a few seconds before it calmed.


  “Let’s test her,” Drake said.


  Test me?


  He reached between her legs and dipped a finger in her pussy. When he wiggled it around, her mind jumped from the ache in her breast to what he was doing and found it stoked the desire even more. No one could withstand this stimulation for long without climaxing.


  “She’s dry. Attach one to the other side.”


  Juices dripped down her legs. Just a minute ago, he’d claimed she was wet. Kurt placed the second clamp on her nipple and the same ache resulted.


  “How do they feel, honey?”


  “Tight.”


  “As they should. Wait until we take them off, then lick and pluck your nipples. You’ll jump out of your skin.”


  She wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or not.


  Kurt clasped his hands on her shoulders. “Step forward a few feet.”


  She was surprised the chains went that far. The only problem was, when she moved her legs, she used up the slack.


  Chair legs scraping on the floor drew near.


  “It’s just a weight bench.” Kurt rubbed her arm. “Drake is going to lie on his back and drink up your honey. I’m going to move behind you and make sure your tits and ass are being well taken care of.”


  If both men touched her at the same time, she’d burst.


  Drake wrapped his arms on the outside of her thighs. “Boy, do I like this view.” He tugged on her hips, forcing her to bend her knees.


  From the angle he was touching her, his legs were stretched out in front of her. When his tongue lashed out at her pussy, she moaned loudly. The angle of his attack was something she’d never experienced. His palms cupped her ass cheeks, allowing her to rest on his hands somewhat. When he sucked on her clit, stars exploded behind her lids. She wished she could watch him lick her. The visual would be truly orgasmic.


  As he set the lower part of her body on high alert, Kurt tugged on her nipple clamps and her world spun. She yanked on her arm restraints, and because they’d given her slack, she nearly toppled forward.


  “Easy, honey.” Kurt stopped her from tumbling by catching her around the waist and holding her tight. “Go ahead and lean forward. I won’t let you fall.”


  She did as he asked and found the cuffs slipped up to her palms, allowing her to rest while leaning, almost as if she was palming a wall.


  “Spread your legs a little wider, darlin’, so I have better access to your sweet pussy.”


  She groaned at his erotic words. The lean opened her a little wider. Instantly, she got her reward. His tongue made wide sweeps. Then he punched three fingers into her hole and curled them until he hit her G-spot. Chaos spread across her body.


  “It’s too much, Master.”


  That plea seemed to ignite him even more. She milked his fingers over and over again. Kurt slapped her ass, then reached around front and tugged on the chain connecting her nipples. The pain cut her near-climax short. Drake stopped his assault.


  The legs on the bench scraped and soon, neither man touched her. Had her comment upset them?


  “What do you think, Drake?”


  He was speaking out loud for her benefit.


  “Undo these nipple clamps.” That came from Drake.


  When he took them off, blood rushed to the ends and almost choked her, but the throbbing soon subsided.


  “You know, she almost came without our permission. What’s going to happen when we both impale her?” Kurt said.


  “You’re right. We need to take her mind off sex.”


  What were they talking about? This was all about sex—with both of them at the same time. She was about to break the silence rule and comment when something hard hit her ass. She jerked.


  “Darlin’, none of that.” Drake stood in front of her, clasped her shoulders, and lowered them. That presented her ass to Kurt.


  “I don’t want to hurt you, honey, but I need your ass relaxed so I can be sure you can take my cock.”


  She wanted that, too, but using his hand to spank her was one thing. That hard paddle thing was another. The next blow made her eyes tear. He rubbed her rear, almost as if he could see the welts form. The safe word was close on her lips when the pain morphed into amazing lust and streaks of carnal bliss shot straight to her pussy. Spasms rolled down her belly. Now she understood why he’d spanked her so hard.


  One of the men undid her leg shackles, and when she brought her thighs together, weariness crawled up her legs.


  “Oh, look. Someone’s nipples need to be sucked.” Drake straightened her shoulders.


  He ran a thumb over the hardened peak, and even that light touch had her sensitive nubs straining with need. When his mouth captured the tip, sharp electric spikes rippled across the swollen nipple. Her back arched and Kurt’s finger slipped in between her thighs.


  “Yes, yes, yes. Please, Masters.”


  “Chelsea wants some cock.”


  She nodded. If she begged anymore, they might not grant her wish.


  Drake clasped his hands on her shoulders. “Here’s what we’re going to do. I’m going to lie back down on the bench, and I want you to ride me. Then, if you can keep from having an orgasm, Kurt’s going to fuck your pretty ass.”


  Those words were so glorious, all she could do was nod.


  


  


  


  Chapter Fifteen


  Drake tapped Chelsea’s thigh. “Open your legs so I can get the bench underneath you.”


  She did as he asked, and Drake’s cock poked her entrance. Just as she was about to dip her legs, he held her hips.


  “Here’s the thing, darlin’. I’m the one who’s going to move. Not you.”


  His dominant tone excited her. With one hand, he reached up and tugged on her nipple, and shards of joy raced between her thighs. Waiting to be impaled, her pussy vibrated. He pulled down on her hips as he rose up. The hard thrust filled her in one fell swoop. Her mouth opened and she gulped in air. Not meaning to, she milked his cock.


  “Easy, darlin’.”


  “Hold her still, Drake, while I get her ass ready. My cock is about to burst.” Her cheeks seemed to clench on their own in anticipation. Kurt patted her rear. “None of that. Obey, slave.”


  She wanted to be good, but with what they were doing to her body, it was so hard. “I’ll try.”


  A citrusy scent filled the air, and cold goo landed on her back hole. “Bend over and hold onto Drake’s shoulders.”


  That was easy for a sighted person to ask. Fortunately, Drake must have sensed her dilemma and guided her hands downward. The chains pulled from the wall and seemed to have more give this time, enabling her to rest her palms on his shoulders.


  Kurt rubbed her back hole and then punched in his finger up to his knuckle. This time, the sensation wasn’t foreign. In fact, after wearing the plug for a night, she could accommodate more.


  After he circled her tight muscle a few times, he added a second finger. It wasn’t until he opened and closed them that her nerves awakened. When he removed his hand, she could smell more lube.


  “Are you ready to be taken to another place, honey?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  “You are such a good little sub. Drake and I are going to reward you with the finest climax you’ve ever had.”


  She prayed she wouldn’t topple before they gave her permission.


  Kurt leaned over her back and reached around to cup both her breasts in one hand. His cock edged open her muscled ring. From the size, she wasn’t sure he would fit. For one, Drake had already taken up most of her insides.


  “Relax, honey.”


  She exhaled, and the head of his cock popped past the ring. The slight pinch disappeared quickly. He must have known the first time would be hard, because he seesawed in and out, his movements small.


  By the time he was halfway down her dark channel, she knew he’d never fit. Drake dropped his hips and almost completely pulled out, giving Kurt the chance to plunge in. He lowered his hands from her tits to her hips and guided his cock all the way to the end. He was way bigger than that plug. Her breath came out in little whooshes as her body adjusted to his size.


  “You okay, honey?”


  “Yes.” I think. Overwhelmed didn’t come close to describing what she felt. She was on the edge of something monumental.


  “Relax and let us love you.”


  She wanted that.


  When Kurt withdrew, Drake slid into her. It was as if they knew having both cocks in her at the same time would be too much. They alternated time and again, with neither one moving quickly or with much force. As her body got used to them, the pressure eased and the heat built.


  Kurt’s fingers tightened on her hips and when Drake rubbed her clit, she groaned so loud she thought they might protest. That must have been the signal they were waiting for because their speed increased. Still, she was basically only getting one cock at a time.


  “Faster, please.”


  She held her breath. Then the miracle occurred. They drove in and out until they became slightly out of sync. One would barely retreat before the other fully advanced. As if a switch was pulled, they purred and growled and thrust into her at the same time.


  She lifted her head and let out a feral yell. Kurt pinched her nipples as Drake rubbed her sensitive nub. Her body couldn’t take it any longer. Holding back was no longer an option as waves of ecstasy slammed into her. Her gurgled cry sounded strange even to her ears.


  “Come for us, darlin’.”


  Both men pistoned into her at the same time, and she came apart. It was like she’d been tossed into a volcano and the lava had swallowed her up. Her mind swam as she floated above a sea of carnal lust so strong, she almost couldn’t hear their growls or her own screams.


  Drake pulled her down and sunk his fangs into her neck at the same time Kurt did. Her orgasm took over, and both cocks exploded. She’d never been stretched and filled so much in her life, but the total bliss and connection she felt at this moment could never be matched.


  She wasn’t sure when they withdrew their fangs or when Kurt pulled out, but suddenly, one of them removed the blindfold and undid the straps on her wrists. Only then did Drake lift her off his cock. Everything throbbed, but she’d never been happier.


  Kurt swooped her up and brought her to the mattress on the bed. “Rest for a minute while I get something to clean you.” His grin spread wide.


  He returned with a warm towel and swiped her clean. Both men crawled next to her and drew her near. This time, she faced Kurt with Drake behind.


  Kurt threaded his fingers through her hair and kissed her with such tenderness, her body melted. “Merry Christmas, honey.”


  “Merry Christmas.”


  Drake ran a hand under her arm and palmed her tit. There was no pinching this time, only gentle rubbing. “I’m thinking we need to have a New Year’s Eve party to celebrate our good luck. What do you say, Kurt?”


  Kurt ran the pad of his thumb over her lips. “Are you up for a little get-together with our friends?”


  As much as she loved being with her men, she missed seeing Liz and her other friends. “I’d love it, but would people come out here?”


  “We’d have it at our place in Gulfside. It’s secure.”


  She’d never seen their place and couldn’t wait. “I’d love that.”


  #


  New Year’s Eve.


  Chelsea rushed around Kurt and Drake’s home, or should she say their warehouse, helping with the preparations. Their home was the entire second floor above a sheet metal factory. It kind of reminded her of Trax and Dante’s place, except instead of the modern look, they’d decorated the place in casual chic. The living room contained wicker furniture and paintings by local artists. No one would have qualms about putting their feet on the beat-up tables. A dining room table made of metal, which the owner of the property had made for him, was really cool.


  The one thing Drake had insisted on was having an upscale kitchen. Since the warehouse was basically one big room, the open concept made this perfect for a party.


  “Just leave the snacks and stuff on the island,” Drake said.


  There were two islands. Six stools snuggled under one giant metal slab, and the other contained a sink and preparation area. Drake was at the sink mixing some drinks.


  “Did I tell you how hot you look?” Drake winked.


  Only about a hundred times. “I thought you were a show me type of guy.”


  He laughed. “You are good for my soul, woman.”


  Kurt came out of his bedroom. He was freshly shaven, and his jeans were full of holes, but none in quite the right spots to show much. Ever since his decision to let the Pack take over removing Mendez from society, he’d been letting go a lot more. He was happier, that was for sure.


  Drake came around the island. “Chelsea wants us to show her how hot we think she is.”


  She held up her hands. “Not now. The guests will be here momentarily.”


  “But they’re not here, yet.” Drake wrapped his arms around her and kissed her with such urgency, she had to taste him.


  He tasted like the strawberry concoction he’d been blending.


  “Let me have some loving.” Kurt stepped behind her, slipped one hand between her legs, and cupped her pussy.


  That one touch had her clit throbbing. She pushed out of their grasp. “I can’t start or I’ll be horny all night long.”


  Kurt’s cheeks dimpled. “That’s the point, honey.”


  The doorbell rang, saving her from any more frustration. “See? We were right not to begin.”


  Drake headed over to the door and pressed a button. “It’s Liz, Trax, and Dante.”


  She loved having security cameras over the doorway. The trio took the elevator upstairs. They entered carrying two six-packs of beer and a tray of hors d’oeuvres. Even with the fifty guests, there would be leftover food.


  “Let me take that tray.” Chelsea slid the food from Liz’s hand.


  They’d caught up a few days ago, but there was still tension around Liz’s eyes. With Harvey Couch at large, Liz had yet to relax. They’d jokingly commented that perhaps they should move out of state, but neither was willing to leave their lovers behind.


  Chelsea gave Liz the once over. “You look awesome.”


  “So do you. Hot pink suits you.”


  Chelsea tugged down her V-neck blouse to show off more of her attributes. “The men seemed pleased.”


  “So, how’s that going?”


  “Awesome, but I really want to get back to showing homes. I know I complain a lot about the people and how much they whine about how they don’t like this and they don’t like that, but it made me realize I’m a people person.”


  “I hear ya. I’m in the same boat.”


  They walked over to the island. “How about a strawberry daiquiri? Drake makes a mean one.”


  “You so had me at daiquiri.”


  Chelsea grabbed two plastic glasses and filled them to the brim. She held up her glass. “To sexy werewolves!”


  “Who would have thought that nearly getting run over would lead to the best time of my life?” Liz said.


  “I can say the same. As sad as it is, if Mendez hadn’t killed Jeffrey, I wouldn’t be here today.”


  They touched glasses. “To ropes, blindfolds, and spankings.”


  They laughed and drank. More people came in, most of whom she didn’t know. It seemed as if the only women who came were those with a man or men. She had suggested inviting a few of her other friends, but both Kurt and Drake said if any of the men got drunk and mentioned the topic of werewolves, it wouldn’t be good. She’d agreed.


  Drake came over. “How are the drinks, ladies?”


  Chelsea wove a possessive arm through his. “Wonderful.” She nodded to the newcomers. “Is everyone here a shifter?”


  “Except for the women.”


  “Good, then I don’t have to worry about sharing any stories about my men.” She winked.


  He bared his teeth and gave her a mock growl. The kiss that followed was swift and delicious. “Behave.” He wagged a finger at her.


  As he walked away, she spotted Clay, Dirk, Kurt, and someone else huddled in the corner with their heads dipped low. She nodded to the secret little group. “I wonder what they’re talking about.”


  “I have no idea, but it looks serious.”


  Kurt stepped away from his group to answer his cell. He pressed a hand over his other ear. As he listened, he edged toward his bedroom and went in. She couldn’t blame him. The noise was rather loud. She figured it was probably his parents wishing him a happy new year.


  Kurt returned about two minutes later. The cell phone was still in his hand, and his brows were raised. He was shaking his head slightly.


  He tapped the wall. “Can I get everyone’s attention?”


  That quieted the crowd in a hurry. “The general just called.” He lifted his phone as if to prove his claim. “I have to say I am at a loss for words. I was just informed that Harvey Couch was killed a few hours ago, and Mendez is in solitary confinement. He’ll have a guard watching him twenty-four seven for the rest of his life.”


  Liz’s mouth opened, then turned into a smile. Both of her men raced over, lifted her up, and hugged her.


  Chelsea couldn’t be happier, either, not only for her best friend, but also for Kurt and what that would mean to him. She expected him to cheer and down his drink, but he stood there as if in a daze. She left the happy trio and rushed over to him. Drake headed over, too.


  Kurt turned to her, and she ran a hand down his arm.


  “I can’t believe it’s over. Jeffrey can rest in peace,” Kurt said.


  Chelsea didn’t understand the frown lines. “You don’t seem all that excited.”


  “I am. It’s taking me a minute to process.” He pulled her near. “I’m glad for Jeffrey’s sake, but Mendez was a small fish. I wouldn’t be surprised if someone has already been appointed to replace him.”


  “At least it won’t be Couch. That bastard is dead.”


  He lifted her chin and pressed his lips together. “True, and that may be wonderful for Liz, but Harvey Couch was just one of the influential men who controlled things.”


  Her shoulders slumped. “Well, that sucks.”


  “Hey, if all of the evil disappeared, what would Drake and I do for a living?” He tapped her nose.


  “You’d find something noble to occupy your time.”


  Drake placed a hand on her back. “For now, let’s celebrate. It’ll take time for everyone to regroup.”


  “Apparently not,” Kurt said. “I just spoke with Clay and Dirk. They have a new assignment.”


  She wasn’t sure if she should be privy to the inner workings of the Pack, but the men didn’t seem to worry about her overhearing.


  Kurt looked down at her. “It involves Elena Sanchez.”


  “Isn’t that Couch’s former secretary—the one Liz gave money to?”


  “Yes. They found her.”


  “Liz will be so relieved. Where is she?”


  “According to our sources, she’s in a warehouse, about to be sold to the highest bidder.”


  Chelsea’s knees weakened, and she wondered if the horror would ever end.
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  Chapter One


  “Can anyone hear me?” Elena Sanchez’s voice cracked. She dropped her head against the rusty cage and her stomach lurched. “Help me. Please.” As she rattled the metal bars of her five-foot-by-five-foot cage, her sweaty palms slipped.


  Her voice echoed off the cavernous walls of the warehouse, sounding as empty as the hope in her heart. Had it not been for two small windows at the top of the tall building, she’d have been in total darkness. The stench of mold found its way into her nostrils, making her sick and weak. She sneezed and then groaned, “Why me?”


  She sank back, lifted the cross from her neck, and kissed the head of Jesus. “Please, God. Tell me what to do.” She would have cried, but the tears had dried up two weeks ago when those bastards kidnapped her.


  Every day she yelled until her throat grew dry and her voice disappeared, but no one ever answered. Never had she been so alone. Hungry, sweaty, and filthy, despair was her constant companion, but she refused to give up hope. There had to be a way out.


  Even after hours of self-reflection, nothing made sense. Why were they keeping her alive? What did they plan to do with her? She was glad they hadn’t killed her, but making her suffer by keeping her crammed in the cage defied logic.


  Had the stranger who’d approached her after work been responsible for her capture? The pretty girl had seemed rather desperate herself. She’d come out of nowhere and stopped Elena less than a block from her office. She said if Elena was willing to quit her job that day, the woman would give her five thousand dollars. Her mind couldn’t even comprehend such an amount of money. On her secretary’s salary, it would have taken her forever to save that much.


  She jumped at the offer. Working for Couch had been a nightmare. Twice he’d groped her in his office and even insisted she stay late several times without compensating her for her overtime. She’d already decided at the first of the year she’d look for another job. The woman’s offer appeared to be an early Christmas present.


  Even at the time, it seemed too good to be true, but did she listen to her conscience? No. And, that was the problem. Greed was the root of all evil—a sin. Now, she understood why she should have turned down the stranger’s offer even if that kind of money would have helped her mother’s family in Costa Rica. Her grandmother was ill. Since her mother met her father after high school, her parents had lived in Gulfside. Last year, her parents had given up their jobs and moved to Costa Rica to take care of Abuela.


  Elena gave up questioning why, because there never were answers.


  Her thin pillow was crammed in the corner, and she lay back down, waiting for the sullen guard to come. He never said a word and didn’t seem to understand English. He fed her three times a day and let her use the bathroom.


  Her captors had already confiscated her money and her suitcase on the day they’d taken her. They hadn’t violated her. Yet. She wasn’t naïve enough to think they wouldn’t.


  Her stomach grumbled. She lowered her head to her pillow as sleep won over the hunger pangs. She was about to doze when the metal garage door leading to her prison squeaked opened. She bolted upright. No one had used that door before.


  Sunlight streamed in. She squinted to stop the light from piercing her eyes, desperately trying to focus on what was outside. Cars passed by, but she didn’t recognize her location. She was tempted to scream, but the sight of two burly men with guns affixed to their shoulder holsters made her throat close up.


  Heart pounding, she believed this was the day they’d rip her from her cage and kill her. Her stomach tumbled and her muscles shook. The cool outside air made her skin prickle, but the scent was sweet and salty like maybe she wasn’t far from the Gulf.


  “Put those two next to the other bitch.” The command came from a skinny dude with the nasty goatee.


  As he got closer, her breaths quickened. She recognized those tattoos on his arm. He was the one who’d taken her. God have mercy. She hadn’t seen his face during the abduction, but when he’d stuck the needle in her arm that day at the airport, she’d spotted the unforgettable snake and devil design on the back of his hand.


  She shifted her gaze away from him and, only then, spotted women inside each of the two cages. One had dark hair like hers, and a second was a dirty blonde. Both girls looked close to her age. Though at twenty-three, she hardly considered herself a girl anymore.


  Neither moved and Elena suspected they’d been drugged, too.


  The skinny dude came up to her cage and kicked it. “I’ll be back. A good soak in the tub and I bet you’ll be ripe for the plucking.” He spit and walked out.


  Bile tinged her throat, and she covered her mouth to keep the vomit from erupting. She made the sign of the cross and prayed for a miracle. She was going to die. Now there’d be no man in her life or little ones running around. Tears finally spilled from her eyes, and she wiped them away.


  Elena dipped her head. There was only one thing left to do. “Our Father who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name.”


  When the big door closed, and they were once more shrouded in semi-darkness, she kept watch, not only for the men to return but also for the women to awaken. With the addition of these new girls, it probably wouldn’t be long before they eliminated her.


  A sob escaped. Her mom’s birthday was in a month and she really wanted to be there with her. Now that wouldn’t happen and her heart trembled. A mother should never outlive her child.


  One of the girls moaned and Elena faced her. She rapped her knuckles on her cage bars. “Hello? Can you hear me?” After dragging the pillow to the end of the cage, she knelt on it waiting for the first one to rouse. When Elena had first arrived, the drug they’d given her took a long time to wear off.


  The blonde pushed up on her elbows then dropped back down. A trickle of hope surfaced. Three could think better than one.


  “Hey. Open your eyes. It’s okay.” Not really, but any reassurance would help them cope once they found out what happened.


  She needed to speak with them before the guard returned to tell them resistance was futile.


  After prodding the new women for several minutes, the blonde opened her eyes and looked around.


  She licked her lips. “Holy fuck. Where am I?” She grabbed the bars and rattled them. “Hey!”


  Her anger at the injustice must have struck home.


  “No one can hear you,” Elena said with an eerie calm.


  The girl faced her. “Whoa. You look like shit. What the fuck’s going on?”


  The girl swore too much, but given the situation, Elena understood people weren’t always at their best under these circumstances.


  “Do you remember how you got here?” Perhaps all three of them had been abducted the same way.


  “Fuck, yeah.” She brushed the hair from her face. “I was leaving the club out the back door like I do every night when this dude stumbles toward me moaning and holding his stomach. I’m thinking maybe he’s been shot or something, so I go to help him. That was when he straightens and freaking sticks a needle right here.” She rubbed the back of her arm. “Doesn’t pay to be helpful.”


  The girl’s experience kind of matched hers. Her mind spun at what that might mean. “Then you woke up here, right?”


  “You’re a real genius.”


  Why was the girl being nasty? Didn’t she understand their situation was quite dire? They’d be better off working as a team. “I’m Elena Sanchez.”


  The blonde studied her. Given she was wearing a too short skirt and a top that barely covered her breasts, she might have been an exotic dancer or worse, a hooker. “Barbie Lassiter.” She leaned against the bars. “I could use another round of whatever they gave me.”


  “You want drugs?”


  “Girlie, there is nothing better than a little coke. You should try it some time.” Barbie rubbed the inside of her arm. “So, you want to tell me how the hell you got here? You homeless or something?”


  “No. I was at the airport about to get on a plane to surprise my parents when a man who I thought was a security agent asked me to come with him. The same man who delivered you here stuck me with a needle. I’ve been here two weeks.”


  “No shit. That sucks.”


  At least the blonde was capable of some sympathy.


  The brunette rolled over, draped an arm over her face, and coughed. She then pushed up on her hands and looked around, her hair in total disarray. She spotted Barbie. “Who are you?”


  “Well, ain’t this a regular circus. I’m stuck here with two princesses.”


  Elena had had enough. “What is your problem? Don’t you understand we could die soon? Be nice.”


  “Sure, Pollyanna. That and a buck will buy me a cigarette.”


  Elena refused to rise to the bait and kept her mouth shut. She turned toward the brunette. “I’m Elena.”


  The girl faced her. Her pretty, heart-shaped face was accented with gorgeous blue eyes that looked like they belonged to a wolf rather than a human. “I’m Cheryl Johnson.”


  What a stark contrast to Barbie. The soft way Cheryl said her name made her sound fragile. “What’s the last thing you remember?”


  She rubbed her arms. “I came to Gulfside for a job interview. I’m a paralegal from Muncie, Indiana. Moving to Florida has always been my dream.”


  “Did you get the job?”


  Her chin trembled. “No. There was no job. I am the dumbest person alive. I had the cab drop me off at a rundown building outside of town. I stupidly ignored the little person in my head who told me that no respectable law firm would have a building out there. When I arrived, there was this nice woman sitting at a desk in a decent enough office, so I thought my paranoia was due to nerves. She smiled and then escorted me to a back room, where I thought I’d meet the lawyer.” Cheryl shook her head. “All I felt was a prick to the back of my arm and then nothing.” She sniffled.


  Elena’s heart ached. That was so unfair. “Your poor parents. They’ll be worried sick.” As would her own when she didn’t call.


  Cheryl glanced down. “I’m not on the best terms with them. Only my landlord will be upset when he doesn’t receive his rent check in three weeks.”


  Both girls looked exhausted, but if Elena could just figure out why they were taken and what they had in common, she might be able to bargain with these horrible men.


  Elena wet her dry lips. “Barbie, where do you work?”


  Her chuckle came out harsh. “I’m an exotic dancer at Mons Venus.” She jerked her shoulders forward as if ready for a fight.


  Elena mentally crossed herself and schooled her features. “I was a secretary for Harvey Couch.” Given he was such a jerk, perhaps he’d visited her strip club.


  Before they got a chance to figure out what to do about their confinement, the side door opened and the hulking figure she’d come to accept as part of her world trudged in. He had three food trays with him and mumbled something that sounded Russian.


  He shoved the meal through the small door at the bottom of each cage, and she wrinkled her nose at the stench. When she lifted the lid, she nearly gagged. It was some kind of porridge that smelled like burnt shoes rather than a cousin of the wheat family.


  Elena didn’t complain though. Barbie, however, shoved it back out. “What is this shit?”


  The guard picked it up, walked across the room, and dumped it in the trash. Like her, Barbie would learn that complaining would gain her nothing but pain.


  “Hey,” Barbie yelled at the retreating figure. “I need to take a piss.”


  The man pivoted and returned. He unhooked the latch on the door and it swung open. Barbie crawled out and winced when she stood.


  “Follow.”


  So, the giant could speak English. He led her outside instead of to the bathroom at the back of the warehouse. Elena was about to protest and ask why she had to use the filthy restroom in here and Barbie didn’t, but thought better of it.


  Cheryl sat up and looked around. “What’s going to happen to us?” Not only was her hair a mess, her clothes were dirty and torn.


  “I don’t know.”


  Cheryl leaned against the bars and closed her eyes. Poor thing. From the way she wound her fingers, she was working hard to keep it together.


  She dropped her head against the cage. “I never should have come down here. I knew the offer was too good to be true. Fifty-five thousand dollars to be a paralegal. Right.”


  Greed. It seemed to be all about greed.


  After an hour, Barbie still hadn’t returned, and Elena’s heart grew heavy. Dear Mary, mother of God. The girl was never coming back.


  The killing had begun.
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