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Chapter One 


Liz Wharton wanted Harvey
Couch dead.


She’d put enough GHB in his
coffee to make the average man drop to his knees in minutes, and yet each time
she’d gone into her new boss’s office, the raping bastard hadn’t looked
cross-eyed once. How was that even possible?



He’d holed up in his office
for the last hour, and she prayed by now he was slumped over his desk. Her pits
stunk from nervous perspiration waiting for the moment to pull the trigger. It
was horrible enough that he’d raped her mom twenty years ago, but last week
she’d found her dead mother’s diary that revealed Couch had returned week after
week until her mom finally killed herself.


Christ.
Just go check on him. 


You
have to look. Then you have to shoot him.


She clutched her purse with
the gun inside and strode toward his office. If he came at her like he had her
mom, she’d shoot the bastard in the balls—then in his heart. 


After glancing behind her to
make sure no customers had wandered in, she inhaled her courage. 


The November skies had grown
darker than usual, and the gunmetal gray clouds rumbled. A bolt of lightning
lit up the office window. She clasped a hand to her chest and forced her heart
to slow. 


Stay
calm.


She wanted to get the hell
out of here, but she couldn’t just walk out without knowing for certain if he
was ripe for killing. She tapped on his door and held her breath. If he
answered, she would just say goodnight. It was a few minutes past five already.


“Come in.” 


Fuck. How
did I fail? The bastard should be drowsy and glassy-eyed, if not asleep.


She pushed the door open and
stuck her head into the room. The asshole was upright and appeared completely
in control of his body. Her brain searched for words to cover her disappointment.
“I’ve sorted through all the manifests, filed them, and sent for a few more
resumes. Is there anything else you need before I go home?” Besides kill your sorry ass?


For a brief moment, his muddy
brown eyes appeared to glow amber, but she chalked it up to her nerves and the
fading light coming through the window. 


“No, Ms. Chambers. You did a
fine job today, dear.”


Ms.
Chambers. She liked the
name she’d chosen. She’d spotted it stenciled on a building plaque she passed
on her way here from the parking lot. No way could she have used her real name.
After all, he might have recognized it. “Yes, sir.” 


He looked down then glanced
up. “It’s good to have you on board. I’ll see you tomorrow.”


Dismissive
prick. This wasn’t
finished. 


She’d played it smart though.
Every time she’d come into his office today to ask for more instructions or to
give him something, she’d glanced at his calendar and mentally noted where he
needed to be later in the week. He hadn’t seen the last of her.


Her chest constricted, and before
she passed out or acted more suspicious, she had to leave. One thing for damn sure, she couldn’t come back
to the office after her failed attempt. Not
to mention being near the vile man churned her stomach something fierce. She’d
just have to figure out another way to kill the asshole.


She turned around and forced
herself to take metered steps back to her desk. Running would signal something
was wrong. As she inspected her office area to make sure she hadn’t left any
scrap of evidence behind, she heard him on the phone. 


As unobtrusively as possible, she slipped into
the muggy Florida air where a light sprinkle had already begun to fall. Her
stomach rolled from the exhaust fumes mixed with the smell of urine from the
storefront next door. She hurried toward the remote parking lot and glanced
around her. Despite this
being a small city, it was still a city and there should have more people
outside despite the inclement weather. Whatever.



The urge to run to her car
almost won out, but she kept her gaze straight ahead and her stride even and
strong. 


Why
hadn’t the bastard collapsed?



He’d drank almost the whole damn cup of
peppered coffee. She’d pilfered the drug from her BFF, Chelsea, who took a very
potent sleep aid that was laced with GHB, as close to a truth serum as she
could find. Thirty minutes after her friend ingested the drug, she was out cold
for at least four hours. Even though Mr. Couch was a much larger man, he should
have been affected. 


Yes, taking the drug from her friend had been
wrong, and more than one twinge of guilt had consumed her, but she’d had no
choice. The man had ruined her life. She just prayed Chelsea never found out. If
she had, despite the circumstances, her levelheaded friend would have tried to
talk her out of confronting him.


As Liz approached the remote
parking lot, she increased her pace, in part out of fear someone would arrest
her for what she’d done and partly because the rain was pounding harder. It
would have been nice if she’d thought to bring an umbrella, but her mind had
been focused on murder.


Several boarded up storefronts ratcheted her
creep factor. She needed to reach the lot fast and drive home. Focused on her
destination, she picked up her pace. Her foot bumped into a cup full of change,
and only when her toe connected with the metal object, did she spot the
sleeping transient under the awning. The cup rolled four more feet before
stopping.


“Sorry.” She retrieved the container and
replaced the coins.


The man didn’t stir. Why couldn’t Couch have fallen asleep like
that?


With one hand, she covered
her nose to prevent inhaling the stench of the man’s body odor, and with the
other, she dug in her purse for loose change. Counting the coins, all she
managed to find was eight-five cents. Pathetic. If she hadn’t bribed the former
worker at Couch’s company to quit her job so Liz could take her place, she
would still have her stash of emergency cash. 


She dropped what little money
she had in his cup, but even the clinking sound of the coins didn’t rouse the
poor guy. The wind picked up and along with it came chillier air. Time to go. 


to the lot, the rain came down
in earnest—make that the hard-driving Florida rain. Shit. With her head down, she shielded her eyes and half jogged
toward the parking lot. Her mind raced as she replayed her failed attempt to kill
Harvey Couch. Screeching brakes and honking
horns behind her forced her to turn around. A white van careened across
oncoming traffic and headed straight toward her. Her muscles locked up. 


Holy
fuck.


She froze for a second until
fear pumped enough oxygen to her brain. Adrenaline enabled her to sprint five
feet into the alley and rush down the gravel drive. She didn’t want to stop
until she reached the other side, but her high heels kept sinking into the
loose stones. That, along with a stitch in her side and her lungs threatening
to burst, forced her to slow down. Panting, she plastered her back against the
wall and listened for the inevitable crash. 


Only it didn’t come. In fact,
nothing sounded for two seconds. Then more tires squealed and smoke billowed
out from behind the vehicle as the rear of the white van backed up across the
alley entrance. Despite the rain pummeling her face, she couldn’t drag her
attention off what was happening. 


She exhaled, believing the
man was trying to return to the street, but the driver aimed his gaze straight
at her, turned the wheel, and gunned the engine. 


What
the fuck? The vehicle
raced toward her, and her mind blanked. 


Things suddenly slowed down
like she was underwater, and as each heavy raindrop splattered her face, her
brain fought to catalogue the events. 


This
can’t be happening. He can’t mean to harm me. Her thoughts
jumbled. Should she stay still and hope he’d pass her, or try to outrun the
car? The latter choice might not be the soundest one, but the fight or flight
instinct took over. 


Run!


She lifted her hand to propel
herself forward, but the first step seemed to take forever. Her damn heels and
tight skirt made moving fast hard as shit.


Less than twenty feet away
sat a green commercial dumpster. Her only hope was to hide next to it. At the
loud crunch of tires on gravel, she dove to the ground before she reached her
destination. 


Fuck. Glass cut her palms and scrapped her
knees. Pain screamed across her body. She waited for the impact and certain
death but nothing happened. The car sped past.


Curled up in a fetal
position, she allowed the sob to escape. What was she thinking—that her
boss sent a hit team to kill her for trying to incapacitate him? What a
ridiculous notion—because he couldn’t have been aware of the GHB she’d
slipped into his coffee. If the date rape drug had worked, he’d already be dead.
The irony of using that drug on the man who raped her mother didn’t escape her.



Her legs throbbed and her
heart beat faster than the wings of a hummingbird. She decided to wait until
the offending vehicle exited the alley before trying to get up. The rain
intensified and she shivered. Whoever said Florida was always warm and sunny was
so freaking wrong. 


The van stopped in the middle
of alley. Wait a minute. Something
wasn’t right. The doors to the van opened. Crap.
She needed to get the hell out of there and question things later. Two snarling dogs jumped out. It was
too dark in the alley to see them clearly, especially with the rain, but they
were big and ugly and scary as shit. They took one look at her, bared their
teeth, and charged.


Fuck,
fuck, fuck. She
scrambled to her feet and tried to force the pain from her brain. She ran and
ran expecting to be mauled at any moment. Call
off your dogs!


Their nails scraping on the
gravel and their low growls burned through her. Thoughts of reasoning with the
beasts flashed in her brain, but given the angry snarls, she discounted that
idea immediately. 


When she glanced behind her
to judge their distance, she tripped over something and fell, slamming her head
to the ground. Tears brimmed at the pain and a second later as she tried to get
up, her throbbing knees buckled. Oh, dear
God. I’m going to die.


She squeezed her eyes shut.
Instead of the expected pain of teeth tearing her flesh, a soft pop—like that
of a gun with a silencer—sounded, and the attack never came.


Her breath caught. She opened her eyes and
stared at the dogs’ raised muzzles as they looked past her and over her head.
Their howls nearly pierced her eardrums, and she clamped her hands over her
ears, too afraid to move. The larger of the two backed up, but they both kept
their focus behind her. Then suddenly, the dogs did an about face and sprinted
back to the car. Hope filled her.


As they raced away her vision blurred and she
blinked a few times. Long legs emerged from the hurrying mass, then arms popped
through the swirling balls of fur, and finally heads. By the time the creatures
climbed back into the van, they were human. 


Okay, that was so not right.
She was clearly hallucinating. As soon as the van fled the scene she twisted
around, curious to discover who or what scared the vicious animals away. A tall man with a handgun by his side stood
silhouetted against the alley entrance.


When she tried to get up, he
raced toward her and knelt beside her. “Are you okay?”


In spite of the streetlight, she couldn’t see
his face but his tone sounded reassuring. In fact, it had an official air to
it.


 “Are you a cop?” Maybe Mr. Couch had
turned her in to the authorities. Her head ached and her mind fuzzed.


“I’m not a cop, but I am a
former marine if that counts. Where are you hurt?”


She hadn’t taken the time to
fully assess her injuries. Her
adrenaline from minutes ago waned. 


 “My knees.” She tried to touch them then
noticed her bloodied hands. “My hands, too.” The cuts throbbed more than her
head, and she was drenched to the skin. Hell, she was cold and achy, and
apparently hallucinating. Here she thought she’d seen dogs turn into men.
Perhaps she was losing her mind.


The Good Samaritan looked
both ways down the alley. “They might be back. We need to get you to safety.
Otherwise, I’d take the time to check you out here.”


She loved the sound of the safety word but hated the thought that
the men might return. 


“They couldn’t have been
after me. It must have been a case of mistaken identity, or maybe the dogs just
got loose.”


“I wish that was true, but
it’s not.”


What did he know that she
didn’t? Maybe now wasn’t the best time for twenty questions. The rain hadn’t let
up and she shivered. The last thing she needed was to get within striking
distance of those horrible beasts, again. He was right about one thing. She had
to get the hell out of here. “Okay, then. Sure.”


He helped her stand, and when
she brushed off the gravel bits from her knees blood trickled down her legs. 


“Let me see your palm.”


This man was as much a
stranger as the men in the van, but he’d saved her while those other men had
tried to maim or possibly kill her. Right now she was in no position to argue,
so she held it out. 


The splattering rain made the
red liquid pool. If the stranger hadn’t been holding her palm, she would have
tilted it to get rid of the blood. “It hurts.”


“We need to get you to a
doctor.”


“What I need is to go home
and take a hot shower.” And get as far
away from here as possible. A shudder raced down her body when she
remembered the vision of the animals turning into men. 


“No.”


No? “Excuse me, but I don’t even know you.”
She jerked her hand back.


“Ma’am. I’m trained as a
first responder. From the blood on your forehead, it looks like you banged your
head, too. You might have a concussion. As much as I’d like to get another shot
at those bastards, can we go?”


Perhaps her concussed brain
was messed up. “Fine.” 


He replaced the gun in his
holster. On her first step, her knee sent out a twinge and she was forced to
grab his proffered hand. When it was clear she had to limp, he wrapped a secure
arm around her waist. She leaned against his side and couldn’t help notice how
well their bodies meshed. Considering her lips came to his neck, she’d say he was a couple inches over six feet
to her five-foot nine inches in her three-inch heels.


What was she doing thinking
about this man? She should be focusing on the fact she’d almost been killed. An
invisible draw seemed to exist between them, almost as if destiny had stepped
in. Ridiculous. You’re just scared.


She tried to replay what
happened in her mind, but it became more horrific each time. When they reached
the sidewalk he turned left instead of heading toward her car. She wasn’t
getting into his vehicle, no matter if he was some military dude or even the
Chief of Police.


“My car’s the other way,” she
said.


“My car is half a block from
here, and you’re in no condition to drive.”


She checked out the four
vehicles. One was angled away from the curb. “Is the black SUV yours?”


“Yes, ma’am.”


He sucked at parking. She
faced him. “Look. I really appreciate the way you saved me from those dogs, but
you don’t know me, and I don’t know you. I can take a cab.” 


His grin filled his face then
disappeared just as fast. For a moment, the smile transformed his entire being
into something that sent desire rampaging through her. She stepped back,
surprised at her own carnal reaction—especially since she’d almost been
killed.


He held up his hands. “How
about this? We’ll take a cab to the clinic. When we’re done, we take a cab back
to your car and you can be on your way. My treat.”


Her hair was matted to her
face from the rain, so she didn’t think that was a pick up line. She was cold,
in pain, and needed help. Then, there was the fact he had a gun. Well she did,
too, but she’d never have the guts to actually shoot anyone other than Harvey
Couch. 


“All right.”


While she couldn’t see his
chest cave, she thought she heard him exhale. He probably thought she was some
ditzy blonde in a now see-through blouse and a too short skirt who had no idea
what had just happened to her. If she hadn’t needed Harvey Couch to hire her on
the spot, she never would have dressed this way. 


“I’m Trax Field, by the way.”


She liked the name. “I’m Liz
Wharton.” Too late, she realized she probably should have used her fake name,
but he wouldn’t have known who she was anyway.


He stepped into the street
and waved down a cab. There weren’t that many in this city, so she was happy
when one drove by and stopped. 


Trax held open the door, and
she hesitated. Was this the dumbest move or the most prudent? Time to decide.









 

Chapter Two


In the end, Liz crawled in
the cab. She was too uncomfortable to refuse his help. Besides, the man seemed
to know something about the owners of the white van. Maybe he could help her
find out why those dogs had attacked her. And, there had to be a reason why her
savior happened to be in that alley with a gun. 


Trax didn’t try to sit close
to her in the cab for which she was thankful. His posture was rather rigid, and
he kept his gaze forward. Most men would have stretched out their legs, but not
him. She believed he was a military man. It wasn’t just the neatly trimmed
hair, his straight Roman nose, or the way his shirt plastered to his no-fat
body. His eyes were intense and his jaw too tight, except for the moment when
he’d smiled. Boy, when he’d flashed that grin, her every fantasy had come to
life. 


The blood dripping down her leg drew her back
to reality. The cut on her palm and scraps hurt like a bitch. When she hissed,
he pulled something white from his back pocket and handed it to her. 


 “Here, hold this over the cut and keep
even pressure to stop the blood flow.”


Since he seemed to know
something about medicine, she did as he suggested, but it stung even more when
she applied the force. She wanted to ask him a hundred questions, but speaking
in front of a cabbie might be a bad idea, especially if Trax had seen what she
saw. Instead, she sat quietly and nursed her wound. He didn’t talk either which
was fine by her. 


When they’d gotten in the
cab, Trax had given the driver an address. How had he know where the clinics
were located? She wasn’t sure what to make of it. She’d lived in this town her
whole life and couldn’t rattle off the address of even one health clinic.


They didn’t drive far out of
the city center before they arrived at their destination. Okay, maybe this guy
was on the up and up.


He leaned over the front seat
and gave the cabbie a twenty. “Keep the change. We got your seat wet.”


His generosity impressed her.
He jumped out, rushed over to her side, and pulled open the door. When she stepped
out, he held her elbow. 


This street had more traffic
than the alley, which would make it next to impossible for more dogs to attack her. 


“Let’s get you inside.” 


That was the best suggestion
she’d heard in a while. They entered the clinic and walked up to the desk.
“Crap.”


His body tensed. “What is
it?”


“My purse. I must have
dropped it by the dumpster. I have to go back.” Her life was in there. Not to
mention a gun and her mom’s diary. She’d taken two steps toward the door when
he stopped her.


“I’ll call my brother. He can
get it for you.”


She wanted to say she needed
to retrieve it herself, but that would mean Trax would insist on going with her
and that wouldn’t be fair to him. “He won’t mind?”


“Oh, he’ll mind all right,
but he’ll do it.” 


What did that mean? She would
have objected, but she really needed her bag. He pulled out his phone and
stepped out of hearing range, as if he expected an ugly confrontation. The
conversation didn’t take long. 


“Done.”


That was a relief, but there
was no guarantee the purse would still be there when his brother showed up. She
tried to concentrate on checking in with the woman at the counter but the
air-conditioning chilled her to the bone. She shivered. It was November. They
should be blowing warm, not cold, air. 


The receptionist did appear
sympathetic about her missing purse. “Miss, do you have insurance?”


Beside her house payment and the utilities, she
always paid that bill. She
wished her mom had kept up her own insurance payments. If she had, she might
have been able to afford counseling. “Yes.”


“Why don’t you sign in and
perhaps by the time the doctor is able to see you, your purse will arrive.” 


“Thanks.” Liz tried to grip
the pen but with the bandage on her palm, she was unable to grasp it well
enough to write.


Trax removed the pen from her
hand. “Let me.”


Since her hand shook from the
effort, she was willing to let him handle the small detail of filling out her
registration. “Thanks.” She didn’t want to owe him too much, but how did one
repay someone for saving one’s life?


He asked her a series of
questions from the form. She gave him her name, address, phone number, and
emergency contact person. She had him list Chelsea, as she really was the
closest thing Liz had to a relative. The whole time, Trax’s expression didn’t
change, even when she stated her age and marital status. He seemed as if he was
used to doing this sort of thing. 


After he handed the chart
back to the receptionist, he led her over to the chairs. “Start from the
beginning and tell me everything that happened.”


Well,
I tried to kill someone today by drugging him first. I was bemoaning the fact
the bastard didn’t even flinch when I gave him GHB, and as a result, I wasn’t
paying a lot of attention to where I was going. Out of the blue, a van tried to
run me over. Oh, and by the way, you didn’t happen to see some dogs change into
humans, did you?


“I’m not really sure. I had
just left work and was walking to my car when tires screeched behind me.” She
detailed how the van had run up on the sidewalk and then backed up before
driving down the alley. She then told him how after the car stopped, two
animals leapt from the van and charged. “Then you showed up.”


“Did you see the driver?”


“It was raining too hard to
see much of anything. To tell you the truth, I was only thinking of not getting
run over.” She should have noted the license plate and who was in the car, but she
had other things on her mind. 


She expected Trax to scold her for not being
more observant, but his gaze was focused over her head as if he were trying to
figure something out. “Where do you work?”


It was too late to lie. “At
Au Pairs for U. Today was my first day.”


His eyes widened and his
pupils dilated. Flecks of amber burst through them, and her feminine side
thought she’d never seen a more beautiful man. 


“Do like working there?”


“It was just one day.” How
good he was at spotting a lie? “But it was okay.”


“Do you think the van was
after you?”


Her mouth dropped open and
she sucked in several breaths as her heart pounded. “No, why would it be?” 


She’d tossed away the concept that Couch was
aware she’d tried to lace his drink and had put a hit out on her minutes after
Trax arrived. She really had
no idea what kind of man Couch was other than he’d raped her mom. No one had
filed criminal charges against him in the last twenty-three years that she
could find, and from the glowing articles written about him, he was a model
citizen. He’d married three years after the rape but that didn’t stop him from
coming after her mom many more times.


The clinic door opened and
she spotted her purse a split second before she noticed the man holding her
pink bag. 


The newcomer strode over with
it slung over his shoulder and posed. “How do I look?” He stuck out his right
foot as if he was some runway model, and she swallowed a giggle. He wore a
loose fitting Hawaiian shirt over ripped jeans that topped black sandals. His
long, dark bangs were wet and stuck out at odd angles, but he looked like the
boy next door—the one every girl crushed on. The fact it looked like he
hadn’t shaven since yesterday morning implied he didn’t care all that much
about his appearance. What an amazing contrast to the man sitting next to her
dressed in black wearing combat boots. 


For the first time in days,
she smiled. “Ridiculous, but I can’t thank you enough for retrieving my purse.”


“My pleasure.” He handed her
the bag then stuck out his hand. “I’m Dante Field, the stodgy one’s younger and
much better looking brother.”


This man was such a
refreshing change from the men she usually ran into. She held out both hands.
She wasn’t ready to let go of the bloodied handkerchief until she’d seen the
doctor. “Can you sit for a minute?” She didn’t know what possessed her to ask.
Maybe it was the way he held her gaze and never looked elsewhere. Or maybe it
was because his face was the first really friendly one she’d seen, and right
now she could use a friend.


Though why he’d want to sit
in a stupid doctor’s office, she didn’t know. 


“I’d love to, but I can’t
stay long. I need to get back to work.”


“What do you do?” Come to
think of it, she hadn’t even asked the man with the gun what he did either. She
glanced between the two. 


Dante smiled. “In theory, we
run Field’s Monitoring Service together, but to be honest, I do most of the
work. My slacker brother likes to use the equipment more than sell it.”


She had to think about that
comment. 


“Ms. Wharton?” The nurse
opened the door and searched the room.


Trax stood. “You want me to
come in with you?”


For a moment, she was twelve
again and with her dad. “I can handle it. Thanks.” She took a few steps before
turning around. “Are you going to be here when I get out?” No reason existed
for him to stay, but she didn’t want to lose contact with him. 


“If you’d like.”


“I would.” She wasn’t sure
what made her say that, but she sensed an intangible connection between them
she didn’t want to lose. As she walked to the back, she hoped she was right
about trusting this man.


#


Dante sat next to his
brother. “Bro, who is this girl?” This wasn’t like Trax to go out of his way
like this, but the minute Dante got near her he recognized she was special. Did
Trax feel the pull, too?


“She was with Couch today.”


His brother’s comment sobered
him, but that wasn’t what he’d meant. “You sure?” 


“Yeah.” He told him about
this being her first day.


“Why would one of Couch’s men
follow her? And then try to kill her?”


His brother glanced toward
the receptionist. “I don’t know, but I’ll tell you one thing. Those werewolves
would have eaten her alive if I hadn’t come along.”


He quirked a brow. “How did
you happen to be there at the right time?” Trax was good, especially when he
was tracking one of the Colters, but his timing had been almost too good in
this case.


“The Pack listened in on
Couch’s phone call. He told his men to kill
the bitch. I had no idea who that meant, so I followed his guys. I was a
few car lengths behind them when the van cut across traffic, went up on the
sidewalk, and down the alley. I had to make a U-turn and park. By the time I
got there, the van had already stopped and the men had gotten out and shifted.”


“Fuck. Liz must have been
scared shitless.”


“I don’t think it’s hit her
yet. She hasn’t even commented about them changing right in front of her.”


“She’s probably in shock.
When she has time to assess what happened, she’ll want answers.” From Trax’s
description of the chain of events, she wasn’t one of Couch’s plants.


His brother’s lips thinned.
“I know. We have to figure out how to approach her.”


He’d leave that conversation
up to Trax. “Why do you think Couch wanted her dead if she only worked there
one day?”


He shrugged. “Don’t know. But
I intend to find out. She may have seen something she doesn’t realize is
critical to our investigation. We need to make sure she stays safe.”


“Damn. Couch has finally gone
rogue. We need to stop him before the cops or the FBI catch on.”


“We?” 


Except when it came to
sharing women, Trax was a loner. Hell, if it weren’t for Dante, his brother
would never have a woman. As sure as he was a wolf shifter, Liz Wharton was the
one for them, and he was damned if he’d allow anything to happen to her.


The gentleman four seats down
rubbing his stomach seemed too preoccupied to care about listening in on their
conversation. It was probably safe to talk if he kept his voice low. “You know
how we like to share?”


“Yeah, but don’t even go
there.” Trax’s tone came out clipped and too fast. “This is about Liz’s safety
and finding evidence on Couch. It’s not about finding our mate.”


Dante leaned back and
laughed. “You feel it, too, don’t you?”


The moment a werewolf smelled
his mate, he realized she was the one he’d spend the rest of his life with. It
didn’t always happen that both men found the same woman, but in this case they
had, and he couldn’t have been more pleased.


“The timing couldn’t come at
a worse time. Until we catch Couch, I can’t be distracted.”


“Bro, this is our one chance
at happiness.”


His brother leveled him with
a stare. “Then you take her.”


He hadn’t seen that coming.
“You know that’s not how this works.”


Before they had a chance to
finish the conversation, Liz came out. Her knees were bandaged and her hand
stitched. 


“Sir?” The receptionist waved
Trax over.


He stood and went over to the
counter. Since this was Dante’s future mate, he followed. 


“Ms. Wharton may have a
possible concussion. The doctor recommends she not drive until tomorrow. Can
one of you stay with her?”


Trax nodded. “Yes, ma’am.
I’ll see she gets home safely.”


Liz pressed her lips
together. 


Oh,
boy. She was going to be
a feisty one. Even though he usually left the protection duty to Trax, this was
one time he wanted to help. Hell, if it involved keeping her warm in his bed,
he’d be the first to volunteer. 


“I’ve got my car.” He looked
at his brother. “Why don’t I drop you off downtown to pick up your SUV? Then I
can drive Liz home.”


“Sounds good.”


She planted her good hand on
her hip. “As much as I appreciate you both helping me, I’d rather have a cab
take me home. I’ll be fine.”


Now what were they to do? Dante
touched her arm. “Do you think we’d harm you?” 


She glanced to the ground. Great. Just being around them seemed to
make her uncomfortable. 


He held up a hand. “No
problem. I’ll call a cab for you.”


Trax shot him a glance. I want her to stay with us. Couch might try
again.


Trax didn’t often resort to
telepathy except in times of need. I
agree. Don’t worry. I have a plan.


“Thanks.” Her smile came out
weak, but at least it was a smile.


His brother led her over to
the chairs while he called for a ride. 


“Does your head hurt?” Trax
asked.


“Yes.” As if to prove the
point, she rubbed her temple. 


Dante didn’t like that she
wasn’t feeling well. 


Trax’s gaze traveled from her
head down to her knees. “Can you call a friend to stay with you? You heard the
nurse.”


“Maybe.”


“If you become nauseated, you
do know to call 9-1-1, right?” 


Damn,
Trax. He wished his
brother hadn’t offered that suggestion. His plan didn’t include a friend. It
might be harder to convince her to stay with them if she had someone hovering
nearby. Maybe her scent had messed with his brother’s brain. Or perhaps it was
the way her lacy white bra was visible under her white blouse. Then again, it
could be her heart-shaped face, her long luscious legs, or the way her breath
caught when he’d walked in that was screwing with both of their cocks. 


The cab company finally
answered and Dante asked for them to send one. They said they’d be there in ten
minutes. He glanced over at Liz. The
moment he’d spotted her, he felt a strong connection with her. The big question
was if she’d felt it, too. 


She bit her bottom lip and
his cock instantly hardened. Christ.
He didn’t need to lose control in a goddamn health clinic. 


“I’ll remember.”


We
need to find out where she lives.


Trax glanced up at him. I know her address. 


Why
the fuck didn’t you tell me?
Here he’d been thinking of ways to put a tracking device on the taxi.


You
didn’t ask.


At times, like now, he wanted
to beat the shit out of his brother. Given Dante was a good thirty pounds
heavier and almost two inches taller than Trax, he bet he could take his
brother down. Or maybe not. Trax
worked out like a possessed maniac whereas he spent his spare time partying and
only hit the gym when the mood struck. 


Hmm. Maybe that needed to change. 


“I’ll wait outside for the
taxi.” And to clear my head.


The moment he got away from
the intoxicating blonde, he was able to inhale and not have his body react. His
back to the door, he adjusted his balls. He’d had a ton of women but never had
he been affected like this. Sure, his uncle had told them what to expect when
they met their mate. The craziness wouldn’t go away until they’d both sank
their fangs into her neck and claimed her, and their bodies would take on a
life of their own around the right woman, but Dante never expected it to be
this uncomfortable. The loss of control worried him. Trax had more willpower
than he did. If Dante got too excited and shifted, he’d ruin what his brother
and the Pack had tried to keep under wraps forever.


The problem was as much as he
wanted Liz, there was no guarantee she’d even find either of them acceptable—especially
his sullen brother.


Boy did he have a long hill
to climb for a chance to win her heart. 









 

Chapter Three


Liz paid the cabbie and limped to her front
door as fast as she could. The climb up the three steps to her worn porch made
her knees twinge, and being outside in the rain at night was no fun. The men
who’d chased her couldn’t know where she lived, yet she darted a glance to the
bushes close to her house, looking for shadows.


Once inside, she sagged against the wall and
closed her eyes. She was finally safe. Her only regret at this moment was not
getting Trax’s number so she could verify what she saw was real. She bet she’d have nightmares for weeks
over those shape-shifting things. She might have hit her head, but she didn’t
think she’d lost consciousness. Sure her vision blurred, and she was scared out
of her mind believing she was about to die, but there was no explanation for
the way those dogs turned into men. Yes, she’d read romance stories about
werecats, werewolves, and a host of other shifter types roaming the earth, but
they were stories. Not even
a hint existed to those things being real.
Had she seen little gray men in the alley, she might have tried to convince the
world that aliens existed. But werewolves? No way. They were a result of
writers’ imaginations or a movie director’s special effects. 


Right now, all she wanted to
do was take some aspirin, crawl in the shower, and then climb into bed. Maybe
when she woke up tomorrow, this nightmare would be over. 


Get
real. Her mom would
still be dead, she’d still have the guilt that she’d actually wanted to kill a
man, and her body would still ache. What had she been thinking going after
Couch? Stupid, stupid, stupid.


If she had Trax’s address,
she’d send him a card or a small gift for saving her life and for taking the
time to bring her to the clinic. And then there was Dante. From the way his
Hawaiian shirt had been buttoned, the man had probably been in the middle of
doing something important when his brother called. How many men would traipse
into a stinky alley to find a woman’s pink purse then drive it all the way out
to her? No doubt, these were nice men. Now, she had no way to thank them.


Too exhausted to come up with
a plan to find out where they lived, she dropped her purse on the dining room
table and hobbled to her bedroom. She checked behind her to make sure she’d
fastened the deadbolt. Fortunately, old habits were ingrained in her.


She undressed, dumped her wet
clothes in the washer, and then headed to the shower. She had plenty of extra
bandages to recover her knees, but the doctor suggested she not get her right
hand wet for a few days. Right. The
only way to accomplish that would be to place her hand in a plastic bag and tie
the ends. 


Because all the drapes were drawn,
she walked to the kitchen naked. No sooner had she picked up the baggie than
the doorbell rang. 


Crap. It was probably Chelsea. She’d promised
her friend they’d talk about going out this weekend, and Liz had forgotten to
call. She glanced at her answering machine and noted the blinking light. That
was probably her. When Liz hadn’t answered, her friend probably worried and
decided to check in person. They only lived two blocks from each other. 


“Just a sec.”


As quickly as she could, she
made it to her bedroom, threw on a bathrobe, and returned. When she looked
through the peephole, she froze. Both Trax and Dante stood there. She plastered
her back against the door. What could they possibly want? Had they found out
the name of the driver and had come to warn her?


They knocked. “Liz, we know
you’re in there. We just need to talk.”


She half hopped and half
skipped over to her bag, retrieved the gun, and shoved the weapon in her big
pocket. Only then did she open the door. She stood behind it and peeked out.
“Yes? Did I forget something?” That was rather curt and ungrateful sounding,
but knowing she was almost naked and they were hot, made her mind mush.


“We’re sorry to bother you,
but we need to talk to you about what you saw.”


Oh,
shit. Trax saw those
animals change, too.


“You mean about the funny
dogs?” She didn’t know how to ask without sounding like she was a little crazy.


“Yes, about the funny looking
dogs that maybe weren’t dogs at all.”


Oh,
my God. They were werewolves. 


She let the men in. “I’d
offer you something to drink, but it’s hard for me to pour anything.” She
looked down, saw her breast exposed, and pulled the robe tighter. “Have a
seat.” Her small living room contained a cheery yellow sofa and two red
upholstered chairs. In between sat a wooden table from Walmart. 


“This isn’t a social visit.”


Oh. They were serious about these wolves.
Both men sat, but only Dante appeared relaxed. 


She decided it wiser if Trax
went first. “Tell me what you saw.”


Dante’s lips curled up on one
end as if he was enjoying this. “That’s not how this works, sugar. We’re the
ones asking the questions.”


She was cold, tired, scared,
and downright pissed. “Who put you two in charge?”


Trax leaned forward. “Ma’am.
You have no idea who or what you’re dealing with.”


She was tired of Trax’s
intense demeanor. “Okay, so tell me Mr. I-Know-Everything, just who am I
dealing with?”


“The van that attempted to
run you down is registered to Harvey Couch.”


Her stomach caved. No freaking way. “Why would he want me dead?”


Trax glanced at his brother.
“That’s what we need to find out. What aren’t you telling us?”


A lot, but she could hardly
say she’d laced his coffee with GHB because she wanted to murder the guy. Hell,
they might haul her off to jail. “How do I know I can trust you?”


Dante leaned back against the
couch, stretched out his legs, and placed his arms across the back. He looked
perfect there. 


“Go ahead, Trax. Tell her why
she should trust us.”


The hard stare Trax sent his
brother almost scared her. “Because we want to make sure the Harvey Couchs of
the world don’t cause trouble. We’ve had him under surveillance for quite some
time and believe he’s a kingpin in a drug operation.”


Drugs? “Are you with the FBI?” Regardless of
their employer, she’d tried to kill someone. She would go to jail. She had no
intention of confessing if she didn’t have to, and only if they gave her
immunity.


“No, ma’am. We aren’t with
the government, per se. Anything you tell us will be kept in strictest
confidence. We don’t arrest people.”


Some of her tension eased. Not that she didn’t believe Harvey Couch
was capable of being a drug lord, but his business really did bring in au
pairs. 


“I worked one day for Couch.
As far as I could tell, he ran a business that provided nannies for American
families. I never saw or heard anything drug related.” Though what did she
really know? He certainly wouldn’t have confided in her if he had been doing
something illegal.


“That may be true, but we
also suspect he might be trafficking humans illegally. The Au Pairs for U might
be a front for his other business.”


Oh,
crap. 


Dante removed his arms from along
the back of the sofa and his happy-go-lucky charm diffused. “That’s why we need
to know what you found out. Maybe you saw something you weren’t supposed to,
and Harvey decided to eliminate you.”


Bile rushed to her mouth. “I
didn’t see anything.” Other than his
appointments for the rest of the week. She’d copied them all down. With nothing more to add, she continued, “Can we get back to these wolves?” 


“Okay. Tell me exactly what you saw.” Trax seemed
single minded in his determination to find out her connection to Couch and was
unwilling to share. 


She inhaled, praying she was
doing the right thing. “I was in shock mind you, but when the dogs, I mean the
wolves, ran back to the van, my vision blurred for a moment. First, I saw the
pile of fur grow. Human legs replaced their short stubby ones. Next I spotted
arms coming out of this mass and then a head formed. By the time those things
got into the van, they were fully human.” 


She studied the men’s faces
but neither showed any expression. Not shock, acceptance, or confusion. Neither
said anything for a while. 


“Crazy, huh?”


Trax leaned forward and
placed his elbows on his knees. She’d never seen a more alluringly powerful
man. His gaze caught hers and it was as if he could see straight into her soul.
“Harvey Couch and his men are what we call werewolves.”


An invisible hand seemed to
punch her in the belly. “You’re pulling my leg, right?”


“No, ma’am. You said you saw
wolves change into men.”


Yes, she had. Oh, my fucking God. It had been real. “No way.”


“Are you doubting what you
saw?”


Yes. “Are we talking about werewolves that
howl at the moon, and when they bite a human, that human is turned?”


Trax’s jaw hardened whereas
Dante’s lips lifted a little.


“Ma’am. That’s all stuff from
Hollywood. Couch and his men look and act like humans, albeit bad ones. They
can shift into wolves when it suits their purpose. They don’t change humans
into werewolves. One needs to have a werewolf father
to be a werewolf.”


She slumped back. Her whole
world was basically a lie. Right now, she wasn’t sure she wanted to know much more.
Trax seemed to have a lock on this werewolf stuff. “How do you know so much?”


“Get dressed and clean up.
We’ll talk then.”


The only comforting thing was
that Trax had confirmed she wasn’t crazy. Getting warm and being away from
these men for a few minutes might help her sort through the rubble. 


She gimped into the bathroom,
brushed her teeth, and splashed water on her face. While she was warmer than
when she’d first come in, her feet were like ice and her hair still damp. Not
wanting to keep them waiting, she pulled on jeans that she had to hop to get in
to, a loose T-shirt, a baggy sweater, warm socks, and boots. The socks had been
the hardest to get on with her injured hand.


Now she almost felt human, but couldn’t button her jeans. Damn it. She pulled her sweater down over the
waistband and went back out. Both men were deep in conversation and stopped
when she approached. More questions slammed into her brain. They might answer
one or two, but she bet that would be the limit.


She looked over at Trax. “Were
you following Couch’s men when they drove into the alley? Is that why you were
so near?” She didn’t believe in coincidences.


“Yes. Our group intercepted
Couch’s phone call about wanting you dead.”


Her head pounded. “Oh.” She
doubted he’d go into more detail about his group. She closed her eyes and tried
to figure out what came next, and her stomach turned queasy. “Do you think
he’ll try again?”


Trax didn’t even blink. “I
don’t know. Even though you witnessed his men shift, he’ll probably figure that
even if you went to the authorities, no one would believe you.”


“I agree, but trust me, I
have no intention of telling anyone.”


“We think it would be safer
if you stayed with us. Our home is secure.”


Dante chuckled. “We have more
cameras than Central Command. No one can sneak in.”


She skewed up her face. “Even
in your bedroom?” Now why had her mind gone there? Oh, yeah. Because these men
did things to her body that no others had.


“No.” His smile made his eyes
twinkle. “Not there. We have surveillance outside the building to see who
approaches. We leave motion sensors on at night to make sure no sneak attacks
occur.”


A lot more was at stake than
just Harvey Couch. “What do you really do?” Trax seemed to be the one in this
line of business. “Who is this group
you referred to?”


“Our group tries to keep
Gulfside safe from the likes of those types of shifters.”


It now made sense. “So you’re
kind of like ghost hunters, only you target werewolves?”


Now some joy filled his face.
“Something like that.” He sat back up. “Now tell us really why Harvey Couch
wanted you dead. Did you steal something?”


“No.”


“Then what?”


Trax said she could tell him
anything. Even if they’d lied and were cops, they would have been required to
read her her rights to use what she said against her. “I tried to kill him.”


Trax burst out laughing, and
from the way Dante’s eyes widened, it was an odd occurrence. “I have to say I
might have misjudged you. Why would you do that? It was your first day on the
job. Or should I ask, what did Harvey Couch do to deserve your wrath?”


Her thoughts shot ahead.
Maybe if she could give Trax some information that would lead to Couch’s
arrest, once the bastard was in custody, she might be able to get the rape
charge to stick. “He raped my mother. I put GHB in his coffee so he’d pass out.
Then I had planned to shoot him.”


Dante lips pressed together. “Too
bad you couldn’t have known werewolves absorb drugs differently than humans.”


Damn. “So that’s why when I doused his
coffee, he didn’t even look sleepy. Do you think he knew?”


“Yes. He would have smelled
it.”


The bastard never let on. “I
put a ton of sugar and cream in his cup to cover up the taste so it didn’t
smell.”


“Not to you.”


While she didn’t know what
parts of the lore were true and which weren’t, she guessed that if Couch were
part animal, he’d have a keener sense of smell. “Just out of curiosity if I’d
shot him, would I have killed him?” She wasn’t sure about the silver bullet
theory.


Dante must have taken pity on
her and waved a hand. “No. Werewolves take a special kind of bullet.”


“Then it’s true that
werewolves can only be killed with silver bullets?”


Now Dante laughed and the
sound tumbled straight to her heart. “No, sugar. It’s one you have to make
yourself. One mixes a particular chemical with the gunpowder and it’s poisonous
to shifters.”


Their knowledge was
impressive. “How do you know so much?” Trax hadn’t answered her question, but
Dante seemed more receptive.


Dante tapped his head. “We’ve
been watching his kind for years.”


She’d been hopelessly outmatched.
It was a good thing on many levels that Couch hadn’t tried to attack her because she couldn’t have done anything to
stop him. 


“Tell us about your mom’s
assault.” Trax’s tone turned deadly serious. 


She’d already confessed that
she wanted the man dead, so it wouldn’t do any harm to tell them the truth. “The
first time Harvey Couch raped my mother was twenty years ago. As a result she
got pregnant, but my brother was stillborn. She went into a postpartum
depression that caused my father to leave us.” She inhaled to swallow the rage.
“A few months ago, Couch returned. Only this time he didn’t seem content to
rape her once more. The bastard came back week after week.” Tears streamed down
her face. 


They exchanged glances, but
Trax was the one to continue the interrogation. “We’re terribly sorry. Do you
have proof it was Couch?”


She stood, retrieved her
purse, and pulled out her mother’s diary. “Yes. Last week, my mother committed
suicide because she couldn’t take it anymore. I found this in her drawer.” She
was proud she was able to state that fact without faltering. “I’ll read a
little bit to you if that’s okay.”


“Please do.”


She inhaled to muster the
courage to go through the horror of that night. “This is dated twenty years
ago. Dear Diary,


“I don’t know if I can go on.
The absolute worst thing in my life happened last night and I can’t tell
anyone. Not even Brian.”


Liz closed the diary for a
minute but kept her finger in the spine. She hesitated to read farther, but the
men wouldn’t help her get Couch unless they heard the whole story. “Brian’s my
dad. If my mom wouldn’t even tell him, it must have been bad. My father said in
the beginning of their marriage, they’d shared everything.”


Trax nodded to the book.
“There’s more I trust?”


“Yes. A lot.” 


She opened the book again and
read. 


“Brian was out of town on
business, and I was in bed reading when I heard a noise in the kitchen. I
thought maybe he’d come home a few days early. When nothing else sounded, I assumed
it was my imagination so I went back to my book. That’s when the nightmare
started. A tall shadow appeared in my doorway. It was Harvey Couch grinning at
me like I was some prize. I pulled the sheet up over my chest and asked him why
he was there even though I knew. The man was pure evil.”


Liz swallowed hard. “The next few pages detail
the rape. It’s horrifying.” She slammed the book shut as tears streamed down
her face. She cried not only for what her mom had gone through but also because
her mother had suffered the cruelty and degradation by herself. Liz sniffled
and decided to paraphrase instead of read. The memory of her mom became too
alive when she saw the words. “My mom wrote that because Harvey Couch was so
wealthy, she believed if she went to authorities to turn him in, his lawyers
would say she instigated it. After all, they’d spent weeks together while she
showed him homes.”


Liz shut her eyes and
imagined how horrifying that must have been for a woman alone. “Couch might
have been pissed at my mom for some reason, but whatever the alleged offense,
rape wasn’t the answer.” 


“What did the diary say about
the recent attack?” Dante asked.


She sniffled. “The entries became
more sparse, but she named Couch as her rapist again.” Liz opened the book.
“The bastard came again and raped me. Couch laughed and said if I talked he’d
ruin Liz and anyone else I care about.” She closed her eyes. “The entries are
blank for the next two weeks, but then she wrote, ‘He’s here again. This is the
third time this month. I’m not sure I can take much more of this.’”


She shut the book one final
time. “My mom killed herself a week later.”


Both men came over, sat next
to her, and rubbed her hand. “We’re so sorry,” Dante said. “Couch is a bad man,
but killing him isn’t the answer.”


Easy for him to say. “What
would you have done?”


Dante’s lips firmed and
turned down in a frown. “Me? I would have shot the bastard.”


She almost smiled at his
vehemence. “So what can I do now?” 


Trax stood and held out his
hand. “You need to come with us. It’s not safe here.”


She nodded to Trax’s holster.
“Does your gun have the right bullets?”


He placed a hand on his
weapon. “Yes, but—”


“No buts. I want some. The
next time I won’t try to poison him first.”


“Babe, that just ain’t going
to happen. You want to pack a bag, or do I have to carry you out of here?”


She didn’t like him taking
away her choices. She would stay. Now more than ever, she’d have to be more
careful. “I’m not going anywhere with you two. For all I know, you’ll lock me
in your house and call the authorities.” 


“We are the authorities.”


Her stomach tumbled. “You
told me you weren’t.” They lied? 


“We’re not with any
organization you know. We kind of take the law into our own hands.”


“So, are you vigilantes?” In
a way, she liked that idea, but if they went off half-cocked, no telling what
they might do. No. She was safer here. If she thought someone was following
her, she could stay with Chelsea. Crap.
What would that accomplish? They’d just kill her, too.


“I guess you could call us
that.”


“I’m still staying.” Or was
she being too stubborn for her own good?


Trax shook his head. “I’m
sorry you feel that way.” 


In one second, he pulled her
to a stand and tossed her over his shoulder in a fireman’s hold. He clasped the
back of her legs and walked to the door, acting as if she weighed no more than
a sack of potatoes.


She pounded on his back with
her good hand. “Put me down, you brute.” This wasn’t happening.


“Dante, grab her purse and
some toiletries, and I guess some undies. No telling how long she’ll be with
us. We sure as hell don’t need her walking around naked.”


Like she ever would. Surely
he was kidding. He exited the door, walked down the porch steps, and deposited
her in the backseat of his black SUV. She fumed. This was the last straw to a
totally shitty day.


As soon as he walked over to
the driver’s side, she unlocked the door and raced out. 


He was by her side in a
flash. “I wish you hadn’t done that.”


“Oh, yeah. Well, I don’t like
being kidnapped.”


“I asked you nicely, ma’am.”


He picked her up around the
waist with one arm and placed her on the backseat again. She was about to climb
out again when he slapped a set of handcuffs on her wrists and attached the
other half to the overhead handle. 


Oh,
shit.









 

Chapter Four


Dante tossed her suitcase and
purse in the back of the SUV and climbed in next to her.


“Hey, sugar. Don’t worry.
This is for the best.”


Even though Dante seemed to
be the more reasonable one of the two, she wasn’t happy in the least. “Aren’t
you worried I’ll turn you in to the authorities for kidnapping?”


He reached toward her face
and she moved closer to the door. “Sugar, don’t be like that. We are the good
guys.”


“Good guys don’t kidnap
innocent women.”


He chuckled. “You are not
innocent, sugar. You just tried to murder someone. Besides, I was lucky to find
that peashooter of yours in your robe pocket. Now that it’s safe and sound in
your top drawer, I can breathe a sigh of relief.”


Dante was being overly
dramatic. 


“I wouldn’t have shot you.”
She was only pissed at Harvey Couch for ruining her life.


“In our line of business, we
have to suspect everyone.”


That was probably true. She
jiggled her wrist. Her hand tingled. Jerk had cuffed her right hand, the one
with the cut. “Can you undo me now? My hand is throbbing.”


Dante reached across the
front seat and held out his palm for the key. Trax slowed the car as he
extracted the key from his hip pocket and handed it to his brother. As Dante
leaned over her, she inhaled his spicy scent. Maybe it was the smell of fresh
rain, but he did something to her insides. He uncuffed her, and the moment she
lowered her arm, pinpricks shot up her arms. 


He grinned and sat back on
his side of the seat. “So tell us about yourself.”


Her mouth dropped. “This
isn’t a date. I’m being held hostage. Maybe I should know who the hell you
are.”


He laughed. “Bro, we are
going to have so much fun training her.”


“Training me to do what? Don’t
even think about making me in to some vigilante.”


That got a chuckle out of
him. “I wasn’t talking about you joining forces, but if—”


Trax lifted a hand. “Just
shut the fuck up, okay. I need to think.”


When Dante mouthed I need to think and scrunched up his
lips, she almost laughed. Bad men didn’t have this sense of humor. Dante, she
trusted. It was Trax who gave her pause. 


Nothing she could do now, so
she settled back against the seat. She couldn’t even decide whether they were
rich or poor, but the car, the clothes, and the fact they owned a business
implied they weren’t some dirt bags living hand to mouth. Because Dante was
rather quick to retrieve her purse, she figured he didn’t live too far from
town.


She looked out the window,
needing to remember where they took her. Once they passed through downtown,
Trax continued toward the commercial district. The area was mostly rundown, but
it was dotted with a few nice places.


It wasn’t until he turned
down a back alley that her nerves shot to high alert. “Where are we? What’s
going on?” She scooted to the far end of the seat. If she thought she could
actually get away, she might have tried to run.


“We live here.” 


“Here?” It was a bunch of old
three story brick buildings. There wasn’t a residence in sight.


Trax parked. Dante pushed open his door and
rushed to her side. Was he being a gentleman or did he think she’d run?
Regardless, she appreciated the help because the minute she put weight on her
knee it buckled, but she recovered quickly and held out her wrists. 


The interior light
illuminated Dante’s face enough to see him quirk a brow. “Sugar, we’re not
going to cuff you. You couldn’t get away if you tried.”


The challenge pumped up her
adrenaline. “Maybe while you’re getting my stuff out of the back, I’ll take
off.” That was assuming her legs would hold up.


“I’d like to see you try.
Trax would catch you in five seconds.”


That was probably true. “He
some kind of runner?” Stupid comment but her brain wasn’t working.


Dante leaned close and
winked. “He’s faster than a werewolf in heat.”


She swore Trax growled a
response. “Let’s get the lady inside in case we have any prowlers.”


Their conversation creeped
her out, but in truth, her life was in danger. Dante grabbed her gear and
motioned for her to follow Trax. At least the rain had stopped, but the sky remained
overcast.


Trax stepped up to a metal
door and leaned forward. A green light glowed, and a whirring sound emitted for
two seconds before the door clicked. Okay, that was cool. Maybe they did own a
monitoring company.


Trax pulled it open. “Ma’am.”


Apparently, she wasn’t getting
out of staying with them, though at the moment, she might have more peace of
mind being here. Her biggest concern was keeping her thoughts off these two
amazingly hot men and her unexplained attraction. 


She stepped into a dark alcove. A second later,
light flooded the hallway. A handrail traveled up twenty steps and led up to
another door. Liz placed her right foot on the step. When she pushed up, her
knee ached. She had to balance on the wooden handrail but couldn’t grasp it. 


“Aw fuck.” Trax swooped her up in his arms and
jogged up the stairs. 


Her pulse shot skyward. Given the steep angle,
her head rested against his rock solid chest. As amazing as it was to be in his
strong, virile arms, his irritation pissed her off. “I can walk.”


He finally made eye contact, and she swore his
lips turned up. “I know, but I want to get inside sometime tonight. I’m
starving.”


So it was all about him. At the top of the
steps, he leaned her against his flexing chest to get the key into the lock.
Only then did her hip bump into something very large and very hard. No freaking
way he had a hard-on. 


When he pushed open the door, she expected him
to unceremoniously dump her on her feet, but instead he crossed the room with
her in his arms. While he hadn’t touched a switch, the lamped turned on
automatically. Dante had mentioned something about having sensors everywhere
and now she believed it. 


Trax set her on the sofa.
“Don’t move.”


She wasn’t sure where she
would go even if she did. They were in a humongous loft apartment that was very
upscale. Two of the walls were brick and shot up fifteen feet, giving the place
an expansive feel. Ductwork and pipes crisscrossed the ceiling, which made her
believe she was in a bigger city than Gulfside. Across from the living room sat
a large, modern kitchen with granite counter tops and stainless steel
appliances. Her heart ached as she remembered how much her mom always wanted a
kitchen this grand but had never been able to afford it. 


Besides the large colorful paintings
adorning the walls, what struck her was how neat the loft was. Maybe it was
that few personal affects appeared anywhere. 


“Do you live here year
around?” Maybe this was a kind of safe house.


Dante set down her suitcase.
“I’ll answer that. Yes. And before you ask, Trax is OCD so don’t make a mess or
he may have to spank your ass.”


“His hand ain’t going to
touch my ass, ever.” Holy shit. Did that
come out of my mouth?


That got another round of
laughter out of Dante. “I told you, bro. She’s a live one.”


This whole time, Trax was
removing what looked like packages of frozen vegetables from the freezer and
not answering.


Dante shrugged. “When my
brother gets focused on something, it’s best not to disturb him.”


Her stomach grumbled, and
Dante slid down next to her. “What say we order a pizza?”


At that moment, she might
have decided that Dante was her dream man. “You a pepperoni type or a veggie
man?” Please say you like meat.


“I like my food tart and
spicy. Just like my woman.” His eyes sparkled and for a brief moment, she
thought he might even kiss her.


She licked her lips. 


“Beer?” Trax asked, breaking
the tentative connection between them. 


Dante cleared his throat and
jumped up. He turned toward her. “You?”


“I don’t think that’s wise
with my head.”


“How about some aspirin?”


She looked at Trax. “Would
that be okay?” She couldn’t remember what the doctor had said.


“Sure.” He poured green
vegetables on his plate and shoved them in the oven. “Dante, why don’t you put
our guest’s stuff in my room.” He moved his focus over to her. “I’ll sleep on
the coach.”


Now they were being overly
nice. “I can sleep on the sofa. You shouldn’t have to give up your room.”


Dante retrieved her stuff.
“Don’t argue with him, sugar. Once Trax decides on something, there’s no changing
his mind.”


He disappeared into what she
assumed was Trax’s room. He turned back to preparing his meal. 


“Why don’t you like me?” Yes,
she’d felt his hard cock, but he rarely looked her in the eye and certainly
didn’t try to make this ordeal easier for her. Had it not been for Dante, she’d
be a complete mess now. Except for a dad who didn’t even bother to come to his
ex-wife’s funeral, she had no family to speak of.


“Ma’am, it is my job to
protect you, not entertain you.”


Wow. That was harsh. “Just asking.” Although
he’d said the words with control, she suspected he might be hiding something. 


Dante slipped down next to
her and handed her two aspirin and a glass of water. She needed to pay more
attention. She hadn’t even heard or seen him come out of the room. She
swallowed the pills.


He pulled out his phone. “So
the works is good for you?”


It took her a moment to
realize he was asking about the pizza. “Can you add bread sticks?”


He smiled, something that
seemed so easy for him. “I can order you anything you want.”


“How about Harvey Couch’s
head on a platter.”


He grinned and looked up at
his brother who was still hiding behind the center island. “Trax, I’m telling
ya. She would make a great operative.” The pizza place must have been on his
speed dial because he only pressed one button.


When he told them his name
and said one order of the usual and hung up, she figured he lived on the stuff.


“She lacks a few of the
necessary parts.” Trax briefly glanced at her.


Now he was being sexist. “So
only men work in your groupie thing?”


His shoulders stiffened. “My groupie thing is a well-organized
collection of highly specialized men.” He inhaled and his gaze shot down to the
left as if he was debating adding something else. “You might as well get used
to some of their names in case they stop by. We don’t want you frightened.”


“Well, thank you.” She really
wasn’t planning on staying past tomorrow.


“General Armand leads our
group. We call ourselves the Pack. His job is to ferret out the bad shifters to
make sure they don’t draw attention to themselves.”


Dante leaned closer. “By the
way, we call those people, Colters.”


She scrunched up her face.
“Why Colters?”


“Legend has it a long time
ago there was a man named Jack Colter who turned bad. He broke off from his
pack and began to rob banks. Those who went to the dark side were called
Colter’s men. From then on, we’ve called those bad shifters, Colters.”


“Interesting.” She returned
to Trax’s comment about a general heading his group. She was impressed that a
military man would run the organization. It didn’t surprise her that Trax would
take part given he was a marine and all. “What would happen if these Colters
got caught by the authorities doing something illegal, like drug smuggling?”
She had no idea if the FBI knew about the existence of shifters and were just
keeping the public in the dark.


The corner of his lip lifted.
“It would be bad. Because it’s really hard to kill them or even drug them, as
you found out, a lot of humans would get injured or killed if the two engaged
in a shootout.” 


“I don’t get it.”


He ran a hand over his short
hair. “Unless a bullet hits a werewolf squarely in the heart, he can repair his
body so fast, it won’t even slow him down. This makes werewolves highly
dangerous to law enforcement, which is why we have to stop these bastards
before the FBI or the local police find them. We have the poison bullets. The
authorities do not because they don’t know werewolves exist.”


That did make sense. “You
keep calling the Colters, bad shifters. That implies there are some good
werewolves around.”


“There might be.”


That wasn’t an answer. Trax
slipped out from behind the counter and headed toward his room. She figured he
was going to collect some of his stuff for the night. 


She faced Dante. “So who else
is in this organization?” One name wasn’t enough for her inquisitive mind. 


“I doubt you’ll run into many
in the group, but there are four other men who do exactly what we do.” He
leaned closer. “Or rather, what Trax does. I was telling the truth before. I
mostly run the store, and our resident vigilante prowls the streets making sure
it’s safe for people like you.” His voice was laced with pride.


“Who are
these other men?” 


“Drake
Stanton and Kurt Wendlick are partners, along with Clay Demmers and Dirk
Tilton.”


She’d
never remember their names. “Are they ex-military, too?”


“For the
most part.”


Trax came
out of his room carrying some clothes, a pillow, and a blanket. “Dante, you’re
a slob.”


“What
else is new?”


“You just
dumped her toothbrush on top of her clothes.”


Dante
looked over at her. “I was in a hurry. Sorry.”


She
placed her good hand on his leg and heat shot up her arm. Immediately, she
withdrew her arm to her side. She didn’t need to be thinking with her pussy
when she needed her brain right now. “It’s okay. I’m thankful you brought some
clothes.”


A light
above the entrance door flashed. Dante jumped up. “Pizza’s here.”


That was
quick. From the noise, he took the stairs two at a time. She expected to hear
the door open sooner than it did. He was probably checking to see if the pizza
guy was legit. His feet pounded on the stairs again and he reclosed the upper door.



“Let’s
eat!”


The spicy
smell of tomato, cheese, and bread made her stomach grumble even more. Dante
picked up a stack of napkins off the counter and brought them over. “Water?”


She’d
love wine, but her head would only pound more. “Sure.”


He
grabbed the beer Trax had offered earlier but never delivered on. No sooner had
he settled next to her than Trax’s phone rang. Tension rolled off Mr.
Easygoing, as if he expected trouble. 


Trax
answered, but said little. “When? Keep me posted.”


He looked
straight at her and her heart skipped a beat. “What?”


“Elena
Sanchez is missing.”


Liz looked
over at Dante whose jaw had tensed. “Who’s Elena Sanchez?”


“The
secretary at Couch’s firm you replaced.”


Double,
oh shit.









 

Chapter Five


Liz’s mind spun, trying to
remember what the girl had told her. “She might be in Costa Rica.” She fisted her bandaged hand. Pain burned
through her and she winced. 


Trax came out from behind the
counter. “Tell me what you know.”


Now they were going to think
she was a real piece of work. “I needed to get close to Couch. You know why.”


Trax sat opposite her, but
his rear barely touched the leather chair. “Yes. Go on.”


“Jobs are scarce and people
don’t just quit because you need to take their place so you can kill their
boss.” 


Dante’s brows pinched. “You
told her you wanted to kill Couch?” 


She wasn’t that dumb. “No. I
told her I planned on starting my own au pair business and wanted the
experience from a seasoned veteran like Couch.”


Dante nodded. “Smart.”


Trax motioned with his hand
for her to hurry up with her story. Well, it was her story, damn it. Liz huffed
out a breath. “Anyway, I needed to find a way to get a job at Couch’s company.
Given it’s only a two-person operation, I didn’t have many choices.”


Trax raised a brow. “What did
you do to her?”


Her mouth formed an O. “I
didn’t do anything to her. I paid her
almost my entire life savings to just walk away.”


“Sugar, how much did you give
her?” Dante leaned forward.


“Five thousand dollars. Then
she told me she hated Couch, and she’d be happy to leave. With the money she
could visit her family in Costa Rica.”


Trax didn’t say anything. He
removed his phone and pushed a button. Because he walked into the kitchen he
must not have wanted her to hear. 


Dante rubbed her arm. “That
was very creative of you, but I’m sorry you had to spend so much money.”


“Yeah, well, I was
desperate.”


Dante picked up a slice of
pizza. “Eat up.”


“Who’s Trax talking to?”


“Our counterparts, Clay and
Dirk. They’re awesome at finding people. It’s their best skill. Don’t worry.
We’ll find her.”


She took one bite but her
stomach churned. “Do you think Couch did something to her?”


“We have no way of knowing.
But if the bastard harmed her, it wasn’t your fault.”


She appreciated that Dante
always tried to soothe things over. Maybe if he’d been around when her mother
was so depressed, he might have been able to show her mom that life was worth
living.


In silence, she finished her
second piece of pizza while Dante plowed through five pieces in no time. 


She finished and wiped her
mouth. “Do you think I could take a shower? I didn’t get a chance before you
two showed up.”


“Sure, sugar. Use the bath in
Trax’s room. You’ll like it.”


“Thanks. I need to cover my
hand. Do you have a plastic bag?”


“We do. Go ahead and get
ready for your shower, and I’ll be in to tie you up nice and tight.”


She wasn’t sure if she wanted
him to see her in her bra or panties, but if she wrapped a towel around
herself, she should be covered enough.


Trax disconnected and walked
into the living room. “Clay and Dirk will be working the case.”


That made her feel better. As
soon as she stepped into his bedroom, she halted. The living room was bright
and colorful, but his room looked like it belonged in an Afghan tent city.
Everything was either gray or black. That included the furniture, bedding, and
wall color. What was up with that? Not that it wasn’t nice, but it was as if
Trax had hired a totally color blind decorator. 


Curiosity got the best of her
and she quietly opened Trax’s top dresser drawer. She whistled and ran a hand
over the top of the perfectly stacked black underwear. Touching his personal
items was close to touching the man himself and a unique thrill sped through
her.


One pile contained black
T-shirts and another black briefs. She was surprised he’d carried a white
handkerchief, which by now was ruined by her blood.


After temporarily satisfying her curiosity
about the enigmatic man, she then spotted her clothes neatly folded on the bed.
Checking the pile, she found a pair of jeans, two T-shirts, two pairs of socks,
and three panties, but no bras or nightwear. From the amount of outfits Dante
had grabbed, he didn’t think she’d stay long.


He’d be in shortly with her plastic bag, so she
ducked into the bathroom to change. Holy
mother of God. Trax had no hand in this décor. It was light and airy. The
white sinks sat atop a black cabinet, but the walls were a yellow-beige and the
floor tiles were white with swirls of yellow and gray. A huge jetted tub sat in
the corner and a large walk-in shower was on the right. The bathroom was larger
than her kitchen.


The only items on the cabinet
were her toiletries all neatly stacked. Dante had brought her toothbrush,
toothpaste, and shampoo. While she would have liked her razor and face cream,
she could last a day without those amenities. 


As quickly as she could, she
toed off her boots and slipped her jeans over her hips. Because of her injured
hand, she sat on the edge of the tub to pull them off. Her lopsided tugging
wore her out, but she rested after they reached her ankles. Next she tackled
her sweater, which caught on her bandage. 


“Grr.”


“Need help, sugar?”


Oh,
fuck. She had her pants
to her ankles and her sweater over her face. At least he wouldn’t see the
blush. There were two options. Yell at him to get out, or since he’d already
gotten an eyeful, ask him to help, and then politely suggest he leave.


“Please.”


Dante took care removing the
sleeve over her bandage. With the sweater came her T-shirt. Her hair flew in
every direction and she patted it down with her good hand. He appeared to be
all business as he bent on one knee and removed her jeans. Then he stepped over
to the counter and picked up the plastic bag. “Let me cover that hand.”


She waited for some snide
remark about her bra and panties not matching, but he played the role of the
gentleman. She held her hand out and in
about twenty seconds, he’d taped the baggie over it. From the looks of it, no water would get
in. He waved a roll of plastic wrap. “What’s that for?”


Dante nodded to her knees.
“Thought I’d waterproof your knees, too.”


The man thought of
everything. “Cool.”


With equal proficiency, he
wrapped both knees in plastic then taped the top and bottom. She might look
funny, but at least she could shower without worrying about getting the
bandages wet.


“You good?”


“Yes, thank you.”


He twisted around, walked out,
and closed the door. How sweet was he? Why couldn’t she have found someone like
him before? Needing to wash this horrible
day away, she turned on the shower and the water instantly turned warm. Now that was a nice feature. 


She couldn’t reach behind her
to unhook her bra, so she lowered the straps, unthreaded her arms, and rotated
the hook to the front. One pinch later, the bra came free. Removing her panties
was easy. Now for the good part.


She stepped under the hot
water and held her hand high. This was divine. Maybe she’d stay in here for an
hour and just soak up the heat. 


#


Dante plastered his back
against the bathroom door. Holy fuck.
Seeing Liz almost naked made his cock painfully hard. Thank goodness he was
able to block his cock from view or she’d know how much he desired her. Her
luscious, wholesome scent drove him crazy. His fangs had started to extend and
it took all of his power not to shift. He’d never gotten so excited that he’d
lost control before. Sure, if the Colters were chasing him, he’d shift in a
heartbeat, but never had sexual desire driven him into his animal form. Liz was
his mate. No doubt about it. 


The bulge in his pants turned
more painful as he debated whether to bust in again and take her. While Dante
may know she was destined to be his mate, his life would be hell if Liz didn’t
accept him. Right now, he needed to be patient.


A crash sounded inside the
bathroom and he instantly pictured her sprawled on the shower floor, hurt and
afraid. His protective instincts took over and he darted inside. 


His fangs extended and the
hair on the back of his hands poked through his skin. By the high moon above,
the sight made his heart stop. Time slowed as he took in her glorious ass
pressed against the glass shower door with legs spread wide. Pre-cum oozed out
the top of his cock. 


She stood upright and spun
around. Eyes wide she covered her naked pussy with her bagged hand, but failed
to completely to cover her breasts with her remaining arm. 


Say
something you idiot. “I
heard a crash. I thought maybe you’d fallen.” He sounded like he was ten. While
he didn’t need to give her a reason for barging in, the now scowling face made
him explain.


“I dropped the soap. That’s
all.”


A gentleman would perhaps
blush, give a profuse apology, and turn around. But he was no gentleman. It was
like some tractor beam was pulling him toward her and not even the moon above
could prevent them from mating.


“I see you need help.” He
toed off his shoes and unbuttoned his jeans. The relief was immediate but
temporary.


“What are you doing?” While
he didn’t like her haughty tone, her lack of disgust or fear prompted him to
continue.


“Like I said, sugar. You only
have one hand and seemed to be struggling. The Field brothers are an all
service operation.”


Her hand attempting to cover
her breasts lowered a little and a pretty pink nipple peaked out. Damn, but the
woman was testing him to the limits. Given she wasn’t screaming for him to leave,
he figured that was a yes. He ditched his shirt and dropped it on the floor
with the rest of his clothes. Not taking his gaze off her, he took three
strides to the shower door and pulled it open.


“You can’t come in here.”


He wasn’t sure how she was
going to stop him. “It looks like only half your hair is soaped up.”


“I only have one hand.” Her
chin notched up defiantly. 


His cock thickened thinking
about taming this one. Once Trax got a hold of her, she’d learn that submission
was the only way to go. His brother needed to control everything. It was in his
genes.


Dante stepped around her. The
stall was eight feet by five feet and could fit an army in here. Trax had
designed the space saying he needed a place to be alone and think. That made
little sense as he’d installed two showerheads.


Dante picked up the stool from
the far corner and placed it in the middle of the shower. While he’d never
shampooed a woman’s hair before, he was going to love doing hers. “Have a seat
and let Uncle Dante take care of you.”


“Uncles do not have boners.”


He cracked up. “My boner is not my fault.” She’d have to
learn to say cock and love it.


She seemed to understand that
he wasn’t going anywhere and sat down, her back to him. Dante removed the
bottle from her hands and it nearly slipped out of his grasp. After a quick
rinse, he poured a small amount in his palm then massaged the liquid into her
hair. He tried to be gentle. After all, this woman had been through a lot, but
when her silky blonde hair caressed his fingers, his cock throbbed and his
fingers tensed.


This wasn’t good. Concentrate. He didn’t like how his
animal instincts were trying to take over his mind. She moaned, a good kind of
sound, like she enjoyed having his hands on her. Or perhaps she was picturing
his fingers plucking her nipples. His balls squeezed tight at the thought. As
he worked up lather, her arm dropped to her lap exposing the most perfect
breasts he’d ever seen. He almost wanted to howl at how her nipples puckered,
and his imagination ran wild. He closed his eyes as he continued to shampoo her
hair. He saw himself drawing that delicate pink nub into his mouth and swirling
the tip with his tongue. Then he pictured tugging and pulling the nipple until
she groaned even louder. 


“Ouch!”


That jerked him out of his
reverie. “What?”


“You yanked my hair.” 


Christ. “Sorry.” Since her hair was already
white with suds, he needed to rinse her. He pulled the handheld head from the
wall and realized the dilemma. “You’ll need to stand up, face me, and bend over
to avoid getting the suds in your eyes.”


He wanted to impale her sweet
pussy so badly that he had to bite the inside of his cheek to keep from pulling
her to a stand and fucking her. 


She slowly lifted up. He
immediately moved the seat behind him. Turn
around. 


He’d give her three seconds
to face him. If she didn’t, his heat-seeking missile of a cock was going to find
its target and claim her.









 

Chapter Six


Conflict ripped through Liz.
The moment Dante had burst through the bathroom door with fear crisscrossing
his face, she wanted to erase every worry line. No one she knew would have
rushed in to help. 


Her mother would have
insisted she leave their house, but Liz was tired of boring sex with guys who
politely asked her permission for everything. None of the men she’d been with
had elicited a spark like this, and it was about damned time to try something
different. Perhaps the near death
experience had her willing to embrace life. 


It wouldn’t take much to
excite her. Hell, she’d never showered with a guy before and that experience
alone had her yearning for sex. When she saw the size of Dante’s cock, she’d
known for sure nothing that big had
ever entered her, and she
wasn’t even sure it would fit, but something deep inside urged her to try. 


His command for her to face
him registered. He’d seen her bare pussy and her tits, so what was her problem?
If she allowed him to finish washing her, it meant she was basically saying yes
to having sex with him. No doubt the experience would be amazing.


You
want this and you want him to take control.


The second his fingers
reached around and palmed her tits, her body swooned. She longed for him to
tease her nipples and slip a finger into her pussy, but the soap dripping close
to her eyes made the choice for her.


“I need a rinse.” She was
proud of the fact she sounded so freaking practical—so not her usual MO. 


Dante turned her to face him.
She swore he gasped as he lowered her shoulders, but he was too quick for her
to study his face. Warm water cascaded over the back of her head, and while she
appreciated how he shuffled his fingers over her scalp to get rid of the soap,
she unfortunately had to close her lids to prevent getting any liquid in her
eyes instead of taking a better look at his cock. 


The compulsion to grab him
surprised her, but she held her bandaged hand off to the side and used her good
hand to support herself, rendering her ability to touch him impractical if not
next to impossible.


Her mouth watered as she imagined herself swiping her tongue up and down his length.


“Stand.”


The sound of him fumbling to
get the head back on the wall almost implied he was a bit nervous. Here she
thought he was the overly confident one. Dante lifted her wet hair as she
stood, and then flipped it behind her. She opened her eyes and his penetrating
gaze drew her in. Her lips seemed to open on their own and he was on her in a
flash.


She didn’t know what shocked
her more. The fact that the cock snuggling against her belly was as hard as the
plains of his rippled chest, or the way he captured her mouth with such
fierceness that it nearly stole her breath. Here was a man who took what he wanted
and that excited her to no end.


She wanted to study every
ripple of his body, but his exquisite
taste detracted her. The
pizza sauce and beer blended into a strong masculine tang that turned her on.
His tongue darted and twisted around hers, jousting for position. With her good
hand, she pulled him close and a low growl emanated from his chest. 


He pulled away first. “Sugar,
you are driving me crazy.”


As much as she wanted to act
coy and say they didn’t know each other well enough to have wild monkey sex in
the shower, the words wouldn’t form. Her pussy’s rippling contractions caused
her juices to drip. Thank God, he couldn’t tell with the water sluicing down
her belly. 


His hands slipped to her
tits. “I love these.”


Her hand grabbed his large
and throbbing cock. He instantly removed her fingers. She hated unfairness. “What’s
wrong? You can touch me, but I can’t touch you?” 


He lowered his head and
nibbled on her neck, almost as if he was preparing the surface to bite her. The
image of a werewolf’s fangs sinking into her neck raced through her mind, but
she pushed it aside. Now it was her turn to lean back. 


Dante’s eyes glistened. “You
aren’t very experienced, are you?” His tone held some humor or she might have
punched him in the chest. 


She stuck out her tits. “I’m
not a virgin.”


“You act like one.” His
lopsided grin dimpled his cheeks.


“How?”


“Grabbing a man’s cock when
he wants something really bad may result in a premature eruption.”


“Oh, yeah?” She’d like to
test his resolve. When she reached out to touch the base, he caught her wrist
so fast, her pulse raced.


“Don’t make me spank you.”


Her eyes widened. “You wouldn’t.”
Having him discipline her might be exciting. Its forbidden nature sent tremors
up her spine.


“You’d like the way I spank
you.” He chuckled. “And you sure as hell will love it when Trax does.”


“Trax will never see my bare
ass.” She responded abruptly, but the idea stopped her short. After a moment
she muttered, “He doesn’t even like me.”


If possible, Dante moved
closer. “Believe me, Trax wants you as much as I do, but he has more self
control. When he does take you, he will dominate you to the likes and depths
you’ve never known.”


“Not if I say no.” His words
rumbled inside her body, and she didn’t know whether to be afraid or gloriously
excited. 


Dante grinned. “Trust me.
Once you’re in his arms, the word ‘no’ won’t cross your lips.”


She searched his face to
determine his level of sincerity. Her mom always taught her that a man’s eyes
never lied. “Do you get off watching your brother take a woman?” She held her
breath awaiting his answer.


His thumbs scraped across her
nipples, temporarily distracting her. She should get out of the shower and
dress, but the pull to be with him overwhelmed her. 


“Sugar. I don’t watch. I
participate.”


His lips captured hers again.
This time he slipped a hand down her belly and pressed a finger on her clit.
Blasts of need streaked through her. She could no more pull away than she could
give up breathing. 


She threaded her fingers
through his hair and explored every inch of his delicious mouth with her
tongue. He pinched a nipple and the erotic sensations electrified every inch of
her body. When he dipped two fingers into her creaming hole and swirled them
around, he also strummed her clit with his thumb, and her climax slammed
through her so fast her knees buckled. This
time, she broke the kiss and growled—a growl that didn’t sound human to
her ears.


He dragged his mouth to her
neck and picked her up. “The shower’s taking too long. I can’t wait any longer.”


Somehow he managed to open
the door and not slip as he almost ran into Trax’s bedroom. He placed her on
the bed and climbed on top. 


“We’re wet.”


“I know.” His knees spread
her legs wide, and her body pulsed at the total vulnerability. “I envisioned
taking my time, but I want you too much.” His heavy lids lowered and his mouth
was on her tit before she could take a breath. The moment he pulled the tip
taut, the ache burst into wonderment. He plucked the other hardened nub causing
her back to arch. 


She clasped onto his shoulder
and his bunched muscles flexed. If she could have reached his cock, she would
have taken hold whether he wanted her to or not. The need to feel every peak
and valley of his chiseled body took over, and she ran her hand as far down his
back as she could. His head bobbed as he tortured her nipple with pleasure.
Each pluck sent a shard of pain tumbling straight to her core catching her by
surprise. She would have stopped him, but before she could voice her concern,
the ache turned once more into blissful pleasure. These thrills were so new to
her she hadn’t appreciated how quickly the sharp spikes of pain could turn into
swirls of lustful ecstasy.


Just when her nipple began to
ache, he moved to the other side. “You are so gorgeous. The perfect size, the
perfect shape, the perfect… aw hell. You’re just damned perfect.” 


He groaned with the next tug
as if sucking her nipples excited him more than it did her. He lowered his
hands and clasped her waist. As he dragged his body lower, he licked between
her breasts, across her belly button, and stopped at the top of her mons. She
clenched her ass to lift her hips.


He raised his head, his
expression telling her he was clearly aware of what she wanted. “Are you asking
me to fuck you?”


She sucked in a breath. She
might have said no at his crassness, except her body screamed yes. “Do you want
to?” Being bold thrilled her.


“Sugar, once I start, I’ll
pound your pussy so hard, you’ll come more times than you can count. Are you
ready for a real man?”


His bravado made her laugh,
but at the moment, his big man talk helped her relax. “Are you saying you’re up
for the job?”


“I’m a show rather than tell
type of guy.” 


He didn’t wait for her
response as he thumbed open her lower lips and dragged one finger against her
pussy. She expected him to press it into her, but all he did was circle the
opening, flicking her sensitive nub over and over again.


“Please.”


“Please what, sugar?”


Was he really going to make
her beg for his cock? Did he get off making her appear weak and needy? Spasms
rolled down her stomach with each swipe. When he replaced his finger with his
tongue, she bucked and arched. She squeezed her lids closed to stop from
watching him eat her, but all that did was heighten the sensations between her
thighs. 


Do
not come again. That
would only give him the upper hand.


She dug her nails into his
shoulder, and his arm snaked out and grabbed her wrist. He pinned her wrist to
the bed almost to prove he could do what he wanted. Somehow he was able to curl
his tongue and thread it into her wet sheath, but the in and out motion only
partially satisfied her. She wanted more. She wanted him. 


“Okay, okay. I want you to
fuck me!”


He looked up and grinned.
“Sugar, you have made me the happiest man.”


Instead of taking her right then, he drove her
higher and heated her up to a point where she thought she’d boil over. If only
she had the use of both hands, she’d knead his supple muscles and take him over
the edge with her.


He withdrew his fingers and
crawled up her body placing kisses on her belly until his lips captured one of
her sore nipples again. That one touch ignited her and she gave into her
yearning. Thunderous waves of ecstasy coursed through her as her vaginal walls
clenched and unclenched. She
dropped her head back and rolled her eyes upward. A gurgling sound exploded.


“Dante!”


“I’m here, sugar.”


He took her mouth again and
plunged his cock into her with one strong push. Her body shuddered at his
massive size, and she thought he would split her in two.


She must have screamed
because he broke the kiss and pressed his lips to her ear. “Just breathe and
let me love you.”


The tender whispering soaked
into her and helped her release the tension in her muscles. He eased out a
little before plunging in again. He lifted up on his elbows and pinched her
nipples causing tremors to race through her.


Again, she wanted to touch
him, but he held her wrists in one hand. Being captive with his body and his
cock made his touch all the more exciting. When he nipped her chin, she milked
his dick. His breath caught. 


Aha. The power momentarily shifted and she
almost smiled.


He withdrew almost completely
and let the tip of his cock balance at her opening. “Don’t clench again or I
will blast off.”


Wasn’t that what men did? They took their pleasure and left. Only
Dante wasn’t like other men. 


“I need more.”


He kissed her hard and drove
in again. It was as if she’d turned on his switch and he’d turned on hers. The
harder he thrust, the hotter she got. Her pussy gushed its juices, slickening
her walls. Her breaths came out faster and faster as he seemed to consume her.
Pinpricks stabbed her neck, but the sharpness disappeared the moment he dragged
his rough tongue across her shoulder. 


“Sugar, I’m close.”


“Me, too,” she managed to
whisper. 


All she could think of was
how much she never wanted his cock to leave her body. He ducked his head and
pistoned inside her. The fire he’d started spread over her body as her orgasm
invaded every inch of her. She couldn’t help but milk him one more time. 


He groaned and buried his
face in her neck. His hot cum blasted her walls, joining the two of them
together. She didn’t know whose shout sounded louder, but it wasn’t until his
cock stopped pulsating that she thought about Trax being only a few feet
outside the door. 


When Dante had released her
wrist she didn’t know, but she was barely able to lift her hand and pat his
back. “Do you think Trax is upset? We kind of made some noise.”


Dante’s hair flopped over his
forehead and he looked adorable. “I’m betting he jacked off to our sounds.”


She wasn’t sure if that was a
good thing or not. “I don’t know if I can look him in the eye.”


He laughed and tucked the
strands of hair that had fallen across her face behind her ear. “Trust me when
I say Trax is the one who will be avoiding eye contact. He’ll want you now even
more.”


She pushed up on her elbows.
“I’ve only slept with one man at a time.”


He tapped her nose. “We
didn’t sleep, sugar. We made love. Don’t worry about hurting my feelings if you
let Trax claim you. In the end, you’ll see how fantastic it can be to have both
of us.” He winked and crawled off the bed. A moment later the water ran in the
bathroom and he returned with a towel to wipe her down. “Why don’t you get into
something comfortable and join us in the living room?”


“You didn’t bring my pajamas.”


“I’m sure Trax won’t mind if
you borrow something to wear. His hips are smaller than mine or else I’d lend
you something.” He strode over to a dresser, pulled open a drawer, and lifted a
pair of dark green flannel drawstring pants. He tugged off the tag and tossed
them to her. “Brand new. Try these on.”


After he strode out, she
clasped the bottoms in her hand, her mind spinning with what just happened.
She’d had the most amazing sex in her life with a generous man and he just
walked out. 


Not quite knowing how to
interpret his actions, she decided to follow his instructions. She removed the
plastic around her knees then peeled off the plastic bag. She flexed her hand
to test the pain level and found the injury didn’t hurt as much. That pleased
her.


After donning a clean pair of
underwear, she pulled on the pants. They
were ridiculously long, but she rolled the cuffs and pulled the drawstring
tight enough so they wouldn’t fall off. 


Needing a T-shirt beside the
one she’d worn, which had blood over it, she threw on one of the ones Dante had
brought for her. The problem was that her nipples poked through the light pink
tee. The other shirt was white and would be worse. Since she was already
wearing one of Trax’s bottoms, she might as well avail herself to one of his
black shirts. It wasn’t like she’d come here under her own free will. He could
at least lend her something to wear.


She pulled open the drawer
and picked up, yes, a black T-shirt. The softness surprised her. The intimate
act of routing through his things wasn’t lost on her, but she wasn’t ready to
think about that yet. She slipped the tee over her head. She swam in it, but at
least her nipples didn’t show through, and wearing a bra to bed wasn’t her
favorite thing to do. 


Now, to face the beast.









 


 

Chapter Seven


Trax wanted to grab his
brother by the front of the shirt and toss him against the wall. Actually, he would have shifted and fought
Dante wolf to wolf if Liz hadn’t been here. 


“What were you thinking?” He
couldn’t let it go. “Her smell is all over you. Are you trying to ruin my
life?”


Dante looked behind him as if
he expected Liz to come out of the bedroom any minute. He turned back around
and shot him his usual smartass grin. “You need to learn to relax. I’ll tell
you, her pussy was divine and her tits sublime.”


Trax wasn’t even aware of
striking his brother in the jaw until pain rippled up his arm. Dante was a
beast. If he ever worked out, he’d be unbeatable. 


Dante held up his hands
pissing him off even more. “Got to you, didn’t I?”


“No. You got to her. What
happens after we toss Couch’s butt in jail for life and Liz gets to go back to
her life?”


Dante wagged a finger. “Now
that we’ve connected, she
won’t wander far. Not if I can help it.”


He didn’t have the chance to
set his brother straight because the door from his room opened. Trax didn’t
want to take in the sight of her, but with her standing there in his T-shirt
wearing those gaudy bottoms his mom had given him one Christmas, he couldn’t
help himself. His damn cock jumped to attention, and he had to squash the urge
to adjust his balls. No way did he want her to know how much he desired
her—how much she affected him.


She lowered her gaze and that
submissive gesture made it worse. Images of her kneeling in front of him while
he grabbed her blond mane and told her to suck on his cock forced him to walk
back to the kitchen. His need for control even surprised him sometimes. Dante
claimed when that Colter killed their dad he’d assumed the position of man in
the family. At the tender age of fourteen, taking control was his way of
coping.


“Is it okay that I borrowed a
few of your things?” she asked from across the room.


Damn it. She almost sounded
afraid. His protection mechanism intensified, but he turned his back to
her and waved a hand. “Sure. Take what you need.”


“Thanks.”


He got an apple out of the
fridge and took a bite. The juices dribbled down his chin and he imagined Liz
licking his face clean. This was absolutely the wrong time for a woman who
appeared to be their mate to come into his life. His body sure as hell wanted
her, but she didn’t need more trouble in her life. Liz would be better off if
he spent his time chasing after Couch instead of pursuing her.


When he turned around and
headed back to the living room, Liz had moved to the sofa. Dante had joined
her. Seeing the two of them together altered something inside him. It wasn’t so
much jealousy, since Dante would share, but his more primal need emerged,
surprising him. 


“We’re going after Couch
tomorrow,” he told her.


As expected she perked up.
“Tell me.”


Though highly unlikely, it
was possible she might be able to spot an issue with their approach. “I’ll take
two other teams with me. We’ll enter his office by the back. Hopefully, our
appearance will be unexpected and we can take him easily.”


“He keeps the back door
locked.”


She bit her lip. He almost
caved and hugged her. She had no idea how capable his team was and couldn’t
keep a small smile off his face. “We have our ways of entering a building.
Locks are never a problem.”


“Oh.” She glanced to the
ground as if trying to come up with other roadblocks. “What if he shifts into a
werewolf on you?”


His brother tossed him a smug
look. How are you going to field that
one, bro? You going to tell her Couch would be outnumbered five werewolves to
one?


“We have our ways to contain
him.”


Her brows rose. “Maybe you
can bring a steak that’s laced with that poison that’s harmful to werewolves
and capture him that way.”


She was clever, but there was
no need to go to such an extreme. “I like that idea. If he escapes the five of
us, we might try that, though I’m thinking he’ll see through the ploy. It’s not
like he’s a real wolf.”


The foot she’d been tapping
stilled. “Good point.”


He was able to school his
features at her thoughtful response. 


She turned to Dante. “Why
aren’t you going with him?”


Dante squeezed her thigh in
an intimate way. “Trax and the guys are capable to capture one old man.
Besides, I have a store to run. One of us has to make money.”


You
are such a little shit.
Trax glared at his brother then dragged his gaze back to Liz. “Dante likes to
meet and greet the public, so he does his thing, but we don’t need his salary.”


Her brows rose. Wouldn’t she
be surprised to learn the depth of not only their pockets but those of the Pack?


“What if Couch isn’t at the
office?”


“Why wouldn’t he be?” The
thought had his mind shifting in several directions.


“He can’t do much business
without a secretary. I bet it will take him a few days to replace me.”


“So you don’t think he could
handle the day-to-day business by himself?”


Her gazed drifted left. “I’m
not sure. He knows how the business runs, since he instructed me about what to
do, but when he gave me instructions, it was like the work was
inconsequential.”


Dante leaned back. “More
proof that Au Pairs for U is a front for his drug running and possible human
trafficking.”


“The man is such a scumbag.
When you catch him, what will you do with him?”


Trax was wondering when she’d
ask. “There’s a jail in the middle of Florida that’s just for shifters.”


“Seriously? Why haven’t I
heard about it?”


This time he couldn’t hold in
his chuckle. “That would kind of defeat the purpose of hiding the existence of
werewolves if we did that, don’t you think?”


“Yeah.” She glanced between
the two men. “I want to come with you.”


He quickly sobered.
“Sweetheart, there is no fucking way I am taking a girl with me to do a man’s
job.”


Her mouth opened, and another
erotic thought blasted him. Don’t think
about the havoc her mouth could wreak. His damn cock twitched.


“I need to ask him why he
raped my mother again after all these years.” She tapped her chest. “I need
closure, too.”


“No way.” He polished off his
beer and dumped it in the trash. “I need to get some shuteye.”


Dante stood. “Let’s hit the
hay.”


She leaned close and looked
up at his brother with adoring eyes. Trax held in his groan. He could see it
now. Dante would want her to stay around, but there was no way she was living
here. Liz would be a constant distraction and if he ever expected to put away
the Colters, she would be a hindrance. Besides, the fact they were werewolves
would surely come out, and that was the last thing the Pack needed was a
busybody woman blabbing to the world about who they were.


She followed Dante, but he
turned around. “Sugar, as much as I’d love to cuddle up to you all night long,
we’d get no sleep. Trust me, I can go all night long.”


Trax had shared enough women
with Dante to know his brother had the stamina of a flower deprived of water
for days. 


She moved in close. Jesus, if
he saw them kiss, he’d—well he didn’t know what he’d do but he sure as
hell didn’t need to be watching. 


He averted his gaze and
strode past them. “I need to get my toiletries out of the bathroom and some
clothing.” He sure as hell didn’t need to go back into his room with Liz there.
Sure, he’d need to use his computer that was set up in the corner, but only
after she was up. 


Christ, he never should have
brought her here. It was all the more reason to stop Couch. Then Liz would be
safe and on her way.


#


The morning sun speared
through the window and disrupted Liz’s carnal dream. She shielded her eyes as
she sat up and yawned. Trax’s king size bed had been incredibly comfortable and
his flannel sheets soft and warm. She almost didn’t want to get up, but the smell
of bacon and eggs drew her.


She dreaded changing out of
her comfortable sleepwear, but she wanted to check on her wounds so she pulled
off her pajama bottoms and lifted the bandages covering her scraped knees. To
her delight, the wounds had almost scabbed over. She decided to keep it
uncovered. Her hand, however, was a different story. 


Maybe she’d ask Dante to
change the covering or perhaps leave it open so it could breathe. Then again,
she’d have to be extra careful if she kept the stiches exposed. As she put on
undies and got into her jeans, buttoning her jeans wasn’t going to happen nor
was putting on a bra. Damn. 


Perhaps Dante could help her
dress. She stuck her head out the door and scanned the living room. Trax was in
the kitchen with his back to her.


He turned around. “Morning.”


“Good morning. Where’s
Dante?”


“At work.”


Shit. “Oh.”


“You need something?”


“Yes. I’ll be out in a sec.”


She closed the door, located
her bra and placed the straps over her shoulders. Holding the bra close to her
chest, she stepped out. 


Trax’s eyes darkened as he
kept his gaze, not on her face, but on her chest. Could this get any more
embarrassing? 


“I need a hand, literally,
with hooking my bra and buttoning my pants.”


His jaw tensed. “Come here.”
He didn’t sound pissed, but he sure as hell wasn’t happy. 


She proffered her back, and
his warm fingers hooked her bra in two seconds. His touch altered something
inside of her. What was up with that? Dante was the kind of man she’d always
dreamed of. He was funny and considerate yet there seemed to be some unleashed
power bursting to get out. 


“Thanks.” She adjusted the
bra so that she was covered and turned around. 


Her luck, her only bra was
the one she’d worn when trying to entice Couch into hiring her. It was a demi
cup so only her nipples were hidden. Now Trax would think she was trying to put
the moves on him. That was so not the case. 


Liar.


“Can you button this for me?”
She lifted her shirt to expose the open waistband.


He didn’t answer as he
stepped close. His spicy scent had her body thrumming. This was not right and
she averted her gaze. His fingers scraped against her skin and her body heated.
What was wrong with her?


Once more, he didn’t linger
as he buttoned her jeans. She expected him to step back, but instead he stayed
close. Her breath increased, and she couldn’t have moved if she’d tried. 


“Liz.” His voice cracked.


She looked into his simmering
eyes that seemed to change right in front of her. The gray and green flecks now
had more of an amber hue. 


He clasped her shoulders,
pulled her to his chest, and kissed her. While the pressure wasn’t hard, his
kiss bordered on desperation. His tongue pried opened the seal of her lips, and
her body refused to deny him entrance. 


Their tongues tentatively
touched a second before he took charge. Her nipples puckered and she clasped
his shoulder and he jumped back. 


“I’m
sorry, Liz. I never should have kissed you. I—”


“It’s okay.” Her heart
deflated. Who wanted a man to say the kiss had been a mistake? She stepped
back. “I need to finish getting ready.”


She rushed back to the
bedroom happy her knees were a lot steadier than yesterday.


“I made you breakfast. Hurry
back.”


She didn’t answer as she
ducked into the bedroom and plastered her back against the door. What the hell
just happened? She had only wanted help getting dressed. Trax seemed to think
she was putting the moves on him.
Then he apologized. That was the mortifying part.


She rushed to the bathroom
and checked to see if she looked any different from the kiss. Her lips were a
bit pink from the pressure, but otherwise, she appeared to be the same. 


Trax had made breakfast and
she was hungry. Sucking up her embarrassment, she returned to the living room.
A plate piled with eggs, bacon, and a piece of toast sat on the dining room
table. He’d also left her a glass of orange juice, but he was nowhere to be
seen.


“Trax?” Perhaps he was in
Dante’s room. 


She knocked. No answer.
Thinking he might be using his brother’s bathroom, she went in. Holy moly. The
place was a total pigsty. The bed wasn’t made, clothes were on the floor, and
the open bathroom door revealed a bigger mess.


Trax and Dante couldn’t have
been more different. Comparing them in other ways would serve no purpose. She
stepped back into the living room and called his name again. Her stomach
grumbled. She’d eat first, then figure out what the hell was going on.


Next to her plate sat a
neatly penned note. Going to capture
Couch. Wish me luck.


“Aw.” The last sentence was
such a cute endearment.


It took her no time to inhale
her meal even with only one hand. Once she was finished, she washed her dishes
and placed them on the counter to dry knowing Trax would be upset if she left
the place dirty. Touching their things connected her to them in an intangible
way. Perhaps the act of doing housework allowed her to pretend she was part of
a family.


Since she figured it would
take Trax some time to find Couch, she wanted to call her friend. Poor Chelsea
must be terribly worried. Liz punched in the number.


“Oh my God. Where are you?
I’ve been in a panic.”


She inhaled. Telling Chelsea all the details would take a
while, so she laid back on the bed and spent the next ten minutes describing
all that had happened. Discussing the reason for her mom’s suicide had been the
hardest to retell. 


“Holy fuck, Liz. Are you
telling me that in the last twenty-four hours, you tried to kill the man who
raped your mom, were chased down an alley by two wolves who turned into men,
and made love with a hot protector?”


Even she couldn’t believe it.
“That about sums it up.”


Chelsea whistled. “So now
what happens?”


She loved that her best
friend didn’t lecture her on the attempted murder or the subsequent sex. “I
have to wait here until Trax captures Couch.” 


“And if he doesn’t succeed?”


Her breath hitched. “I’ll be
spending the rest of my life cooped up in a fabulous loft apartment making love
to two hot men?” Even though it was a joke, juices dampened her panties and her
heart skipped a beat. She feared she’d just spoken her secret desire out loud,
and that was so not good. 









 

Chapter Eight


Trax didn’t want anything to go wrong with the
operation. Tons of reasons existed why he wanted to succeed, none more
important than him returning Liz home. Having her in his house fucked with his
head too much. 


Christ. Did he have to kiss her? What was he? A
horny teenager? He never lost control. Until
now.


She’s
our mate. Dante’s words
came back to him. Whether it was true or not, and he suspected it was, he
couldn’t afford the distraction.


“Can’t see any movement
inside, Trax.” Drake Stanton pressed his lips together but kept the binoculars
glued to his face. 


He and Kurt had spent as many
hours as he had watching Couch, while Clay Demmers and Dirk Tilton uncovered
the drug connection. All of them had a stake in bringing down this Colter. 


Dirk had informed him of some scuttle from the cops about Couch.
If their group didn’t neutralize him soon and the cops got involved, the shit
would hit the fan. 


 “Wait a sec.” Drake focused on the front
window. “I see a help wanted sign.”


“That makes sense since Liz
never showed up to work today.”


Clay moved next to him. “What
do you want us to do?”


If Couch wasn’t there, they
didn’t need to be wasting any more time staking out his office. “Let’s go in through
the back.”


With their handguns loaded
with wolf-poisoning bullets, they moved to the alley. Trax tested the steel
door that led to Au Pairs for U. No surprise, it was locked. He pulled out his
lock picks and, in seconds, opened the door. If he’d failed, they would have used a battering ram, and that would have made too much noise,
something they couldn’t afford. While no one was in the alley, they didn’t need
to draw any spectators. 


Trax held up his hand to
silence the four men. He led the way but slowed when he didn’t sense the Colter
nearby. He motioned for Kurt to check the office and for Clay to look in the
other room. Ten seconds later, they reappeared. 


“Nothing,” Clay said. 


“Me neither,” Kurt announced.
“I didn’t see his laptop or much of anything. It looks like he’s gone.”


“Fuck.” Trax stabbed a hand
over his head. “Grab the computer Liz used. Maybe there’s something useful on
it.”


Drake unplugged then gathered
the laptop. “Now what?”


“Let’s check out his house.”


Clay stepped over to the
coffee cup full of coffee and touched it. “It’s still warm.”


That meant they missed the
bastard by minutes. “I’ll see if headquarters can get a lock on his phone’s
GPS.” He doubted they’d be successful, as Couch would know that would be the
first thing the Pack would check.


He called Chris Williams at
headquarters and asked him to run the check. “Get back to me when you find out
anything.”


“Give me one sec.” 


They had Couch’s number
programmed. “You got something?”


“His phone’s off or else he
ditched it.”


“Thanks.” Trax stuffed his phone back in his pocket.
“Let’s hit Couch’s home.” 


#


Trax had been gone three
hours and Liz was going stir crazy. What she really needed was a walk. When she
pulled on the door that led to the stairs, it was locked. Now she was pissed.
Fine, she’d find a way out. 


She tested the door behind the dining room. It
was locked, too. What was up with keeping her in? A third door sat left of the
kitchen. When she turned the knob, it opened. Finally. 


The door led to an
entranceway. At the end was a staircase. The one going down probably lead to the
store, but she couldn’t guess what was upstairs. Curious to investigate every
nook and cranny, she went upstairs only to have another door slap her in the
face. Shit. She tried the handle.
This one was open, and she stepped inside. A small hallway opened up to a huge
weight room on the right. It looked like it could handle ten people at once,
but the number of weight stations really didn’t surprise her given how buff the
men were. Off to the left sat another room. She felt like Alice in Wonderland
testing door after door. That one was also open. Inside sat a rather messy
office. She had to smile. This had to be where Dante worked. 


No other doors were evident,
so she headed back down the stairs and continued to the other staircase. When
she reached the door at the bottom, she pushed it open. Success! Just stepping into civilization boosted her spirits.


Liz inhaled, happy to be
free. 


“Sugar!” Dante trotted over
and she was almost tempted to throw herself in his arms, but she hesitated. He
should have either told her about how to get out or seen to it that she had
access to the outside.


“I was trapped inside for
hours.”


“Poor baby.” He encased her
in his arms. She thought about stepping out of his embrace, but the comfort
made her stand still.


She leaned back but remained pressed against
him. “Why did you lock me in?”


“Nothing personal.” He
chuckled. “We keep the place locked tight because if someone’s in our house we
don’t want there, he can’t escape.”


She saw their point but
didn’t have to like it. “You don’t want me?” That wasn’t what he meant, but she
took the opportunity to tease him.


He backpedaled her to one of
the shelving units and nibbled on her lips. “What do you think?”


His lips on her neck ignited
her skin. “Why didn’t you wake me up before you left and say goodbye?” She
hadn’t meant to pout, but it came out that way.


“I went into the room, but
you were zonked out and I didn’t want to disturb you.” He leaned close and
sniffed. “Why do I smell my brother on you?”


“Um.” Maybe she should have
washed her face, but she never thought he’d be able to smell that well.


He grinned. “He kissed you,
didn’t he?”


“Yes.” She wouldn’t give any
details how the kiss came about.


“Hot damn!”


“You’re happy?” He had said
it was okay to be with his brother, but she really hadn’t believed him.


He devoured her mouth and her
body melted. She guessed that would be a yes. Her body tensed, but only for a
second. She hadn’t seen any customers when she entered the store, but someone
could walk in any moment. Right now, she didn’t care. His one hand massaged her
breast and the other rubbed her ass. Memories
of how he’d made her body feel returned, and she wanted to relive that amazing
experience once more. 


She’d already committed a
crime, had men attempt to kill her, and learned the world wasn’t anything like
what she’d believed. The last twenty-four hours would have been tragically
terrible had it not been for Dante. Now, she wanted him again.


She slipped her hand between
them and grabbed his crotch. 


“Sugar, you really don’t want
to go there.”


Yes
I do. Ignoring his plea,
she held on and squeezed. Her thumb brushed his zipper and she lowered it. She
expected a cloth barrier to block her, but his cock popped into her hand.
“Nice!”


She barely got her fingers on
him when he pulled away. “I have to taste you first.”


She clung to the word first. “Someone might come in.”


His gaze implied he didn’t
give a damn. That was so like Dante. He had her jeans’ button popped and the
material down over her hips before she could protest. Perhaps one little lick
would hold her over until she got him alone. 


He slipped a finger into her
pussy and her juices went wild. She didn’t care if he said he wanted to go
first, she needed to touch him. Before her hand reached his cock, he blocked
her. 


“I won’t last. I’ll admit it.
I’m weak when it comes to you.”


She didn’t want him to come
when they had so little time. “Okay.”


Pamphlets, small boxes, and other items lined a
display table behind him. In
one swipe, he knocked everything to the ground. The noise alone would alert a
customer. When no footsteps sounded, she relaxed—sort of.


He picked her up and dumped
her on the table then tugged down her panties along with her jeans and
scrunched her pants as low as they would go without taking them off. His gaze
never left the V between her legs.


“I couldn’t sleep last night
dreaming about you.” He ran his tongue over his lips, melting her insides. 


“Me, too.” 


Every warning bell sounded, but she had to have
him. It was crazy. Before yesterday, she wouldn’t have considered sex in the
middle of the store. After making love with Dante one time, she’d become a
desperate woman. How had that happened? Did both he and his brother have
special powers that made her desire skyrocket? Right now, nothing would
surprise her. 


Dante loomed over her and the
crooked smile she’d come to enjoy appeared. He made sure she was far enough
back on the table to bend her knees and plant her feet on the hard surface.
“This will only take a minute. Don’t worry. I’ll hear the bell ring if someone
comes in.”


If a customer rounded the
corner before she could pull up her clothes, she’d be mortified. If she had use
of both hands, she might not have worried. Before she commented this might not
be wise, his mouth clamped over her pussy and his tongue went to work shooting
sparks of need straight up her body. 


Molten fire filled her. “Oh,
God.” Spikes of lust pricked her. His tongue nabbed her clit and flicked it
right and left. She scooted lower. “Fuck me!”


He lifted his head. “Not yet.
I need your sweet honey.”


No one had said that to her,
ever. His sincerity made her feel sexier than she’d ever felt before. He
slipped a hand under the blouse and pushed her bra over her tits. Her nipples
puckered even before he touched her. When he pinched one tip, desire slammed
through her. He was too far away to grab his cock, but she managed to run her
hand through his floppy hair. His silky strands electrified her fingertips and
she wanted more.


With his free hand, he pulled
down on her shoulder to bring her closer. The pants trapped her legs, but she
didn’t want to take the time to remove them.


“Hurry.”


He stepped to the side and
drove three fingers into her pussy while he lifted her shirt with the other
then slipped up her bra. Now that he’d exposed both tits, he dropped his head
and sucked hard on one nipple. Spikes of need spiraled between her legs turning
her body into a hot volcano. When he curled his fingers and hit her sweet spot,
she took off like a rocket. She gulped in air and tried hard not to scream. 


Her groan sounded deep and
desperate. Closing her eyes, she let her climax wash over her.


Dante stood back. “You are
too sweet. I don’t think I can ever get enough of you.”


Not that she didn’t desire,
and even need his cock, but it was only fair to reciprocate. She sat up. “Help
me pull up my pants. I need to lick your cock.”


“Oh, sugar, those are fucking
sweet words to hear.”


He guided her off the table.
Between the two of them, they had her readjusted in seconds. When she looked
down, his cock had escaped its confines, and the top had bubbled with pre-cum.


He exchanged places with her
so he could sit on the table and provide her with a better angle. She bent
over, and before she grabbed him, she slowly dragged her tongue up his length.


Dante took hold of her hair
and tugged. “Don’t tease me, sugar. There’s too little time.”


He was right. She gripped his
cock and drew at least half of him into her mouth. Wanting to give him a good
experience, she swirled her tongue around his length and waited to hear his
groan. 


Sure, she’d given men blowjobs
before, but they hadn’t held much meaning. With Dante, she wanted to make him
happy. Stroking him lightly, she lifted her mouth up and down.


“Sugar.” He growled.


He reached under her chest
and pinched a nipple through her bra. She arched her back and moaned. She
tightened her grip and sucked harder. Her head bounced to some rhythm in her
head, which happened to coincide with the pressure on her tit. 


When he used both hands to massage
her breasts and pressed them together, she increased her speed, imagining his
cock dipping into her pussy.


He groaned, drew his hands up
to her shoulders and pulled her to a stand. “I need a second.” He placed his
feet on the floor, leaned against the table, and slipped a hand down her pants.



The moment he pressed on her
clit, another earth-shattering climax surrounded her, heating her to her core
and claiming her. “Dante. God. You’re amazing.”


Desiring to satisfy him, she
leaned over again and drew him into her mouth. All it took were a few up and
downs to make his hot cum geyser out of him. It pummeled the back of her
throat, and she had to swallow fast to keep from having his juices drip down
her chin. His hand rested heavily on her head. Even if she wanted to step away,
he wouldn’t have let her. For some reason, the loss of control didn’t freak her
out. In fact, it heightened the already heady experience.


Only after his cock stopped
pulsating, did his fingers on her head relax. 


The sound of someone clapping
startled her. “Nice job you two.”


Crap. It was Trax. He’d come down from the
house. How had she not heard him approach? She bolted upright and turned around
to get a read on him. He seemed to be a mix of pissed and amused.


“We’re just finishing,” Dante
said. “Liz was tired of being pent up in the apartment and came down to say
hi.”


Trax stuck his thumbs in his
pockets. “Are you telling me you didn’t hear Mr. Anderson come in?”


She hadn’t, but then again,
she’d been busy. She glanced up at Dante and his face had lost color. “No. What
did he want?”


“He wasn’t sure how to use
the Home Monitoring Camera WVC80N.”


“You
helped him?”


“Yes.
I couldn’t exactly say the owner was getting his rocks off in plain sight on
aisle one now, could I?”


She
almost laughed at that comment but managed to keep her expression blank. Only
then did it occur to her that if Trax was here, Couch must be in jail. 


“So
you got him?”


Trax’s
jaw hardened and his hands fisted for a moment. “No.”


“Why
not?” As soon as those words came out, she regretted her tone. 


He
moved closer. “He wasn’t in his office and he wasn’t at home. Got any ideas
where he might be?” He moved so close, he loomed over her.


“I
only worked for him for one day, but I did copy his agenda for the next day or
two.”


Trax
didn’t move. “Why didn’t you tell me?”


You never asked.
“I assumed you’d pick him up at the office and he’d never make his
appointments.”


Trax
pulled out his phone, tapped once, and swiped his finger across the screen.
“Where will he be tomorrow or later today?”


“I
have the information upstairs.”


“Let’s
go.” Trax strode toward the door that led to the apartment. 


Dante
placed a hand on her back. “Better do as he says. When he fails at something,
he’s a bear.”


She
wanted to kiss him and say how amazing he was, but she’d tell him later.
Jogging, she rushed up behind Trax. By the time she reached the apartment he’d
already retrieved a beer from the fridge. 


“It’s
in my purse.”


“Find
it.”


Her
mind raced as she went into the bedroom. If she just told him the information,
he’d take it and leave again, and she’d never get the satisfaction of seeing
Couch go down.


Inside
her purse she looked through the scraps of paper. Each one had an appointment
listed. According to one of them, Mr. Couch was meeting someone at the shipyard
at five tonight. That was in two hours. Not wanting to show her whole hand, she
ripped up the paper. She went out to meet Trax.


He
nodded. “Well?”


Liz
straightened her shoulders. “He has a meeting in two hours.”


“Where?”


“I’m
not telling unless you take me with you.”


He
stepped closer and her pulse raced. His gaze never left her face. The last time
he’d been this intense, he’d kissed her. The thought of almost making love with
one man, then kissing another should have horrified her, but with these men, it
felt right. Dante claimed they shared, so her guilt wasn’t as great.


“You
know the answer.” A nerve pulsed around his eye and his lips thinned.


“Then
I’m not telling you where the appointment is.”


He
stared for several seconds most likely deciding what to do with her. “Fine.
I’ll call my men. Be ready in thirty minutes.”


If
he hadn’t been watching, she would have pumped her fist. “You won’t be sorry.”


“I
already am.”









 

Chapter
Nine


Trax
drove his SUV, and the other four men followed in another vehicle. When he
introduced her to Drake, Kurt, Clay, and Dirk,
she was confident they could take care of Couch quite easily. All four had
powerful builds and moved like highly trained dancers. 


“Head out on Highway 39,” she told him.


He glanced over at her. “Then where to?”


She wasn’t going to let him trick her. “I’ll
tell you when we get there.”


He huffed out a breath, but she refused to give
in. They rode in silence for the next fifteen minutes. Finally, she couldn’t
take his sullenness. “I don’t see why you’re so mad. It’s not like you’re
giving me a gun or that I’m insisting on hunting down Couch myself.”


“You got that right.”


“Don’t you ever loosen up?”


“Not when I have a job to do. Couch is highly
dangerous. I told you what would happen if the authorities found out about his
illegal operations and catch him.”


“Yes, but you’ll catch him first and put in a
jail for his kind.”


He shot one more glance at her as he turned on
the highway. “You’ve mentioned several times that Couch stole your life. It’s
your mom who suffered.” 


She’d been waiting for him to connect the dots.
“That’s true, but my dad was greatly affected, too. He left us about eighteen
years ago after my mother stopped coming out of her room. Eventually, the money
ran out for good schools or anything.”


“I’m sorry.”


Only because he sounded sincere, did she drop
it. “Take the next right turn.”


Trax nodded. “Couch had an appointment at the
shipyard?”


“Yes.”


He pulled out his phone and told his cell to
call Kurt. “We’re headed to the docks. We’ll park and then set up
surveillance.” He disconnected.


“How are you planning to capture him? Walk up
to him and slap on cuffs?”


“Does it matter as long as he’s incarcerated
for the rest of his miserable life?”


“No. I just want two minutes with him to see
why he came back after all those years.”


Trax didn’t answer. 


They entered the shipyard. Several large
tankers were in dry dock and a variety of tugs and other commercial boats
filled the harbor. Cargo boxes like the type that went on top of a train sat
off to the side.


Trax drove around, probably scoping out the
place, then went to the far end of the lot near the street and parked. “You
should be safe here. It’s in plain view of the road.”


He got out of the car, came over to her side,
and pulled open the door. Her pulse spiked. Had he decided she deserved to be
the one to pull the trigger? To be honest, now that she understood how hard it
was to kill the bastard, she didn’t want to get anywhere near him. 


Trax leaned in. “This is for your safety.” 


She didn’t understand what that meant until he
clasped a handcuff around her wrist and attached the other end to the handle
above the door. “Again? Are you serious? I won’t get out of the car. I
promise.”


The door slammed shut and her ire ratcheted
tenfold. What was wrong with that man? Okay, he could have tortured her into
telling him the time, date, and place, but instead he honored her wish
regarding her need to see Harvey Couch taken down. Regardless, his attitude
rankled.


The five men dispersed and seconds later she
was unable to spot any of the men or any other worker for that matter. It was a
little before five and there should have been people about cleaning the ships
and doing repairs. Right?


She checked the car doors to make sure they were
locked even though she’d heard them click closed when he’d pointed the remote.
She wished he’d at least let her roll down the window a few inches to let in
air. She jangled her wrist, but of course, the cuffs held. 


Damn. Now for the interminable wait. If she’d
brought her purse, she could have called Chelsea. At least if her friend knew
where she was, Liz would have felt better. Not that anything would happen with
five super humans running around after one older man, but being out in the open
didn’t make her feel all that secure.


With the engine off, the clock wasn’t engaged,
and time dragged. She kept her eye on the containers where she thought Couch
would meet his contact. Several times, she checked the road to see who might
pull in.


After twenty minutes, she gave up trying to
find anyone. She’d hoped one of the guys would have gotten on top of the
containers and watched from there. She might have kept an eye on him that way.


Trax and the men had to be lying in wait ready
to pounce from somewhere. They’d already gone to Couch’s home, so maybe Mrs.
Couch had warned her husband that Trax was looking for him. Perhaps the man had
decided to lie low and not meet his contact.


A white Mercedes drove past her and her pulse
raced. She tried to get a look at who was in the front seat, but the dark
tinted windows prevented her. Damn. Hopefully,
Trax and his men knew the type of car Couch drove. Goose bumps raced up her arm
at the thought of the vile man being near.


The car disappeared behind the containers.
Perhaps the driver was the person Couch was to meet. 


She dropped back her head and let out a groan.
Stakeouts sucked. She’d just about given up on them catching the guy when a
knock sounded on her window. She bolted upright.


Holy
fuck! It was Couch bending over
and grinning at her. She patted the seat for her purse that contained her gun remembering
once more she hadn’t brought it.


“Mr. Couch.” Since she wasn’t wearing much
makeup, and only had on a T-shirt and a light sweater instead of something
sexy, perhaps he wouldn’t recognize her. Then how could she explain knowing his
name? You’re an idiot.


He placed his palm on the window and then
pounded on the glass three times. Her heart rate shot through the roof and she
yanked the cuff to get loose. Did he think he could shatter the glass? Dear God in Heaven.


“I know who you are, Ms. Wharton. Tsk, tsk for
trying to fool me.” The windows made it hard to hear the tone of his voice, but
from the way he curled his lip he was pissed. Her throat closed up and her ribs
squeezed her heart tight. 


He stepped back, pulled out his gun, and aimed.



Oh,
shit. Oh, shit. Her heart jumped up her
throat. She tried to duck, but with her arm attached to the overhead handle,
she couldn’t move. Oh, fuck. Three
pops sounded. She waited for the bullets to pierce her body and the life to
drain out, but nothing happened. She opened her eyes. The window didn’t
shatter. Did his gun have blanks and he was only trying to scare her? 


If so, he’d succeeded. 


He lowered his arm and sneered. “Next time, you
won’t be in a car.”


The ass turned around as calm as could be and
walked toward the exit. No new car was visible so how had he gotten here? 


She tugged hard on the restraint but it
wouldn’t budge. “Aargh.” 


Trax needed to know Couch was here. She
searched the docks, but like before, saw no one.


Then the Mercedes eased out from behind the
containers and exited the shipyard. Surely, Trax and his men had checked out
the driver. She twisted around to see if the car stopped to picked up Couch,
but it didn’t. Her foot tapped a hard beat on the floor trying to locate him.
She couldn’t.


What seemed like forever later, Trax stepped
from behind a tanker and motioned his men to retreat. As soon as she saw him,
the tension dissipated, but her pits wreaked and sweat beaded her forehead.


Trax pulled open the door. His face said it
all. He’d failed.


She twisted in her seat. Her throat was so dry
she feared the words wouldn’t come out. “Couch was here and he tried to shoot
me.” Her breaths whooshed out.


His eyes darkened and his lip twitched. “When?”


Now that she was safe, her bravado disappeared
and a tear brimmed her lash. Her body sagged. “Can you undo me?” She wiggled
her arm.


“Babe, I’m sorry I had to do that.”


The endearment swirled inside her and helped
heal the fear a little. “You had to. Maybe if you hadn’t, Couch would have
tried to take me.” Her stomach almost heaved.


“He’ll never get near you. I promise.” He
unlocked the cuff and she lowered her arm. She rubbed the fingers that had
almost gone asleep.


She didn’t want to tell him that unless he
locked her in his apartment, he couldn’t keep her safe. “He already did. He
shot the window, but maybe he didn’t have real bullets.”


“The windows are bulletproof. I never would
have let you come if I didn’t know you were totally safe from Couch and from
yourself.”


The tears she’d held back so long fell. She
sniffled and swallowed hating this ordeal wasn’t over. 


Trax pulled out his phone and called one of his
men. He told him Couch had been there and they’d just missed him. He then faced
her. “Tell me everything.”


Dropping her head back, she relived the almost
deadly encounter. Her stomach swirled. She mentioned the white car. 


“We saw the car. That wasn’t Couch.”


She sniffled. “After it disappeared behind the
dumpster, Couch pounded on the window.” She squeezed her eyes shut, but the
image of his leer wouldn’t go away.


Trax slammed his hand against the wheel.
“Motherfucker.”


She couldn’t tell if he was upset that Couch
almost got to her or because he was close and missed him. Trax scooted across
the seat and hugged her. His warmth settled some of her nerves. “I’m so sorry I
allowed you to talk me into letting you come.” He swept an errant strand of
hair behind her ear. 


She choked back a sob. “He called me by name.
And it wasn’t Ms. Chambers.” Now the tears fell in earnest and she hiccupped. 


Trax’s thumb swiped them away. “We’ll get the
bastard. I promise.” 


He started the engine and peeled out. His
shoulders remained rigid throughout the drive back to his loft. 


Once he parked, he jumped out and jogged over
to her side. When he opened the door, his gaze scoured the back alley.


“He can’t know I’m staying here.”


“I wouldn’t put anything past Couch and his
kind.”


She didn’t like the way his voice lowered. He grasped
her arm tighter and rushed her to the building. All he had to do was lean over
the scanner, and as soon as it read his iris, the door clicked open. 


She raced upstairs and straight to the
sanctuary. Once inside, she dropped down on the sofa and buried her head in her
hands.


Trax knelt in front of her and clasped her
hands in his. “We need to talk.”


His ominous tone almost scared her as much as Couch
pointing that damned gun at her.


#


Trax had never been more scared in his life.
Just thinking about that asshole Colter getting near Liz knotted his stomach.
He’d fought in Iraq and met terrorists head on but it didn’t compare to this
gut-wrenching experience. It was his fault Liz was even in the car. What had he
been thinking letting her come? 


Sure, she had the information and seemed
determined not to tell him, but he should have insisted. Clearly, she needed
discipline.


She stared up at him waiting for him to have
this discussion, but his cock was throbbing something fierce. Ever since he’d
brought her here, all he could think of was sinking his dick into her sweet pussy.
This damned mating stuff finally made him crack.


If he could train her to obey, life would be so
much better. 


“You need to understand something.”


She sucked in her bottom lip and he almost
pulled her to his chest and kissed her. 


“What?”


“You have no idea what Couch or any of the
other Colters are capable of. I do. From now on you will obey me.” He desperately wanted to show her that obeying him
could be amazing. 


She was his mate. He’d seen her flushed face
when she was with Dante in the store. Her scent had drawn him downstairs. His
need was making him careless. Sooner or later she’d decide she wanted Dante,
and when he told her they were werewolves, she’d freak out less if she cared
for them both.


Her pert little mouth dropped open and her lids
lowered. “Obey you? Am I now your captive slave?”


The idea of making her submit had the animal in
him trying to burst out. If he didn’t taste her now, he would shift and ruin
everything. One tug was all it would take to pull her into his arms.


She licked her lips and stuck out her chest in
a defiant pose. 


That did it.


He stood, pulled her to a stand, and clasped
her to his chest. He almost hoped she’d scream and try to flee, but instead she
did the worst thing possible. 


She leaned in and kissed him. 


Every last bit of resolve broke as he returned
her kiss. His cock throbbed and pulsed, and the power within him threatened to
come out. His need to claim her overtook all of his senses. He teased her mouth
open, desperate to taste her. When she responded willingly, his claws began to
replace his nails, and his bones cracked.


He pulled away. “Come with me.”


The expected question about where he was taking
her never came. When he pressed his thumb on the sensor, the locked door behind
the living room opened. 


“So that’s how you get it to open. Cool.”


He prayed she’d think it was still cool once he showed her what the room
contained. The inside was dark, but as soon as they passed under the sensor,
the room’s lighting blinked on. The beige walls became bathed in a reddish hue
adding to the seductive nature.


Liz halted. “What is this place?”


“Welcome to my playroom.”


She glanced around and from the way her fingers
tensed in his palm, she’d never seen anything like this. 


“What’s all this for? I mean I can guess, but
why show me?”


She rotated around and faced him. It was now or
never. 


“I want you.” He couldn’t wait anymore and bent
down to drink in his fill. 









 

Chapter Ten


Liz didn’t take her gaze off
of Trax until they entered the room. Then the magical place drew her in. “Oh,
my.” 


She tried to figure out the
purpose of all the items. One thing was for sure—it thrilled and scared
her at the same time. A spanking bench to the right had her mind wandering.
While no man had ever asked her to kneel on one, she thought the idea exciting.
A padded table that looked like one a massage therapist would use stood in the
middle of the room. Her sore muscles ached to have someone’s hand to rub the
tension from her body. 


Cuffs dangled not only from
the walls but from the ceiling, and things like paddles, whips, crops, and
collars hung on the side wall. She failed to take this all in. Half of her
wanted to experience each and every item in here but another half was plain
scared. 


Her gaze continued across the
room and stopped at the shelves that contained dildos and a few things she
couldn’t even guess their use. Suddenly, she was far outside her comfort
zone.  


“Do you like my pleasure
room?” It sounded as if he was holding his breath, waiting to see if she’d turn
and try to run.


“I’m not sure.” She didn’t
know if he wanted to bring her in here to have sex or just to show her what
would happen if she didn’t obey. 


He turned her around and
clasped her shoulders. “I’m hoping I can show you a new world of pleasure, but
first you’ll need to learn to do what you’re told. It’s for your own good.”


She was about to say she was
twenty-eight and didn’t need anyone to tell her how to act, but the need in his
voice stopped her. His gaze oozed sex appeal and for some reason she wanted to
obey him, if only to experience the wild side once in her life. 


“How do you intend to tame
me?” The defiant part of her body couldn’t be quelled. 


Trax Field would never use
violence against a woman. He was a passionate man, but he was also one who
needed control like he needed oxygen to live. 


“I’d like to show you, but
you’ll have to follow some simple rules. Can you do that?”


“Rules? As in I can only wear
black and must eat peas twice a day?” Why
do you always sass him?


Because
I want to break through that steely exterior and unleash his inner beast.


He didn’t answer, but she
swore half of his lip twitched upward. It might be as close to a smile as she
was going to get. 


“Yes, like that, only you
will be naked and eating my cock.”


Waves of contractions sped
through her pussy and dampened her panties. She’d never been with a dominant
man, but with Trax she was willing to give it a try. While she loved Dante’s
carefree ways, Trax excited a different part of her.


She squelched another sassy
retort and studied his eyes. With only red light bathing the room, it was too
hard to read his expression. He lifted her sweater over her head, folded it
neatly, and placed it on a side cabinet she hadn’t spotted when she’d first
entered.


“Rule number one is don’t do
anything until I tell you to.”


“So what you’re saying is
that if I feel the urge to—”


He cut off her question with
another powerful kiss making her forget what she was about to say. His hands
roamed over her back, but only for a moment. He moved back as if he hadn’t
meant to kiss her. 


“Rule number two. Don’t say
anything other than yes, Master and no, Master, and only when I ask you a
question. Is that clear?”


“No.”


His shoulder jerked forward.
“Explain.”


“What if I don’t like what
you’re doing to me? Can I stop you?”


His body relaxed and he
dragged a knuckle down her cheek. “Have you ever had a man make you helpless
and vulnerable?”


“No.” No one other than
Dante.


“No, what?”


Oh,
shit. She’d messed this
up already. “No, Master.”


This time the white of teeth
appeared, and what perfect teeth they were. 


“Good. If you want me to
stop, all you have to do is say the safe word.”


“Like stop?”


Now a chuckle almost rumbled
out. “We can be more creative than that.”


“How about Colter?”


His demeanor turned dark.
“That would stop me. Now let’s begin your training.”


Training? Dante already implied their kind of
training wouldn’t have anything to do with capturing the bad guys. 


“Take off your clothes.”


Her heart hitched for a
moment. It was the man who usually wanted to disrobe her, but questioning him
might not be wise. She was curious about what would happen if she didn’t follow
his instructions. 


As if her fingers had a will
of their own, she lifted her shirt over her head. Because the swelling had gone
down on her cut, she was able to move her fingers better. She tossed the shirt
toward the cabinet and missed.


“Pick it up and fold it.”


Was he serious? 


He inched forward. 


Guess
so. She did as he asked
and placed the shirt on the counter. Needing some support to finish undressing,
she leaned against the credenza, bent over, and untied her laces. Since she was
somewhat handicapped, she wasn’t able to give him the strip show she bet he
expected. Well, too damned bad.


She half thought he’d tell
her to hurry, but he remained rigid as he watched her. Once she removed both shoes
and her socks, she glanced at his crotch, but the room was too dim to tell what
effect her undressing had on him.


Getting out of her jeans took
a little more work, but eventually she got them down to her ankles. Using her
feet to hold the leg in place, she stepped out of one side then the other.
After neatly placing her clothes on top of the others she faced him wondering
if he wanted her totally naked or not.


She drew her hands behind her
back and waited for his command.


“Come here.” He stepped to
the left behind a mat. 


She eased toward him. At
first she thought this was new and exciting. Now she began to question whether
this had been a smart move. Only because he had told her he’d stop if she asked
was she willing to see what he had in mind. Images of him hanging her on the
wall and impaling her with his big cock made her drip.


“Yes, Master?” Okay, that
wasn’t a question, but she was new to this game.


Game? She thought of this as fun but Trax
seemed intent on making sure she understood who was in control.


“You failed to completely
disrobe.” 


She’d been about to say that
he hadn’t been specific, but wisely she chose to keep her trap shut for once.
She bowed her head and inhaled, waiting to see what he would do.


He lowered one strap of her
bra and leaned forward acting as if she was some kind of present he wanted to
savor instead of a man who wanted to teach her a lesson. His tongue tripped
over her shoulder blade and the urge to grab his shoulders and pull him closer
raced through her. She reached out to touch his skin and enjoy the feel of his
bulging muscles, when he grabbed her wrist. 


“I can see this is going to
take a long time. I don’t want you to move. Remember?”


“Okay.” Jeez. Had that been one of his rules? She couldn’t remember.


He lowered both straps and
peeled the cups below her breasts. She looked up just in time to see his eyes
widen as if seeing her nakedness excited him a lot. “So pretty.” 


He thumbed her nipples and
they immediately puckered. Her pussy was vibrating something fierce, and even
she could smell her own arousal. He unhooked the back of her bra and lowered it
down over her hands. 


It didn’t surprise her when
he placed the underwear on the other stack of clothes. She wanted to ask him
what his issue was with things being messy, but she doubted he’d answer her.


A drawer opened, but with his
body blocking her line of sight, she couldn’t see what he’d removed. 


“Close your eyes.”


“Why, Master?”


He growled. “Commands are to
be followed, not questioned. Is that clear?”


Not really, but if it meant
the difference between getting his cock and not getting his cock, she’d agree.
“Yes, Master.”


“Good.” 


He stepped behind her and
placed a blindfold over her eyes. A blast of panic sped through her. You trust him. She instantly touched the
soft fabric to make sure she could remove it if she became too overwhelmed. 


He pulled back her hair and
his breath caressed her ear. “I know you want to ask why I need to blindfold
you. Trust me when I say the sexual experience will be heightened if you do
exactly as I say.”


She liked the sexual
experience part and nodded. Being able to call a halt to this experience made
her feel safe.


“Good.”


His careful and calm demeanor
lulled her into thinking he might play with her nipples next. Wrong. He pulled back her wrists and
bound them in seconds with more soft fabric. 


Adrenaline spiked through
her. After tugging on the straps and realizing she wasn’t going to get loose,
she gave up. Now, her only chance at putting a halt to this was to say her safe
word. In her heart, she trusted him to honor her wish if she used it. 


Footsteps sounded across the
room and then returned. 


As each second passed,
excitement rather than trepidation grew. What was he planning? Her level of
trust surprised even her. When he dragged an unknown object across her breasts,
her nipples distended. 


“Master?” The word slipped
out.


“It’s called a flogger. It’s
made of the softest leather. One might liken it to a floor mop, but instead of
coiled string, the ends are leather.”


The image sent a shiver of
delight up her spine. Once more he lightly swept it across her nipples and they
hardened further. He’d barely touched her, but the idea that she was basically
his captive excited her. 


“Rule number three. No matter
what I do, you must not climax or there will be consequences.”


“Consequences, Master?”
Understanding the full extent of her new world was important to her.


He grabbed her by the scruff
of the neck and drew her so close that she could feel his breath on her lips.
“Only because you are new will I forgive you. Do not question me again.”


She swallowed before nodding.



“Would you like a little
taste of what I will do if you are bad?” He drew her bottom lip into his mouth.



Once more she nodded, but a
second later thought maybe she shouldn’t have agreed so quickly.


He led her forward. She took
small steps not wanting to trip over anything though she doubted he would have
let her stumble. 


“Kneel.”


Uh-oh. She bet this was the spanking bench.
Since she wanted to experience all of Trax Field, she did as he asked. He
guided her down then lowered her head. The pad was closer to the ground than
she remembered and came to just under her tits. He plucked one nipple and she
let out an involuntary gasp.


“Did you like when I did
that?”


At first she had to think
whether she was even allowed to answer. To be safe, she nodded. 


“Good.” 


He must have gotten on his
knees behind her because his fingers clasped either side of her panties. Slower
than she thought possible, he lowered the sides until the silky material popped
over her hips. Not wearing a bra didn’t nearly make her feel as naked as when
he’d slid down her panties. 


His palm rested on her belly
then inched downward. “What do you have here? A waxed beauty?”


That was a question so he
might want a response. “I swim a lot and don’t want to have anything showing.”


“In the future you’ll need to
keep it bare so that my cock won’t pull on the hairs and hurt you.”


Oh,
my God. If he planned to
fuck her, she wished he’d hurry up. Desperate to have his finger on her clit,
she wiggled her ass. Instantly, he let go. 


“That movement was not
acceptable.” The slap came fast and hard. 


“Ouch.”


He grabbed her ponytail.
“Ouch? Do you wish to use your safe word?”


She shook her head. 


Another slap landed on her
ass. Bastard. She wouldn’t cry. She
refused to give him the satisfaction he’d caused her pain. After the third
smack, her damned pussy actually dripped. What was up with that?


When he plunged a finger into
her sopping hole, she gasped.


“I see you liked your
spanking. Perhaps I will have to change your punishment to include
deprivation.”


Okay, now he was pushing it,
but she bit back her answer.


He lifted her to a stand and
unwrapped the straps holding her arms. She rubbed them to relieve the tension.
Trax never said anything about not touching herself.


“Pinch your nipple.”


What? She didn’t usually play with herself,
but if it would get her closer to her goal of feeling his amazing cock, she
would do it. Without thinking, she raised her right hand and pinched the
nipple, happy her fingers were finally able to close completely. 


She lowered her arm.


“Liz, Liz, Liz. Don’t you
service yourself?”


“That’s what a man is for. Master.”


That came out a little
bitter, but all her pent-up frustration finally burst to the surface. In a
flash she was in his grasp high off the floor. He strode across the room and
set her down. 


“I hadn’t wanted to do this
so soon in your training, but you leave me no choice.”


The safe word bubbled to her
lips, but she couldn’t quite bring herself to use it. He lifted her right arm
to the side and snapped on a cuff. She tugged, but clearly the restraint was
meant to constrain. No surprise, he locked down the other hand. She supposed
that wasn’t any worse than having her hands tied behind her back. 


What she didn’t expect was
for him to grab her ankle and stretch it wide to the side. The same type of
cuff went around her leg. When he repeated the action on the other side, exhilaration
ran through her veins. She wanted his cock worse than anything, but since she
wasn’t allowed to talk, she wouldn’t beg. 


“I can smell your arousal. Do
you want me to fuck you?”


“Yes!” Damn. That just came
out.


“I’m pleased, but this may take
hours. I hope you are ready to control yourself. If you come I will not give
you my cock.”


She groaned. That was so not
fair. Could he really lick and tease her and not impale her? Given the man
wrote the book on control, she feared the answer might be yes. Maybe Dante
would walk in and help her out.


“Since you are a virgin to
this lifestyle, I am going take that into consideration.”


Footsteps sounded and then
the tearing of paper. He returned. What came next was pure torture.









 


 

Chapter Eleven


Trax had to blindfold Liz. One look at her and
his claws had extended and his bones had popped and cracked. To shield her from
learning the truth, he’d rushed over to the credenza. Now wasn’t the time to
tell her he wasn’t all human.


He inhaled, using all of his training to keep
from shifting. Once he blindfolded her, he’d quietly managed to take off his
shoes and remove his pants. If he hadn’t, his cock would have burst through the
material. He never expected finding his mate to be pure hell. His urge to take
her and forget her training nearly did him in. 


He dragged the vibrator over her belly. “Can
you tell what this is?”


“A dildo?”


He smiled at her hesitation. The hint of
excitement lacing her tone implied she might not be adverse to pleasuring
herself. “Very good. Would you like to experience it while I play with your
tits?”


She drew in her bottom lip and he almost lost
it. Did she have any idea what she did to his resolve?


“Can I have your cock instead, Master?”


He swallowed a groan. “No.”


“Then yes.”


This should keep her highly stimulated but not
enough to climax. “Remember, if you come, I’ll walk away and leave you totally
unsatisfied.”


Her lips firmed and he wanted to take her right
then. If she cried out his name prematurely, he’d jack off or else demand that
she suck on his cock. He closed his eyes for a second to refocus. Why did he
insist on torturing himself? 


You want
her to truly enjoy herself. I’m doing it for her.


Using the tip of the vibrator he pried open her
pussy lips. He wanted to lick her and drink in her juices, but to do that would
be cruel. She wasn’t trained enough to control her own body. He moved the
vibrator back and forth over her opening and loved how her moans of pleasure
increased with each swipe. From the way her body swayed, she was fighting her
urges. When she bent her knees he caved and slipped the vibrator an inch into
her pussy. The tension in her face immediately disappeared. 


Her groan made him so fucking hard. What he
wouldn’t give to be that piece of hard plastic. Taking his time, he glided the
vibrator in and out of her, and with each pass, her juices turned heavier. By
the time he had the vibrator fully seated in her, her scent had permeated every
one of his cells and he fought hard to keep the beast inside from getting out.
He prayed he wouldn’t cave.


He never shifted unless it was to fight an
enemy. This irrepressible urge drove him crazy, but he was determined to bring
her the ultimate climax. He prayed he could last that long.


“Would you like me to turn this on?” There were
rotating beads that would pummel her walls and drive her close to the brink,
but if he put it on the slowest speed, she wouldn’t go over the edge. Or so he
hoped. 


“Yes, Master.”


He smiled at her compliance and thrilled that
her defiance had turned to desperation. As soon as the vibrator went to work,
he held it in place and dragged his tongue across a distended nipple. Her tits
were perfect, so soft and supple and full. 


You are
weak.


Right now he almost didn’t care. 


#


Liz was glad he couldn’t see her eyes because she
was sure they’d be red from squeezing them tight. This constant teasing was
almost too much to bear. Her walls kept spasming when he touched her. Knowing satisfaction
wasn’t permitted made it more difficult not to seek release. If her climax
claimed her and he walked away, she would turn into a maniac. She had to
believe this was as hard on him as it was on her.


His one hand masterfully manipulated the
vibrator while his other pinched the nipple not consumed by his mouth. Her
juices flowed and her pulse raced. She bit the inside of her mouth to stop from
coming. His teeth tugged on her swollen crest and the quick intake of pain
turned into something glorious a minute later. How could anyone not have an
orgasm?


While she didn’t ask for his cock, her mouth
opened as she gulped in air. Perhaps it was when she dropped her head back that
he understood she was ever so close. He shut off the vibrator and pulled it
out. 


How dare he? She was about to get satisfaction
with or without his cock. The second she growled at him, all contact ended.


“That’s good that you didn’t come.”


That’s
because you pulled out the fucking vibrator.


Instead of commenting, she pressed her lips
together to show her displeasure. He cupped her pussy and the brief personal
touch sent skitters up her spine. But it was when he slipped in a finger inside
her that her body heated up again.


He leaned in close and nibbled on the hollow of
her throat. His tender kisses were more powerful than any fake cock in her
pussy. 


“Would you like me to eat you?”


God, the man was going to break her. “Yes,
Master, but only a little.”


His chuckle was a balm to all her fears. He
skimmed his hands down her sides. From the angle, she assumed he was getting on
his knees. She clenched her ass in preparation for the assault on her pussy.
Instead of relief, he had the nerve to nip his way up her inner thigh while he
massaged her ass. To keep from screaming, she pictured tying him up and licking
his cock but never putting him in her mouth. In this imaginary world, she’d
promise him her pussy and even hover over his cock, but since his hands would
be tied and his legs spread wide, he couldn’t take her. She smiled. 


The real world invaded when he did the
unthinkable. He swiped her entire pussy with his tongue and evoked a gasp. 


“Please, Master.”


He thumbed her clit. “Please, Master, what?”


“Please, Master, fuck me.”


“Patience.”


She didn’t want to have any more patience. This
slow seduction had her near the breaking point. He pried open her lips with his
thumbs and slowly circled her clit with his tongue. The light pressure was
worse than when he’d turned on the dildo and drove it in and out of her. 


She sniffled to keep her tears from soaking the
cloth.


He groaned. Suddenly, he released her right leg
and then her left. She didn’t move, awaiting his instruction. When he untied
her wrist restraints, she lowered her arms and rubbed them.


A kiss was the last thing she expected, but
having his bare chest plastered to her body and his hard cock pressed against
her belly weakened not only her legs but her brain. Her lips worked furiously
against his as her hunger nearly consumed her. His groans sounded more like
growls when mixed with her moans. 


She gave up the fight and wrapped her arms
around his neck. 


“God, Liz, I have to have you.”


“Yes, yes, yes.”


So she’d forgotten to say, Master. Perhaps he
was so turned on that he forgot. He stilled. Oh, shit.


“You will pay for that slip.”


Fuck me. She was too weak for this man. He lifted her
up and carried her somewhere. Their skin was slickened with sweat, and they
glided off one another. With a quick flip, she was face down, but still in his
arms. 


“I want you on your elbows and knees. I want
that pretty little ass high in the air.”


She’d never had a cock in her rear hole and
wasn’t sure she could handle one, especially a cock as big as Trax’s. 


He set her down on something nicely padded.
From the fact he only lowered her a few inches, she guessed she might be on top
of the massage table. He scooted her forward then spread her knees wide. Knowing
she was about to get his cock, her pussy convulsed time and time again. Her
nipples ached not only from need but from use. She wet her lips because her
panting had dried them out. 


Hurry.


She wiggled her ass, and a second later Trax
placed a hand on her rear. “What did I say about moving, slave?”


Slave? That did seem to fit with the master concept,
but she wasn’t sure she could ever be a total submissive. When she didn’t
respond straps of leather smacked her ass, not hard enough to really hurt, but
they did sting. 


“I’m sorry, Master. I’ll try to be good.”


“If you can’t control your urges, would you
like me to whip your pussy?”


Shivers encircled her, and they weren’t the
good kind. “No, Master.”


That might have gotten her to say her safe
word. He dragged that leather thing across her ass and even that much pressure
made her clench her cheeks. The hard slap was unexpected, but it did serve to
warm up her insides.


“When Dante comes in your ass, you will need to
learn to relax. Now don’t move.”


She bowed her head and was rewarded with caress
on her back. Latches coming undone sounded and suddenly the table came apart.
“Master?”


“Don’t worry. The table separates, allowing me
better access to your pussy.”


She thought she’d get his cock. She must not
have held in her displeasure because he spanked her again. 


“Ouch.” She refused to add the sign of respect.


“That will cost you. For that I will not edge
you closer to your climax and then stop.”


That was a punishment? She focused on the
stopping part when perhaps she should have been worried about not being allowed
to climax. 


She needed his cock so bad she was willing to
stay locked up in the vault of an apartment for weeks, if that’s how long it
took to get him to fuck her. “I’m sorry, Master.” Not.


He climbed up behind her. She lifted her head.
He slipped his cock under her pussy and rocked back and forth. Her juices
coated him. At the same time, the friction rubbed against her clit and drove
her higher. Here she thought the torture would stop. 


Reaching under her chest, he pinched both
nipples so hard she gurgled. No words came out. The ache intensified quickly,
but dissipated almost as fast as a sweeping wave of lust slammed into her. If
she didn’t get his cock soon, she’d tear off the damn blindfold and run
downstairs naked. If Dante wasn’t there she’d take the first man she could
find. 


She’d never been this desperate before, let
alone so close to despair. Trax had pushed her way past her limits. His cock
edged her opening and her breath caught.


“I need you.” His strangled admission almost
did her in, but she held on tight, wanting to give him his release, too.


The first thrust was hard and fast. His size
stretched her to the max, but the friction was divine bliss. He leaned over her
back and kissed her shoulder, acting as if this was as special to him as it was
to her. When he cupped her breasts and twisted her nipples, waves of fevered
lust swamped her. His cock set her body on fire and sent deliciously wicked
flames up her pussy walls. 


She couldn’t breathe. Her mouth gulped in air
and she buried her head in her hands as she spiraled out of control.


“Jesus, but you’re so fucking tight.” 


His subsequent thrust tipped her over the edge
and way past the point of no return. As he pinched her nipples, it was as if
she was swimming in a sensual fog, unaware of anything but the two of them in a
tight embrace.


She clamped her hands over her ears to keep the
blood from pounding.


“Come for me, slave.”


His voice, while muddled, finally registered
and the joy in knowing she could give in to her urges filled her with unbridled
ecstasy. 


His hands slipped to her hips and his grip
tightened. He pumped hard and fast, and she let the joy take over. Her release
splintered her, scattering her thoughts in every direction, while her pussy
burned and sang. 


The hottest fire raged inside her as his climax
shot powerfully inside her. His cock expanded and pulsed. He slid his hands
around her and held on tight as if he never wanted to let her go. Or at least,
she allowed herself to imagine the joy of him never releasing her.


Only when their breaths calmed did he pull out.
“Relax. I need to clean you up.”


Since the table was wide open to the middle,
she lowered one leg to the floor and followed it with the other. Her chest
dropped onto the top. The door behind her opened and she figured the blindfold
wasn’t necessary. Besides, she wanted to get a good look at the huge object
that had just impaled her.


She was just getting her second wind when he
came back with a towel. His eyes widened, but he said nothing about the
blindfold removal. She lowered her gaze from his face to his huge cock that
didn’t seem to have gone down an inch. 


“You’re huge, Master.”


“The better to fuck you with, my dear.”


She was surprised the man had a sense of humor.
He swiped the warm cloth between her legs and even the act of him caring for
her made her heart skip a beat. 


“Anyone home?” The shout came from the living
room.


Oh, crap. Dante was here.


“In the playroom,” Trax shouted.


Why did he have to do that? She tried to edge
past him to grab her clothes, but he stopped her. She looked up to see if he
wanted her to hide. He grinned and pulled her in front of him. 


The door opened and Dante strode in. The light
coming from the living room obscured his features but his stance widened and he
hooked his thumbs in his jeans, looking like a gunslinger ready to shoot. 









 


 

Chapter Twelve


“Well hell. If I had known you wanted to get
laid, you should have called me.”


Liz hadn’t wanted to get laid. She wanted to make love with Trax. There was a big
difference. “Trax was comforting me.”


“I’m sure he was. Your tits are nice and rosy
and your pussy is a sweet pink. Looks like my brother sure did give you a lot
of comfort.”


Even though she’d made love with Dante, she
tried to cover her pussy with her hands, but that only served to bunch up her
tits. “I need to get dressed.”


Dante stepped forward. “What’s your hurry?
Looks like Trax here has you all ready and primed.” 


While she adored Dante and loved what he did to
her body, she wasn’t sure she was ready to swap men.


He kicked off his shoes and lowered his jeans.
She wanted some gentle loving. As she stepped forward, Trax held her arms. “I
didn’t give you permission to go anywhere.”


How far was he planning to take this Dom thing?
She had to decide what if anything she wanted to do about it. Her pussy was
vibrating, but when she thought about being taken roughly by Dante, her nipples
hardened. 


Or did he want to fuck her ass? She wasn’t sure
what she thought about that. Dante’s gaze never left hers as he shucked his
jeans. His cock stood at attention. With her pussy swollen from Trax, she
wasn’t sure he’d even fit.


“How about getting the nipple clamps, Dante?
And a plug while you’re over there.”


Nipple clamps? Her nipples were already so
tender that even one suck might give her another climax. Dante returned and
slid his hands over her tits and pulled on the tips. Electric pulses shot
straight to her stomach and then down her inner walls. My God, what the man did
to her. His cock was already hard, but she wasn’t sure she wanted something in
her ass right now. 


Trax leaned over her shoulder. “Now you’ll know
what it’s like to have two men love you. But don’t worry, I’ll hold Dante
back.”


Did that mean they’d fuck her ass another time?



Paper tore and as she twisted her head, Trax
tightened his grip. “Let it be a surprise. You’ll like it so much better.”


Dante reached around her and waved the plug in
front of her face. It looked huge. 


“Bend her over.”


Trax moved to the side and pressed on the back
of her head forcing her to place her hands on her knees. From her vantage
point, she saw Dante move behind her and spread her legs apart. He dragged a
finger down her butt crack forcing her to clench her ass.


“Bro, this isn’t going to work. She’s not even
pink.”


“I swear she was. I must not have given her all
that she wanted.” 


They were acting like she wasn’t there. Trax
moved to her head and held her shoulders. His cock was right under her mouth.
The temptation got the best of her and she drew him into her mouth. 


“Slave, I did not give you permission to suck
on me. Dante punish her.”


She noted he did nothing to stop her from
continuing to give him a blowjob. His comment had been a ploy to redden her
ass. Dante’s first slap brought tears to her eyes. Her ass was already red from
Trax’s spanking. They had to see how sensitive she was. With his cock in her
mouth, her cry came out muffled. 


“Another
one,” Trax commanded.


The second strike had her heart jumping. She
was about to lift up and use her safe word, but Dante rubbed out the hurt then
kissed her cheeks. He unscrewed something and a pleasant citrusy scent wafted
over to her. It wasn’t until Dante’s finger pressed against her butthole that
she realized it was lube.


She lifted her head, but Trax pressed it down
again. She decided to see if she could make him lose control and not worry
about what Dante was going to do to her. He dragged something hard across her
ass and between her cheeks.


“This is just a little tiny plug to get you
used to having a real man in your ass.”


While tempted to clench, she sucked hard on
Trax’s cock to stop from tensing. Tightening her stomach, she was able to lift
both hands. With one hand, she fondled his balls and with the other she wrapped
it around his cock. He hissed and she inwardly smiled. 


Dante pressed a thumb against her anus and she
jerked. He slipped his cock between her legs and rubbed it back and forth
against her clit. She must have sucked too hard on Trax because he stepped out
of her grasp. 


“Enough. Dante, put in the plug. Now.”


“Yes, sir!” His chuckle followed.


How come he could joke with Trax, but when she
tried it, he punished her by preventing her from climaxing? 


Dante pressed the not-so-small plug against her
ass and pushed inward. Yikes! The
thing was bigger than a cock, or so it seemed. He twisted it right then left
and hit all sorts of strange nerves. It wasn’t uncomfortable, just foreign to
have something back there.


He pushed on the end so hard she nearly tripped
forward. Dante patted her butt. “All set.”


Neither man said anything, but both turned her
around so that her back was to Trax who lifted her shoulders. Dante stepped
over to the table and picked up something silver. It was a Y-shaped chain with
clips on the end. Her mind reeled.


“Hold her, Trax.”


Trax wrapped one arm around her waist and the
other lightly across her neck. Her nerves shot to high alert. “What are you
going to do?” She swallowed the burst of fear that squeezed her heart.


“Slave?” Trax’s voice came out low and gruff.


Shit. “Sorry, Master.”


Trax slightly released the pressure on her
stomach. “This will only hurt at first. Then the joy will make your pussy cream
so hard, you will have to use all of your control not to come. You do know how
to control your base urges, don’t you?”


No. “Yes, Master.”


“Dante, go ahead.” 


He stepped in front and the moment he clipped a
sharp clamp on her swollen nipple the pain ripped through her, down her body,
and back up her spine. When he repeated the action on the other side, it took
her control not to cry out. Then, her body embraced the pain and endorphins
shot out from the tips and set her pussy on fire once more. She clenched her
ass, and spikes of need radiated all down her rear. Almost every part of her
body was ready to explode. 


She thought that Trax would want her to suck on
his cock, but he seemed happy holding her down. It was when he slipped his left
hand from her throat to the end of the chain and tugged that she yelped.


Dante clamped down on Trax’s wrist. “Easy, bro.
I want to suck on those tits. You already had your turn.”


His sincerity wasn’t as convincing as it could
have been. Perhaps they were determining her pain level. 


“Pick her up, bro.”


With his right hand, Trax lifted her up six
inches and moved her closer to Dante who grabbed hold of her inner thighs.


“I’ve been dreaming of fucking you all day.” 


She closed her eyes, ready for him to plunge
his cock into her, but he didn’t. These men seemed driven to make her wait. He
dropped to his knees and sucked on her pussy. Blasts of need slammed into her.
The contractions rippling through her forced her to tighten her butt, but that
only made her ache for more. The plug almost seemed to grow as Dante flicked
his tongue all around her opening. It was when he nipped her clit that she bit
her lip to keep from screaming his name. As he continued to lick her pussy, he
reached up and tugged on the chain. Both nipples dragged down and she let out a
whimper. 


He sat back on his haunches then pushed to a
stand. “Let’s get rid of this chain. Wait until you see what happens next.”


She’d get his cock? Her nipples were close to
being numb and when he took off the clamps and blood rushed to the end, she
squeezed her eyes to keep the pricks of pain from felling her. Dante licked
both nipples. Instead of easing the sensations, it seemed to triple the lust.
Her needy cunt convulsed over and over again. How she needed a cock again, she
didn’t know, but she was ready for him.


Dante must have sensed her urgency because he
grabbed hold of his cock and drove it straight up her pussy. Since half of her
body was already taken up with the butt plug, she was packed full of cock.


“Holy fuck.” She clamped her mouth shut,
fearing Trax would tell Dante he couldn’t have her.


Instead, Dante laughed. “Hold her arms back,
Trax, and don’t let her touch me.”


When Trax pulled her elbows back, her breasts
stretched taut. Dante leaned forward and captured her lips. Gone was the nice
man she’d made love with before. This man seemed possessed. The harder he
pounded into her swollen pussy, the hotter she got. Desperate to taste him, she
opened his mouth and invited him in. Dante obliged and tangled with her. 


Trax must have felt left out because he lifted
his knee into her butt crack and hit the plug. The pressure from the fake cock,
combined with Dante’s dick, made her lose control.


She dropped her head back and broke the kiss.
“Help me. I’m coming.” Her strangled cry sounded far away even to her.


Dante lowered his head onto her shoulder and
not only did he ram his cock deeper in her pussy, but he bit her shoulder. She
felt the prick and the dribble of blood, but for some reason, she experienced
little pain. Maybe she was too swept away by her climax to feel the teeth
breaking the skin. She’d never soared higher. Being with two men was the
epitome of love.


Dante growled and on his next stroke, his
powerful jism blasted her back wall and seared her from head to toe. Trax
nibbled on her neck then kissed the tender spot below her ear as if to calm her
beating heart. 


Her mind shattered with what just happened and
Dante withdrew. He stepped back and grinned. 


“Fuck, that was mighty fine. I don’t think we
can ever let you go.”


She hoped he was kidding because she was a
woman on a mission.


#


Dante pulled two beers out of the fridge and
handed one to Trax. He glanced over at the bedroom door. It was closed. Good. The three of them had eaten
chicken that Trax had prepared, and then Liz said she needed to take a shower
and head to bed. He couldn’t blame her. She’d had a rough day. First with Couch
trying to shoot her, and then being put through her training session with Trax.



“How did you enjoy your first go around with
Liz?” Dante kept his voice low. He could have telepathed his question, but it
took less energy to speak.


Trax swigged the beer. “Christ, she was
perfection.”


Dante dropped down on the chair across from
him. “Do you think it’s time we tell her we’re werewolves?”


Trax’s eyes darkened and a hint of amber shone
through. “No.”


Once more, the urge to knock some sense into
his brother surfaced. “Why not? You know as well as I do that she’s going to be
our mate.”


“She’s not ready.” Trax cocked a brow. “Why did
you bite her?” 


“I had to mark her as ours.” 


“Dante, what if she’d seen your fangs?”


He shrugged. “I was careful. She didn’t even
notice.” 


“She’d freak if she found out. She’s still
impressionable.”


Dante chuckled. “What you really meant to say
is that you’re not ready to tell
her.”


“I have a job to do.” Trax’s shoulder tightened
and his nail beds turned white from holding the bottle too intensely. “It’s
already hard enough to concentrate. Once Couch is in jail, I’ll break the
news.”


“Just don’t fuck up what we already have.”
Dante wasn’t complaining. The more she fell for them, the harder it would be
for her to walk away. He and Liz had already established a connection and if
Trax wanted to wait, so be it.


Trax’s gaze shot off to the side. “Just make
sure she doesn’t think you only want her for her body.”


That was a low blow. “Can I help it that every
time I get near her, my hormones shoot sky high? I may not have the discipline
and stamina you do, but by the moon above, I am no better than a teenager when
I get around her.”


Trax slammed the bottle on the table between
them and glowered at him. 


Dante held up his palm. His brother looked
ready for a fight. “I wanted to take my time, but after I took off the chain
and she groaned when I licked her tits, the brain in my cock took over.”


Trax nodded to the bedroom. “Since she’s so
deeply under your skin, make sure she doesn’t talk you into allowing her to go
after Couch herself.”


“Don’t worry. I won’t.” 


Dante jumped up and Trax followed him into the
living room. One glance at the bedroom door had him standing down. His brother
was awfully high and mighty tonight. Dante wasn’t the only one who needed to be
careful. 


He faced Trax. “I have a word of advice for
you, too, bro. Don’t always act like some hard ass with all your master-slave
shit. She needs to know you care.”


“Fuck you. Just let me sleep in peace.”


“Gladly.” Dante left his half-empty bottle on
the kitchen counter instead of tossing it in the trash just to piss Trax off. 


Tomorrow he wanted to figure out a way to make
Liz happy. 









 


 

Chapter Thirteen


When Liz awoke, she wasn’t sure where she was.
The gray walls and dark furniture made the room tomblike, and only faint light
eked around the closed curtains. The alarm clock on the side table read 9:13 a.m.
Yikes. She never slept in. As she sat
up and yawned, her pussy and ass throbbed. When she shifted position, she felt
something deep inside her. Oh, shit.
It was the freaking butt plug they made her keep in. 


Well, that wasn’t going to stay. 


She eased out of bed and headed into the
bathroom. It took a few tugs and not clenching to remove it. After she washed it,
she wasn’t sure what to do with it, so she left it on the counter.


Images of being blindfolded and tied up
surfaced. She tugged off her top and looked down at her breasts. Sure enough,
her nipples were red. She rubbed them and a quick blast of pain rippled through
her, but it was a good kind of pain. 


Never in a million years would she have thought
she’d enjoy being at a man’s mercy. A flash of heat rolled through her as she
remembered Dante and Trax touching her.


But why
only with these men?


She’d never allow anybody else to do those
kinds of things to her. 


Why? 


Because she’d never trust anyone the way she
trusted Trax and Dante. The level of confidence she’d developed with them in
such a short period of time was quite remarkable. Having someone save your life
had a way of forming a strong bond between you. 


After washing her face and brushing her teeth,
she went in search of something to wear. All she had left was one clean outfit.
Today, she’d have to ask one of them to return her to the parking lot so she
could get her car. She had to go home for more clothes. Until Harvey Couch was
in jail, she wouldn’t feel safe there. It wouldn’t surprise her if he had one
of his wolf underlings stake out her place, waiting for her to return. Bastard.


She opened her door and spotted the brothers in
the kitchen. Dante was scrambling eggs and Trax was cutting fruit. Did they eat
this well every day or was this special because she was there? She secretly
hoped it was the latter.


Dante turned around and smiled. “Hi, beautiful.
Sleep well?”


Yes and
no. Her erotic dreams kept
waking her up. “Yes.”


“Good. Breakfast will be up in a minute.”


Trax’s cell rang. He reached in his pocket, and
as he glanced at the screen, his brows furrowed. “Trax. Yes, General. I’ll be right
there.” He disconnected and returned the phone to his pants.


“Bad news?” Dante pulled three plates from the
cabinet.


“Make it two plates. The general is not happy
about our failure yesterday.”


That wasn’t fair. “You got close,” she said.


“Close doesn’t get him captured.”


She then remembered the other appointments
she’d copied down. This time she wouldn’t ask to go along. “I might be able to
help. Let me get something.”


She hurried into his room and dug through her
purse. There were moments, even last night, when she debated finding the
bastard on her own. Then reason intruded. Even if she had a gun, he could shift
and run away before she got off a shot. Not to mention, she didn’t have the
right kind of bullets to kill the bastard. 


It would be just her luck, if she did do
something on her own, Couch would have an army of men near him, and then she’d
be the one who ended up dead, not him. She admitted it was better for trained
men to go after him. 


With the scraps of paper in hand, she returned.
“Here are two other appointments he had listed on his calendar. If I were
Couch, I wouldn’t go, but maybe he doesn’t know I copied his schedule.”


Trax’s brows rose. “Oh, he knows, but thank
you. It might soften the blow when I meet with the general.”


Trax tucked the information in his pocket and
picked up his keys. A bit of her was disappointed he didn’t kiss her goodbye,
but she understood he wanted to keep his mind on his task. He placed his eye
against the scanner and headed downstairs.


Dante turned her around and embraced her.
“Don’t worry, sugar. He’ll come around.” He kissed the top of her head.


“Come around?” Surely the man couldn’t read her
mind. 


“He’s not very demonstrative with his
affection, but in his case, actions speak louder than words.”


“If you say so.”


“If he weren’t so intent on catching Couch for
your sake, he wouldn’t have spent a few hours last night planning his next
move.”


That cheered her. “Oh.”


“Come on. Let’s chow.”


She helped him bring the food to the table and
the domestic scene wasn’t lost on her. She could get used to living with
someone as supportive as Dante. Trax was another issue all together. 


She placed a cube of pineapple in her mouth and
let the sweet juices wake her up. “I was hoping you might be able to find the time
to drive me to my car and then escort me home so I can get more clothes.”


“Sure. Let me call Randy to see if he can work
for me today.”


Inconveniencing him wasn’t her goal. “You don’t
have to do that.”


He smiled. “I’ll take any excuse to spend time
with a beautiful woman.”


Her stomach flipped. “Just any beautiful
woman?” She couldn’t believe he thought she was even pretty.


“No, just you.”


“Aw, that’s sweet.”


While she dug into her meal, Dante called this
Randy guy who didn’t appear to need much encouragement to come to work. 


“Done. I can be your bodyguard for the day.”


That excited her. “I’ve been thinking.”


He shoved a forkful of eggs in his mouth then
washed them down with juice. He held up a finger while he finished chewing.
“Always a good idea.”


She loved his humor. “I want to learn to shoot
a gun.”


His cheer disappeared. “Sugar, I don’t think
that’s a good idea.”


She figured he’d say that. “Even if you, or
rather Trax captures Couch, he could have other members of his team follow up
on his desire to harm me.”


“I’ll admit there are a lot of Colters running
around.”


“See? What if after Couch is in prison, he
calls his men and tells them to come after me. I want to be ready.” This time
she held up a finger. “And don’t say carrying a gun is dangerous. I know it is.
That’s why I want to be prepared.”


He blew out a breath and leaned back in his
chair. “I guess it wouldn’t hurt.”


“Really? And since I have to go back to work
soon, could I get a few of those werewolf-killing bullets?” She feared she’d be
spending her life looking over her shoulder wondering if one of Couch’s men was
out to exact revenge for her part in bringing him down.


He burst out laughing. “You are something
else.”


She hoped he liked her aggression, though Trax
wouldn’t. “Is that a yes or a no?”


“Let’s take it one step at a time. I’m afraid
the bullets we have won’t fit that peashooter of yours. Hell, I might as well
bring a spare gun of Trax’s. That way, if he’s willing to lend it to you,
you’ll know how to use it.”


“Thank you.”


He leaned closer. “I hope you’ll figure out a
reward for my generosity.”


“Absolutely, and as you know, I can be very
generous.”


#


“Have you ever been to a gun range?” Dante
finished buying two boxes of ammo for them at the indoor shooting range.


“No. Guns have always scared me.” Being indoors
seemed easier than outdoors as a wall separated them from the other shooters. 


“Good. They should, but I totally get that you
want to keep a gun in your glove compartment in case Couch approaches you again.”


Or in
case I get pissed and decide to shoot first and ask questions later. 


She remembered what happened the last time she
was in the car. Trax’s car had bulletproof glass, but hers didn’t. “What if
Couch sends someone else? Is there a way for a laymen to tell if someone is
really a you-know-what?” She had to lean close as the gunshots made it hard to
have a conversation. 


For a second Dante tensed. “No.”


“Then how did you know Couch was a shifter?”


His mouth opened then closed quickly. “I saw
him shift.”


That made sense. “So if a Colter never shifted
in front of you, you wouldn’t know to keep watch on them. Right?”


He tapped her on the nose. “I thought we came
here to learn how to shoot.”


Dante had a smooth way of avoiding pointed
questions. For now, she wouldn’t pick. Maybe it was better not to know all the
details. “Okay, hot shot. Show me what to do.”


He loaded the ordinary bullets into Trax’s
spare gun. “Did you see how I did that?”


“Yes.”


He handed her the gun. “Keep your arms straight
and look down the site.”


She closed one eye and aimed but didn’t pull
the trigger. 


“Let’s put on your ear protection so your ears
don’t ring all day.” He slipped the head gear on and stepped behind her. Dante
encased her arms with his and lifted them to eye level. Having him there gave
her so much confidence.


“Pull the trigger when you’re ready.” His voice
sounded muffled, but she could hear him. 


She held her breath and shot. The recoil jerked
her back. Her arms would have lowered except Dante had supported them. She
turned around and lifted her headgear. “Can I see how I did?”


“We’ll look later. Keep practicing.”


For the next few shots, he guided her but then
stepped away. She’d gotten the sense of the
gun and felt good about her shots. Dante
held up his gun and fired shot after shot at his target. He didn’t flinch or
jerk. 


After ten minutes, he stepped over to her side
and pressed a button. The target approached. “Hey, not bad.”


Four shots hit close to the center. Probably
the ones Dante had helped with. The rest barely hit the target or missed all
together. 


“Let’s see your score.” 


His adorable smirk said it all. He brought his
target near.


“Holy shit. You’re good.” Almost all of his
shots were in the center circle.


He brushed his knuckles against his chest.
“Actually, I cheated.”


“How?”


He showed her how to use the infrared sensor.
“Now when you aim, the red dot shows you where the bullet will go.”


“That’s so cool.”


Excited to experiment with this new feature,
she tried again. She lined up the red dot close to the center and pulled the
trigger. After about twenty shots, she pressed the button to bring her target
closer. 


“How did you do?” He pulled the paper close.


She studied the results. “Not as well as I
thought.”


“It takes practice.”


Darn. “What I need is a heat sinking bullet. Once I
take aim, the bullet locks on to the target and follows him around, even if he
tries to run away.”


Dante lifted the gun from her hands. “Perhaps
you’ve had enough target practice for today if you’re thinking about shooting a
retreating target.”


That made her laugh. “Maybe you’re right.”


“How about some lunch and a romantic walk on
the beach?”


“Sounds like a date to me.”


During the ride to the seashore, she rolled
down her window and enjoyed the November air. The humidity wasn’t often this low
and the temperature below eighty. Add in the slight breeze and a clear sky, and
she was thrilled to be far away from Harvey Couch and all that was bad. 


“You want to go to the Pavilion for lunch?”


“I for one love their hamburgers, but my
cholesterol would double if I ate there very often. How do you stay so fit?”


“Pure thoughts.”


Dante always had an answer. He parked the car
in the lot, came over to her side, and opened the door. His chivalry was only
one thing she liked about him. 


She rushed up next to him and tried to keep up
with his long strides. “Do you play hooky from your store very often?”


“With my brother as a task master? No, not
often. Though to be honest, I usually don’t have a reason to run out and play.”
He squeezed her hand.


They arrived at the restaurant and ordered at
the bar. Once their food came, they decided to sit outside and enjoy the fresh
air. The salt breeze refreshed her and she enjoyed watching the seagulls. They
squawked loudly as they dove toward the beach and picked up whatever food they
could find.


“Dig in!” Dante lifted his hamburger and before
it got to his lips, juice dripped down his hands. He took a bite. “Mmm, almost
as good as your pussy.”


Heat raced up her face. “Shh. There are
families here.”


He laughed. “If I was focused on what other
people thought of me, I’d never be happy.”


“I’m not worried about looking bad, but young
children shouldn’t be privy to our sex life.”


“Speaking of which, do you know what I plan to
do to you as soon as I get you back to our house?”


Just the thought of making love with the
awesome man had her nipples puckering and her pussy dampening. Before heading
to the gun range, he’d allowed her to pick up her car and had followed her
home. He totally understood that she needed to grab more clothes. While there,
she’d slipped on a thong and her sexiest bra. She hoped he’d like the outfit.


“How about you show me when we get back instead
of telling me. I like surprises.”


He laughed and several people at nearby tables
looked their way. “Eat up.”


They took a quick walk to the water, dipped in
their feet so they could say they’d done the beach thing, and headed back to
the car.


The quiet, sunny respite had done wonders for
her soul. “If I could afford it, I’d consider living on the beach.”


“Too much danger from wind.”


Hurricanes were a problem in Florida. “True.
Maybe renting a place for a month after hurricane season might be nice.”


“Indeed.”


He opened her car door and she eased in. She
didn’t miss Dante scoping out the area as if he expected trouble. Not wanting
to get into a debate about how he knew where these Colters were, she kept
quiet. 


During the drive home, her imagination went a
little wild. Perhaps she could convince him to take her into the playroom. Even
though Dante didn’t seem the type to demand her submission, she might like him
to try. 


Not long after they left the beach, he pulled
up behind their building and parked. He cut the engine. 


“Ready for your world to rock?” He winked.


She so could get used to being with this man.
“Absolutely.”


As soon as Dante and she got into the house, he
plastered her back to the wall. “I’ve been dreaming of having you again all
day.”


“Me, too.” That was the truth. 


How could these men have gotten under her skin
so fast? It was as if she was destined to be with them. She was never one to
believe in love at first sight, but with the way they took such good care of
her and protected her, not to mention the way they brought her to climax in a
few seconds, they were meant to be.


She broke the kiss and started to lift off her
shirt when Dante stopped her. “Let me.” He removed her heavy T-shirt over and
whistled. “Sugar, you came ready for me.”


“You like?”


“I more than like. I almost hate to take off
this lacy bra.” He dipped his head and tugged her close. His tongue traced a
path across the top of the pink lace and pinpricks of delight spread over her.


“What do you say we take this into the
playroom?” She held her breath waiting to see if he thought tying her up was
only for Trax.


His response was to pick her up. “You are the
woman of my dreams.”


“Oh yeah?”


“You know I’m a big fan of showing.”


He walked her to the playroom and placed his
thumb on the sensor. The lock unclicked. 



She couldn’t wait for this adventure.









 


 

Chapter Fourteen


As soon as Dante set Liz down, he slid his
fingers under her bra and popped it over her tits. “I can’t tell you how much I
love these.”


“I thought you were more of a show-me guy.” She
grinned.


He laughed. “You got that right, but I need you
more naked. My cock can’t decide where to go since you have so many delicious
spots.”


She loved that he made her feel so special.
Since Dante wasn’t into being neat, she toed off her shoes and kicked them
toward the wall. He held her hands in one of his as if he wanted to take down
her pants. 


“I have a better idea.”


He stepped over to the credenza and opened the
drawer. When he turned around, he had a soft looking rope in his hand, but she
couldn’t make out the material, just that it was long. The red lights sat on
the floor and illuminated the walls. They’d come on automatically when they
entered, which made it a little hard to see well.


“Turn around.”


She liked how his voice had lowered an octave.
He had her tied in no time. If she didn’t know better, she might have guessed
he’d roped calves in his past. He stepped in front of her. 


Without saying a word, he unbuttoned her jeans
and slid them down over her hips. “Ooh, sugar, you did plan on seducing me,
didn’t you?”


“Maybe.”


“Well, you came to the right place.” He walked
around to her rear and whistled. “I’m thinking I might have to take you in the
ass today.”


Tremors of joy squeezed her tight. She hoped
he’d say that. He returned to her front and cupped her face. His kiss came out
hard and demanding, sending swirls of lust right through her veins. His tongue
begged for entrance, and she opened up to let him explore her. He tasted of
ketchup and pickles, a combination she found endearing. With her head held
captive, his tongue probed her mouth as if he was imagining what he was going
to do with his cock in a few moments. Thrills sped between her legs and she
stepped closer. The second her hips met his he broke the kiss.


His eyes were hooded and his mouth slack. “I
won’t last if you touch him.”


He got on his knees and as soon as he tugged
off her jeans, she stepped out of them. When he placed his face on her stomach,
a warm feeling of belonging swept over her. He didn’t give her long to enjoy
the sense of endearment, because his tongue darted out and encircled her belly
button. The moment he grabbed one ass cheek and squeezed, she wasn’t sure she
could wait for him to take his time.


“I want your cock.”


He looked up. “Not so fast. I want your body,
too, but I plan on savoring every inch of you first.”


She groaned at his torture. He used his index
finger and traced the line of her panties as it disappeared into her crack. She
clenched as she imagined the glory that was sure to come when Dante impaled
her. 


He abruptly stood. “Didn’t Trax teach you
anything about clenching?”


She searched her mind. “I can’t remember.”


He shook his head and led her over to the
spanking bench. Knowing how much she liked the glory that followed the pain,
she gladly knelt. This time, she bent over the leather top and let her tits
hang over the lip. 


“This has to go.” He first untied her hands
then unhooked the back of her bra. “I was so excited that I wasn’t thinking
about this. Maybe you shouldn’t wear one.”


“I’m not showing a house with my nipples
popping through my top.”


“I bet you’d sell a hell of lot more houses.”


She shook her head not able to come up with an
appropriate response.


He dragged the straps down her arms and dropped
her bra on the floor. He stepped away from the bench and walked to the back
wall. “You’re going to like this.”


He tore open the package, dropped the cardboard
on the floor, and returned. He waved what looked like pink clothespins.


“What are they?”


“These, sugar, will be something you’ll want to
have in your arsenal for all time. I know I should let you rest at least a week
before trying these, but I won’t leave them on long.”


He knelt in front of her and tugged on her
nipple. She gasped from having the sharp clamps on her tits the night before.
When he placed the clips on the ends, the pain took her breath away, but at
same time made her pussy clench and spew her juices. He added the other one and
tears formed in her eyes.


She was about to touch one when he pulled back
her arms and retied them. The pressure intensified the ache. He returned to the
front and moved a dial on the clamps. Oh,
my God. They began to vibrate, and she almost asked him to take them off. 


Dante walked behind her. “You’ll get used to them.
Just breathe.”


Easy for him to say. He moved toward the door,
but when she twisted around, she couldn’t see what he was doing. He returned a
half a minute later. 


He tapped her ass with something hard.


“What is that?”


“Sugar, no more questions.” Now he sounded like
his control freak brother.


He slapped the narrow piece of wood across her
ass. 


“Ouch.” She was positive a welt formed. 


He rubbed her ass. “Was that too hard?”


“Maybe a little.”


The next whack seemed twice as hard. Between
her nipples being painfully manipulated and her ass stinging, she was near to
tears. What she thought was a ruler hit the floor, and his cupped hand spanked
her. Somehow, a miracle occurred and the pain finally morphed into wild
contractions racing down her body. 


He reached around her tits and shut off the
vibrations. “They’ve been on long enough.”


When he pulled them off, another wave of pain
slammed into her. She only had to wait a few seconds for the ecstasy to take
hold. 


“We need to adjust you, sugar.”


“I thought I was getting your cock.”


“Trust me when I say you will be on the
receiving end momentarily, but I don’t think you’re excited enough.”


Was he kidding? Her panties were totally
drenched. He lifted her off the spanking bench and led her over to the massage
table. Without the use of her hands, it would be hard to sit on top.


Dante must have sensed her dilemma because he
lifted her up and set her down. Her ass burned, but she wanted his cock too
much to complain. 


“Let me readjust those bindings. It can’t be
comfortable to lay on them.” He undid the ties, and when he lifted her arms,
her nipples rebelled. Then he tied her hands above her head.


“Ahh.”


“You got sore nipples, sugar?”


He’d planned on doing this all along. “No.” She
couldn’t help but be defiant.


“Great. Now I can suck on them to my heart’s
content and know you won’t be uncomfortable.”


Wait until she sucked on his cock. He’d be
sorry.


“Can’t have these on, can we?” He tore down her
panties and slipped them over one leg.


Just like Trax, he unhooked the clamps on the
table and opened her legs wide. Once more, he disappeared making her more
desperate with each minute that passed. He returned with more rope.


“Don’t need you trying to wrap your legs around
me when I’m trying to drink in your juices.”


“I won’t move.”


He laughed. “You got that right.”


He started at her ankle and attached the rope
to the table. Then he wound the rope up her calf and past her knee. He repeated
with the other side. Other than maybe lifting her hips an inch, she couldn’t
move her legs.


“Now for my feast.”


“Aren’t you going to get naked?”


“You want to see my glistening cock?”


“Yes.”


“I always like to oblige a pretty lady.”


He kicked off his shoes and tore open the fly
on his jeans. He wasn’t wearing underwear, so the second he pulled down his
pants his cock popped out. Too bad his shirt hid most of his glory. When he got
rid of his shirt and stood naked, her need heightened. She wanted him like she’d
never wanted anything before.


“Please let me suck on you.”


“Not a chance.” 


When he turned slightly, the light bounced off
the cum oozing out the top. He stepped between the sides of the open table and
dragged his thumb over her clit. The seductive assault made her little bud
strain. She bit down on her bottom lip.


“You like that?”


She licked her lips. “Yes.”


He leaned over and swiped a tongue across her
opening. He reached up and pinched her nipples. That made her buck, but her
pussy rejoiced. She had a love-hate relationship with the pain, but right now,
the love was winning out. She groaned and he twisted her nipples again. Bolts
of electricity radiated down the sides of her breasts. He pushed open the table
wider stretching her legs to the max. He lifted his head and blew on her pussy.



“Eat me.”


She didn’t watch to see if he smiled, but
knowing him, he did. He lowered one hand and pressed on her clit with his thumb
as he drove in three fingers. While she loved how he stoked her fire with his
fingers, she wanted the real thing.


He wiggled his fingers around. “I can’t believe
you’re so fucking tight.”


She didn’t think it was possible either except
from all the sex, her pussy was probably swollen. 


“Please, Dante. I’m begging you.”


He narrowed the angle of the table and climbed
on top of her. “You will not climax or I will be forced to cut short our
lovemaking.”


What was up with these men and their rules? “I
can’t promise anything.” At least he didn’t insist she call him, Master.


He leaned over and drew a tender nipple into his
mouth. The suction brought tears to her eyes, but they turned to ones of joy
seconds later. “Do you want to reconsider?”


“Yes. I promise I won’t climax.”


“Good, because after I pummel your pussy I want
to fuck your ass.”


“Yes, yes. I want that, too.” So far, every new
experience had been wonderful.  


He grinned and placed his cock at her entrance.
Her pussy throbbed with need. With one hard thrust, he drove into her. Every
nerve ending exploded and nearly tore her apart. Her stomach clenched and she
tried not to milk his cock as the fire inside escalated.


“I love everything about you.” He leaned over
and kissed her with more passion and tenderness than she could believe. 


She opened her mouth and twisted her tongue
with his. No matter how much they explored each other, she’d never be
satisfied.


He broke the kiss and smiled. “I want you
wanting more. Satisfaction breeds contempt.”


Her brain was too foggy to understand, but she
needed him to move. She tried to wiggle her hips, but he clamped a hand on her
belly. Slowly, he eased out and then drove in again. This time he stretched her
even more, and she felt like she was burning up from the inside out. 


“Please. I’m so close.”


“No. Don’t. I am far from done.”


She wasn’t sure how long she could last. He
thrust in one more time and held still for a moment before pulling out, then
jumped off the table. 


“What happened?” 


Dante wasn’t that cruel. Surely he wanted to
come, too. He unstrapped her legs and closed the table. In a flash, he flipped her
over. “Get on your elbows and knees.” His command sounded desperate. 


She did as he asked. He trotted over to the
credenza and came back quickly. He dragged some of her pussy juice up her
divide and circled her hole. A citrusy scent permeated the air and cool goo
touched her ass. Was she finally going to experience his wonderful cock in her
ass, or was he going to tease her forever?


His finger stabbed its way into her back hole,
and he circled it around. This time, the pinch was slight, and she was able to
relax her muscles knowing what was to come would be divine.


He climbed back on the table and nudged her ass
with his cock. “Are you ready for the ride of your life?”


“Yes, please.”


Dante leaned over her, and as he kissed her
shoulder, he drew her breasts together with one hand and placed his cock at her
back entrance.


Don’t
clench. Don’t clench. She
wanted to make this an experience they both would remember.


His rigid cock pressed against her muscled ring
and popped in an inch. Her mouth opened as she sucked in air. He gathered her
hair and pulled the mass back, forcing her to arch her back. Her belly
tightened and her tits stretched. She swallowed to gain some composure. Having
no control at all, he brought her to a new place. 


He slid his cock out halfway and eased in. With
little thrusts, he edged his way down her dark channel. He let go of her tits
and dragged his fingers down her belly. Something sharp poked her. She didn’t
remembered him having such sharp nails. 


A low growl seemed to come from his chest. “I
need to fuck you.”


“Yes. Fuck me hard.”


With her assent, he drove in hard. Had he not
been holding her head in a locked vise, she would have flown forward.


“By the moon above, I need you.”


He lowered his head and something sharp pricked
her neck. It was the same pleasant sensation as before. So deep in the throes
of lust she didn’t care if he did stabbed her over and over again. 


She was able to thrust her hips back, which
only incited him more. He pounded into her relentlessly until she almost burst.
Her climax grew closer and she feared she’d lose control. 


He returned his hand to fondle her nipples.
When he pinched one, she lit up. Shudders wracked her body as her pussy
convulsed. His last thrust tossed her over the edge, and her climax claimed
her.


“Oh, God. Yes. Dante!”


She let him sweep her away by the tidal wave of
desire. His burning cum seared her ass as he licked her neck, and his hot
breath streamed down her body. Her heart pounded in her chest as the pulses in
her ass and pussy finally slowed. 


Dante rested his head on her back and let go of
her hair. He gently cupped her tits with one hand and massaged them. Had he not
had an arm under her belly, she might have collapsed.


“Liz, Liz, Liz.”


She smiled when he called her by her name.


He leaned back and his cock popped out of her.
“Be right back.” 


As soon as he left, she sat up and swiped the
hair off her sweaty face. What had she gotten herself into? These men had a way
of altering her body and her mind. 


He returned with a cloth and wiped her down.
Then he picked up her clothes and handed them to her. Using all of her energy,
she pulled her shirt over her head, donned her undies and pants, and followed
him out, carrying her bra. 


Now was as good a time as any to tell him what
was on her mind. “I know that Trax is working really hard to find Couch, but I
can’t sit around here forever—as pleasant as it is.”


“Sit down and talk to me.”


His concern warmed her.


“As much as I love being here, I have a job. If
I don’t go back to work soon, I’ll get fired. That’s not fair to me because I
can’t pay my bills if I don’t work.”


He opened and closed his mouth. “I understand
what you’re saying, but Trax will not be happy. You know it’s not safe.” He
waved a hand as if to imply that didn’t matter. “But if you insist on leaving,
you’ll need to take Trax’s gun along with some bullets. As for when you should
leave, let’s wait and see what he has to say.”


“Thanks.” Right now, she’d take what she could
get. 


He placed the werewolf bullets in the gun and
handed it to her. “Put this somewhere safe and for goodness sake, don’t tell him
I gave this to you. He’d kill me.”


“He’s not a violent man. He’d never hurt you.”


“Don’t be so sure.”









 

Chapter Fifteen


Trax and his men arrived at the same shipyard
Liz had directed them to a few days before. According to her memo, Couch was
meeting Jeffrey Wendlick who was Kurt Wendlick’s brother and a double agent for
the Pack. When Trax and his men arrived at the shipyard, they’d wired up
Jeffrey, assuring him that not only did his brother have his back, but so did
four others.


Kurt’s brother had explained how he’d spent
months infiltrating Couch’s clan, and that the Colters taught him how to bring the
drugs in from Mexico without detection. After a few trips, he’d learned the
Mexicans would heat cocaine mixed with hydrochloride and douse suitcases full
of clothes in this liquid. All he had to do was come back with the cocaine-laced
clothes. He never saw or touched the drugs himself.


When he safely passed through customs, he
turned the suitcases over to a Ricardo Ramirez, one of Couch’s flunkies. From
what he’d heard, Couch’s men ran the clothes through a machine to extract the
cocaine. The procedure was brilliant and simple. The Pack’s agent had been
doing this process for over a month and had delivered over three million
dollars in drugs, but Jeffrey had never been privy to what happened next.


“This is the proof the general needs to take
down Harvey Couch for good,” Trax said.


“I’m ready to get out. Couch is crazy, man.” Wendlick’s
pits were stained—not a good sign.


“I hear ya.” Trax tapped his shoulder. “Just go
along with what they say. We’ll hear and record everything. Don’t worry. You’ll
do fine.”


Wendlick blew out a breath. “Thanks. I’ve
dreaded meeting Couch. I hear one false move and he doesn’t think twice about
shooting you in the heart.”


“We won’t let that happen.”


After Trax nodded to his men to get into
position, he climbed on top of one of the containers and settled in for the
wait. 


Because they’d been here before, he positioned
his men more effectively this time. From his vantage point, he had a visual on the
street entrance and beyond. 


Kurt was located behind one of the larger
boats, Drake under a truck, and both Clay and Dirk were in wolf form, ready to
pounce. It took about five seconds to shift, and those five seconds would give
his two men an advantage. A werewolf was most vulnerable during that transition
period.


Trax couldn’t get the general’s lecture out of
his head. After the reaming out they got, they better get this SOB this time.
This morning, the general had announced that the FBI was hot on the man’s
trail. Couch had now become too dangerous not to catch. They didn’t want to resort
to gunplay but would if need be. The time was nearing. 


“Jeffrey, can you read me?”


“Loud and clear.”


“This will be the last communication until
Couch arrives.”


“Understood.”


Wendlick was in plain view in his car. Several
times, trucks had come in and workers had emerged. When they began working on a
ship, Trax’s men relaxed. With each vehicle that entered, he concentrated on
whether or not a shifter was inside. So far, none had arrived.


His elbows and knees were getting sore from
lying on the hot metal. Couch should have arrived an hour ago. With each
minute, Trax’s gut soured and his mood grew blacker. 


“Hey, Trax?” That was Clay who’d shifted back
to human form.


“Yeah? See something?”


“No, it’s getting hard to hide. A ton of guys
just exited from one of the ships. Looks like they’re knocking off for the
day.”


“Fuck.” Time to make the call. “We need to
abort. He knows we’re on to him.”


Trax hated to leave, but if Couch hadn’t come
by now, he probably wasn’t going to show. Trax climbed down the container and
rounded up the troops. 


Wendlick got out of his car. “So now what?”


“I’m not sure. If you hear from him, let the
general know.”


“Will do.” He took off his wire and handed it
to him.


Kurt jogged up to him. “You gonna tell the
general that Couch never showed?”


His gut clenched thinking about that
conversation. “Yeah. I have to. Let’s go.” He turned to Wendlick. “Thanks and
be careful.”


Kurt gave his brother a hug. “We’ll get him.
Hang in there.”


Trax’s civility disappeared the moment he
climbed in his car. As he exited the shipyard, he checked the roads but spotted
no one waiting for his team to depart. Not only did his pride take a beating at
his failure, but that meant Liz was still in danger. 


“Fuck.” He slapped the wheel and then called
the general. The resulting conversation bolstered his resolve to do better next
time.


He parked behind his building and trudged up
the steps, not relishing having to tell Dante and Liz that he’d botched the
attempt. Again. He heard the giggling before he opened the door at the top of
the steps. He stepped in the house and when he saw their lips locked he nearly
lost it.


They separated and looked up at him with such
hope in their eyes that his throat squeezed tight. “Don’t even ask. Couch never
showed.”


He stalked off to the kitchen and grabbed a
beer. Couch must suspect something was up and decided not to show at his
promised appointments. That meant he was hiding and only Couch knew when he’d
emerge. 


Liz drew in her bottom lip, an action that
caused his groin to ache. She stood and faced both men. “Now that you’re both
here, there is something I need to bring up.”


She dragged her hands down her pants as if this
news wouldn’t be well received and looked right at him. “As much as I
appreciate all that you’ve done, I really have to get back to work.”


Trax’s shoulders tensed. “That’s not a good
idea.”


She held up her hands. “I knew you’d say that,
but there’s no telling when you’ll catch Couch.”


Her voice was without censure, but the pain ran
deep. His frustration bubbled out. “You’re right.” She seemed to pin everything
on his ability to get the job done. And he’d failed. “But I promise you, I will
succeed.” He had to.


“Why is it so important to you?”


That was easy. “Because the Colters killed our
father, and I want to see justice.”


She glanced at Dante to see if he’d add
anything. Wisely, his brother said nothing. She faced Trax again. “Why would
they do that? Did he chase after them like you do?”


It was time to tell her. “Yes. You see my
father was a werewolf, too. He dedicated his life to bringing the Colters under
control, and in the end they got the best of him.”


She swallowed as if she didn’t want to make the
connection. Her hand lifted as if she needed to balance. 


Dante jumped up and guided her back to the
sofa. “Let’s sit you down.”


She jerked her arm out of his grasp. “Stop
patronizing me. Tell me what’s going on.” She flicked her gaze from one to the
other.


Dante ran a hand down her arm. “What my brother
is doing a bad job of saying is that we, too, are werewolves.”


Her knees buckled, but Dante caught her before
she dropped to the ground. This time Liz let him guide her to the seat. Trax
wanted to hug her, but his body wouldn’t move. Being with Liz was too good to
be true. 


“What do you mean you’re werewolves? Are you
like Couch?”


Trax couldn’t stand the revulsion rippling
across her face. “No. We are members of the Pack. We’re the good guys. We
protect the humans from the likes of Couch.”


She shook her head as if to push out the
thought. “You can shift into a wolf?”


From her question, she intended to walk out of
their lives. His lungs tightened. He might as well make sure she was certain
what they said was true. Closing his eyes, he concentrated on shifting. When he
was prompted to fight or flee, changing took little effort, but to change for
no reason took effort. 


He thought of Liz’s naked tits and how perfect
they were. His cock hardened and his need for her took over his brain. His
claws extended and his bones cracked. Then his body hunched, and he shifted
into a wolf. 


Perhaps out of habit, he howled. She screamed.


#


This couldn’t be happening. Liz had only stated
that she couldn’t take advantage of their hospitality any longer. She never
expected them to claim they were werewolves. Blinking to make sure this wasn’t
some parlor trick, the animal in front of her was definitely a wolf-like
creature. Her heart refused to stop slamming against her ribs. 


“Trax? Is that you?” Her voice cracked.


“Bro, stop it.” Dante draped his arm around her
shoulder and drew her close. 


She didn’t want to even think about the fact
that he was a werewolf, too. Her vision blurred and fur spun. Human arms
replaced the furry legs. Mesmerized by the transformation, she couldn’t look
away. It was the same series of events when Couch’s men had charged away from
her. His head appeared and the spinning ended. Trax was back to the way he was
before.


“See? Are you willing to accept us this way?”


She jumped out of Dante’s grasp and edged
toward the bedroom. “Why didn’t you tell me before?”


“You would have run sooner, and with Couch on
the loose I didn’t want you harmed.”


It made some sense, but it was still a lame
excuse. “I need to leave.”


Trax stepped forward, but Dante’s low growl appeared
to stop him. 


Dante turned to her. “I’ll drive you home.”


She shook her head and raced into Trax’s
bedroom. As quickly as she could, she locked the door though she wouldn’t be
surprised if they had some way to get in. She spotted her purse and searched
for her phone. Once she turned it on, she dialed Chelsea. 


“Oh my God, Liz, are you okay?”


“Yes and no. I need you to come get me.
Please?”


“Sure, sweetie. Where are you?”


Where am
I? “I don’t know.” She knew the
general vicinity but hadn’t learned the roads. 


“Check your GPS.”


Thank goodness Chelsea was so level-headed.
“Okay. Give me a sec. While she stayed on the line, she pressed her GPS app and
her location popped up. “I got it.” She gave Chelsea the directions. “Meet me
in the alley behind Field’s Monitoring Services.”


“Will do.” Chelsea disconnected. 


Her body vibrated with the need to hurry. How
could she not have known what these men were? Here she thought she’d found the
perfect men. They were fun loving—well one of them was—and kind,
sexy, and trustworthy. Ha. Trustworthy.
That was a joke.


She dragged her suitcase onto the bed and
dumped her clothes and toiletries inside. Seconds later, she’d gathered her
stuff. It would probably take her friend fifteen minutes to get here, but the
sooner Liz got outside, the better she’d feel. She peeked out the door and when
they spotted her, they stopped talking. From the way they were in each other’s
faces, they disagreed about something.


“I’m going to wait for Chelsea downstairs.”


Dante moved toward her. “I’ll walk you out.” He
glanced over his shoulder as if his brother would challenge his action.


Dante pressed his thumb on the sensor and the
lock unclicked. He pulled the door open, and as she grabbed the handrail to go
downstairs, he slipped her suitcase from her hands. She refused to think about
his chivalrous action.


Outside, the air was fresh, and she was happy
to be in the open again. 


He set down her suitcase. “I’m sorry you had to
find out like that.”


She saw no reason to continue this discussion.
“It’s okay.”


“You do realize your mom’s son was a werewolf?”


She spun around. “You don’t know that.”


“He would have been if Couch was the father.”


She shivered at the thought. Maybe it was
better that an umbilical cord had wrapped around his neck at birth. No. She
didn’t really mean that. She would have loved her brother no matter who or what
he was. 


“You still have the gun, sugar?”


“Yes.” She hoped he wouldn’t ask for it back. 


“We need you to be very careful. Couch might
blame you for his troubles.”


As if her stomach wasn’t already in a state of
upset, his comment made it worse. “I’ll be on the lookout.”


“The problem is that it might not be Couch.”


She spun around. “Why are you doing this to me?
I’m scared shitless as it is. Now I have to look over my shoulders for the rest
of my life. Maybe I should just move to another state.”


Only she didn’t want to move.


Before he answered, squealing tires turned a
corner and charged toward her. She had to smile at Chelsea’s grand entrance. 


As soon as her friend stopped, Liz picked up
her suitcase. Before she took even one step, Dante pulled her to his chest and
kissed her. 


“Sugar, I will never stop wanting you or
needing you. Please come back.”


She dipped her head. If she looked deeper into
his shimmering hazel eyes, she’d be lost. Only now could she see the flecks of
amber swimming in his iris. “Good-bye.”


Tears stung her eyes as she opened the back
door to Chelsea’s car, tossed in her suitcase, and slid in the front seat. She
kept her gaze averted as Chelsea took off.









 

Chapter Sixteen


Dante kicked a stone across the road. He
couldn’t believe the woman he was falling in love with just walked out of his
life because his brother shifted in front of her. Dante would have told her,
but in his own way. 


He raced back to the building and entered. He
took the steps two at a time and barged into the living room. Trax was pacing
the kitchen.


Attacking Trax might not have been smart, but
Dante couldn’t take his brother’s surliness one more minute. 


“You fucked up the best thing in our lives, you
know that?”


Trax ran a hand over his short-cropped hair.
“What was I supposed to do? I failed to find Couch.” He shook his head. “It’s
better this way.”


“Better? Are you shitting me? Liz is the one
for us.”


“For you maybe. She won’t want me if I’m a
failure.”


“You’re not a failure. You ran into a little
bad luck.”


Trax placed his empty beer bottle on the
counter and got another one out of the fridge. He walked into the living room.
Now Dante was worried. Trax never left an empty bottle on the counter. 


Trax waved his beer. “We’ve got to make sure
Couch doesn’t come after Liz.”


He agreed and was glad his brother didn’t want
to abandon her. “How do you propose doing that?”


“We watch her twenty-four seven.”


That didn’t seem practical. “I repeat. How do
you plan to do that? Follow her all day?”


“If need be.”


Now Trax wasn’t making any sense. “Just admit
it. Liz is gone and we’ll never have a mate.”


Trax kicked the leg of the coffee table,
sending a ceramic bowl skittering off the glass top and crashing to the floor.
“Fuck me.”


Dante wanted to do more than that. “You suck.” He
shoved his thumbs in his pockets. “So what’s your plan to get her back?” His
brother better want her back or he would charge.


“We can’t go after her until Couch is caught
and in prison for the rest of his miserable life.”


“That could take years.” They’d been after the
guy for over six months already.


“What choice do we have?”


His brother was losing it. “Maybe I should move
in with her.”


“You can’t be with her twenty-four seven.
Listen, Liz needs time to figure things out. Charging in there will only make
it worse.”


He tried to picture knocking on her door. She’d
answer, but the stubborn half would appear. “I’ll give her a week. Then I’m
going in.”


#


“Tell me everything.” Chelsea sat on Liz’s bed
and handed her another tissue.


She’d gone through almost a half box already.
“The last few days have been wonderful.” She held up a hand. “Being at the
shipyard and seeing Couch scared the crap out of me, but with the bulletproof
glass, I was safe.”


“You said the sex was wonderful.”


“Amazing. Both men really seemed to know what I
wanted and needed.”


Chelsea looked almost dreamy eyed. “What was it
like being tied up and totally at their mercy?”


Wonderful, divine, sexier than anything she’d
ever done in her life. “It’s not like I can even describe how they made me
feel. I will tell you that when Trax takes control, and I mean really takes
control, I’m transported to a new place.”


“I want to be tied up, spanked, and almost
tortured by a bunch of hunky men.”


“Do you have a fantasy of getting gang raped or
something?”


Chelsea’s brows pinched. “No, I only want two
men. And I want them to be so desperate that they tear off my clothes and fuck
me hard and fast.”


Her friend’s comment finally got her to
chuckle. “You are a piece of work.”


“You even said you liked being blindfolded and
having a plug in your ass all night.”


“I did.” Only because the plug was the means to
a very good end. 


“So why the hell are you here and not getting
laid?”


She didn’t know if she could put it into words.
“Having the men take you is only good
if there is total trust. Now there is none.”


“What you’re saying is that you are willing to
give up on two of the hottest men in the world because they broke your trust?”


“Yes.”


“I see. Tell me this. Are you questioning their
devotion?”


“Yes.” She didn’t see where Chelsea was going
with this.


“Your belief is based on the fact they lied to
you.”


“That’s right.” Her friend finally seemed to
understand. “They even said I was the one for them. Their lack of honesty about
something this important proves I’m not.”


“Then let me ask you this. When did you expect
them to tell you? When they had you tied up and they were licking your pussy?”


“No.” Chelsea was being ridiculous. 


“When they were trying to catch the bad guy for
you?”


Heat slowly warmed her face. “No.”


“What would you have said if they told you the
first night they were werewolves?”


Her friend was taking this too far. “I would
have freaked.” Just like she did when Trax shifted.


Chelsea nodded. “They probably anticipated your
reaction and were waiting until you fell for them before they told you.”


“That doesn’t change anything.”


Chelsea picked up Liz’s hand and ran a thumb
over the top. “Unless they told you they were werewolves when Trax came up
behind you in the alley, you would have said they should have told you sooner.”


“I suppose.”


“So it all comes down to timing. Just because
their timing was off doesn’t mean they don’t love you.”


Now she was more confused than before. “I don’t
know.”


“Here’s the bottom line. Do you love them?”


She removed her hand from her friend’s grasp
and blew her nose. “Maybe.”


“Maybe yes or maybe no?”


“I don’t know. I’m so damned confused.”


“Think about this. Perhaps they withheld the
truth to save you some trauma. After all, your first impression of werewolves
wasn’t a good one. Don’t be so quick to judge.” Chelsea slid off the bed. “I
need to get home. Think about what I said.”


Liz looked up and wiped the tears off her cheeks.
“Thanks. Maybe I’ll see you at work tomorrow?”


“You bet.” Chelsea hugged her goodbye and left.



Liz got off the bed and made sure her drapes
were drawn and her doors locked. If Couch really was going to come after her,
she didn’t want to make it easy on him.


What she really needed was a good soak in the
tub with piles of bubbles, soft music, and a glass or two of wine. She wanted
to forget about Harvey Couch, and she wanted to forget about the fact that the
men she’d fallen for were animals in disguise. 


She ran the bath water and poured her wine.
After she stripped, she sunk into the foam, leaned her head back, and relaxed
for the first time in what seemed like forever. The scabs on her knees had
healed, and she almost had full use of her hand. The palm was a little tender.
In a couple of days she’d see about getting the stitches removed. 


She sipped the wine and let her mind wander to
the hot sex she’d had with her men. There wasn’t only one thing that always
brought her to the pinnacle of her release. Everything they did excited her. She
couldn’t help but remember the time when she’d almost climaxed about four times
before Trax finally let her come. That orgasm might have been the best one
ever. Her pussy was still vibrating and swollen when Dante strolled in. Now she
understood why her scent drove him wild—she was their destined mate. Then
Trax held her down while Dante fucked her. 


A normal person might have thought his action was
insensitive, but when she was with them, her needs had always come first. 


Then why
leave them?


After finishing her glass of wine, exhaustion
claimed her. She climbed out of the tub and dried off. The soft fabric from the
pajamas made her even more relaxed, and she crawled into bed, hoping for a
better day tomorrow. She promised herself she’d dream only of selling a home
and not about her hot men.


#


Even seven days after learning Trax’s shocking
revelation that he and Dante were werewolves, her sleep-deprived brain hadn’t
figured out what she should do about it. She missed her men something fierce,
but the fact they weren’t honest with her still tore her apart. 


Chelsea had a point when she’d asked when would
have been a good time for them to tell her, but learning after she made love
with them was definitely too late. Adding to her problems was the fact all day
long she kept looking over her shoulder, expecting a wolf to jump out from
behind a bush and attack her. Even when she went into a neighborhood to check
out a house, and a dog barked, she jumped. Her clients were even beginning to
comment about her strange behavior. It wasn’t like she could tell them she was
being stalked by a werewolf who wanted her dead.


Dante had suggested she keep her weapon in her
glove compartment, but she didn’t feel comfortable having her gun that far away.
So, she carried it in her purse. 


After her
last showing, she stopped by the store to pick up something for dinner from the
deli counter. Ever since she’d broken up with the men, she hadn’t been in the
mood to cook and her appetite had waned. She’d already lost four pounds, and it
showed mostly in her face. Tonight, comfort food was on the menu. She was
determined to find something to cheer her up, and the fried chicken, coleslaw,
and rolls she bought seemed perfect. 


After the
short drive home, she scoped the surrounding area before she opened the car
door and went inside. Everything looked normal. She placed the food on the
kitchen counter and set out her meal.


Her plate in hand, she traipsed over to the
sofa and clicked on the television. She put on Netflix, hoping to find
something entertaining. A few funny movies without romance were listed and sure
to make her laugh. But when she found herself thinking of other things halfway
through the movie, she turned it off. Being alone sucked. If Dante had been
here, they would have been laughing at the movie together.


Call him.


Her mom always said she was too stubborn for
her own good. Maybe that was true. Around eleven, she crawled into bed and
turned off the lights. Her thoughts bumped between Couch’s snarling face to
Trax’s werewolf state. Agitated, she jumped to the home showing she’d had
today. That couple picked at every little thing. Yeesh. 


Liz shoved off the covers and fluffed the
pillows trying to get comfortable. This time she imagined Dante and then Trax
in his human form. She let her mind wander between eating lunch at the beach
with Dante and enjoying her time in the playroom with both men. Soon her
muscles relaxed and she drifted off to sleep. 


The clicking sound of a door opening made her
bolt up in bed. 


Oh,
shit.


She couldn’t decide if she should turn on the
light, call 9-1-1, or just grab her gun and shoot whoever was in her house.









 


 

Chapter Seventeen


Dante yawned and covered his
mouth. Tonight was only his second night on duty watching Liz, but dammit he
didn’t have it in him anymore to stay up twenty-four hours straight. For the
life of him, he couldn’t figure out how he did all-nighters back in college.
Trax took most of the evening duties and Kurt, Drake, Clay, and Dirk watched
her during the day. They had a few close calls when they thought Liz might have
spotted one of them, but so far she hadn’t sounded the alarm.


He yawned again and shook his
head to clear the fog until another fog of Liz and his mating settled in around
him. What would he do with her if and when he got another chance? He rolled
down the window and sucked in a breath of fresh air. His cell phone buzzed, and
he checked the text. 


Get
home now. Urgent. Couch is here.


Fuck. Trax rarely texted. If his brother
hadn’t been able to call, it must be bad. Dante turned the key in the ignition
and hightailed it out of there. At this hour, the roads were mostly empty. He
broke every posted speed limit, and he prayed some cop wasn’t just waiting to
pounce. Dante took a few corners too fast, but when he neared their home, he
slowed. He decided to park down the street and approach on foot. If Couch was
there, Dante didn’t want to tip his hand.


Even if he called or texted
Trax, and Couch, in some unbelievable scenario, had his brother cornered, the
returned text might be a lie. No lights shone from upstairs, but if Couch was
in wolf form, he could see in the dark. Though how he entered their place
undetected was anyone’s guess.


Dante didn’t see or hear
anything coming from the loft. He pressed his eye to the sensor and the door
seemed unusually loud opening. He tiptoed upstairs and listened at the door
then stepped inside. Trax was here—alone. Dante’s heart shot to high
alert when he thought he might have been duped. But how was that possible?


He knocked on Trax’s closed
door and waited for his brother to answer before he went inside.


Trax opened his door looking
like shit. “What the fuck are you doing here? Is Liz with you?”


“I got your text.”


“What text?”


“Shit.”


Trax seemed to put the pieces
together fast. He rushed back into his room, stepped into his boots, and pulled
a shirt over his pajamas. “Let’s go.”


“I’ll drive.”


They both ran downstairs. 


“I parked down the road.” 


Horrible thoughts ran through
his brain as they raced to the car. Dante unlocked the car, jumped in, and
tossed his cell phone to his brother to show him the text. 


“How did this happen?”


Trax must have stared at the
screen for a full minute. “I don’t know.”


“It doesn’t matter now. Couch
must be with Liz.” He ripped around the corner and rolled through a stop sign.


“Maybe I should call her.”


“Go ahead.” If she didn’t
answer, he’d be even more scared. 


Trax pressed her number and
waited and waited. The answering machine clicked on and he hung up.


“Why didn’t you leave a
message?”


“I don’t want Couch to know
we’re on our way.”


Sometimes it was nice to be
with someone who had a clear head. “Call Drake and Kurt.”


“Good thinking.” He dialed
the other team and told them to meet them at Liz’s. 


Given the short conversation,
the men had no problem giving up another night’s sleep.


Dante wanted to park right in
front and rush in, but they needed to be smart. Instead, he parked down the
street. They got out, and staying as low as possible, hustled toward the house.
As he neared, he sensed several wolves. Adrenaline raced through his brain.
Trax was the tactical one, so he let his brother lead.


Trax motioned that they go to
the side of the house and look in the window. The living room was brightly lit
but the shades were drawn, and he could only make out shadows inside.


Voices sounded, but he
couldn’t tell what was being said.


Trax pointed toward the back. See if the back door is open. I’ll take the
front.


Dante took off and raced
around to the kitchen side. He drew his gun and tested the door. It was
unlocked. Either Liz had been careless or this was how the men got in. 


A scream sounded and all
thoughts of protocol left his brain. I’m
going in. When he looked through the kitchen entrance, Trax had already
broken the front window and entered. 


Couch had Liz by the throat,
and his two sidekicks stood next to him with guns. 


“You’re outnumbered. Get out
of my way.” Couch snarled.


Trax’s fingers tensed on the
gun. “She’s not going anywhere with you.”


Dante sensed the fear rolling
off Liz’s body. One thing his brother taught him was how well surprise attacks
worked. He placed his gun on the counter and shifted quickly. Both Liz and
Couch had their backs to him. If he got lucky, he might be able to attack Couch
and distract him. He just needed enough for him to release his hold on Liz, and
for Trax to attack.


Heart pounding, Dante lowered
his body to the ground and edged toward the side wall, inching close enough to
take that one leap. His nails must have scratched the wood floor because Couch
turned to look behind him. In that second, Dante charged, aimed low, and locked
his teeth into Couch’s leg. The man yelped. 


Two gunshots sounded but Dante
didn’t look. His goal was to save Liz. Fists pounded hard bodies and faces. Out
of the corner of his eye, he saw two men fly across the room, neither one Trax.



Liz screamed. 


His only way to save her was
to shift back. 


It was the longest five seconds
in his life while his legs, arms, and body all cracked and expanded. 


Couch was on the ground
moaning like a baby, holding his leg. One man was in a battle with Trax, and
the other guy was hauling Liz toward the kitchen back door. 


Dante had no choice. He had
to go after Liz. 


As he sped into the kitchen, the
man holding Liz aimed a gun and pulled the trigger. A bullet hit him in the arm,
and although he instantly felt the poison seep into his body, he refused to
slow down. 


Dante leapt onto the man’s back,
and the three of them went sprawling. 


Shit. Had he hurt Liz? “Liz, get the gun.
It’s—”


He didn’t get a chance to
finish his sentence before Couch’s bodyguard rolled on top of him and pounded
his face. 


Liz crawled away, and Dante
grabbed the man’s neck. He twisted his head, wrapped a leg around the man, and
rolled him over. He got off two well-aimed punches to the man’s jaw, bloodying
him pretty badly before his arm lost its strength and he collapsed.


“Dante!” Liz shouted. 


Couch limped into the kitchen.



Fuck. He couldn’t move. 


The sound of a gunshot
reverberated in the room and Dante’s heart nearly stopped. 


#


Liz’s hands shook as she
watched Couch’s eyes widen. The stench of gunpowder filled her nostrils. She’d
shot the bastard, yet there was no sense of remorse—nothing but
adrenaline filling her veins. Her heart slammed against her chest, not
believing she’d pulled the trigger. 


“You fucking bitch.” He
dropped to his knees.


Vomit threatened to rise into
her mouth, and she stepped back. Only then did the scuffle a few feet away get
her attention and register on her brain. 


Dante’s eye was swollen shut
and blood dripped down his arm. Oh, my
God. He’s been shot. Shot with a bullet that would send poison through his
body. 


Shattering glass sounded from
the living room, but her legs wouldn’t move. Trax was with Couch’s man. Dante
seemed to need her help more, only she didn’t know how. One second Dante was on
top and the next the other guy was above him.


Her vision blurred. She
blinked to keep focused. Arms turned dark and bones cracked. Two legs
disappeared and then two arms. The head of a wolf formed until a whole wolf
surfaced. Just as quickly, Dante swirled and transformed, but the first wolf
attacked the collection of limbs and fur. 


She aimed the gun at the mass
of fur, but her hands were shaking too hard to shoot. Besides, she might hit
Dante.


Couch grunted and moved
toward him. 


Damn. She hadn’t killed him. She slid the
pistol part of the gun back to cock it and held her arms steady. 


“Don’t move or I’ll shoot you
through your fucking heart.” Only then did she remember the button that would
turn on the red laser. When Couch looked down at his chest and spotted the dot,
he sank back onto his heels and the expression on his face sent satisfaction
straight to her heart. 


Beside her, the sound of
flesh ripping almost made her heart stop. As much as she wanted to watch Dante
do battle, she refused to take her attention off Couch. 


Trax came through the doorway
and hope shot through her. In a flash, he had Couch tied up. Relieved, she reeled
around. When she looked at the two wolves, one had his throat torn out. The
other wolf sat panting. 


Her stomach flipped. 


“Dante?”


He didn’t answer. Her heart
sank. Even if he couldn’t talk, Dante would find a way to acknowledge her.


“Yes, it’s Dante.” 


Once more, a blurry mass of
fur spun. Two legs appeared along with arms. In seconds, Dante was standing in
front of her. He glanced between the man on the ground, Couch, and then her.
“Are you okay, sugar?”


“Yes.” Tears of joy streamed
down her face. “I am now.” She rushed to him and threw her arms around him,
careful not to make his injury worse.


How had she ever thought
these men didn’t love her? Trax stepped around Couch. She stepped away from
Dante and let Trax pull her into an embrace. His lip was bloody, and he had a
few scratches, but otherwise he looked unscathed. His warm comfort was
everything she ever wanted in a man. 


“Anyone home?”


Trax leaned back. “In here.”


“I see we’re a little late.”
Two men who looked familiar strode in. Liz faced Trax for an answer. 


“These men are two other
members of the Pack.”


“Ah, the good guys.” She
smiled.


“Babe, you have no idea. I’ll
tell you all about it later.” He turned to his two friends. “You think you can
take care of these jerks for us while I take Liz home?”


“Sure,” Kurt said.


Dante held his wounded arm. 


She searched his body to see
if he’d been seriously wounded anywhere else. “Are you going to be okay?” The
poison would already be racing through his body.


“It stings, but we’ll call
Deland to deal with the poison.”


“I’m going with you.” She
didn’t want to be away from her men for a moment more. “Let me change and throw
a few things in a case, okay? I want to make sure you two get your just reward
for saving my life.”


Trax sidled up to her. “Oh,
babe, you have no idea how long I’ve waited for you to say that.”


He kissed her and the adrenaline that was
already in her body mixed with a rush of hormones. Her pussy went wild.


“Hey, I’m the injured one
here. Shouldn’t I get some sympathy?”


They broke apart and Trax
laughed. She smiled. It had been a long time since she’d heard that precious
sound come from him. She’d made a promise to herself to force him to laugh more
often.


Liz still couldn’t believe
Harvey Couch had been captured and soon would be brought to justice. She’d
never forget the thrill when she’d pulled the trigger. Sure, she was horrified
at first, but now she was glad. In a way, she wanted him to heal from his wound
just so he could rot in jail for the rest of his life.


Trax pulled out his phone and
made a call. He disconnected. “Dr. Deland is ready to take care of you.”


“He’ll treat you in the
middle of the night?”


“We werewolves get special
treatment.” He winked.


“Sweet.”


Even though her car was in
the driveway, they all piled in Trax’s SUV. She insisted on sitting in the back
with the wounded soldier. 


“So tell me what happened,
sugar.”


She wasn’t sure she wanted to
relive the details right away, but she was willing to share what Couch told her
about her mom. “It’s kind of a blur. After I heard something in the house, I
picked up my gun and snuck into the living room. I pointed the gun at Couch,
but if I shot him, his two henchmen would have shot me. At the time, I didn’t
care. All I wanted was some closure.”


Dante rubbed her leg as if
she was the one who was injured instead of him. 


“He’s a sick bastard all
right.”


“You can say that again.” She
looked upward hoping her mom was smiling down from heaven and finally at peace.



They rode in silence for ten
minutes. Near downtown, Trax pulled into a residential side street. Lights
shown from inside one of the homes.


“Let’s go get Dante fixed
up.”


When they went inside, the
doctor met them. It was nice to see his friendly face again.


“Ms. Wharton. Perhaps you
wouldn’t mind waiting in the living room while I take care of these men?”


“Sure.” Maybe Trax had
mentioned she’d just been through a trauma and didn’t need to see anything
else. A ton of magazines lined the table and she helped herself to one. It was
less than half an hour when all three returned. 


She stood and inspected Trax.
The cuts on him had disappeared. Then she noticed Dante’s eye was no longer
swollen. In fact, the only evidence that either man had even been in a fight
was the bandage on Dante’s arm and the blood all over his clothes.


“How do you look so good?”


Dante smiled. “You never gave
us a chance to explain all of our talents.”


“I guess I freaked when I saw
Trax shift.” Perhaps she should have allowed them to explain. 


Dante waved a hand. “It’s all
in the past.” He faced the doctor and handed the man a check. “Thanks.” He
faced her. “While we’re here, do you need to get those stitches out?”


She held up her healed palm.
“Had them removed two days ago. Thanks.”


Trax and Dante each wrapped
an arm around her waist. 


“Let’s take our woman home
and show her more of our talents.” Trax smiled.


She leaned her head first
against Trax’s shoulder then Dante’s. “Would you mind if I took a rain check
until tomorrow? I’m still processing what happened.”


Trax laughed once more.
“Babe, did you think we were talking about sex?”


She lightly punched him in
the shoulder. “You know you were talking about sex.”


“I can see your training will
have to be extensive.” He shook his head and frowned.


Liz didn’t miss the way the
corner of his mouth crooked. “I like the way you think.” 









 

Chapter Eighteen


As much as Liz wanted to
enjoy the pleasures of the flesh, Dante had just been shot and she was still
reeling from the whole Couch confrontation. 


Trax wrapped an arm around
her and tugged her close. “Let’s get comfy in the bedroom.” 


Dante lifted his chin.
“That’s okay. Go ahead, ignore the injured man.” 


Trax whispered in her ear.
“Ignore him. He’ll be in his other form anyway. It will allow him to completely
heal.”


She didn’t want to favor one
man over the other. “Do you want to sleep at the end of our bed?” That sounded
strange, but it might be nice to have all of them near.


Dante shook his head. “I’d be
too tempted to take you.”


She believed him. “Until
tomorrow then.”


“I could use a kiss, though.”
Dante came over and gathered her in his arms. 


She wrapped her arms around
his neck, opened her mouth, and pressed her lips to his. Having him in her
embrace did wonders for her spirits. When their bodies pressed together and his
cock made a dent in her stomach, her pussy went wild. Their tongues collided
and she drank in his heroic wonder. 


Being the more sensible one,
she drew away first. “Good-night and heal fast.” Between his floppy hair and
sexy grin, she wanted to eat him up, but he did need his rest.


“I’ll be dreaming of you,”
Dante said.


Trax pulled her out of
Dante’s embrace. “Let the man have some peace.”


Together they went into Trax’s
room. She halted. “The bed isn’t made.”


He cocked a brow. “I was
asleep when Dante came home to a false message.”


He then told her that he,
Dante, and the other four men took turns watching her all week.


“Oh, my God.” They did love
her. She’d been such a fool. “How about if it had been a month or two before
Couch came?”


“We would have been sleep
deprived.” He cupped her cheek. “I wouldn’t have let him hurt you. He never
would have gotten as far as he did if he hadn’t figured out how to hack Dante’s
phone.” He picked her up. “Let’s get some sleep.” 


“I’m still dressed.”


He grinned. “Oh, yeah. Let’s
see what I can do about that.” He set her down and turned her to face him. He lifted
off her T-shirt and tossed it on the floor. 


“Who are you? Did that wolf
who scratched you transfer some of his personality?”


He moved in closer. “You mean
because I didn’t fold your shirt?”


“Yeah.”


“Life is too short. I want to
get you into bed and snuggle.” With a quick pinch, he undid the hook on her
bra. “As much as I hate to discard this pretty thing, it’s got to go.” Once
more, he tossed it on top of her tee.


To help with the process, she
kicked off her shoes. The moment her fingers reached her button Trax swatted
her hands away. 


“Let me. This is about
enjoying you. Give me that pleasure.”


Her men never ceased to amaze
her. “Be my guest.” 


Once he unzipped her pants
and pulled them over her hips, he led her back to the bed. She sat down and he
tugged them off. “For my sanity,” Trax said, “I’ll leave on the panties.” 


She smiled. “That’s a good
idea. I really need to sleep.” Tomorrow was made for loving.


He held up a finger. “You
need something to sleep in.” 


The shirt he’d tossed on the
floor would be fine, but he went over to his dresser and pulled out a black
T-shirt. “Would you be willing to wear mine again?” 


The gesture sealed her heart.
She so loved her men. “I’d love to.”


They crawled into bed and he
pulled her close. Being wrapped in his powerful arms soothed her and she let
her mind go blank.


She didn’t rouse until tiny
kisses brushed her neck and Trax’s cock poked her in the back.


“You want some morning loving,
babe?”


What she wouldn’t give to
stay in bed and make love all day long. “I would, but I want to check on
Dante.”


He nipped her ear, reached
around to the front and captured her breasts in one hand. “You sure?”


“Yes.” She rolled over and
quickly kissed his. “If Dante is okay, I’ll let you tie me up and fuck me.”


“Oh, babe. I can’t believe we
found you.” He brushed his lips against hers.


She cuddled closer. “I guess
we can thank Couch for bringing us together.”


“You got that right, but I
ain’t thanking that bastard for anything.” He hugged her tight and pressed his
erection in between her legs. 


“Trax!” She giggled and he
let her scoot away. 


Still wearing his shirt she
walked out the bedroom, turned right, and knocked on Dante’s door.


“You looking for me?”


She spun around. He was in
the kitchen looking totally fit. Even his bandage was gone. She edged closer.
“What happen to the rest of your wounds?”


Dante took one step toward
her and snaked a hand around her waist. “We werewolves heal fast. Remember I
told you that killing one of us is next to impossible unless we take a bullet
to the heart?”


“Yes, but if I’d aimed higher
and shot off Couch’s cock, he wouldn’t have healed fast, now would he have?”


Dante chuckled. “Hardly. You
want some breakfast?”


“How about if I make you two
something to eat? After all, you did save me.”


Trax strolled from the room
wearing only his pajama bottoms. “I thought you said if Dante is okay you’d let
me tie you up and fuck you.”


She drew in her bottom lip.
“I did.”


Dante cupped her face. “What
about me? Can I fuck you, too?”


“Are you up for it?”


He pulled down his pants and
his cock popped out. “What do you think?”


“Oh, my.”


Trax lifted her up and
carried her toward the playroom. He pressed his thumb to the sensor and the
door opened. Instead of the usual red lights, they were now a pretty purple.
“How do you like the change in décor?”


She laughed. “Dante must have
done this.”


“Done what?” Dante trailed
behind them.


“Changed the lights.”


“Yeah. These are celebration
lights.”


Now she was confused. “What
are those?”


Trax set her down. “We’re
going to celebrate our union tonight. You are our mate, and when we all three
of us make love, you will be bound to us forever.”


This time she didn’t
hesitate. “I like that.” This was like a marriage ceremony in a way. 


She hoped after they mated
the werewolf way the men would be willing to have a more traditional ceremony.


Trax moved in and lifted her
chin. “Do you remember the rules?”


“No talking and no coming.”
She swore his lips lifted a little. 


“Whatever we do, remember
it’s in your best interest.”


“Bring it on.” She’d learned
that pain brought glory. 


Trax grabbed the back of her
neck and leaned within an inch of her face. “You’ve already forgotten. Drop
your gaze and say nothing or I will have to ball gag you.”


He wouldn’t dare. In case he
was serious, she pressed her lips together and stared at the ground.


Dante was behind her and
lifted her T-shirt over her head. Trax took care of her panties. Now she stood
before them naked. 


“Don’t move.”


Both men walked around her.
Their movements almost seemed ritualistic in nature or else they were trying to
decide what to do with her. Trax headed toward the row of shelves at the back
of the room, while Dante stepped to the credenza. The drawer opened and closed.
Trax reached her first and waved two clothespins under her face.


“Remember when I put the
vibrating clamps on you?”


That seemed like a lifetime
ago. “Yes. I liked them.”


She held her breath as he
placed the first clothespin on her nipple. Yikes.
The pressure really hurt, but her pussy throbbed from the pain. When he added
the other one, her pulse raced. 


He then drove a finger into
her pussy. “She’s dry as a bone. Tie her.”


What
does tying me have to do with being dry? Besides, the moment they started talking about having sex,
her pussy began to drip. They weren’t being reasonable. Dante pulled back her
arms and instead of just tying her hands, he wound a rope around her elbows.
Her tits screamed from the skin being stretched. A small cry escaped, but she
wouldn’t let them know the pressure was almost too intense.


“What are we going to do
about her lack of moisture?” Trax pinched one of the clips and tears stung her
eyes. 


She could smell her own
arousal. Clearly, they were teasing her. 


“I say we string her up.”
Dante scooped her up and placed her on her back on the massage table.


Trax walked over to the
credenza and picked up what looked like a remote. He pressed a button and the
sounds of metal chains lowering emanated from the ceiling. They had to be
kidding. At the end of the chains were soft leather cuffs. 


Dante leaned over her. “You
are going to love this.” 


She trusted them. They both
attached the cuffs to her ankles. So far so good. But then Trax pressed the
button and the chains retracted. The chains were so far apart it spread her
legs wide and lifted her butt off the table. He didn’t stop until only her
shoulders and head touched the leather. At least her arms weren’t pressed
against the cushion that way. Maybe that was the point.


Trax placed a pillow under
her head. “Comfy?”


“Yes, Master.” Despite almost
being upside down and having her legs spread wide open, she was looking forward
to what else was in store.


Dante disappeared then
returned with a dildo. He pried open her pussy lips and dragged the glass cock
across her opening. She wished he’d use the real thing, but she had to admit
the way he was swirling it around and bumping into her clit excited her. Dante
stepped close and placed the dildo right at her entrance.


Push
it in.


He lifted the fake cock,
licked it, and returned it to her now wet opening. “I don’t think this is
working, bro. Maybe you need to play with her tits.”


“I’ll try, but if we can’t
turn her on, I don’t know if we can keep her.”


Those bastards. Trax removed
the clothespins but not before pinching them tight. The second they were gone,
the blood rushed to the tips, and pricks of pain stabbed her. He pressed on one
while he sucked on the other. Her breath caught and electric currents raced
down her body igniting her cunt. Her poor pussy contracted from the effect. 


Just then Dante drove the fake
cock into her creamy hole and twisted it around. 


“Oh, oh, yes!”


The relief, though temporary,
was divine. 


“I can see I’m going to have
gag you with my cock.”


She couldn’t wait to suck on
Trax’s cock. See how long he lasted. Shoes landed on the ground and he
discarded his pants and shirt in seconds. “I’m going to lower your legs and
flip you over. I want Dante to have some fun with your ass.”


Together the men readjusted
her leg shackles and flipped her over. They moved the table so that her chest
and head were off one end. The chains reengaged, only this time the chains slid
horizontally to spread her legs wide. The retractable table opened, allowing
Dante to step between her thighs. 


“Oohee. Lookie what I get to
play with.” 


He pulled the fake cock out
of her pussy before pushing it back in again. While the glass dildo wasn’t nearly
as large as Dante, it was better than nothing. He let go and the buttons on the
fly of his jeans popped. The moment was close when she’d get both men at once.
This was her dream—the ultimate testimony to their love.


Trax moved in front of her
and his purple veined cock stood up proud. He cupped her breasts and pressed
the head of his cock against her lips. His masculine scent stirred her blood.
His thumbs brushed across her swollen nipples and pure bliss shot through her.
She ran her tongue in his slit and lapped up his tangy pre-cum. 


He groaned and she repeated
the swipe. This time he pinched her nipples and spikes of pain stabbed her, but
the ache was short-lived. Lust ripped down her breasts and across her belly.
She swore her toes curled from the pleasure.


“Suck me.” His words almost
sounded garbled. 


She obliged by slowly
lowering her mouth over his hard shaft and drawing him deeply into her mouth.
When she swirled her tongue around his length, he grabbed her hair with one
hand and tugged. His take charge action stimulated her even more.


“Faster and harder.”


Trax guided her head up and
down. With each pass, she increased the suction and even used her teeth across
his malleable skin. 


He stepped back. “Enough.
Position her on her elbows and knees and fuck her ass.”


“My pleasure, bro.”


Dante slipped the glass cock
from her pussy and dragged her juices up her butt crack. The rope was wrapped
so tightly around her arms she couldn’t support herself and dropped back down.


“Trax, untie her.”


Dante lifted her shoulders
until her ass hit her calves. He bent over and drew a nipple into his mouth.
“Come over here and help, bro.”


The clean scent of lemons
wafted up to her, and she assumed it was from the shampoo.


“I thought you wanted me to
fuck her ass,” Dante said.


“In a moment. She tastes so
good.”


Tits didn’t have a taste. It
was her pussy she wanted them to eat. Apparently, they wanted to torment her so
when she came it would rock her world. In the meantime, their slightest touch set
her on fire.


Dante kept one hand on her
back as he stepped to the other side and pinched her nipple. “This one isn’t
even red.”


That was a blatant lie. 


He used his teeth to pull the
tip taut, and the sensation nearly lifted her off the table. Then, Trax reached
out and strummed a thumb over her clit and she almost came. 


Her groan was too loud. Trax
stopped and stepped back. 


“Untie her hands.”


Dante did so and positioned
her on her elbows. He walked behind her and tapped her ass. “Find me the crop.
I want her ass unable to clench before I fuck her.”


She’d had the ruler and that
stung like a bitch. She couldn’t imagine what a crop would do. Her legs were
still spread wide but the first strike barely stung.


“This is to get you used to
the crop.”


The second strike hurt, but
her ass pulsed with need a few seconds later. Dante rubbed her rear as if he
was trying to erase the red line. But it was the third blow that made her eyes
sting. Trax moved to the back. 


“Now that’s a nice red ass.”
He used his hand and walloped her ass one time. 


She cried out. 


“Do you want to use your safe
word, babe?”


“I want a cock like you
promised, Master.”


“Untie her leg irons.”


She wasn’t going to complain,
but it sounded almost as if he was going to let her go and not give her any
release. As Dante worked on undoing the cuffs, Trax moved the lower half of the
massage table together so that it formed a continuous piece once more. He
flipped her on her back, pulled open her legs and climbed on top of the table. 


Please
let him fuck me now.


He leaned over clearly not
ready to grant her wish. “I need to taste your honeyed juices.”


She’d never last. Dante
stepped to the head of the table and draped a blindfold over her eyes. The loss
of sight jarred her for a moment until Trax sucked on her pussy.


She clenched her jaw to keep
from screaming his name. Each swipe of his tongue made her hotter, but when he
pressed in three fingers and curled them, hitting her sweet spot, she bit her
lip. Blood tinged her mouth.


The tongue assault continued
between her legs while Dante nibbled on her too sensitive tits. They seemed to
keep up the torture forever. It was getting harder and harder to control
herself. Surely, one of them wanted to impale her.


She couldn’t stand it any
longer. “Please, Masters.”


Both men stopped and her
heart banged against her chest. They said nothing as one of them lifted her off
the table and held her up with one arm. The table squeaked as if one of them
was climbing on. 


“Let me have her.” That was
Trax, which meant Dante was holding her.


He placed her face down on
top of Trax. His hard cock pressed against her pussy and her body sang with
hope. 


“Babe, I want you to ride me
and ride me hard.”


The relief nearly took her
breath away. “Yes, Master. Thank you.”


She might not have been able
to see him, but she sure could feel him under her. When she grabbed his cock,
he groaned.


Yes! This was going to be so much fun.


She moved over him, placed
his cock at her entrance and slid on down. Her slick walls gobbled him up until
his thick base made it impossible to go farther. She placed her palms on his
muscled pecs and lifted up. As slow as she could, she lowered her body. Just
because she could, she milked his cock.


She never expected the slap
to her ass. “Don’t do that to Trax.”


“How did you know I did
anything? Master.”


“He told me. Remember we
communicate silently.”


Damn
werewolves. 


“Babe, for that action you
will no longer get any control.” He grabbed her hips, lifted her up, and held
her tight. He thrust upward and impaled her. Her body trembled. 


“Let’s lean her forward, bro.”


Dante pressed while Trax
pushed down on her shoulders. Lube scented the air and Dante rubbed the goo all
over her asshole. He slipped in two fingers to get her ready. When he wiggled
them around, her puckered hole gave in and she relaxed. In her dark world,
every touch and smell came at her so fast her body magnified what they were
doing.


“Sugar, you ready for the
ride of your life?”









 

Chapter Nineteen


Liz merely nodded as she was
unable to speak with Trax’s cock firmly implanted inside her. As Trax held
still, Dante nudged open her back hole. He grabbed her hips and slowly eased
his way in, taking small thrusts to get inside. Her body was bursting at the
seam with cocks. 


As much as she tried to
control her breathing, the best she could do was take small puffs. Her nerves fired
in every part of her body, robbing her of most thought. Once Dante was fully
seated, he leaned over and rubbed her tits. His touch caused tremors to blast
down her body.


The men must have
communicated because Trax pulled out while Dante held still. As soon as he
plowed back in Dante withdrew. Their slow easy pace allowed her to accommodate
their size, but as her climax built, she wanted them to go faster. She tried to
press her hips back, but Dante wouldn’t let her move.


Trax must have sensed her
urgency and drove his cock upward. Her stomach tightened as flames of desire
licked her body. The molten heat built as they each seesawed in her. She
couldn’t contain her moans any longer, and soon both men’s grunts and growls grew
louder. Sweat beaded on her forehead as they forged their way in and out. 


She must have signaled them
because instead of alternating, they drove in at the same time, and her body
almost exploded. Dante twisted her nipples and her mouth gaped. To hell with
keeping quiet. She wanted them to know she was so close to taking off and never
returning to earth.


“I’m going to come, dammit.”


Trax pulled down her head and
kissed her with more passion that she believed existed. His lips tasted salty,
but his breath was minty fresh. Their tongues sparred. When they broke for air,
Dante’s fingers dug into her butt cheeks and he shot his hot cum into her ass
so hard, she would have jettisoned forward had Trax not held her steady. Dante
leaned over and sank his fangs into her neck, but the quick prick only stung
for a second. 


“Sugar. You are mine.
Forever.” He licked her neck where he’d sunk his fangs.


His words seeped into her
soul. Realizing she was now part of their family made her eyes water and her
pulse race.


She was paying so much
attention to Dante’s pulsating cock and his loving words that when Trax sat up,
his cock hit different nerves, and she lost all thought. Stars burst in the
back of her lids and fire raced through her veins. Wave upon wave of the
wildest climax shook her. Right in the middle of the biggest release she’d ever
had, Trax’s seed blew into her. He then leaned forward and sank his fangs into
her shoulder on the other side.


“I love you, Liz Wharton. I
forever will protect you with my life.”


She choked out a sob.


Her pussy stretched and
pulsed and her heart lodged in her throat as she accepted the magnitude of what
just happened. She was finally with her men in every sense. 


Her body throbbed as she
dropped on top of Trax. He wrapped his arms around her and tightened his hold.
He kissed her shoulder and nipped the skin. She belonged to them and couldn’t
be happier.


#


Three weeks later


“Okay, light her up.” Liz
hadn’t bothered to put up a Christmas tree in years. She’d asked her mom if she
wanted one last year, but she said it reminded her of the good times that would
never come again.


“Ready?” Dante plugged in the
tree.


She clapped her hands. “It’s
beautiful.”


Dante moved behind her and
pulled her into an embrace. “Not as beautiful as you.”


“Aw.”


He spun her and then kissed
her. When one hand cupped her ass and the other her breast, she stepped back.
“We can’t. The guests will be here any minute.”


“Fuck the guests.” Dante
returned her to his arms and ran his tongue down her neck and across to her
throat.


She allowed her head to fall
back slightly and laughed. “Trax, come save me. Dante is getting horny.” 


“Getting horny, sugar? When
I’m around you, I also want you.”


Trax was eight feet away in
the kitchen making the final preparations. “Why don’t you give him a blow job
and then stop when the first guest arrives? That way he’ll be frustrated all
night long. He’ll have to wait until the party is over to have you.”


Dante stepped back. “You
really know how to get to a guy.”


Before she had the chance to
try Trax’s suggestion, the downstairs bell rang. The surveillance camera showed
it was Chelsea. 


Her friend was dying to meet not
only Liz’s men, but the other Pack members Liz had told her about. She also
wanted to see what a werewolf looked like up close. Liz rushed downstairs to
greet her. Trax unlocked the door from their loft. Liz rushed down to escort
Chelsea upstairs.


“Hey. You made it.” Liz
hugged her tight, careful of the platter full of cookies Chelsea held. “You
didn’t have to make anything.”


“I didn’t want to come
empty-handed.”


“Come meet my men.” After all
that had happened, there hadn’t been a good time for them to meet. Chelsea had
straightened her long auburn hair and wore a mega sexy, red top. “Nice boobs by
the way.”


Her friend’s face pinkened.
“Do you think it’s too much?”


“Hell, no. I can see it now.
All night long, the rest of the wolves will be after Little Red Riding Hood.”


Chelsea laughed and ran a
hand along her collar. “I’m not wearing a hood.” 


“The men will overlook that
flaw,” Liz said. “Come upstairs.”


For some reason, Liz’s palms
were sweating. She wanted—no needed—her friend to see how amazing
they were.


“Trax and Dante, come meet
Chelsea.”


They shook her hands. “It’s
nice to meet a friend of Liz’s.” Dante lifted the tray from Chelsea’s hands.
“I’ll put it on the island.”


As soon as they stepped away,
Chelsea pivoted so her back was to the men. “Oh. My. God. They are incredible.”



Excitement raced through Liz.
“I know.” 


“I can’t believe you even considered
leaving them. I wouldn’t care if they turned into cockroaches at night if they
look like that during the day.”


“Ew. That’s nasty.”


Chelsea waved a hand. “You
know what I mean.”


The bell rang again and Trax
headed over and pressed the button. The four men who helped capture Couch came
upstairs. Drake Stanton and Kurt Wendlick entered first, followed by Clay
Demmers and Dirk Tilton. The second team headed straight for the food, but
Drake and Kurt lingered, repeatedly glancing at Chelsea. It was probably the
glow from the Christmas tree lights, but it looked as if their eyes turned a
pretty shade of amber, the same color her men’s turned when in the throes of
making love.


Liz grabbed Chelsea’s hand
and led her over to the two men. “Drake and Kurt. I want you to meet my best
friend, Chelsea Wilson. Chelsea this clean cut man is Kurt Wendlick, and his
sidekick, who always seems to forget to shave, is Drake Stanton.”


Drake rubbed his jaw. “Hey.
I’ll have you know it takes work to look like this.”


The bell rang again. Chelsea
ran a hand up Liz’s arm. “Go greet your guests. I’ll be fine.” 


Drake winked. “Yes, please go
greet the other guests. I’ll make sure Chelsea gets something to drink and is
well taken care of.”


Oh, boy. With the way they
were salivating, Chelsea had no chance of leaving here alone. She bet as the
night progressed, she might even spot a fang or two from those two.


Trax introduced her to the
next two men. During the last three weeks, she’d met a lot of his Pack, and it
was hard to keep their names straight. Trax had even taken her to the werewolf
prison and shown her all the security features. It made her feel like she
really belonged.


He’d asked if she needed to
speak with Couch to find the closure she’d once wanted, but she never wanted to
set eyes on that bastard again. She’d asked if she could go to headquarters,
but both men felt it would be safer if she didn’t know much about it. They
didn’t have to explain why.


Chelsea came up to her and
grabbed her arm. “Oh my gawd.”


“What?”


“Those men.”


She had to think which men
she was referring to. “You mean those hunks, Kurt and Drake, or have you set
your sights on Dirk and Clay?” With Chelsea, she couldn’t be sure what type of
man she found attractive.


“Kurt and Drake. There’s
something so manly about them.” Chelsea leaned in closer. “I bet they like to
tie up their women.”


Liz laughed. “I have
absolutely no knowledge about that aspect of their lives, but they are heroes.”


Chelsea giggled, something
she never did. “Guess what?”


“What?”


“They both asked me out.”


“That’s fantastic.”


“Oh. Before I forget, our
boss commented about you still being on sick leave.” Chelsea stood back and ran
a gaze up and down her. “You look great to me.”


She teetered her hand back
and forth then tapped her forehead. “I’ll start back up after the first of the
year. The men have been keeping me kind of busy.” She held out her hand to show
Chelsea the massive diamond ring the men had given her last night.


Her face heated as she
remembered the wonderful time they’d had in the playroom.


“Oh, Liz.” Chelsea gave her a
hug. “That’s fabulous.” Her face sobered. “What about children?”


“All three of us want a ton.”


“No, I mean, won’t they be,
you know? 


“Werewolves? You can say the
word here. Everyone, but you actually, is completely aware of what this shifter
stuff is all about.”


“Fine, but what about the
kids?”


“If I have a girl, she’ll be
just like us. Women have no powers and don’t shift.”


“Well, that sucks. I want to
live in a world where women have the upper hand.”


Liz smiled. “So you’d like to
be transported to the world of Zena and the warrior women?”


“Maybe.”


A cell phone rang, and when Trax
extracted the phone from his pocket and looked at the screen, her stomach
flipped. He turned his back to the crowd and his shoulders pressed forward. He
whispered into the phone and then disconnected and turned around. 


“Excuse me, all.” His jaw
twitched. Oh, God, this wasn’t good. He couldn’t even glance her way.


“Is it about Elena Sanchez?”
she asked. 


He turned toward her and
shook his head. The Pack had their best men looking for Couch’s secretary, but
so far there hadn’t been any word on her whereabouts. She edged closer to Trax.
Her mind reeled wondering what the call had been about. 


The crowd wasn’t quieting.


He rapped the saltshaker on
the granite counter. “May I have everyone’s attention?”


Her heart tripped.


It took a few seconds for the
room to quiet. She hoped he and the rest of the men didn’t have to leave the
party and go on a hunt for some stupid Colter.


Dante made his way through
the living room. “Bro, what is it?”


“I’m sorry to be the bearer
of bad news, but Harvey Couch has escaped from jail.”


It only took two seconds for
Liz’s world to turn black.
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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.


cover.jpeg





