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Prologue

“Ballroom full of people—designers, models, me and a few other photographers
and of course, the press.” Max cradled the phone to his shoulder as he stretched out on
his bed. “I'd been dodging her all night. Did not want to deal with her. She finally
catches me.” Jackson—Jax to his family—grunted so Max knew he still had his
attention. “You know me. I don’t want to cause a scene.”

He ignored the choking sound on the other end of the line and continued on with
his tale. Timing was everything. “I'm trying to be polite, trying to get her to move on
but damn, whatever I said, it was the wrong thing. She just snapped.”

“What happened?”

“She grabs the front of her very expensive designer dress and yanks. Rips the thing
in half. Glitter’s flying everywhere. She pulls back the edges and screams ‘Are my tits
too small? Is that why you won't fuck me?””

“You're kidding.”

“No lie.” Max answered his twin’s groan, pleased to recognize the laughter in his
brother’s voice. Something was going on with Jax and Max didn’t know what to do.
Even separated by more than a thousand miles, Max was determined to take care of his
brother. So he did what he always did —told stories, made Jax laugh, until he could
weasel out what was wrong with his twin.

“What did you do?”

“Ilooked at her tits. What else was I going to do?”

“And...” Jax prompted. Max hesitated because well, truly, it hadn’t been his finest
moment.

“She’s right. They’re a bit on the small side.”

“Tell me you didn’t say that.”

“No.” Max rolled his eyes. His brother should know he had better sense than that.
“I said, ‘Lady, it's not your tits that are too small, it's your 1Q.””

“Max, you didn’t.”

He winced at the memory. “Yeah, it just kind of slipped out. But she only got in one
good punch before I escaped.”

“She hit you?”

Max could practically see his brother jolting up in his seat, ready to jump to his

defense. As twins they were protective of each other. Doubly so because of the wolf’s
innate tendency to protect its pack mates.

“Don’t worry. She hits like a girl.”
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Jax laughed and the sound comforted Max. Whatever was bothering Jackson wasn’t
so intense that he’d lost his sense of humor. That was the first thing to go when Jackson
was stressed.

“Don’t let our sisters hear you say that.”

“God no.” Max hadn’t lost all sense of self-preservation. Bridget and Kiki would
take him down if they heard him.

“So uh what happened to her, standing there, you know, topless?”
“Ah, it’s Vegas, baby. Topless women aren’t that unusual.”

“Only you, Max. This kind of shit only happens to you,” Jax said. The clink of ice in
a glass told Max that Jackson was enjoying a drink. Probably a G&T. Max shuddered.
He didn’t know how Jax drank that stuff.

“I don’t know why. It wasn’t like I egged this girl on.” Even though Jax couldn’t see
him, Max shrugged.

“Mom always said you just fall into trouble.”

“And you rise above it.” He laughed hearing their mother’s voice in his head. The
family joke was that Max just fell into trouble —usually involving women. His mother
didn’t seem to mind. She used to tell him when he fell for the right girl, he’d fall hard
and the landing would be soft. He thought about Dani, his—well, he wasn’t sure what
she was at the moment. He was pretty sure he hadn’t fallen hard for her, not the way
Mom predicted, but that didn’t mean they weren’t good together. The sex was hot and
she was beautiful. He didn’t need a “mate”, didn’t want one.

He shook his head, clearing his thoughts and ready to make a sharp transition in
topic. And get to the purpose of this phone call —what the hell was bothering Jax?

“So what’s going on with you?”

“Nothing much.”

The way he said it—with just a quick sigh—made the hair on the back of Max’s
neck stand up. His brother was keeping something from him.

“Jax.” That was all he had to say —a warning that he wasn’t going let this go.

Jax hesitated then said, “Max, I'm fine. Just helping out a friend on a project. It’s
nothing big.”

A low hum of excitement ran beneath Jax’s voice. That combined with the fact that
Jax wouldn’t tell him what was happening made Max’s muscles twitch. Jax was the

sane twin. The thought of him being tense and secretive made the hairs on the back of
Max’s neck stand up.

Max tapped his finger on his thigh. He opened his mouth, ready to ask again. He
wasn’t letting Jax off that easily.

“How’s Dani?” Jax asked. Max shook his head. Pretty clever, switching the focus to
something Max didn’'t want to discuss. His failed—or failing, more accurately—
engagement.
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“Uh, fine.”
“Doesn’t sound fine.”

Damn, his brother could read him as well. “No, she’s good. Really.” He tried to
inject a little enthusiasm into his voice.

Jackson didn’t press and Max was grateful. The impulsive decision to get married
had been quickly followed by the realization that things were moving a bit too fast.
When Dani had suggested they “take a break”, Max leapt at the chance. Still, it was
embarrassing to get unengaged three weeks after it had happened. He'd talk to Jax
about it at Mik’s wedding, get some advice on how to tell the parents.

“When are you heading to Mik’s wedding?” He looked out the window of his
apartment. The lights of the Vegas Strip glittered in the distance. He’d been thinking
about going out, dropping twenty bucks in a slot machine. He didn’t gamble much but
occasionally it was a way to kill time. Better than sitting around his place thinking.

Jax was probably doing the same thing in his house, staring at the night sky. That
Jax had ended up in Alaska was still a surprise. That they’d ended up living in different
states was part of Max’s discontent. He liked being near his brother. But for now he
needed to be here and Jax was reasonably settled up north. They got together several
times a year. Often meeting up and going to visit their family.

Max listened to Jackson’s groan and smiled. They obviously felt the same way
about the family gathering. With Mik getting married, their mother would turn her
attention on them. He could already hear the gentle nags about when he and Dani
would be setting a date. “The Thursday before,” Jax said.

“Cool, that’s when I'll arrive as well. You bringing a date?”

“Right.” Jackson laughed. “None of the women I know would exactly blend with
our family. You bringing Dani?”

He sounded eager, teasing, trying not to press but Jax definitely wanted answers.

“Probably not. She’s got a new show starting. Bad time for her to be gone. Listen,
I'd better go.”

Much longer and he’d break down and confess.
“Yeah. Have a good night.”
“You too, Brother.”

Max hung up and tossed the phone on the bed. It wasn’t just that something was
going on with Jax, something was wrong inside Max as well.

Without even noticing, he realized he’d gotten up and started pacing, doing his
whole caged animal impression. He needed to see Jax. The phone worked but he
needed to connect with his brother. Needed to see his brother. And then maybe he’d
find the courage to make the face-to-face confession that he and Dani were “on a
break”.

He flipped open his laptop and got online. The only thing on the schedule for the
next week was a bathing suit layout. Though he hated missing the opportunity of
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seeing models in tiny clothes, the urge to visit Jackson took precedence. He'd find
someone to cover the shoot while he made a quick trip to Alaska.
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Chapter One

When no one answered the door, Max dug into his pocket and pulled out the key
ring Jax had sent him two years ago when he’d moved in. It was crazy. They lived a
thousand miles apart, but still swapped keys. Jax had a set for Max’s Vegas apartment.

He put the key in the lock, calling out at as he walked in. There was always the
possibility Jax was home and just didn’t want to answer the door. God forbid Max walk
in on his brother with some woman. They were close, but he didn’t need to see Jax
having sex.

“Jax! You around?” Silence echoed back. Max dropped his bag on the floor and
stopped. Something was off. He scanned the room. Nothing blatantly out of place, no
cushions overturned or pillows unstuffed but damn, it looked like Jackson’s house had
been searched. It felt like the room had been tossed.

Jax was almost fanatical in his need to be organized. It helped his sense of control.

Max pushed the door closed behind him and sniffed the air, letting his wolf senses
come to the front. His vision turned black and white. The loss of color sacrificed in favor
of crisp sharp focus. Human sweat lingered in the room —surface scents, not imbedded
in the furniture. Papers were scattered across the dining room table. Books were
misaligned on the shelves. Not that Jax was completely OCD, but he had obsessive
tendencies. He never would have left his place like this.

Max closed his eyes and listened. He was alone in the house. At least as far as living
creatures.

If Jax is here, his heart isn’t beating.

Reining in the wolf’s volatile emotions, Max forced himself to move methodically
through the house. If Jax were still here, he was beyond human help. Letting the anger
simmer in his chest—that someone dare threaten his twin—he checked the kitchen,
newly remodeled and gleaming. Nothing out of place. Whoever had come in, they
hadn’t bothered to search this room.

Max finished examining the first floor then moved upstairs. He stopped at the top
and sniffed again. The human smells continued. Jax’s scent lingered beneath the
intruder’s. You know he was alive two days ago, Max reminded himself.

Strangely reluctant to continue the search, Max forced air into his lungs and urged
his feet around the corner, moving to Jackson’s bedroom first. Empty. The bedside
tables had been opened and not closed properly. So had one of the dresser drawers. Not
like Jax. A quick peek in the master bath told him it was empty as well.

He retreated, not touching anything, and went to the next room. Jax’s place wasn’t
big and he used the second room as an office-guestroom. Max pushed open the door
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and sighed. Empty. Thank God. But here the disarray was more pronounced —files
opened and emptied onto the floor.

What had they been looking for? And had they found it?

Questions that Max wanted answers to, but first he needed to answer the most
critical one —where was Jax?

He flipped open his phone, ignored the message indicator —another call from Mik,
one from Dad —and hit speed dial one. His heel bounced restlessly on the ground as he
listened to the buzzing ring in his ear...and heard it echoed downstairs.

Sighing, Max followed the sound and found Jax’s cell phone on the kitchen counter.
Wherever he was, he didn’t have his phone.

Max shook his head. Jackson appeared to most of the world as the stable, organized
methodical brother. Only their family knew the truth. Jackson had to be organized.
He’d forget his head if wasn’t attached —as their mother used to say.

Max paced the living room and debated whether to call the police. Would they even
care? It wasn’t obvious unless you knew Jax that the house had been searched and for
all Max knew, his brother might be on a plane flying into a remote Alaska village.
Jackson consulted with a couple of the Alaska Native Corporations and sometimes had
to fly to Nome and Bethel.

Not caring that he invaded his brother’s privacy, Max went to the phone and picked
it up. The tone beeped in his ear indicating he had messages. He dialed in to Jax’s
voicemail and waited. One message left two hours earlier.

“Jackson, it's me.” He didn’t recognize the feminine voice. “I'm just calling to
remind you about tonight. I know you won’t forget — you never do—but I'm compelled
to remind you. If anyone understands that, it's you, right?” She laughed like it was a
joke between them. “ Anyway, eight o’clock at Gideon’s. I'll see you there.”

Max hung up the phone. Whoever the woman on the phone was, she was right
about one thing—Jax didn’t forget appointments. If he was supposed to be there
tonight, he’d be there. Or Max could officially panic.

ol R B B

At seven fifty-five Max sat down at the bar in Gideon’s. It was a restaurant-bistro
kind of place. The dining area was down a short, dim hallway, leaving the bar in an
intimate corner of the building. So far, Max liked the atmosphere—dark but not
depressing. It was the kind of place he and Jax would have hung out in—if they lived in
the same city. It had an elegance that would appeal to Jackson and a sensuality that
called to Max. And based on the top-shelf liquor that lined the back of the bar, they
probably had a great wine list. That sparked Max's interest.

The female bartender approached. Before he could ask for a wine list, she placed a
glass in front of him —filled with clear liquid and ice. He sniffed. Gin. Tanqueray and
tonic, if Max had to guess. Jax’s drink.
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“Evening, Jackson.”
Max thought to correct her but something stopped him.

“Alone tonight?” She leaned forward, the motion pushing her breasts together and
straining the top of her t-shirt. Along with the interesting display of cleavage, it gave
Max a chance to read her name tag. Jackie.

“I'm meeting someone.”

A smile bent her lips, tainted with disappointment but more arrogant than anything
else. As if she knew Jax would reject her...and he didn’t know what he was missing.

“Aren’t you always? Oh and I think she’s here now.” Jackie tipped her head toward
the entrance.

Max turned and followed the direction of her gaze. A woman stepped in the
doorway and scanned the room with an almost computerized precision. Starting at her
left, she observed, catalogued and dismissed the four other parties in the room.

Her gaze landed on him and she nodded once, the movement brisk before she
walked forward with efficient steps.

He took the few seconds he had before she reached him to check her out. She was
on the taller side of average. A gray cardboard box suit camouflaged most of her body
so he couldn’t get a precise read on her form. It looked like she had some curves but he
couldn’t tell through the ugly clothes. The loose skirt ended just below her knee and the
matching jacket hung down past her hips, hiding both her ass and her breasts.

The way she moved indicated efficiency and competence. And the combination
made him want to muss her up —see her with her hair hanging around her face, panting
as he fucked her, begging for him to come inside her.

But the prim set of her mouth killed that fantasy. She looked like the warden of a
women’s prison. A real prison—not one of the fun, sexy versions so popular in porn
videos.

Her blonde hair was pulled back in a tight bun that rested against the nape of her
neck. It left her face completely bare and made her cheekbones stark, harsh lines on her
skin.

On any given day, Max would have looked past her. Not because of her average
appearance but because of the dull, repressed aura that surrounded her.

On a bad day, this would be the kind of woman Jackson would choose. Personally,
Max had always thought Jax needed to find a wild woman, someone to loosen him up,
not encourage his control-freak tendencies.

Not that the woman wasn’t pretty —she was in a rounded, comfortable sense —but
the serious set to her eyes and firm line of her lips screamed she’d be no fun in bed.

“If you ever get tired of vanilla,” Jackie the bartender whispered, “call me. I'll give
you a great ride.”

10
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Max nodded, thinking he might take her up on that. Of course, he’d have to come
clean about not being Jackson. But that was for later. First he needed to meet this
woman who was expecting Jax.

“Hi,” she said as she got close. There was no intimacy in her greeting, nothing to
indicate she and Jackson were anything more than friends. Her voice was husky and
low, a little breathless, the kind of voice that would deepen while she was being fucked.
The sound reached inside him and triggered an unexpected fantasy —the two of them
naked, fucking hard against the wall. Her legs wrapped around his hips, her mouth
open, moaning his name as he pounded into her. The image shook him and he drew in
a long breath, trying to slow his thumping heart, maybe clear his mind. Somehow she
didn’t look like the type to want it hard against the wall.

The bartender. That’s your kind of woman, he reminded himself. Tough, cocky and
wouldn’t squawk when he crawled out of bed in the middle of the night.

But even as the fantasy faded, a delicious, sexual scent wafted toward him —making
him hungry and hard in one breath. He tipped his head to the side and inhaled again,
searching for the source. Sweet and intriguing. Hmm. It came from the woman before
him. His cock twitched and the wolf growled. Great. Getting hard in a public place. Not
what he needed. A week without sex and his wolf was getting tense.

She leaned back and did a quick glance at his body.
“This is a new look for you.”

“Uh, yeah.” Max hadn’t planned to impersonate his brother when he’d left the
house. And he still had some hope that Jax would show up. They could all laugh and
Max could try out the bartender. Though the idea didn’t sound that appealing now. He
took another breath, capturing more of the seductive perfume that tantalized his nose.
More. He licked his lips. More, yes. On his tongue.

His cock swelled, nudging the fly of his jeans.

“It looks good.” He jerked, then realized she was talking about his clothes. “Are
you ready for this?” She blinked and looked at him, her eyes glittering with emotions he
couldn’t classify —excitement, fear, hunger. They all blended together, linked somehow
to his brother.

“Yes,” he said, infusing the single word with confidence.
Relief eased the back of her neck and her shoulders relaxed.

“Good. I saw Gideon as I came in. He says they’re already in there. Just go with
what we planned and everything will be fine.”

Max nodded, the cryptic conversation intriguing.

“Let’s go.” She tipped her head and started to walk away.
He looked at his drink — untouched.

“I'll bring it in to you,” Jackie offered.

Max shook his head. Gin made his stomach revolt and his head spin. He had a
feeling he needed his wits tonight.

11
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He tossed money on the bar and followed the woman in gray.

She waited for him in the hallway leading into the restaurant. Her fingers fluttered
along her purse strap. Tell her. Tell her you're not Jax.

“Listen—" he asked.

She shook her head. “We’ve been through this. You're not talking me out of it.”

“No, I-"

“It was your idea in the first place. Now let’s just do it.” She hesitated, her gray eyes
drilling into his, a strange mix of determination and uncertainty.

“Just one more thing,” she said. She rolled her shoulders back as if bracing herself
for an unpleasant task. The movement separated the edges of her jacket and he could
almost, almost see the shape of her breasts. The sight distracted him enough that he
didn’t notice that she’d stepped close. Very close.

She wrapped her fingers around the front of his shirt and pulled, dragging him
down, drawing her up until their lips were inches apart. She hesitated then closed that
short distance, pressing her mouth to his. The awkward connection registered in the
corner of his brain moments before it short-circuited.

A faint voice he recognized as his conscience warned that she thought he was Jax,
but when he moved to speak, his lips brushed hers and the silk of her skin was too
tempting to not sample again. He rubbed his mouth across hers, the seductive scent of
her skin sweeter and stronger close up. Needing a taste, he opened his lips, just a little.
He almost groaned when she did the same.

The crisp clean flavor—Ilike she’d just eaten an apple—clouded his already
confused brain, making him want more. He licked her upper lip, tempting, teasing her
into inviting him inside. Her eyes blinked and she looked up, the surprise forgotten as
she opened her lips. Unable to resist the pure temptation, he drove his tongue into her
mouth and growled, the delicious taste swelling inside him. Perfect. Sweet but not too
much. A hint of spice to make it interesting.

His cock strained against his jeans, the zipper digging into his skin. Damn he
couldn’t remember when he’d been this hard, so ready to fuck so fast.

He twirled his tongue around hers, feeling her tension then the sweet power of her
submission. The wolf came alive, howling and filling his head with the need for more.

She was delicious, addictive.

Heat flared between them. She moaned and moved closer, her breasts pressing
against his chest. He grabbed her arms and turned placing her back against the wall and
moving closer to cage her with his body. The fantasy from moments ago reverberated in
his brain. She tipped her head back and looked up at him, her lips open, her eyes
flashing with hunger. Why had he ever thought she wouldn’t be the type to fuck
against the wall? Naked. They needed to be naked.

12
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He slid his hand down her back and squeezed her ass, loving the way her flesh
curved beneath his hand, urging her against his body, easing her onto his cock even as
he pressed forward.

She gripped the back of his neck and drew him back to her, her lips opening,
offering.

That’s it, honey. He covered her mouth with his, tasting her. Hot slick pussy juice
flooded her cunt. He could sense it, almost taste it. The wolf in his head growled his
approval, wanting that scent on his body, his mouth, branded on his soul.

He slid his hands up her sides but the thick jacket blocked the access to her skin. He
snarled, knowing her nipples were getting hard, wanting those tight peaks in his
mouth, sucking while he fucked her. He groaned and she took the sound into her,
accepting it with hungry surprise.

A voice—he supposed it was his conscience —reminded him that she thought he
was Jax, but fuck, he couldn’t pull away. Not yet. He pressed his hips forward, the wall
and his hand on her ass holding her in place as he pulsed against her, gentle taps to her
pussy, a slow grind. Fuck, he needed to be inside her. She dragged her mouth away,
gasping for breath. The wolf growled but before the sound had the chance to make it to
the surface, she smiled —a wicked twinkle sparking in her eyes.

The light ignited his dick. Damn. The prim, serious woman had disappeared and
pure hunger stared back at him.

He clamped his hands on her ass and held her in place as he ground against her,
harder, longer, fighting their clothing to make sure she felt him. Her eyes widened and
a delicate hitch sounded from the back of her throat.

“That’s it,” he whispered, leaning down and speaking against her mouth. “I'm
going to be right there, fucking you, riding you hard.”

She groaned and her eyelids fluttered shut as he repeated the motion. She tipped
her head back, baring her throat, offering it to him. His gums tingled, warning that his
teeth were ready to drop, to plunge into that soft skin and mark her.

He licked his lips, tasting her, ready to—

Instinct alerted him to the newcomer moments before he heard the sound —a throat
clearing, a warning that they weren’t alone. Fury and dominance surged through chest,
clearing out the sex and leaving behind the overwhelming desire to protect his mate. He
spun around and put her behind him, placing his body between his mate and the
danger.

Wait, what the hell? His mate?

The word finally connected in his brain. He didn’t have time or focus to swear at
the wolf. Max’s body, his instincts demanded he guard the woman.

His lips twitched with the urge to snarl, warning other predators away from his
prize. The tall man at the end of the hall didn’t seem threatened by Max’s display. His
mouth spread wide with a smile.

13
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“Sorry to interrupt—because it looks like more fun than I've had in months—" He
winked. “But your guests are waiting and my guests don’t expect a show with dinner.”

His words took a moment to penetrate as reality returned. Max looked down, his
body was in full battle mode, the woman—fuck he didn’t even know her name—
crushed behind him. He ground his teeth together and straightened, signaling to his
wolf to back off. There was no threat. This guy seemed to know either Jackson or the
woman. Maybe both.

“Sorry about that, Gideon.” She apologized as she slid out from behind him
smoothing her hand across her hair, making sure that the tight strands were still in
place. In the dim light he couldn’t see her blushing but the embarrassment in her voice
told him she was. She pushed her shoulders back and started forward.

If it hadn’t been for the scent of her pussy, warm and wet—damn, he’d bet her
panties were soaked —Max thought he might have imagined the kiss and grope. He
knew better. She was aroused, her pussy slick and ready for his cock.

Fuck.

Hard like he’d never been before, ready to bend her over the nearest flat surface
and pound his cock into her...and she thought she’d been kissing Jackson.

Perfect.

Following the woman, he reached the end of the hall. Gideon hadn’t moved.
Laughter and a touch of confusion glowed in the man’s eyes. Max couldn’t help but size
up the other male. It was instinct—human and animal. An inch or so taller than Max’s
six-foot-two-inch frame, Gideon’s body was long and lean. Like a swimmer or a runner.
In a battle of sheer strength Max was pretty sure he could take him but if it involved
speed, he had a feeling Gideon would take him down.

Dark eyes stared at him, amusement radiating from the man’s gaze.

“That was a pretty hot display.” He glanced back over his shoulder then dropped
his voice. “I didn’t expect that kind of heat between you and Mandy.”

Max straightened his spine. “Why not?” he demanded, feeling the compulsion to
protect his twin.

Gideon chuckled. “Untwist your knickers.” He patted Max on the chest, the touch
familiar, almost a caress. “If it's working, I'm thrilled for you.”

The words dripped with insincerity and laughter.

He was mocking Max. Or Jackson, really. And Max hated the thought that anyone
would make fun of his brother.

“I'll sleep better knowing we have your approval,” he snapped. “Our table?” The
laughter disappeared from Gideon’s stare.

“You are in a mood.” He flipped his head around like a pissed off princess and
strolled away, leading Max and Mandy —at least he had her name now —to their table.
Two men already occupied it. They stood when Max and Mandy approached. One of
the men smiled and gave Mandy a hug. She grunted as she fell against him. The forced

14
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laughter as she pushed him away sent Max’s nerves on alert. Despite the familiarity,
she didn’t like that man touching her. And neither did Max.

Eyes and lips tight, she stepped back and pulled Max forward. “Jackson, this is
Sean Baldino, Brian Mickelson. Uncle Sean, this is Jackson, my fiancé.”

15
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Chapter Two

Mandy felt Jackson’s hand — the one resting so protectively on her back —flinch. She
took a deep breath and silently begged him not to blow it. But when she glanced at his
face to make sure his panic wasn’t showing, she calmed. He looked a little irritated but
didn’t look ready to run for the door. Maybe it was just the natural masculine reaction
of hearing the word “fiancé” in connection with his own name. He still wasn’t used to it
but he’d agreed. Finally.

“I hope you don’t mind that I brought Jackson along.” She looked at Sean and
Brian, knowing it would now be impolite for them to say that they did. She didn’t want
to do this by herself. She needed Jackson by her side. It had been his idea in the first
place. Of course, that had been after a few drinks and he’d only suggested she play
Nancy Drew to make her feel better.

“Since we're engaged...” She lifted her chin and stared down the man her father
had considered his best friend. “I wouldn't want to make any decision without
consulting him.” Sean’s eyes tightened at the edges but he nodded.

“You're an accountant too?” Sean asked.
l/YeS.II

The clipped one word answer vibrated with aggression and Mandy knew she had
to take control of the conversation. Keep things smooth and easy. She wasn’t here to
antagonize these guys.

“He’s brilliant.” She leaned in, grinned and actually fluttered her eyelashes, trying
to ease the tension that hummed between the three men. “Phenomenal with numbers.”

That was no lie. Jackson could calculate, twist and turn numbers. It amazed even
her. It was the thing that had first drawn her to him.

She turned and looked up at Jackson. Instead of giving her a shy smile to thank her,
he nodded, just once.

“Maybe we should sit,” he said, the suggestion more like a command. The others
reacted to it as well, taking their seats.

He guided her into her chair, his body shielding her as if he protected her, a threat
to anyone who came near. Her lips pulled up into a wide uncontrolled smile. Right.
This was Jackson, accountant, gentleman and all-around good guy. Not exactly a
warrior.

But there was something different about him tonight. A dangerous energy
surrounded him. The clothes, the glint in his eye and that kiss. She mentally fanned her
face. Where had that come from? She hadn’t known he had anything like that in him. Of
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course, she’d been a bit more aggressive than normal as well, the adrenaline probably.
It wasn’t every day she propositioned criminals.

They all shifted in their chairs, unconscious adjustments while each decided who
would begin.

“Are you the assholes who searched my house?” Jackson asked, his gaze
challenging as he stared across the table.

“Jackson,” she gasped, then the words became clear in her head. “What? Someone
searched your house?” She turned Sean and Brian and tried to force a smile. “You
wouldn’t search his house, would you?” She’d never even considered that. These guys
were white-collar criminals, not gun-toting thugs. At least that’s what she’d assumed.

Her heart did a little leap in her chest. This could be a bad idea. She wasn’t Nancy
Drew and the police certainly weren’t going to help her.

Sean looked at Brian as if to get his approval for speaking then shook his head.
“Why would we search your boyfriend’s house?”

She might have believed him. Except for the twitch above his eyebrow and Father’s
tales of late-night poker games. Whenever Sean bluffed, his left eyebrow twitched.

She opened her mouth to call him on it but Jackson’s hand on her leg stopped her.
He squeezed, just above her knee, just hard enough to get her attention and keep her
quiet.

She got the message and pushed her shoulders back. “Well, that’s horrible.” She
glanced at Jackson. “Did you call the police?”

He shook his head. “No. I can handle it.”

The threat rumbled beneath his words. Sean swallowed as if trying to clear a lump
from his throat. A tiny spark of satisfaction swirled through her chest. Sean was actually
frightened by Jackson. Good.

Feeling more in control, she slipped her hand beneath the tablecloth and patted his
thigh, a light touch, a thank you and a warning to behave that was more teasing than
serious. His eyes met hers. He didn’t smile—but she could see the laughter flickering
his gaze. She fought the urge to grin, knowing this was serious business. She rubbed his
leg again and the light in his eyes changed. For a moment they almost seemed to glow
red. A shiver raced across her neck making the little hairs stand up. Tension zipped
around the table, encompassing all four of them.

This was not going as she’d planned. She took another slow breath, hoping her
nerves didn’t show.

The heat under her hand helped calm her. Her fingers rested above his knee, her
mind processing the sensation beneath her fingertips. Solid muscle, rock hard, strong.
Wow, she knew Jackson worked out but this was more than just gym-muscles. Her
palm tingled with the desire to slide the full length of his thigh, and higher, between his
legs.
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Her mind, desperate for any distraction from the stress, created a wicked fantasy —
her kneeling before Jackson, those rock-hard thighs spread just enough, her hands
behind her back, lips open, wrapped around his cock. Heat rushed through her pussy
and the strange tingling in her hands shifted locations, sinking deep into her sex. This
was so strange. She’d had sexual thoughts about Jackson before but never those dark
submissive fantasies she hid deep inside.

Jackson shifted in his chair, turning his body toward hers. A subtle challenge
flashed in his eyes and for one desperate moment she feared he could read her mind.
She shuddered at the thought of anyone knowing those wicked dream:s.

Now is really not a good time to think about sex. Save it for later. When you're alone. With
your toys. The mental reprimand helped draw her attention back. These were bad guys
and she had to stay focused. She took a shallow breath and willed the desire away.

The table was silent and she realized they were waiting for her. She had called this
meeting after all. But how did one proposition a criminal? She was too new at this and
the first thing that popped into her head was food.

At least it replaced the thoughts of sex.

“Would you like something to eat?” Food relaxed people, didn’t it? Or maybe it
was just her and that’s how she ended up carrying an extra fifteen pounds.

Sean and Brian shook their heads.

“Dessert sounds good,” Jackson drawled. Wow, had she ever heard him drawl
before? It sounded wonderful and sensual and damn she was getting hot again.
“Something sweet.” As he said the words, he put his hand on her knee, crossing his arm
over hers, his fingers sliding between her legs. He wasn’t aggressive or lecherous but
there was no mistaking the sexual aspect to his touch, the way his fingers whispered on
her skin, warning they weren’t going to be content with the modest caress to her knee
for long. She squirmed and looked over her shoulder, begging Gideon to appear and
thank God, there he was.

He stepped forward, stopping beside Jackson, looking poised and calm — gorgeous.
She tried not to stare at the two men but it was more than her feminine hormones
would allow. They were striking together. Gideon with his dark eyes and dark hair,
long enough that she could imagine trailing it through her fingers. Jackson’s strength
and heat. A small flutter teased her pussy and fought the urge to squirm in her seat.
Between Jackson’s hand on her leg and Gideon’s smile she was going to have an
orgasm right here.

Gideon winked at her, not in a sexual way, but as a friend. She smiled back. She
didn’'t know Gideon well but Jackson trusted him. That's why they’d picked this
restaurant. A little backup if they needed it.

“Have you had a chance to look at the menu?” Gideon directed his question to
Jackson, one side of his mouth pulled up like he was fighting a smile. He blinked his
eyes and Mandy saw the laughter twinkling in his dark gaze. “See anything that looks
good?”
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The grip on her knee tightened for a moment and Jackson lifted his chin, daring
Gideon with his stare. What the heck was going on? Jackson was behaving like a thug,
which was probably appropriate but not what Sean and Brian were expecting. They
were looking for a mild-mannered accountant.

And what the heck had happened to her mild-mannered accountant?

Not wanting to startle Jackson by squeezing his leg, though the urge to pinch him
almost overwhelmed her, she rubbed her fingers up his thigh, distracted by the hard
muscles beneath the black denim he wore. Her subtle touch captured Jackson's
attention and he pulled his insolent stare away from Gideon, directing the power to her.
The irritation faded and it was lust and hunger that flowed from him.

“What would you like, honey?”
You on the floor, naked, now. Or even better, me, naked, on the floor, hands tied —

She opened her mouth, praying that those words didn’t actually slip out. The sexual
tone of his voice curled through her core, her pussy clenching with anticipation, as if he
invited her to debauchery with every word. Weird. Jackson and debauchery were not
two words she’d ever thought of together. Until tonight.

His fingers did another little slide beneath her skirt and she sat up a straight.
“Honey?” This time there was laughter.
She glared at him and smiled at Gideon. “I'll have the key lime pie.”

“Excellent,” Gideon said with the perfect precision of a longtime restaurateur.
“Gentlemen?” He looked to Sean and Brian.

As Gideon turned to Sean and Brian, Jackson shifted, the movement pushing his
fingers a little deeper between her legs, inching her skirt up until her thighs were
visible. Warmth from his palm curled over her skin but he didn’t stop. She snapped her
knees together. The corner of his mouth bent upward and with seemingly no strength,
he slid his hand higher, leaving her knees and teasing the inside of her thigh.

She heard him speak, vaguely aware he’d ordered the Chocolate Indulgence, his
voice lazy and smooth, even as he continued to stroke her, the movements subtle but
determined, inching higher. What the heck was happening? Jackson had his hand
under her skirt. In public. And if she didn’t do something soon he was going to get
close enough to know her panties were drenched.

Mandy pulled her shoulders back and nudged her chair forward. Surely that would
stop his teasing. Instead he just moved with her, adjusting the tablecloth to cover her
lap.

Feeling as if she’d been doing nothing but taking deep, calming breaths all day, she
tried another one. She had to stop him. It just wasn’t right for him to—he twirled one
finger, rubbing a hot little circle.

She froze, her mind blanking for a moment. When her thoughts reengaged, it took a
moment to remember what she’d been thinking. Oh right. Making Jackson stop. Except
that she wasn’t sure she wanted him to stop. She hadn’t been this hot since...okay, she
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couldn’t remember but surely it had taken more than fingers on her thigh to make her
ready to pounce. Or even better, be pounced on.

Gtill, it wouldn’t do to make a scene. Not in front of Sean and Brian. She and
Jackson had to appear a unified team.

She blinked and realized Gideon had left and the conversation had stalled. All three
men were looking to her.

“Have you given my idea any thought?” she started, leaving the floor open for
“Uncle” Sean or Brian to begin.

Brian looked at Sean and there seemed to be a silent communication between them.
Brian was definitely the one in charge. Sean just seemed to be carrying out his
instructions.

“Not that we don’t trust you,” Sean said. He raised his hands to stop her protest.
“We do. I knew your father too long not to trust you. But him.” Sean lifted his chin
toward Jackson. “We’ve had so many problems, we just want to be sure that’s he’s not,
you know, working for the cops.”

“Cops?” Her voice squeaked next to Jackson’s snarl.

“Cops? What the hell?”

“Cops. Feds. Can’t be too careful.” Brian nodded his weaselly little head. “You're
family. He’s not. We want to check to make sure he’s not wearing a wire.” He caught
Mandy’s stare. “It's happened before.”

She knew that from personal experience. Her father’s indictment had been based on
a recorded conversation.

Jackson’s fingers twitched against her skin but he didn’t remove his hand from
between her legs. She’d warned him about this. It would be a simple thing. They could
slip into the bathroom and prove that Jackson wasn’t—

He sat forward, the movement slow and predatory. Sean and Brian seemed to
recognize the animal strength and they both leaned back. Not enough to be called a
retreat but the movement acknowledged the other male’s power. It was like watching
an episode of Animal Kingdom.

“You want me to go into the bathroom and strip so you can prove I'm not wearing
a wire?” Jackson’s words were more threat than question.

Brian’s lips got white around the edges. “Yes.”
IINO.II
“Jackson—"

“I'm not stripping for these guys unless they’re willing to do the same,” he
announced. “And frankly, I'm not that interested in seeing you two naked.” He paused
and Mandy realized the power at the table had shifted to him. “We’ll just have to trust
each other.”
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Mandy had no choice but to sit quietly and add her support to Jackson. It wouldn’t
look good for her to nag or contradict him, not in public, but as soon as they were alone,
they were going to have to talk.

She offered a weak smile and shrugged.
Brian gave another speaking glance to Sean then turned back to Jackson.

“Okay, we'll let it pass but you know what happens to people who cross us.”

Max listened to the barely veiled threat and didn’t know what the hell to think —
either he should be worried about his brother or worried that the two wiseguys sitting
across from him were walking, talking clichés. Either way, what the hell had Jax gotten
himself into?

A server appeared beside the table with Gideon approaching from the other side, a
bottle of wine resting against his forearm. It was an excellent wine, a perfect
complement to the desserts being placed on the table.

“I thought this would go well with your desserts.”

The one Mandy called “Uncle” Sean —Max thought of him as Baldino — grimaced as
if irritated by another interruption.

Max did what he did best and took control. “That would fine.”

Gideon eyes widened for a moment, laughter twinkling in his dark eyes, and he
bowed his head. “Very good, sir.”

Asshole.

Gideon moved around the table, pouring wine into the glasses of the other three.
He pulled back when he came to Max’s seat, pausing. A spicy scent flowed from
Gideon, a flavor that had nothing to do with the food in the room. It was his natural
scent. And fuck, it blended perfectly with Mandy’s sweet perfume. He licked his lips
imagining the two tastes on his tongue.

“Wine, sir?”

Needing something to mute his senses before he dragged the tablecloth away and
buried his face between Mandy’s legs, he nodded. Gideon paused a fraction of a
moment before pouring the deep red wine into Max’s glass. The bouquet filled the air,
combining with the sexual scents from Mandy and Gideon and invading Max’s head,
making him drunk just from breathing.

His cock throbbed, needing to be released. It made no sense. He’d never been
attracted to another male before but something about Gideon not only pissed Max off, it
made him hard. And Mandy...when she’d walked into the bar, he would have
classified her as no-fun, too uptight to hold his interest. Now he couldn’t keep his hands
off her.

The knowledge that he was behaving out of character not only for him but for his
brother didn’t help much. He kept his fingers firmly fitted between Mandy’s thighs and
used his free hand to reach for his wine. He moaned as the slightly cool liquid slid
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down his throat. His cock twitched. Fuck, good wine, chocolate and a sexy, aroused
woman. Damn, the only thing better would be to have her cunt juices on his tongue as
he sipped the wine.

Heat radiated from her pussy invading his skin. If she hadn’t been wearing
underwear, and he was pretty damn sure she was, he knew she’d be wet, smearing her
cream down her thighs as she sat there so properly.

Not wanting to scare her or push her too far too fast, he left his hand where it was
and turned back to table, his attention captured by the chocolate cake before him.

He reached for his fork, thankful that he was functional with his left hand because
he had no intention of taking his right away from Mandy’s thigh. If nothing else, it kept
her off balance and he had a feeling she didn’t allow many people to see her in that
state.

The fork slid through the cake like it was heated. He carried it to his mouth and
groaned. He tipped his head back and savored the flavor as it slid down his throat.
Mandy’s eyes widened as she watched and a soft, almost inaudible hitch caught her
breath. He licked his lips and stared at her mouth. Oh yeah. The cake and Mandy,
naked, licking the thick chocolate off her breasts, sucking on her pretty nipples as he
fucked her.

Every sense came alive until he was surrounded by sex.

The wolf howled in his head. Max crushed the hungry noise and tried to focus on
the obscure purpose for this meeting. There would be time for fucking later.

Allowing the first delicious bite to settle, he glanced at the two men across the table.
Definite lowlifes. Possible crooks. What was Jackson doing meeting with these people?
And what about Mandy? She’d set this up. His heart did a little jump that she might be
a crook but his dick didn’t seem to mind. And his wolf had no problems with women of
questionable morals. The more of a slut she was, the more his wolf would like her.

Unfortunately, Mandy didn’t come across as a slut. Too controlled. The edge of
Max’s mouth pulled up as he thought about how much fun it would be to bring out the
inner slut in Mandy. Seduce her until she was begging to be fucked. Needing his cock.
The wolf’s impatience came forward, the animal eager to move on to the fucking.

But first Max had to figure out why his brother was meeting with thugs. Mandy
obviously knew them well enough to call one Uncle Sean. Surely Jax wasn't so
desperate for money or God forbid, entertainment, that he’d decided to work for The
Mob. Not that these guys were part of The Mob. It was Alaska for God’s sake.

He let his mind circle as he ate his cake. Every bite was perfection. No wonder this
was Jax’s favorite restaurant. They had different tastes in a lot of things—women,
alcohol, clothes —but one thing they agreed on was chocolate.

Everything seemed to settle and Mickelson sat forward.

“I have to say I was surprised when you contacted me.”
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Mandy nodded and her cheeks pulled up in a strained smile. “It seems a little
strange, I know.” She looked at Max. He tipped his head forward, trying to give her
whatever support she needed. He didn’t understand what was going on but until he
could figure it out, he was on Mandy’s side. “It’s just with everything that’s happened,
our business...” She inhaled through her nose, the sound strained. “Has suffered.”

Mickelson sat back, his eyes squinting down at the corners. He crossed his arms
over his chest.

Mandy’s thigh jumped beneath his hand and he tightened his grip, willing her to
breathe. She seemed to hear his silent command and gave a weak shrug.

“No one wants to hire the daughter of an embezzler.” Tears filled her eyes. The
wolf howled and Max struggled to keep the sound from entering the world. His soul
demanded he distract her from whatever was causing her pain. He slid his hand higher
up her thigh. Red stained her cheeks but she didn’t pull back.

Baldino and Mickelson sat forward, their eyes sharp and still cautious.
“People are still looking hard at our company,” Mickelson said in a low voice.

“Federal indictments are coming down all over the place and we need to make sure
we're clean as a whistle”

Max fought the urge to roll his eyes at the cliché and focused on the cryptic
conversation. He didn’t track Alaska politics much but he knew there had been several
businessmen and government officials accused of bribery.

“If there’s a chance something like that might happen, I'm not sure I want Mandy
involved in this.”

The tablecloth he’d used to cover his hand between legs also camouflaged the swift
kick to his shin, a hard thunk that hurt, damn it. The clunky heels she wore left a dent in
his flesh.

“We're thinking of starting a family soon so Jackson is worried about me working
too much.” She fiddled with the crust of her key lime pie. “I don’t think it should be a
problem. And we will need the extra income with a baby on the way.” Her voice came
out confident, a touch hard. She kicked Max again, this time more warning than
punishment.

Max didn’t allow himself to smile. She had a bit of fire in her. He liked that. Didn’t
mind prickly women at all. Made them more fun to dominate in bed.

“Do you understand your father’s accounting system?”

“Oh yes. He trained me.” She laughed. “He used shortcuts and abbreviations that
no one else is going to understand.”

Mickelson nodded, an irritated grimace on his face.

“Yeah, we had another bean counter look at it and he couldn’t figure out what your
dad had done.”

“He was very cautious. Diligent.”
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Baldino blanched but nodded. It took Mickelson a little longer to agree but finally
he nodded as well.

Mandy sighed, her relief a little too obvious. His hand still lodged between her legs,
he gave her thigh a squeeze. The movement put the starch back in her spine and she sat
up straight.

“I'll do my best to finish what my dad started.”
Max listened for tears or pain in her words but they were calm and confident.

“I was sorry to lose him. Despite what they said, I never believed a word of it,”
Mickelson said, though there wasn’t an ounce of sincerity to his words.

This time, Max caught Mandy’s reaction. It was small, just the merest tightening of
her lips.

“Thank you.”
“When can you start?” Mickelson asked.

“Monday? I'm still going through my father’s old papers. He kept books on all his
clients and I want to be up to speed when I show up.”

Mickelson and Baldino looked at each other—their little rat ears practically
twitching with interest. They turned back to Mandy.

“Papers?”
“Books?”

She nodded, smiling angelically at their response. “My father liked to keep a copy
of his clients records.” She paused and he could hear strength behind the serenity of her
voice. “In case something happened to him or something damaged your records.”
Damn that almost sounded like a threat. Fuck, he wished he knew what was going on.

More meaningful looks bounced between Mickelson and Baldino. This time it was
Baldino who spoke —obviously playing on Mandy’s “family” connection between them.

“Maybe you should bring them with you on Monday,” Baldino said.

She forced another smile. “I'll have to see if I have them. I still have boxes of my
father’s business things to go through.

“I could stop and help.”
Something about Baldino’s offer made Max’s stomach turn.
Her mouth opened and a soft “uhh” slid from her throat.

“No.” All three heads turned to him. Time to retake control. He didn’t know what
he was blundering into but there was no way Mandy was going to be alone with these
guys. “Mandy’s still going through her father’s things. It's very emotional. You
understand.”

“Jackson...”

IINO.”
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He waited for Mandy to protest. Dani would have ripped his lips off right there in
the restaurant if he’d made that sort of announcement. Mandy blinked and offered
another half-smile and a shrug.

Disappointment lodged in his chest. He really did like a little heat, a little
confidence in his women. The flicker of attitude he’d sensed earlier was gone.

Then, as Baldino and Mickelson talked quietly between them, Mandy looked at
Max. Anger and irritation flashed in her eyes. So, she wasn’t acquiescing so easily. He
would hear about this later. For some reason, she was determined not to rock the boat
in front of Mickelson and Baldino.

Jax, what the hell have you gotten yourself into?

He needed to find his brother. He didn’t understand what was happening but even
he could tell this was a bad situation. If by some chance Jax was actually thinking of
working with these assholes, Max would just drag his ass back from the brink of
insanity and smack him around until he came to his senses. And if that didn’t work,
Max would tell the rest of the family. He’d love to see that—their mother, father,
brother and, God, their sisters would rip into Jackson so badly he’d be limping but he’d
be walking the straight and narrow.

“I really appreciate you giving me this chance,” she said with a smile. “I need the
work...and you need someone who can take up where my father left off.” He tried to
listen to what she was saying to understand the subtext beneath her words but damn,
all he could hear was her voice, low and husky and wrapping around his dick like a fist.

Made no sense. He liked his women tall, lanky and wild —not repressed and
efficient. Still the idea made him want to debauch Mandy just a little. He almost groaned
when he thought about it. Mandy, stretched out on his bed, her hands tied above her
head, her legs bound open. Her pretty lips begging for his cock.

If she tasted half as sweet as she smelled, he’d spend hours between her legs,
sampling every bit of the pussy juice dripping from her cunt.

Her fingers tapped the back of his hand and he opened his eyes, unaware he’d
closed them to better enjoy the fantasy. He looked to where his fingers were nestled so
comfortably between her legs, mere inches from her sex, her skirt scrunched up,
revealing soft rounded thighs.

“We have to go, Jackson,” she said through clenched teeth. He dragged his gaze
away from her legs and met her stare. With a smile he knew would infuriate her, he let
his fingers trail away, but before he completely freed her, he tugged down the hem of
her skirt. That part of her belonged to him.

Jackson. Your brother. Remember him?

The mental slap back to reality helped a bit and he pushed his chair back, following
Mandy toward the door.

She belongs to Jackson. There will be no stretching out, no tying her up and watching her
tits shimmy as she begs to be fucked.
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The wolf howl rattled his brain, weakening his resolve that she didn’t belong to
him. He needed to get away. Needed a little space...before he bent her over the closest
table and fucked her in front of the entire restaurant.

They reached the front counter and stopped. He didn’t know the etiquette for
something like this. Was the thug or the sleazy accountant supposed to pay? Hell, he
didn’t want to owe these guys anything.

“I'll just go pay the bill.”
“Fine.” Baldino said, putting his hand on Mandy’s arm. Max’s lips trembled. The

urge to rip them back from his teeth and snarl at the asshole touching his woman was
almost too strong to resist. “Can we walk you to your car?”

“Of course.” Again, the precise words should have chilled his soul but instead he
just got harder. She blinked and looked up at him. “I'll see you later?”

He nodded, not trusting himself to speak. He was too keyed up, too ready to
pounce. He grabbed hold of the howling wolf inside him and yanked him back from the
edge, forcing the animal into his mental cage.

“Good to meet you, Jackson,” Mickelson said.
Liar. But considering he felt the same way, he lied right back.
“You too. Have a good night.” He could do insincerity as well.

Mickelson and Baldino followed Mandy out the door. The hair on the back of his
neck stood up. He didn’t like those guys. They hadn’t done anything overtly criminal
but something about them made his teeth ache. And Mandy was going to work for
them.

Max walked to the doorway, tracking the three of them across the parking lot. With
a casual wave, Mandy climbed into a silver SUV and pulled out of her parking space.
Mickelson and Baldino stood in the shadows and watched, their heads drawn together
in discussion. They didn’t follow her but Max didn’t like they way they looked at her.
He didn’t want her anywhere near those two.

Her car turned onto the main drag and picked up speed. A vague dissatisfaction
rumbled in his stomach as her taillights disappeared. Not with the strange meeting. The
discontent surrounded Mandy. He licked his lips. Kiss her. That was it. He hadn’t kissed
her goodnight. It left the evening unfinished. He wanted her flavor imprinted on his
lips.

But she hadn’t offered her mouth, hadn’t hovered near him with the intent of one
more kiss before she went home. Did she expect Jackson to follow her home? It was
clear from the masculine state of Jax’s place that she wasn’t living there.

If she belonged to me, she’d never sleep alone. His cock jerked at the idea and Max knew
that if she belonged to him, she wouldn’t sleep much at all for the first few nights. He
had a short attention span when it came to women so after a few nights of hard fucking,
he’d probably work her out of his system.
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Yeah, a few long nights of hard fucking. And maybe a few afternoons. The wolf inside his
head leapt like he was trying break free and chase after the disappearing taillights.

What are you thinking? She’s Jackson’s girlfriend. His fiancée. No more thinking about
fucking.
Right.

He looked up, his eyes tracking across the restaurant’s entryway to the back hall.
Gideon stood in the shadows watching him. He tipped his head to the side then
disappeared into an open door, expecting Max to follow.

Better see what this is about.

He confirmed the hallway was empty and started down the dark passage. The
sounds of the kitchen rattled through the wall on his left. At the end of the hall, an office
door stood to the right. Max pushed it open and stepped inside.

The door snapped shut behind him and Gideon was there, up against his body, his
mouth on Max’s, his hand on Max’s hip.

He froze, expecting the rage, the panic—the instinctive reaction of a heterosexual
man when another male kissed him.

Instead that spicy masculine scent filled his head, demanding a response. Gideon's
lips moved, warm and soft across Max’s. He wasn’t going to react. Hell, this was
another guy kissing him. But then Gideon licked his tongue out, flicking across Max's
upper lip, a subtle invitation for Max to let him inside.

Telling himself he was only responding because he was playing the part of Jackson
and for all he knew, Gideon and Jackson were lovers.

And if he was supposed to be Jackson, Gideon expected a response...Max opened
his mouth. Gideon pressed inside, hard and fast.

The strong thrust into his mouth snapped Max out of his frozen silence. He groaned
and his tongue met the invading presence, twining around it. He turned his head to
better meld their mouths together, his eyes drooping shut, spots forming behind the
lids. Fuck, what was happening?

The wolf’s growl echoed through his head, the animal making its hunger known. It
wanted more of the powerful taste and texture, the sexual touch of this male.

Max dragged his head back, needing a breath, needing a moment to think. He
didn’t understand any of this. His wolf had never reacted to a male before but there was
no mistaking the animal’s desire. He inhaled. Gideon distinctive scent filled his head,
intriguing, compelling.

Gideon didn’t let Max go for long. He cupped one hand to the back of Max’s neck
and pulled him close, realigning their lips. This time there was no hesitation on Max’s
part. He opened his mouth and kissed the other man, sinking his tongue into Gideon’s
mouth, commanding a response.

Heat surrounded his cock and the barely coherent corner of his mind realized that
Gideon was touching him, rubbing him. The erection that had remained while sitting
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next to Mandy swelled under the hard caresses. He couldn’t stop his hips from rolling
forward, moving into the powerful cock massage. God, that feels good.

Finally the panicked, slightly homophobic side of him came to the surface and Max
backed away, pushing against Gideon’s chest to break the contact. Gideon released him
easily and took a step backward, leaning his hip against the desk.

Max inhaled through his nose, trying to calm his pounding heart and slow his
racing mind. The two most incredible kisses of his life had occurred on one night—one
from a woman, one from a man.

What the fuck is going on?

He didn’t have a chance to answer his own question. Gideon folded his arms across
his chest and smiled, looking smug and too damn confident.

“So,” he said. “I know you're not Jackson. You must be the twin brother, Max.”
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Chapter Three

Max hid his surprise. Gideon had been able to tell the difference when even
Jackson’s fiancée hadn’t noticed. Did that mean Gideon knew where Jax was? Knew
that he wasn’t able to keep the meeting with Mandy and the petty criminals she seemed
to be courting? Or did Gideon just know his brother better than Mandy?

Max shook his head. What was going on with Jax? First, he’s associating with crooks
and now, he’s fucking a guy? These were things a twin brother needed to know. Still, Max
decided to play it cool, at least until he figured out what else to do.

“Why would you say I'm not Jackson?”

Gideon laughed. “Well, while I've teased Jackson for the last year about his
questionable sexual orientation, he’s never once let me put my tongue in his mouth.
And he sure as hell wouldn’t let me touch his dick.”

Max felt himself blush. That was as good an explanation as any. Now if Max could
only forget how it felt to have Gideon’s hand rubbing his cock.

“I only went along with it because I didn't know what your relationship with Jax

”

was.

“Right. Didn’t enjoy it in the least.”

The gentle mocking in Gideon'’s reply told him the other man knew the truth. The
blush grew worse until Max was sure his cheeks were on fire. What the fuck? He hadn’t
blushed since he was fifteen years old and his mother found him the bathroom with a
Playboy magazine —a situation that had mortified them both for months.

“What gave it away?” he asked ignoring the thoughts in his head.

“Red wine gives Jackson headaches.”

Max sighed. “I know, but gin makes me throw up so I went with blowing my cover
instead of puking my guts out all night.”

“Probably best. No one else seemed to notice.” Gideon fiddled with the stapler on
his desk before looking up. “Seems kind of “high school” for you two to be switching
places.” Max shrugged. They hadn’t even done that in high school. Fear of their
mother’s wrath had been enough to keep them from even attempting it. “Where is
Jackson tonight?”

“That’s what I'd like to know.”

Gideon seemed to catch the seriousness in his voice and straightened. “What's that
mean?”

He considered the other man. Jax had talked about Gideon—had said he was a
good guy and a great cook. But really, what kind of judge of character was Jax when his
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fiancée was setting him up with white-collar criminals? But Max needed to trust
someone. Needed to talk to someone.

“I can’t get a hold of him. His house has been searched —”
“What? What were they looking for?”
“Don’t know. He hasn’t been around and he left his cell at the house.”

“You don’t really think something’s happened, do you?” Gideon’s voice held the
kind of concern Max appreciated —the “I'll stay logical and believe the best while still
trying to find the truth” kind of concern.

“Probably not. You know Jax. He flies around Alaska.”

“Yeah but doesn’t he usually call you?”

Max nodded and then looked at his phone. Fuck, there was a message.

“It didn’t ring.”

Gideon grimaced. “It's Alaska. Weird cell coverage, even here in town. Check it.”

Max called his voicemail, hit the appropriate buttons. Jackson’s voice —healthy and
well —rang through the line.

“Max, where are you at? Listen, I left my cell at home and I'm, uh out of town so I'll
have to call you. Step away from the woman and pick up the phone next time.” The
teasing washed over him like a cool breeze. His eyes burned and damn if he didn’t feel
like he was going to cry. The knot in his chest unraveled and he let out a long breath.
“Talk to you later, Brother.”

“Him?” Gideon asked.
“Yeah. He’s okay. Says he’s out of town.”

Gideon put his hand on Max’s shoulder, a comforting squeeze. Max had the most
ridiculous urge to turn into the touch, put his body against Gideon’s. The wolf paced
inside his mind, wanting to be released, wanting to rub against the male beside him.

He shook his head and tried not to acknowledge the disappointment when Gideon
took his hand away. It had to be the stress of worrying about Jax. Had to be. His wolf
snarled his irritation but Max shut down the animal, slamming him behind an invisible
door. He didn’t need the added distraction.

“Great. Glad to hear it.” He waved to the phone on his desk. “You're welcome to
call Mandy. She must be worried as well, yeah?”

Max winced. “I don’t think she knows he’s out of town.”

“But what about...” Gideon choked. “She doesn’t know you're not Jackson?”

“Uh, no.”

“And the fact that you had your hand under her skirt all night was just part of the
act?” Max felt the heat rising in his face again. He hadn’t meant the caresses to go that
far but damn, she’d smelled so good and her pussy was so tempting that his hand on
her thigh had been a better choice then dropping to the floor and burying his face
between her legs.
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“I was acting like an engaged man.”

Gideon grinned. “Right. Jackson isn’t quite that open with his affections. In fact—"
Confusion screwed up Gideon’s face. “I was shocked as hell when she introduced you,
uh, him, as her fiancé. I didn’t even know they were a couple.” He shrugged. “Guess
you can't tell, huh?”

“She’s the kind of woman he usually goes for.”

Gideon sighed —and Max couldn’t tell if that was because he was upset that Jax was
dating a woman like Mandy or that Jax was dating a woman at all.

It did give Max comfort to know that Gideon and Jackson weren’t lovers. Not that
he would have minded his brother being gay. But he’d have been pissed that Jax hadn’t
told him about it.

Of course, Max hadn’t known about Mandy either. Casual women, he couldn’t care
less about, but this was the woman Jax was going to marry. He would have at least
liked to know his brother was dating someone. Max had told Jax about Dani and gotten
his advice before they’d gotten engaged. Of course, he hadn’t yet told Jax they’d broken
up, but that might not be permanent so no need to reinforce the family’s image of him
as a “do “em and dump ‘em” kind of guy just yet. Besides, it was Dani who’d dumped
him — or suggested they go on a break.

“Here.” He flinched, Gideon’s voice invading his thoughts. Gideon held out a
business card. “If you need anything while you're here, call me.” He winked. “Or if you
find yourself alone...”

Max shook his head. “Don’t go there.” But he didn’t say it with any heat. Possibly
because his cock was still hard from the press of Gideon’s fingers and damn, the way
his wolf was reacting to the male, there was always the chance he could end up in bed
with him and wouldn’t that freak out his family? Suddenly the breakup with Dani
didn’t seem like that big of a deal. Not if he had to reveal he was sleeping with a man.
His parents would collapse at the thought.

Gideon just chuckled and Max decided he liked the sound—it was deep and
personal, resonating in Max’s chest.

“I'm just teasing. Seriously, if you decide to hang around until Jackson gets back,
call me. I belong to a great gym you can use and I know where the best restaurants are.
Hate to think of Jackson’s brother sitting all alone in his house.”

Max nodded, understanding why Jax considered Gideon one of his best friends. He
could almost forget that moments before Gideon had had his tongue in his mouth.
Except for the lingering taste of spice on his lips.

“Thanks, I might take you up on that.” He tapped his fingers on his thigh.

“Want to give me your number, in case I hear from Jackson?”

“Yes.” He pulled out his own card and handed it to Gideon. “If he does call you,
have him call me. Again.” He looked around the room, his mind clouded by Gideon's
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scent, the lingering taste of his lips and the memory that moments ago he’d been
stroking the inside of Mandy’s thighs. Fuck. Mandy.

“You going to tell Mandy?”

Max shrugged. There was really no reason. He could explain it to Jax and he could
tell Mandy. It wasn’t like they’d had sex. It was just a kiss and okay a few caresses but
he hadn’t actually touched her pussy.

“Don’t know if it’s necessary.”
“What if Jax calls her?”

“Fuck.” Max closed his eyes and moaned. He didn’t want to screw up Jax’s life like
he had his own.

“And it wouldn’t be a bad idea considering that kiss in the hallway,” Gideon
added. “She might expect that same response the next time she sees Jackson and I've
never seen those kinds of sparks between them.”

Max’s wolf, smug beast that he was, chuckled in the way of a wolf.

Max the human had to admit he found that information fascinating as well. She’d
been hesitant at first but then she’d responded to him deliciously, melting in his arms.
The memory of her taste and the wolf’s screams in his brain blurred his world into pure
sensation. He shook his head trying to clear it.

“Do you know where she lives?”
“I don’t.”
“Last name?”

“Jensen?” Max looked at Gideon who shrugged. “Pretty common name.” He
snapped his fingers. “You have Jackson’s car?” Max nodded. “He’s got a GPS in there
and I'm betting he has her address programmed in. You know he has no sense of
direction.”

“No kidding. Thanks.” Max headed toward the door...and had the strangest urge
to lean in and kiss Gideon as he passed by, even felt his body slowing, the wolf begging
for one final connection. Seizing control, Max held out his hand. “It was nice meeting
you.” Gideon’s palm slid against his, strong and a little soft and damn if the image of
those fingers stroking his naked chest, wrapping around his cock didn’t fill his mind.
What the hell is going on?

“Nice to meet you too.”
Max nodded and dropped his hand, practically lunging for the door. He had to get
away. Maybe getting away from all people was a good idea.

He stepped into the hall and took a deep breath. The scent of food inundated the air
and for the first time all night Max didn’t feel like he was inhaling pure sex. It helped,
calming the animal inside him.

That had to be the problem. The wolf hadn’t been allowed to run in months. The
animal was probably going a little crazy. Hmm, this was Alaska after all. There had to
be a place Max could find to release his inner wolf.
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Setting the wolf free was almost mandatory if he wasn’t getting frequent sex. Which
he had been up until the breakup with Dani. He closed his eyes and pictured his on-
again, currently off-again lover. Talk, sleek, long straight black hair with nice round
breasts that overflowed his hands...and why the hell wasn’t his wolf reacting? The
damn thing should be leaping like a dog going for the fence.

A footstep on the tile floor forced him to open his eyes. Jackie, the bartender from
earlier, walked toward him.

“Hi, you okay?”

“Uh yeah.”

She kept coming, close, a little too close. The smell of splattered alcohol coated her
skin. Max forced his senses through the alcohol and tried to scent the woman beneath it.
She wore a floral perfume that made his nose itch and did nothing for his wolf. The
animal stayed annoyingly silent. Damn, if it was just the need to fuck, any woman
would do.

Unless his wolf had turned gay on him?
“Fuck,” he muttered.

“Uh thanks.” Jackie backed away and stalked down the hall, disappearing into the
kitchen.
Great. Next time Jax comes in, she’ll probably poison his gin.

He was doing wonders for his brother’s life.

Ok H X X

Mandy circled her couch. Again. She had things she should be doing—making
notes about the night’s meeting, going through her father’s papers. Something. But she
couldn’t sit. Couldn’t concentrate. Energy surged through her veins like electric pulses,
spiraling through her body, igniting nerve endings until she thought she might explode.
She needed something to burn off the stress. And the random pacing around her living
wasn’t helping. She needed something stronger, harder, faster.

Jackson. Her stomach dropped and she grabbed the back of the couch, keeping her
knees steady. Oh yeah, that would be a way to burn off the energy.

Except no, Jackson was part of the problem.
What had he been thinking? He’d gone off plan. And it had been her plan.

In the end, it seemed to have worked —that arrogant “I'm not some weak ass
accountant” persona appeared to resonate with Brian and Sean. That bad-boy image
appealed to men and women it seemed.

But still—they’d had a plan going in. The point had been to get Brian and Sean to
trust her, not make them adversaries.
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“What was he thinking?” Her irritation rang through her voice filling the empty
room. He was supposed to be her support, but he’d challenged them, just by being
there.

There had been something different about Jackson all night. Not just the attitude
but the clothes and the kiss. He hadn’t been himself tonight.

She sighed. It was probably because he was dealing with guys like Brian and Sean.
Criminals. It no doubt called to some deep-seated macho part of him that he’d never
known existed until now. Great. Now instead of just watching Sean and Brian, she was
going to have to keep an eye on Jackson. Make sure he didn’t go too far. He’d never
make it as a real crook. Didn’t have the constitution for it. The Jackson she knew was
methodical, precise. Exacting. A good crook probably needed a reckless streak that
Jackson lacked. He was the only person more organized than she.

She eyed her phone. She could call him.

Right, but are you calling him to yell at him or to see if his voice really sounded that deep
and sexual? She closed her eyes and sank her hip against the back of the couch.

I'm going to be right there, fucking you, riding you hard. The memory filled her head
and dropped down into her pussy. She slid her hand down her stomach to the vee
between the thighs, letting her fingers flutter against her mound. Fucking you, riding you
hard. She groaned and bit her lip. It had been well over two years since she’d been on a
date. Longer than that that she’d had sex. Maybe the deprivation was finally getting to
her.

Or maybe she’d finally found a man who tempted her to fulfill all those wicked
fantasies. She clapped her hand across her forehead and moaned. Women like her
didn’t get tied up or spanked or fucked by two men. Women like her had nice solid
relationships that involved infrequent mediocre missionary position sex. At least that
had been the pattern in the past and she didn’t see it changing anytime in the near
future.

She had a good addition to her fantasies though —Jackson’s voice. She tipped her
head back and licked her lips, the images coming at her hard and fast—Jackson
standing before her, naked, commanding her to suck his cock. Or her, bent over the end
of her bed, her ass —

Heavy steps on her front porch jolted her out of her dream. She spun around and
stared at the door, knowing who was on the other side.

The man had his hand between your legs an hour ago. What did you expect? She
demanded the answer from herself.

I expected him to lose interest. Or that it had all been part of the act.

The firm knock made her heart beat a little faster. She shook her head and pushed
her shoulders back. Really. If it was Jackson on the other side of the door, he’d been
here a dozen times. No reason to expect tonight would be any different.

Except she was wearing pajamas, no bra and he’d had his hands on her ass earlier
in the evening.

34



Maxwell’s Fall

Lifting her chin to give herself a little boost of confidence, she walked to the door
and peered through the peephole. Jackson. Looking strong and masculine and irritated.
Sexy. Why had she never seen this side of him before? She, of all people, should have
noticed it.

She glanced down at her body. Not exactly seduction clothes. Long plaid flannel
pajama bottoms and a lightweight Dallas Cowboys t-shirt had been her choice after a
day in skirt and heels.

She glanced down. Her nipples pressed against the Cowboys logo.

Just as she was considering grabbing a coat to cover up her chest, Jackson knocked
again, the annoyed twist of his mouth warning her he wasn’t going to give up. Well,
good. Because she had some things to say to him.

Gathering her own irritation, she took in a bracing breath and opened the door.

Max pulled Jax’s car into the driveway. The house had been simple enough to find.
Gideon had been right. Jax had Mandy’s address programmed in. Her house wasn’t far
from Jax’s place and looked a lot like it. Solid. Stable. Probably had a good resale value.

Mandy and Jackson obviously made a good match. They were similar in so many
ways. Except for Mandy’s tendency to proposition crooks. Max didn’t understand what
had happened at the restaurant, but those guys were shady. That he would bet on. And
living in Vegas, he knew how to tell a good bet from a bad one.

He started up the walkway, the words not quite set in his mind of what he was
going to say. How he was going to explain he wasn’t Jackson.

I'm not Jackson. I'm his twin brother, Max.

It shouldn’t be that hard. He could even justify the deception. Once she heard that
he’d thought Jax might be in danger, she’d probably accept it. She might be irritated but
she’d get over it. She was his fiancée. She should have been worried too.

The only part he wasn’t quite sure he could justify was the whole hand up her skirt.
How did he explain that? You smell sweet and hot and I couldn’t resist the chance to touch
that soft skin while imagining my face between your legs and licking your pussy until you
screamed my name.

Yeah. That would work.

His fingers curled up into a fist and he squeezed, letting his knuckles turn white,
fighting the growing cock in his jeans. Showing up with a hard-on wasn’t going to help
the situation. Of course, if she’d looked down at all during the evening, she would have
noticed he’d been half hard all night.

Just get this over with.

He raised his hand, hesitating just a moment, before rapping his knuckles against
the wood. The wolf had been silent during much of the drive over so Max had
weakened the hold on him, opening the cage to let the animal free. Now, so close to
Mandy the wolf subtly pushed to foreground. Max barely noticed his vision turning
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black and white. His ears practically twitched at the soft padding of her feet across the
floor. The faint feminine scent grew stronger as she approached the other side of the
door.

He waited, knowing she was inches away. Hesitating. He pressed his hand against
the door, willing her to feel the heat, the need. The wolf growled and Max felt his
muscles tighten, in preparation for breaking down the barrier to get to his woman.

Another moment passed and the doorknob turned.

The tension in his body shifted moving from fight to fuck. His feet moved almost
without his command, driving him forward even as Mandy opened the door, the need
to be next to her overwhelming societal conventions.

“Jackson—" Her yelp filled the space between them as she stumbled back,
inadvertently clearing a path for him. Her arm flailed and he reacted, reaching out and
grabbing, pulling her upright, hard against his body.

When he looked back later, he knew this would be the moment when it all went
wrong. When he made the leap off the cliff and into heaven.

He slammed the door shut, blocking off any means of escape, closing out the world.
The perfume of her skin flooded his senses, binding him until he wanted to taste and
touch. Only the vaguest sense of responsibility stalled him from spinning her around
and fucking her against the wall.

Jackson’s woman. You're just here to explain.

With that logical, conscientious voice in his head he found the strength to ease back.
He looked down, immediately meeting her gray eyes, made brighter by heady lust

flowing through her veins. He could sense it, even as her cheeks turned a pale beautiful
red.

He bit his lips together pressing hard to hide the extension of his teeth. The tight t-
shirt clung to full, round breasts. Just like he’d imagined. The blue star logo muted the
tight tips of her nipples. Baggy pajama bottoms hung from her hips and he knew with
one quick pull he could have her naked. A frightening red fog pressed at the edges of
his vision —hot and intense, sending a shaft of fear into his brain. This isn’t normal. Even
as he thought the words, her lips opened, just a hint, just enough to tempt him. Ignoring
the foreign presence hovering just beyond his control, he moved close, unable to stop
his slow approach.

“Jackson?”

Her voice came out as a squeak but Max pushed the sound aside, making the noise
insignificant in his brain. He bent down bypassing her lips and heading for the sweet
line of her throat, the perfect stretch of muscle and blood, the pulse throbbing just
beneath the skin. The pounding resounded through his head and dropped down into
his cock.

He moved, not thinking, just acting. Taking what he needed.
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He clamped his hand down on her ass and pulled, drawing her close, rubbing that
sweet cunt against his cock. A low growl erupted from this throat. The sweet curve of
her ass led him down, until he could cup her thigh and pull, draping her leg around his
hip. The sweetest gasp echoed through his ear, ringing into his cock.

“That’s it, honey.” The image from earlier —hell, the reality — of having her pressed
against the wall, her pussy wet and hot, slick. Even without touching he knew, he could
tell that she was ready. She could take him.

He ground his teeth together and drew back, fighting the beast inside him, straining
every muscle.

And the faint, faded voice of conscience that nagged at the base of his skull.
He might have made it. Might have managed to pull back.

If only she hadn’t touched —her fingers stroking the taut muscles of his throat,
almost scratching. As if she felt the same intense, vicious need. He stared down at her,
those wide gray eyes flickering with lust and a hint of fear. The predator in him rose up,
loving that bit of uncertainty, needing the chase. She would yield nicely to him.

Her lower lip trembled just a little, capturing his attention. The memory of her taste
echoed through his senses and he needed more. He moved slow, not wanting to startle
her, bending to brush his lips against her. Not a kiss. Just a breath, savoring the
anticipation running through her veins. The hand at his neck gripped the collar of his
leather jacket, as if she was using his strength to keep herself still. To resist the flight
instinct.

A low rumble came from his throat, the sound more of a purr than a growl. The shy
exterior hid a hunger, a need, that resonated in him.

Unable to deny himself any longer, he pressed closer, his body moving to trap her,
pressing her back against the wall, his hands locked on her hip and ass.

He tilted his head to the side and pressed his mouth against hers, lips open, the
need to taste building. Her tongue met his as he dipped inside, a tentative welcome that
only made the wolf crave more. He groaned. The memory had been weak, insignificant
to the reality of tasting her again. He drove his tongue into her mouth, conquering with
the kiss. Her fingers tightened, every muscles tensing. For a moment he thought he’d
pushed too far. Then a soft whimper, filled with hunger, slipped from her throat. She
twirled her tongue around his and fell into the kiss. She matched him, giving as good as
she got and then submitting, allowing him to take and lick and linger over every point
in her mouth.

His cock throbbed, the persistent need exploding with the simple touch of her lips
on his.

Fuck. There had to be something going wrong with his wolf. The full moon so close.
The animal too long constrained. Something because he shouldn’t be this hard from a
single kiss. The brief moment of clarity evaporated as she moaned, her fingers biting
into his arms. Heat tempted him, drawing him in, deeper, until he was surrounded.
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The red at the edges of his vision turned bright but didn’t overtake his senses. The
still functional corner of his brain guided his body, leading him to where he needed to
be.

He pressed against her, grinding his cock against her pussy, feeling the wet soak
through her pajama bottoms, dampening his jeans. The fluid scent filled the air, clinging
to his skin. He growled, wanting that perfume all over his body.

He sank his fingers in to her hair and tugged pulling her head back until she looked
up at him. Her lips were already red from his kisses, open and wet.

This was the second time he’d had her in this position tonight and there was no one
to interrupt. No one to stop him. He rolled his hips, pulsing against her clit, moving one
hand to cup her breast, squeezing the full mound, testing her.

A delicious sound caught in the back of her throat. Good. She liked a strong touch.
Her nipple pressed into his palm and he pulled back rubbing a circle around the tight
peak. Her back arched and she arched forward, the line of her body curving and
moving, wanting more.

Leaving his hips pressed against her, he leaned back, watching his hand on her
breast, the blue star on her chest moving with each breath.

He growled. “This isn’t going to work.”

She blinked and looked up, confusing snapping the desire from her stare.
“Wha—?"

He shook his head, fighting a grin.

“I hate the Cowboys.” He grabbed the top of her t-shirt and pulled, ripping the
material in two.
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Chapter Four

Her offended gasp gave him a moment’s pause but then he looked at her naked tits.

The remnants of cloth were immediately forgotten. He dropped the edges and
cupped her breasts, his large hands still barely able to hold the full weight, thumbs
moving to the nipples, tight and begging for his mouth. The ugly suit she’d worn at
dinner had completely hidden her curves. Now they were visible, available. His to
touch. Suck.

He wrapped his arm around her back and arched her up, drawing those beautiful
breasts up to his mouth. He bent lifting the tip to his lips. A restrained gasp shattered
the silence. He growled, the sound muffled against her skin. He wanted her to be lost in
him, submersed to the point of drowning, so consumed by his fucking that she couldn’t
control her reactions. He swirled the tip of his tongue around her nipple one more time
then drew the peak into his mouth, slow, monitoring every reaction, absorbing it.

Gentlemanly restraint battled with hunger. Hunger won. He sucked her nipple into
his mouth, loving the shivers coursing down her spine, the delicious moan that slipped
from her throat. Her hips rocked against his. He wanted to linger, to spend hours
teasing and tasting her pretty tits but the lure of her pussy was too strong. The need to
sample her flesh—and the wolf’s desires—overpowered him. With another whispered
kiss to her nipples, he slid his hands down, the smooth curves of her hips captivating
him.

But everything about her tempted him to indulge. He couldn’t resist another taste
of her skin, a nip to her earlobe, loving the way her pussy creamed when he bit her, a
quick scrape of his teeth to her neck, another sampling of her pretty tits.

The flavor of her desire sang on his tongue and his cock leapt in his jeans, wanting
its freedom, wanting to be buried in her cunt.

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of her pajama bottoms and dragged them
down. Once over her hips, they fell with a quiet thump the ground. The scent of her
pussy flooded the room, filling his head, drawing the wolf to the front of his brain.

Her pussy was almost bare —not fully waxed but trimmed and slick, the rosy pink
of her pussy lips flushed deep red and glistening with her juices.

“Fuck.”

Subtlety left him. He dropped to his knees and lifted her thigh, draping it over his
shoulder, opening the sweet space between her legs. Delicious perfume covered him.
Honey. She smelled like honey. He watched his hands moving across her skin. He
spread his fingers across her stomach and slid down, trying to touch all of her but the
liquid heat from her cunt called to him.
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He had to grit his teeth to keep from howling.

Her thighs were drenched with her pussy juices and he couldn’t resist lapping,
capturing that spicy liquid on his tongue. He swirled the tip of his tongue across her
smooth skin, a delicious detour before he plunged in, sliding his tongue between the
slick folds her cunt.

Her cry bounced off the walls as her fingers grabbed his head, using him for
support. Loving the strength in her hands, the power she used to hold him, he growled
and went deeper driving his tongue into her entrance, sinking as far as he could,
preparing her for his cock. The wolf’s ears perked up, catching her breathless moan. She
squirmed, trembling in his arms, the sweet flesh of her pussy slick beneath this tongue.
Needing to feel her come, he fucked her with his tongue, short shallow pulses. Her
thighs tightened, squeezing his head as her fingers slid through his hair, holding him
close.

The wicked animal’s purr vibrated through her pussy lips sinking deep into her
core. She dropped her head back against the wall and closed her eyes, every sense in
her body centered on the tongue pumping in and out of her pussy. Each stroke ignited
delicious tingles, blurring her mind until she couldn’t think.

He eased back and slid his tongue across her clit, a light teasing stroke that jolted
her eyes open. He grunted, the pleased satisfied sound of a male who’d been proven
right. The revelation hit her brain moments before the orgasm flooded her pussy,
hitting hard and fast and with no warning. She cried out and absorbed the delicious
little shocks.

The self-satisfied sounds turned to hungry growls and she thought she heard him
snarl “more” against her skin before he drove his tongue back into her passage, the
hard sharp penetration sending a new spike of renewed need through her pussy.

Strength-stealing shudders rippled through her core as he licked and kissed her sex,
dipping his tongue into her opening, drawing back, lavishing seductive attention to her
clit. He seemed to be testing, exploring her responses, finding those places that made
her breath catch.

Swallowing deep, she braced her standing leg hard against the ground using his
strength to hold her upright, the bite of his fingers cupping her ass and hips, moving
her against his mouth, slow shallow pulses as he fucked her with his tongue. The first
sensitive inch of her pussy sizzled with tension.

“Please.” She wasn’t sure what she was begging for —more, deeper, harder. Jackson.
His name echoed through her mind but it didn’t fit, didn’t match the man with his face
between her legs. He seemed different, stronger, more dangerous. Wicked.

He gave another flick to her opening then drew back, lapping at her pussy lips, the
intensity shifting as he teased. She fought for breath. Every nerve still tingled but there
was no pattern—he flicked and licked, swirling his tongue around her clit before
drawing back and placing a hot hard kiss on the inside of her thigh. The need spread,
moving in streaks from her pussy into the rest of her body, making her breasts throb.
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She dragged one hand off his head and grabbed her breast, needing something to ease
the ache. Her fingers slipped down to pull on her nipple. A tiny jolt zipped into her
pussy, tracking from the tight peak.

He raised his eyes and watched, the low growls of approval urging her on.
Delicious vibrations slid into her sex but before she could enjoy the subtle sensations, he
drove his tongue into her entrance again, reaching the nimble tip deep before pulling
back. He lashed her clit then plunged into her pussy again. He stretched so far, teasing
the top of her passage, before retreating and circling her clit, this time soft and light,
mere whispers that moved as wild caresses through her core, into her chest. She
squeezed her breast, pinching the nipple almost to the point of pain, matching his
thrusts as she rocked against his mouth.

He jerked his head back, flipping his hair out of his way, looking up at her. A
strange red light flashed in his eyes.

“That’s it, honey.” As she watched he stretched out his tongue and stroked the top
of her crease, flicking past her clit while his eyes burned. “Touch those pretty tits,
imagine I'm sucking them while I fuck you.”

Following his instructions, unable to do anything else, she squeezed her breasts.
The frantic touch made it better and worse. A low, harsh groan ripped from her throat.
Too much and yet not enough.

“Damn,” he whispered, his tone reverent. The right side of his mouth pulled up
into an arrogant smile. If she’d been in her right mind, the sight might have irritated
her, but she wasn’t. Wasn’t anywhere near her right mind.

She pumped her hips forward, trying to tempt him to return. “More?” Her plea was
almost more than her sex-drenched mind could handle.

But she saw the reaction, watched it flare in his eyes.
“More.” His answer was definite. Strong. Powerful.

She blinked, staring past her own hands on her breasts, the hunger flickering in his
gaze as he turned his attention back to her pussy. Tension did a wicked little zip
through her body, ripping from her breasts to her cunt. Even before he touched, licked,
she felt the edge of the blade teetering. Held breathless for a heartbeat, she waited,
needing, anticipating.

Time slowed as he leaned forward, giving her the lightest touch, a quick flick of his
tongue. He looked up as if to confirm she was still watching, then eased forward,
sliding his tongue between her pussy lips, letting her feel every inch as he approached
her entrance.

Vaguely aware that she was panting, she reached for him. Silky soft hair, just long
enough to slide through her fingers, stroked her skin, mirror images of the delicate
touches to her clit. A sound that was part grunt, part groan broke from her lips as she
pumped her hips forward, trying to find a harder contact. He groaned and licked,
sinking his tongue between her folds like a starving man, as if he couldn’t taste her fast
enough, deep enough.
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He lapped at her clit, a quick, delicious taste before he returned to her opening,
driving his tongue into the tight passage, not deep but just enough to make her insane.
She grabbed the back of his head and tried to guide him back to her clit.

Frustration bloomed inside her as he resisted her direction. Not that he didn’t know
what he was doing. Or that what he was doing wasn’t amazing, sexy, and fucking
wonderful but she wanted more. Wanted to come. And every stroke of his tongue,
every thrust just made the need worse.

“Please.” She dragged in a frantic breath. “Fuck me.”

This time he seemed to hear her. He drew back, wrapped his lips around her clit
and suck, slow rhythmic pulses. He slid a single finger between her pussy lips and
slipped it into her opening, slowly fucking her as he worshipped her clit. The dual
caresses sent her flying, delicious zings running through her pussy, threading into her
limbs.

She cried out, releasing her breast and putting both hands into his hair, fingernails
biting into his scalp. A low hungry growl reverberated from his chest and throat,
flowing into her pussy, as if the little bit of pain she gave him made it all the better.

Her body pulled tight, consumed and condensed by the steady, intoxicating thrust
of his finger, sliding in and out of her pussy, fucking her until she couldn’t take it any
longer. Until she needed more.

“Damn it. Fuck me!” The command filled the room.

He gripped her ass and tipped her forward, driving his tongue into her one more
time, trailing kisses along her slit, returning to her clit, no seduction, no hesitation. He
took the tight bundle between his lips and sucked hard, pulsing caresses that shot into
her pussy.

“Ah!” Her cry reverberated through her entryway, the delicious tension rippling
from her clit and racing into the rest her body, draining the strength from her muscles.

He hummed, the sound so low it became a growl, and continued to lick, long lush
strokes that worked the orgasm deep into her core, making her body shudder. She
closed her eyes and breathed, her mind blank, the only sounds her breath and
heartbeat.

Through her eyelids, the world spun. Dizzy and satisfied, she clung to the one
constant in her world —Jackson. Hot kisses whispered across her thighs. Subtle flicks of
his tongue, higher, along her stomach and up, pausing between her breasts.

“Gorgeous.” She blinked her eyes open. The glitter of her pussy juices sparkled
around his mouth. He licked his lips. “Delicious.”

Her heart pounded loud in her ears. No one had ever told her that before. No one
had ever meant it before.

Heat—pure, animal desire—stared back at her. She swayed but he was there,
catching her, warmth and strength covering her body.
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He pressed close, nudging his erection against her bare pussy. Her clit—sensitive
from coming— vibrated but he backed off before it was too much. Fire streaked along
the tight muscles of her throat as he teeth raked her skin, almost painful but still not
quite enough.

She turned her head, silently begging for more. Something burned inside her to feel
that delicious pain again.

Max stared down at the pretty female, baring her neck, offering herself. He clamped
his lips closed, hiding his teeth. The sharp canines filled his mouth and were clearly
nowhere near human. The taste of her cunt lingered on his tongue, his mouth, driving
him insane. The wolf screamed in his head, demanding he fuck her, claim her.

Max shook his head, fighting the animal’s instincts. He was human. He was
stronger and fucking more logical than the beast inside him. Red once again teased the
edge of his vision but he blinked it away. He licked his lips and tried to force his body
to retreat. Just a few inches. If he could get the distance, he might, just might be able to
escape.

Mandy tipped her head back to meet his gaze.

Fuck. Her eyes were hazy from the double orgasm, her cheeks flushed a delicious
red. And her lips...fuck she kept licking her lips, as if she was imagining his cock in her
mouth. Or her taste on his lips.

Drawn by the image, he bent down, placed his mouth on hers, blending the flavors
of her cunt with her mouth. The wicked spice and sweet exploded on his tongue. He
grabbed her ass and pulled her hard against him. Heat surrounded his dick as he
pressed against her pussy, liquid practically burning him through his jeans.

He grabbed the back of her torn t-shirt and dragged it down, leaving her naked,
bare before him.

The faint voice of his conscience tried to insert itself but before the sounds could
make sense in his brain the wolf howled its need, its intent.

He pulled back, enough to capture a breath, thinking it might be enough to clear his
brain. But the scents of their bodies together only made it worse. And the hint of
uncertainty that flickered through Mandy’s eyes.

She grabbed her lower lip between her teeth then let it slide away, as if bracing
herself for the rejection. A burst of anger throbbed at the base of his skull. That Jackson
would have left her insecure. If she belonged to him, she’d always know she was the
sexiest woman in the room. He bent down, cupping her cheek in his palm, covering her
mouth with his, slower this time, savoring the softness of her lips.

When he lifted his head, she looked up at him, her mouth red from his kisses, her
eyes glazed with passion he created. The driving urge to be inside her flooded his chest.
The need pushed aside any hesitation. He scooped her up in his arms and headed
toward the stairs.
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Mandy gasped and tried not to scream like romance novel heroine. The world
shifted beneath her jolting her out of the lovely stupor two orgasms in quick succession
could cause.

His strength eased her panic and the languid satisfaction returned to her muscles,
leaving her limp and draped against him. She turned her head and buried her nose in
the nape of his neck, inhaling the masculine scent. She’d always thought Jackson
smelled good—crisp and clean scents from his aftershave—but this was different.
Earthy, male, intriguing. It made her want to taste.

Unable to deny herself the pleasure, she stroked her tongue across his skin and
lapped at the base of his neck. A growl rumbled beneath her tongue —a clear warning.
She giggled, feeling no threat. Instead she repeated the caressed a little longer, harder.
His taste was as delicious as his smell.

He tipped his head back and looked down at her, the red glow returning to his
eyes.

“Be careful, honey.” The warning was lost in the endearment, the sexy way he
drawled the word. “It's not wise to tease the beast.”

The thought of Jackson being “a beast” drew another giggle.

“Maybe it's not wise,” she whispered, letting the words brush against his skin,
emboldened by the lust that emanated from him. “But it’s kind of fun.”

A quick snap filled the air moments before she felt the tap on her ass and the bright
bloom of pain. Her head snapped back and she looked up at him, blinking, her body
vibrating between shock and desire.

IIWI_Ia _ ?/I
“Naughty girls get punished.”

“P-punished?” The word caressed her pussy sending a rush of liquid through her
cunt.

“Yes.” He reached the top of the stairs. “Good girls get fucked. Naughty girls get
punished.” He set her feet on the ground and she stood, using him to support her
shaking knees. He placed his fingers beneath her chin and tipped her head back so she
had no choice but to look at him. “Do you understand, Amanda?”

The firm, almost paternal way he said her name sent shivers down her spine.

“Yes.”

“Repeat it back to me.”

She forced her lungs to take a shallow breath. “Naughty girls get punished.”

“And...?”

“Good girls get—" She swallowed. It wasn’t like she hadn’t used the word before
but, standing here, she felt very much like a schoolgirl in the principal’s office. He

stared down at her, the stern set of his mouth warning her she was quickly entering the
dangerous realm of “punishment”. “Fucked. Good girls get fucked.”
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“That’s right.” He stroked the backs of his fingers across her temple, lightly
touching her hair. “And you want to get fucked don’t you, Amanda?”

She dropped her gaze and nodded.
“You must answer me, Amanda. Do you want to get fucked?”

“Yes.” The word burst from her throat, almost defiant. A sexual energy crackled
between them making her nerves sing. Every wicked fantasy she’d ever had —since she
was old enough to know better —involved a strong, dominant male, ordering her,
fucking her, commanding her to take him. She’d just never imagined that man would
b