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About An Alpha's Need
An Alpha's Need is a collection of four series/serial beginnings with five of New York Times and USA Today bestselling author Christa Wick's (newsletter) most deliciously dominant, wickedly possessive, and passionately protective alpha males. Explore and experience An Alpha's Need in this boxed set featuring billionaires, ruebenesque beauties, two soldiers returning home, and one fierce shifter.
His to Dominate - Book 1 (of 3) in the completed Smoke & Curves series.
Plus-size secretary Mia James doesn't consider her resume's omission of the last two years of undergrad and her master's degree a lie. It's more like a failure to elaborate.
Too bad her billionaire boss disagrees.
Ex-Army interrogator and Chief Executive Bad Ass of a private military company, Collin Stark needs to know his new junior secretary isn't spying on Stark International. Trust the wrong woman with his heart and someone could wind up dead.
To convince Collin she's only guilty of being overqualified and desperate, Mia must consent to a private interrogation in which he will deploy all his tricks, starting with his favorite game.
Arousal Up.
Inhibition Down. 
Billionaire's Pet #1 - Book 1 (of 3) in the completed Pet series 
Former Olympic hopeful Katelyn Willow put aside her dreams of gold more than eight years ago. Now she's an unemployed charity analyst running three hours late for a job interview with the CEO of Griffin Holdings after being mugged. Bound and determined to have the interview anyway, she waits outside the private entrance to his Chicago offices.
Griffin Montgomery doesn't know what to make of the disheveled and slightly bruised woman waiting for him in the alley. The gentleman inside him wants to tuck her into his limo and safely escort her to her apartment, with the promise of an interview once another position opens up.
The Dom inside him just wants to take her in every position imaginable.
Curves for Two - Thick as thieves since childhood, Chase and Roman have been to hell and back together. Returning from their second tour in Afghanistan, they intend to settle down. There's only one small problem -- they have to convince plus-size beauty Grace Michaels to share their future. First, they need to get her into bed.
Wolf Curves - First novella in the Wolf Clan series
Leah Howard doesn't believe in werewolves, even if she dreams of shifting. Pack alpha Seth Gladwin can't understand why a human female is ringing all his mating bells.
When Seth chases Leah down in her apartment building and partially shifts in front of her, he wants nothing more than a forgetting spell placed on the plus-size beauty so he can continue investigating a secret society of Hunters intent on making the local werewolf clan extinct.
Only this time, the society's prey isn't shifters -- it's Leah.
 



His to Dominate
 
Returning from the mail room with the day's last post, I froze in front of Janice Green's desk. In her late fifties, with a six-year history as the senior executive secretary to the CEO of Stark International, Janice exemplifies grace under pressure. Right then, however, she looked like a heavily sedated deer facing an oncoming freight train. Something was wrong, something the building wasn't buzzing about. That meant it was either a very personal problem or still restricted to the CEO's office.
We both reported to Collin Stark, the CEO and sole shareholder of the company he founded a decade ago. Looking at the building's façade and understated logo, few would suspect that the company is responsible for the safety of heads of state the world over or that Stark isn't above donning tactical gear for a hostage rescue. With so much at stake, he holds each employee to the highest standards. 
Retribution for fucking up comes quickly.
Since Janice wasn't loading her personal belongings into a cardboard box with building security watching over her shoulder, the fuck-up -- if there was one -- had to be me. The new kid on the block, Stark promoted me to working below Janice in his office a month ago. All total, I had less than half a year under my belt at Stark International and had just that week finally brought my monthly student loan payments current.
I did a quick mental inventory of my projects, searching for anything I might have missed or misdirected. Nothing suggested itself. Janice only entrusted the most menial tasks to me during my training phase. If the quality of my work wasn't at issue, then there could only be one thing left.
My resume.
I started to roll my lips together, a bad habit I have when I'm nervous. My blink rate went up, too, and a flush heated my cheeks. I swallowed, trying to center my energy while telling myself I had nothing to worry about. It's not like I lied on my resume! I didn't make up any jobs, any education or inflate any grades or academic honors. I just omitted the fact I had finished my undergraduate degree and master's.
Too bad for me Stark likely would view an omission as deception. He seemed every inch the kind of man who values honesty and loyalty above all else. Fail him on one or the other and an arctic fury would be unleashed, his wrath cold, calculated, and obliterating.
I went from rolling my lips to chewing at them. I glanced to my right where polished steel doors led into Stark's inner sanctum. "What's wrong?"
Janice offered a little half shake of her head and reached for her purse. She usually worked from seven in the morning until five at night. It was exactly twenty minutes to six. She had been heading into Stark's office when I went for my last mail run.
She also had been on the secretive side all day. Now I knew why. They were discussing me.
Standing, Janice shouldered her bag and gave me a tight smile. "Mr. Stark wants to see you in his office."
"Me?" My stomach dropped, threatening to surge back up just as quickly and splatter the contents of a late lunch across Janice's tidy desk. "Did I do something wrong?"
"Don't make him wait." Her lips pressed tightly together, the smile thinning. "Good luck, dear."
She stepped around her desk and quickly left me to my fate. Still holding the mail, I moved to the double doors, my hand up to knock when I heard the lock disengage. Stark had most of the building wired with security cameras. Only a few rooms, like his inner office, remained private. From his desk, he could monitor every camera at Stark International, as well as live feeds from operations around the world.
My stomach did another flip as I pushed against the heavy steel. I stopped just inside the doors. With Stark's attention focused on his computer screen, I had a few seconds to study his expression for clues.
He didn't appear ready to blow a gasket. Maybe I was over-reacting, letting my fertile imagination run away with me. It could be a late fax or a dropped email, something relatively small for which I could plead for mercy.
His laser-like focus directed at his work, there was no hint of mercy in the way he held himself. If he hadn't just let me into the room, I would have sworn he had no idea I was there. Of course, that was part of his game and he was a master at it. A former military interrogator assigned to special operations, he had carved out a billion dollar company at the tip of a long, sharp knife after leaving active duty after eight years in service.
Volumes on military strategies, psychological warfare and interrogation techniques crowded the wall-to-wall bookshelf behind his desk. Cleaning crews weren't allowed in the office. As the junior secretary, that task fell to me, so I had read the title of every book in his office. I even borrowed copies of a few from my neighborhood library and had just finished reading the Kubark Counterintelligence Manual last night.
I counted up all the tactics Stark had already employed -- making me wait, letting me squirm in my own skin while I imagined the worst, acting like I didn't exist. We were at Confidence Down/Fear Up if I correctly remembered my prior night's reading. If I hadn't felt sick to my stomach, I would have smiled or laughed. As it was, knowing a little about the techniques he had mastered long ago only made me worry more.
"Do you like your job, Mia?"
He stared at his work, not me. One finger moved along his touch pad then he clicked on something. I thought I detected a slight stiffening of his jaw as I delayed answering, but I was a good twenty feet away from him and his face usually looks hard as granite, so I couldn't be sure.
When his gaze cut in my direction, I quickly answered. "Yes, Mr. Stark."
He looked away, his attention re-focusing on his work. "Then put the mail down and stand in the corner."
Was he fucking serious? Stand in the corner like a little kid caught sneaking a slice of cake or refusing to do homework? I was twenty-six, not six! That made me the same age Stark had been when he started the company.
My grip on the mail tightened, my cheeks heating as my attitude slowly moved from worried to angry.
He looked at me again, the dark blue eyes like burnished steel, their thin edges slicing at my skin. "I don't like liars, Mia. Do it now or security will help you pack your things."
I looked around the room, not sure if I was contemplating obeying him or stalling.
"The table by the couch will do."
I closed my eyes, realizing I had been looking for someplace to put the mail, lying to myself that there was no way in hell I would obey such a demeaning order.
"Now, Mia."
I put the mail down and walked to the only corner that didn't have any furniture near it. As my fingers touched the cool surface of the wall, I heard the lock on his office door engage. I winced but managed to hold deep inside me all the little sounds that wanted to escape.
I heard the mechanical slide of the heavy drapes being shut. As with the building's cameras and the drapes, Stark controlled the lamps in the room from his desk. They switched off one by one until the room's illumination was no better than twilight, everything doused in shades of gray.
I waited in that near darkness for what seemed at least fifteen minutes, the room completely silent except for my breathing. Whatever work he had been doing, he stopped. Whether he watched me or not, I felt like he did.
Face turned to the corner, I grimaced at the idea of Stark studying my body. It didn't matter that he was looking for indicators of nervousness, guilt, and a dozen other things -- he had to carefully observe my body to do that. My body -- the thick hips, wide ass, plump thighs, and bountiful breasts. The heels and too snug skirt I had selected that morning only increased my self-consciousness as my shoulders twitched and my hips and thighs flexed.
The skirt and heels magnified even the smallest movement of my body, making me feel like I had ballooned to three times my size.
The sensation made me want to cry -- and curse at him! He had me right where he wanted. The discomfort inflicted on me was by my own choice. That made it all the worse. Even if he had locked the doors, I was choosing to stand in the corner in a dark room filled with silence. 
Another play straight from Kubark's manual. The closing of the drapes and the slow shutting off of the lights one-by-one were his own special flourish. The man had style, even if he was fast becoming the biggest jerk among the many jerks who had passed through my life.
At last I heard the creak of his chair and the slide of a drawer. My whole body tightened. My hands, which I had placed palms flat against the wall, curled into fists and I started to shake. With Stark as patient as a panther in the jungle, five more minutes passed before I heard another sound.
His footsteps echoed loudly in the large office as he approached me. He didn't stop a respectable distance away when he reached me, either. His hips pressed against my enlarged backside, the sudden heat of his flesh making me realize my skin had grown cold.
"Don't jump, Mia."
I hadn't moved and the command confused me until his hands came up around my head and a folded band of fabric brushed against my face. I drew a sharp breath in as the blindfold tightened and his fingers worked to tie a knot. His hips pressed against my backside, my bottom molding around a hard center bulge that made my knees weak.
As frightened and worried as I was, I couldn't drop the building attraction I had felt for the man now interrogating me. That attraction had started innocently enough. As a new hire, I had memorized the company brochures while drooling a little over pictures of Collin in action, whether he was in tactical uniform or cloaked in an expensive silk suit. I hadn't stopped with Stark's own propaganda. I dug deeper, the few public details about a very private man encouraging me to dig a few more layers down. Then I landed the job in his office and saw him in the flesh five days a week. Saw the way the light from the small lamp on his desk catches his hair in the late afternoon to turn some of the black strands a burnished copper. Saw the way his t-shirt clung wet to his chest when he returned from a particularly vigorous workout, the clearly defined muscles begging to be traced.
So, yeah, worried, frightened and aroused. Probably not the trifecta of emotions he had planned.
"You left something off your resume, didn't you?"
I jerked after the minute long silence, my bottom reflexively squeezing at the still hard mass pushing against it. "Y-yes."
His hands dropped to cradle my hips. When he spoke again, his mouth was right next to my ear, his breath curling warm against my flesh. He had to lean into me to do it, the size of my ass making it impossible otherwise. Feeling the hard press of his rigid flesh between my cheeks, I squeezed again -- and wanted to die on the spot.
"A master's degree in data analytics and you take a job in the secretarial pool of a security company?"
I rested my head against the wall, the earlier tremble back and infecting my entire body. Stark circled one arm around my waist, his palm flat against my stomach to contain or control me. His other hand gripped my hip a little tighter as he cinched me to him.
"Who are you really working for?"
"You." I released the word with a sob as I realized my panties had slowly soaked through. He had me face-forward in a corner, blindfolded, my job on the line, yet I was wet, so turned on that the muscles deep inside my cunt had started to flex and roll, my ass moving with them to cup and fondle his dick.
Building crush or not, this wasn't right, wasn't anything like me.
His palm slid over the curve of my stomach, coming to a stop just above my mound. I arched slightly, my ass pressing more insistently against his groin.
My arousal was wasted on Stark. His calm voice and continued interrogation proved this was nothing more than business.
"You lied, Mia. Spies and moles lie. You're not just working for me."
"Please." I couldn't stop the wiggle of my ass and I wasn't sure what I was pleading for -- my job or his touch. Other than my own, I hadn't had a hand anywhere near that part of my body in over six months. "I'm telling the truth. I omitted it because I couldn't get hired anywhere. I had no money left…"
"You had six months to come clean, a whole month in this office." His voice hardened and he crushed me tightly between the corner walls and his body. "You sat in front of me and smiled, saying more education was on your agenda when I commented on your having only an associate's degree. You lied to my face and smiled, all lovely and innocent."
I closed my eyes, fighting tears. In the month I spent working around Stark, I learned how calculating he is with the words he employs. No matter how sincere he sounded, lovely wasn't his actual opinion, but something he thought he could manipulate me with. It worked, if only to make me hate myself a little bit more knowing how most men viewed my body -- "a grotesquerie of overlapping curves."
I bit hard at my bottom lip. I had enough shit to handle right then without my traitorous brain bringing up my last discussion with my now ex-boyfriend. I couldn't defend myself against Stark's accusation while the memory of Wilson crowing about how disgusting I was played inside my head.
"Admit it, Mia." Stark eased the hard press of his body against mine for a second, just long enough for me to relax before he increased the tension another notch. "You lied to my face."
Shame heated my skin. He wasn't wrong. I had rehearsed my interview answers for hours in front of the mirror, had practiced finding a fixed point on Stark's face close enough to his eyes without actually having to stare into his all-knowing gaze. Now I was going to pay for it. I'd be fired, but only after he had humiliated me to his satisfaction, ensuring that I was nothing more than a loser who couldn't get a job without lying and not some kind of corporate or foreign agent.
"Please." I squirmed, trying simultaneously to move away from him and press closer to his body. I knew he intended to flip my buttons, but only to terrify me into admitting everything. Instead, he was flipping every damn switch I had. Shame, fear and, more than anything, arousal coursed through me.
"I needed the job, need to keep it." I argued. "I've done well, too--"
"No shit."
It was the first time I'd heard Stark curse and I almost missed the change of tone in his voice. It had softened just the slightest fraction. Clearing his throat, he let go of me.
"Maybe you are telling the truth, Mia."
I nodded then remembered the room was almost unlit and the shadows around me had to be thick. "I am. Please let me explain it better."
I only hoped he wasn't giving me more rope with which to hang myself -- another technique in Kubark's manual. I waited through another long minute of silence while he considered my plea. When he responded, it wasn't what I expected him to say.
"Drop your skirt."
I drew my hands close to my chest in refusal. My breathing accelerated. Aroused as I had been, I didn't want what he was suggesting, or what I thought he was suggesting. At least I didn't think I wanted it, despite the heat spreading low across my stomach and through the tips of my breasts. I also didn't want him thinking I was some weak-willed, submissive slut someone could manipulate into spying on his company by throwing the fat girl a meatbone.
"You have a very short timeframe in which to save your job, Mia." His hands found mine, his fingers wrapping around my wrists to drag them down by my hips. "I have to know I can trust you, have to bring you to a point where you're incapable of lying."
He released my hands. "Take off your skirt or leave."
Fuck. My hands crept slowly toward the back of my waistband. Finding the two hooks proved almost impossible with the way my hands shook, but I managed to unhook them at last and pinch the zipper's pull. I drew it down haltingly, the tab escaping my grasp from how tightly I held it, forcing me to find and capture it all over again. When it was unzipped at last, I pushed the skirt down my hips, my ass wiggling from how close the fabric molded itself to my body.
"Step out and spread your legs."
Stark was just a voice in the dark now, his body far enough from mine that I could no longer feel his heat. I obeyed slowly, certain my legs would give out any second. Stark hooked the side band of my panties with one finger. He followed the edge of the material down between my legs, sparking a low moan from me as the back of his finger brushed the line of my pussy.
"You could be an exceedingly clever plant, Mia." His finger pressed more insistently, the force and slow twist of its tip parting my labia so he could stroke the inner folds. "Dark ash hair, those green eyes and a body lush with curves that make my mouth water…"
The slow heat burning in my stomach flared to singe my thighs and breasts. A month of coming face to face with Stark and I had never seen the slightest hint he found me attractive. I had been as invisible to him as I was to every other male on the planet who didn't instantly curl a lip in disgust at the sight of me. 
Another ruse, then, the switch to Confidence Up meant to keep me off balance.
"Your clothes have been getting more form fitting by the day, your neckline a little lower, your heels a little higher…"
True on both counts and I hadn't even realized it. 
Had I been subconsciously dressing up for Stark, experimenting with how much of my body I had to highlight before I was no longer invisible? That wasn't like me, but neither was a soaking wet pussy at the thought of being dominated by a man.
"The lie would be just enough to bring us to this point, to tempt me into testing you." His fingers drifted across my sex to find my clit, the pressure increasing as he rubbed a slow line up and down its length. "Your body's response deepening my trust. Is that it, Mia? Did one of my enemies find a beautiful, desperate and naturally submissive female to betray me?"
Beautiful? Submissive? 
Both words were foreign. Not only was there too much of me for any man to ever think me beautiful, but make-up did nothing for me and my hair never behaved. Beautiful is thin, cultured, sophisticated. I was none of those things. Submissive was even more of a stretch, at least with every other man I had ever met. Who were they to tell me to stand in a corner or when to spread my legs?
But then I had never met a man with a voice that could cut diamonds or hands that could bend steel.
"Is that it, Mia?" His fingers abandoned my clit to push deep inside me in a thick triangle. He stroked, twisted, the digits buried all the way to his base knuckles. "Are you here to betray me?"
"Mr. Stark!" I don't know if my reaction was to the question or the increased intimacy of his touch. There was no way to sugarcoat it. Stark was finger fucking me, plunging deep and hard through my hot, wet hole, my body wedged tightly into the corner and my hands clutching at the wall's smooth surface for support.
"Collin when my fingers are in you."
The noise he made was almost a warm chuckle, only the sharp undertone of his words reminding me this was a dangerous man.
"No one sent me here." I tightened around him, tried to stop the onslaught of pleasure melting my brain long enough to answer coherently. "I would never betray you."
Collin stepped closer so that it wasn't just his fingers touching me. I felt his chest against my back as he leaned forward to place his lips against my throat. His hand lined up with his cock, the roll and dip of his hips playing my body like a pinball machine as he directed his fingers deeper and harder.
"You know what, beautiful?" He didn't wait for me to answer. "Right now, I don't care. I'm going to punish you for the lie and then I'm going to fuck you."
My acquiescent moan shocked me. I was not only ready to be punished by him, I wanted it. Job or no job. He could have told me right then he was firing me and it wouldn't matter. With the tension coiling tighter inside me, I only cared that he not stop touching me. Gentle or rough, demanding or giving.
"You want this?" His free hand surfed across my hip, slid down my mound and cupped it. His teeth pressed against my neck in a prelude of the pain to come.
"Yes." Another moan and I squeezed his fingers, my muscles working with them to enhance my pleasure and push me closer to climax.
Through the lace underwear, he rubbed the low-centered split of my mound, manipulating my clit up and down. "Are you close?"
"Yes…" I panted, my ass grinding at him.
Hips thrusting, his fingers a stand-in for his cock, Collin drove me straight up to the edge of release, waiting until I was gasping and mindlessly groaning, juices running down my thighs as my cunt whipped around his fingers and then he abruptly pulled away a split second before I could trip over that line. Capturing my wrists again, he held my hands above my head. He pressed my body all the way into the corner, making it impossible for me to flex my thighs or work my internal muscles in any way that would carry me that last little distance to climax.
"Please," I sobbed.
"Not yet, baby." He waited until my body stopped seeking release, and then he wound his fingers through my hair and led me blindfolded over to the couch.
He stopped next to the table with its side lamp and that evening's mail. I detected more light at the edges of the blindfold as Collin increased the room's brightness. Still holding me by the hair, he sat down, dragging me with him and manipulating my body so that I was stretched across his lap. He released my hair and grabbed the material of my panties with both hands. A hard jerk along each side, with two quick tears of fabric, and only my thigh high stockings and open-toed pumps remained to cover my lower body.
His hands moved under my heavy breasts, the fingers fast and deft as he undid the buttons on my blouse. My body eager to accommodate him, I strained and lifted my torso. He peeled the shirt back and off me then reached between us again to release the front snap on my bra. He unknotted the blindfold then gathered my wrists together, using the material to tie my hands behind my back.
"Collin…"
One glance from him killed any protest. His gaze smoldered, its heat almost pathological with the need to dominate me. I had no doubt he intended to spank me. It wouldn't be light or playful, either. Most disturbing was the realization that knowing it would not be gentle made me that much wetter and eager for the first blow. I licked my lips and pressed my eyes tightly shut in anticipation of my punishment.
"No, look at me. Don't close your eyes, don't look away or you'll make it worse."
I opened my eyes, felt my lips quiver from a combination of emotions.
Collin rubbed his hand between my legs. "Your pussy is very wet, Mia. Hot to the touch and soaked."
I blinked, then prayed like crazy that wasn't a violation of the command he had just given me. I wanted to please him, to convince him he could trust me, to get through the ordeal so that his cock would be in me delivering the release I had been so close to in the corner.
"Have you ever had a lover spank you?"
"No," I whispered. My pussy twitched at the idea and I detected the faint lift of one side of his mouth.
He gave a little squeeze along my perineum, his palm pushing against my bottom while the tips of his fingers curved toward the muscle gating my cunt. "And how many lovers have you had."
"Three," I confessed. Would he think that too many? Not enough?
"That's a rather small number for such a pretty girl." He had started to run little circles around my hole, my muscles flexing and jumping in response as my hips dug into the top of his thighs.
But not for a fat one.
I didn't say what I was thinking, didn't say anything, just took another nervous lick of my lips and blinked.
"Relationships or hook-ups?" His thumb found the hole, slid inside, the tip of his index finger pressing from the outside so that he was lightly pinching my cunt.
I blinked again and took a hard breath in. Every little thing he did made me that much more aroused. I could feel the cream of my pussy dripping from my hole toward my clit, wetting Collin's silk dress pants as I fought not to answer with another moan.
"Relationship."
Watching my face, his gaze narrowed. "Still in a relationship, still fucking someone with this tight little pussy?"
He gave a little tug with the last three words and I almost exploded all over the couch. My hips jerked high, a moan ripped from my throat. Only the slap of his hand hard against my bottom shocked me out of my impending climax.
"Are you still in a relationship?" he demanded.
"No." My answer left me with a whimper. A contraction ran hard through my cunt, from the entrance he had once again taken command of all the way up into my uterus.
"Why did it end?"
I managed a shrug, the gesture pulling my bound arms tight. "Why does anything?"
His mouth flattened but I didn't offer any other answer. The relationship had ended for a hundred reasons and for no reason at all. I had graduated. I was fat. I had no job. I had student loans coming due. I was fast approaching the day I wouldn't be able to make my rent and the bastard didn't give a shit. He told me he loved me, but that he was embarrassed to be seen with me.
And on that very last day as a couple, he had promised to drive me to a job interview, my final opportunity in my chosen field, then bailed without calling. I used the last twenty dollars I had in the bank for the rest of that week to take a cab so I might, just might, arrive on time. I didn't and was turned away.
To keep the trip from being a total waste, I had crossed the street and turned in an application -- at Stark International.
"He hurt you." Collin wasn't asking me if it was true, merely stating it as fact. When I nodded, a faintly sad smile played across his mouth for a second. "I'm about to hurt you."
I managed a second shrug. "He hurt me where it counts."
Wilson had burned through my last thread of confidence, cut my last heart string. Defeated, I wept with gratitude when I was hired into the secretarial pool at Stark's company.
Collin nodded then smeared a thin coating of my cream against my outer lips and thighs. "You're still very wet, Mia."
I closed my eyes, couldn't keep them open. He had asked some very personal questions, his fingers still toying with me, testing me. I hadn't lost an ounce of my arousal in answering him. The intimacy of his interrogation left me quivering with need.
"Keep your eyes open." He plunged his fingers into me before rubbing more of my juices along my flesh. "I think you like this."
I looked at him, my brow furrowed and mouth shaping a pout. That hint of a smile I'd seen earlier reappeared, his eyes softening before his expression grew stern once more.
"Failure to answer is the same as a lie." He flattened his hand across my bottom as if preparing to deliver another blow. "Do you like what I'm doing to you?"
"Yes." I wanted to close my eyes again, the admission almost humiliating, but I kept my gaze intently fixed on his face. I didn't see him raise his hand and only had a second's warning in which to brace myself as he swiftly brought it back down. The smack echoed in his cavernous office, my overripe flesh rippling from the impact.
"Who told you to lie on your resume?"
The change in questions surprised me and I hesitated before answering. Big mistake. He landed another smack before I could get my answer out, my skin starting to sting painfully from the abuse.
"No one." My hips ground against his thighs, my ass tensing in anticipation of the next time flesh met flesh. "Please believe me."
Collin rubbed his hand between my legs, kneading my swollen labia, stroking and pinching at my clit before he plunged a thick wedge of three fingers in and out of my pussy. "Do you want my cock in you, Mia, want me to fuck this tight, pretty little hole of yours?"
"Yes." More moan than word. I bit at my bottom lip. The pain brought tears to my eyes but kept them open. My ass lifted, moved against his fingers, tried to keep them in me when he retreated.
"Wanting you isn't enough to make me stupid, Mia. You transferred schools from North Carolina. Who sent you here?" He had his hand up, palm flat, fingers spread wide and ready. "Tell me who hired you and then I can fuck you."
I knew where he was going, what he was thinking. I'd grown up two hours from Moyock, home of another private military company. It was ever so slightly paranoid to think I'd been recruited in North Carolina, transferred schools to Virginia and got my master's degree in Maryland all so I could one day apply to the secretarial pool of Stark International. I took a deep breath in and tried to match the steel in Collin's gaze.
"I don't work for Blackwater."
Three more smacks, hard and fast and then his fingers were back in me, plunging and twisting until I forgot about the stinging pain. My ass lifted, dipped, rolled. My bound arms shook with fatigue. My pussy clenched, sucked at his fingers, my drenched arousal and the thick slide of his fingers creating loud squelching sounds as his hand continued to fuck me. Through all of it, I never stopped staring into his eyes, didn't look away.
Neither did he. "Lie to me some more, Mia."
I took a shuddering breath in, repeating my denial one last time. "I work for you, Collin. Only you."
My body exploded with the last word, my hips jerking high, ass up and straining, thigh muscles clenching tighter and tighter as my hips rolled in a tight circle, my cunt grinding against his fingers. Fluid squirted from me, hitting the leather cushions of the couch hard enough to splash against my bare stomach. The stream stopped, restarted, a fresh burst leaving me with every hard squeeze of satisfaction that gripped my cunt.
Collin kept his fingers in me, deep and unrelenting until I collapsed against him, my pussy rhythmically coiling and uncoiling around him.
At some point, I had closed my eyes. I opened them to find him staring at my face, his lips slightly parted as he breathed through his mouth. His lids drooped heavily, almost as if he had been drugged. He resumed inside me with deep gentle strokes. His mouth closed, his chest rising sharply as he inhaled.
"Have you done that before?"
Embarrassment closed my eyes and flamed across my cheeks. I wasn't sure what I had done, but liquid had never left me like that during a climax. Hell, climax was too weak a word for what had happened. It was like calling an F5 tornado eating up everything in its path a summer storm. I had never experienced anything, pain or pleasure, so intensely as I had felt with his fingers violating me as hot fluid squirted from me, my inner core gripping him like my life depended on it.
"Mia." He growled my name, his voice so raw I had to open my eyes to make sure it was him. Something wild lit his gaze, all his infamous control and cold detachment obliterated if only for one second flashing through time.
"No." I was leaking again, this time from my eyes and not my pussy.
He shook his head, denying something -- my tears, maybe. He unknotted the binding from my wrists, releasing me with a sharp command. "Stand in front of my desk."
I stood, not daring to look at him as I tried to contain my breasts with my arm as I walked to his desk. My legs shook, each step threatening to send me sprawling face first into the massive wooden surface. Reaching it, I stared back at him over my shoulder.
His attention focused on his hands. The fingers touched in a steeple, his forearms flat along his legs. He could have been meditating for all I could tell. When he spoke, his voice gave no hint that he had just spent half an hour whipping me into a sexual frenzy.
"Tits and stomach flat against the surface. Fingers around the opposite lip of the desk. Legs spread."
He didn't even glance at me to see if I intended to obey him. I felt his detachment like a cold, wet towel snapped against my face. How could he have me standing there, quivering and ready to do almost anything he asked while he lost none of his composure? He had to not give a shit, had to be pulling my strings like I was some kind of marionette.
His hands separated to grip his knees, his eyes slowly shifting in my direction. I knew I should be moving, getting into position, but I froze. He stood, his gaze hooking mine so that I was helpless to comply. I couldn't unstick.
"Tits down." He took one step toward me.
"Ass up." Another step. "Arms across the desk."
Another, his strides twice as long as mine. "Legs spread!"
When he reached me and I still couldn't move, he spun me around, pushed my chest down and jerked my arms across the desk, his hands molding my fingers around the opposite lip of the surface. He swept his foot right, then left, making sure my thighs were spread to capacity and then he thrust his hips forward so that my mound pressed tightly against the desk's edge.
"What didn't you understand?"
I couldn't get my lips or tongue to work.
He folded his body over mine, his arms across the desk, hands gripping its edge as his muscles constricted to leave me gasping for air.
"Do you want me to fuck you?"
I buried my face against my arm, my cold flesh muffling my affirmation. Wrapping his hand around my jaw, he forced my head up, turning it so that I had to open my eyes and look at him.
"Do you want my cock in you?"
I took a slow lick of my lips. I wasn't stalling, my answer was unchanged. It didn't matter that Collin was being rough with me, that I would have chafed at the idea that very morning if someone suggested I would be laid across his desk begging him to take me.
"Yes or no, Mia?" His fingers dented my flesh as he gripped me more tightly. "Say it."
"Yes."
Not satisfied, he gave me a little shake. "Say all of it."
"I want your cock in me. I want you to fuck me." I blinked, fresh tears wetting my cheeks. "Please, Collin."
He released me, his body straightening like a spring. With one hand against the small of my back, he reached along the side of the desk. A small pewter box I'd never seen before had been placed next to the lamp. He flipped its lid and withdrew a gold foil wrapper. His hands left me completely for the time it took to tear open the condom's package, free his cock and roll the latex down his dick.
I strained to keep hold of the desk while looking over my shoulder, hungry for a glimpse of his exposed cock. He had a magnificent body, kept it battle ready with long hours in the company gym. The few times I had caught him in his shorts and a tight t-shirt stretched across his chest had fueled a month's worth of wet dreams.
"Head down." He blocked me before I could see anything.
With the condom in place, he bent over me. His fingers knotted in my hair, my head pinioned to the desk as his free hand started to explore my pussy all over again. He slid his fingers into me, my muscles instantly clutching at the invaders, rolling up and down their firm length with an aching need for more. I closed my eyes, promising myself I wouldn't do this again, that when this was over, I would never lose myself like this, not for any man and particularly not for Collin Stark.
"You seem almost ashamed of your body's reaction, Mia."
I opened my eyes, rolled them right to glare up at him. I didn't need him suggesting I should welcome my physical response to his dominating me. This -- draped and dripping, my cunt squeezing and twisting around his fingers -- wasn't who I wanted to be. 
Not once in all my life!
"Whatever truth you kept from me, it's not as big as the secret you've been hiding from yourself." He pulled his fingers out, gripped the base of his shaft and rubbed the fat crown against my opening. "You need this more than you'll ever admit."
His hips made a little forward push, his girth wrenching a moan from me as my pussy stretched to accommodate him. He pulled out, my needy whimper at his retreat shattering the last of my façade.
Collin was right. I needed someone like him and hadn't even realized it.
"I could take you any way I want right now." He pushed back in, a little harder, a little deeper. "On your knees choking on my cock, bound spread eagle to my desk, a switch slapping along your soft thighs and swollen pussy."
He pushed all the way in, my spine arching in welcome, my breasts leaving the desk's surface until he placed his palm between my shoulders and pushed me down. "I could take you impassive, rough, my hands around your throat and you'd come back for more, dripping, aching."
He pressed his chest against my back, his hands circling my wrists as his lips touched my neck. His breath hot and moist against my flesh, he kissed me. Far from rough, he slid deeper into me then withdrew until just the fat head remained hooked inside my channel. His mouth tracked left to the other side of my throat. He licked a line up to my ear, his hips dancing a little circle that kept his engorged tip dragging side to side against a new sweet spot until I danced with him.
He pushed back in, the broad head butting against my cervix. "You've never been this satisfied."
Back out, his retreat making me sob and clench until I was certain his cock would not completely abandon me.
"Shhh…baby." He kissed the side of my mouth, evading my attempt to turn into the kiss. He forced his hand between the desk and my mound, squeezing and rubbing that hard pearl between my labia until I could no longer breathe.
Collin rocked against me, his mouth teasing the corner of my lips with the promise of a real kiss. "You're holding me so tightly, Mia."
I couldn't relax the muscles, the spasms of my cunt his to control. He straightened, took possession of my hips with both hands and started thrusting inside me at a faster pace. He slowed suddenly. I heard the air leave him before he sucked more in and thrust deep inside me. He followed with another achingly slow retreat.
Holding onto the desk's edge for dear life, I twisted until I could look at his face. His eyes were shut, the thick dark lashes sweeping against his cheek. He had sucked in the left side of his bottom lip, his teeth pinning it in place.
Fierce and beautiful, I doubted many women had seen him like this. The thought squeezed at my chest, my pussy contracting in sympathy.
Collin froze, fingers digging into my padded hips before he gave a little shake of his head and plunged into me. His eyes opened, catching me in the act of watching him. I felt the tug of a deep connection between us but knew it was only my imagination.
His thumbs stroked the sides of my bottom as he watched me in return. He released his bottom lip, his nostrils flaring as his cock retreated along my channel. He hit that sweet spot, teased it over and over until my eyes rolled back in my head and I could no longer maintain my hold on the desk. A quiver rolled through me, followed by a crushing wave of release as Collin sank deep and held, his cock jerking inside me with the full force of his climax.
He finished with a few shallow pumps that had me moaning for more. He pulled out and walked away, his long, powerful legs quickly carrying him to his private washroom. I didn't know whether I had permission to stand and my cheeks burned with the knowledge that I wouldn't move until he told me I could.
I heard Collin leave the bathroom and move around his office, going first to the corner I had stood in then the couch before he placed my clothes on his desk.
"You can't leave looking like this." He landed softly in his chair. "Use my bathroom to clean up."
Not speaking, I took my clothes and walked a broken line from his desk. I closed the door, pressed my back against it and shut my eyes, afraid to look at myself in the mirror until I had my emotions under control. His tone had been casually dismissive. I felt like I had a knife buried in my chest, that I was dead but entirely too stupid to grasp that fact.
Cautiously, I opened my eyes. My lips were slightly purpled, bruised from my futile attempts to control my body's response to Stark. A dark circle of mascara ringed my eyes from where I had cried. My hair was a disaster, the curls in complete disarray around my startled face. No wonder he had dismissed me from his presence so easily. I looked like a complete mess!
I moved with an aching slowness, washing my face first before running wet fingers through my hair to tame it. I turned to my thighs next, trying to wash any evidence of the encounter away. The attempt was in vain. His touch had branded my skin, his fingerprints burned deep into my flesh to mark me as his.
Ignoring the sensation, I picked through my clothes. My underwear weren't in the pile but Stark had rendered them useless when he ripped them from me. I stepped into the skirt, tugged it up my hips so I wouldn't have to see my pussy with its still swollen lips and wet tangle of pubic hair while I finished dressing. I put the bra on next then the wrinkled linen shirt, my hands mismatching the buttons with their holes the first few tries.
Leaving the bathroom, I told myself I would march out of his office, grab my purse and go without looking back. I had no other personal items at Stark's company, hadn't felt settled enough in my new position to bring anything in.
My plan didn't survive the threshold of the bathroom door. I looked straight at him, my feet stalling as he pushed a thick letter-size envelope across his desk.
"Take this."
I approached the desk, my hands wrapped protectively around my stomach. The shape of the contents inside the envelope suggested it held a stack of money. Unless they were all ones, it was too much for severance pay, especially when he had every reason to fire me.
It also was too little if he worried I might sue the company.
I gave a hard shake of my head and spun on my heels. I made it halfway to the double steel doors before he spoke again.
"They're locked, Mia. Take the envelope."
I was breathing hard, as furious as I was hurt by his rejection. I continued on my path, only stopping once I was a few inches from the door. "Unlock these and don't treat me like any more of a whore than you already have."
My body started shaking all over again at the sound of him rising from his chair.
He stepped behind me, his arm extending across my shoulder to press the envelope against the door. He thumbed the edge of the package, his head angling down so that his lips were a centimeter or less from my ear. "Just what do you think this is for?"
I had no intention of dignifying his question with an answer. We both knew why he was giving me money. Services rendered at the end of his dick.
"Janice is retiring at the end of the week, won't be in again until her good-bye party." He pressed his face against my hair, the gesture almost sweetly intimate but I knew otherwise. "You need a better wardrobe if you're going to fill her position. This is an advance on your new salary."
Incredulous, I turned my head to look at him, our lips almost touching from how closely he stood next to me. His gaze dropped to my mouth, his eyelids lowering until they were almost shut. I could feel the slow, deep breaths he took whisper across my lips and forced myself not to lean closer, to bridge that small distance in offering.
"Are you serious?"
Collin nodded, slow and deliberate. He lowered his hand and wrapped my fingers around the envelope. "You'll run the office and travel with me on the same trips Janice would attend."
Reaching across my stomach, he grabbed my opposite hip and turned my body until we stood face to face. "If you're lying to me, you better take this and run."
My grip tightened on the money. He still didn't trust me. Likely, he never would. That made us even. I knew I would be an idiot to trust Collin Stark. Even now, he could be playing me.
Collin closed the space between us and kept on pressing forward until he had my back against the door. His hand captured the side of my face, his thumb sliding until it reached the center of my chin. His thumb pressed down to force my lips apart.
For one foolish second, I thought he intended to kiss me before casting me out for the night.
He tilted his head, his cheek brushing against mine as he whispered in my ear. "Know this -- if you run, there's no place on earth I won't find you."
With that, Stark released me, his hand dipping briefly into his pocket to press the door's remote as he walked away.
 



Dominating Mia
 
Releasing the mail onto the side table, Mia walked on unsteady legs to the corner. Part of the wobble undoubtedly stemmed from my rough command and her very real fear I would fire her, but I also blamed the sexy open-toed pumps she had on. And those were entirely her fault. 
She had started the month in sensible flat-heeled shoes and skirts that fell mid-calf, their loose, voluminous folds hiding the soft, plentiful curves of her body. The blouses, too, had been all business that first week, not a hint of cleavage or even a forearm on display. By the end of week two, my mornings were getting a little brighter as her skirts got tighter and I had my first glimpse at the pale valley between her breasts. 
That flash of skin propelled me to review the security archives. I noted the shift in clothing was a completely new development. Given the five month sample of her wardrobe, she hadn't dressed down for the interview or that first week. 
I paid even closer attention to the footage from when she first started serving as my junior secretary. Instinct told me that the pretty little addition to my office hoped to catch someone's eye. I wanted to know the identity of the lucky man. But the cameras told me nothing. She was all business outside my office. There was no desk or cubicle she lingered at when running errands on my behalf. 
So the man existed outside the company where my cameras didn't reach. I called my second-in-command, Trent Kane, into my office with an unusual command.
Tell me about Mia.
Mia, the pretty, voluptuous twenty-something with a first-class brain and only an associate's degree. Mia, with her dark hair, green eyes and increasingly revealing clothes. 
Mia, who had taken up residence in my dreams, where she appeared in no clothes at all. 
Shaking the image from my head, I clicked a few buttons on the remote at my desk. First, I locked us in and the rest of the world out. She could leave if she so desired. But, whether she was a spy or a desperate job seeker who had left her last three years in college and two degrees off her resume, I would make sure she wanted to stay. 
And if she stayed, I was going to fuck her. 
The thought was a shot of pure adrenaline to my cock. The semi-erection I'd been sporting from the moment Mia stood alone outside my door mushroomed to its full length and thickness. Swallowing, I focused on protocol, closing the drapes and then slowly turning the lights off one by one. She flexed and wiggled with each light lost and I both thanked and cursed the long-dead bastard who had invented high heels as I watched their effect on her luscious ass as she moved. 
Damn, I wanted my hands wrapped around that full bottom as I plumbed the depths of her moist pussy. 
At least I hoped it would be moist. I wasn't entirely confident on that point. Trent's investigation had turned up no lovers or potential love interests, just an exemplary academic background. Even as the omission from her resume worried me, the lack of potential rivals made me hope I had been looking too far afield for why her skirts had gotten tighter and shorter and the necklines low enough to make me drool in the morning coffee she delivered to my desk. 
Mia wanted me to notice her. Now I had to find out if the desire was her own or that of a shadow employer -- some competitor or maybe an entity opposed to my clients. 
Sliding a desk drawer open, I removed a blindfold. 
As much as I wanted to rise from my desk and begin the second phase of interrogation, I made myself wait a few more minutes, ensuring her senses would be heightened beyond any level she had ever experienced when I touched her. 
Making use of the time, I looked over Trent's file on Mia. She had grown up in North Carolina. Her father had died before her fourth birthday. Her mother had remarried a few years later, but died a few weeks after Mia graduated high school. Plans to attend Duke University had been abandoned in favor of two years at community college.
Running the blindfold through my fingers, I stood and started my approach. My senses had sharpened in the near dark and I could smell the pleasant odors of her distress before I had crossed half the distance that separated us. It wasn't fear plugging my nose or coating my tongue but arousal. 
My steps fell more heavily as I forced my feet to take a slower pace. I wanted to be on her, in her, exploring just how deep the submissive streak I had noticed in her these last four weeks went. I wanted to test how tight and hot and wet she was and how much her body's reaction surprised her. I didn't think Mia knew she had a submissive side. My balls ached at the idea of introducing the sharp, confident Mia who had never met a task she couldn't handle to the Mia who wanted nothing more than to be draped across my desk, her bottom red from the discipline I was about to deliver as her sweet cunt wept for more.
"Don't jump, Mia."
I brought the blindfold up, letting the fabric brush against her softer-than-silk cheek before I covered her eyes and tied the knot. At the sound of her surprised gasp, I leaned into Mia, her generous bottom enfolding my erection. Her body made a little dip and I thought for a second she would pass out. I pressed harder against her, crowding her closer to the corner walls so she would remain upright. 
"You left something off your resume, didn't you?"
She stuttered a "yes" at the same time her ass cheeks squeezed at my dick. My hands dropped automatically to her hips to keep her from repeating the motion and unraveling my control. I leaned in to ask my next question gently but right into her ear. 
My mistake -- she squeezed again, almost killing my restraint. My brain clicked into auto-pilot, the questions coming out but the answers irrelevant for the moment. I would watch her responses tonight before I deleted the video.
 Before then, I would touch her, make her come, spank that full round ass for putting me in this state and for the omission, and fuck her. Definitely, I would fuck her. I wouldn't be able to deal rationally with her until I had experienced her quivering around my cock.
I circled one arm around her waist and gripped her hip more roughly, pulling her to me. We were getting closer to the point where her instinct would be to run, to ask for release. To promise she would go and never come back. No way in hell could I allow that.
"Who are you really working for?" I asked.
The question provoked another physical response, her ass moving in synchronicity with her mouth as she answered. Her bottom all but stroking my dick, I moved my hand lower until my fingertips waited just above her mound. Their placement triggered another physical response, her body arching, so that all of that lush, lush ass pressed hard against my cock, balls and lower stomach. 
She wanted me in her, fucking her, even if she might not be ready to admit it. I gave myself a few more seconds of that delicious wiggle of hers before I denied her answer, refuted her subsequent explanation, then reminded her over and over how she had six months to tell me the truth and had lied to my face during the interview last month. Lied and I hadn't realized it because I'd been lost in those green eyes, the fall of dark ash hair down her shoulder, the smile and a body I wanted to sink into. 
She trembled as the interrogation progressed, her body a conflict of mixed signals. She was afraid, yet she also was aroused, that arousal mortifying her because she hadn't, at twenty-six years of age, ever explored this part of her nature.
It didn't matter how many cocks had possessed her -- in this one aspect, she was a virgin, shaking in my arms, the dance of her hips stroking my cock, making me have to fight to breathe, let alone ask her the questions and process her responses.
"Please," she entreated. "I needed the job, need to keep it. I've done well, too--"
"No shit." 
Damn it! The last thing I needed was to ease up on her. Still, I let her go and took a step back. I couldn't think while I held her, knowing another few inches down and my hand would be covering her pussy, that I could manipulate the flesh through the fabric of her skirt and give her the night's first orgasm. 
"Maybe you are telling the truth, Mia."
She nodded "I am. Please let me explain it better."
I damn well would not let her explain it better. Her tone had changed, a little confidence coming back, just enough to wake her sharp mind from the haze I had put it in. If I retreated then, I might lose all ground. 
"Drop your skirt." I watched as she drew her hands close to her chest in refusal. I smiled, felt a moment's guilt, but pushed it down. "You have a very short timeframe in which to save your job, Mia." 
I brought her hands down to her sides. "I have to know I can trust you, have to bring you to a point where you're incapable of lying."
That point was a screaming orgasm or ten. That point was drenched in sweat and her own juices. That point was at the tip of my cock as I buried it all the way inside her dense, hot folds.
I released her hands. "Take off your skirt or leave."
I watched, relieved, as she started to comply.
Fuck. She had no idea how sexy she was at that moment, the tremble in her hands as she fought to unfasten the skirt, the slow, unintentional tease as she fumbled with the zipper or how she had to wiggle and dodge to get the close-fitting skirt down the full hips. 
Blood rushed from my head to swell my cock as the skirt hit the floor. "Step out and spread your legs."
She obeyed, slow and weak-kneed. Reaching forward, I fingered the edge of her panties, slid under the band then across the front to run a soft line down the center of her mound. The sound coming from her throat was a moan, not a "no."
"You could be an exceedingly clever plant, Mia." A little more pressure with my finger and I was between the thick, wet folds of her pussy. The soft, inner petals of her labia were hot to the touch, the liquid coating my finger like magma. As long as I could keep the rational part of her brain shut off, there would be only moans and soft pleas for more. "Dark ash hair, those green eyes and a body lush with curves that make my mouth water. Your clothes have been getting more form fitting by the day, your neckline a little lower, your heels a little higher…"
She tensed at the accusation that she had been dressing up for me, but her pussy did a little dance, the inner labia pulling at my fingers as if they would draw me to her core. 
My gaze focused on the subtle dance of her body, I pressed on. "The lie would be just enough to bring us to this point, to tempt me into testing you." 
My fingers moved up, finding the swollen clit, a small spasm vibrating through her thighs at first touch. I slowly rubbed a line up and down its length, dipping once near the entrance to her cunt to find she had released a fresh, thick burst of cream. 
I wanted to sink to my knees, lick her pussy, capitulating to her need. We could work out the omission after I had tasted her. But I hadn't shot from nothing to a billion dollar company under my control by giving in to my desires.
I swallowed my lust and continued. "Your body's response deepening my trust. Is that it, Mia? Did one of my enemies find a beautiful, desperate and naturally submissive female to betray me?"
The little trembles stopped and I cursed myself. One or more of my words had struck her as false. I didn't think she would deny "desperate." And she was a pretty little fool if she denied "beautiful" or "submissive." But it didn't matter, she was thinking again and I was about to lose her. 
Abandoning her clit, I took her cunt three fingers deep. Tight, even though she was sopping. And hot, my fingers feeling like they would melt as I twisted and stroked and buried the entire length of my fingers inside her. 
Somehow, I managed to squeeze out another question between barely controlled urges to fuck her there in the corner. "Is that it, Mia? Are you here to betray me?"
"Mr. Stark!"
Mr. Stark? Too cute. I pressed a little higher and harder, getting the base knuckle of my middle finger into her sweet cunt. "Collin when my fingers are in you."
She said something but the blood pounded and thrummed inside my head. I couldn't hear her, was losing patience for words altogether. I stepped all the way into her, my chest against her back, my hand lined up with my cock so that the roll and dip of my hips guided my fingers, added force to their thrusts until the moment I could have my cock in her or her body across my lap, that gorgeous ass up in the air.
"You know what, beautiful? Right now, I don't care. I'm going to punish you for the lie and then I'm going to fuck you."
She moaned, the sound so full of surrender it curled my toes. She didn't care about the job anymore. Her brain had shut down, her cunt in control. It made us even. I couldn't think, couldn't plan, couldn't process anything beyond her carnal reactions. 
"You want this?" My free hand surfed across her hip and around the front of her body to find and cup her plump mound. I pressed my teeth to her neck, denting the flesh to hide my own deep want. She moaned something and I doubled my attack, rubbing at her clit as my fingers fucked in and out of her pussy. "Are you close?"
Could she hear the moan locked in my throat, tell how raspy my voice had become or smell buried in the fabric that covered me the steady drip of pre-cum that had started the moment my fingers penetrated her? 
Mia replied with a groaning "yes" and grinding ass. The coiling tension inside her cunt told me she was right at the very edge. I pulled out, captured her wrists and held her hands above her head. I wouldn't force her to come in the corner, blindfolded. I wanted to see her face the first time.
"Please," she sobbed.
"Not yet, baby." When she finally stopped struggling to come, I threaded my fingers through her hair and led her to the couch. I turned a few more lights on to see her better then sat on the couch, dragging her with me and placing her across my lap.
The underwear were an unwanted impediment. They went with a shriek of fabric. I looked down the length of her plump but shapely legs -- her ass bare but thigh high stockings and high heels below. I definitely wanted to see her like this again -- and again. 
But first I had to know she was mine, not a competitor's or enemy's. Quickly, I stripped the blouse and bra before removing the blindfold to bind her wrists together. 
"Collin…"
Damn it. Her tone had changed again, but I would not undo her wrists. I glared at her, letting the message sink in without words. She was about to get that sweet ass spanked. Parts of the experience would be extremely pleasurable...
Fuck, given her submissive nature, it would all be pleasurable. She was wet, her juices penetrating my pants to warm my thighs. I looked at her bottom, saw the way it wiggled and rolled. That alert and apprehensive tone would change right back the second I put my hands on her. 
I looked at her face to find her eyes closed and her tongue retreating inside her mouth. Her lips glistened as if she had just licked them. I shook my head. No way in hell would I allow her to hide from me, not after she had just licked her lips in anticipation, not when her pussy was wet and rolling like I knew it was.
"No, look at me. Don't close your eyes, don't look away or you'll make it worse."
She obeyed and the wet lips started quivering. 
I rubbed my hands between her legs. "Your pussy is very wet, Mia. Hot to the touch and soaked."
I watched her blink and had to restrain a smile when I saw fresh worry flit across her expressive features. She wasn't sure whether she had just disobeyed me with that little reflexive blink. I tried to think of the last lover this naturally submissive and couldn't recall one face, one name. There were those that liked it a little rough or commanding, but only to get the juices flowing, not throughout. And there were those false lovers who had guessed that a man dominant in business and in combat would carry that dominance over to bedroom, but their little charades were soon exposed. 
"Have you ever had a lover spank you?" I asked as I continued to rub at her pussy.
"No," she whispered and rewarded me with a little twitch against my hand. 
I couldn't keep one side of my mouth from lifting just a little at the response. It was cruel, really, making her wait when she needed it so badly, when we both did. I gave a little squeeze between ass and cunt as I asked her how many lovers she had fucked. When she answered "three," I almost lost my grip on her lush body and sent her tumbling to the floor. 
Twenty-six years old, the last six of it away from family and she'd had no more than three lovers? From the video surveillance alone, I had spotted half a dozen men in my company who looked like they were itching to get inside her lacy panties. She was oblivious, fresh, and all mine.
"That's a rather small number for such a pretty girl." I ran little circles around the opening to her cunt, my senses savoring the way she pushed back and how fresh cream perfumed the air. 
"Relationships or hook-ups?" I slid my thumb inside as I asked, my index finger on the outside against her clit so that I pinched the flesh between. 
"Relationship."
The answer came out clipped, sparking a small flare of jealousy inside my chest as I wondered if she was holding back. If Trent had missed a current lover, I would take a pound of flesh from him for the lapse. I tightened my grip on her cunt and watched her expression closely. "Still in a relationship, still fucking someone with this tight little pussy?"
I accented the question with sharp, shallow tugs. I didn't mean to be so rough, but her hips jerked high and a keening moan struggled past her twisting lips. 
She was going to come before she answered me. I jerked my hand back and brought it down hard on her rounded bottom. "Are you still in a relationship?" 
"No." 
The answer and the whimper that accompanied it eased the pain in my chest. "Why did it end?"
Showing a small flare of defiance, Mia shrugged. "Why does anything?"
A non-answer but she couldn't keep the truth from me. I studied her face as she remained silent, saw the last of the relationship haunt her eyes. I would get better answers later, but I knew all I needed at that moment. 
"He hurt you." 
She nodded, so solemn and beautiful that I felt like a bastard for having her across my knee. Still, I wasn't going to sit her up, help her back into her clothes and send her on her merry way with a raise and a promise to keep my hands off her lush body. The thoughts I had entertained for the last few months couldn't be put back in a bottle, not until I had fully sampled her. 
Maybe never.
"I'm about to hurt you," I warned.
She shrugged again, as if I could deliver no more than a trifling pain. 
"He hurt me where it counts."
I nodded. Not yet sensing my next move, I smeared a thin coating of her cream against her outer lips and thighs. Her brain and heart might think I was trifling, but her body felt differently. "You're still very wet, Mia."
She closed her eyes, trying to deny the truth with that simple gesture. I wouldn't let her. I plunged my fingers into her cunt and rubbed more juice along her flesh. "Keep your eyes open...I think you like this."
She opened her eyes as a pout pushed her mouth into a fuckable pucker. I bit down on a smile. Now wasn't the time to go all soft and let her off easy. I pressed my palm to her bottom, readying my next blow. "Failure to answer is the same as a lie. Do you like what I'm doing to you?"
"Yes." 
She didn't flinch at the answer, her gaze firmly hooking mine. I used it as a distraction, delivering a harder smack than the first. Mesmerized, I watched the impact ripple across her pale flesh. Two heartbeats later, the outline of my palm appeared. She would color easily, but fade almost as quickly. Already I could not see the placement of the first blow.
It was time to switch the focus of my questions. I still had a company and hundreds of lives to protect no matter how much I wanted to bury my cock inside her. I didn't think she was anything more than who she said she was, but due diligence was a must.
"Who told you to lie on your resume?"
She hesitated, the delay triggering a minor alarm inside my head. Hesitating after a switch in subjects didn't always mean a lie was coming, but it sometimes did. I smacked her bottom again before she could answer, hoping to shake any falsehoods from her before they had a chance to coalesce into sound. 
"No one. Please believe me."
She tensed in anticipation of the next time my hand met her flesh, but I had a slightly gentler contact in mind. I rubbed my hand between her legs once more, kneading the swollen labia, stroking and pinching at her clit before I plunged a thick wedge of three fingers in and out of her pussy. "Do you want my cock in you, Mia, want me to fuck this tight, pretty little hole of yours?"
"Yes." More moan than word. Her ass lifted, moved against my fingers, following after them on the backstrokes.
"Wanting you isn't enough to make me stupid, Mia. You transferred schools from North Carolina. Who sent you here?" Abandoning her sweet cunt, I held my hand up, palm flat, fingers spread wide and ready. "Tell me who hired you and then I can fuck you."
The dark ash brow lifted and then she took a deep breath in. "I don't work for Blackwater."
Three more smacks, hard and fast and then my fingers were back in her, plunging and twisting. Her response tore at my chest and made my cock throb a hundred times harder. Her ass lifted, dipped, rolled. Her pussy sucked at my fingers, her arousal so thick the muscles and moisture squelched as I fucked my fingers in and out. Through it all, she never stopped staring into my eyes, never blinked.
Neither did I. 
"Lie to me some more, Mia."
She repeated her denial, her whole body shaking with the truth. "I work for you, Collin. Only you."
Her climax began as the last word left her. Her hips jerked up, her ass leading the way, its muscles straining between the soft cushion of flesh that encased them. Her hips rolled in a tight circle, her cunt grinding and grinding at my fingers. 
Then she truly exploded. Fluid squirted from her, the stream stopping and restarting with every hard squeeze of satisfaction that gripped my fingers. I kept fucking them in and out of her even after she collapsed against me, her pussy coiling and uncoiling in deep flutters. 
She had me hypnotized and I didn't realize it until she opened her eyes and looked at me. 
"Have you done that before?" I asked. 
I knew from how quickly she closed her eyes and red blazed across her cheeks that she hadn't, but I wanted her to admit it. I growled her name, the last of my control popping like high tension wires strained to the point of breaking. 
"No." 
When she opened her eyes, she was crying. 
Fuck. I shook my head. She was a lamb -- I was the lion. I wanted to eat her, and lie down with her, protect and ravage her, filling her cunt with my seed. 
Untying her hands, I barked an order at her. "Stand in front of my desk."
I listened to each uncertain step she took away from me as I stared at my hands, counting the ridges in my nails to keep from following directly after her. When she stopped, I gave the next order. "Tits and stomach flat against the surface. Fingers around the opposite lip of the desk. Legs spread."
I wanted her contained when I fucked her, didn't want the verdant eyes searching me out, catching that moment of weakness when I released inside her.
When she didn't move after my second command, I gripped my knees and let my gaze slow crawl to where she stood frozen. I stood, a scowl twisting my words as I took the first step toward her. 
"Tits down." 
I didn't want her frozen, didn't want her afraid but my tight throat prevented me from softening my tone.
"Ass up." I took another step and her eyes went wide, but I didn't relent. "Arms across the desk."
Calm down...
The plea whispered in my head and I wasn't sure where it was directed, at the woman trembling in front of me or inward. Either direction, it didn't work. I barked the last command at her. "Legs spread!"
Reaching Mia's immobilized body, I spun her around, pushed her chest down and jerked her arms across the desk to press her fingers around the opposite lip of the top. I swept a foot right, then left, making sure her thighs were spread to capacity before my hips jammed her mound against the desk's edge and I barked at her again. "What didn't you understand?"
No answer beyond the hard quake of her body beneath me.
I folded my body over hers and allowed my weight to settle onto her, to possess and calm her. "Do you want me to fuck you?"
She tried to hide her face but I forced her head up. "Do you want my cock in you?"
The pert, slick tongue slowly slid out to navigate each lip before disappearing. I knew she wasn't trying to be coy, not with the way her lips quivered. She was fighting against the answer, against the realization that she was still wet and hot for me, that the connection between us had been forged and she couldn't break it even if she wanted to. 
"Yes or no, Mia?" My grip on her chin tightened, my brain warring with my hand to lessen the pressure before I bruised her fair skin. "Say it."
"Yes."
Not good enough. I gave her chin a little shake. "Say all of it."
"I want your cock in me. I want you to fuck me." She blinked and the tears she had been holding back trickled down her face in slow motion. "Please, Collin."
Keeping one hand on her back so she couldn't change her mind, I snatched a condom from the small pewter box I'd placed on my desk before buzzing her into the office. Untold minutes, even hours, of containing my desire to be inside her made my hand quick in sheathing my erection. 
Finished, I caught her trying to see what I would soon be filling her with. Suppressing a smile, I ordered her head down. 
Bending over her, I knotted my fingers in the dark hair, keeping her head planted against the desk as my other hand explored her pussy all over again. I slid my fingers into her, reveled at the way her muscles instantly sucked at my flesh. More color flared across her cheeks as she milked my hand. 
"You seem almost ashamed of your body's reaction, Mia."
Damn, did she just glare at me? Chewing at my inside lip to keep from smiling, I contemplated how delightful it was going to be introducing Mia to her submissive nature. She would get the full course and truly understand her sexuality for the first time in her life. Even if she left me later, she would never forget those lessons or their teacher. 
"Whatever truth you kept from me, it's not as big as the secret you've been hiding from yourself." Withdrawing my fingers, I gripped the base of my shaft and rubbed the fat crown against the red pout of her cunt. "You need this more than you'll ever admit."
I made a small forward push, knowing she needed time to absorb my girth. She moaned, the sound deep, vibrating and shooting straight to my balls. I pulled out before I could surrender to the desire to sink in fast and swift. Tight as she was, I would tear her if I didn't go a little more slowly. 
As I exited, she whimpered. 
Slow and shallow...
The reminder buzzed in my head as I studied her face. She had yielded with that whimper, a realization clicking inside her head. She couldn't voice that capitulation, but I saw it.
"I could take you any way I want right now." I pushed back in, a little harder, a little deeper. "On your knees choking on my cock, bound spread eagle to my desk, a switch slapping along your soft thighs and swollen pussy."
Forgetting my earlier caution, I pushed all the way in. Her spine arched, her snug cunt welcoming me deeper despite my worries. As she arched, her breasts left the desk. I pushed her back down, knowing it would be too easy to get lost in pinching and tugging at the thick nipples so that I abandoned the lesson.
"I could take you impassive, rough, my hands around your throat and you'd come back for more, dripping, aching." I pressed my chest against her back, securing her wrists as I pressed my lips to her neck. Proving my claims, she tightened around my shaft, her entire pussy fluttering in excitement. 
I kissed her before I could catch my intent, every point of contact gentling as I slid deeper into her. I slid out just as slow, her muscles locking around the fat head to keep part of me trapped inside. Finding the other side of her neck, I licked a line up to her ear as I pumped a small circle that kept the tip dragging side to side. The way Mia's entire body shivered beneath me, I knew I had found a sweet spot. 
I memorized it, explored its contours so I could make her shiver like that the next time. Sinking all the way in, I whispered in her ear. "You've never been this satisfied."
It wasn't a boast -- she sobbed and clenched at each retreat of my cock. 
"Shhh…baby." I kissed the side of her mouth, evading her attempt to turn into the kiss. Such intimacies would have to wait until I better felt I could trust her. Our next joining, after I had watched the tape, studied each reaction without the fog of want crowding my brain as it did at that second. Then I could let her kiss me.
Now, however, I needed to control her. I forced my hand down to her mound, squeezing and rubbing that hard pearl under the hood of the clit until Mia gasped for air. Rocking against her, I offered another teasing kiss at the corner of her lips. "You're holding me so tightly, Mia."
Straightening, I grabbed a handful of flesh at each hip, the pace of my thrusts increasing. Her cunt milked my cock, the spasms wracking her muscles feeling like a thousand fingers stroking and tugging at the shaft. I exhaled in a sudden rush, my muscles moving in slow motion. I sucked more air in, fueling a deep thrust inside her. I pulled back in the same glacial retreat, every fiber in my body aching with the need to come. 
Shaking my head, I tried to deny how much her body and response affected me. If I looked at her face, I would be undone, lost. So I stared at the point our bodies met, my teeth pinning my bottom lip in place so I couldn't tell her again how beautiful she was or how fucking good she felt.
The sight of her moving with me, the flex of her cheeks, the flush of her skin sank like hooks into my chest. I closed my eyes, trying to squeeze a few more minutes inside her before I surrendered. Another shake of my head and I plunged in deep, knowing I had lost the game, if only for the moment. 
Opening my eyes, I caught Mia watching me. I felt another tug on the barbs she had sunk into my skin. I stared back, looking for some sign she felt the connection between us as deeply as I did. I couldn't tell, so I retreated to that sweet spot just inside the opening of her cunt and teased it over and over until her eyes rolled back in her head. 
She came, her entire cunt knotting around my cock, squeezing and milking it until I couldn't help but come with her. Even after the last jet left me, I stroked in and out of her, savoring the way her body continued to move. 
And then she moaned, the sound so needy for more that I knew I couldn't hear another escape her throat and still deny her needs. If she moaned like that again, she was mine and I wouldn't let her return to the shabby apartment she called home. Another entreating moan while my cock was in her and I would bind her to my bed before the night was through.
I pulled out quickly before I could tease another such sound from her and quick marched to my private bathroom. Knowing she might not move until I returned to give her permission, I hurriedly splashed cold water in my face. 
Really, I needed to dip my dick in ice water. It remained hard with the thought of her, of the way she moved and groaned. Growling, I left the washroom and collected her clothes, dropping them on my desk before I collapsed into my chair. 
I waved my hand at her. "You can't leave looking like this. Use my bathroom to clean up."
She rose and walked stiff-backed from my desk to disappear behind the door. The second I heard the lock click, I buried my face in my hands, a knot of worry tying and twisting inside my gut as I wondered if I had misjudged how best to handle the night's parting. 
In her mind, I had just fucked her then dismissed her. God only knew what she was thinking as she cleaned up on the other side of that door. I opened the side drawer on my desk, one hand fumbling with a lock box as the other searched for an envelope. I counted out ten thousand or so in petty cash and shoved it inside the envelope.
No apology would be forthcoming. She was submissive, deeply so. Not all subs respected an admission of fault from their dominants. Others respected it, but felt less secure in their dominants' hands. And still others would eventually walk out on a man who couldn't admit when he was wrong. I needed time to learn which kind of sub Mia was. 
Seeing her open the door, a mutinous glint in her eye, I pushed the envelope forward. "Take this."
The money inside wasn't an apology, it was an opportunity -- a request for her to stay on in a new role. 
Watching her approach the desk, her hands curling around her stomach as if I had just punched her, I realized she might not view the gesture in the same light. She stopped and eyed the envelope, my heart knocking harder in my chest with each passing second. Dismissing the offering with a shake of her head, she spun on her heels and headed for the door.
"They're locked, Mia. Take the envelope." I grimaced at the order I had just given and the panic I felt. I needed her to know what the money was for, not growl at her to take it no matter what. 
Reaching the door, she didn't look back at me, just issued her own command. "Unlock these and don't treat me like any more of a whore than you already have."
Right, I had royally fucked up. Standing, I took the envelope with me. Reaching across her, I pressed it against the door and thumbed the edge of the package. I brought my body close to hers, trying to remind her of the pleasure she had been bathed in just a few minutes before. Bringing my mouth close to her ear, I took a slow breath in to steady my nerves. "Just what do you think this is for?"
Her spine got a little stiffer in answer. 
She was wrong. I had paid plenty of whores in the past for the convenience and skill of their of their bodies. I could have serviced myself just as well with my hand. This was far different. After one month of walking into the office to find Mia lifting her head to smile at me, I didn't want it to stop. 
Not yet, at least. 
"Janice is retiring at the end of the week, won't be in again until her good-bye party." I pressed my face against her hair and breathed in the sweet bite of citrus contained in the strands. "You need a better wardrobe if you're going to fill her position. This is an advance on your new salary."
Her head swiveled in my direction. I should have been studying her eyes, but her mouth, so near my own, claimed my attention. Feeling my breath reflected back on my lips, I forced myself not to grab and pull Mia that last quarter inch until we touched. 
I had made my offer -- my cloaked mea culpa. She needed to respond.
"Are you serious?"
Hearing the incredulity that laced her voice, I nodded, the gesture slow and deliberate. Taking her hand, I wrapped her fingers around the envelope. "You'll run the office and travel with me on the same trips Janice would attend."
The thought flashed through my mind that I would need to book a lot more trips and soon. Grabbing her hip, I turned her until we fully faced one another then gestured at the envelope. "If you're lying to me, you better take this and run."
Feeling her grip on the money tighten, I closed the last bit of space between us and forced her flat against the door. I captured her face, my finger pressing on her chin to force the soft lips open. I tilted my head, wanting to kiss her but brushing my cheek against hers instead as I whispered in her ear. 
"Know this -- if you run, there's no place on earth I won't find you." 
********************
The rest of Collin & Mia's story is available in His to Possess
and His to Cherish
or get Undeniably His
(the collected edition).
 



Billionaire's Pet 1
 
Standing on the alley side of a wrought iron gate in Chicago's financial district, Katelyn Willow stared down the long reflecting pool of polished obsidian. Flowers colored from ice pink to deep violet, their leaves a lush green, covered the water's surface. A spring breeze randomly plucked blossoms from the lone magnolia tree, its pink and white petals slowly sinking in the air to delicately litter the dark cobblestone courtyard. Beautiful and tranquil, the private garden of billionaire Griffin Montgomery contrasted as sharply with Katelyn as it did with the surrounding glass and steel buildings that loomed over the scene.
Dirt speckled her white blouse. The dark brown hair she had so carefully crafted that morning into lustrous waves cascading down her shoulders was pulled back in a loose ponytail. A fresh bruise and scrapes curved along her jaw from where her face had met concrete three hours earlier. Silk nylons shredded by the same rough ground hid within the interior pocket of her leather satchel.
Not at all how or where Katelyn had envisioned arriving for her job interview, she just hoped the sour blonde at the security desk didn't call the cops and have her yanked from the alley before Montgomery's limo arrived.
She glanced at her watch, the glass cracked over the spot where the minute hand showed ten to six. From her research, she knew Montgomery was more or less a creature of habit. The local paparazzi had picked up on his use of the garden exit, camping out with their oversized lenses until he bought the whole alley from the city and had the photographers thrown in jail for trespassing.
Shifting her weight to her right leg, she winced and shifted back. She stared at her ankle in silent rebuke, the flesh where the open-toed suede pump hugged the back of her foot swollen and so lumpy she would almost welcome a ride in a cop car. The walk to the nearest rail station and then her apartment would be pure hell, but she couldn't afford a cab.
At five minutes to six, metal flashed at the far end of the reflecting pool. She looked toward it, expecting to find a security guard exiting the building with his hand on his gun and a hostile smirk on his face. Montgomery strolled out, instead, his gaze hooking hers immediately. His eyes narrowed like a predator's as he walked the length of the pool. Reaching its edge, he rested his briefcase on it and approached the gate.
His hand disappeared into his pants pocket, an electronic lock disengaging a second later with a metallic click. The gate slowly rolled open and he stepped through, stopping a few feet away. Folding his thick arms across an impressive chest, he stared at her.
Katelyn kept her face impassive as Montgomery's gaze traveled over her body. She had studied pictures of the women photographed in public with him -- particularly the small handful who had lasted more than one event. She had done so not because she wanted to tack his last name onto hers, but to tailor a business look to styles he likely found pleasing. She'd settled on the pumps, the color a red spice, a black skirt that narrowed down to a hemline just below her knees and a crisp white top with a tabbed collar and faux-pearl buttons. The look reflected at her in the mirror that morning had worked.
Right then, with the impeccably dressed Griffin Montgomery scowling at her -- it didn't work at all.
Reaching the red pumps, his gaze lingered before slow crawling up the bare flesh of her legs and jumping to her face. “My four o'clock?”
Katelyn nodded. Color flared across his cheeks, the unexpected heat in his expression unsettling her. He stepped another foot closer, his hands dropping to his sides. His eyes seemed to trace the bruise along her jaw and then his mouth flattened.
“Hit by a bus?”
God, did she really look that bad?
Starting to smooth one of the pleats on her skirt, she stopped, squared her shoulders and smiled. “Attempted mugging.”
She reached into her satchel for her resume, but he raised a hand to stop her.
“You should have called. I filled the position an hour ago.”
She released the paper and dug deeper into the bag, coming up with the remnants of a cell phone. Electronic guts spilled from the hard plastic shell.
“Pity, I probably would have hired you.” His gaze dropped again. Standing less than an arm's length from Katelyn, there was nothing discreet or impersonal in the way his attention hugged her hips before seizing on her lower legs. “Still a runner, Katelyn?”
She tensed. Eight plus years had passed since she made the Olympic team as a middle-distance runner and then dropped out of the games and off the face of the earth. With the time lapse, it was a rare day anyone recognized her. Regardless, she should have anticipated that he would. Montgomery's HR team had two weeks to run a preliminary background check.
“Couple of times a week,” she said. She dropped the broken phone into her satchel and snapped the bag shut. Hearing the sound of an engine, she glanced to her right and confirmed Montgomery's limo had just entered the alley. Knowing she had precious few seconds left to make her pitch, she looked at him.
He had stepped closer, his expression unreadable as he studied her face. Then he did the unthinkable for having just met her. He lifted his hand and lightly brushed the scraped line of her jaw.
“Does it hurt?”
Ignoring the question, she upped the wattage on her smile. “Are there any other positions available?”
One dark brow inched up his forehead, his mouth relaxing as he gestured at the limo rolling to a stop behind her. “We’ll discuss it on the drive.”
“Drive?” Her grip on the satchel tightened as Montgomery reached alongside her to open the door.
Finding Katelyn in the path of the door's arc, he wrapped his free hand around her waist and gently drew her close. She sucked a breath in, shocked at the second display of intimacy and the seemingly possessive nature of his grip. 
Releasing the breath, she prayed he hadn't noticed her reaction. No matter how badly it set her stomach to fluttering, she reminded herself that his touching her like that meant nothing. Montgomery was a man accustomed to moving obstacles, even living ones, to suit his needs.
That was what he had just done -- nothing more.
“Yes, drive. You wouldn't have gotten mugged if you drove here or took a cab. So you took the rail.” He nodded at her ankle. “I won't allow you to walk to the station and then home on that mess.”
Allow her?
Her spine stiffened, her chin lifting as the heat that had lit her belly surged angrily up to ignite her eyes.
Griffin slowly shook his head, a sensual smile shaping his lips as his hand slid down to her hip, shocking her all over again. “Inside, Katelyn.”
He moved closer, as if herding her, and she caught a whiff of his cologne. Warm, heavy spices that smelled straight from her favorite bakery hit her stomach, redirecting the fire once more to pool low down in her gut. She clutched at the limo’s roof, her eyes closing involuntarily even as she sought balance against each new, unnamable wave of reaction he produced in her with his casual touch and too familiar manner.
His bossy, familiar, manner. Just who the hell was he to order her into the car?
The air-conditioned, deeply cushioned car…
Realizing she was lightly biting at the corner of her bottom lip, she popped the flesh out and started to curse the stupid habit inside her head. A master negotiator, Montgomery would take that small bite as a sign of indecision. 
And he would be one-hundred-percent correct. She was indecisive -- she had been mugged, hadn’t eaten since very early morning and her ankle throbbed like hell. Even if she didn’t like being bossed around by anyone, she didn't really want to walk home. And if she didn’t want to walk home, then it wasn't a matter of him allowing anything.
Right?
She wanted to shake her head but held the gesture in check at the last second. He didn’t need to see her debating herself. That was a little too crazy, especially when she wanted the man to give her a job.
Freezing the shake cost her another fraction of equilibrium. The ground went a little wobbly beneath her suede pumps.
Montgomery's hold on her tightened. “Don’t faint on me, Katelyn.”
Faint on him? 
As if!
She swiveled her head and blinked. Looking at him did nothing to steady her thoughts. She'd seen him in pictures and on television, heard him speak a couple of times at congressional hearings, but his voice and appearance were different in person. The small, visible laugh lines around his mouth and eyes made him more human and his voice, set against the backdrop of his quiet garden, had a tone too intimate for her body to ignore.
She shook her head, swallowing before she answered so she wouldn't squeak at him. “No. I'm fine.”
“I'll judge for myself.” Pressing one palm against Katelyn's back, Montgomery firmly took her hand and folded her into the back seat of the limo like he was storing one of the priceless Ming vases she knew he collected. He slid in next to her, coming to a stop only once their bodies touched, his thick thigh running parallel to her slimmer one.
He nodded at the driver waiting to close the door. “My case is by the pool.”
“Very good, sir.” The man shut the door and walked a quick line to the garden and back, placing the case in the rear of the vehicle.
Straightening her skirt, Katelyn put a few inches of distance between her and her host before she smiled at him. “Really, Mr. Montgomery, I'm okay.”
Leaning forward, he opened the door to a small refrigerator. Taking a linen napkin, he dumped a handful of ice into its center as he watched her from the corner of his eye. “It's a first name kind of company, Katelyn. You should have researched that.”
“I did.” She put her hand out, expecting him to give her the ice. “I was raised to start formal and wait for an invitation to use someone's first name.”
“Invitation extended. Slide over.” He spoke exactly like a man who expected immediate obedience. “You need to elevate that ankle.”
No quantifiable reason existed for her to refuse, but instinct advised caution. She hesitated and he tilted his head at her. The slight flare of his nostrils told her she was trying his patience already. She lost another second studying his face.
She had no doubt he could stare down a charging bull. His gaze, when he looked at her, was laser focused and unblinking. His mouth puckered decisively, his jaw set so that the total impression was implacable. He had told her to move -- there would be consequences if she didn't.
A brush fire of need flamed across her skin, dying just as quickly as it had erupted. She slid along the seat, lifting her right leg. Catching it gently, he slid the pump off and brought her heel down to rest against his thigh. Finding his touch light and his body heat discernible through the silk dress pants, Katelyn tensed at the intimacy of the contact.
A blush crept across her cheeks as she realized it wasn't Montgomery her gut had warned her against but her own repeating reaction. She glanced nervously at the raised partition separating them from the driver. The man's attention was focused on the front of the car as he pulled onto the street.
Montgomery settled the ice pack across her ankle. “The glass is one way.”
Feeling like Montgomery had just read her mind, her body drew another notch tighter. She resisted the impulse to look at him, not wanting him to read anything more from her expression.
“Does it hurt much?” His hand curled along the back of her calf as his other kept the makeshift ice bag in place. The fingers were warm against her skin, the tips surprisingly callused for a man who made his money buying and selling entire industries.
Trying to relax, she concentrated on the cold penetrating her swollen ankle and not the rough brush of his fingertips along the underside of her leg. Her lower torso refused the attempt. Her stomach clenched, her hips narrowing as she tightened her thighs.
Shit, she shouldn't feel aroused and out of control.
She had spent the last four years chasing down big donors for the charities that employed her. The experience had left her with a certain disdain for the rich and a proven immunity to the magnetic good looks of men like Montgomery.
Up until today.
“I asked if it hurts.”
She shrugged, hoping he couldn't read the effect he had on her. “I've hurt worse.”
“I remember,” he said. His hand brushed a familiar line up her calf. “You had a three-inch gash on your leg the last hundred meters of your trial.”
Her mouth tensed. She'd had too many conversations on the topic of her Olympic trials with near strangers. Everyone wanted to know why she had dropped off Team USA after qualifying. If she wanted him to hire her, she couldn't exactly tell Montgomery it was none of his fucking business.
Not with those words, at least.
“Didn't realize you were a fan,” she said. She started to pull her leg back.
His grip tightened.
“You need at least fifteen minutes of icing.” Letting go of her leg for a few seconds, he pushed the intercom button and rattled off her address to the driver. His gaze cut in her direction. The side of his mouth that she could see lifted in a smile, crinkling his eye at the corner. “Correct?”
“Yes.” Her stomach did a nervous flip before she remembered Montgomery was rumored to have perfect recall, so it shouldn't be the least bit creepy -- or flattering -- that he had memorized her address. He need only have seen it once.
When he turned his interest back to her and her swollen ankle, she smiled at him. “Mr. Montgomery, about the posi--”
“Griffin.” His hand slid a little higher up her calf as he angled her leg to inspect the swelling. A fast healer, her flesh had already responded favorably to the ice. 
“Job's filled, but I have other positions for you.”
The way his voice dropped at the end, she was half certain he had just propositioned her. She pushed the thought away as impossible until she met his gaze. 
Ice blue, the eyes would be merciless in a boardroom. In the back of his limo, they smoldered, the dark, expressive brows and thick lashes framing their heat into a fuck-me command.
Need pooled between her thighs, a sudden high volume of moisture seeping from her hot interior. She shook her head, told herself she was only imagining the heat in his eyes and voice, projecting onto him her own unexpected but intense attraction. “Wh…what positions?”
Dropping the ice onto a side tray, Griffin leaned closer. His arm stretched along the top of the seat, his fingers manipulating the tie that held her hair before she realized what he had done. Watching the rich waves of brown silk spill onto Katelyn's shoulders, he brought the full attention of his hands to her flesh.
The calloused fingertips surfed up the inside of her leg, his raw baritone slamming into her gut with its heavy weight. “Twenty-eight is far too old to be naïve, Katelyn. You're a beautiful woman with exactly the kind of stamina I need in a lover.”
His hands had made it all the way up her thighs. He brushed the gusset of her panties, the telltale wetness exposing her arousal. Arching his brow, the right side of his mouth lifted in a sensual smirk. He found the edge of the panel and pushed the fabric aside. Parting the soft hairs of her sex, he ran his fingers against the seal of her labia.
She gasped, then moaned, her legs shifting to wriggle away but only providing him greater access. He drew his bottom lip in, the flesh re-emerging as wet and red as the tight channel his fingers explored. Griffin slid closer, his free hand pushing her skirt higher to completely expose her thighs. “You're not going anywhere, Kate. Not when you're wet enough to drink from.”
She had retained a runner's legs, the flexing thighs lean but muscular. Pinning the bottom panel of her underwear to the side with one thumb, he spread her swollen outer labia to find the inner petals glistening beneath a thick layer of moisture. 
He slowly licked his lips, his gaze shuttering as he pushed two fingers into her pussy. Finding her hot and drenched, he inhaled sharply and looked into her startled eyes. “I could take you now.”
Too stunned by his swift attack and her body's betrayal to say anything, she didn't argue.
“I won't,” he said. The pad of his thumb landed on her clit to run small circles. “Not today.”
Her nipples puckered inside her bra, the fabric suddenly too tight from her need. She squirmed, inhaling big gulps of air without releasing them as his fingers stroked inside her. Already hovering at the edge of orgasm, she parted her lips.
She should tell him “no,” push his hands away, do something -- anything -- to stop him.
A moan escaped, shaming her with its neediness.
Wrapping his hands around her hips, Griffin jerked her down the seat until she was flat on her back. He cupped her mound, his grip hard and possessive. “Make that sound again and you'll spend tonight in my bed.”
Katelyn bit down on a second moan. She tried to school her face into some semblance of self-control but he gave a little squeeze, pushing her right back to the edge of release. Her lips parted, closed, no sound escaping them as the muscles of her throat fought for silence.
Griffin gazed intently at her face. Feeling the small push of her bottom lip and delicate furrow of her brow, Katelyn knew he was right. He really could take her. Her body pulsed with the need for him to do so.
“I see the mugging left you too vulnerable.” With a low-rumbling growl, Montgomery released her. “I apologize.” 
She watched him settle against the seat, his focus fixed on the front of the limo. Subtly shifting his hips, he adjusted the erection bulging along his thigh, freeing it to run a hard line up to the buttoned waist of his slacks.
What the hell? One minute he’s ready to fuck, the next he’s watching traffic!
Katelyn eased her skirt down her thighs and sat up. With his attention never wavering from the front of the limo, she continued watching him. A fist balled his right hand, the middle joint pressing against his top teeth. Even in profile, she could see the wide flare of his nostril and the tense line of his jaw. 
Lowering her gaze back down to his lap, she took a shaky breath in. The slight adjustment to his slacks Griffin made had given him room to grow. She could see the full length and thickness of his erection. The front panel pushed at least two inches up from his abdomen, making him as wide front to back as most men were side-to-side. Visually measuring off the length, her mouth suddenly flooded. 
She swallowed, gave her top lip a tentative lick and finally called him by his first name. “Griffin…”
“Don't, Kate.”
He appeared to be at the edge of control, reining in his need with a white-knuckled grip. Squashing the reckless desire to ask what she should stop doing, Katelyn retreated along the seat until her back pressed against the opposite side of the limo. 
She looked out the window. Recognizing her street, an odd mix of relief and regret tightened the muscles of her face. She had almost lost herself to the moment with this man. It didn’t matter that he was charismatic, forceful and as handsome as he was rich. She had trained to be Iron Kate -- not just with her running but her emotions. 
Especially with her emotions. 
The limo pulled to a stop. Not waiting for the driver, she reached for the door. Griffin's big hand locked around her wrist to restrain her. “Philip will be here nine tomorrow morning. Don't make him wait.”
From the strain around Griffin's eyes, she knew it wasn't Philip's potential wait annoying him. He looked ready to devour her and he hadn't loosened his grip. With him staring at her like that, his hand a vise, it took several seconds before she found her voice.
“For what?”
He smiled and she knew the wolfish grin belonged to the billionaire CEO and not the hot-blooded lover of a few seconds ago.
"Negotiations."
********************
In the private lexicon of Griffin Montgomery, “negotiations” meant handing Katelyn a platinum-forged pen and ordering her to sign a non-disclosure contract offering an amount more than a year's salary at her last job in exchange for seven days of…
Taking a deep breath, she re-read the Scope of Services paragraph. She exhaled, the paper shaking in her hand as a full-body blush bloomed slowly across her flesh. In terms of sexual submission, nothing was outside the scope of services. To keep the fifty thousand dollars he offered, she would have to comply with his every desire and keep her mouth shut about it forever after. She couldn't believe she had climbed into the limo that morning or that she was still sitting in his massive home office and hadn't at least tried to punch the smug smile off his face.
To do that, she'd have to look at his face first. Her eyes kept stalling at his torso. Bare-chested, fresh from a workout with his immaculately sculpted chest and arms still coated with perspiration, Griffin sat behind his desk watching her. Hearing the chair creak, she glanced over to find him leaning forward, his elbows resting atop the polished surface.
“Stop pretending you're offended and sign it, Katelyn.”
She glared at him, her gaze bouncing off his nose to land on his ear. “I am.”
“You've been too busy looking at my chest to be offended, beautiful.” He ran a hand over his torso, drawing her attention to a drop of sweat that had beaded at the tip of one small, hard nipple. The bead broke, moisture streaking down his tanned skin. “Which is hardly fair the way you're all buttoned up…”
His pause dragged her attention to his face. His gaze pointed directly at her nipples. They had puckered inside her blouse as she read the contract, the graphic terms mixed with subtler phrasing causing more than just her breasts to ache. She only hurt harder when he trapped the edge of his bottom lip between his teeth and continued staring, his nostrils gently flaring.
She shielded her chest with the contract, the shake in her hands restarting so that the paper fluttered against the fabric and she could feel its soft staccato beat against the sensitive tips. 
His gaze slowly inched up until he looked at her with the most sexually intense expression she'd ever seen. Skin flushing hotter, she slapped the contract on his desk unsigned. “I'm leaving.”
He shook his head, uncoiled from his chair and rounded the desk. Hyperaware, she heard the fall of each step it took him to reach her.
5…4…3…2…1
Looking over her shoulder, she watched his hands reach for her, grasp her upper arms and lightly squeeze.
“Breathe, baby.”
Realizing she'd stopped the second he stood up, she sucked a deep breath in.
“That's my girl.”
Mesmerized by the contact, she nodded, caught herself half way and stopped. She wasn't his girl, would never be his girl. He only wanted a week with her.
She sucked in another mouthful of air, surprised at the sudden pain in her chest. What did she care how much time Griffin wanted with her. He wasn’t getting another second!
Or at least not another second after her muscles unknotted.
He trailed his index finger along her neck to her hair. She had pulled it into an updo that morning and he freed one pin. “I heard you broke the mugger's nose and wouldn't let the cops drop you off anywhere.”
Lifting her chin, Katelyn looked up at him. “How…”
He pulled another pin free, his gaze searching for the remaining pin as he answered. “You think I can't get someone on the Chicago PD to talk?”
Finding the third pin, a smile lit his face. He eased it out, tossed the piece of metal onto his desk with the other two then ran his fingers through her hair. He tightened his grip, his hands securing her skull so she had to continue looking up.
Fingering one lock, he stared into her eyes. “I want to know what this feels like spilling against my stomach, your mouth on my cock, those soft lips sucking me until I'm so close to coming I have to take you.”
She closed her eyes. She couldn't look at him, his expression so intense it infected her with need. Reaching up, she tried to pull his hands away. “Just what else did the police say?”
“Nothing. That was all I needed to know.” He let go of her, only to push the chair closer to the desk, trapping her between the two pieces of furniture. His broad chest pressed against her shoulders as he reached out and pulled the pen and paper within her reach. “You're pathologically independent, Kate. But you don’t want to be.”
She stiffened. A little huff of air left her body. Grabbing hold of the chair's armrests, she tried to force her way up.
“Not so fast, baby.” He pressed down on her shoulders, his leverage and strength too much for her. Caressing his way down her arm, he wrapped his fingers around her hand and placed it on the desk next to the pen.
Lifting her hair to the side, he brushed his lips along the curve of her neck. A shiver ran through her. He must have felt it because he groaned and reached over her shoulder to cup a breast. Beneath the crisp linen shirt and bra she had dressed in that morning, her nipples pursed and pouted with need. 
Squeezing her swollen flesh, he kissed her neck again. He thumbed one nipple, the simple sensation provoking a moan from Katelyn. Her flesh began tingling, the throb building between her legs making her squirm.
********************
Staring down at Katelyn, Griffin watched her fight her desire. She wanted to sign, he could see that. Her skin flushed a pale pink and she kept sucking and biting at her lower lip. Inside her blouse, her nipples tented the fabric and the faintest brush of his hand across one sensitive tip made her gasp with need.
Yet she still wouldn't pick up the damn pen and sign.
Fine, no rule saying he had to play fair. He sucked the lobe of her ear into his mouth, his other hand curling across the top of her thigh. “I promise, baby. All the parts of you I break, you won't miss.”
She moaned again, exactly like she had in the back of his limo. His cock ached just from the sound. Impatient, he lifted her from the chair and sat her down on his desk. She tried to slide off. He pulled her back, spreading her legs so that the top of his thighs and his crotch filled the space between them.
He had learned enough about her background to guess she didn't like willful men. A cautionary voice inside his head told him to proceed more gently before she foolishly rebelled and actually left. Listening to that voice wasn't easy. He could smell her arousal. The scent triggered a war between his cock and his intent to softly bring her to the point of signing the paper.
Not easy…not gentle.
When Katelyn bit down hard on her lip, searching for her own control, the sight undid him. He jerked her to him, his cock throbbing against her mound as his mouth fastened onto her neck. He sucked. His thumbs relentlessly worked each nipple. Her fingers flexing and stretching with indecision, she did nothing to stop him or draw him closer.
“You want this," he said. "That's why you came.” 
He offered a small bite then kissed just below her ear. “Not another shot at the job or some other spot in my company. This.”
She closed her eyes. He saw admission in the gesture but not an ounce of surrender. His hand knotted in her hair to tug her head back. He kissed the exposed underside of her chin. With a growl, he yanked her off the desk, spun her around and pushed her chest against the surface. His hands made quick work of her pants and underwear, the fabric down around her ankles before she finished gasping.
He hadn't brought her to climax in the limo, couldn't have done so without losing the last thin strand of his own self-control. He'd remedy that immediately.
Pressing his chest against her back, Griffin wedged his hands between her thighs and cupped her mound. Through the soft brush of pubic hair, her cream slicked his palm and freed the moan stuck in his throat. He rubbed the pad of his fingers along her pussy, gathering her juices from their source to spread them over her swollen clit.
He rolled the hood between thumb and index finger, his gaze locked on her parted lips and flushed cheeks. He would tease her until she signed and then she would pay for such stubborn resistance with her total surrender. 
“Pick up the pen or tell me you're leaving.”
She did neither, only pressed her lips tightly together and drew her fisted hand to her chest.
“Baby, I'm not going to let you come until you sign.” He eased two fingers into her searing hot core and then twisted inside her to gather a thick coating of her juices. He slid the fingers up over the smooth skin of her perineum to massage the tight pucker of her ass.
Katelyn shook, her whole body trembling. Her hips dipped in little circles, hitting against the overhang of his desk. He pushed three fingers into her pussy. She tightened around him, her muscles rolling along his invading digits to milk as much pleasure as possible. Soft moans whispered past her lips.
“As good as my hand feels, Katelyn, my cock is ten times better.” His teeth grazed her ear. “Just pick up the pen, baby, so we can both have what we want.”
Biting hard on her bottom lip, she shook her head.
********************
Griffin stopped, withdrew his hand. Katelyn ached from the absence of his touch. Opening her eyes, she looked at the pen. She didn't want his money and she wouldn't talk. Hell, she didn't want to see him ever again. That would only force her to relive the humiliation of wanting him so damn badly.
When he took a step away, she knew she had resisted too long. He was done with her. Fine, it was better that way. She detested the wealthy men she had met in her job -- they had everything, took everything and gave next to nothing. Griffin was no exception.
She started to push up from the desk.
His hand landed in the middle of her back, exerting enough pressure that she couldn't stand without straining. 
“Not done with you, beautiful.”
Hearing the rustle of his running pants drop to the floor, her bones melted. He grabbed her hips. The fat crown of his cock rubbed along her needy slit.
She should hate the bastard instead of being so wet her juices dripped down her thighs. She had denied herself too long, too afraid to count on a man for anything, even an orgasm. She had become vulnerable in the process to someone as masterful as Griffin Montgomery.
His hands slid down to her drenched pussy. Spreading her labia, he worked his thumbs in and out of her, priming her for his cock. Halfway to coming, her cunt throbbed with hard contractions. Her clit jerked up and down with each pulse of need running through her.
“I'm going to fuck you every day this week,” he said. He positioned the head of his cock against her opening, teasing her with a wiggle of his hips. “Several times daily.”
He took a shallow dip in, the broad diameter of his cock stretching her almost to the point of pain. “You will come only with my permission.”
Her hand clawed along the top of his desk before curling around the pen.
“You will agree to anything I want.” He pulled out, rubbed his slick length between her thighs and over her achy clit. He hooked her bottom lip with one finger and forced her mouth open as his other hand gripped her ass. His thumb found the nervous pucker of her anus and stroked it. “And, baby, I want everything.”
Lightly pressing his chest against her back, he moved his hand to cover her mound, working her clit as he pushed his cock all the way in. “You, kneeling, blindfolded, bound and sucking my cock.”
She started to shake, thighs quivering as her cunt worked his length. He was big, butting against her cervix to reach previously unexplored depths.
His palm landed on the paper, dragging it along the desk as his cock pushed all the way into her hot channel and stopped. His other hand stilled against her pussy.
“Sign it, Kate, or go back to your lonely little apartment.”
********************
Seeing the pen leave the paper with the final flourish of Katelyn's signature, Griffin relaxed. She was his for a week, longer if he didn't tire of her.
He didn't want to tire of her, but that was always a risk.
Gazing at her from the side, he saw her eyes flutter shut. She squeezed him at the same time, her spine curling with impatience. Chuckling, he stopped himself before he could foolishly plant a kiss on her shoulder. Doing so would embed the notion in her head that she had power over him.
He withdrew from her, his balls pulling tight in protest. Reaching down, he jerked his running pants up.
She whimpered, the sound sexy as hell, but he wouldn't give her what she wanted. She needed to be disciplined, had to know there were consequences to telling him “no” and holding back when she clearly wanted it every bit as badly as he did.
He dragged the side chair a few feet from her and sat down, his gaze on her exposed pussy as she squirmed. He wanted her waxed, smoothed with nothing to hide his view, but, at that moment, the hair captured her intoxicating scent. He inhaled, stared mesmerized by the magnificent ass and cunt he wanted to bury his face against. His cock twitched, the lurching need so strong he gripped the armrests to quell the urge to slowly fuck his way back into that sweet pussy. He ached to be inside her, especially when her knees buckled for a second and her pretty little ass bobbed.
“Please.”
The needy whisper reached straight into his chest and squeezed.
“What did you say?” He barked the question, instantly regretting his harsh tone when she flinched.
“Please.” Her ass dipped again only to be propped back up as she clenched her thighs together. “I thought you wanted me.”
He thought, Love, you've no idea how badly I want to be buried inside you.
“Quiet.” He couldn't take the ache he heard in her voice. Not like him to cave, but she wanted pleasure and he needed to give it to her.
A smile crept over his face.
“Spread your legs, Kate.”
Stepping the rest of the way out of her panties and slacks, she complied. Despite yesterday's injury, she had arrived wearing heels. Watching old videos of her performance at the Olympic trials, he had expected as much. The alluring heels confirmed two things for him, she was a tough nut and, despite the conservative blouse and pants, a part of her craved his attention and knew how to get it. She had studied him almost as much as he had studied her.
He growled lightly in appreciation at the way the three-inch elevation accentuated the curve of her calves. Her sculpted muscles bulged from the position he had left her in. Leaning forward, he rested his elbows on his knees and savored the view.
“Touch yourself.”
She stiffened.
He growled again, this time with displeasure.
“Every time you hesitate, I'm going to punish you. You're several days deep, baby. Now touch yourself.”
She reached down, her hand shaking as she took the first wet stroke.
“Keep rubbing, Kate. I want to see those fingers in your pussy.”
Her obedience came with a whimper and a roll of her beautiful ass.
“Deeper.”
“Mmm…” She tried, her slender fingers not long enough to manage any real penetration.
Deciding to help her, he slid his chair forward. “Take my hand.”
Holding his wrist, she guided the thick triangle of his fingers toward her opening. He kept his arm relaxed, forcing her to decide on the timing and depth with which he penetrated her. It only took a few seconds before she was jamming him hard and fast, her sweet pussy gripping and clutching at his fingers as she approached the apex of her satisfaction.
He waited until she was right at the edge and then twisted his hand free.
“No!” Her muscles kept flexing, the entrance to her channel winking in and out of sight. She reached between her legs, fingers curling between her labia.
“That is mine.” He wrenched her arm away. “You don't touch it unless I tell you to and don't ever say no again.”
Her arm tensed, rebelling against his grip. He rose, grabbed her by the elbow and pulled her to him. “Do you understand?”
When she didn't answer, he reached his other hand between her legs, hooking two fingers inside her. Their tips pressed flat against the thick, rippled bulb of flesh just inside her gate. He dragged his fingertips roughly back and forth. “Answer me.”
She blinked and her knees went weak. “Yes.”
He shifted his head until he stared into her hazel eyes. “Yes, what?”
“It's yours.” Her body shuddered. A moan tore from her throat. “I won't touch it without your permission.”
Satisfied, he released her and grabbed her pants and underwear from the floor. “Follow me.”
********************
Her pants and underwear as captives, Griffin led Katelyn to a bedroom at the far end of the house. Richly decorated and very masculine, the room was dark wood with deep chocolate and burgundy coverings. On the center of the bed, atop a mink throw, the presumptuous bastard had a black dress waiting for her.
Half a dress -- the top's sleeveless double V neckline would dip down to her navel and the skirt's hem would fall only an inch or two lower than the top of her thighs. She assumed the tiny black triangle next to it with strings attached were panties -- or an eye patch for a pirate with a very small head. Strappy black heels rested at the foot of the bed.
Griffin draped her slacks and underwear next to the bedpost before turning to her. “In my office -- one hour.” He pointed at the black slip of nothing. “Dressed and on time.”
She nodded, wondering how she would last an hour with all the heat knotting inside her.
He moved to the door, stopping in front of a giant armoire. He slid the front panel open to expose a big screen television. He turned it on, revealing a live picture of her standing there in just her heels and blouse.
“You're recording--”
“Watching, not recording.” His gaze returned to the real thing, his eyes lazily stroking the soft fur of her sex before he nailed her with a hard look. “Obey the rules or face the consequences.”
She waited for him to leave then checked the time on the clock. Fifty five minutes. Pure torture unless the bathroom wasn't wired. She walked over to the door and flicked the light on. The view on the television immediately split down the middle, the left side showing the entire bathroom from a top-down fisheye.
Fuck -- he had her trapped both ways, an ice cold shower the only relief she could hope for.
********************
Forty five minutes later, flesh bumps lining her skin from the shower and barely there dress, Katelyn waited outside Montgomery’s office door. The room was at the end of a long gallery. Across from the door stood a single chair and side table with a clock. Staring at the second hand as it audibly counted off the time, she wondered how many women had stood in the exact same spot for the exact same purpose.
Dozens, probably. The corners of her mouth dipped and she stared down the gallery. She could leave. The only penalty in the contract was forfeiting any right to the fifty thousand dollars. It sure as hell wasn't the money that had caused her to sign. She could scrape by until she found another job.
She had signed because, for that one short moment in time, his touch meant more than her own dignity. Only he wasn't touching her now, his need so little he had calmly walked away from her and stayed away for an hour while she had burned for him the entire time.
She took a step away from the door, then another. The handle twisted, the door quickly swinging inward. She froze, afraid to turn and meet his gaze.
“You're early.” He reached across her chest, grabbed her opposite shoulder and turned her toward the door before letting go.
“I was waiting to knock.”
“Don't lie, Kate. You're too easy to read.” Reaching out again, he touched the back of her neck with his fingers. Heat flowed from the tips to gently propel her into the room.
When she was inside, he closed the door and pointed at a tall, round pedestal table near the window. “Sit.”
Approaching the table, she saw that it had a small step attached to it. Her chest tightened as she thought again of all the women with whom he must have played a similar scene. She stopped in front of the table and stared at it, wondering if all the asses over all the years had left an impression.
From the direction of his desk, she heard Griffin sinking into his chair.
“Kate, my time is worth two-thousand-dollars a minute.”
She turned her head and looked at him, not quite glaring but as close as she dared. He lifted his brows, the perfect picture of a bored billionaire dealing with a tedious employee.
“Stop wasting it.”
Her cheeks colored, but she obeyed. Dropping her gaze, she put one foot down on the base. She stepped up, her hand smoothing down the back of the skirt to position it.
“Skirt up,” he ordered.
She pinched the hem, lifted, and sat down. Her ass touched the cold marble surface, provoking a gasp. The man was a fiend, had probably left a block of ice on it the whole hour she waited.
Recovering, she looked at him, expecting his attention to already be diverted. He rested his chin in the palm of one hand. His gaze leisurely traveled the line of her leg and she felt herself go hot and wet in a heartbeat.
“Now what?”
He flipped the screen on his laptop up and hit the power button. “You wait.”
“Just what the hell do you think I did for the last hour!”
No emotion crossed his features. He didn't so much as glance at her. Damn him! She could have stayed in the bedroom, under the mink throw, instead of sitting on that damn pedestal, her ass freezing at the same time her face and right arm warmed from the sunlight shining through the window.
She scowled at him, intent on boring a hole through his thick skull with just her gaze. Ten minutes later, she surrendered with a little puff of air and turned her attention toward the window. 
It was clear from the grounds of his estate, all fifty acres, that he had a thing for dark stones, magnolia trees, running water and lots of flowers. She tried to picture him alone in that garden, staring at the flowers as they floated by, a spring breeze carelessly orchestrating their path.
Maybe that’s where he went at moments like these -- inside his head, his fine ass was parked on one of those stones.
Feeling the brush of Griffin's hand along her bare arm, she startled. His fingers curled along her neck, pulling her mouth close to his.
“I thought I could keep working with you sitting here.”
She closed her eyes, annoyed that his inability to focus made her happy.
Still holding her by the neck, his other hand dipped into the front of her blouse. Cupping her breast, he kissed her lips. He hadn't done that before -- kissed her on the mouth. He'd buried three fingers in her, his cock following. He had kissed her neck, her ear, but not her lips.
Even knowing his earlier omissions were likely intentional, she shook. Her whole body vibrated from the kiss as he commanded her complete attention. Sucking, biting, one hand fondling her breast until he stopped and gripped her shoulders to slowly push her away.
He looked at her, his eyes soft and filled with a sensuous heat. “Don't tremble, baby.”
She blinked, realized she was near tears. “I'm sorry.”
He kissed her again, his tongue gently exploring the inside edge of her lips. Cupping the sides of her face, he pulled back, his thumbs teasing the corners of her mouth. “Afraid?”
She nodded, hating to admit it but unable to lie to him. He could order her to do anything he wanted, but that didn't scare her. She feared she would crave each command. Griffin personified intensity and self-control. He'd already shown he could walk away. What happened when he did exactly that after his whims became her needs?
“I'll be gentle -- this time.” His hands wrapped around her hips and pulled her to the edge of the table. “Release me.”
It took Katelyn a second to realize Griffin wanted her to unzip the dress slacks he had changed into. She reached down, her fingers clumsy as she unbuckled his belt. She slid the strap out of the loops, let it fall to the floor. Working the top button, her fingers felt numb until they brushed against his cock.
He was hard, the crown of his erection fighting to breach the waistline of his pants.
“Feel how much I want you, Katelyn.”
She unzipped him, her hand slipping into his silk boxers to wrap around his shaft. He was thick, too big for her fingers to completely encircle. He would fill her soon, his hot flesh like a lance inside her. She pressed closer, her upper body lightly bobbing as she stroked him.
Reaching up, Griffin pulled the top panels of her blouse down. He stripped his black Polo shirt off, allowing her breasts and swollen nipples to drag over his bare chest as her fingers ran up and down his cock. His hands settled against the small of her back, moving when she moved.
“Do you need me to fuck you, Katelyn?”
“Yes.” The horny breathless moan shamed her. So did the marble surface of the table wet and slippery from her cunt.
“Any way I want?”
She responded with another breathless “yes.” Her ass lifted off the table to press her mound against his cock. From her earliest memories of sexual discovery to that moment with him in his office, she couldn't remember being so aroused. Alone or with a lover, only Montgomery -- a man she should despise -- had produced so strong a reaction in her. Every nerve cell fired, every gland capable of secreting moisture flooded when he looked at or touched her.
Reaching under her skirt, Griffin tore the panties off with a hard jerk. His hands molding her naked bottom, he spread her labia.
“Tell me what you want, Kate.”
“Fuck me, please.” She wrapped her arms around his shoulders, her body lifting higher as she braced her feet against the table's legs. “Right now, any way you want.”
“Any hole?” He slid his forearm under her ass, supporting her weight as she rubbed the soft fur of her sex against his lower stomach.
She hesitated, ashamed to admit that pleasure would claim her with whichever orifice he invaded. Just sucking him off would send her over the edge. Already, she gasped with need, the contractions running through her cunt so violent she might come before he granted permission. If she did, he would likely deny her his cock. 
Eyes closed, she nodded. “Yes, anything.”
Reaching next to her, he opened a drawer on the table. She heard the crinkle of foil, the sound half-slapping her back to reality. She had been ready to take him bare, skin on skin. She had never lost herself to the moment with any other man. Even during her climaxes, a part of her remained distant to watch her lover at his point of ultimate weakness.
Griffin stepped back, creating enough space between their bodies to roll the condom down his cock. She watched him as he worked it over the swollen, blood-infused head and down the thickly veined shaft. Starting to lick her lips, she caught herself and blushed.
He caught her, too. With a wicked smile, he dragged her bottom all the way to the edge of the table and pushed her knees farther apart. “Stroke it, Kate.”
She reached for him, wrapped both hands around it and gently tugged. He rocked back and forth on his heels as she pulled and relaxed. His hands found her nipples again, rolling and pinching the sensitive buds. He drew them taut and her head snapped back, her hands freezing. He held the tips straining and extended. Her eyes rolled up from the pure pleasure of it.
“You like a little pain.”
She fought to find her voice. He pinched a little harder, pulled a little tighter.
“Katelyn?”
“Yes,” she moaned at last.
“Surprised?”
Damn, he sounded so sexy. She dropped her head forward to meet his gaze straight on before answering him. “Yes.”
He smiled and she knew the answer pleased him. Releasing her breasts, he put one hand on her hip. The other ran a line down to her mound. The back of his knuckles lightly stroked the dark silk of pubic hair before he slid two fingers inside. Finding that spongy knot he had teased earlier, he took short, firm strokes.
Her throat and pussy constricting together, Katelyn mewled.
“Mmm…pet, you like that.”
God, yes! She'd even let him call her “pet” again if he kept his fingers in her.
Stepping closer, he bent to kiss her neck. “Such a hot little pussy, Kate.”
She groaned, lifted her legs and locked them behind his back. “Take me, please.”
“This tight hole?” He sluiced a third finger into her, the girth only half as big as his cock.
“Griffin, please.” She dug her heels into his butt, her strong legs drawing their bodies closer.
“Should I let you come when I fuck you?”
She growled, the sound no fiercer than a puppy's. She tried to kiss him. He evaded her, his hand leaving her hip to coil in her hair and control her head. His fingers withdrew. She felt the brush of his knuckles against her inner thigh as he positioned his cock then the head stretched her. Holding onto her hair with one hand, he pressed the other against her bottom and pulled her forward, his cock sliding in and up to penetrate her.
“Should I let you come?”
Fuck, he had her right there at the edge, had to know she was half a stroke from unleashing all over him. “Please.”
He pulled back, almost out, the thick head hooking inside her tight sheath. “I don't think so," he said.
She squirmed, her cunt locking down on him, her muscles squeezing and rolling the length of his shaft as she silently begged him to let her come.
He rocked his hips -- a little forward, a little back -- forcing another whimper from her. “Good pets get to come.”
“I'll be good.” Her eyes glistened from the ache he created. “I promise.”
Victory flashed in the ice blue eyes and he smiled. “Lean back.”
She did, her fingers wrapping around the stone edge of the table's surface. He drew her legs up, kept them spread wide with her heels resting on the table's edge. His hands covered her inner thighs, keeping her open as he slowly pushed in and out. His gaze stayed on her pussy, tracked the pulse running through her clit and soaked in the way his cock emerged slick with her cream.
Every breath was a moan. Her grip on the table tightened, her thighs flexed. She lifted her ass, felt her whole cunt knotting and throbbing around his dick. He looked at her then, his eyes holding her attention, his expression fierce as his tempo intensified.
His fingers dug into her thighs, holding her like a vise as he pounded into her tender and swollen tissues, never looking away from her face. He knew the heart beat before Katelyn's climaxed slammed into her and the second it reached its apex. He chose that moment to come with her, his teeth indenting his bottom lip as the first thick, sticky jet of relief left him.
He controlled the descent of her orgasm. His cock eased from her in small increments, stopping again and again to tease a new pleasure point inside her until her hips twitched and her breasts quivered with fresh need. He pushed and pulled on her thighs, guiding her pussy in small circles round and round his cock until a miniature quake rolled through her hard and fast and she collapsed against his chest.
Wrapping his arms around her, Griffin avoided the sweet temptation of her mouth. Kissing her there suddenly too intimate for his raw nerves.
He held her until her breathing returned to normal and then he pulled all the way out. Bending smoothly, he jerked his pants up over his lean hips, ridding himself of the condom and zipping back up. His gaze landing everywhere but on her smooth, glistening skin, he retrieved his belt and shirt. When he could look at her without immediately wanting to hold her, he gestured toward the door.
“I want you naked, in bed, at nine. Until then, get lost."
********************
Katelyn stood outside Griffin's closed office door two minutes later. She figured the gallery had a camera, just as the bedroom did, but doubted he was watching her. Just as before, he had divorced himself from her, turning his lust and tenderness off like a water spigot.
She could stand outside the door for hours and it would do her no good. She spun on her heels, marched through the house and back to the bedroom. Storming past the dresser, she saw an envelope on it. The surface had been empty when she left the room earlier.
She snatched the paper up, kicked off her high heels and threw herself onto the bed. Rolling onto her back, she ripped the edge open then realized the envelope wasn't sealed. Scowling, she removed the sheet of paper. The masculine strokes could have been written by anyone. She wouldn't recognize Griffin's signature had the note been signed. Hers had been the only name on the contract.
Biting back a growl, she held the paper up and read. Basic housekeeping, the strong curves and heavy ink that made up the shape of the letters more interesting than the words. Directions to the dining room and kitchen where a cook was on call until seven.
She froze, mortified by the realization there were other people on the grounds, maybe even in the palatial mansion. 
Another scowl twisted along her brow.
Of course there were people in the house, real people doing real work, not fuck dolls brought in for the week. Crumpling the paper into a ball, she tossed it at the television and rolled over, dragging the mink throw with her and wrapping it around her exhausted body.
Trying to ignore that the man who had just given her the most mind-shattering sexual experience of her life was busy rearranging pieces of his empire like pawns on a chessboard without a single thought in her direction, she closed her eyes and fell asleep.
********************
His iPad resting on a stand on his desk, Griffin watched Katelyn sleep. A tone sounded on his computer, one of his senior executives instant messaging him. He pressed the power button and held it, eliminating the intrusion.
He should have grown bored watching her after the first hour, but she was a restless sleeper. She would roll to one side, a leg appearing just as she drew her exposed arm close to her body beneath the blanket. Ten minutes later, she was on her back, thighs parted, one knee bent. A toss, a tease, stomach down, bottom up, lush and bare.
His phone rang, he put it on speaker, his gaze never shifting from Katelyn.
Merger agreements, production releases, some damn transfer pricing adjustment the IRS was trying to shove down his throat -- he pushed it all off to someone else one interrupting call after the other. He hadn't had a real vacation in two years. He intended to have one now.
One week, one woman, all his.
No phones, no computers, just soft moans and softer lips.
When she finally stopped twisting along the bed, Griffin leaned back in his chair and watched her, his body just as motionless and slowly drifting to sleep.
Two hours later, he opened his eyes to an empty bed.
He tapped through the camera displays, heart knocking around his chest until he found her sitting at the kitchen island chatting with Harriet, Philip's wife. He kept the sound off, knowing Katelyn was too reserved to offer any real details about her life.
He already had a folder full of facts she would never tell him, starting with the reason she had quit Team USA. That had taken quite a bit of digging, the answer only making him want her more. The kind of loyalty she'd shown in leaving the team was so rare he could spend a lifetime and not find someone who would offer him half as much.
Not that she would offer him any. She had no reason to trust him or even like him. But she wanted him, and that was a start.
Smiling, he got up and entered a room just off his study. There was a long leather couch and another door that led into a bathroom. A week's worth of clothes hung on a make shift rack, the rest of them shuttled off to some remote room in the house. The bedroom Katelyn slept in was his, but he didn't want her to know that.
At least not yet.
Glancing at the clock, he planned the next few hours without her. A quick shower, some dinner brought down, maybe another nap so he'd be ready to fuck and tease his little pet all night long. Smiling, he headed into the bathroom with a whistle.
********************
After eating in the kitchen with Harriet, Katelyn spent a few hours aimlessly exploring the estate, wondering to what extent Griffin watched. By seven, she was back in the bedroom running a hot bath. She filled it with thick foam, smirking as she sank into the water.
While she didn't doubt the technology existed, it would be difficult and complete overkill for him to know where her hands were occupied beneath the layer of bubbles. Still, she didn't touch herself. She wanted Griffin's hands on her, in her, his fat, beautiful cock pounding inside her or taking it sweet and slow. He was an amazing lover, his power out in the world giving him a confidence few men rightfully possessed and it was a surprising aphrodisiac. She'd always had an anti-authoritarian streak, shaped in part by her asshole father, Judge Gregory T. Willow, J.D., LLM, SOB.
Thinking of her old man turned her smile into a scowl. She forced her thoughts back in Griffin's direction, the change quickly altering her body's response to the wet, steamy environment. Recalling the hard lines of his chest and the sublime intensity of his face, she wanted badly to stroke her clit.
She knew her face would give her away. She looked at the ceiling, guessing the camera was built into the light fixture. There were candles on the shelves. She could light them, turn the lights out and try very hard to keep her expression clear of any evidence of her pleasure.
Feeling her brows lift and her mouth wrinkle with need, she realized her face was already giving her away, her hands nowhere near her pussy. She raised them, gripped the sides of the freestanding tub, and stared again at the ceiling. If her hands were visible, she couldn't possibly be touching herself. 
And she didn't really need to touch herself to get off. She just had to think of Griffin and exercise a little muscle control.
The smirk resurfaced. Keeping her gaze focused above her, she put her imagination and muscles to work. Picturing his thickly veined cock stretching her, she squeezed her vaginal wall, forcing it to make inward rolling contractions. Moaning, she arched her back, her eyes unable to stay open.
Fuck, that felt good. Nothing like the real thing of having him in her, but imagining him, his hands everywhere, his mouth kissing hers, his tongue edging her teeth until he broke the kiss to fasten on one of her swollen nipples, the muscles of her pussy knotting and rolling the whole time, was more than good enough to keep her on edge.
Releasing a shaky breath, she flipped the drain's lever and watched the water level slowly drop around her. She slowed the pace of her coiling muscles, waiting until she could dry off and take her experiment to the bed. Closing in on seven-forty, he might be watching her, enjoying the way she squirmed in anticipation of his arrival. Instead, he'd see her coming -- hands free and in technical compliance with his rule.
A grin firmly in place, Katelyn stepped from the tub and dried off. Looking through the new products artfully arranged near the double sink, she selected a bottle of almond oil and took it into the bedroom. Positioning herself in the middle of the bed, she started to apply a light coating of oil to moisturize her skin. She started with her arms, moved down over her breasts and stomach to skirt the edges of her pussy, thighs splayed, her sex open to the camera's inspection.
She continued down her thighs, her breasts lightly swaying as she kneaded her leg muscles with slippery hands, then to her feet, remembering the spark of appetite in the alley when Griffin saw her red suede pumps. She arched her feet, finished them then slowly moved back up her legs, once again daring to brush the perimeter of her sex. With just her index fingers, she lightly outlined the area before wiping the last of the oil from her hands onto her stomach.
Reaching above her head, she gripped the top lip of the headboard and really started the show.
********************
In his office, Griffin watched the display on screen. Sexy, achingly beautiful in his eyes and very deserving of a spanking, Katelyn had just finished oiling down her tight body. She grabbed the headboard, spread her legs wide open and started to taunt and tease him in earnest. She rolled the muscles of her pussy, the swollen clit jumping up and down with each deep squeeze inside her. Her face, that of a fallen angel, reveled in being disobedient, defying her master.
Unzipping his pants, he glanced quickly at the clock. He had intended making her wait long beyond nine, watching her squirm on the monitor, her face silently pleading with him each time she looked in the camera's direction. He wasn't sure he could last that long, didn't want to spill his seed all over the office furniture when he could be spilling it inside her lovely little cunt.
One hand squeezing his dick, he rubbed the other roughly against his cheek. She sought to beat him at his own game, one he'd been playing over half his life. He glanced away from the monitor, his gaze landing on the picture hiding his office wall safe. He had a gift tucked inside, something he'd purchased half a year ago in anticipation of the day his path intersected with the reserved Miss Willow.
Six agonizing months of knowing she existed, of having witnessed, however briefly, the spark of submission in her eyes and then waiting to arrange something. He had never expected that something to be a resume accidentally crossing his desk for a position he would never have personally interviewed. He'd been disappointed as hell yesterday when she didn't show for the interview and equally pleased when security tried to stall him from leaving because of a woman standing outside his private garden.
Now he had her in his bed, putting on a show for him, practically begging for him to come in and punish her for circumventing the spirit of his command. He had to decide -- punish her now, in the flesh, or wait, his absence just the first rebuke and a promise of greater retribution.
Fuck. He groaned. She was close to climax, he could tell by the way she held her mouth, the upward strain of her eyelids and the tightening of her stomach. That was his climax to take, he'd be damned if she had it without him.
Rising, he zipped his pants, quickly retrieved the package from the safe and rushed to her room.
********************
Katelyn was on her knees, ass in the air and hands plainly in view, one last roll of her pussy left before she came when the door slowly swung inward.
Burying her face against the bedspread, she smiled as the rest of her body froze in place. After a few long seconds during which Griffin didn't move or speak, she looked over her shoulder. He held a box in one hand, big like something people stored hats in. A woven, gold-colored fabric with matching ribbon at the top served as wrapping.
Feeling daring, she smiled at him. “My punishment is a present?”
He missed the smile, his gaze on her pussy. When he finally looked in her eyes, his expression had slid from intense to impassive. That, she knew, would be her punishment. She would come, no doubt, unable to resist his touch, but she would come alone.
He lifted a brow. “Have you been bad?”
Guilty, she chewed at her lip before answering. “I don't know. I don't make the rules.”
That earned her maybe half a point, but Griffin's smile never reached his eyes. He stalked toward her. Reaching the bed, he placed the package on the nightstand and reached for the hem of his shirt.
Seeing him about to undress, she started to roll onto her side, but he stopped her.
“Don't move.”
He made quick work of his clothes, every gorgeous muscle and inch of skin bare in less than ninety seconds. Placing one knee on the bed, he stretched his hand forward and ran his fingers along her slit. She was wet, sopping, the translucent cream thick and sticky. Her body signaled its readiness for his cock, fingers or hand.
Bringing his other knee onto the bed, Griffin pressed his hips against her side. His cock ran up to his navel, the thick rod hard enough to dent her flesh. One hand holding her by the hair, he ran the other over her ass, massaging the firm cheeks, tracing the red line of need between them. Bringing his fingers and thumb together, he teased the entrance of her cunt. She trembled, groaning as she sought to drop her head and arch her ass higher.
He kept her head held high, penetrating her with three fingers, adding a fourth, stroking over and over until his base knuckles were buried inside her and then half the length of his palm. He scrutinized every roll of her hip, the way her fingers clawed at the bedspread. Waiting until right before she would have flung herself past the point of no return, Griffin pulled out and smacked her hard on the ass.
A half spoken curse followed Katelyn's surprised yelp before she pressed her lips tightly together and waited.
“If I was a bastard, pet, you wouldn't be aching to have my fingers or my cock in you.” Seeing Katelyn glare at him from the corner of her eye, Griffin gave her another smack before smoothing his fingers along the stinging flesh. He worked his fingers back in, rotating them until she forgot she was being punished.
He landed another smack, harder than the others. Her sweet ass vibrated from the impact.
“Griffin…”
Her voice stuck somewhere between pain and pleasure, he knew he could bring her to climax by alternating the two. Reaching lower, he found the swollen pearl of her clit still hiding under the hood. He rolled it, nudged it left and right, his gaze on her hips as they tracked his movements. He felt the jerky throb of her clit, listened to her breathing, waited…waited…and then he squeezed, grinding down that little ball of pleasure between his thumb and index finger.
Katelyn gasped, her entire body locked in a straining quiver.
He kept the nodule pinched, his other hand releasing her hair to open the nightstand's drawer and remove a condom. He opened the package one handed and smoothed the latex down his erection while his other hand continued to tease.
He pinched, he rolled, attacked, retreated, keeping her right at the edge. She breathed in hard, moist pants, every muscle in her body tensed and trembling with anticipation.
Releasing his hold on Katelyn's clit, Griffin moved quickly behind her, gripped her hips and jerked her cunt onto his cock. Her hips tightened, fighting the freight train powering through her. When she threatened to buck beneath him, he drew her up, his fingers wrapping around her neck to lightly squeeze.
“Not yet, Kate.” He squeezed a little harder, enough to redden her skin without marking it. “My pussy, remember. You come when I say you can.”
“Yes.”
“You want to play games,” he said. Another squeeze, his lips against her neck as he slowly thrust in and out of her. “I want to train you. Incompatible goals, pet.”
“No games.”
She was gasping, so close to the edge he knew he could no longer deny her. Pushing her torso flat against the bed, he grabbed her ass, slid in deep and held. “Come for me, Kate.”
He slid out, back in again, every movement tight and slow, calculated to ensure she felt the heavy drag of his cock as her pussy lashed and coiled around his dick. He closed his eyes, letting himself feel each sensation in equal measure until the contractions in her uterus came hard and fast, magnifying those running through her cunt.
He watched her come, one side of her face pressed against the mattress and the other open to his inspection. Her eyes glazed over, her cheek as red as if he'd slapped her, the breath leaving her hard and fast. Her hips jerked, every muscle inside her tight channel tugging and milking his cock as she came.
He breathed with her, just as hard, just as fast, his body waiting to unleash until she cried his name. She did, raw and throaty. His balls jerked, his stomach clenching as his cocked reared up inside her and semen surged in thick pulses.
Griffin fell forward, catching himself with one hand against the mattress before his weight landed on her. He took a few settling strokes, breaking Katelyn down into a small series of whimpers and moans before he pulled free.
He rolled to his side and sat up. He took a second to rid himself of the condom then reached for his pants.
“Griffin…” She touched his arm, her hand hesitant and soft.
He didn't need to look at her to know her thoughts, but he did. She wanted him to stay, her gaze pleading. He wanted to kiss her, to roll her onto her back and fuck her with his chest sliding against those luscious breasts as he held her face in his hands and stared into her hazel eyes.
He wanted to be weak, to let her have power over him and surrender to the need clearly written across her expressive features.
Not happening.
Griffin slid into his pants, stood and quickly fastened them. When he looked back at her, a lone tear streaked her flushed cheek. He bent, cupped the side of her head and erased the moisture with a tongue-curling kiss against the spot. Then he dragged his shirt on and slipped into his loafers, stopping at the threshold of the door to look at her again.
He lifted his chin at the present. “Open it when I'm gone.”
“What's inside?”
She was stalling. The attempt normally would have made him smile. Instead, it only made him sorry he had to leave, so he answered her. “Something to make you cut and run or stay."
********************
Katelyn stared at the closed door, then the package, then the closed door. She stood up, paced naked around the room, her steps seemingly random but instantly veering away from the package whenever she came within a foot of it.
How could a gift do one or the other, but nothing in between?
Simple -- it couldn't.
Nothing in a box could do that…unless it was something weird like the decomposing head of his last lover.
Get a grip, Katelyn.
She marched to the nightstand. Reaching for the top ribbon, her hands stalled. He had told her to open it when he was gone. He was gone, but he didn't say how long she should or could wait. He could have been specific, he wasn't. 
The choice was hers.
She snatched her hand back, reconsidered then tore the ribbon off. The gold-colored fabric pooled atop the nightstand's polished surface to reveal a white box with familiar markings. An upscale auction house, Alstrom's catered to the elite. Her last employer had used them to sell the art and antiques donated by the charity's more well-heeled benefactors.
No way in hell a box from Alstrom's could determine whether she left immediately or stayed the term of the contract.
It would not -- at least not that night.
Reaching past the gift, she touched the base of the bedside lamp, plunging the room into darkness. She crawled into bed, wrapping her arms around a pillow for comfort. The only scent on the bedding was hers. She was alone until Griffin wanted her company.
With that thought in her head, she fell asleep.
********************
The rest of Griffin & Katelyn’s story is available in Billionaire's Pet 2 and 3 or get Pet: The Collected Billionaire Domination and Submission Series. (Also available as audiobooks!)
 



Curves for Two  
 
Georgia heat reflecting off the concrete surface of the ground and the aluminum hangar behind me, I waited in a crowd of children, parents and lovers. A flag in almost every hand, tissues in the other, the crowd watched as one being, its attention focused on the exit door of the airplane sixty yards away.
"Daddy!"
A pre-schooler's high pitched squeal a few feet away made my gaze jump from the door to the forward edge of the crowd. A little girl broke from the group in a sprint, her mother fast on her heels as the first man off the plane started running down the ladder.
More shouts of daddy, honey and baby followed as the initial trickle of men disembarking became a landslide. Feeling the tension vibrating through the two women next to me, I knew I was an outsider -- an interloper. I wasn't there as anyone's daughter, lover, mother, or even sister. Still, I had come at the request of my two childhood friends, Chase Winters and Roman Clark, and anyone who thought I should leave could kiss my double-wide butt.
"Is that Cha--"
"No." My gaze slid to the left for a second as I answered Laura Winters. The man who'd just stepped onto the ladder was half a foot shorter than Chase and, even at this distance, I could see a glint of red in his dark hair. A Cherokee mix like his mother, Chase's hair was pure black with a shine of blue when the light struck it just right.
"You're right. It's been so long."
Laura had started to twist the small clutch purse she held. Lightly wrapping my fingers around her wrist, I gave a gentle squeeze. "He's on the plane, Mrs. Winters. Don't worry yourself that he's not."
From my right, I heard a sharp intake of breath. I didn't look at Maxine Clark, preferred to avoid doing so whenever I could. Instead, my gazed jerked back to the sliver of door and the tall figure emerging. Seeing the unmistakable frame and dark bronze hair of Roman Clark, my heart did a little back flip, followed by a second somersault as Chase stepped out right behind him.
"There, see. Both of them." I squeezed Laura's wrist again, my cheeks flushing hot when I heard her wince from my excited grip.
Releasing her, I folded my arms across my chest, my hands cupping my elbows to control the shake dancing through me. It had been two years since I'd seen Chase or Roman and my stomach was twisting in hard knots with the knowledge that they'd soon touch me.
A kiss on the cheek, a hug, the rub of a hand along my bare arm -- all the little gestures that either one of the men might make. Seeing them now, the purposeful gaze as they walked toward me, was as good as a whisper in my ear that they would be my undoing, my complete downfall.
Not that I had much further to fall. I was twenty-six and divorced, living in a small southern town. Everyone from my parents to my Sunday school teacher to the town grocer had written me off as a lost soul.
Everyone except the two men walking toward me with hungry smiles across their handsome faces.
An indignant hiss rattled from between Maxine's lips as Roman kept his gaze on me.
"Same boys," Laura sighed, her tone wistful and without reprimand. She had her son back and in one piece. Nothing else mattered to her. She didn't care if he was zeroing in on me with that look in his eyes -- a look reflected in the gaze of his best friend.
Next to me, Maxine stiffened. "Exactly the same! At least his father isn't here for him to insult with this behavior."
Pressing my lips together, I felt my spine go rigid and my shoulders square back. Roman's father wasn't at the airfield to greet his son because George Clark was an asshole. He'd never forgiven his son for dropping out of pre-law to go into the Army. Even if he'd softened a little in Roman's favor, George downright despised Chase for joining first, knowing that Roman would likely follow.
From childhood, no one could separate the two. Far as I was concerned, it was a sin to try. That was exactly why I'd kept a certain distance from them after it became clear both were intent on pursuing me. Trying to choose would have been impossible enough, but knowing I couldn't love one without hurting the other and potentially turning them against one another made the whole scenario untenable.
Coming here today, I dared to hope they had outgrown their sexual interest in me. I wanted, and really needed, my best friends back. With their weekly letters growing more sedate and less ardent the past few months, I had nursed the hope it would finally happen. But there was no escaping the look in their eyes as they walked toward us.
Marching straight for me, the two men pivoted at the last second to wrap their arms around their mothers. Laura sniffled, her hands clutching at the front of Chase's ACU jacket. Even the normally cool Maxine melted on initial contact. Her eyes misted up and a quickly suppressed sob broke free. For a moment, she sounded like a real, live human being. Three seconds later, she was shooing Roman back, her cool façade firmly in place once more.
Smiling, Roman gave her a kiss on the cheek and then he turned to me. His gaze flicked right to find Chase unable to free himself from Laura's grasp. One hand still holding Chase's jacket, her free hand stroked his close-shaven head and the line of his shoulder.
Feeling the warm tickle of Roman's face against my cheek, I braced myself. One of his big hands dropped to my hip, the other gripped the side of my waist as he tugged me to him. "Got you to myself for a few seconds, beautiful."
His lips touched my ear before gliding down and to the right to land on my mouth. He tugged at my body again, cinching me a little closer. "Man, I missed looking at you."
A heart beat later, Chase elbowed him out of the way, his hands landing on me just as intimately, the kiss and tug a little harder, as was his nature. Feeling the firm press of his bottom lip, I knew he was fighting the urge to open his mouth, his tongue ready to tease me into a full kiss.
In a quick little maneuver, his fingers dipped into his pocket and then he cupped my elbow. His grip slid down to my hand to press a folded piece of paper against my palm before wrapping my fingers around it. Both men then turned back to their mothers.
They offered the women their apology in unison. "Sorry, but we're stuck on equipment watch."
Maxine scanned the surrounding soldiers, her mouth puckering indignantly. "I'll talk to your commanding officer about this!"
"Mom, no -- hell, I'll have equipment watch for a week if you do." Roman gripped her shoulders and looked straight at her, the inside corners of his brows lifting. It was a sure sign he was lying, but Clarks don't lie according to George and Maxine. "There are too many troops coming back this week for the base units to assign guards. And most everyone else has kids to go home to tonight."
He gave a pointed look at the little girl in her father's arms a foot away.
That almost stopped further protest, but not quite. Her gaze cut to Chase. "But, both of you?"
To my left, Laura Winters took a hard swallow but managed to keep her mouth shut. A quick glance at her hands confirmed it was taking every ounce of will power for her to stay quiet and not inquire why Maxine Clark's son should be allowed to go home for the night while her own kept guard.
"Four of us, actually," Chase answered. His gaze nailed me for a second before it dropped to my hand with the note tucked inside.
Mrs. Winters started to twist her clutch back and forth. "When..."
"After ten tomorrow," Roman answered. His eyes danced my way for a second before he amended his estimate. "Noon at the latest."
Both women nodded, receiving a last hug and kiss for the day as their reward. I stepped behind Mrs. Winters before Roman or Chase could close in on me again. My reward was two wolfish grins and the promise of trouble glittering in their eyes.
********************
By the time I made it all the way around Fort Stewart to my one-bedroom apartment in Glennville, I was in one hell of a state. The walk back to the airfield's parking lot in the presence of Her Royal Highness Maxine Clark and her snide remarks about how awful the heat must be for a girl my size would have been enough to get my blood going on a good day, but when I finally opened the note Chase had slipped me and read it in the privacy of my Jeep, I was stripped of my last frayed nerve.
Meet us at Elma's at 8pm.
Elma's was a seedy joint about four miles west of the main gate, buried behind a line of trees off an old dirt road. It was one step below the Silver Dollar Lounge where the girls shake their naked titties on Thursdays and Fridays. The only thing Elma's had going for it in my opinion was that no one got naked there on a regular basis. Nor did anyone talk about having been there.
That level of secrecy meant my two best friends were up to no good.
I might have settled for just being annoyed at them lying to their mommas and dragging me into it, but the looks Roman and Chase had given me before walking away had my blood boiling over for an altogether different reason.
Racing from my air-conditioned vehicle to the dark, cool safety of my apartment, I locked the front door and headed straight for my bedroom. There was no way I was going to make it through a night of chauffeuring those two around to every bar and strip club in the tri-city area -- both of them no doubt trying something with me when the other wasn't looking -- without a little mechanical tension reliever beforehand.
I tossed my handbag onto the bed, the clasp opening and spilling the contents across my mattress. Ignoring the mess, I opened the drawer to the small nightstand beside my bed and pulled out a divorced woman's best friend -- my Hitachi Magic Wand with its Gee-Whizzard attachment.
"Fuck, yes." Collapsing on the bed, I hiked up the skirt of my white, sleeveless sundress. I hurriedly pushed my panties down to my ankles, where they snagged against the buckles of my white sandals. I left them there, my hands too shaky for anything other than masturbating.
I popped the attachment onto the wand and buried it inside my pussy. Five inches of knobby, curved heaven began to vibrate inside me. Closing my eyes, I saw Roman and Chase. Delicious, dirty memories coursed through me. Play house, pool house, school yards, churches, open fields and barns. All through the last half of high school they had found a hundred little ways to be alone with me, each trying to convince me I should surrender to him and him alone.
I had always refused to give in, refused to choose. But I also always waited to pull away until after they had managed a kiss, a stroke, a hand skipping along the fabric covering my mound or breast, their lips at my throat.
You belong to me, Gracie.
They'd both said it -- in the flesh and in their letters and phone calls during their two deployments overseas. It was only in the last few months they'd let up, but the look in their eyes, right in front of their own mothers no less, told me neither man was finished trying.
"Fuck...oh..." I pushed the little Whizzard deeper, the heat starting to pool low in my belly.
I'd let another man take my virginity. Stupid me, I married him and was treated like shit -- like his fat little pity fuck and personal slave until, to the great mortification of my family, I divorced his ass. All because I couldn't choose, wouldn't doom my friendship or watch as the undeniable brotherly love Chase and Roman had for one another turned to hate.
I clicked the wand's vibration setting to high and tried to stop thinking about either of the two. I needed to come and come and come again until I was all wrung out, exhausted and immune to their advances and mouth-watering bodies.
Above the drone of the vibrator, my cell phone began to buzz next to me. Not thinking, I looked at it, the text of an incoming message from Roman readable.
Wear that dress you had on at the airfield.
The hell I would! I thoroughly intended to put on jeans and the biggest pair of granny panties I could find.
The phone vibrated again, this time Chase's number preceding the text.
No panties, baby girl, or I'll spank you.
Sweet Jesus, they were texting me in unison. Growling, I cursed the wand for only having two speed settings. And then I cursed my two best friends. Those glorious bastards had been on Georgia soil for less than four hours and were already ruining my sex life.
Such as it was.
********************
Damn me if I didn't wear the sundress -- with panties, thank you very much. Even so, I still felt all kinds of naked walking into the dimly lit interior of Elma's. It seemed like every damn eye in the bar turned my way. It might have been the wholesome appearance of the white sundress filled out with my plump curves, but I thought I saw a couple of the men stand a little taller, while a snarl or two crept along the faces of the women next to them.
Elma was probably the only place in town where a girl my size could get that kind of reaction. It was the home of low expectations. Still, I was ready to spin on my heels and retreat to my Jeep when Chase emerged from beyond the far end of the bar.
Meeting me halfway down the middle of the room, he cupped my elbow and guided me to a corner booth. The table with its curving bench seat had to be the darkest spot in the entire place. The light hanging over the table was out and only the barest illumination from the next booth showed Roman waiting with three Coke bottles on ice.
With Roman along one side of the seat and Chase directing me to the other side, it was clear they planned on sticking me between them. Right where the bar's other lights didn't seem to penetrate at all.
I eased my way around the cushion to the center. Roman slid left towards me and Chase piled in behind me. He hadn't said anything out at the airfield, but the minute his ass hit the booth's seat, Chase lifted one lock of my artificially blonde hair and cocked an eyebrow at me.
I scowled at him. "You try getting a job at Adams-Pennington Real Estate without blonde hair."
The job also required a minimum of D cups, but those I could claim naturally.
A small click at the back of Roman's throat had me looking right.
"Grabby-hands Pennington knows we'll break every bone in his body if he harasses you, right?"
Chase dropped the strand of hair and leaned closer, adding a single word to Roman's threat. "Twice."
Picking up the unopened Coke bottle in front of me, I popped the cap and took a hard swallow. "I'll figure out a discreet way to inform him."
"How about you qui--"
Roman made another one of his clicking noises, stopping Chase before he could finish his sentence. The idea that Chase wanted me to quit was preposterous. I could barely afford my rent and vehicle as it was, and any thought of college had flown right out the window -- along with my savings -- with the divorce attorney's bill.
"We didn't bring you here to talk about Pennington." Roman traced a finger along the back of my shoulders, the motion sending a shiver all the way down to my toes.
Not to be outdone, Chase smoothed his hand across the top of my thigh as he leaned in and placed his lips against the side of my neck. His fingers plucked against my sundress for a second before he offered a small growl. "Are these panties, baby?"
Wrapping both hands around the bottle, I started to vibrate -- or parts of me did. The threat of a spanking from Chase did weird things to my body, but I ignored it and smiled at Roman. "Of course you didn't bring me here to talk about my boss. You need a chauffeur since you can't exactly pick up your car from your parents without Maxine knowing you lied about equipment watch."
Curling his hand around my bicep, Roman started to slowly stroke the side of my breast with his thumb. "Wrong, beautiful."
Chase moved his hand down to my knee and then his fingers started a slow crawl up under the skirt of the dress.
"You!" I hissed and slapped at his hand.
His progress unhampered, Chase laughed. "No one can see, baby."
"He's right." Roman's touch became bolder, this thumb sliding forward to trace my swollen nipple. "We unscrewed the light to make sure no one can see you, Gracie."
Surprised by the coordinated attack, I gasped. This wasn't like them. They would do anything short of intentional injury to keep the other from touching me. Now they were both openly teasing my flesh.
"What the hell, guys?" I whispered, afraid of what I might see if I dared to look at either of them.
"Hell is right, Gracie." Chase's voice was as solemn as if he stood in church with Pastor Brown looking on. "Hell is where we've been -- and the only thing outside of each other that pulled us through it was you."
"We both want you. That hasn't changed." Roman's mouth lit just below my ear, his tongue laving along my jaw line as his fingers took a little pinch of my flesh. I bit down on my bottom lip to keep from moaning as my wet pussy slowly soaked through my panties.
Chase surfed his fingers along my inside thigh, a harsh groan escaping him as he touched the moist fabric of my underwear. "Only now we're willing to share."
I stiffened and they both felt it, each reacting differently. Roman's response was to touch me more lightly and murmur softly against my ear to just hear them out. Chase's grip on me tightened, his words far from placating.
"Baby, you belong to us. There's no arguing it."
Roman growled at him. "You're going to get her back up if you go ordering her around like that."
I crossed my legs, surprised when Chase let me break his hold on me. "What makes either of you think I want to be shared?"
"Your wet panties." Chase answered first and earned another disapproving growl from Roman. He laughed it off, the pad of his thumb flicking across my neck in a rough caress before he took a soft nip. "It's true. You're drenched, baby girl."
Ignoring him, Roman grabbed my chin and coaxed me into looking at him. "Is it crazy of us to think you love us -- that if it weren't for the one, you'd be with the other?"
I closed my eyes. They thought they had me, that they knew me so damn well.
Problem was -- they did.
Roman kissed me full on the mouth. Alongside me, Chase stiffened but remained quiet. I tried to pull out of the kiss, but that would have left me pressing against Chase, who was all too ready to toss me over his shoulder and carry me out. I could feel the tension running through him, hear the erotic threat of domination with each carefully drawn breath he took to control his urges.
So I let Roman kiss me, let his tongue part my lips and his open palm find my breast. A little moan gurgled at the back of my throat and he released me.
Breathing hard, he pulled back, his green eyes almost glowing as he watched my face. "We just want to talk it over with you, Gracie. Give us that at least."
"All you've been talking it over with are your hands," I bit out. I could have added that they'd used their tongues and lips and -- sweet Lord -- what felt like Chase's very large erection butting against my hip as he turned into me.
Stop it, Gracie, stop it right now!
I did not need to think about Chase's cock. More than a dozen years hanging out at lakes and pools with them, I had a good idea of how much steel they both packed. I'm not some kind of size queen, but they each had far more than a couple mouthfuls of meat between their legs and all the wet, tingling bits of my body grew damper at the thought.
Chase backed out of the bench and reached into his wallet. Pulling a twenty out, he tossed it next to the bucket of ice. "Well then, let's go someplace more conducive to using words."
He wasn't fooling me, not with the way his dark eyes burned through me. But I wanted out of Elma's pretty badly. Whether I wound up throwing one hell of a tantrum or surrendering, I didn't want to do it in a crowded bar with curious onlookers. As big and transitory as the base's population was, there were still places like Elma's where half the people knew at least one of our parents.
I snatched my purse up and headed for the front door, my Jeep keys already out.
A hint of daylight had played across the western horizon on my arrival. It was completely gone when I exited the bar. A single bare bulb over the front door cast a feeble light for a few feet. I stepped out of its circle and headed for my Jeep.
Hearing Roman and Chase exit behind me, I glanced in their direction and froze.
"Rock, paper, scissors?" I hissed. "Are you fucking kidding me?"
Chase won, a wolfish smile cutting across his face. "Just deciding who drives, baby."
"It's my vehicle. I'm driving." I yanked on the door, my frustration causing me to drop the keys. I looked down. Not seeing them, I took a step back and swore.
The keys had bounced off the dirt and gravel and were about twelve inches under the Jeep. I hesitated half a second too long over getting my dress dirty to retrieve them. That was all the time it took for Chase to reach me and gently hold me back while Roman scooped the keys up.
"I won." Chase tried to steer me toward the back seat. "He's driving."
I attempted a quick twist to free myself. "I'm riding up front."
"No, baby, you're riding in the back with me."
"The hell I am!" The front had bucket seats and a center gear box that would separate me from whomever was driving, making it a hell of a lot harder for either of them to keep trying to persuade me with their hands.
I twisted free.
Chase pulled me back.
I was just getting ready to raise hell with him when the bar's front door opened again and three of Elma's biggest, drunkest patrons weaved their way out. They glanced our way in slow motion.
Chase placed his palm along my lower back, no real pressure in his touch as he worked the situation to his advantage. "You really want to argue this out here, baby?"
Pumped with adrenaline, his tone crackled in anticipation of a good old-fashioned brawl. I looked to Roman, but he just lifted a brow. If it would coax me into the Jeep, he was more than ready to leverage my desire to protect their dumb asses from some drunks mistaking my distress for something it wasn't. I had no doubt Chase and Roman, together or alone, could handle the three men, but they'd have hell to pay when their company commander found out. Duty restrictions, lost rank, not to mention the security clearances they both had.
I climbed into the back seat, Chase close behind me, and put my seat belt on. "You're both assholes."
Starting the Jeep's engine, Roman looked back at me and winked. "Yeah, beautiful, but we're your assholes."
********************
Chase didn't bother putting his seat belt on. The second we cleared Elma's, he slid close to me. One hand smoothed across my stomach to take possession of my far hip. His other hand pressed against the back of my neck to draw my face to his.
"You know we'd never hurt you, baby."
I knew it, but I was spoiling for an argument after they had manipulated me into temporary compliance. "You've been threatening to spank me."
"Mmm..." He dipped his head, his voice purring against my ear. "There's a world of difference between being hurt and my spanking you, baby girl. You'll learn that soon enough."
My pussy, already wet, became a breached dam, cream pushing from me as flesh bumps shimmied across my skin at his rough promise.
"I felt that, you know." His lips teased along the edge of my jaw. Letting go of my hip, he cupped my right breast.
"It doesn't mean anything." I pushed at him, feeling like I had every right to be mad no matter how soaked my panties were.
"The hell it doesn't." His hand dropped from my breast straight to the hem of my dress while his mouth claimed mine.
Either one kissing me made me want to melt, but their approaches were completely different. Roman gave a girl time to prepare, to decide how little or how much she was ready for. Chase took the scorched earth approach, his lips a hot brand that promised to leave my mouth swollen and bruised before he was finished with me.
Deepening the kiss, he pushed the skirt of my dress up. The back of his knuckles grazed the fabric of my panties, the pressure just enough to tease the spine of my clit. My hips crested and he pressed harder as he took a second swipe.
I clutched at the bunched up skirt, fighting a building moan. I didn't want either of them to know how aroused I was. Chase would take it as my capitulation and there was no missing the tension emanating from Roman in the front seat as Chase teased my heated flesh.
I tried to pull away. I brought my hands up to my breasts, my palms facing forward as I pushed helplessly at the massive chest pinning me to the seat.
Chase broke the kiss long enough for me to gulp in a fresh breath of air and then he was on me again, his tongue driving into my mouth as his hand gathered the gusset of my panties to one side. The callused pad of one finger brushed the seam of my pressed labia. He dipped a finger between my lower lips, the tip swirling as he traced the ring of my cunt.
"Sopping, baby. So hot and ready, why are you resisting?"
I started to tremble, my brain barely registering that the Jeep had slowed. Looking out the front window, I realized we had pulled into the parking lot of my apartment building. Starting to panic, I grabbed at Chase's hand and tried to twist away from his teasing fingers.
My gaze pleading, I looked between the two. "No. We're not going in...I..."
Chase relented, or so I thought.
Bringing his hand up, he smeared my juices across my lips in a slow tease before capturing my face and pulling me into another kiss. I heard the click of my seat belt and then he dragged me onto his lap. My right leg angled to the side as the front passenger seat butted against my knee.
The dress skirt up around my waist, I was splayed open, just my panties protecting my pussy from their hungry eyes. I felt a third hand on me as Roman leaned into the back seat. He ran his fingers over my knee, up my thigh. Reaching down, Chase tugged the crotch of my panties to the side once more, giving Roman better access to my thick labia and the usually concealed clit so swollen it protruded.
Groaning, Chase buried his face against my throat. "Look at it jump, Gracie. You're all but coming as it is."
He was right. The contractions running through my cunt were strong enough to jerk the flesh of my clit up with each pulse. My thighs flexed rhythmically and I knew that behind the curtain of my lower lips, the muscle guarding my entrance was opening and closing with each twitch that ran through me.
"No..." A weak whine was all the denial I could muster. It evaporated on contact as Roman extended one finger and lightly ran it over the tip of my dancing bud.
The finger dipped lower, invaded me without a whisper of protest. Stroking deep inside my cunt, Roman caught my gaze and held it. "You are going inside with us. We're going to strip you and then we're going to sample every inch of your luscious flesh, Gracie. Together."
My breathing stilled, the blood slowing in my veins until my limbs were dead weighted with arousal. Now two fingers deep and curling, Roman started to stroke the knot of tissue just inside my entrance.
"Baby," Chase whispered, gently chewing at my ear. "You're going to come here in the Jeep where anyone and everyone can see and hear or in your bed. Which is it going to be?"
"Bed." A word, a moan. Hell, maybe I just thought it instead of speaking, but they knew they had me anyway.
I felt the curve of Chase's smile against my jaw line as he planted a kiss before releasing me. Heart thundering in my chest, I let them straighten my skirt and the bodice of the dress before they tenderly removed me from the back seat and walked with me between them to my apartment.
Roman unlocked the door and ushered us in. As soon as we cleared the threshold, Chase scooped me up and carried me to the bedroom. Placing me on my feet next to the bed, he turned me so that my back faced Roman. "Zipper."
"You want to give her a chance to catch her breath?" Roman joked before he stepped behind me and started to slowly ease the zipper down the length of my back.
"Breathing's good." Chase pushed the shoulder straps down my arms, his gaze ravenous as the bodice dropped to my waist and the top of my breasts were fully exposed. He looked up for half a second before he popped the front clasp on my demi bra. "Thinking's not."
Apparently he hadn't gotten the message. Thought was no longer possible. Most of my brain was numb, only the pleasure centers jumped with activity.
Whether or not my mental state was obvious, Chase wasn't taking any chances. One hand on my shoulder, he contorted at the waist. Fast as a cat, he dropped his other hand and hooked the underside of my knee. One quick tug had me on my back on the mattress, the dress in a pool on the floor.
My panties and sandals were gone before I finished gasping.
With a wild grin, Chase quickly settled between my parted thighs, his chin hovering just above my bald mound. "Baby, you didn't expect us to go slow now that we have you inside, did you?"
I looked to Roman to put the brakes on -- pleading for just a little time. He shook his head. Eyes raking my bare flesh, he peeled the t-shirt off his long, muscular frame.
Brushing his lips against my thigh, Chase released a low laugh. "No help there, baby girl. He needs you every bit as badly as I do."
Mouth gliding right, he trailed the tip of his tongue along my flesh. Reaching the split of my labia, he took a curling lick up my clit, his lips sealing around the swollen bud just as Roman's jeans and underwear hit the floor.
Roman gave me a few long seconds to appreciate his sculpted body and the thick shaft that pushed hard and fast to just below his navel. Then he crawled onto the bed and stretched alongside me, his head even with mine. He ran his fingers over my stomach and up to my breast, his hand molding around my flesh to squeeze and pull as his mouth covered mine.
Below, Chase devoured me. His teeth grazed along my labia. A nip, a lick, his thick fingers in me, stretching my muscles until he had three fingers cupped against my G spot. I tightened around him, my hips lifting to pump his mouth.
Reaching beside me, I gripped Roman's cock, my hand barely closing around the broad shaft. Both of them so big, the thought made me even tighter.
"Baby, fuck..." Breathless, Chase doubled the fury of his attack, squeezing that knot nestled just inside me as his lips and tongue worked my clit. "Come for me, baby, so I can bury my cock in this sweet, tight cunt."
Still kissing me, Roman rose up on his knees and one hand, the other teasing my nipples as I stroked his cock. I tugged his shaft closer to my mouth, a shudder rolling through him as my lips closed around its fat head.
Matching my pace with the play of Chase's fingers and tongue, I bobbed forward, swallowing Roman's glorious cock as deeply as I could. He groaned, his hips twitching as he gripped the side of my face.
Chase altered his tempo, his long muscular fingers chancing upon a previously undiscovered switch inside me. My body jerked, a low moan vibrating through me. Chuckling, Chase rubbed the spot again. My hand squeezed the base of Roman's shaft in response. Tracing a circle around the nerve he'd hit upon, Chase looked up the length of my body, his gaze sparkling with mischief as my hand convulsed a second time.
"Dude...not fair." Roman pried my fingers from around his cock as Chase drew another circle and then another, my hips lifting higher with each round trip.
I closed my eyes, my nails raking Roman's thigh in rough apology as my whole body began to quake. Chase drove me on until my muscles locked and then he drove me a little further until I screamed in ecstasy.
Slowing his strokes, he eased me back down to the mattress.
Surfing up the far side of the bed, Chase rolled onto his side and tugged me towards him until my back was against his broad chest, his hard cock filling the valley of my bottom. Roman followed after me, his chest against my breasts. He took possession of my mouth as Chase lifted my top leg and penetrated me with one deep thrust of his heavy cock.
My climax still pulsing through me, my cunt clutched at him, milking his length until he started to gasp from the pure pleasure of it.
Roman's hand snaked down my belly and over my mound. His skin slick with the cream of my orgasm, he coaxed two fingers inside me, crowding Chase's cock as he quickly found and rubbed the small area that had so violently triggered my first climax.
"Fuck, she loves that." Chase drew a ragged breath in as the walls of my pussy started to roll violently with each stroke Roman took. Chase pumped his hips against my backside, his cock spearing deep inside me to force Roman's fingers harder against the knot. "She's coming again, sweet baby--"
His fingers dug into my hips as he fought the onrushing tide of his own climax. His mouth sealed around the side of my throat, searing the flesh with a sucking, bruising kiss as he refused to surrender.
"Baby girl, your pussy's so perfect."
Hooking his fingers, Roman stretched me, stroked, stretched me some more, tugging and twisting at the muscles of my cunt until both of them had their cocks fitted snugly inside me. My eyes rolled back, the light flicking on and off inside my head as my eyelids twitched.
They rode me at first with opposite strokes. Roman pushed deep as Chase all but withdrew, then Chase thrust into me, his whole body trembling as Roman pulled back. Their dicks seesawing in and out, one lover pushed against the front of my hips, the other bounced against my ass. Our flesh met, parted, melded as one.
Chase reached an arm around to squeeze my breast. Roman gripped my hip. Their words fell hot and dirty in my ear, along my mouth. Tongues licked my throat and lips as my pussy knotted around their big cocks. I bore down on them as the biggest wave of my climax roared through me.
They froze, both heads hooked at the ring of muscle gating my cunt. Groaning, they pushed in together, all the way up to uniformly butt against my cervix. Back down to tug, then up, crashing into me, my mind splintering at the sensation.
A keening moan rippled along my throat as their cocks jerked inside me, cum shooting from them in simultaneous jets. Dicks swelling, pumping, muscles twitching. They held me, rocked me, their motions gentling as the last of their seed was spent. They came at last to a stop, their arms across my body to grasp each other and hold me tight between them.
********************
Roman kissed me as he waited to grow softer. When he finally did, he eased from me first. Rising from the bed, he left the room, his big cock gently swinging as he crossed into the kitchen. Chase climbed over me until we were chest-to-chest.
Cupping my face with both hands, he thumbed the corners of my mouth. "You okay, baby girl?"
That was the Chase I knew. He might take someone down as if he were a lion, but he licked and nuzzled like a kitten afterwards.
When I didn't answer right away, he kissed my forehead then drew my face to his chest and cradled me against it. "Tell me you're okay, Gracie."
I curled a hand around the side of his narrow waist and nodded, my throat too tight with emotion to speak. Roman re-entered the room at that moment, a tall glass of ice water in his hand. He must have brushed it against Chase's spine because Chase gasped and relaxed his grip.
"Let her rehydrate before you attack her again," Roman teased.
Chase released me with a small growl and rolled onto his back. Scooting up the bed until his broad back rested against the headboard, he pulled me up and took the glass of water from Roman. Holding it, he offered me sips, his lips resting against the crown of my head as I drank.
Roman crawled in next to me, his body nestling against my other side and his lips pressed warmly at the curve of my neck. He caressed my hip and thigh, Chase playfully blocking him with a knee when Roman's fingers moonwalked toward my mound.
A fuzzy, tingling heat blossomed along my skin. Naked in bed with them, I didn't feel the least bit self-conscious. Not once in my life had they made me feel like their fat little friend. They would hammer anyone who did. I loved them, had loved them one way or another for as long as I could remember.
"Uh-oh," Chase started. "She's thinking again. We can't have that."
Rolling my eyes at him, I rested the still cold and perspiring glass on top of his exposed nipple and watched grinning as a shiver rolled through him.
"Actually…" Pausing, I ran the bottom rim of the glass around his puckered nipple. "I was remembering that time Roman punched Bobby Pepperdine in the nose back in fourth grade."
Chase chuckled. Roman sighed, the sound less than happy. I knew why -- he was remembering his mother's visit to the principal's office that afternoon. More specifically, he remembered her questioning why Roman had punched Bobby and her cold, eviscerating response when Roman explained that Bobby had teased me about being fat.
"She is," Maxine had said, her voice audible to Chase and me as we waited in the outer office. "And if you think you can punch anyone who says one of your friends is fat or white trash, I'll find you new friends and you won't play with those two ever again."
Maxine had tried like hell that summer and all the ones that followed through high school to ensure Roman did find new friends. Happily, she failed.
Stretching across Chase's torso, I placed the glass on the nightstand. On my way back across Chase, I brushed my lips against his then rolled to face Roman. Trying to keep the tears from my eyes, I thumbed his cheek.
"She's never forgiven me for you giving her the silent treatment for a whole month after that."
"I've never forgiven her for saying what she did." Smiling softly, Roman tugged me toward him.
Chase followed as if invisible strings attached my body to his. I was in the middle of a man sandwich, the bread between two gorgeous, thick slabs of meat. My eyes closed as both lovers started to gently fondle me.
Damn, it felt good, the sensation of their heat and hands and the two growing erections pressed against me. Between the two of them, every bad thing in my life disappeared. I felt safe for the first time in years -- since before their deployments, my rotten marriage and its even more rotten ending.
I didn't want the night to end, but it had to. No one goes around Glennville with everybody knowing they've taken two men into their bed at the same time. I'd lose my job, my apartment--
"Gracie," Chase growled. "I'm serious. I really don't want you thinking for the next few days until you get used to this arrangement."
I growled back, the sound weaker and feminine but enough to tell him he needed to stop reading my mind. Replaying the end of his statement, I shook my head. "What arrangement?"
"Tell her." Chase rested his chin on my shoulder. I could tell from the way it softly dug into my flesh that he was grinning at Roman. "She'll think I'm joking if I say it."
His erection moving against me as he clenched his stomach and braced for my reaction, Roman closed his eyes and drew a slow breath. When he opened them, his gaze hooked mine and held. "Baby, we're going to marry you."
I nodded slowly, not saying yes, only trying desperately to figure out what they meant. When I couldn't, I shook my head, cracking a joke to ease the tension. "I take it you haven't talked to Pastor Brown about this."
"Fuck that old man," Chase grumbled behind me, one arm looping under mine to fasten his hand on my shoulder and secure me to him.
"Fuck everybody," I snorted, the sentiment often expressed among the three of us. "Fuck my boss, who will fire me because the prudes at the country club will ruin his business if he doesn't. Fuck your commanding officer, who will have your security clearances pulled--"
"We're out," Roman interrupted. "In thirty days, at least. New jobs, new city…and you're coming with us."
"Yeah." Chase nipped lightly at my shoulder. "So grabby-hands Pennington can really go fuck himself."
Pulling away from me, Chase tugged until I was flat on my back, my head moving side to side as I looked at them.
"And you…" he said, cupping my breast. "You will be too busy going to school to worry about having a job."
"Don't--"
They both stopped me with a growl.
"Don't what? Don't touch you?" Chase asked half a second before his mouth defiantly covered my nipple and he started sucking.
"Or don't tell you that we're going to take care of you?" Roman followed and moved down the bed until his head was even with my hip. "Because we are going to touch you, Gracie, and take care of you."
"You're ours." Chase stopped suckling long enough to gently reprimand me. "Remember that so I don't have to spank that sweet ass every time you forget."
Closing my eyes, I nodded. There was no ground beneath me, I was that far down in Glennville. Both men wanted to lift me up, together. They could only do so if I trusted them, and there was no one I trusted more than Roman and Chase.
Roman nuzzled my mound, his thumb parting my labia so he could take his first lick of my clit. "Was that a yes, baby?"
I swallowed the small knot of apprehension lodged in my throat. "Yes."
Chase stopped teasing my breast. I opened my eyes to find him watching me, his dark eyes misting with emotion. I shut my eyes again, my tears finally overflowing to stream down the sides of my face.
"Don't worry, Gracie. It will all work out."
Chase surfed up the bed and rubbed his cheek against mine, our tears mixing in the seconds before he and Roman began another slow sampling of my flesh that lasted late into the night.
********************
White lace curtains fluttered in front of my face. My curtains, they hung in the single window of the small living room of my apartment. On the other side of them, the parking lot waited, early morning sunlight glinting off the vehicles of my neighbors.
A small warning growl sounded behind me then Chase wrapped an arm around my waist. "Nothing has changed out there since you looked fifteen minutes ago, Gracie." 
I tried to wiggle from his embrace. The curtains weren't manufactured for privacy. Anyone standing on the sidewalk outside my unit would be able to see him touching me. Such a viewing might not be too embarrassing if Roman wasn't also in the room, deliciously bare chested and reading the morning paper on my couch. 
I attempted another maneuver and Chase turned me into him. "Just where do you think you're going, love?" 
"To get a sheet." This time the growl was mine and I gave his thick chest a futile push. Damn, he was solid from head to toe. Remembering just how solid caused a heavy twinge in my pussy, making me forget, for a moment, why I wanted the sheet.
Privacy...
Right. The whole world could look into my living room and see I had two men half-dressed, Chase visibly sporting an erection almost the length of my whole damn forearm beneath his jeans. 
"Gracie, it's not even seven." Roman folded the paper and looked at his partner-in-crime. "On a Saturday. Chase is right..."
He patted the seat. "Relax over here."
I snorted. I could tell by the look in Roman's eye that relaxation was not what he had in mind. The two had damn near exhausted me since we returned from Elma's bar last night and they had convinced me that the only way things were going to work out for the three of us was together. "Exhausted" in a melted goodness way, but that didn't mean at least a little common sense hadn't returned with daylight. 
"Look," I jabbed a finger in Roman's direction. "If anyone walks by, the news is going to reach your mother before we do."
My stomach did a fat somersault at the idea that I would have to be in the same county when Maxine Clark found out her precious only child was a sexual deviant with a taste for big girls. I'd been fighting that woman for the privilege of her son's friendship almost my entire life. The fight was going to journey beyond ugly now that there was dirty-sweet threesome sex involved. 
Two cocks, one very tender, swollen pussy...
I shook my head and tried to remember my point. Chase didn't give me time to think, he never did. He scooped me up from where I stood by the window and collapsed with me on the couch next to Roman. I had half a second to think I was going to need a stronger couch to support the three of us before my two lovers managed to turn me across their collective laps, belly down, bottom up. 
Cold air hit my backside and I gave a little gasp as Chase brushed a fingertip against the back of my thigh. "See, I told you she would put panties on."
"Just because I stopped arguing doesn't mean I agreed." Squirming to get free, I looked over my shoulder and glared at Chase. "I am not going to either of your parents' homes to discuss our....arrangement...with my ass uncovered!" 
Chase cut a glance in Roman's direction. "Tell her."
I growled. They were not playing that game with me again. Roman was no more reasonable than Chase. One couldn't be the muscles and the other the brain when it came to getting what they wanted from me. Hell, they could both wrestle me to the ground within five seconds, particularly since I didn't mind being under them!
"Baby..." Roman stroked my cheek, his face as innocent of wrongdoing as when he used to mind the altar at church. "You've got to get your head in the game. It's a confidence technique. You'll be able to wipe the floor with my mother if you want to."
I huffed and squirmed some more as I desperately tried to ignore Chase testing the seam of my panties in search of a weak spot. Reaching back, I swatted at his hand. "Stop that!"
A shriek of fabric immediately followed, leaving me bare assed.
"Wet already," Chase chuckled as he ran a finger against the seal of my labia. "She's just arguing to argue, and that deserves a spanking all on its own."
I froze. My stomach tightened into a knot. I wasn't afraid either man would hurt me, but I didn't want them tanning my hide! What if I liked it? That was unacceptable. I'd left an overbearing asshole of an ex-husband and shown I was strong enough to make it on my own. For my pussy to be soaked from the way they were manhandling me and threatening to spank me tender was a betrayal by my own body.
Roman brushed his thumb halfway across my lips. Stopping at the center, he gently coaxed the fat tip into my mouth as his gaze went soft. "Spanking might get her head in the game even better."
"Mmm, you're right." Chase shifted his hips, his hard cock and the front seam of his jeans jutting into the soft padding of my hip. 
I brought my hands against the cushions to push up. 
"Gracie, you're the last unit in the building. No one is going to walk by." Roman leaned forward, his arm leveraging across my back as he brought his mouth close to my ear. "Everything we do is to make you feel good and be stronger. You have to stop caring what other people think because we won't hide. This is 24/7 for the rest of our lives."
Reaching between us, Roman freed his cock. More fabric shrieked as the dress I had put on half an hour before turned into bare threads beneath Chase's strong hands. The bra disappeared a heartbeat later, leaving me completely naked across their legs. 
Chase gently inserted two fingers into me and slowly sank them all the way to the base knuckle. "Gracie, are you wet or dry?"
He knew the answer -- it dripped onto his damn lap. He just wanted me to admit it. 
"Wet." My voice trembled as I answered. I couldn't tell if it was lust or shame that produced the shake. A little of both, probably.
"Remember that, love." He trailed my juices up, then rested his palm flat against my bottom. "I won't ever do anything to you when you're not wet. But I will push you like hell when you are."
"We both will," Roman added, pressing lightly against my chin so that I twisted and lifted my head until my mouth waited even with the fat tip of his cock. He jerked his chin at Chase. "How many?"
I couldn't see Chase's smile, but I heard it. "Until she comes."
Oh, hell. The way my pussy twisted in on itself, Chase might not get the first swat in before I came. 
"She's close already," Roman laughed as he watched my ass gently rock up.
Whump!
The first smack came hard, tearing a squeal from my lips. 
"Not so ready now," Chase teased as he worked two fingers back into me. "Suck him, baby."
My chest squeezed tight around my heart at the command. For almost a decade, Chase and Roman had fought each other as only best friends or brothers could to keep me away from one another. Each had wanted me for his own and only his own. Now they wanted to please me together and to please one another through me. 
Holding back tears, I pressed my lips to the head of Roman's cock. A little air left his lungs, his hips tensing as the rest of his body relaxed. Chase pushed my thighs apart, one of my legs off the couch to keep my pussy splayed. He rubbed at my clit and the line of thick juices between my labia as I swallowed the first third of Roman's cock. 
Chase trailed his hand up to rest the palm flat against my bottom. The tap, when it came, was light but quickly followed by a second, harder smack. With the thick, delicate cargo in my mouth, I had to stay relaxed and accept the blow without tensing. 
Moaning, I swallowed another third of Roman. He was too long for me to go any further, at least without more practice. Both of them were big like that, each capable of driving a woman to madness with their thick lengths. That is, if their fingers didn't put their lover over the edge first. Chase slid three into me, gently scooping and turning, knuckles flexing. 
"You don't get to come until he does, baby."
I groaned, cunt squeezing with need. Then Chase rubbed the slick pad of his thumb over the pucker of my ass and I almost lost it. My eyes rolled back and I convulsively swallowed around Roman's shaft as heat flared deep inside my cunt. 
"He comes," Chase repeated. "Then you come, then you come again when I fuck this tight, swollen pussy." 
Relaxing my throat, I bobbed along Roman's shaft with a little grunt of acceptance. I wanted them both to come, one down my throat, one deep inside me. I wanted to come for them, on Chase's fingers and then on his heavy cock as it burrowed thick and deep inside me. 
The next spank, when it came, quaked along my bottom with its force, but I didn't react from the waist up. Just my ass and pussy gave any indication of the impact, a fresh stream of lubrication leaving my cunt as small tremors started to vibrate through my muscles and the pool of heat spread. 
My bottom lifted in supplication of the next blow. 
Next to me, Roman tensed, flexed, his breathing sharp and deep. He seemed to only draw inward, like a spring coil that kept being tightened. I sucked harder, trying to erode his will and send him over the edge.
Chase pushed more fingers into my pussy. He had to be four deep, my walls tender and straining from how full he made me. I could only feel his thumb outside me, its pad pressed hard against my anus, the tip occasionally dipping as if all my holes must be penetrated. 
"Almost, love." Roman pushed the hair from my face, his gaze intent on the way my mouth worked his cock. He didn't see me looking at him, didn't see the surrender to both men burning in my eyes. 
Chase's thumb slipped in and then he started to rhythmically squeeze and slide, four fingers in my pussy, the thumb in my ass, his knuckles hitting a sweet spot with every flex of his hand. Heat prickled along my thighs, over my torso. A knotty ball of tension filled my pussy, expanding to tug at every inch of flesh. The ball moved with his hand, in, around, deep then shallow. Ass and cunt levitated, mouth and throat descended, sliding deeper onto Roman to trigger the first jerk of his climax. He came in a heavy stream down my throat, my mouth working furiously to keep every last drop inside me. 
The whole fucking population of Glennville could have been walking outside my apartment and none of us would have known. Chase worked, his hands and senses intent on making us both buck and moan. I took and gave pleasure, Chase's rough squeezes keeping me right at the edge as Roman spilled into my throat.
"Mmm..." Gently, Roman unhooked me. "I think baby girl has more than earned her reward."
"And mine," Chase groaned. He released his grip on my cunt, his open palm immediately falling hard on my ass. "You are going to be so loaded with endorphins, you're going to float through lunch, Gracie."
His words drifted through the pleasured haze already coating the inside of my skull as his hand fell again. The hard flat of his fingers landed not on my bottom but against the swollen puff of my labia. My nails dug into the fabric of the couch at the new sensation. Small, barely audible whimpers left me as Chase tapped the spot again and Roman took to pinching my nipples.
Cream leaked from my pussy in a thick stream, wetting Chase's pants so that my mound slid effortlessly back and forth with each smack he delivered to my tender folds. Each sharp tap rippled through me, the waves magnifying with distance to possess my entire cunt.
"Please," I whispered. I needed to come or my mind would explode, but the taps were too expertly timed and the squeezing and pinching of my breasts and nipples too sweet a distraction for me to trip that last centimeter into release. "Please, let me come."
Chase stopped slapping the flat of his fingers against my cunt to spread my ass cheeks. Unable to see his intent, I started to tremble again. His tongue touched that sensitive spot his thumb had invaded earlier as he started to flick one hard finger against the opening to my cunt. 
I groaned and he stopped to roughly pinch and roll my clit between two fingers, his tongue still probing that secret hole with an animalistic pleasure. He flicked again, then penetrated me three wide as my pleas to come became more urgent. I started to buck, so far lost inside their touch I didn't realize I had climaxed at last, my cunt locked in a loop of squeeze and squirt with each thrust Chase took. 
I bucked harder, another groan ripping from my throat right before a spasm shook my lower body. Chase abandoned me for a moment, just the second or two it took to clear his pants from his hips before he sank balls deep into my pussy.
"Fuck, baby." His hands, slick from pleasing me, gripped my hips, the fingers denting my full flesh. "I want you in bed all day, fuck breaking any news to anyone."
My cunt locked around him, a fresh climax tightening every muscle in my body. Tears leaked from my eyes as Roman claimed my mouth, his hands molding my breasts to his grip as he squeezed and pulled. Chase retreated, drove deep, his hips hitting left and right along the tender bottom he had so thoroughly spanked. I could feel his fat head traveling over my bruised muscles, digging, dipping until he battered against my cervix, lodging deep inside me as he began to squirt thick jets of cum.
As he climaxed, his hand slid beneath me to possess my belly with a proprietary grip. His mouth landed against my shoulder blade in a tender kiss as he squeezed my stomach. The lips feather-stroked up my neck before whispering against my ear. 
"Soon, love, it will be more than our cocks keeping you full."
I looked to Roman for confirmation. He nodded, his gaze as serious as I had ever seen it. We really were going to their parents before the day was done, admitting our love and staking out our future. And I couldn't dissolve beneath the righteous indignation of Maxine Clark or any of Glennville's other small minds because soon there would be other hearts to look after. Little hearts with little hands to hold and big smiles to hang on.
********************
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Wolf Curves 
Leaving the third floor laundry room of her apartment building, Leah Howard stepped into the elevator with her arms wrapped around a clothes hamper. Seeing the two hulking males who all but filled the small space, she moved to the back corner. Her gaze flicked in their direction just long enough to notice that both wore jeans, dark work boots and leather jackets. The slightly taller of the two had his back turned to her, his dark brown hair dusting the collar of his jacket.
Catching his scent, Leah's stomach tightened. She felt a little crazy for doing so, but she'd learned to trust or avoid people based on the odors emanating from them. Not the smells that came from some store-bought bottle or a hard day's work, but the way each person's body twisted it to their own unique signature.
The man directly next to her smelled like candied apples still warm and dripping caramel. She'd never smelled anything so sexy and the effect on her body was immediate. Moisture flooded her mouth, her skin heating at the same time.
She had half a second to wonder if he looked as good as he smelled before he turned and faced her. A full head shorter than the man, Leah found herself staring at his broad chest. It rose and fell as if he had just finished sprinting. She could hear him breathing, the sound mixed with a low rumble that sounded almost like a cat's purr. Only the cat would have to be about six-two and approaching two hundred pounds of pure muscle.
He was a big, strong man and his scent was doing crazy things to her control. Lifting her gaze, she found him glaring down at her.
"What floor?"
The question came out like she had just robbed a bank or worse. Startled, Leah hugged the hamper to her chest. "Eight, please."
His companion pressed the button for the eighth floor. Tall, dark and brooding continued to stare down at her. He still breathed like a freight train but there wasn't a drop of sweat on him.
"What's your name?"
The harsh bark had mellowed just a fraction but she flinched. Her lips parted, the urge to answer his firm command almost overwhelming. She felt a warm burn as her skin flushed again, her whole body growing humid beneath his scrutiny. Menacing and sexy as hell, she didn't know whether to be afraid of him or turned on. Her body settled on both, adrenaline saturating her nerve endings as a pocket of heat built between her legs.
His intense gaze narrowed, concentrating on her mouth as if he could will her to answer. When she didn't, he took a step forward. "Tell me your name."
A hand came down on his shoulder. "Not here, boss."
She moved her head just enough to make eye contact with the other man. He had dark blond hair, the cut short but stylishly messy. Confusion registering on his face, he raised one dark ginger brow and curled his hand around the leather collar of Leah's inquisitor.
"Boss?"
On cue, the elevator door opened to the eighth floor. As she eased her way past her interrogator, he reached out. His fingertips brushed her hip, tightening at the last second to grip the soft yielding flesh. Her knees went weak and a hot stab of need gutted her insides.
"Answer me, beautiful."
Beautiful.
The word hit her like a cold slab of soggy meat, quickly replacing the heat that coiled through her stomach with sick dread. She'd walked into some kind of cruel set-up or a con game, knew the signs all too well. She pushed his hand off her hip, twisted the last little bit out of the elevator and turned to stare him down.
Her phony rescuer curled an arm around the guy's waist but didn't try too hard to restrain him. When the guy put one foot across the elevator's threshold, Leah's gaze jumped to her apartment door.
The blond tightened his grip. "What the fuck, Seth?"
The elevator door started to slide shut. Seth blocked it, still watching her as he drew his bottom lip into his mouth and sharply inhaled. Terrified she was about to be the big man's dinner, she swung the hamper at his head. The hard plastic shell hit him square on the left side of his face, the impact knocking the basket from her grip and spilling her clothes across the hallway floor.
Seth grinned, his whole expression wicked, predatory and unfazed by the blow.
Pinning her with a calm gaze, the blond wrestled to hold Seth back. "Whatever you do, Miss, don't run."
"Yeah, baby -- stay right there."
Leah blinked, drew a sharp breath. Talk about mood swings! Seth looked like he wanted to kill her but sounded like pure sex. Worse yet, she could smell him more sharply, his warm, sweet scent urging Leah to trust him.
"Listen to me." The blond wrapped a leg around Seth's. "Don't run, don't scream."
Blondie had to be a complete dolt. She'd be screaming her head off if her throat wasn't so tight she could barely breathe!
"Just stay calm."
Leah wasn't sure if he was talking to her or Seth, but he was too late on both counts. Her heart thudded in her chest, she felt like puking and she couldn't get her legs to move. Seth flexed his muscles impatiently, his teeth gnawing at his bottom lip while his gaze zigzagged all over her body.
He growled, her panties flooding with moisture at the sound.
Something was desperately wrong -- not only with the situation but in her head and body. When he growled like that, she wanted to pull her pants down, press her stomach flat to the floor and lift her bottom in the air so he could take her aching cunt from behind.
She took one last look at her apartment. To the right and six doors down, it was too far away. She couldn't hope to reach and unlock the door before Seth was on her. She needed to buy time until she could scream. Tuesday night after ten, half the floor's residents had to be home. They might not rescue her but someone would call 911.
"Don't be afraid, baby."
Baby? Her gaze jumped back to Seth and froze. Four of his teeth had elongated, two top and two bottom, all of them narrowing to razor sharp tips. Green fire burned in irises that had been dark chocolate a few seconds before.
Not possible!
She felt the seeping onset of true panic. Long-buried dreams as real as memories shot through her. She stumbled a step back.
"Just going to talk." His tongue traced the edge of his top fangs before his gaze dropped to her full hips and he released a hot puff of air. "About things."
Her feet finally working, Leah bolted left toward the stairwell next to the elevator. Slamming the door open, she heard a loud thump and the blond softly swearing. Not stopping, she headed down stairs at full speed, hoping to buy enough time to convince her vocal chords they really could scream.
Halfway down to the next landing, she heard the stairwell door crash open again. She jerked and tripped, taking the last ten steps as two before hitting the wall. A heartbeat later, Seth spun her around until her back was up against the concrete.
He pinned Leah in place, his big body pushing against hers. She could hear the blond above them, urgently whispering something. Seth ignored him, his sole focus seemingly on her face. His pupils pulsed like a madman's.
"It's okay, beautiful. I won't hurt you."
His hand ran over her hip and she realized that the thick length of steel rubbing against her body was flesh. He was hard, huge -- the length of his erection too big for her to comprehend.
"You're coming with me." His voice caught in the middle, sliding into a moan as he bent his head toward hers. His lips parted. Steam from his breath misted her face. His tongue snuck out to test the seam of her mouth, freeing the scream that had been building inside her.
The sound lasted less than a heartbeat. He raised his hand, the flesh seeming to shimmer right before he placed the pad of his thumb against her forehead and she passed out.
********************
Leah woke in her bedroom, relief flooding through her that she had only been having one of her weird, sometimes terrifying, dreams. Staying very still, she tried to brush the cobwebs from her mind. She remembered a man, tall and beyond masculine. He had told her to stay, his voice sinfully deep and vibrating with lust.
She furrowed her brow, searching for the part of the dream that had scared her. He'd touched her, his hand firm and possessive but gentle. He'd kissed her, too, his mouth like a fire brand. She felt herself getting wet as she concentrated. Her hips shifted against the bed, her butt digging into the mattress as the tension mounted between her legs.
When her perineum tightened in need, she turned on her side and inhaled deeply to center her thoughts. The room's odors piggybacked on the fresh air she dragged into her lungs. Fresh bed linen she'd changed that morning, the scent of her shampoo, something sweet...
Caramel…dripping…hot.
Jerking her head back, Leah opened her eyes. Sitting a foot from the bed in her reading chair as he watched her, the man from her dream leaned forward, the side of his forearms resting against his knees. Memories flashed like lightning inside her mind. His name was Seth. The dark chocolate eyes had been possessed with an eerie green light and she was certain she had seen fangs.
"Feeling better?" His lips parted, the teeth appearing white, even and incapable of savagely rending flesh.
The door opened and the blond man stepped into the bedroom. "Em's just a few minutes out."
Seth didn't acknowledge him, just continued staring intently at Leah. He dropped one hand along the side of the chair, snagging her wallet from her book bag. The way he flipped it open straight to her ID told her he'd already sorted through the wallet's contents.
He tilted his head, his gaze drifting between her and her driver's license. "Leah Howard, twenty-eight, five-foot-seven, hair black, eyes green."
She nodded, a little hiccup of air leaving her. "What are you going to do?"
His gaze raked over her, lingering at the swell of her breasts and hips. Just as he had in the elevator, he wet his bottom lip and then he took a deep breath through his nose. His eyes drifted shut, his lips parting before he looked at her again.
Seth lifted his ass just enough to drag the chair to the edge of her bed. His hand came down on the mattress to grip its side. "What do you want me to do, Leah?"
For one wild second she pictured his handsome face between her thighs, his tongue running the length of her pussy before it disappeared between her wet folds. She forced the image away. She couldn't let her attraction to him cloud her thinking. She had no doubt she was in danger. No sane, law-abiding person acted like Seth, which meant he was crazy, a criminal or both.
Pushing her fear aside, she calmly looked him in the eyes. "I want you to leave."
A sad grin pulled his mouth to the left before disappearing. His hand surfed closer to her body, traced the air in front of the feminine swell of her chest before stopping over one erect nipple. The heat of his palm penetrated her blouse and bra, the sensation tightening the skin on her breast until her cunt ached.
"Please…don't." Swallowing, she pressed her lips together to stop their quiver. As much as she should have been, she wasn't afraid. That first bite of gnawing hunger she'd felt in the elevator upon smelling him was still with her. It deepened by the second, twisting down through her stomach to wrap around her uterus like a fist and squeeze.
Meeting his gaze, she repeated her order. "Leave. I don't want you here."
Seth pulled his hand back, surprise momentarily widening his features. His face quickly hardened to a determined challenge. Putting both palms flat against the mattress, he leaned in, his nose starting near her head. He brushed the tip against her forehead, traveled along the slope of her nose. Moving to her mouth, he took a leisurely lick, nipped her chin. Reaching her breasts, he pressed his face against the fabric guarding her cleavage and breathed deeply.
Slow, so slow, lower and lower until he was even with her hips, his forehead almost touching the cushion of flesh above the bone. Another deep breath and he groaned. The sound vibrated against her mound. Her thighs tensed, her lower torso starting to tremble as her labia squeezed at nothing.
Growling softly, he looked up at her. "You're lying, baby."
Half lying, she amended. Part of her wanted him gone. The rational part -- not the part between her legs, so wet it threatened to soak the sheets. She pulled her knees up and tucked her legs against her body to control their shaking.
"Pretty little liar." His knowing gaze penetrated her. His forehead nuzzled her hip. "I can smell your cream, feel your heat."
God help her, she was drenched and only getting wetter. Contractions gripped her cunt, intensifying her need. She didn't care that the blond was in the room, watching them with a puzzled expression. Seth was right. She wanted him in her, spearing her with that thick, unyielding shaft she'd felt pressed up against her stomach in the stairwell.
Have you completely lost your mind, girl?
This was crazy. He had her trapped in her bedroom. She should be thinking about escape instead of wrestling her arousal. She looked at the blond, her gaze pleading. "Can't you make him go?"
Seth growled again, this time like a dog protecting a bone as the man shifted position behind him. Seth flexed his shoulders, his hands curling, the fingers widely spaced and menacing in their tensed position.
A smile ghosted the blond's face. His right hand closed around his left. Squeezing, he popped the knuckles. "Not without killing him."
Seth swiveled at the waist. His hands left the mattress to grip the armrests. The fabric covering the chair ripped as his hands tensed. "Wait downstairs for Esme."
Leah snapped back to reality, her arousal extinguished. Now she had two names. No matter that they were only first names, the chances of identifying him and this Esme person had doubled.
Whatever Seth had planned, he wasn't worried about Leah exposing them. She'd watched enough cop shows to know that could only mean one thing.
"You're going to kill me." She kept the whimper waiting behind her lips in check. She might die, but she wouldn't grovel.
Seth whipped his head back in her direction, all the intensity draining from his face. He sank back into the chair. "No one will hurt you."
She wrapped her arms across her chest. "Then why don't you wait downstairs?"
That earned a short laugh from the blond. "She's got a point. It's better if you wait for Em anyway."
Seth shook his head. "I'm not leaving her alone with you."
The blond closed his eyes, a soft sigh escaping. "Don't worry about me, boss. Big girls aren't my thing."
Leah took a sharp breath, tears stinging her eyes. Bad enough one of them was crazy and holding her captive, the sane one had to be rude. She looked away from both of them, staring at a cobweb high up in the corner of her room. Whatever happened, she would not beg for her life and she sure as hell wouldn't let them see her cry over something she'd heard hundreds of times before. They would think her weak and as soft as she looked, making whatever they planned for her would that much worse.
Seth rose, trailing one fingertip along the edge of the bed while he stared at Leah. Turning, he stepped until he was chest-to-chest with the blond. "You're a selfish asshole, Dana, and a liar."
Seth left, Dana stayed. When Leah glanced at him from the corner of her eye, she found him staring at the floor. She turned her head, looked at him more directly and saw a blush fading across his cheeks.
Ten minutes later, she thought she understood why when Dana slinked off into the room's empty corner. His gaze skipped toward the bedroom door before landing on Leah. His expression slackened into something that reminded her of the bored, disaffected students in the discipline room she supervised at the nearby middle school.
A second after she saw the change in Dana, she heard a woman's voice. The corner of his mouth ticked right and then he folded his arms across his chest. The door opened and a woman walked in, Seth following behind her.
From where he stood in the corner, Dana's gaze swept over the newcomer, taking in the full curves and the dark blonde hair that fell in curls around her shoulders before his attention settled on the pink pout of a mouth. Big girl or not, she was a stunner with her pale skin, high cheekbones, thick lashes and a kisser that was pure Hollywood glamour.
She approached the bed, her right hand extended. "Hello, Leah. I'm Esme Foster and I wish we could have met under better circumstances."
Surprising herself, Leah took the woman's hand. Faintly warm and dry, it had a soothing effect. Reminding herself she had no reason to trust the woman, she let go and pointed at the chair. "Would you like to sit down?"
Esme's eyes sparkled when she smiled at Leah. "I was just about to ask if I could. Thank you."
She settled into the chair. It was big and cozy, meant to hold Leah without pinching at her hips or generous thighs. Seth had dwarfed it with his muscular frame, but Esme fit perfectly. She arranged the long skirt she wore and rubbed lightly at the chair's armrest for a second before she turned her attention back to Leah.
"I'm a witch, in case you're wondering why I'm here."
Leah's brows shut up. She felt her odds worsening.
Two crazies and one rude, possibly sane, one.
Esme leaned closer, as if she had a juicy piece of gossip to share with an old friend. "Seth wants me to put a forgetting spell on you, but I'm not going to."
Seth offered a surprised grunt.
Dana shot out of the corner to stand next to Esme's chair, his face tight and gaze furious. "The hell you won't. You're blood bound to protect the clan."
Esme brushed at her skirt, never looking toward Dana. "If you want your dog to stay, Seth, keep him chained."
The men exchanged a look, Seth's gaze darkening. Dana retreated to the corner with a scowl marring his good looks.
Seth rested one hand on the back of the chair and looked down at the crown of Esme's head. "He's right. You must hold to your ancestor's oath."
"Right, I'm sworn to protect the clan, yadda, yadda, yadda." She rolled her eyes then smiled at Leah again. "Thing is, she's clan."
A dismissive snort sounded in the otherwise quiet corner.
Seth shook his head. "She's not, but…"
"I was told she triggered your mating response."
Mating response? Was she freaking serious? Leah looked at Seth to find his eyes locked on her mouth. His own lips had darkened, parting slightly to reveal a hint of teeth and tongue. His cheeks flushed, nostrils widening as he lifted his gaze to meet hers.
"She did."
Leah responded with a soft gasp.
"It's not as distressing as it might sound." Esme reached across the mattress to cover Leah's hand before looking back at Seth. "You touched her forehead and she responded, right?"
"Not exactly." Seth shook his head again, the gesture less certain than before. "She passed out -- not the same."
"Your hand was tingling, that's why you used it -- you sensed her wolf totem and responded as alpha to calm her and avoid exposing the pack."
"You're all crazy," Leah whispered and withdrew her hand from Esme's.
"I wish I were, honey, but the sad truth is you're a latent." She closed her eyes, her mouth pressing into a flat line, her voice just as even as she explained. "Somewhere up the family tree you have a pair of shifters and a child born to them who couldn't shift."
Dana growled in the corner, his weight restlessly flexing from one leg to the other. "Latents don't exist."
Esme looked directly at Dana for the first time since her arrival. The right side of her top lip curled and she flicked her hand at him. "Neither do werewolves."
Her focus returned to Leah. Tears shimmered in her eyes as she finished explaining. "The scent in a child that cannot shift is different, detectible at birth. Used to be such children were killed straight away, a draught of something every midwife carried to put them to sleep and they never woke up. The wolf clan considered it a mercy. The children couldn't run with the pack, but they would be hunted and killed by the pack's enemies all the same."
Feeling a knot form in her throat, Leah tried to swallow it down. It bubbled back up, releasing with a soft whimper. Who the hell would do that to a baby and think it was a mercy?
"Stop this, you're upsetting her." Seth put his hand on Esme's shoulder. "Just cast the spell."
"You don't understand." Esme brushed his hand away and inched closer to Leah. "These two came to the building tonight looking for a Hunter, one who finds and kills shifters. Only the Hunter wasn't looking for a shifter here -- there aren't any. He was looking for you. I'd be signing your death warrant if I put a forgetting spell on you."
Seth suddenly lifted his hand, stretching his fingers as Leah crawled toward the opposite side of the bed, her gaze growing bigger and her breathing becoming erratic. He shook his hand then balled it into a fist and rubbed his other hand against it.
Esme glanced over her shoulder. "It's tingling again. Do you believe me now?"
Seth nodded.
"Good, leave us alone for a few minutes so we can talk."
"No." He folded his arms across his chest, his stance widening.
Leah slid off the bed and crouched between the mattress and the wall. Her fingers tightened into a fist. She couldn't hope to win, but they'd leave here bloodied. "You're all crazy and I want you out now."
Esme pinned her in place with a hard stare and four words. "You dream about shifting."
Leah shook her head but her mouth trembled with the truth.
"You do." Her gaze narrowing even further, Esme nodded. "And you're so quick to say we're crazy because you grew up around people with violent mood swings. You have them yourself. You don't want to believe us because you think that would mean you're crazy, too, and there's nothing you're more afraid of than that."
Esme rubbed at the chair's armrests again, her eyes fluttering shut. "This is your favorite spot in the apartment -- maybe the whole world right now." She reached up, her hands caressing the flared wings of the chair's back. "You come here when you're afraid, lonely, missing someone very close to you."
Behind Esme, Seth growled but she ignored the warning. "Amanda…"
Tears flowed down the cheeks of both women.
Leah sniffled. "What do you know about Amanda?"
Esme's hands started to move across her stomach, her expression growing increasingly strained. Dana moved from the corner, his hand nervously reaching for the witch's shoulder but freezing before he touched her.
"She was like you," Esme answered. "Same hair…same eyes."
"My sister." Leah sank onto her bottom, her back against the bedroom wall and just her head showing above the mattress.
Esme took a shaky breath, her hands gripping the flesh of her belly, her nails pressing into her blouse and the skin beneath. "She's gone now."
"Murdered," Leah confirmed.
Esme nodded, her hand coming up to brush at a lingering tear. "You should come with us, but I won't put a forgetting spell on you if you refuse. No one will believe you if you say anything."
She rested an elbow on the mattress, her hand reaching across the bed toward Leah. "But whatever you do, you have to leave here tonight. If not with us, then go far, far away. And you have to keep on moving. You can never stop running."
Leah closed her eyes, drew her bottom lip between her teeth. When she looked up again, she hooked Esme's gaze and held it. "How do I know you're not the ones who want to hurt me?"
"It's simple, honey." Esme stood and shook out the folds of her long skirt. "You'd be dead already."
********************
Seth carried an overstuffed duffel and suitcase into the guestroom of Esme Foster's house and placed it center of the bed. Walking to the window, he opened the curtains and checked the lock. He could feel Leah out in the hall hesitating at the room's threshold. Slightly angling his head, he caught her reflection in the glass pane.
"Promise I won't bite, baby."
He'd meant it as a tease but she started wringing her hands. Sighing, he closed the curtains and turned to her. The room was small enough that it only took a few steps before he stood beside her. He expected her to retreat into the hallway, but she stood her ground, impressing him. Even within his pack, people had a way of backing away from him. Only Dana, his second in command, and Esme stood up to him -- and now Leah.
He closed his eyes for a second, breathing her in. This close, her smell made him drunk with need -- even more than it had been in the elevator or on the car ride back now that he'd had time to study its intricacies. There was a bite of hot pepper to it, like the fire she'd shown at her apartment when she told him to leave. An undercoating of dark chocolate gave just a play of bitter before her scent finally relented and melted across his tongue rich and sweet.
Opening his eyes, he fought the urge to curl his hand along the back of her pale neck and pull her to him for a first kiss. The timing sucked -- he had to figure out what her being a latent meant for the clan, not to mention the whole werewolf thing she had to deal with and the ashes of her dead sister Esme had stirred to life.
"You can go now." Leah lifted her chin, tried not to look at him and failed.
Her face was a work of art, the canvas smooth and pale with thin traces of blue beneath the skin. A barely perceptible cleft dented her narrow chin. He pictured his thumb flat against the spot, using it to control the tilt of her head as he kissed her. Those startling green eyes would close in surrender when his lips touched hers.
Not green. Green was too bland a description. She stared at him with irises the color of pale liquid moss, the kind he could happily roll around in for hours in his wolf form. Right then, her pupils pulsed, their size huge. Watching them dance, he leaned a little closer and felt heat flare through her body.
God, what a body. The memory of pressing against her made his cock twitch. Definitely on the plus side, she had rounded arms with wide flared hips that dipped back down to plump thighs. Not at all like the women in his clan who were as hard and muscled as the males.
His gaze moved to her breasts. Full and sensuous, he could bury his head between them if she would only let him. But first he would suck the nipples to a swollen peak. Just thinking about it turned his tongue as hard as his dick.
He blinked, his gaze refocusing on the most lush, fuckable woman he'd ever seen. His woman, no matter how much she might deny it. She was a latent. She'd triggered his mating response. She didn't understand yet what that meant, but he knew. All the shifters before them, all the living, fucking, and dying to make room for the succeeding generations had distilled down to this one woman -- his genetic mate.
He reached up, not so much rethinking the kiss as knowing he had to taste her mouth before he took that hot, sweet pussy. She stepped back, her pupils growing impossibly bigger.
She swatted at his hand. "There'll be none of that!"
Fiery, but winnable. He grinned, matching her steps away from him until she had her back up against the door to the opposite room. Wrapping his hands around the door frame, he bent down until his lips were even with her glistening strawberry pucker of a mouth. Seth dropped one hand, slid it along the small of her back and pulled her to him.
"Do you know how much control it's taking not to strip you naked…"
Pausing, he trailed one fang over the curve of her ear. "Throw you on the bed…"
He sucked the bottom of her lobe into his mouth, his cock swelling with the need to plant his seed inside her.
"And lick you head to toe before I fuck you?"
A sexy little whimper, chased by a full-body shiver, ran through Leah. She surged against him for one brief second of pure heaven before she pushed at his chest and glared up at him.
"Do you even speak English?"
"No, but I hear he can howl in both Mandarin and Cantonese." Esme appeared around the corner carrying fresh towels for the guest bathroom and a small travel bag.
Ignoring Seth's frustrated growl, she disappeared into the guest room and placed the items on the dresser. Re-entering, she pointed down the hall. "Pillow and blankets are on the couch. Keep the snoring to a minimum."
Leah shook her head, the raven black strands settling in a tousle around her face. "He can't stay here."
The hell he couldn't! Seth wrapped a lock of Leah's hair around his finger. Soft, smooth as silk, it made him wonder how much smoother and softer the fur between her legs was. His cock shifted inside his jeans. Not only was he staying -- he'd be damned if he would sleep on the couch, not when she was this close. He'd almost had her. A kiss, a lick along the corner of her mouth and she would have forgotten the ridiculous human rituals of courtship and surrendered.
Esme snorted. "If you can convince him to leave, please teach me."
Seth dipped his head back down to Leah's ear. "Yes, love. Convince me."
He didn't care if Dana's witch was standing right behind him. He exhaled along the curve of Leah's neck, heating the sensitive flesh before the tip of his tongue darted out to stroke it. Running his palm across her breast, he felt the tip harden. Her scent, heavy with arousal, rose to greet him. He took a deeper breath in, realizing she was just days away from ovulating.
As a latent, it was possible she would be able to bear his children. There were no little ones in the pack. A decade had passed since the last child was born to any of the clans. A hungry growl escaped him, his hand tightening on her breast as his chest started to ache.
"Staying right here, beautiful."
Leah reached between them, pressed her thumb against the underside of his chin and pushed. "I'll leave if you don't."
Her voice caught as she rejected him. Seth pulled back, his gaze landing first on her eyes. It hurt too much to look at them. Anger sparked deep inside the pupils. The quiver in her mouth told him he'd gone too far. The lick, the breast, calling her love.
The ache in his chest deepened. If the stories about latents were true, she should be feeling the same connection. His mating instinct would not have been triggered otherwise.
Behind him, the witch cleared her throat. "Seth--"
He growled. Whatever Esme was going to say, he didn't want to hear it. He didn't need the two of them ganging up on him.
The warning didn't deter Esme, just softened her tone. "It's a lot for someone who grew up outside the clan to process."
"You said they were hunting her." Turning away from Leah, Seth glared at Esme. "She's in danger and she's my..."
Feeling Leah stiffen behind him, he swallowed the word down before he could say it. She had looked horrified back at her apartment when Esme had mentioned his mating response. It hadn't helped that he lost control of the change in the stairwell, showing her his fangs. Despite her body's continued arousal, she probably thought he was some kind of rabid beast who would claw her to shreds.
"Fine." He relented with a snarl. "Dana will watch her."
A small swell of satisfaction eased his pain as Esme paled. Petty, he knew, but he felt better knowing he wouldn't be the only one whose night was ruined. Dana and his pretty little witch could be miserable right along with him.
Esme acquiesced with a tilt of her head, her nostrils flaring slightly in irritation before she waved him away. He turned, gave one last look at Leah, who studiously avoided his gaze, and left the house.
********************
Certain she wouldn't get any sleep, Leah started to unpack the duffel. Once she agreed to leave with them, Seth had given her only thirty minutes to gather up a few clothes and any keepsakes she cherished. Lucky for him, her salary at the school only managed to keep her fed with a low-rent roof over her head for the year. She'd been able to bring all of her clothes and her only keepsake -- a silver-framed picture of her and Amanda.
Esme stood just inside the doorway watching. "Do you mind if I help?"
Leah looked over her shoulder at the woman, hoping her eyes countered the indifferent lift of her shoulders. She had a million questions she wanted to ask if she could only figure out how to start and what topics might be off limits.
Grabbing some hangers from the closet, Esme opened the suitcase. "You know, if you're curious about anything…"
Leah chewed at her lip, uncertain which question to start with. Esme had already fed her information on the drive. Leah knew they were in a remote area an hour out of the town she lived in, with all of the surrounding land owned by the clan under various names. She knew the clan consisted of several packs, each numbering anywhere from a handful of werewolves to a couple dozen and headed by a pack leader like Seth. Years past, packs would have been blood related, but the people Esme referred to as the Hunters were close to achieving a complete genocide.
Her stomach did a sick back flip at the thought of so many people ruthlessly murdered.
Pulling a pair of slacks from the duffel, she handed them to Esme. "Are there other humans living with this clan?"
"Two." Putting the slacks on the hanger, she walked over to the closet and hung them. "My mother, Camille, and a healer named Gordon who looks as old as Moses."
Opening the suitcase, Leah unwrapped a blouse from around the silver frame. Both women in the picture had pure black hair. Frail from childhood, Amanda was the smaller of the sisters despite being three years older than Leah. They had their arms around each other, their heads turned toward the camera, lips puckered in a playful kiss to the friend snapping the photo.
Leah placed the frame on the nightstand and looked over her shoulder. "Is your mom a…uh..."
"Witch?" Esme laughed and nodded. "My family has served the clan for nine generations."
Returning to the bed, she gestured at the picture. "You and Amanda?"
Clearing her throat, Leah looked away. "Yeah, the summer before she was murdered."
"About the frame," Esme scratched at her chin for a second then pinched at her lower lip. "You have to be careful with silver around the pack."
Leah's head swiveled. "You mean that silver bullet mumbo-jumbo is true?"
"Not exactly." The suitcase and duffel empty, Esme settled on the edge of the mattress. "Silver is a conduit for magic -- it magnifies potency. It's dangerous to the pack in my hands because I'm a very well-trained witch. So if I chucked a silver tea tray at Dana's head…"
Looking as if she'd contemplated the act more than once, a grin erupted across Esme's face before her expression quickly sobered. "Anyway, as a latent, there's a certain magic inherent in you, even if it's unschooled."
Leah started to protest, but Esme cut her short. "No one ever called you a jinx growing up?"
Leah didn't answer.
"You didn't have a talent for finding things people lost?"
"Anyone can figure--"
"And you didn't always know exactly before someone you cared about or really disliked showed up or called?" Esme studied Leah for a few seconds before grinning again. "Hot damn, three out of three!"
Picking up the suitcase and duffel, Leah turned away and put them in the closet. She felt her cheeks heat up, the witch almost as good as Seth at making her feel self-conscious. Leaning against the closet doorframe, she watched Esme put fresh linen cases on the pillows.
"I sort of shut it off after Amanda died." Suddenly cold, she wrapped her arms around her chest. "The week before she was murdered, I had a feeling of dread, leaden…suffocating."
Esme stopped dressing the bed and stared at Leah. "You've had it again since then."
Leah nodded. "It started a few days ago. I didn't recognize it until you said Amanda's name at the apartment."
Crossing the room, Esme gently took Leah's hands and held them. "That's why you came with us."
Blinking, Leah felt a small trickle of tears. Freeing one hand, she wiped them away. "I was going to run a few errands this afternoon after I started a load of laundry but the sensation got really heavy. I locked myself in my apartment until it stopped about ten minutes before I ran into Seth."
"There was a Hunter nearby," Esme confirmed. "That's why Seth and Dana were at your building. As a latent, you would have sensed whatever charms the Hunter was using to locate you. It stopped because of your affinity for Seth's totem, which is unusu--"
A loud knock at the front of the house interrupted Esme. Her nose twitched and she released Leah's hand.
"Dana?"
Esme nodded.
"I'm really sorry you have to deal with him on my account."
"That's my problem, not yours." Heading toward the hallway, Esme stopped. Reaching up, she pinched her bottom lip again, her gaze studying Leah's face. "That question you weren't ready to ask -- the answer is yes. I can suppress your latent nature. Hunters won't recognize you for what you are."
Hands curled around her upper arms, Leah tried to pull herself together. It wasn't the Hunters she'd been thinking about hiding from. She'd bet good money that finding her with Seth's pack would be reason enough to kill her, whether or not they could tell that she was a latent. She stopped chewing at her lip and met Esme's gaze. "What about Seth?"
"He already knows what you are." When that only earned her a scowl, Esme smiled sadly. "Yeah, it'll work on him. If you still drive him crazy, it won't be because you're a latent."
Leah's cheeks heated and she hoped the witch couldn't actually read minds. A man like Seth, virile and beyond handsome, wouldn't look at her on the street, in a restaurant or anywhere else. His reaction wasn't an aesthetic attraction to her. She needed to prove it to him and to her own foolish heart before she started believing he really did like her.
She met Esme's gaze just as the knock at the front door repeated, harder and more insistent. Sticking her head into the hallway, Esme shouted.
"Down, boy!" Glancing back at Leah, she winked. "He seriously hates that. Try to get some sleep and I'm straight across the hall if you need anything."
She left, closing the door behind her.
********************
Leah woke to cupboard doors being slammed. She grimaced, recognizing the sounds of a furious woman. Her grandmother had been like that, on a daily basis with no good reason or any of the kindness that naturally flowed from Esme.
Certain that the source of Esme's fury was Dana, Leah dressed quickly, washed her face in the guest bathroom and headed down the hall hoping the man would behave better with an audience.
"Just shut up!" The rattle of fine china punctuated Esme's command. "You don't know the first thing about latents!"
Rounding the corner, Leah heard Dana's soft drawl.
"I know it's bullshit to think that if we can't get our own females pregnant, it's going to magically work with a human just because she's a--"
Dana's words froze as he saw Leah. His mouth flattened to a terse smile. "Morning, Miss Howard. Sleep okay?"
Leah nodded, her gaze jumping from Dana to the man next to him. Another hulking male, he wore a short-sleeved t-shirt, his elbows planted on the breakfast bar and both hands wrapped around a steaming coffee mug.
"This is Cade." Wiping her hands on a dishtowel, Esme grabbed a fresh coffee cup and started to fill it. "He's visiting from another clan and is picking up some herbs for their healers."
She handed the cup to Leah, a sheepish smile on her face. "Sorry if I woke you. He should have been here and gone by the time you got up and you wouldn't have yet another new face to deal with so early in the morning."
Cade cleared his throat. "C'mon Em, you know there's not a woman alive who has a problem dealing with my face."
Leah smiled, not only because Cade was likely right but she had detected more than a flicker of irritation from Dana when the other shifter had called Esme "Em." Leah recognized a proprietary male when she saw one. Dana may give Esme a hard time, but it was clear he had a thing for the witch.
Laughing, Esme snapped her dishtowel at Cade. "Don't let Seth see you flirting with her. I don't have time to heal anyone today."
"Don't worry." He threw a wink at Esme before taking another sip of coffee. "I save all my flirting for you, beautiful."
Dana's arm twitched, the bicep tensing and refusing to relax. "Don't you have a meeting this morning?"
"Yeah." Cade hid a smirk behind his coffee mug. "Important alpha meeting with your boss. Guess you weren't invited."
Leah noticed the subtle flaring of Dana's nostrils, the rest of his face impassive as stone. Setting his mug down, his gaze cut directly to Cade and he smiled. "You should start loading up your truck, then."
Cade rose and retrieved a denim jacket from the coat rack by the door. He shrugged it on, opened the door and stared at Esme for a second. "I could use a hand, beautiful."
Before Esme could answer, Dana was up and to the door, shooing Cade onto the porch. "I got all the help you need."
"It's my cellar." Esme reached for a sweater.
Dana's hand closed over hers. The terse smile re-surfaced on his face. "No need for you to get dirty. I know every damn bottle and bag of bones down there."
Esme snatched her hand back, shook her sweater out and started to put it on.
"You can't go down there." Dana took a step back, his big frame blocking the doorway as Cade leaned against the porch rail and grinned. "Seth doesn't want me alone with his latent. Keeps thinking I have a thing for big girls."
Esme and Cade reacted at the same time. Out on the porch, the male shifter pivoted on one heel, a low growl rumbling in his chest as he reached for the back of Dana's collar. Esme grabbed a heavy wooden cane hanging near the door, her whole face flushing with anger.
"That's it!" She brandished the cane at Dana, the silver knobbed handle bobbing dangerously close to his face and forcing him backwards. "You won't insult me or any guest in my home ever again!"
She leaned down, the silver tip of the cane hitting the oak floor with a loud crack. No longer intent on teaching Dana manners, Cade backed off the porch as sparks flew from the impact.
The first sign of worry flickered across Dana's face. "Em, don't."
Esme spoke, the foreign sounding words coming too fast and angry for Leah to make any sense of them. Her hands wrapped around the silver knob, Esme drew the end of the cane along the floor in front of the door as she repeated the words. Blue light crackled along her fingers and from the tip of the cane, a dark and smoldering line etched into the wood.
"Em, you can't keep me out." Dana took a step toward the door, his foot landing half an inch from the line she'd drawn. He doubled over, the wind knocked out of him and his face instantly bloodless.
Reaching across the threshold, Esme shoved hard against his shoulder. He landed on his ass, immediately regained his feet and charged back toward the door. His hands reached inside, his face contorting in pain as he tried to pull himself back into the house. Strands of black broke out along his skin and raced in streams up his arms.
"Damn it, Dana." Esme pried at his fingers, her gaze darting to Cade for help. "Leave!"
Dana shook his head, his grin pained and determined. "Not happening, babe."
Leah watched, her hand pressed against her mouth to keep from interfering. She didn't think Esme would let it go on much longer but the black spidery lines had reached Dana's neck and were crawling toward his face. He grimaced, his fangs visible and tinged with his own blood.
"Em, he'll kill himself trying to get back in," Cade warned. "You know that."
"Then take him and go!" Esme's voice was raw, the words splitting open as she spoke. "I won't have him in my house again. It's too much, damn it."
Cade wrapped an arm around Dana's waist, the responding snarl vicious. Dana pushed his right leg forward and hooked the heel of his boot against the door frame. The leg started to thin but he wouldn't release his grip.
"Don't fucking try." Dana pulled the rest of his body another inch closer to Esme's barrier.
Sweat poured off both men. Muscles rippled with effort. Fighting both the spell Esme had cast and the muscular shifter behind him, Dana threw his weight forward. Cade wrenched hard left at the same time, letting his feet drop from under him so that his weight and momentum flung both men to the ground.
Esme slammed the door and shot the lock in place. Stumbling to a waste basket, she leaned over and vomited.
Keeping one eye on Esme, Leah peeked through lace curtains to watch Cade throw Dana's sagging body into a truck and speed off. "Where will he take him?"
"To my mother for healing." Esme pressed the back of her hand against her mouth and staggered to the kitchen sink. She filled a glass with water, the shake in her hand so bad half the liquid sloshed out as she brought the glass to her lips.
Leah followed, careful to keep the kitchen island between them. Already convinced of Esme's psychic abilities, she'd still been skeptical about any kind of actual sorcery. Not anymore. The magic pouring from Esme was as raw and visible as the witch's emotions. The air around her sizzled a pale blue, the static electricity raising the fine hairs on Leah's arms.
"I thought your magic was bound to help the clan. Didn't that break the rules?"
Bent over the sink, Esme looked over her shoulder. She lifted one dark blonde brow, her face sweating and sick. "Why do you think I puked?"
"Because you love him," Leah softly answered.
Anguish flashed across Esme's face, but she shook her head, trying to deny it.
Coming around the island, Leah curled a hand around Esme's elbow and led her over to the living room area and the big couch. Blankets were neatly folded at one end, with a pillow on top -- Dana's bedding from the night before.
She scooped them up. "I'll just put these in the linen closet and make us some tea."
A few minutes later when the kettle was on, she brought a cold, damp hand towel folded in a rectangle to where Esme remained frozen on the couch and staring at the front door. Lifting the thick blonde hair, Leah placed the cloth on the back of Esme's neck. Esme looked up, unshed tears shimmering in her eyes.
"Seth will be by soon."
Leah nodded. She expected as much. Between Seth and Dana, she'd seen enough to know that male shifters were protective as hell, but also on the possessive side. She could practically hear MINE blaring in Dana's head while Cade had flirted with Esme. That was without Esme having any "latent" effect that Dana was tuned into.
Seth had said on the drive back he'd sensed her in the building before she ever stepped onto the elevator. His awareness of her had kept him reaching into the back seat to brush her knee or run the back of his hand along her leg most of the drive. The signal went both ways, she just hadn't realized it until her final talk with Esme the night before.
Esme removed the cloth from her neck and pressed it to her forehead. "I'll remove the spell. Seth can just break Dana's fingers or something the next time he gets out of line."
Leah reached up, her hand fiddling with the top button on her blouse. "He wouldn't really do something like that, would he?"
"Probably not, and it wouldn't deter that stubborn idiot anyway." Esme grimaced. "The only thing I can think of is having Camille stay."
"Dana listens to your mother?" Leah kept worrying the button, another solution forming in her mind.
"Hah!" A genuine smile split across Esme's face, light springing back into her eyes. "No, but he's as quiet as a statue when she's around. It's almost worth putting up with her."
Dropping her hand to her lap, Leah traced the pleated line running up one leg of her slacks. "There's another option…what you said you could do last night."
Esme said nothing at first then a long sigh escaped her. "Seth will think you're rejecting him."
"No." She pinched the pleat, sharpening its edge. "He'll realize this is just a bunch of biological nonsense and that he's not actually attracted to me."
Leah didn't expect the scowl that whipped across Esme's face. The witch rubbed her hand from one cheek to the other like an eraser along a blackboard, her expression detached by the time she completed the motion.
"Nonsense or not, if I put a cloaking charm on you, it only works one way." The kettle started whistling and Esme stood. She walked into the kitchen area and turned the burner off. "You'll still sense him, know when he's near, smell him in a way that's unique between mates and their offspring."
She started to pour water into the teacups Leah had set out earlier. Her hand shook, hot water splashing along the tea service. Placing the kettle back on the burner, she braced her hands against the counter.
"And you'll want him just as badly as you did last night." She wiped a dishtowel across the spilled water. "That feeling will never fade."
Pulling her feet onto the chair, Leah tucked her legs under her. Her elbow on the armrest, she propped her chin up and watched Esme finish making the tea. "How do you know this?"
There was a long pause, as if the answer was a secret too big to divulge.
"I have the last known latent's diary." Esme returned to the couch with the cups and tea service on a tray. Glancing up, she saw the question in Leah's gaze. "She died sixty years ago, most everyone's forgotten about latents since then. Obviously there are others, you're living proof."
Leah added cream and sugar to her tea, blew thoughtfully at the steam rising up from the pale brown liquid. "If you do this, the Hunters won't be able to find me. I can go back to my apartment, my job, the kids at the school…"
"Eventually, if you can learn to work the charm yourself and there's enough magic in you to do so." She took a sip, put the cup down and then leaned across the table to stare intently into Leah's eyes. "I know Seth. He won't let you go until he's sure you're safe and he's had plenty of opportunity to change your mind. Even then, I'm not sure he'll let you go."
Leah closed her eyes, tried to picture a future in which Seth didn't take one sniff, find her normal and walk away. She couldn't. It had been sixty years since the last latent had lived in proximity to a wolf clan. A diary of devotion was no proof, just a romantic fairytale.
She opened her eyes to find the witch studying her with open curiosity. Giving a little nod, she signaled her readiness. "Let's do this now, before he shows up."
********************
Near dusk, Seth threw his van in park, the bumper almost on the front steps of the witch's porch. He bounded from the vehicle, his throat clamping down on a growl. The lights in the house were on, the front door open, the screen shut to keep the insects out. He heard the witch's voice, but knew something was wrong.
He couldn't feel Leah. It had taken a quarter mile of distance last night before he'd lost the sense of her nearness. If someone had taken her or she left after Dana's little show that morning, he'd break every bone in his second's body -- after Seth had Leah safely back with him.
He ripped the door open, the latch on the other side breaking like a cheap plastic toy. He shouted her name.
"I'm right here."
Seth spun to his left to find Leah wide-eyed and a little breathless at his entrance. He quickly assessed her appearance, finding no signs of injury. Looking right, he saw the witch on the other side of the kitchen island, a little nervous and her hand wrapped around a silver sugar bowl. Not caring that Esme had been his friend since childhood and was as much his family as any shifter in his pack, he growled.
The soft hairs along her bare arm stood up and she took a step closer to the island's center.
"What have you done to her?"
"Only what I asked her to do." Leah pressed her palm against the back of his shoulder.
The heat of her touch penetrated, calming him -- until her words sank in. She'd asked for this, whatever this was. Some sort of cloaking charm, he guessed. He turned slowly, said nothing as he studied her face.
It struck him again how beautiful she was. Dark, finely arched brows framed eyes he could stare into forever. When she blinked, he physically felt the sweep of her thick lashes against his skin. Her lips parted, the sight of their soft contours birthing a low growl of need inside him.
Without asking if he could, he reached out, wrapped a hand around her hip and pulled her closer. Unlike the female shifters he'd known his entire life, with their hard, athletic frames, she was a cushion of softness. He squeezed, not enough to hurt her, just hard enough to feel her flesh yield. More softness was to be had, the plump thighs would mold around his cock when he finally sank into her as would that sweet round ass when he took her from behind.
Her gaze grew larger and he realized he hadn't quite stopped growling. He turned his head, his eyes still on Leah but wanting the witch to know he was addressing her. "Leave."
No sound of movement. His mouth hardened until Leah gave a faint nod, her attention focused beyond his shoulder. A few seconds later, the screen door lightly slapped shut and he heard Esme's footsteps disappear off the porch.
Leah swallowed, her gaze bouncing everywhere but in his direction. "She said you wouldn't like this."
"I don't." He curled his free hand around her other hip.
She wet her bottom lip, his eyes drawn to its quiver. "She said you would take it as my rejecting you."
"You're not?" A small flame of hope sputtered inside his chest. Dana's little show had cost him, but Leah was still here. That had to count for something.
"I just want you to see what you're reacting to." She gestured loosely at her lush frame before taking hold of his wrists, her hands too small to circle them.
Seth knew she wanted him to release her. Still holding onto her hips, he opened a little more distance between them. His gaze traveled down her body. His cock straightened inside his pants, the tip crawling up toward his belt line as his flesh stiffened.
He needed to be inside her, had spent a restless night imagining it over and over. He licked his lips, inhaled deeply. The charm had buried her unique scent as a latent, but the warm, musky feminine odors rolling off her were enough to drive him crazy.
Looking back up, he saw her gaze unfocused. The mix of surprise and languor in her face and the inviting part of her lips made his cock ache.
"You can still sense me, can't you?"
She nodded. Her full breasts rose and fell as she breathed deeply, each intake coming a little quicker than the last.
"You feel how badly I want you--" Smelling a fresh burst of her cream, he groaned. His thumb caressed her hip and he stepped forward. Her breasts moved against his chest, the hard little nipples dragging up and down.
He pressed closer, felt the soft swell of her stomach against his erection. Dropping his mouth close to her ear, he whispered his reassurances. "We're not them, Dana and Esme. It's different. You're blood, even if you can't shift. We are meant for one another."
She tried to shake her head but he stopped her, his fingers threading through the thick dark strands to clasp the back of her skull. He'd never gotten that kiss last night. If he had, Dana's performance never would have happened. There would be no question of Leah wanting to hide from him.
Time to remedy that mistake.
He claimed her mouth in slow, measured steps. It started with a brush of his lips against hers. A more insistent press followed as his bottom lip swept up from below her mouth then pressed back down to part her lips. His tongue explored the narrow opening, licking and curling until her jaw relaxed.
His arm slid around her waist, cinching her tight against his body. Fingers ensnared in her hair, Seth forced her to tilt her head back, the gentle strain opening her even further. His tongue pushed all the way in, moving along her top palate before retreating entirely. He sucked her bottom lip, gnawed softly at it before his tongue invaded again.
His palm flat against the small of her back, he tugged, relaxed, repeated to slowly butt her lower stomach against his hard cock as he demanded more of her mouth. Breaking the kiss, he waited just long enough for her to suck in a mouthful of air before he took her again.
When she started to shake in his embrace, he quickly bent down. His arm landed against the back of her knees to collapse them. Scooping her up, he carried her down the hall. Inside the guestroom, he pushed the door shut with his foot then placed Leah center of the bed. When he put one knee on the mattress, her gaze refocused, alarm registering in those green pools of mystery.
She brought her hands up, shielding herself as he reached for her. "We can't--"
"We are." Capturing one of her hands, he kissed the ends of her fingers, sucked one rounded tip into his mouth as his other hand worked the button of her slacks open.
Catching his intent, she gasped, tried to stop him. He grabbed both of her wrists, brought her hands up over her head and draped his body across her. Her wrists were delicate, easy for him to hold with one hand.
Kissing her, Seth undid the buttons on her blouse. Her whispered protests deepened to soft moans, her hips beginning to roll beneath him. He pushed the edges of her blouse apart.
Hoping for a front release on her bra, his gaze landed between her lush breasts. A silver pin held a small sprig of white petals in place. Seeing the familiar flowers, he growled and reached for the pin. "Witch's lace."
Leah clutched at the sprig, her grip crushing some of the petals. She shook her head. "You have to go--"
Cocking his hips, he slid lower down her body. Her eyes fluttered shut, her mound cresting as the thick, hard line of his erection pushed once along its seam before moving on. He'd deal with the charm later, when her will and sweet cunt were melting beneath his tongue.
Halfway down the mattress, he tugged her slacks and shoes off. Using his broad shoulders as a wedge, he muscled her thighs apart. She tried to push at him, her touch only enflaming his desire. The panties came off in two pieces, the air stirred by rending them ripe with her juices.
Instinct drove his mouth straight to their source, his tongue and nose separating her labia to lick and smell, both senses savoring her honey. His hands gripped her full hips, holding her down as he started to suckle her clit.
She stopped fighting, stopped arguing. The only sounds coming from her were the soft coos gurgling in her throat and the tense draw of her nails against the bed's linen as she arched her hips.
Gripping one plump labia with his mouth, he tugged at it, moved to the other. His hands free, he undid his jeans and kicked off his boots, his mouth never breaking contact with her flesh. He surfed up her body, shedding the bottom half of his clothes.
His t-shirt came off the same way her panties had -- in pieces. With his cock nestled against her clit, he tugged the blouse down her arms. He watched the fabric move over her body, saw the silver thread that had been quickly worked into the side stitching, the ends freshly cut.
Seth needed her completely naked, stripped of the charms the witch had dressed her in. He tossed the blouse on the floor, pushed his hands between her body and the bed to unhook the bra. She was too far gone to protest any more, her body wiggling beneath him, her pale throat convulsing with moans.
When the bra left her body, her scent hit him like a brick in the face.
His mate, his woman.
Grabbing her head with both hands, he buried his face against her neck, his teeth pressed against the sensitive flesh. He wanted to spear into her and ease the ache that had settled into his swollen balls. She was wet, ready, her need dripping onto the linen beneath her.
With a rough growl, he tore himself away from the pulsing temptation of her throat and slid down her body to continue feasting on her cunt. Her moans escalated, turned guttural and fierce as her hips slammed left, down, crested up, her clit swollen and throbbing beneath his tongue.
She sank her fingers in his hair, the nails scratching his scalp as her mound pressed harder against his mouth. Her surrender was near, her release closer still. He fastened his lips to her, his tongue working the small pearl guarded by the tender hood with feather light strokes.
Bringing his hand between her legs, he slowly buried two fingers inside her. Her channel gripped him, flexing rhythmically as her uterus contracted. Her clit bobbed against his tongue, the start of her climax already upon her. Her legs tensed, her pussy tightening as her hips jerked up.
She cried out -- his name, a string of unintelligible words, desperate whispers, promises -- and then she unleashed her sweet nectar, drowning him, wetting his questing tongue over and over until the waves rolling through her finally subsided.
********************
The most bone-shattering climax she'd ever experienced over, Leah peeled her eyes open to find two-hundred plus pounds of pure sex appeal staring down at her. He'd shown up at the house shaved less than an hour ago, now he sported brisk stubble and his eyes had that mesmerizing green glow back in them. She knew if he smiled, there'd be a hint of fang but the thought didn't frighten her.
The memory of men like Seth was deep in her blood. Fangs had grazed her skin in the first wet dream she could remember. She'd thought she was a freak growing up, her fantasies filled with growls, the threat of teeth and nails.
Fresh need coiling inside her, Leah's gaze moved down his body. She'd been peripherally aware that he had stripped his clothes off, her senses too pre-occupied with the ecstasy his mouth and hands delivered to process his nudity. Now she could see he was all muscle and…
Her heart stalled as she took in the size of his cock. He was as long as a football from pointed end to pointed end. Inhaling with a shuddering breath, she felt the walls of her cunt squeeze in anticipation. The soft growl of her lover told her he knew exactly the effect he had on her, could smell the fresh burst of cream leaving her.
She expected him to lower his body over her, spread her thighs again and thrust into her. Instead, he flipped her onto her stomach, her weight nothing against his strength. Hearing another growl vibrate roughly from him, she looked over her shoulder. Seth stared down at her ample bottom, his mouth partly open and the tip of his tongue resting against his upper teeth.
One hand roamed her left ass cheek, squeezing and rolling the flesh, as his other hand stroked his gorgeous cock. Liquid beaded at the wide slit in its crown, fat translucent drops dribbling down onto his fingers. He smeared the fluid with two fingers then rubbed her pussy with them, slowly moving toward her open core and inserting them. Stealing more of his pre-cum, he buried three fingers in her.
She started to rock, the timing of her back and forth motions synced to the hard contractions rolling through her cunt and the thrust of his hand. She ached for him, needed the thick cock inside her. With soft mewls, she begged him for it.
Grabbing her hips by both hands, he raised her ass higher. His hand left her hip and angled his cock down until the thick head pushed against the quivering gate of muscle that ringed her channel. The same hand smoothed along her back to push her shoulders lower, flattening her breasts against the mattress.
Slowly he sank into her. She couldn't guess his girth but he felt twice as thick as any lover she had taken. He stretched her, his hot gaze searing her flesh as he pushed deeper. His lips moved, his jaw working, fangs flashing as he fought to keep control. Four inches from his base, his nostrils flared and his eyes sealed shut as he closed the distance by dragging her up his dick.
Leah moved to lift up on her elbows.
Seth's growl stopped her. "Down."
His eyes were open again, his expression feral masculinity. He was taking her, his mate, would do so this time exactly as he pleased, which meant his thrusting into her from behind with his big cock filling her, her ass high in the air and her chest flat against the bed. A shiver ran over Leah, her whole body contracting simultaneously in perfect submission to the beast claiming her.
He began to rock with her, pushing and pulling her body along his length. Her swollen pussy felt like there were two thick heads inside her, the big hammer at the end of his cock and again, a few inches up from the base, an even bigger knot of pleasure driving in and out of her but keeping him anchored inside. She tightened around it, the strength of her moans shocking her.
She was coming again, harder than the last time, which should have wrung every last drop of satisfaction from her body, it felt that good.
"Mine."
She looked at his face, saw the tremor of strain as he approached his own release. "Yes," she moaned, hugging him with her pussy for emphasis. "Yours."
His orgasm uncoiled like a whip, his cock jerking inside her, that big knot in the base inflating and deflating with each spasm of his climax. She cried out, fighting for air, the pulsing throb in her cunt dictating when she could and could not breathe.
Behind her, Seth slowed, his hips still making leisurely thrusts, rolling in small circles to keep that ball rotating inside her.
"You're killing me," she moaned, only half joking.
"It only feels like heaven, beautiful."
She tried to laugh, but another sharp twinge of pleasure rattled the sound in her throat. Her hips bucked, bucked again and then he popped free. Dropping to his side, he pulled Leah onto her back, his big hand covering her mound and squeezing as his tongue invaded her mouth.
God, he was a great kisser, a fabulous fucker. Her mouth still pressed to his, she smiled then moaned as he dipped a finger inside her pussy. Her head lolling back onto the pillow, she closed your eyes. "You know I don't have your stamina."
"I'll let you nap." He kissed the side of her ear, his finger retreating from the slow tease he had started. "But only if I get to stay."
********************
In the end, it was Seth sprawled the length of the bed sound asleep, his sculpted chest rising and falling as, wide awake, Leah stared at him in wonder. He was beautiful, still completely naked and his cock in a continuous semi-rigid state. Certain all she had to do was reach over and stroke him once and he would be hard and ready, she rolled quietly off the bed and went to the closet for fresh clothes.
Esme had altered just one set of her clothes to work the charm, with the intent that Leah would practice on her remaining clothes. The ones she retrieved from the closet were unspelled. The last thing she wanted was for Seth to wake up and think she had rejected him all over again. She'd been insane to want to hide from him.
Her mouth puckered in thought. Not insane, just self-conscious and unable to believe a man that looked like he did could want her. Having now experienced his uninhibited desire for her, she was willing to accept that he needed a very plump yin to his hard-muscled yang.
Wanting to see if Esme was okay, she tried to school her face into something that didn't wear a canary-eating grin. Hard to do -- she felt sore in all the right places, her nipples and clit hypersensitive from her earlier arousal. Hell, there was no "earlier" to it. She was more than ready to fuck Seth again. And she would -- at his place.
Right now she wanted to check on the witch and thank her for her friendship and hospitality. It had to be hard, even as powerful as Esme was, to live as a human among the shifters. She needed to know that she had an ally, that Leah wouldn't shun her now that she had accepted her place in Seth's life as a latent.
Stepping into the hall, she found Esme's bedroom door open, the bed still made from that morning. She walked down the hall, only one lamp in the living room on and Esme nowhere in sight. Worry growing inside her, Leah stepped quietly onto the porch. It ran the length of the house, the front door at the center, a small table and two stools on the south side and a pair of rockers at the north end.
Turning toward the rockers, she saw Esme motionless. The moon above and the lamp from the living room lit her upper body. Wanting to wake her gently, Leah tiptoed up to her sleeping friend. Looking down at Esme, she smiled.
Killer cheekbones, a strong chin and delicate brows shaped the round face. While she had looked gorgeous enough the night before, she'd taken extra care of her make-up that morning, due in no small part, Leah assumed, to the fact Dana had slept on her couch. The lips were a pale rose, the same color dusting her eyelids before blending into a silver gray beneath her eyebrows. A healthy pink colored the apple of her cheeks, the rest of the skin a soft cream.
Leah hoped, with a good dose of common sense and at least a little groveling, Dana would straighten up and make her new friend happy. If things could work out between a latent and a shifter, it couldn't be that much of a stretch for a fully human woman, particularly when she was a witch.
Reaching out to lightly touch Esme's shoulder, Leah froze. The black cardigan Esme wore unbuttoned over her top had shifted, its edges bunched to the side and exposing part of her bra line. Moon glinted off a thin strip of silver -- the underside of a pin. Attached to the pin was the same type of flower Esme had pinned to Leah that morning.
Mouth flattening into a straight line, Leah carefully folded the hem of the sweater up. She couldn't be sure with just the moonlight and inside lamp, but she thought she saw the glitter of silver thread. She ran her thumb over the area, the texture of spun metal unmistakable.
She drew back. There had to be other uses for witch's lace and silver thread. Hundreds of other uses -- the silver merely there to magnify the charm. Retreating to the front door, she let it shut loudly enough to wake Esme.
Leah watched as Esme came awake with a start, her hands quickly assessing her clothing before she looked at the source of the sound. Seeing Leah, she offered a weak grin.
"He let you out of bed, I see."
Heart sinking, Leah nodded. While there might be untold uses for the flower and silver thread, there was only one reason for Esme to make sure Leah didn't see them.
Esme was a latent. A latent in love with a shifter, with the two of them usually at one another's throat.
Something sharp twisted inside Leah's chest. She'd already been rejected by people she loved -- her mother and her grandmother. And then she had lost Amanda. She wouldn't go through that again. Looking back through the screen door and the hallway, Leah mourned what could never be.
Esme stood and walked toward her, her smile strengthening. "So you've worked things out."
Leah shook her head. "I thought so, but…"
She forced herself not to gesture at Esme, at the spot where the witch's lace rested against her breast or the silver thread worked through the seam of her clothes. She wouldn't tell the witch she knew the truth. She'd let Esme share her secret once she trusted Leah enough.
"I made a mistake." She fiddled with the uncharmed hem of her blouse, her voice a soft whisper of uncertainty.
When Esme put her hand on Leah's shoulder, she looked up to find the witch's face filled with regret. Esme gave her a gentle squeeze. "Are you sure, honey?"
Moving into the witch's comforting embrace, Leah nodded. "Can I sleep in your room tonight?"
********************
Seth didn't leave without a fight, but all the words exchanged were between him and Esme. Esme cautioned patience, which might have calmed him had Leah not also insisted on his removing any extra guards from around the witch's house. In the end, he capitulated to the request for time and space -- from him.
He would not yield when it came to guards. Betas from three different packs rotated through three shifts a day, their post maintained at the far end of Esme's long drive. That lasted a week and would have gone on until reports of other latents started trickling in.
The pattern followed Leah's discovery, shifters from other clans drawn to nearby towns with reports of Hunters in the area. By the end of the first week, three new latents had been discovered. With the clan leaders realizing that the Hunters were targeting these women as part of their crusade to make shifters extinct, resources were re-allocated.
The guards were pulled, the clan's alpha deeming Esme's charms to cloak Leah's nature and the location of her house deep within their territory sufficient to keep Leah protected. The absence of the men from the other packs didn't mean the two women went unwatched. Sitting on the long porch around the table with Esme teaching Leah the art of witchcraft or reading together in the rocking chairs, one or the other of the women would raise her head and stare out at the tree line as she sensed her mate. Leah never remarked when Esme scanned the area for Dana -- the witch still thought her secret intact.
On the second week, Leah met Gordon, the only male human in the clan. Esme had been kind when she said he looked as old as Moses. She'd been kind in calling him a healer, too. Able only to attract scraps of magic, Gordon was mostly an herbalist. Only one week into her training and Leah could have run circles around him if she'd been so impolite. Instead, she fumbled when he was around, letting him teach her spells she'd already mastered.
Ready for another hour of fooling the old man, she watched Gordon pull to a stop in front of Esme's porch. His driving no better than his witchcraft, Esme had spelled the house to make sure he stopped before he could collapse the porch a second time.
Instead of getting out of the vehicle, Gordon blared his horn.
"What on earth, Gordon?" Esme stepped off the porch and approached his car. He whispered something in her ear. Esme straightened and started to return to the house, but he grabbed her wrist with one bony, gnarled hand.
"I've got all the supplies we need, there's no time!"
Leah approached the porch railing. "What's going on?"
"One of the team's found another latent, near your apartment building." Esme looked at the front door, started to move toward it again, but Gordon would not release her arm.
"She's injured." He wheezed when he spoke. "They can't move her and it's bad, too bad for me to heal her."
"I need my phone." Esme twisted her wrist, freeing herself from the old man's grip.
"We'll use mine. The girl could die."
"Fine!" Esme spun back toward the vehicle, her hands flapping for Gordon to move over. "Then we don't have any time for you to drive, move."
Leah took a step off the porch. "Should I come? I can help you."
"No, Seth would have my head if I took you off clan land." She shook her head, the strength of her dismissal setting her blonde hair bouncing around her shoulders. "Too risky. Even charmed, that many latents would be like sending up a flare. The Hunters would pinpoint us immediately."
"Aye-aye, cap'n. I'll hold the fort down." Leah offered a perky salute, hoping to ease Esme's worry about leaving her alone.
The witch frowned, the furrowed line in her forehead deepening. "Stay inside, doors locked, promise me."
Gordon nodded. "Best do as she says, child. I'll text Seth and let him know you're out here alone."
Faking a smile, Leah thanked the old man. He still hadn't caught on that the last shifter she wanted to see was Seth. Even thinking about him hurt. The times he'd waited just beyond sight, guarding her without her permission, had been pure torture. She'd felt his restlessness, his need. Whatever emotion he felt magnified inside her, each day harder to bear without him than the day before.
Watching the car disappear down the long drive, Leah went inside and locked the doors.
********************
At dusk, Gordon's car returned with just the old man inside it. Seeing the vehicle make solid contact with the porch, Leah's stomach tightened. Some spells didn't last beyond the witch who had cast them. The sentry spell on the porch was one of them.
She ran outside and threw open the car door. "Where is she!"
Gordon shook his head. "She's alive, but hurt bad. Camille is on her way, but--"
Leah knew Camille was visiting another clan, the trip at least half a day by car.
"Take me to her!" Leah ran around the back of the vehicle and hopped in the front passenger seat. "There's got to be something I can do until Camille reaches her."
"Seth--"
"I don't give a damn what Seth says!" She hit the car's dash, blue waves of energy rippling out from the point of impact. "Take me to her now, Gordon."
His mouth set in a grim line, he put the car in reverse. Realizing she should have made the old man let her drive, she told him to pull over.
The car picked up speed. "It's not far from the clan's land," he argued. "I know these old roads better than you, girl. Watched 'em built as a boy."
Leah stopped arguing and willed the vehicle to go faster. The car seemed to respond, Gordon whipping around the curving country lanes like he was a young man running moonshine. He laughed once, the oddly joyous sound strange falling from his ancient lips with Esme injured.
The car skidded to a stop next to an overlook on the road. Parked next to them, one of the shiny black van's the clan used idled with the side door open. A blanket covered a woman's body, dark blonde hair spilling onto the van floor from beneath one edge. Leah unhooked her seat belt and bounded straight into the van.
She touched the figure, realized her mistake in trusting the old man a second too late as strong hands grabbed her by the arms and someone slapped duct tape over her mouth. The tape was followed by a hood cinched tight at the throat.
"Now I have a witch and a latent."
The smooth, unaccented voice sent a chill down Leah's spine. The chill turned to a frozen dagger stabbing straight into her heart as the van shifted into gear and he spoke again.
"I can't wait to kill them."
********************
Leah woke to the sounds of torture. Duct tape sealed her mouth, but the hood had been removed. She slitted her gaze, hoping her captors would continue to think her unconscious after they had choked her in the van.
Her eyes landed first on Esme and it took every last scrap of willpower Leah had not to cry out at the sight of her battered friend. Bruises blotted her face, the skin over the right cheekbone split from a blow, the eye above it swollen. A wet rag filled her mouth, the sides of her face red from where the tape had been roughly removed.
Someone had stripped Esme down to her bra and panties. More scratches and bruises marred her pale flesh. Her arms were stretched out, held by two men. Three of her fingers bent back at an angle that was impossible unless they were broken.
"I like to brand my witches before I kill them." The voice belonged to the man from the van. "Let's the devil know who sent them."
Leah scanned the length of her friend's body to find the speaker standing near Esme's feet. He held an acetylene torch to the end of a small branding iron, the head an elaborate Q glowing orange from the flame's heat. He moved, his back half turned to Leah as he ran his hand over Esme's thighs in search of the perfect spot. White bolts of static crackled in the gap of air.
"Jesu," he laughed, raising his hand and watching the size of the bolts increase. "I've never drained a witch as powerful as you. I'll be a fucking god for a few days with your juice in me."
"You'll give me the latent's power?"
Leah recognized the second voice. She didn't need to risk looking at the figure in the dark corner to know that the whine belonged to Gordon.
"I told you I would, old man." Stepping closer to Esme's head, the man toyed with the cloth in her mouth, pulling it almost out, pushing it back in, then giving it another pull. "Bet you wish you could talk right now."
Esme's gaze narrowed. Leah knew if looks could kill, their host would be dead on the floor. Lucky for him, spells required speech. Laughing again, he looked at the Q.
"Damn thing's cooled. Can't have you half branded." He nodded at the men holding Esme's arms. "Keep her still."
Re-lighting the torch, he gestured at Esme's full hips. "You think it's her size giving her all that power."
Gordon responded with a phlegmy grunt and a lift of his frail shoulders. "Her mother's a skinny enough bitch."
"She's far more powerful than Camille." The man inclined his head in Leah's direction without looking at her. "And that one has quite a lot of juice, too. The two of them together…"
An excited shiver coursed through him.
"Leah's mine," Gordon reminded him.
"Hah, of course." The brand's tip glowing orange once again, the man returned his attention to Esme. "As I promised, you'll get yours."
The witch's fierce gaze had remained on him. Showing no sign of fear or the incredible pain she must feel, Esme watched him bring his arm up in an arc, taunting her with the inevitable searing touch of the brand. He brought the iron down quickly, his attention focused on the outside of one plump thigh as his target.
Leah closed her eyes tight. The agonized scream piercing the air shocked them open. It wasn't the scream of a bound and gagged woman. A man had made that sound.
Esme's tormenter screamed again, the Q embedded against his hip, the smell of his burning flesh filling the air. His arm flailed violently, pulling the iron free with a wild jerk. The Q, still hot, hit the man holding Esme's right arm straight in the cheek.
Realizing the ensuing chaos might be her only chance to save herself and Esme, Leah wiggled until her hip was against the edge of the table they had placed her on, her legs coiled tight to her body. Taking aim, she kicked the ring leader, hitting him with both feet against the side of his knee. He buckled for a second, losing his grip on the iron. Rising back onto his feet, he spun in her direction, murder in his eyes.
Leah had a momentary awareness of Esme pulling the rag from her mouth. The two men that had held her were fighting to clamp a hand against her lips as Gordon fumbled through a spell.
Concentrating on her own attacker, Leah took aim at his crotch and kicked.
Sneering, he caught Leah's feet before she could turn his balls into clam chowder. "Your sister Amanda didn't fight half as hard."
She froze, her eyes locked on his. From behind him, she heard the impact of bone on bone. Forgetting her sister, Leah's gaze jumped to the side just in time to see Esme's head snap back. Laughing, Leah's attacker drew a long-bladed knife from the back of his pants.
Leah's lips parted, but no sound came out. The terrified scream that had been building died in her throat, choked off by a familiar sense of safety. Her head jerked right to stare at the wall.
"Wolves!" Gordon warned. "They've found us, Quentin!"
Spinning, Quentin snarled and buried the blade in the throat of the nearest of the two men that had attacked Esme. Across from him, the other man buried his own knife in Gordon's throat.
Bending down, Quentin snatched a gun from the dead man's boot. From the other side of Esme's inert body, his last living helper smirked as Gordon folded to the ground. The smile was short lived. Quentin fired two shots. The first put a hole through the final man's head. The other took out the only light in the room.
Leah heard the sound of something heavy being dragged along the floor, hinges creaking and the hard thud of wood hitting wood. From the wall to her right, metal clanked. A second later, the wall was in pieces, two high-beam headlights illuminating the dust-clogged air.
It took another second before she realized not all of the bodies near the vehicle were human. A shifter stepped into the light, his frame too big for her to believe she knew him. But she recognized his scent, the warm drip of caramel subduing the pure terror clawing at her mind.
The shifter contorted as he moved, bones popping and snapping, his size diminishing until it was clearly Seth standing in front of her, as naked as the night he had taken her in Esme's house.
Seth's arms were around her in an instant, crushing her against his chest. "Leah, say something, baby."
"Esme…"
A low, howling whine drew her gaze to where her friend sagged in the arms of another shifter. The high-beams bounced off red-gold fur. The strangled cries coming from Dana's throat reminded Leah of a dog she had found run over. It had taken ten minutes to reach the vet's office, which had been about three minutes too long.
Leah tried to fight her way out of Seth's embrace. "We've got to get her to Camille, now."
Seeing her intent to reach Esme, Seth shouted a command for the van's driver to take Leah and put her inside the vehicle. She kept fighting. She had to touch Esme, had to use the small amount of healing magic she'd learned to keep her friend alive until they reached Camille.
Seth tried to calm her. "Baby, his wolf is in lock down, he'll shred you if you go near her."
"No." Sagging in Seth's arms, she looked at Dana. "Please, you have to let me help her. You love her."
The change came over Dana with none of the grinding bones or popping cartilage that had marked Seth's shift. Even human, he still seemed feral. Leah twisted out of Seth's grip, his hands staying on her shoulders as she cautiously approached Dana. Risking her hand on his arm, she guided Dana toward the van. Climbing in first, she told him to place Esme where her head would be cradled in Leah's lap.
He obeyed, growling lightly when Leah brushed the hair from Esme's cheek and the witch winced. Seth tensed, the van's cargo door closing behind him. Trying to ignore the tension running through the two shifters, Leah focused on Esme.
There was blood, too much blood.
Seth handed Leah a wet cotton square and she cleaned Esme's face, forcing the magic down through her fingers and into the split skin.
"You knew." Dana's voice was hollow, the accusation empty of any threat or anger.
"Quiet." Leah ran her fingers through the thick blonde curls matted with blood. Gently, she explored the scalp. Leah's hands tingled, more magic leaking from Esme into Leah than she could offer the witch in return.
The van took a turn too sharply. Dana threw one leg out, bracing his body to keep Esme from being jostled. Looking at Esme, his gaze slowly died. "All these years, baby. You should have told me."
Leah fixed him with a hard stare. "Don't! She can feel you, even if she's unconscious. Don't accuse her. Tell her to stay with you. Tell her you need her to come back."
He nodded slowly, fire re-igniting in his eyes. His hand caressed Esme's hip, slid under her back.
"No," Leah cautioned, sensing that he wanted to hold the witch and cradle her close. Two weeks ago the glare Dana threw Leah would have frozen the blood in her veins. She shook her head. "She stays exactly like she is until we reach Camille."
She looked at Seth. "How long?"
"Five minutes, she's meeting us at the nearest border house."
Closing her eyes, Leah lightly cupped the back of Esme's head. There was swelling at the base. She willed it to recede, her magic pleading and coaxing, her touch a gentle vibration disrupting the building pressure inside the witch's skull.
********************
Five minutes.
Three hundred seconds.
Each one an eternity.
Seth slammed the door to the van open as Camille ran from the house and up to the vehicle. He lifted the older witch, setting her down directly in front of Esme. Her hands shaking, she ran them over her daughter's body in search of the most life-threatening injury.
"Her head." Leah cradled the edges of Esme's skull. "It's still swelling at the back. I couldn't get it to go down."
Camille nodded, her hand slipping under Esme's neck. She chanted, the words coalescing around the witch's limp form like a caterpillar's cocoon, the strands of magic a phosphorescent blue.
She looked at Dana, oblivious to the naked body covered with Esme's blood. "We need to move her inside, gently."
Demonstrating inhuman strength, he lifted Esme from the bent position the van's height forced on him and eased her to the door. Camille moved in sync with Dana, her hands hovering near Esme's head to keep the cushion of magic firmly in place.
Seth and Leah followed them into the house, watching from the doorway as Dana delicately placed Esme on the mattress. Camille pointed at Leah.
"You stay." Her finger drifted to Dana. "Out."
Sliding into a kneeling position next to the bed, he ignored the woman. Leah moved toward Esme. His hand curling around her arm, Seth held her back.
Camille's head whipped in their direction.
"Tell your mate I need you." Her voice broke as only a mother's could. "She needs you."
Leah looked at Seth. She could feel the tension coiling inside him. He had only held her for a few seconds after her rescue. As her mate, he wanted to make sure she wasn't ignoring any of her own injuries. From her lessons with Esme and the last latent's diary, Leah knew he needed his scent back on her after she'd been held hostage by other men. His instinct to protect her was so strong it overrode his responsibilities as pack alpha. That she'd kept him at arm's length before the kidnapping only heightened his need.
Throwing her arms around his shoulders, Leah tightly hugged Seth and quickly rubbed her body against his, her clothes soaking up his scent. "I'm okay, I promise. We'll have time once she's stable."
Knowing the danger of touching him much longer, Leah pressed her cheek against his and rubbed her hands over his arms for more of his scent before hurrying to the bed.
Gently, she steered Dana down the mattress where he could still touch Esme without interfering with her care. He gripped the witch's foot, his thumb rubbing at its sole as his gaze focused like a laser on Esme's face.
Leah caught Camille's attention. "What do you need me to do?"
Reaching out, she took Leah's hand and placed it over Esme's chest.
"Breathe for her."
********************
An hour before dawn, Leah staggered away from the bed. A healer from the nearest clan had arrived to relieve the women for a few hours of rest. The swelling in Esme's head was gone, but Camille had placed her in a very deep sleep to keep her motionless.
His position unchanged, Dana stood vigil at the foot of the bed, dried blood flaking off his naked flesh.
Stepping into the hall, Leah encountered Seth. Still wet from a recent shower, he carried a bundle of fresh clothes, feminine but not hers. Grabbing Leah's arm, he pulled her into the next room. The door closed, his hands immediately undoing the buttons on her blouse.
She tried to stop him. "Seth--"
"No." He didn't yell, but there was no arguing with his tone. "These are charmed. I want them off you now."
"Okay," she whispered, releasing her hold on his hands.
"You will never shield yourself from me again." A slight hysteria edged his voice as he unpinned the witch's lace from her bra. Reaching behind her, he unhooked it, freeing her breasts and tossing the fabric to the floor. "If those men hadn't removed Esme's charms…"
Realization crept through her. Seth and the other shifters had only found them because of Dana's connection to Esme. If Esme's charms had still been in place, Seth and Dana might have spent the night running circles in those woods.
Grabbing her by the shoulders, Seth stared into her eyes. "Never! Do you understand?"
Leah nodded, his fierce gaze breaking the last of her control. She collapsed against his chest, her breasts heaving in relieved sobs. He hugged her, his big hands traveling along her arms and back.
"Ditch the panties, baby." His tone softened, his fingers already moving to help rid her of that last bit of fabric.
"Seth!"
He chuckled before turning serious once more. "They're charmed, too, love. I still can't feel you completely."
"Oh…" Pushing his hands aside, she started to wiggle out of her underwear.
"Disappointed I didn't have something else in mind?" His hands caught her breasts as she leaned forward. He tugged their hardening nipples before squeezing the firm flesh.
Blushing, she lied with a shake of her head. "It wouldn't be appropriate anyway."
Trying to turn from him, she reached for the clothes he'd tossed down on the dresser.
"Not so fast, baby." Pulling her back into his arms, he buried his face against her neck, nuzzling the sensitive flesh as his fingers explored her lush backside. Inhaling deeply, he sighed. "You smell like chocolate dipped chili peppers and…"
He paused. There wasn't supposed to be an "and." Tensing, he ran his nose along her cheek.
"What's wrong?"
"Apple." His hands returned to her breasts, testing their weight, finding them swollen and a little tender, the nipples exquisitely sensitive.
She hadn't noticed the change before but she could feel it with the way his fingers explored her flesh. "Is apple bad?"
"No." Cupping the back of her neck, he coaxed her head into a relaxed position. His other hand dropped between them, the fingers stroking the fur of her sex. "Leah, you're pregnant."
She nodded then realized she didn't quite understand. "How do you know you're not smelling your own scent? You smell like apples to me."
Capturing her bottom lip, Seth sucked at it for a second. "I know, trust me."
Seth shifted his weight to his other foot. Leah felt the solid rub of an erection against her hip. His fingers grew bolder between her legs. "Baby, I need to get you home. To our bed. ASAP."
She managed a slight gesture of acquiescence before all of her muscles melted beneath his touch. "Camille wants me back around noon, when they plan on moving Esme. And someone needs to manage Dana then. Get some clothes on him at least."
With a low growl, Seth forced his body to move to the door. He gestured at the change of clothes. "Five minutes, I want that sweet ass in the passenger seat of my van."
Squirming beneath his hot gaze, she blushed and waved him from the room. "Be there in three."
********************
Leah waited alone in Seth's bedroom. If she stood next to the door, she could hear his voice as he debriefed the clan's alpha over the phone. The timing of the shifter's call sucked, but she didn't mind the few minutes it gave her to explore the small space.
A huge four-poster bed occupied most of the room. Antique, it had thick burgundy draw curtains held in place by heavy corded tassels. The bedspread was a rich damask, the object on top of it startling her.
Standing at the edge of the mattress, she reached down and ran her fingers through the fur. Gray strands mixed with brown and black, forming a dense undercoat with coarser guard hairs extending out. Not bear, not fox -- but wolf, several of them stitched together judging by the size. Wrapping her hands around one heavy corner, she lifted it to her face and inhaled.
The familiar scent of her mate ran thick and deep. Her body tightened, Seth's presence so strong in the room she felt dizzy.
Hands grabbed her hips. She jerked, the motion unleashing a deep moan. Behind her, Seth closed the distance between their bodies. The base of his erection pressed at the top split of her rounded ass. She could hear him breathing, heat and moisture steaming against her neck as he bent his head.
"I'm going to fuck you on top of that." He squeezed her hips, molded her lush bottom around his cock and balls.
"Okay." She laughed at her response and the heady breathlessness of her acceptance.
"Turn around."
His hands guided Leah until she faced him. His fingers moved from her hips to the bottom hem of her sweater. Slowly, he dragged it up over her stomach and breasts, peeled it off her arms and tossed it to the floor. By chance or choice, there was no bra to remove. He cupped the underside of her breasts, testing their malleability with slow, sensual pulls that made her nipples ache.
Looking down at where his hands touched her, Leah gasped.
"Shhh, love, it's normal in our women this early."
It was breast milk. She tried to push his hands away but he wouldn't release her.
"But I…we…humans don't do this at two weeks."
Seth shook his head, his fingers massaging her breasts more deeply. "Baby, you're a latent carrying a shifter's child. You're not dealing with human hormones anymore."
Dipping his head, he did the unthinkable, taking one ripe, dripping nipple into his mouth and gently sucking. Her uterus contracted, her center of gravity dropping straight to her pelvic floor to soak her panties.
With his free hand, Seth pushed her slacks and underwear down her hips. The fabric pooled around her ankles. Reaching behind her, he lifted one heavy round globe, his fingertips digging into the flesh as he squeezed her to him.
Feeling his cock against her stomach, only his pants separating them, another pulse of moisture slicked Leah's thighs. He continued to mold her ass, grinding her mound against him as he nuzzled her breast.
With a sudden growl, he wrapped both hands around her shoulders and forced her to sit on the bed. The brush of soft wolf skin made her squirm, the heat pooling between her thighs almost unbearable. Pressing a finger against her breastbone, he pushed until her back rested flat against the fur.
Seth bent down, stripped the sandals and the last of her clothing away. Pushing her thighs apart, he stepped between her spread legs and started to undress. He moved with sinewy efficiency, muscles flexing and rippling as his shirt came off. He took his time removing his bottoms, giving her a show of his surging cock and powerful thighs.
The line of dark hair that ran up his abdomen to lightly fan across his chest thickened beneath her gaze. His slow rumbling growl told Leah he could feel her desire intensify, the almost psychic exchange creating a sensory loop that left her panting for his cock.
"Not yet, baby." Pressing his thighs against the bed, he gathered a fold of the wolf skin in one hand and slowly fisted his shaft.
Leah whimpered as she watched thick strings of pre-cum dribble from the tip to land on her mound, penetrating the soft covering of hair and dripping down her pussy. Reaching between her thighs, she spread her labia and smeared his juice over her clit. Seth groaned, the slow-falling stream thickening as he stared at Leah fingering her swollen flesh. His grip on his cock tightened, shutting the flow as a quiver rolled over his body.
Falling to his knees, he rubbed his nose against her cunt hair. Pinching her labia apart, his tongue uncurled along her sex, the tip dipping into her wet core before licking a line up to where his juices mingled with hers.
He lifted his gaze, hooking her attention. "Watch me, baby."
Leah couldn't take her eyes off him if her life depended on it. He was pure smoldering sex, his expression as devouring as his mouth. He licked her again, his tongue curling up to raise the hood of her clit and press it against his upper teeth. He pulled, his tongue still moving, stroking.
Milk leaked from her breasts, gathered in small rivulets to create a shallow pool at her navel. Stretching up, he dipped his tongue in it, his lips suctioning against her skin. His thumbs penetrated her cunt as he lapped at her stomach. He stretched her, stroked her, his touch roughening.
A shudder rolled through Leah, her pussy contracting, the tight clit bobbing with the pulse of her need.
Licking his lips, Seth returned to her aching clit with a growl. His lips fastened tight, his teeth indenting her swollen flesh. He sucked, thumbs thrusting. Her hips started to jerk, her spine arching, ass pressed hard against the bedding as she cried out.
Unrelenting, three rigid fingers replaced the thumbs, the tips curling up inside her. He wanted to wring another climax from her, to have her coming hard beneath his hands and mouth before he flipped her onto her stomach and fucked her wet, swollen folds without mercy.
Leah clutched at the wolf skin. Her mound crested against Seth's tongue and teeth, her sheath tightening around his fingers as another climax thundered through her.
"Roll over." The order was rough, issued through gritted teeth.
Leah turned onto her side and tried to pull her legs onto the bed. Not what he had in mind, Seth flipped Leah the rest of the way onto her stomach and pulled her legs off the mattress, her thighs still spread as he stood between them.
Leaning over her, he snaked his arm between her breasts, supporting her weight at the same time he pinned her immobile against him. His cock entered her hard and fast, a snarl tearing through his throat. He was going to take her roughly, slamming his hips into her soft bottom over and over as his hot mouth seared her back.
Her breasts bounced with each hard thrust, her nipples swollen and dragging along the wolf skin. Climaxing again, she tightened around him, the knot near the base of his cock already inflated to a mind-blowing diameter with his cum. His teeth grazed her shoulder, the muscles of her cunt lashing around his shaft to rope him in place.
Trapped inside her, pushing, pulling, the knot in his cock kneaded that sweet spot just inside her cunt over and over until she was reduced to a groaning, writhing mass of flesh that cried and came and called his name.
Seth erupted inside her, his teeth sinking at last into her shoulder, pinning her until the last jet of cum left him.
Too numb to move, Leah allowed Seth to lift her body the rest of the way onto the bed. He settled on top of her, his arms supporting his weight. Exhausted, she smiled at him, her mind already drifting toward slumber.
He stroked her cheek, his gaze serious as he studied her expression. "You know this is forever, baby."
Feeling the swell of emotion inside him, Leah nodded, her throat too tight to speak. There in his bed, for the first time in her life, she felt at home. This was where she was meant to be. No one would take it from them, not the Hunters nor any other enemies they might encounter. They would cherish it, holding it as tightly to them as they held one another.
********************
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