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Chapter One

A deep reverberating thrum filled Jodi Tyler’s chest and stroked the back of her throat with its raw 

promise of latent power. The unmistakable growl of a Harley. The sound bounced off the highwalled 

estate hugging the shores of Lake Arlington, then abruptly stopped.

She lifted the night vision binoculars and peered through the tinted windows of the surveillance van. 

Nothing. Deciding there was no threat from the road, she swiveled her chair back to the monitors. Her 

fingers flicked the switches controlling the surveillance cameras aimed at the estate. Images flashed 

across the monitor in rapid succession. They all showed the same thing. Nothing.

So where had the motorcycle gone?

“Must’ve turned off,” she muttered to herself. She grabbed the black T-shirt she’d discarded earlier 

and blotted the sweat trickling down her neck.

Maybe the pimply teenager three doors up drove a Harley. More likely his mid-life-crisis-aged 

father, she thought, wiping the perspiration pooled between her breasts.

Being stuck in a stifling black van in Dallas during a heat wave was not her idea of excitement. 

Especially on her birthday. Which Mark had forgotten.

Or ignored.

After hinting for weeks about how she wanted to spend the night, starting with a romantic dinner at 

their favorite restaurant, after teasing him about the sexy negligee she’d bought, even after that stupid list 

of all the sexual fantasies she’d written for him, he’d still gone ahead and arranged for her to penetrate the 

estate tonight. Tonight!

“If he expects me to be in any sort of romantic mood when I get home, he’s got rocks in his head.” 

She plopped down in the chair with a huff. “He can sleep in his own bed tonight. Alone.”

She switched the monitor back to the camera aimed at the Lexus parked in front of the five-car 

garage. If the assistant kept to her regular schedule—and that woman was punctual to a fault—the car 

would soon be cruising up the drive. Which meant Jodi’d be out of this Easy-Bake Oven and into the air-

conditioned estate to finish this assignment. Then she could go home and shower. Alone.

An insidious thought slithered into her mind, puncturing her self-confidence with an icy-cold needle. 

That’s what he’s planned all along—he’s trying to dump you without actually having to say anything.

No, she thought, shaking her head. Mark doesn’t play games like that.
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How do you know? the voice whispered. Why else would he arrange for the estate to be penetrated 

today of all days? He’s easing his way out of the affair by pissing you off, hoping you’ll dump him first. 

And don’t forget how he insisted either one of you could walk away at any point.

She leaned back in the chair, her arms folded across her chest. Easing out of a relationship had to be 

better than being dumped by text message the way Todd had done. “Let’s just be friends.”

Friends, my ass.

Would it hurt less than it had when she’d found another woman’s bra under Danny’s bed and been 

forced to endure his long, stumbling explanation? “She’s softer, less demanding, you know?”

Yeah, she knew.

Permanent scars etched her heart after Jace’s less-than-flattering comments about her lack of 

femininity when she’d graduated from the police academy. More fool her, she’d actually quit the force 

trying to please that asshole and he’d still dumped her.

Maybe Mark’s way of easing out of a relationship was better. Maybe it would hurt less. She rubbed 

the heel of her hand over the ache in her heart. Who was she kidding? Despite agreeing with Mark that 

the affair wouldn’t be long term, she’d fallen in love with him anyway. If he was breaking up with her, 

she was soon going to feel like her skin had been stripped off layer by layer.

When a branch snapped behind the van, interrupting her pity fest, she grabbed her gun from the 

console and headed to the driver’s seat. There was no way she was going to sit here as a witless target.

“Jodi? Open up, babe, it’s me,” Mark whispered through the back panel.

Excitement flared in her chest at the sound of his voice. When she realized her heart was racing just 

from hearing his voice, she silently cursed herself for acting like a bookworm with a serious crush on the 

quarterback.

“Jodi?” Mark said, a little louder this time. “You okay in there?”

She thumbed on the safety of the Glock and, after taking a deep breath, opened the door. A glance 

around showed no sign of his Humvee—he must have parked it farther down the road and walked up.

“You could have phoned to say you were coming in. I might have shot you.” In the groin.

The van dipped when he stepped up into it. His six-foot-two-inch frame filling the narrow confines, 

he gently closed the door so it wouldn’t give away their position. The dragon tattoo on his biceps flexed 

as he placed a knapsack on the console beside the surveillance equipment. Muscles rippled beneath the 

Celada Security logo emblazoned across the chest of his black T-shirt. Muscles she’d felt flex beneath her 

palms the night before.

Her fingers itched to run themselves through the thick crop of black hair in his Marine high-and-

tight. Normally she didn’t go for guys with short hair, but that glistening four-inch-wide pelt reminded 

her of a mink coat she wanted wrapped around her body. Between her legs.
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Get over that desire real fast, she told her fingers. “You’re late.”

“Got stuck at the lawyers’. There—” He stopped as his eyes adjusted to the gloom, reminding her of 

what she was—or rather, wasn’t—wearing.

Every cell in her body went on high alert, trembled with need and expectation as if he’d touched her 

wherever he looked.

His grin widened and his chocolate brown eyes glinted. “Is a sports bra and thong the latest fashion 

for surveillance?”

Jodi flipped him the bird while she searched for the T-shirt she’d discarded.

“It was hot. I stripped down. So bite me,” she said, though without the rancor she’d intended.

“Anything you say, babe.” He pulled her against him and nipped at her earlobe. “But I fully approve 

of your outfit. Think I should make it part of the dress code.”

“Yeah, that’ll go over real well.” She attempted to maintain her anger. And failed. “Everyone’s been 

dying to see Hector’s fat ass in a thong.”

When his hands cupped her breasts, Jodi melted into his touch. Magic fingers, she thought, as his 

thumbs brushed her taut nipples. Was this the last time he’d touch her like this? Or was it just her 

insecurity making her paranoid?

“Have I told you lately how beautiful you are?” he said, his breath hot on her neck.

The citrus fragrance of his aftershave, and the lack of his usual dark five-o’clock shadow told her 

he’d recently shaved. His fresh scent reminded her how grungy she felt having been cooped up in over 

one hundred degree heat all day. It took a charming—or incredibly obtuse—man to tell a woman whose 

hair clung in damp strands to her neck and probably smelled like the inside of a stable that she was 

beautiful.

Surely a man planning on dumping her wouldn’t be acting like this. Or was he overcompensating?

“The assistant leave yet?” His tongue brushed over her earlobe, sending a shiver down her spine.

“Um…” She struggled to think under the onslaught of sensation. His tongue trailed down her neck, 

teeth nipped at that spot that made her need him inside her. What was it about him that made her knees 

turn to jelly and her insides to liquid heat?

“Babe? Did Ms. Janssen leave?”

She barely heard him repeat the question when his hand released her breast and moved lower. She 

forced one eye open and peered over his shoulder at the monitor, verifying the car hadn’t moved.

“No, not yet. If she keeps to her usual schedule she should leave in ten minutes. I thought I heard an 

engine a few moments ago. You see anything on the way in?”
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“Nope.” He turned her away from the monitor and pushed aside the thin strip of her thong. His 

fingers—those broad, callused, talented fingers—stroked her vulva, sending streaks of pleasure deep 

inside.

She struggled to maintain focus the way he could. “Must have been… Oh, Mark, yes, right there.”

Her legs opened wider under his murmured instructions, while her hands fumbled with the zipper in 

his blue jeans. Fingers were all very well, but when there was a cock willing and eager to penetrate her—

and from the rock-hard erection beneath her palm, he was more than ready—there was no contest. She 

heard the rustle of canvas when he reached behind her, and she wondered what was in the knapsack that 

he needed at this precise moment.

“Got a present for you.” His mouth covered hers, swallowing her squeak of surprise when something 

hard and cold touched her labia and pressed inward. “Something to keep you on your toes.”

A moan left her when the object started vibrating inside her. He had to be kidding!

She reached down to remove the vibrating egg, only to have her wrist circled by his fingers, pulling 

her hand away.

“Oh no you don’t. Leave it in until I take it out myself.” An intense look filled his dark eyes, 

replacing the earlier amusement. He stepped back, all business, and picked up her black twill pants. 

“Better put these on. The assistant will be leaving soon. Don’t forget you have to get through the gate 

right after she leaves.”

“I know the plan.” She tugged on her pants, doing her best to ignore the overwhelming need the 

device was creating. “Do you seriously expect me to break into the house and crack a safe with this 

damned thing vibrating inside me?”

He flashed a six-megawatt grin. “Yup, I do.”

Jodi stuck her tongue out at him. Okay, it was childish, but she hated that he’d got her so hot and 

bothered and then wouldn’t let her come. Until she noticed the bulge in his pants. Proving that despite 

Mark’s business-like demeanor, he was just as horny.

“We’ve got a few minutes before Ms. Janssen leaves.” She trailed a finger down his chest, slid her 

hand between them and rubbed his erection, intent on torturing him and silencing her insecurities. “You 

must be aching as bad as I am. No use both of us being unfulfilled all night.”

His grin fading, Mark flipped a switch on the remote. The vibrations ceased within her, leaving her 

with a completely unsatisfied pussy. Damn it, she needed to finish what he’d started.

“Look, babe, I know you wanted to celebrate, but the owner insisted it be today. And since you’re 

our best at infiltration…” He tucked the remote into his shirt pocket then lifted her hands in his.

At least he’d remembered her birthday.
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When he pressed his lips against her knuckles, her insecurity crawled back under its rock. Hopefully 

forever.

“I’d still rather have you inside me than this vibrator.”

He chuckled and kissed her fingers again. “I know. So would I. But we don’t have time.”

“So why are you insisting I keep it in?”

He let her hands drop and cradled her head to his shoulder briefly. “Just for fun. Besides, you’re 

always practicing cracking those safes wearing headphones, listening to loud music and street sounds. So 

think of my present as just another distraction, something to add to the challenge.”

She relented. A little. There were worse ways to be distracted—like having firecrackers or guns 

aimed at you—both of which had been done to her in the past. His professionalism had attracted her to 

him in the first place; it wasn’t right that she snark about it now, she supposed. Besides, what could be 

more exciting than breaking into a house, knowing you could get caught, a vibrator your lover had placed 

deep inside arousing every fiber of your being? By night’s end, she’d be so horny, so desperate for him, 

he could fuck her in the middle of Dealey Plaza at high noon and she wouldn’t deny him.

She bent over to pick up her T-shirt, making sure Mark had a really good look at her butt. Might as 

well give him something to think about while she was away.

“You got the letter I’m supposed to leave in the safe?” The shirt muffled her voice as she pulled it 

over her head.

He held up a sealed envelope. “Right here.”

She grabbed the envelope and shoved it in her pocket. “You sure the owner hasn’t upgraded the 

system? Or tipped the current security company off?”

“Nah, I have his word that if you crack the safe tonight, I’ll have a signature on a contract at our 

lunch tomorrow. And then I can concentrate on the merger.” Mark perched on the edge of the console and 

folded his arms. A smug look on his face told her he expected her to encounter no problems.

Yet for all his confidence in her, the envelope weighed a ton in her pocket. “Mark, are you sure you 

want to sell out? You’ve worked so hard making Celada the top security firm in Texas—you can’t just 

hand over the reins to some stranger, even if he was your old college buddy. You love running your own 

company too much to see it gobbled up by Hauberk Security.”

He grabbed her hand and tugged until she stood between his legs. “It’s just a merger, babe, not a 

complete takeover. I’ve told you I’ll continue to run ops this side of the Mississippi, and Sam will manage 

everything to the east from D.C. We’ll both have to agree on any major decision, each with an equal say.”

“And if you can’t agree?”

“It’ll work out. Trust me.” His hand cupped her buttock and squeezed as he glanced at the monitor 

behind her. “Time to move, babe. Ms. Janssen is driving toward the gate.”
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He couldn’t have staged a better way to avoid the subject if he’d planned it.

After pulling on a pair of surgical gloves, Jodi picked up the two-way headset and tucked it around 

her ear. “Give me a sound check, will you?”

Mark flipped on the microphone to the radio, and whispered something in Spanish.

Shivers flared down her spine and sent a bolt of heat into her core. “One of these days I’m going to 

take Spanish lessons. What did you say this time?”

“I promised to tie your hands behind your back and make you get on your knees. Then I said I’m 

going to put my dick in your mouth until I spew come down your throat.”

Grabbing the back-door latch, Jodi pressed her knees together as her pussy clamped around the egg 

lodged high inside. “If you’d let Javier do this job the way I’d suggested, I’d be on my knees in a 

heartbeat. But since you didn’t, I guess you’ll have to keep dreaming.”

“Maybe. Maybe not.” He winked and tossed her a black knit cap. “Forget something?”

With a muttered curse about wool caps and Texas heat, Jodi tucked her hair beneath the cap’s edges. 

Once Mark had flicked off the van’s dome light, she eased the door open. As she squeezed through the 

narrow opening, branches scraped against the door’s paint job and tugged at her thin black cotton shirt.

Headlights slanted up the curving driveway, backlighting the ornate wrought-iron gates that creaked 

as they swung open.

“Right on time. Someone needs to teach you there’s safety in unpredictability, lady,” she murmured.

The sleek dark blue Lexus drove through the gates and turned right.

“Show time, babe,” Mark said over the headset.

Heart thumping, Jodi slid in through the gates as the motor whirred, jumping only slightly when the 

gate clicked shut behind her.

Keeping to the shadows cast by the half-moon, Jodi crept down the long driveway toward the 

sprawling three-story Tudor mansion. She skirted the massive garage, then followed the path around back 

and stopped by the first French door. Whatever security expert designed the current system hadn’t insisted 

that a deadbolt be installed on this one. Or the installers had missed it. And that was the reason she—no, 

she reminded herself, Mark’s company—was going to prove they were the best security firm in Texas.

She pulled out the thin strip of plastic she had tucked in the pouch on her belt and shoved it between 

the jamb and the latch. Seconds later, she straightened and opened door.

As she’d expected, a red light flashed in the security panel beside the door. She punched in the 

number she’d memorized and breathed a sigh of relief when the light turned a steady green. They hadn’t 

changed the security code since she’d reconnoitered. Another point for her report.

“I’m in,” she whispered, knowing Mark was listening in the van. She wiped the sweat from the back 

of her neck, angling her head to catch the cool breeze rushing through the air-conditioning vent.
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“You never told me how you got the security code,” she heard Mark say in the earpiece as she 

headed through the empty room toward the center hallway.

“I have my secrets,” she taunted. That weekend she’d bribed to call in sick so she could fill in had 

paid off—even if it meant she’d had to scrub toilets. The work hadn’t really been hard—the new owner 

had only furnished four rooms so far, so there’d not been much to clean.

A smile tugging at her lips, Jodi paused at the door to the office, ensuring it was empty. Moonlight 

streamed between the heavy curtains that flanked the French doors and across the floor in a rectangular 

pattern, slanting up the bookcases lining the walls. The red power light on the cordless phone reflected in 

the brass base of the banker’s lamp on the desk. Assured she was alone, she walked confidently toward 

the desk.

“The safe’s in the floor behind the desk,” Mark reminded her. “Figure you’ve got less than an hour 

to crack the safe, leave the envelope and get out before the next patrol cruises by.”

She rolled her eyes. Cruise was right—that’s all the minimum-wage cop wannabees currently 

providing security did for their visual inspection. Her van had been parked in the area for a week now and 

they hadn’t slowed down enough to read her license plate or check why she was there.

She pushed the leather office chair aside and knelt on the hardwood floor, inhaling a whiff of lemon 

furniture polish. The very same polish she’d applied on the weekend. Reaching beneath the desk, her 

fingers found the latch that would free the panel hiding the safe. Her breath left her with a whoosh when 

she heard the audible click.

“Got it!” she whispered, pumping her fist in the air. Now the real fun began.

Still on her knees, she reached down and swung open the square section of floor concealing the safe. 

A chuckle escaped her. She’d never bothered to tell Mark that during her stint as a replacement maid, 

she’d been assigned to dust this room. Or that she’d discovered the safe’s combination on the flip side of 

the leather blotter.

“Hey, Mark, start the timer—I’ll bet I can have this baby cracked in under three minutes.”

Mark’s low chuckle reverberated in her ear. “Two. Loser gets tied up and spanked.”

Jodi’s butt tightened. Spanking usually meant Mark was in the mood for ass play. Maybe she should 

deliberately take four minutes. No, she thought with wicked delight as she glanced at her latex covered 

fingers, it was time Mark got a taste of his own medicine.

“Then drop your pants, big boy, and show me your sweet ass, ’cause you’re going to get a whoopin’ 

tonight.”

Clenching her penlight between her teeth, she leaned over the dial of the old-fashioned safe. Then 

jumped when the egg started to vibrate deep inside her.
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Sonuvabitch. She stopped herself from screeching. She’d completely forgotten the damned thing. 

Her nipples hardened into swollen buds rubbing against her cotton T-shirt while her pussy throbbed in 

time with the vibrations.

No way was she going to let Mark win this bet. Ignoring the vibrator as best she could, she carefully 

turned the dial clockwise to the first number. Heard the click as the mechanism released. One-and-a-half-

turns counterclockwise. Another click. Clockwise again. Click. Grinning, she checked her watch.

“Mark, your ass is going to be sore tomorrow,” she whispered.

A quick tug on the handle opened the safe. Her penlight’s thin beam of light illuminated a thick rope 

of gold with a massive ruby pendant resting upon a black velvet-covered board. A set of dangly earrings 

that matched the pendant and several diamond-encrusted bracelets winked back at her. A fortune in easily 

fenced gems and the idiot had left the combination to the safe where anyone could find it.

Shaking her head at the owner’s stupidity, she pulled out the envelope. Then froze when the sliver of 

light from the French door lengthened, slid beneath the desk and over the safe.

She peered beneath the knee space under the desk. The moonlight outlined the shape of a dark figure 

shutting the doors.

“Under two minutes, Mark, I win,” she announced as she crawled from beneath the desk. She 

straightened and smiled, expecting Mark to flash that sexy smile of his. She was so ready to fuck him, to 

have him ram his cock deep into her.

But her smile froze when the intruder took a step into the room and the moonlight gleamed off his 

head. His shaved head.

Not Mark.

“Welcome to my parlor, said the spider to the fly.”
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Chapter Two

A sudden blaze of light blinded her. Halogen lights glared on the open safe, on the desk. On her.

On him.

A good four inches taller than Mark, the intruder must have weighed at least fifty pounds more, 

every ounce pure muscle. He looked like he’d stepped out of the Matrix in a dark silk shirt that outlined 

every bulging muscle in his massive shoulders. While his shaved head gleamed, a day’s worth of stubble 

shadowed his heavy jaw. Beneath thick dark brows and darker eyes, his nose had a slightly off-center 

look as if it had been broken several times. Leather pants clung like a second skin, accentuating the 

bulging package at the juncture of his legs. Everything about him screamed strength and power.

“If you’re fixin’ to tell me you’re doin’ some window-shoppin’, this store is closed.” He spoke in a 

slow southern drawl, nothing like Mark’s sexy accent.

Her heart rate skyrocketed to triple digits as adrenaline catapulted through her system; sweat 

slickened the inside of her gloves. Why hadn’t Mark warned her that someone was on the grounds?

“You’re trespassin’ on private property, sweet pea.” His deep voice resonated through her chest, its 

slow cadence drumming a prisoner to the gallows.

Confidence wrapped itself around him in a comfortable cloak. Something in the way he held himself 

told her not to let his casual pose deceive her. He looked like he could have played defensive end for the 

NFL and would relish the opportunity to tackle her.

Jodi stared at the inky darkness behind him, hoping he hadn’t brought backup. When no one else 

appeared, her heart rate decreased. Slightly.

“You the owner?” she asked, pleased that her voice didn’t betray her anxiety. Or the fact that her 

pussy was throbbing from the egg still vibrating deep inside her.

“If you belonged here, sweet pea, you’d know who the owner was.”

Did that mean he was? Or he wasn’t?

She’d checked the names of the cleaning staff personally but couldn’t remember anyone of his age or 

description. The property had been registered under a numbered corporation, and while Mark had met 

with the owner in person, he hadn’t mentioned the man—or woman’s name, Jodi amended to be fair.
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Jodi lifted her chin, forced her voice to remain steady. “I’m with Celada Security. We’ve been 

approached about upgrading the security on this place. Part of the proposal included an agreement that we 

would breach the perimeter. So here I am—living proof of how pathetic the current system is.”

She pulled the envelope from her pocket and held it out, along with her identification. “Here, this’ll 

prove what I’m saying is true.”

Goliath plucked the envelope from her hand and tossed it on the desk. “Anyone could have written 

that letter, sweet pea. It don’t prove a damned thing.”

He reached into his pocket. Oh my God, he was armed! And she’d left her gun in the van. How could 

she have been so stupid?

Her mouth pulled a Sahara Desert as her gaze darted toward the door. It couldn’t be more than four 

feet away. She could make it through and be halfway down the hall while he was still rounding the desk. 

If she could find some way to stop him following her, she might have a better chance of escaping. She 

inched closer to the doorway, trying hard not to be obvious.

“Ah, now, don’t make me chase you. I may be big, but I’m fast.” Instead of the knife or gun she was 

expecting, he pulled out a fat cigar and stuck it in his mouth, held a match to it. “And I guarantee I’ll 

enjoy catchin’ you.”

An icy lump settled into her stomach as she realized that she still hadn’t heard Mark respond. She 

eyed the door again, judging her chances, then glanced at the desk seeking a letter opener or something 

she could use as a weapon. Maybe a solid thump to his head with the brass banker’s lamp would slow him 

down.

“Relax, sweet pea, I’m not goin’ to hurt you.” Smoke wreathed his head as he drew on the cigar then 

carefully placed the cigar in the ashtray beside the lamp. “Much.”

Trying to anticipate what his next move might be, Jodi watched him like a mouse eyed a cat. A really 

hungry cat.

Before she had time to get away, he’d rounded the desk in a graceful move that belied his size. He 

crowded her against the wall, his body a furnace wrapped in leather and silk.

She craned her neck up to meet his gaze, and revised her approximation of his height. He had to be at 

least six foot five. But she’d been right about him being pure muscle.

“Dangerous business, breakin’ into private property. Even more dangerous when it’s mine.”

Mine? Jodi narrowed her eyes. He was the owner? So why didn’t he just acknowledge that he’d 

hired the firm to expose the estate’s weak spots? What was his game?

“You get a rush breakin’ into other people’s places, sweet pea? Thwarting their security?”

He grabbed her hand and held it flat against his groin. Against the enormous hard-on straining the 

buttoned fly. “Do you feel what capturing a trespasser does for me?”
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His gaze flicked down her body as his grin widened. “You’re a little skinny for my tastes but I’ll bet 

you’re a real wildcat in bed. We’re gonna have a lot of fun tonight, we are. I can’t wait to bury my cock in 

your sweet pussy.” He dipped his head until his mouth was beside her ear and whispered, “I’ll bet you’re 

already dripping wet, aren’t you?”

She snatched her hand away and dragged in a breath, forcing air into her too-tight lungs as she 

memorized his features. “It’ll be a cold day in hell before that happens, asshole. Now back off before I 

shove your dick down your throat.”

His lips twitching as if he wanted to laugh, he took a half step back, but not enough for her to sidle 

past him. “I’d rather shove it down yours.”

“Just read the letter. It’ll prove I’m who I say I am, and am doing what we were hired to do. Or if 

you don’t believe the letter is legit, call Mr. Rodriguez yourself.”

She rattled off Mark’s cell phone number while wondering why he still hadn’t responded over the 

headset.

When he unfolded the paper and started reading it, his eyebrows arched and his lips compressed into 

a controlled smirk.

“My Sexual Fantasies.” His eyes flickered up and he grinned while Jodi narrowed her eyes, trying to 

figure his game. “Sounds like an interesting letter your boss wrote, sweet pea.”

Just what she needed—a smart-ass.

“Just read the damned thing,” she ground out.

“I am reading.” He unfolded the paper again. “My Sexual Fantasies. One, to try anal sex. Two, I 

want to be fucked by Mark while tied up and blindfol—”

What the hell? Jodi snatched the paper from him with a gasp and stared in horror at the list she had 

jokingly made for Mark.

“This is a mistake,” she stammered. “It was supposed to be the letter Mark—I mean Mr. Rodriguez 

had written explaining exactly how we’d breached security and his recommendations to make the estate 

safer.”

He chuckled and looked over his shoulder to the French doors. “Is that what it was supposed to say, 

Mr. Rodriguez?”

Jodi followed his gaze. The knapsack at his feet, Mark leaned against the doorframe, thumbs tucked 

into the belt of his jeans that rode low over his hips.

Tension drained like a plug had been pulled, Jodi sagged against the wall. Until she realized Mark 

was not out of breath, nor was he treating the other man with caution. In fact, he was downright relaxed 

and smiling. She straightened, vowing vengeance for his screwup with the list. And for not letting her 
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know he was all right. And for not warning her someone was about to walk in on her. Not to mention the 

vibrator still buzzing away deep inside, driving her insane.

“Will you please explain that I work for you, Mr. Rodriguez?” she gritted out, her hands curled into 

fists. “And will you please turn it off?”

“Sam?” Mark arched an eyebrow at her captor.

“I’d rather leave it on,” Sam grumbled, but he reached into his pocket and the vibrator immediately 

ceased.

“You had the…?” Jodi spluttered when he held the remote up for her to see. “But Mark had… Mark, 

what the hell is going on here?”

“Jodi Tyler, I’d like you to meet Sam Watson.”

Sam Watson? As in the owner of Hauberk Security and Mark’s college buddy? Jodi closed her mouth 

when she realized her jaw was hanging open. Was this some sort of joke?

“So is this really your place, or are you checking me out to make sure I meet your company’s 

qualifications?”

“Yup, place is all mine.” He smiled as he picked up the cigar, his gaze flicking over her again. “As 

for checking you out, there ain’t a man alive who could fail to admire your…assets.”

Annoyed at being held captive by the man who would soon be her new boss, she placed her hands 

flat on Sam’s chest and pushed. And failed to budge him at all.

“Since you own one of the biggest security firms on the east coast, you obviously don’t need Mark to 

upgrade your security—so why have me break in? Oh, and in case you haven’t heard, there’s a law about 

sexual harassment of employees. So you’d better have one damned good lawyer.”

Sam’s eyes widened; he quickly stepped back, letting Mark take his place.

“Relax, babe.” Mark rubbed her shoulders in a move meant to pacify her but she batted them away.

Jodi shoved the paper in Mark’s face. It was either that or kick him in the groin. “This list was 

supposed to be just between us. How could you humiliate me like this?”

Mark cleared his throat and cursed softly in Spanish. “I’m sorry, babe, I wanted to surprise you for 

your birthday—you know, so we can cross the rest of those items off your list. I thought it would be 

funny. Sort of an icebreaker. “

“Funny?” She thumped her fist into his shoulder. “You have a twisted sense of humor. Besides, what 

could possibly be on there that you’d need to show to a perfect stranger?”

Sam waved his cigar toward the paper that was now a crumpled ball in her fist. “You might wanna 

refresh your memory and read number six there, sweet pea. Ol’ Mark here’s asked me to help fulfill that 

particular fantasy.”

With a growing dread, she scanned the list, her eyes widening.
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6. I’d like to have a ménage with Mark and another man that we could trust.
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Chapter Three

A ménage? While she’d secretly fantasized about that particular scenario, she’d not realized she’d 

actually written it down, nor that Mark wouldn’t consult her on who the third person might be.

Wait a minute! This whole thing had been a setup? From the first time Mark mentioned the owner’s 

challenge to break through the current security, to how he’d manipulated the roster so she pulled the 

majority of the surveillance? And this morning, when she’d tried to finagle the evening off so they could 

spend her birthday together, he’d insisted she be the one in the van…that she be the one infiltrating the 

estate. It had all been a lie?

“So you’ve been planning this for…what? A month now?”

“Yup. Ever since you wrote that list.” Mark wore a smug, satisfied smile, like the proverbial cat 

who’d captured the canary—and still had yellow feathers clinging to his mouth. “Fooled you, didn’t I? 

Happy birthday, babe.”

Letting out a small screech, Jodi tore the list into pieces and flung them in Mark’s face. She ripped 

off her knit cap and clutched a hank of her still-sweaty hair, holding it out at right angles. “So you made 

me spend twelve hours cooped up in a van until I smell like I spent all day in a swamp and thought that 

would put me in the mood for sex? And not just sex, but for fucking my future boss?”

“Told you you might want to rethink the idea of just springin’ it on her, ol’ buddy,” Sam murmured.

She continued as if she hadn’t been interrupted, poking Mark in the chest with one finger. “Did you 

think I might not like to have a say in who is the third? Or that it might affect how Mr. Watson judges me 

in the future?”

“Two-way street, sweet pea. You don’t need to worry about me judgin’ you for your sexual 

preferences if you don’t judge me. An’ I told Mark I wasn’t gonna participate unless you were willin’.” 

Sam tamped the cigar out in the ashtray once more, his face a carefully blank mask. “Guess I got my 

answer. No harm, no foul.”

“Sam, wait,” Mark said, running a hand over his thick strip of hair. “Look, Jodi, maybe I should have 

let you in on it from the get-go, but if you remember when you wrote that list, I promised that I’d try to 

fulfill all your fantasies. That’s what I am trying to do.”

She attempted to resist him when he tugged her close, refusing to look at him. He wrapped his arms 

around her, cradling her until she melted against him.
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“Babe, I trust Sam more than I’d trust any other man with you.” He pulled back and looked at her 

with narrowed eyes. “Or did you have someone else in mind?”

“No,” she sighed. “I can’t think of someone else.”

“Tell you what,” Sam said. “Why don’t you two take a couple minutes and discuss it without me 

around? Go on up to the master bedroom and use that whirlpool tub big enough for six, or take a shower 

or something while you make up your mind. You might remember it since you did such a good job 

cleaning it when you played maid on the weekend—Bianca.”

Jodi winced at Sam’s use of the fake name she’d used.

Mark folded his arms across his chest and raised one eyebrow. Though he was attempting to be stern, 

the edges of his lips twitched as if he were trying to stop smiling. “So that’s how you found out the 

security code.”

“Girl’s gotta have some secrets,” she muttered.

“I’ll be back directly.” Sam picked up his cigar and stuck it in his mouth. “If you decide to stay, pick 

up the phone and dial pound-one-two.”

He stopped in the doorway and winked. “Oh, and Bianca? Call me if you need any help scrubbin’ 

up. I’m real good with a loofah.”

Mark closed the bathroom door behind them, watching as Jodi wandered over to the long 

cherrywood vanity and stood in front of the gold-tapped white marble sinks, her lips pursed. She’d been 

quiet while she’d led him out of the study and up the stairs. He noticed she hadn’t taken him to the master 

bedroom with the massive tub Sam had mentioned. Obviously she still wasn’t comfortable with the idea 

of Sam joining them.

He should have at least given her a choice of who should be the “other man”. And he should have 

realized she’d have wanted to primp a bit before the main event. Way to go, Rodriguez.

“We don’t have to have the threesome. Just say the word and we’ll go home and I’ll never mention 

the list again.”

Frowning, Jodi pulled the headset from her ear and set it on the white marble counter, watching it 

spin as it settled into place. Her tongue darted out, licked her top lip before she looked up into the mirror 

and met his gaze. “I know you meant well…”

Mark hesitated before voicing a concern that had raised its ugly head when he’d seen her reaction to 

Sam reading her fantasies aloud. “Jodi? Those things on the list—the bondage, the anal sex? Were they 

really things you wanted to try? Or were they just things you thought would keep me happy?”

Color rose up her neck and into her cheeks. He wondered if she realized she was wringing her hands.

Her tongue slid across her full upper lip again. “Some of them were.”
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“Which means some of them weren’t.” He crossed the room in three strides, tugged her by the hips 

until she rested against him. “Why did you feel you needed to put things on the list if you didn’t want to 

try them? You know I’d never force you to do something you didn’t want to do.”

“Well, some of them I didn’t know I wanted to do until we did them. Like you fucking my ass, but 

then…” One shoulder lifted as her chin went down along with her lids, and the pink in her cheeks 

brightened to deep red flags. “I liked it.”

Mark barked a laugh that echoed around the room. “Liked it? That’s an understatement. I thought the 

neighbors were going to call the cops that first time, you screamed so loud when you came.”

She wrapped her arms around his neck and tilted her head back up so he could finally see her eyes 

were filled with a mixture of embarrassment and mirth. “And the night you tied me up was a real turn-on 

too. I had no idea I was such a control freak and that letting go would be so enjoyable.”

Her answer let him relax slightly. Her headstrong intensity when she’d stood up to clients—and him 

on occasion when their opinions had differed—was something that had first attracted him to her. He 

wanted to savor the fierce passion that simmered beneath her cool exterior. Forever.

He kissed the tip of her nose as he reached down and tugged her T-shirt over her head. “You don’t 

have to decide right now. Think about it while you take your shower.”

She stepped out of her pants, leaving her once again in her thong and bra. He shifted so he stood 

behind her and pulled her against him. He looked at the image of them in the mirror and wondered why 

she—one of the most beautiful and intelligent operatives he’d ever met—had chosen him. And why she’d 

agreed to his no-attachments stipulation. He marveled at how her hair seemed to glow in the vanity lights. 

At how her full lips, slightly parted, urged him to kiss her. And how the light skin of her breasts 

contrasted with the tanned skin of his forearm cradling them. His dick firmed at the memory of three 

nights before when he’d come between them.

Though she’d never said a word of complaint, he knew his sexual demands had challenged her. He’d 

hated the thought that she might have done things she hadn’t wanted to simply to please him. Those idiots 

who she’d dated before had her convinced she wasn’t desirable. Damned if he’d let her think he thought 

the same thing.

“Open your eyes, babe.”

The lights caught the sheen filling her eyes as she met his gaze in the mirror.

“Do you see what I see?” When she shook her head and tried to look away, he dipped his head and 

placed his cheek against hers to force her to continue looking in the mirror. “I see a beautiful woman with 

hair that’s as bright as sunshine and soft as silk. I see dark grey eyes filled with love that brings me to my 

knees every time you look at me. I see full lips that make me hard just thinking of them wrapped around 

my dick.”
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Her pink tongue darted out to lick her top lip and her hips swiveled, pressing his erection into the 

crack of her ass.

“And that tongue of yours drives me crazy when it licks my balls, and swirls along my shaft as you 

suck me deep into your throat until I can’t hold my come back any longer.”

He cupped her breast, his thumb rubbing her nipple until it hardened. “I see a beautiful woman, with 

breasts that beg to be kissed. I see nipples as ripe as berries that make me want to suckle from them all 

night long.”

His hand drifted over the smooth planes of her stomach to the thin triangle of hair at the juncture of 

her legs. “Full, pouty lips down here, too.”

Jodi chuckled. When his fingers pushed aside the thin fabric and stroked, her chuckles changed to 

moans.

“And between those sweet lips of yours, there’s a passage that’s so tight and responsive I swear I 

lose my mind every time my cock slides into you.”

Her head fell back against his shoulder and her hips rotated, betraying her insatiable need. He slid his 

hand over her hip and clasped one of her tight cheeks. “You’ve got the most beautiful ass any man could 

hope to see. Let alone fuck.”

She murmured something about it being too big so he caught her gaze in the mirror, held it.

“Stop putting yourself down. You’re beautiful.” He released her and lightly slapped her butt. “Now 

you have your shower and decide what you want to do tonight. No pressure, all right?”

When he began to step back, she stopped him, cupping his head with her palm, pulling him down so 

she could kiss him. Her lips slightly parted, they brushed against his in a soft promise that quickly turned 

so hot he would have sworn the mirrors should have been coated with steam.

“I may need some help washing my back,” she whispered, her breath warm against his cheek.
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Chapter Four

Wearing a fresh set of clothes Mark had stuffed into the backpack, Jodi trailed him into the study. 

The only light in the room was provided by the green-shaded bankers’ lamp on the desk. The floor panel 

once again concealed the safe, and the pieces of the list she’d scattered had disappeared. Sam stood in the 

shadows, his back to the room, staring out the door.

When Mark cleared his throat, Sam turned and tilted his head. “Let me assure you again, Jodi, that 

whatever your decision is, it’ll not change anything between us in the future, especially in the office. I 

don’t want you to feel pressured into anything tonight. Plus tonight is a one-time-only offer. When you 

walk away, whether anything happens or not, we will never discuss it again. That clear?”

Thoughts bounced randomly in her brain like popcorn in hot oil. Was she so boring in bed that this 

was what Mark needed to get excited? Would he walk away completely if she turned him down? And if 

she didn’t, what would he demand next? An orgy, with her the main attraction?

No. Mark had also said if she turned his offer down, he’d never discuss it again. Two men at the 

same time. Could she live with herself if she agreed to Mark’s plan?

She glanced down at the bulge between Sam’s legs. And that was when he wasn’t aroused.

Could she live with herself if she didn’t agree? Or would she forever regret passing up the 

opportunity?

“So can we help you check another fantasy off your list?” Mark asked.

He moved close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from him, could smell the last lingering 

scents of herself on his breath. “Picture it, babe. Two mouths, two tongues to lick your breasts, to lap at 

your sweet pussy. Four hands to hold you, caress you, pleasure you.” He pressed her hand flat against his 

groin, letting her feel his arousal. “And two cocks at your command.”

As she watched, the bulge at Sam’s groin grew, straining the leather taut. Heat rushed through her, 

and her eyelids grew heavy at the imagined sensation of the two men kissing her breasts; her pussy pulsed 

at the idea of being watched fucking Mark. Or Mark watching her being fucked by Sam. She licked her 

lips, imagining herself taking his cock into her mouth while Mark rammed into her from behind.

“I think…I think I’d like to stay. But I want you both to agree that if I decide to stop, you will.”

“Of course, sweet pea,” Sam quickly agreed. “Pick a safe word and we’ll stop whatever we’re doing 

the moment you say it.”
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Excitement mixed with trepidation slithered under her skin like an electric current.

“My safe word is…broccoli.”

Both men exhaled as if they’d been holding their breath.

“Broccoli it is,” Sam said. “Now before we get started, I just need your assurance about a coupla 

things.”

“What?”

“Do you trust Mark’s choice in me as the third? Do you trust that I’ll not hurt you or use anything 

that happens tonight against either of you?”

Her shoulders relaxed. She answered quickly, “Yes, I trust Mark’s judgment. I mean, I trust you 

won’t hurt me.”

“Good.” Sam walked over to her and held out one hand, as the other reached behind his back.

Smiling, she extended hers, expecting him to shake on their agreement. He took it, then immediately 

clamped a leather restraint around her wrist with his other hand. She let out a squeak and jumped back 

only to run into Mark’s hard chest.

Sam’s brows drew together until they met in the middle. “You wimping out already? Or have you 

forgotten item two on your list?”

Item two? To be tied up. Yeah, to be tied up by Mark, she wanted to tell him. Her lips parted as she 

began to object, then she closed them firmly. No, she had the safe word. Let’s see where this led. She 

squared her shoulders and looked him straight in the eye. Bring it on. “You just surprised me, that’s all.”

“Standard procedure to cuff a burglar,” Sam said.

All her apprehension fled as she realized the nature of the game they were going to play.

He held up a second wrist cuff and tossed it to Mark. “Why don’t you do the other one? There’s a 

clasp on ’em so they’ll snap together just like handcuffs.”

Mark bound her left wrist then pulled her hands behind her and snapped the cuffs together. He pulled 

on her arms, ensuring she couldn’t free herself and grunted in satisfaction. “I think you should pat her 

down. You know, to ensure she’s not concealing any weapons?”

Wrapping one arm across her chest, Mark held her firmly against him. His breath blew hot in her ear, 

down her neck, sending a blast of heated blood through her belly to pool between her legs. While he’d 

often handcuffed her in private, she nearly whimpered in excitement at being held captive in front of a 

stranger. Her nipples hardened when his palm cupped her breast, squeezed. Hard. A moan escaped her, 

and she squirmed against the engorged length pressing into the cleft of her ass.

Her knees trembled as Sam’s huge hands patted up her calves, her thighs, swept up her side, lingered 

over her breasts. He tweaked her nipples, and his lids drooped over his dark eyes.

“You broke into this place, you need to be punished. Don’t you?”
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“Yes,” she whispered. “Punish me.”
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Chapter Five

A tornado whirled through her when Sam’s large hand stroked her mound through the thin fabric of 

her pants, igniting fires in their wake. Jodi groaned, arched her hips into the broad fingers.

“She’s so hot steam’s risin’ off her,” Sam said with a chuckle.

From Mark’s harsh breath beside her ear, and his rigid arm muscles, Jodi could tell he was not 

unaffected. The tension in his voice removed all doubt. “She likes relinquishing control. Most times.”

Sam leaned down to her, the rough stubble of his beard scraping the tender skin of her cheek.

“Gorgeous.” Sam stroked a strand of hair that curled over her ear. “It’s like silk.”

He stepped closer, ground his erection into her mound as he licked a spot just beneath her ear, the 

unexpected contact making her jump. Another moan escaped her at being sandwiched between the two 

aroused men. “Time for your punishment.”

The leather of Sam’s pants creaked as he pulled away from her and knelt in front of the credenza. He 

opened a cabinet door and removed a box, flipping open the lid. As he poked through it, Jodi strained to 

see what it contained, but Mark held her firmly in place.

Sam held up two thick leather collars, one encrusted with bright stainless steel spikes, the other 

glittering with what had to be rhinestones and rubies. There were so many they couldn’t be the real thing. 

Could they? Besides who used real gems on bondage devices?

“Which do you prefer to restrain our suspect?”

Mark chose the spiked leather collar and carefully wrapped it around her neck.

Sam frowned. “We need a leash for that collar.” He pulled out a silver chain and snapped the clasp 

over the ring on the collar. With a wide smile, he ceremoniously handed the chain to Mark. “Just to make 

sure she doesn’t run away. Can’t say we lost our suspect, now, can we?”

After rummaging through the box once more, Sam pulled out two matching anklets. Cool hands 

pushed her pants halfway up her calves, broad calloused fingers stroked her bared legs before removing 

her boots and socks and setting them aside.

A shiver raced from her throat and settled in her breasts at the warmth of Mark’s hands compared to 

Sam’s cool touch. Soon she’d have both hands touching her, fondling her, dominating her.

“Such pretty feet,” he murmured as he fastened matching leather restraints around her ankles.
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“What are you going to do with me?” Her voice was breathless as she ran through the various 

possible punishments the two men might have devised. Would they interrogate her using the good 

cop/bad cop technique? Would she get to go down on one while the other fucked her, just like she’d 

fantasized?

“Ah, sweet pea, I’m not gonna tell you—that would ruin the anticipation now, wouldn’t it? And just 

so you can’t cheat and see what we’ve got planned…” Sam stuck his hand in his pocket, retrieving a 

blindfold.

He placed it over her eyes and tied it in place, extinguishing all light. “You see anything?”

“No.”

“You wouldn’t lie to me now, would you?”

She shook her head, slightly losing her balance in the process.

Mark grabbed one elbow, Sam the other, as they walked her out of the office and into the hall. They 

turned in the opposite direction she’d come and walked what felt like the length of the thickly carpeted 

hall before they stopped. There was a whirring noise and they walked her forward a few paces onto a tiled 

surface then stopped, turned her around. The floor lurched beneath her feet.

The elevator the previous owner had installed.

But was she going up or down? Up, she decided.

The motion stopped and she heard the door slide open. They led her out and to the left. Disoriented 

because of the blindfold, she tried to recall the floor plan she’d studied. The sounds changed when they 

turned her and she realized they’d taken her into a large room. Yes, they had to be in the master bedroom. 

She frowned when she heard the sound of a pocket door scraping in its tracks right in front of her and 

then was led forward. The thick carpet cushioning her bare feet changed to cool tile. They were taking her 

into the bathroom? Ah, yes, Sam liked the whirlpool.

She heard the scrape as another panel moved then a clicking sound, like a code being entered into a 

keypad. Wait a minute, there was no other room off the master bathroom.

“Watch your step, Jodi,” Mark urged. “We’re going downstairs.”

Downstairs? There was nothing in the blueprints about stairs off the master bathroom—and why 

would they have taken her up in the first place? She slid her foot along the tile and tentatively felt in front 

of her until she found the step.

“And again.” Then a third step, and a fourth. After fourteen they finally stopped on a concrete floor.

“Mark?” she whispered, suddenly unsure of her decision.

“It’s all right, babe. Sam’s had a safe room built—we’re going to be using it tonight.” Mark rubbed 

her arm as they lead her down what felt like a narrow corridor before she heard the metallic creak of a 

heavy door opening.
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“Hit the light switch there, will you, Mark?” she heard Sam say.

Light glimmered from beneath the edges of the blindfold.

“This way, sweet pea.” Sam took her arm and lead her a few more paces before saying, “Lift your 

foot and step up.”

After taking the step, and being turned around, Jodi took a deep breath, forcing herself to relax. 

Bound and blindfolded, led to a room that didn’t exist? So far, this definitely was not her idea of a fun 

evening.

After Mark released the clasp fastening her wrists together, he massaged her shoulders. “Relax, babe. 

Wait’ll you see this place. We’re going to have a blast.”

“All set?” Sam said after a few moments.

Jodi swallowed then nodded. As one, they lifted her arms as high as her shoulders. She heard a 

metallic clinking, then their hands dropped away, leaving her arms suspended in mid-air. A fresh shiver 

of anticipation crawled up her spine and under the skin of her arms.

“Can you move?” Mark said from just in front of her.

She pulled on the restraints but her bonds didn’t budge. Hopefully they wouldn’t leave her here too 

long—the blood would drain out of her hands.

Something cold and hard—metallic—touched her right biceps. After a slight tug, it slid to her 

shoulder and along the seam to her neck. The fabric slithered down her front, baring one breast. She could 

feel her nipple puckering under the blast of air-conditioned air from a vent above her.

They were cutting her clothes off her? Thank God Mark had brought one of the company tees rather 

than something from her closet.

The sensation was repeated on her left arm. Soon her top slithered down her belly and came to rest 

on her bare feet.

“You have real pretty tits, sweet pea. You nipples are like ripe berries waiting to be plucked.”

“She thinks they’re too small,” Mark said with a chuckle.

“And I’m sure Mark’s told you that more than a mouthful’s wasted.”

Heat rose up her neck. Being naked was never a hang-up for her, but being naked in front of another 

man while Mark watched. Would he be jealous? Or did he not feel the way she would if he was viewing 

another woman? Maybe he didn’t love her the way she loved him.

A tongue swept over her right nipple, but she couldn’t tell whose. Warm breath moved across her 

cleavage, then lips laved her left breast, teeth nipping lightly. “Taste as sweet as berries too.”

Fire swirled in her breast and shot straight to her pussy when she realized it was Sam touching her, 

kissing her. It shouldn’t feel so good to know another man was arousing her when Mark was right there.

Should it?
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The cool edge of the knife touched first one hip, then the other, and her pants slid over her ankles.

Two sets of lips kissed her almost reverently—one kissing her belly button, the other feathering 

down the small of her back.

“You’re beautiful, sweet pea,” Sam whispered from behind. “You should see how turned on Mark is 

right now. How much he wants you.”

Warm lips pressed against the back of her neck as a hand cupped her breast. “Isn’t she beautiful, 

Mark?”

“Oh yeah.” Mark’s voice sounded strained. “I’m so hard I ache, babe.”

“Now be a good little burglar and lift your foot,” Sam said from her left side.

She did and felt the remnants of her clothes being pulled from her ankle.

“Now your right foot,” Mark said from that side.

When she put her foot back down on the ground, two sets of hands wrapped gently around her 

ankles.

“Spread your legs, babe.”

They fastened the ankle restraints, leaving her standing spread-eagled, unable to move. A fly 

captured in a spider’s web.

Two sets of hands ran up her calves, her thighs. Fingers parted her cleft, dipped forward into 

moisture coating her labia, then traced back and circled the tight bud of her rear.

“I’ll bet your ass is so tight my dick’ll feel like it’s been taken to heaven when I’m fucking it, won’t 

it, sweet pea?” Sam whispered as his finger broached deeper, his breath a warm caress against her ass. A 

hiss of indrawn breath revealed Mark’s location.

The idea of someone else—of Sam—fucking her while Mark watched sent volatile fireballs to every 

nerve ending in both her pussy and her ass. How could she have considered leaving earlier?

“Punishment time, Jodi,” Mark whispered in her ear. Her heart immediately raced as if she’d been 

running.

A marathon.

Up the side of a mountain.

The sharp whistling sound of…what was that? It reminded her of a whip, or a belt arcing through the 

air. Her butt tightened at the thought of being paddled or spanked as her punishment.

“Now, sweet pea, we’re going to play a game. If you guess correctly, you get rewarded. If you guess 

incorrectly, you’ll be punished.”

“What do I have to do?”

Lips touched hers. Lips tasting of cigar smoke. “You have to guess which one of us—”

“—is doing what to you,” Mark finished, nibbling just below her ear.
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“Someone’s gonna touch you…”

“When whatever they’re doing stops you have to say who it was.”

They were circling her, trying to confuse her.

“If you get it wrong…”—something whistled through the air, stung her ass in a thin line—“then 

you’ll be punished.”

Heat gathered in the cheek where she’d been hit. Mark had only ever used the flat of his hand, but 

the thin instrument they’d just used focused the sensation, which shot straight to her core. “And if I get it 

right?”

“Then, sweet pea, you’ll be rewarded.”

“How?”

“You’ll find that out when that happens.”

“But you have to get one right, first.”

“And to make it a bit more of a challenge for you, your time will be limited.” Someone’s palm—

Mark’s she guessed—smacked flat against her ass again, blurring the thin line of heat from the last hit. 

“Hmm. She liked your riding crop better. You know, I think I might try out some of your toys.”

“Be my guest, there’s enough to choose from,” Sam said with a chuckle.

Jodi wiggled her ass in anticipation.

“Oh, and, sweet pea? If you don’t answer quick enough, you’ll be punished no matter what your 

answer.”

She heard the sound of something rattle, then snapped through the air. Was that a… It sounded like it 

had multiple tails. A flogger?

“Are you prepared to accept our punishment?” Mark asked.

“Yes.” More than ready. Cream leaked down her thigh in a torturous tickle.

Seconds later, a hand caressed her left breast. Cool but gentle fingers tweaked her nipple. She rolled 

her head back, arching at the sensation when a tongue swirled across her other taut peak, teeth nipping 

lightly. The hint of cigar wafted up. A smile curled her lips—she would soon find out what her reward 

would be.

Too soon the touching, the licking, stopped. The sudden lack of contact left her panting, wanting 

more.

“Time to guess, Jodi,” Mark said from her left side. “Was it me?”

“Or me,” Sam whispered from her right side.

A wicked thought occurred to her; she struggled to stop her smile from showing. She enjoyed Mark 

punishing her, and the anticipation of discovering what rewards they had planned would be that much 

more intense. Besides she always did prefer being the bad girl to the good.



Leah Braemel

www.samhainpublishing.com 30

“Mark.”

“Wrong!”

Even though she was expecting it she jumped when the flogger whistled and cracked with a thwack 

against her tender skin. The heat in her buttocks spread straight to her pussy.

“I’m not sure she thought that a punishment, ol’ buddy,” Sam said with a chuckle.

A large warm palm flattened over her belly, fingers spread wide, played with her belly button ring. 

They moved lower, parting her labia. Hot breath tickled her navel as someone kneeling in front of her 

exhaled. A finger—or was that a thumb?—rubbed beside the sensitive bundle of nerves that ached to be 

touched, slipped around it, below, never satisfying her need.

“Please,” she whimpered. She squirmed, trying to force the digit over that spot.

The movement stopped, the traitorous hand withdrew She jumped when the crop stung her ass again.

“But I haven’t guessed yet!”

“You moved. That’s against the rules,” Mark said from her right.

“You will stand still when we touch you, or we will leave you hanging there and not touch you 

again,” Sam said from her left. “Now tell us who it was who made you so needy?”

She tried to guess who it might have been…

“Tick tock, sweet pea.”

…there had been no scent of cigar, no creak of leather…

“Five, four, three—”

“Mark!”

Sam heaved a long sigh, and from the sound, she got the feeling he was shaking his head.

“It wasn’t?” Wouldn’t she have been spanked for guessing wrong?

“No, sweet pea, you were right, but I’m disappointed that you’ve not credited me yet.” He let out 

another dramatic sigh.

“You still owe me a reward,” she reminded him.

“You’re right, we do.”

After a moment, she sensed movement—someone knelt directly in front of her. Warm breath 

caressed her breast, a tongue swiped over one nipple then drew it into his mouth and began to suckle. One 

hand caressed her ass, another slipped between her legs. A finger slid inside. A second. Then a third, 

fucking her until every nerve ending inside her threatened to burst into flame. She nearly cried when they 

withdrew.

“Let’s see what you can earn next,” Mark said.

Calloused hands caressed her ass, broad fingers parted her cheeks. A tongue laved from front to 

back, rimming her.
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“Sam.”

Someone—Mark? or Sam?—sucked her nipples as a finger trailed through her cream, drew it back 

along her ass. It circled her tight bud then nudged inside, waiting as her muscles adjusted to the invasion. 

Her suspicion that it was Sam was confirmed when rough stubble abraded her inner thighs. Sam tongued 

the throbbing bundle of nerves, then thrust his tongue into her pussy. A second finger joined the first, 

stretching her ass wider, then both thrust in time with his tongue. Just as she was ready to leap over the 

edge, the fingers and mouths withdrew.

Shaking with her need, she cried, “No! Please! I need to come.”

Fire licked in Mark’s belly, tightened like a vise about his chest, as he watched Sam laving Jodi’s clit 

with a tenderness he hadn’t expected. Watched her arch her back, heard her unsteady breathing, the 

breathy moan she made in her pleasure.

What the fuck was going on that he’d resent the hell out of his friend for doing exactly what he’d 

asked him to do? Damn it, he’d been the one who’d approached Sam and yet now he wanted to pull him 

off Jodi, to ram his fist into Sam’s face.

Sam’s gaze flicked over to him, rested briefly on the flogger in his hand. Mark glanced down and 

realized he’d gripped it so hard his knuckles were white.

When Sam resumed tonguing her glistening pussy, Mark took a step back. Closed his eyes so he 

wouldn’t see how she rotated her hips toward Sam’s mouth. Tried to close his ears to the sound of Jodi’s 

soft whimpers. Whimpers he wanted to be for him. Only him.

“Please,” Jodi pleaded. “Please, Sam, please let me come. I really need this.”

Mark’s teeth ground so hard, he swore sparks would shoot from his mouth. She should be begging 

him to make her come, not Sam. What made him think Jodi was someone he could stand by and watch as 

someone else fucked her?

He opened his eyes to find Sam picking up the crop he’d set down.

“No moving, remember?” Sam gave Mark a curious look as he snapped the crop across Jodi’s ass.

Her thighs quivered as if they tried to close, to press together and ease the ache he heard in her voice.

God, she was so beautiful. So responsive.

Beneath her blindfold, he knew her eyelids would be heavy from sexual arousal. His hand lifted of 

its own accord, hovered over Jodi’s full bottom lip, wanting to stroke it; his body leaned in until he could 

feel the heat of her body brush his. He wanted to drop to his knees and kiss the taut, budded nipples, hear 

her beg for more attention. His attention.
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He’d go down on her, taste that wonderful cream streaming down her thighs. Suck on her clit, use his 

fingers against that spot that he knew drove her insane. He’d bring her to orgasm again and again, and 

each time she’d scream his name. His name. No one else’s. Ever.

But after he’d gone to Sam and suggested this evening, after he’d convinced Jodi it would be fun, 

how could he back out? How could he tell Sam to leave? He’d look like a first-class idiot.

“Such a pretty pink ass you’ve got, sweet pea,” Sam said. “And your pussy is so wet it’s dripping 

down your thighs like Niagara Falls. Hey, Mark, hand me that cloth, will you, buddy?”

When Sam’s large hand caressed her ass and Jodi moaned her approval, Mark’s vision went red.
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Chapter Six

“Here you go.” A dark anger reverberated through Mark’s voice, a threatening tone she’d heard only 

once before—when a suspect had attacked her from behind. She wished she could see his face, see into 

his eyes and know what he was thinking.

The sound of a scuffle and Mark’s explosive “What the fuck!” had her tugging at her restraints but 

they held fast. Her vulnerability slapped her harder than any flogging she’d had that night, squeezed the 

breath from her lungs.

Footsteps—shuffling noises, grunts—came from behind her.

“What the fuck are you doing, Watson? Get off me!”

There was a bang as if someone had been shoved into a wall and a rattling noise as something 

skittered across the floor.

“Mark! Mark?” Her breath came in short, quick gasps while her legs could barely support her. 

“Mark, what’s happening? What’s the matter? Sam, what are you doing? Let him go!”

“I’m doing this for your own good, buddy.”

“You hurt Jodi, I’ll fucking kill you, Watson.” The undercurrent of fear in Mark’s voice sent ice 

cubes tumbling down Jodi’s spine. “I’ll cut off your balls and shove ’em so far down your throat they’ll 

come out your ass.”

Flesh smacked on flesh and Sam grunted. “Goddamn it, buddy, you’re wrigglier than a greased pig. 

I’ve just changed up the plan, that’s all.”

Sam’s voice came closer. She pulled back as far as the restraints allowed her, which meant she could 

barely move.

“Now don’t you fuss there, sweet pea, if that boyfriend of yours would just shut his face for a 

minute, I think you’ll both agree to my little change of plan.”

Jodi blinked in the light as Sam gently peeled the blindfold from her face.

“It’s all right, honey, I’m not going to hurt you. But you’d better slow down your breathin’ before 

you pass out.” He cupped her face with his huge hand. “In through your nose and out through your 

mouth, all right?”

Somewhat dazed that she was trusting him, she followed his direction, forcing air into steel-banded 

lungs. The trembling in her legs and arms gradually subsided.
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“That’s it, sweet pea. Remember, I would never do anything you didn’t want me to do. I’m going to 

let you free, but first you have to promise to listen to my proposal, all right?”

“Mark?” she asked, forcing air from her lungs. “What have you done with Mark?”

After a moment’s hesitation, Sam moved aside.

Her eyes widened to see Mark lying on a gargantuan bed. Heavy leather straps restrained his arms 

and legs, spread-eagled until he resembled a prisoner in the dungeon of a medieval castle. Except the 

bright room she found herself in resembled no medieval castle she’d ever seen.

Mirrors lining the walls and ceiling reflected the bed. Overstuffed multicolored pillows of various 

shapes were scattered across the floor, dislodged from the bed no doubt by Mark’s struggles. A giant flat-

screen television loomed at the end of the bed, a second hung over the headboard, yet another was 

mounted flat within the mirrored ceiling for the ultimate viewing experience from any angle. A leather 

sling hung in one corner while chairs and a bench had been grouped by a large unlit fireplace. More 

cushions and wedges covered in leather and velvet and silk were heaped upon them but didn’t hide the 

leather restraints on the arms.

There was no ambiguity about the purpose of the room—it had been designed for every sexual 

position that she could have dreamed of—and several she couldn’t.

Mark glared at their captor as he continued cursing Sam, a look so fierce on his face that Jodi 

shivered. She’d seen Mark in action, seen how he could take down an armed opponent barehanded. To be 

chained, pinned, useless would be torture for him. And yet there was something so provocative, so 

compelling about having Mark bound. Would Sam let her have a say in what directions their games 

would now take?

“Trust me, Jodi. Please,” Sam said quietly. “I’m just changing the original plans Mark and I worked 

out, that’s all. But I think you’ll both enjoy what I’ve got planned.”

Mark’s scowl darkened. “Just what has that perverted mind of yours dreamed up this time, Watson?”

Sam smiled at Jodi, though a cautious look shadowed his eyes. “He calls me perverted after he 

suggested tonight’s entertainment.”

His light-hearted gibe belied the worry lines crinkling his forehead, and the way he kept glancing 

between her and Mark. He obviously wasn’t as sure they’d approve of his plan as his tone implied.

“Will you promise that when I let you go, you won’t attack me? Will you at least hear me out?”

She caught her bottom lip between her teeth, wondering how to interpret the dark look Mark shot 

her. He’d arranged the game, he’d trusted Sam. Now it was up to her to trust Mark’s judgment.

A slight nod of her head gave him her answer.

“Thank you.” Sam knelt beside her and began to unfasten the leather strap attaching her ankle to one 

of the two posts she’d been tied to. Despite her assurance she’d listen to him, he kept the post between 



Private Property

www.samhainpublishing.com 35

them so she couldn’t easily kick him. But then why should he trust her given how he’d betrayed Mark’s 

trust?

After Sam freed both Jodi’s ankles, he flipped open the clasp restraining her right arm, took her wrist 

in his and chafed it between his palms. He freed her left hand, and massaged that wrist too. She glanced 

down and saw just how huge his hands were as they engulfed her small one, felt the power in them and 

knew they could snap her bones as easy as a dry twig. Yet he held her so gently she might have been a 

baby bird cradled in his palms.

“You go check for yourself that your boyfriend’s all right but don’t undo those restraints until I tell 

you. Will you promise me that?”

“All right,” she agreed finally.

“Good girl.” He patted her behind. “Climb up on the bed and rest your pretty ass. I’ll explain more in 

a second.”

She walked across the room, the mirrors reflecting every angle of her body. Being naked had never 

been a big concern for her, but there was definitely something erotic to being so exposed considering both 

men were still fully dressed.

“You okay, babe?” Mark asked quietly, calmer now she was free and sitting beside him, though his 

fierce frown toward Sam did not abate.

As she assured him she was, she looked back at the dais. She gasped at what had been behind her. 

Whips, floggers and paddles had been arranged in ornate patterns on the wall behind the two posts. Cock 

rings, nipple clamps, ball gags, hoods and masks filled the glass-fronted cabinets on each side.

“Sam’s got some…unusual tastes. That’s why I thought of him when I was planning this.” Mark 

jerked at the chains trapping him in place. “I thought I could trust him when I suggested it.”

Sam chuckled. “Still can, ol’ buddy, still can.”

“Mark,” she whispered. “Do you want me to let you go?”

He scrunched his eyes closed and exhaled. “You made the list—do you want to continue?”

Sam’s change of plans concerned her. But having Mark at her mercy, especially after the game 

they’d just played with her, was intriguing. “Can we trust him?”

He frowned as Sam walked over to a cabinet and opened a door, revealing a laptop computer. There 

was something at the back of his eyes, like he was waging a war within himself. His hands curled into 

fists, his shoulder muscles tightened and a muscle in his jaw twitched before he said, “Yeah, we can trust 

him.”

But she thought he heard him mutter I think under his breath.

Well, great. He obviously wasn’t comfortable with the change in plans despite his assurances.
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“Now, I’ll bet you’re both wondering why I changed things up.” Sam ignored Mark’s growl. “You 

know we were roommates in college, right?”

Jodi nodded.

“Did he tell you how he used to watch me fucking my dates?”

She shook her head. From the corner of her eye, she saw Mark grimacing as he turned his head away 

from Sam. While she knew Mark loved to watch her play with herself with her vibrator, strangely the idea 

of Mark watching other women being fucked irritated her. So much for their little agreement not to 

become possessive with each other. Obviously Mark hadn’t the same problem, considering he was 

voluntarily sharing her with Sam.

His smile fading, Sam drummed his fingers on his thigh as if he were rethinking whatever he’d had 

planned.

“So he’d watch you with your dates…” she prompted.

After a moment, he continued, “We worked out a system where I’d pretend to sneak them into the 

room, telling them he was asleep—they’d get off on the idea of having to be so quiet and not wake him 

up. Liked the danger of getting caught, I guess.”

“But he’d really be awake the whole time, watching?”

“Sometimes he did more than just watch, sweet pea. Sometimes he’d join in. And then there were the 

times we reversed the game, and he brought his girlfriends for us to share.” Sam lifted a ball gag from its 

hook, hefted it in his hand as he eyed Mark. “I’m thinkin’ you deserve to be punished for not telling your 

girlfriend all this yourself.”

Mark narrowed his eyes, a fierce scowl on his face. “Try it and you’ll find that ball the only one you 

have left to play with tomorrow.”

“No? No.” Sam lobbed the ball gag back onto the table. “Anyway, to get to the point—”

“Too late,” Mark grumbled.

“Point is,” Sam continued as if he hadn’t heard Mark’s gibe, “since Mark didn’t give you a choice 

about who joined you in the threesome, I reckoned that you might enjoy helping me torture your 

boyfriend a little. Give him a real show of the two of us enjoyin’ ourselves. You know, a little turnabout 

being fair play and all. So are you up for my little change in plans, sweet pea?”



Private Property

www.samhainpublishing.com 37

Chapter Seven

Something about Sam’s explanation didn’t quite ring true. While she didn’t doubt the games they’d 

played in college, after all she already knew of Mark’s voyeuristic tendencies, there seemed to be a 

molten undercurrent between the two men. Not a macho my-dick-is-bigger-than-yours type game, but a 

quicksilver explosiveness from Mark, and though Sam tried to conceal it, an underlying wariness that she 

hadn’t sensed from him at the beginning of the night.

During the game, they’d seemed to work together with no animosity. So why had Sam felt it 

necessary to change the rules partway through? And was it Sam’s change that had Mark glowering? Or 

was he simply angry at the control Sam had taken by force?

Mark definitely didn’t like relinquishing control. After she’d suggested the little bondage game 

they’d enjoyed the week before, she’d expected that he would return the favor, let her tie him up and 

explore what it was like to be so completely in charge. But to her disappointment, and annoyance, he’d 

refused.

Is that was this was about? A “King of the Monkey bars” game between the two friends?

Men, she huffed. Fine, he wanted to play that type of game, she’d play right along. Wouldn’t hurt to 

take some control back from Mark after he’d manipulated this whole evening. Since he liked watching, 

she’d give him a show he’d never forget. With Sam’s assistance, of course. She wondered if Sam could 

wrestle Mark up onto the dais so she could use the flogger on his ass.

When she didn’t answer, Sam glanced over at her and smiled as he pocketed something. He walked 

toward them in an almost-predatory stalk.

“Hey, Mark, I think she likes the idea. Look at her tight little nipples, at how wide her pupils are. 

She’s so turned on she can’t even answer.” He tapped Jodi on the shoulder, interrupting her fantasies. “So 

what’s it going to be, sweet pea? We gonna have some more fun? Or are you gonna wimp out and call it a 

night? It’s your decision.”

His quiet question allowed the last of her concerns about Sam to float away like a feather in a breeze. 

He had no intention of harming her or keeping her captive. Just as Mark had originally assured her.

“Nothing’s changed on my side. Mark promised me a night I’d never forget.” She smiled at Mark. 

“And since Sam’s delivered you up on a silver platter, looks like now we’ll both have a memorable 

evening.”
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Jodi walked two fingers up Mark’s leg, slid between his thighs and cupped his groin. When his hips 

jerked and his breath hissed through clenched teeth, her lips curved into a smile. “What’s the matter, big 

guy? You enjoyed torturing me earlier with your little game. Can’t handle a little return attention?”

He stared at her from beneath lowered lids, a muscle in his jaw ticking. “I can take whatever you 

dish out, babe.”

“We’ll see if you feel the same after the games I plan to play.”

“You’ve got quite a woman here, Mark.”

Another frisson of dark energy snaked between the two men before Mark shrugged in a stiff gesture. 

“Just so long as you back off if she tells you.”

“That’s a given, ol’ buddy. Sweet pea, you remember your safe word? It still applies, all right?” One 

thick brow beetled up, waiting for her answer.

Whatever aggression was bleeding from Mark, at least it wasn’t directed at her. As well it shouldn’t 

be considering he’d been tonight’s architect.

“The safe word is still broccoli.” She arched a cool look at Mark.

“Will you let me try a few things I noticed weren’t on your list?” Sam asked.

The sight of the big man patiently waiting on her answer sent a thrill up her spine. She’d be in 

control of not only Mark but of him too. Except what had she forgotten to put on her list? “Yes, I trust 

you.”

Sam rolled her nipples between his thumb and forefinger then reached into his pocket and pulled out 

an earring. No. Not an earring, she realized as he opened one end and clamped it over her nipple. He 

tugged gently, causing her pussy to clamp down and weep at the pleasure/pain it created. A moan escaped 

her when he attached the second clamp and tugged on them both.

Wow, nipple clamps weren’t something she’d considered—they’d always looked painful. How could 

she have known she’d be brought nearly to orgasm by them?

“Hurt too bad?”

“No,” she stammered. “It just feels…” How could pain feel so good? She must be a freak to enjoy it 

so much.

Seeming to understand her confusion, Sam held out his hands. “Give me your hands, sweet pea.”

After a moment’s hesitation, Jodi placed her hands in his only to find herself dragged facedown 

crosswise over Mark’s lap once more. Sam moved away, out of her line of sight. She heard more tapping 

into the computer, then he walked to the other side of the bed and gently stroked her pussy.

“She’s so responsive, isn’t she, Mark?” Sam said quietly. “You see how her hips are moving as I 

touch her?”
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Mark’s cock stirred beneath her belly, pressing into her as it thickened. Sam had been right—Mark 

would get off watching them fuck.

Sam made a show of licking her juices from his fingers. “Why she’s as sweet as a Georgia peach.”

“Enjoy it while you can, Watson,” Mark sneered. “You’ll never get another chance to taste her 

again.”

A smoldering possessiveness matching the warning in his voice made her turn her head to stare at 

Mark. Something dark flashed in his eyes—was he jealous? Angry? Or just incredibly turned on?

Sam patted her cheeks and walked around the bed to the other side of the room. “Stick your beautiful 

ass up in the air as high as you can, sweet pea. We want to make sure Mark has a good view, after all.”

She adjusted her body as he’d directed, feeling a curious mix of vulnerability and excitement.

Sam typed something into the computer and grunted to himself. He scrolled the mouse and clicked a 

few times, then picked up a remote, aimed it at the televisions at each end of the bed.

Mark whistled softly as a picture of her ass filled the monstrous screen. “Fuck, Sam, you got this 

room wired up that quickly?”

Sam grinned. “Hey, it’s the twenty-first century, ol’ buddy. Wide-screen, high-def plasma. Only the 

best for this boy. I’m recordin’ it too—I’ll give you the disk when we’re done.”

“What? Recording what?” Jodi scrambled upright, covering her breasts, only to realize the camera 

was now focusing on her crotch. With a foul curse, she grabbed the biggest pillow from the bed and held 

it in front of her. “No. No, this is not happening. I refuse to find this uploaded on YouTube tomorrow.”

“Relax, sweet pea, you and Mark will have the only copy. I promise.” Sam opened a cupboard beside 

the bed, pulled out a bag. He winked at her. “Of course if you choose to post it on the Net, I can’t stop 

you. It won’t hurt my reputation none.”

Jodi shook her head. “No. No recording whatsoever. I don’t like the idea of it falling into the wrong 

hands.”

Sam’s bottom lip jutted out, reminding Jodi of a child whose favorite toy had just been taken away.

Mark shared a look with Jodi, his gaze hot as he glanced at her barely covered breasts. “Can you 

leave the cameras on but not record?”

A smile slowly spread across Sam’s face, lighting it up. “Sure can. Sweet pea, why don’t you get 

back into position over Mark’s lap?”

As she repositioned herself, she heard him tapping on the laptop and suddenly different images 

appeared on the screens. The one over the bed zoomed in on Mark’s face, the one at the end of the bed 

showed an up-close-and-personal view of her glistening labia.

She squirmed as the camera zoomed out slightly, and her ass came into view. As if she didn’t feel 

self-conscious enough about her butt; seeing it in high-definition wide-screen wasn’t exactly good for the 
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ego. Instead she concentrated on Mark, on the sweat gathering on his forehead. He wasn’t watching the 

television at all, but her ass. She wiggled her hips to deliberately taunt him. A bead of sweat rolled down 

his temple, his hands flexing on the chains as if he wanted to reach out and touch her.

Sam opened a cabinet beside the bed and removed a box, placing it on the coverlet beside her. “I 

understand you enjoy a little anal play, Jodi. Or was Mark shinin’ me on?”

Jodi turned her head to stare at the bulge in Sam’s pants. The muscles in her ass clenched at the 

thought of being penetrated by the thick cock outlined in black leather. “Um, I like it when he does it.”

A grin split Sam’s face when he saw where Jodi was looking. He cupped his bulging groin. “You 

worrying that ol’ Sam Junior here’s not gonna fit into that tight little ass of yours? Well now, you don’t 

worry ’bout a thing, sweet pea, ’cause I’m gonna prepare you so it won’t hurt.”

“Go slow, Sam, she’s real tight,” Mark warned, which made her ass tighten even more.

Moments later, she felt the bed dip beneath Sam’s weight. Huge gel-covered fingers came into the 

camera’s view, briefly hovered over her ass. They separated her cheeks, spread the cool gel around her 

entrance. One finger penetrated her knuckle-deep, pressed farther, spreading the gel deep inside of her. 

Watching what Sam was doing on the wide screen, and feeling it at the same time was a strange sensation 

but knowing Mark was watching another man touching her ass was a turn-on she’d never expected.

Her eyes widened when a bright red butt plug came into view, pressed against her opening. That 

sucker was huge, way bigger than any man’s cock she’d ever seen. And definitely bigger than the plug 

Mark had bought for her when they’d first tried anal sex.

“It’s too big.” Her breath caught in her throat. She tried to move away but his hands held her firmly 

in place.

“It’s just the camera—remember they say it adds ten pounds?” Sam chuckled.

He leaned over, his leather pants cool against the back of her thighs as he whispered into her ear, 

“Trust me. I know how much Mark loves watching me fucking a woman’s ass.”

Mark groaned. “Way to remind Jodi of my past lovers, Watson.”

Sam caressed her neck, then moved lower, easing the tension that had crept into her shoulders. But 

for all his efforts, Jodi tensed when the tip of the plug intruded.

“Just take nice slow, deep breaths, and think how much fun it’s going to be tormenting old Mark 

over there.”

“You don’t have to do this, Jodi,” Mark rasped. “You can still tell him to stop.”

“I’m okay.” Her ass burning, she scrunched her eyes closed as the plug penetrated the first tight ring.

“Just relax, Jodi. Remember to breathe.” Sam pressed the plug deeper in a relentless motion. “I’m 

not hurting you now, am I, sweet pea?”

Jodi shook her head. “No, it just feels weird knowing it’s not Mark touching me there.”
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And hot. So hot. Her pussy ached to be filled too.

“Open your eyes. Watch how hot Mark’s getting. See how he’s straining against those restraints?”

Mark’s lips were white as he captured them between his teeth, the veins in his biceps stood out in 

stark relief as his grip on the chains tightened.

Sam whispered, his free hand stroking her ass in a gentle caress. “He’s like a dog ready to attack. To 

protect you. Or to take you for his own.”

With a smooth movement, Sam pushed the butt plug up as far as it would go, then pulled her from 

Mark’s lap until she was draped over his arm like a femme fatale in a thirties movie. A sizzling jolt shot 

up her spine when he tugged on the nipple clamp with his teeth. With a final tug, he lay her down beside 

Mark and returned to the laptop.

“Spread your legs real wide for me. You can lean against Mark if you want but face out so I can taste 

your sweet honey some more.”

Squirming until she was cradled between Mark’s arm and body, she arranged her legs at the side of 

bed and rested her head on Mark’s chest. Despite the size of the plug that stretched her ass, she was 

surprisingly comfortable. Though it was definitely larger than the one she had at home, this plug really 

wasn’t as big as it had looked. It must have been the camera accentuating the size, she decided.

The images on the television changed to two of her from different angles, one zoomed in close to her 

groin, the other showing her full body from above the bed. Sam crawled onto the bed and lifted one of her 

legs over his shoulder. With a bright grin, he glanced up at her. “I’ve been looking forward to this all 

night.”

He lowered his head. Fascinated, Jodi watched on the big screen as he ran his tongue up her labia, 

felt the thick warmth swirl in intricate patterns, never quite touching her clitoris. The carnal intrusion shot 

bolts of energy to every nerve ending, starting a smoldering fire that quickly burst into a conflagration 

when his tongue finally touched her core.

She grabbed at the silk comforter on either side of her hips, gasping, arching her hips. A broad hand 

lay flat across her belly, holding her in place.

“Don’t make me tie you down too.” His words rippled against her sensitized flesh, rumbled through 

her bones and set off another firestorm.

“Jodi? Open your eyes. Look at Mark.”

When had she closed them? Her lids heavy, she turned her head and saw sweat running down Mark’s 

brow, his fingers alternately opening then closing around the chains.

“Oh, baby, I wish that was me going down on you.” His voice sounded rough, like he’d been singed 

by the flames she was sure were shooting from her.



Leah Braemel

www.samhainpublishing.com 42

Sam drew back for a moment and dragged a finger over her labia, dipped it into her pussy. He 

smeared her cream across her mouth then dipped his head again, thrusting his tongue into her pussy.

“Let me lick it off you, baby,” Mark whispered. “Let me taste what Sam’s tasting.”

Arching her back, Jodi captured Mark’s mouth with her own, tasting the salty sweat on his upper lip. 

He thrust his tongue into her mouth, mimicking Sam’s motions.

In desperation, her hands sought Mark’s erection. Sam grabbed her hands and pushed them firmly by 

her side.

“Oh, no, none of that. He just gets to watch this time.”

Sam resumed his attentions, one hand tugging on a nipple clamp, sending a bolt of heat straight to 

her pussy, and her blood boiling through her veins. He slipped one finger inside her, then another. When 

he pressed on the butt plug while this tongue flicked just the right place, she shattered.

With an easy movement, Sam tugged his shirt off. Her eyes widened to see a long, ugly scar marring 

his chest, but then he undid his fly, letting his leathers fall to the floor. His scar forgotten, Jodi sucked in a 

breath at the sight of his cock, and knew he hadn’t misjudged the need for such a big butt plug.

He hopped onto the bed and arranged the pillows beside Mark, ensuring he didn’t come close to 

Mark’s hand, and lay down.

“Crawl on up here, sweet pea. Let me feel that soft mouth of yours on Sam Junior.”

She stifled her snort. There was nothing junior about that thick pole. While his cock was the same 

length as Mark’s, it was thicker. He slid his hand along its length and back down, squeezing the tip on 

each pass, a bead of pearly moisture glistening at its tip.

“Don’t take your eyes off Mark.” As she caught Mark’s gaze, she saw the hunger deep in his eyes. 

The lust. And something deeper, almost feral.

“Start off licking my balls,” Sam commanded. His hand lifted them as his hips thrust closer to her.

With each swipe of her tongue, Mark’s breathing got heavier, his eyes half closing.

“Now lick my cock, sweet pea. Make a meal of me.”

She began with a teasing nip to the base of his shaft, then swirled her tongue up the thick shaft, 

tracing the dark veins that bulged from the taut skin. Her eyes still on Mark, she made a show of 

spreading the drop of come that quivered at the end of Junior’s slit over her lips. Then delicately, slowly, 

licked it off.

Feeling power spread through her at having such a captive audience, Jodi opened her mouth, 

tightened her lips over Junior’s head and swallowed him deep.

“Watch her, Mark. Look at how her lips are stretching over my shaft. Oh shit, that feels so good!” 

Sam threw his head back and arched his hips as she increased the suction. The noise of her sucking and 

Mark’s harsh pants mingled with Sam’s murmured instructions.
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Jodi tasted a trickle of pre-come on the back of her tongue, slightly more acidic than Mark’s essence. 

Her hand drifted down between her legs, thrust inside in a feeble attempt to mimic the motions of her 

mouth, her tongue. Cream coated her fingers, slid down her thighs as her hips thrust. She rolled her clit 

between her thumb and forefinger, moaning as the pressure inside her built like a volcano about to 

explode.

Fingers wrapped in her hair forcing her to resume the movement she’d forgotten while pleasuring 

herself. Eventually he held her head still, his hips pistoning his cock deep into her mouth.

“She’s giving me the best blow job I’ve ever had, Mark. But you know that, don’t you? I’ll bet 

you’re wishing…her lips were…around your cock, aren’t you?” Sam said, his voice deepening with every 

thrust. “Isn’t her ass beautiful? Can you imagine me…parting those sweet cheeks of hers…taking her 

ass?”
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Chapter Eight

Sam’s taunts caused Mark’s guts to cramp like he’d swallowed a length of razor wire.

What had he been thinking, suggesting a threesome with Sam? Why had he thought he’d be okay 

sharing Jodi with any man, let alone a player like Sam?

Jodi moaned, her hand moving frantically between her arching hips as Sam thrust his dick down her 

throat. Mark wanted to plant a fist in Sam’s face when he saw his friend’s eyes scrunched closed, a look 

of ecstasy on his face. Ecstasy from Jodi sucking him off. They’d discussed a similar scenario, but he was 

supposed to be satisfying Jodi from behind while she went down on Sam. And he’d never thought about 

what it would feel like, how his heart would tear watching Sam enjoying Jodi’s attentions. It had never 

mattered before with any of their girlfriends in college.

Why had Sam changed up their plan? Despite what Sam had told Jodi, he knew his friend had some 

hidden reason for tying him to the bed and forcing him to watch the two of them fucking. But what?

Jodi’s cheeks hollowed and her neck worked as she swallowed. Sam’s groan made Mark’s cock ache 

as it remembered what it felt like to be deep-throated by Jodi. Remembered how it felt to have that 

wonderful tongue of hers caress every millimeter of sensitive skin. Remembered the amazing suction she 

had, coaxing every last drop of come from his balls.

He shifted his hips, attempting to relieve the pain in his cock, not only from being trapped beneath 

too-tight denim, but from its need to bury itself in her, to feel those tight muscles grasp him, contract 

around him as she found her release. Yet here he was—a spectator.

For what felt like the fiftieth time that night, Mark grasped the chains binding him to the bed and 

tugged in a futile effort to free himself. He had to stop this travesty. He had to snatch Jodi away from Sam 

and finish within her. Hear her scream her release. A release only he could bring her.

Then he’d take Sam down—crush his balls, cut off his dick—whatever it took to punish him for 

daring to take Jodi in front of him like this. And yell at Jodi for agreeing to Sam’s suggestion.

His head fell back on the pillow, his conscience mocking him with a taunting laugh. Hell, who was 

he kidding? He’d been the one who had suggested, no, forced Jodi to write that damned list of fantasies. 

He’d been the one who had initially suggested the whole idea to Sam, not the other way around. He’d 

been the one to talk Jodi into the whole idea upstairs. And now he was the one trapped in a nightmare 

caused by his own hubris. Forced to watch his lover bringing his best friend to the height of ecstasy.
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Another deep-throated moan escaped Jodi’s lips. Mark closed his eyes as his cock pulsed, 

remembering the feel of those moans the last time she’d gone down on him. His spine tingled and his hips 

arched, seeking relief. Seeking Jodi.

If he could just get free…

“Sam, at least release one hand so I can jerk off. This is fucking torture to watch.”

Without changing the rhythm of his hips, Sam opened his eyes. Shot a dark look of warning as he 

shook his head.

Goddamn it, what was that bastard playing at? It was like Sam expected him to know something. 

Understand something. But what?

Then all of a sudden Sam pulled his cock from Jodi’s mouth. “Not yet.”

A camera whirred overhead, the image on the screens capturing the moisture on Sam’s still-erect 

cock. Caught a thin stream of come leaking from the slit and trickling down the head onto Jodi’s mouth. 

Another camera zoomed in on Jodi’s beautiful pink tongue as it skimmed over her bottom lip, and 

lingered on a glistening drop of Sam’s come.

The barbed wire in his guts heated, snaked around his balls and tightened.

It should be his come she tasted. His.

What had possessed him to think he could sit idly by watching Jodi get off with another man, that he 

could share her? No man was ever going to touch her again. Only him. Jodi was his and his alone. And he

was hers. Forever.

Whoa, where had that come from?

How many times had he and Sam shared their girlfriends back in college? Yet never before had he 

felt the icy-hot poker of jealousy now stabbing his gut. What was it about Jodi that caused him to feel like 

a guard dog protecting his property? His private property.

You’re trying to pretend she’s like all those other women you and Sam shared, his conscience 

mocked. But she’s not. You’ve fallen in love with her.

“On your hands and knees, sweet pea.”

If he’d been standing, he would have had to sit down and put his head between his knees. Holy shit, 

he loved her. Head-over-heels, deep-down-in-the-gut, ’til-death-do-us-part in love with her.

And stupid ass that he was, he’d voluntarily shared her with another man. He’d even encouraged her, 

told her it was okay to fuck someone else. And she’d agreed.

What if that meant… He swallowed hard, the barbed wire tightening until his balls felt like they 

were about to drop off. What if she didn’t love him? What if when this was over, she wanted to have 

more threesomes, to force him to watch her fuck other men? Or worse, what if she stopped inviting him to 

join in?
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Shit! What had he done?

A cold worm crawled through his intestines. A worm wearing razor-sharp spikes that ripped his guts 

apart as he remembered their agreement. After the first time they’d made love, he’d insisted there be no 

long-term attachments. That either one of them could walk away any time. And she’d agreed. Except, 

when he should have been clearing the mountains of paperwork he faced every day, he’d found himself 

fantasizing about fucking her on the desk, on the floor, against the wall. No, he amended, not fucking her, 

loving her.

“See okay there, buddy?”

Pulled from considering the ramifications of this revelation, Mark glanced over at Sam. Who 

smirked.

Is that what this was about? Did Sam realize that he loved Jodi before even he did? Was he trying to 

force Mark to get jealous? To acknowledge that Jodi was his and his alone? Knowing Sam, he’d never 

live that down.

“Ol’ buddy?” Sam asked again, tilting his head toward the big screens. “You see okay?”

There in living Technicolor, larger than life, Jodi’s ass filled the screen. The bright red butt plug a 

perfect target for Sam’s goddamned cock.

His already-erect cock jerked as if trying to punch through the fly. Say no! it screamed. Stop this.

Sweat dripped down Mark’s temples and his arms shook as they strained against the restraints. His 

mouth opened, wanting to tell them to stop. But the words stuck in his throat, tangled in the wire that 

ensnared his whole body.

What if she doesn’t love me? How pathetic would that be?

Jodi stared at the flat-screen image as Sam’s condom-covered cock bobbed into view. Watched it 

slide across her glistening swollen folds, watched as it buried itself into the dark pink opening stretching 

her drum-tight. Between the pressure of the plug up her ass and him stretching her pussy, she could feel 

every beat of his heart in the head of his cock.

A slow exhalation was followed by a moan as he began the gentle push and pull, exciting every inch 

of her, inside and out. “It’s like a fucking velvet glove’s wrapped around my dick.”

Sam’s fingers tightened on her hips as he began to rock into her, his movement quickly changing to a 

pounding rhythm. He reached around her front, one hand giving a nipple clamp a wicked tug, a movement 

that streaked to her core. The nipple clamps brushed the bulge in Mark’s jean with each thrust of Sam’s 

hips. Mark’s hips pumped as if he were fucking her too.

Imagining freeing his cock, sucking it while Sam plowed into her drove her up to the edge of the 

abyss and pushed her over. Her hips bucked as her orgasm ripped through her in a wildfire of sensation.
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“Not—done—yet.” Sam groaned.

He slammed into her, burying himself to his balls, each time his stomach pressed against the butt 

plug, moving it just enough to drive her wild. If it was possible his cock thickened and pushed even 

deeper, stretching her until she thought she would burst.

When he stiffened and shouted, his hot stream of come pulsing hard inside her set off yet another 

firestorm. She shuddered through her orgasm, unable to gather breath enough to moan.

Sam caught her just before she collapsed onto Mark’s lap, eased his cock from her body. “Damn, 

woman, I didn’t want to come that soon.”

“Come on, Sam. Let me free. I’ve got the mother of all hard-ons—my dick’s hurtin’ real bad here.” 

Mark spoke through gritted teeth. Jodi opened her eyes and saw flames in the back of Mark’s eyes, flames 

of lust, flames of fury.

A trickle of fear grew in her belly, tightening her diaphragm and driving the breath from her.

Had she made a mistake agreeing to Sam’s plan? Mark was the one who had arranged this. Hadn’t 

that been what he’d wanted all along? Shit, had she blown their relationship? Did he see her now only as 

a whore? Or was that what he thought of her in the first place to suggest this whole scenario? Could she 

convince him she wanted him more than anyone else?

Sam gestured with his head toward Mark. “All right, sweet pea, unzip loverboy’s jeans. But that’s all 

you’re to do.”

Seeing heat flash in Mark’s eyes, she fumbled with his zipper. Yeah, she’d blown it. And the man 

she loved now despised her.

“Undo the restraints, Jodi,” Mark ordered quietly so Sam couldn’t hear.

If she let him go now, would he walk away? Not only from the bed and the room but from her?

She licked her top lip when she saw his engorged cock outlined by the dark fabric of his jockeys. A 

glance over her shoulder showed a bare-assed Sam fiddling with his computer, not paying any attention to 

what she was doing.

Her hands snaked around Mark’s hips, and drew his pants down to his knees. His underwear quickly 

followed suit. She shoved her hands under his ass and grabbed his buttocks while she licked the taut, 

satiny head. In a violent motion his hips arched up, shoved his cock through her lips until it touched her 

throat. God, he tasted so good! This felt so right. Wildly desperate, her nails dug into his ass, her mouth 

sucking, needing to make him come deep in her throat, needing to taste him.

The mattress dipped behind her. Fingers parted her labia and started playing with her clit. They 

moved expertly, pressing against her most sensitive areas, driving her wild with need. When two fingers 

penetrated her and stroked deep inside, she struggled to match the rhythm she knew Mark loved, needed.

Please don’t pull me away, she silently pleaded to Sam.
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Except Sam didn’t hear her silent entreaty. Instead he withdrew his fingers and grasped her hips. 

Stopped her motion. Mark cursed volubly when Sam pulled her away.

“No,” she moaned. “Please, Sam, I want to do this for Mark. I need him.”

Sam leaned over her shoulder and whispered in her ear. “Then ride him, sweet pea.”

Before Sam could retract his suggestion, Jodi swung her leg over Mark and sheathed him in one 

movement. She braced herself on his shoulders and rotated her hips, grinding his cock deep against her 

womb. All memory of Sam lost, she merged herself with Mark, their bodies moving in a sinuous dance. 

Just as she was climbing the final peak, she felt a hand on her shoulder, pressing her toward Mark.

“Let him suck those luscious tits,” Sam instructed.

“How am I supposed to suck them with these on?” Mark snagged one leather tassel in his teeth and 

growled. The pressure from the clamp pulled on her nipple, sending a bolt of lightning into her core.

Chuckling, Sam removed the nipple clamps and dropped them on the bed beside her. Mark laved the 

tender peaks. The soothing gesture was at odds to the fierce expression in his eyes; the soft words he 

murmured defied the bunched muscles in his arms and shoulders that threatened violence.

Sam said something but her mind was in such a whirl from Mark’s attentions that she didn’t hear. 

This—this was what she wanted. The two of them so close together she’d lost track of where she stopped 

and he began.

She was pulled from the brink when Sam pulled the butt plug out in a smooth movement.

His broad hand pressed against the back of her neck, laying her flat over Mark. “Don’t worry, sweet 

pea, you can keep lovin’ your man there. I’m just fixin’ to perform item number seven on your list.”

Her mind whirled, her thoughts a morass. What was item seven?

Oh shit! She’d said she wanted to have two men inside her at the same time. Did she want that? 

Should she tell him no? She buried her head in the crook of Mark’s neck. What would it be like to feel 

another cock warming her, caressing her in both places at the same time? Of course she wanted to try this. 

Look how empty she’d felt when he’d removed the butt plug. And she might never get another chance. 

She consciously relaxed against Mark and murmured, “All right.”

Thick fingers smeared cool gel over her ass and she felt that broad head nudge her tender opening. In 

a smooth movement, he pushed the head of his cock past the tight ring of her anus.

“Shit, Mark, she’s so fuckin’ tight.” Sam groaned as he thrust into her deeper.

In an unconscious protest, she whimpered as Sam continued his relentless assault.

“Sam, stop, you’re hurting her.” Mark wrapped his hands on the chains holding him in place and 

pulled them tight. “Goddamn it, stop it!”

“No, don’t stop. Please,” Jodi gasped. “Mark, he’s not hurting me.”

Sam curled over her, his wiry chest hair tickling her back. “Just relax, sweet pea, breathe.”
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Her whimper changed to a deep-throated moan as the hot pain of her ass combined with the white 

flare of pleasure in her pussy. Arching her back, she pushed against his shaft. Mark shifted inside her, the 

pressure of being stretched by the two cocks an erotic assault that sent fireballs rocketing through her 

system.

“Oh yeah, that’s what I’m talkin’ about.” The slow glide stopped as he seated himself deep inside. 

He tenderly stroked her back as he waited for her to adjust.

He rocked into her in languid thrusts, pushing and pulling her cheeks apart as his cock stroked the 

walls of her ass.

Mark tilted his hips and began to match his movements to Sam’s, never taking his gaze from Jodi’s 

face.

“Eres mia.” Mark’s eyes flashed and though whatever he’d said sounded beautiful, it wasn’t said 

with his usual fluid grace. If anything, he ground out the words as a statement, a declaration. A challenge.

“Eres mia, solo mia,” he said again as he thrust deep within her.

“Do you know what he’s saying?” Sam asked quietly.

Jodi shook her head.

He leaned closer, whispering so only she could hear. “He’s saying ‘you’re mine, only mine.’”

Tears filled her eyes at the translation. Did she dare hope that he loved her too?

“I’m yours, only yours,” she whispered, pressing her lips against his.

“Te amo.” He captured her lips, joined them until they were both panting for breath. “Te amo, Jodi. 

Te amo.”

That one needed no translation. “I love you too,” she replied softly.

The sweetness of Mark’s declaration combined with the sensation of being so exquisitely filled, 

sandwiched between the two men, set her senses into overload. The fireworks sparkling at the edge of her 

vision exploded, a comet flaring across the sky. She came down from the heavens to hear Sam’s deep 

groan as he filled her with liquid heat.

She collapsed against Mark’s chest, her arms and legs shaking, unable to move. Sam withdrew and 

rolled to the side.

Before she’d regained her strength, a large hand slapped her tender behind.

“You’re a very bad girl, Jodi,” Sam said. “I only gave you permission to unzip Mark’s fly, not blow 

him. And you definitely weren’t supposed to fuck him yet.”

But despite his stern manner, a broad grin lit his face. He leaned over and pressed a kiss on her 

cheek. “Thank you, sweet pea. Now, you’d better undo loverboy there before he starts to incinerate.”

A promise in her smile, Jodi scrambled around and undid the restraint binding Mark’s left ankle, 

then his right.
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She lingered before undoing the arm restraints, teased his nipples, dipped one finger into his navel, 

curled her fingers around his cock and stroked the still-engorged head. Had he not completed when she 

and Sam had?

“Undo the damned wrist straps, will you?” he growled.

The moment she’d loosened the final clasp, Mark flipped Jodi onto the bed and held her in place 

with the weight of his body. Entered her. Claimed her.
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Chapter Nine

Mark ploughed his cock into Jodi as if possessed, desperate to claim her back as his own, desperate 

to make her body forget what it felt like to have another man’s cock stretching her, filling her.

“You’re mine! Only mine,” he growled.

When she wrapped her legs around his waist, welcoming him, his groans battled with the squeaks of 

the bed and the slap of his thighs against hers.

Embers burst into flame, rocketing down his spine. His balls tightened against his body, but he kept 

ramming into her until she screamed her release, something she hadn’t done with Sam he noted with 

masculine pride.

Now. Now. His essence erupted, molten lava into a white-hot cavern, an explosion of love and anger 

and jealousy.

He collapsed on top of her, laying there for a few minutes, his breathing rough. Resting his forehead 

against hers, he stroked her face, crooning to her in Spanish knowing she wouldn’t understand, and his 

tone gentle so she wouldn’t know he cursed Sam, cursed himself. His touch trailed down her neck, 

stroked her shoulders, while his head dipped to kiss the reddened flesh of her breasts.

“Te amo,” he whispered. Had he said that earlier? He’d been thinking it. And had she said she loved 

him too? Not wanting to take the chance that she might not have understood, he repeated it in English. “I 

love you, Jodi.”

“I love you too,” she whispered.

He closed his eyes and said a silent prayer of thanks, and a vow that he’d never again allow another 

man to touch her the way Sam had. The way he’d invited Sam to.

Desperate to remove any trace of the other man from her skin, Mark touched everywhere Sam had 

touched. Everywhere Sam had tasted, Mark tasted. The memory of watching Sam’s fingers on her soft 

flesh, of his cock stretching her pussy, and knowing he’d actually been the one to suggest it would be 

something he’d never forgive himself for.

Jodi tried to lift her hips but failed to move him. No way was he going to let her go until he’d made 

things right between them.

A flicker of pain crossed her face and she squirmed beneath him again.
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“Aw, baby, did I hurt you?” He lifted his weight from her, but kept his arms stabbed into the 

mattress on either side of her, trapping her.

Her eyes fluttered open, a dazed and exhausted look filling them. “I think I’m lying on the nipple 

clamps.”

Damn things. Mark reached beneath her. With a flick of his wrist, he withdrew the offending clamps 

and tossed them across the floor.

Mark rolled over and pulled her beside him, wrapping his arms around her in an iron grip. “Sam, this 

is en—”

He trailed off when he realized they were alone in the room, Sam nowhere in sight. Another stream 

of curses directed at both Sam and himself echoed off the walls.

“Mark?” Jodi said quietly, her eyes veiled as she glanced down at his chest. “Did you want me to tell 

Sam no when he asked? Did I screw things up between us?”

He cursed himself again, softer this time, when he realized she thought he would blame her, that he 

might be angry that she’d agreed to Sam’s suggestion. “I know it was my idea originally, but I 

couldn’t…”

He averted his gaze, glancing at the mountain of pillows surrounding them. “When Sam and I 

discussed tonight’s…entertainment…I thought I’d have no problem watching you with Sam. You know 

how I love to watch you play with yourself. And he wasn’t lying about what we used to do back in 

college.”

He took a deep breath and forced himself to look at her. Damn it, she still wasn’t looking at him. 

Was she angry with him? Or had she found more pleasure with Sam?

“When it came down to it, to actually sharing you…” Words that usually flowed easily for him 

lodged in his chest. What if she thought about what he’d asked of her? What if she realized how he’d 

violated her trust by failing to protect her? “When Sam talked about penetrating your ass, when he 

touched you, this wave of anger started burning in my gut.”

No shit, he’d felt like a caveman who wanted to grab her by the hair and carry her back to his cave. 

To beat Sam until his best friend lay bloodied and unmoving at his feet.

Her eyes squeezed shut as she turned her head away from him. “You are angry that I agreed.”

He could have lost her tonight. He could still lose her.

He stroked the side of her face until her eyes opened and she slowly turned her head back to look at 

him. “No, babe. I’m not angry that you agreed. I could never be angry about that. It was my stupid idea, 

remember?”

“Not stupid,” she said softly.

“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry for tonight and what I put you through.”
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She pushed away from him, shaking her head. “Sorry? For what? Because I have to tell you, I’m 

not.”

“I behaved like a jerk. I should have asked you if you really wanted a threesome. I should have asked 

if there was anyone you wanted more. I should never have pressured you. I should… I…” His Adam’s 

apple jerked as he swallowed, remembering the anger that had engulfed him when Sam had tied him to 

the bed, when he’d been forced to watch. “I was insane thinking I could share you.”

“Ssshhh.” She pressed a finger to his lips, silencing him. Her touch was soothing, as if she could 

sense his fear, his feelings of inadequacy. “You did give me a choice, remember? So did Sam. It’s not like 

he hurt me or anything. We had a safe word—I could have used it any time.”

He didn’t want to remind her that a safe word was only good if the other person backed off. But Sam 

would have stopped—or he never would have trusted the bastard in the first place. Some of his anger bled 

away. And he had the rest of his life to make it up to her. For now, it was enough she forgave him.

For someone who had seen the worst life could throw at a person, she was so forgiving, so open. He 

was going to buy her the biggest diamond ring he could find. A diamond that would tell every other guy 

in the world “hands off, she’s mine!”

If she’d wear it.
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Chapter Ten

His stomach grumbling, Mark eased his arm from under Jodi and pulled the silk sheet over her. She 

squirmed, tugging her pillow closer beneath her but stayed asleep.

He picked up the remote Sam had used earlier and turned off the big screens one by one. Finding his 

blue jeans was more of a challenge—he ended up unearthing them from under the comforter they’d 

kicked off the bed. And his underwear was nowhere to be seen. Hell, he’d just go commando.

“Be right back, babe.” A soft mewl escaped Jodi’s lips when he bent down to brush a kiss across her 

forehead.

Barefoot, he padded from the room and climbed the stairs to the main level. A green-tinged light 

spilled from the office into the hallway. The creak of the leather chair, and a snap and hiss of a can 

opening told him where Sam had disappeared.

Time to settle that account.

His feet on the desk, ankles crossed, Sam leaned back in the chair, staring at the flat- screen 

television on the far wall, a Heineken in his hand. His leather pants had been traded in for a pair of grey 

fleece track pants, and, like Mark, he wore no shirt.

Muttering, Sam lifted the glass in a salute to the screen. The screen with an image of Jodi sleeping.

Mark cursed under his breath. Sam had been watching them this whole time?

With a snort of disgust, Mark walked into the room and flicked off the television. “And you accused 

me of being a voyeur.”

Sam scratched idly at the scar on his chest. “Considering the glass house you live in, you shouldn’t 

be tossing stones at me. ’Sides, I didn’t have the sound turned up.”

As if that made a difference.

Mark stared down at his friend. “Do you want to tell me why the fuck you thought it necessary to tie 

me up, old buddy?”

Sam placed the can on the desk, turned it until a dark circle of moisture imprinted on the blotter. 

Lifted it and placed it beside where it had been. Turned it again, making another circle.

“I did what I had to,” he said finally.

Mark folded his arms across his chest. “You want to explain that?”
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Another circle joined the others on the blotter. Then a fifth and a sixth. Sam finally lifted his gaze 

and met Mark’s. “I didn’t want to see you toss away a sure thing playing the games we played in college. 

You’re not cut out for that lifestyle, Mark. And from what I’ve seen of her, neither’s Jodi.”

“If you thought it was wrong, you could have walked away. You could have not agreed in the first 

place.”

Sam met his gaze evenly. “You said if I didn’t help you, you’d find someone else. Couldn’t take that 

chance.”

“So you took control by tying me up.”

Sam lifted the glass halfway to his lips then stopped. “Only way I could think of to prove my point.”

“That having a ménage is a college game? Just how did tying me up prove that?”

“My point was that you love that woman.” Sam stabbed his hand through the air toward the 

television. “And she loves you. Didn’t you see how she was looking at you when she asked you if she 

should continue? Shit, man, it was soul-deep love. Jodi’s a one-man woman. She deserves a one-woman 

man. Someone who’ll protect her. Love her. Who won’t share her with anyone else. She’s too damn 

special to have you offer her around to your friends so you can get off.”

Mark snorted, but his anger evaporated as fast as a water drop on a hot griddle. He slumped into the 

chair on the opposite side of the desk. “You’re right. I do love her. But I didn’t realize that until tonight. 

What tipped you off?”

“Every time you said her name you got this goofy look on your face.” Sam took another sip of his 

drink, then held up the can and glared at it, frowning. “But you were so damned determined to bring me 

in as your third, kept telling me it was just like ‘the old days’. That you two were just partners having a 

little fun. You were trying too hard to convince yourself, ya know?

“And then tonight…when I touched her…I’ve never seen that look on your face before. You looked 

like you were ready to tear my head off.”

“I was,” Mark conceded.

“Yet you let me continue. Let her think you were cool with sharing her. And that was flat-out 

wrong.” Sam set the can down and gave Mark a hard stare. “So I figured I had to do something to get 

through that thick skull of yours. Make you realize how good you got it.”

Mark ran a hand over his scalp. “Yet this conscience of yours didn’t stop you from fucking her, did 

it? You want to explain that one?”

One of Sam’s shoulders pulled up in a halfhearted shrug. “It was all her choice. She could have used 

the safe word at any time. And don’t forget that when I put the proposition to her, she asked you and you 

said—”
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“I told her she could trust you. I let it go on.” Mark scrubbed at his face, then dropped his hands into 

his lap. “I get your point. No more ménages. I don’t think I could hold myself back if another man 

touched her. I’d probably rip his head off.”

Sam closed his eyes and exhaled noisily. “Thank the good Lord above for that! She’s a special lady.” 

Sam leaned forward, planted his elbows on the desk. He pointed at Mark as if his fingers were a gun. “But

you hear me, Mark, and you remember me well. If you mistreat her, if you fuck around on her, I’m gonna 

be on your ass like a hound dog on a hare. We straight?”

“You’d have to get in line,” Jodie said from the doorway.

“Thanks for the offer, Sam, but if Mark ever fools around on me, I can take care of him myself.” Jodi 

scissored her fingers together. “And I’ll be more brutal than Lorena Bobbitt. If he fools around on me, 

Mark won’t have any balls to tuck into his jockeys by the time I’m done with him.”

Both men immediately crossed their legs.

Sam barked a laugh and pounded his fist on the desk so hard the phone jumped out of its base. “I 

think you’ve finally found someone who can keep you in line, ol’ buddy.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.” Mark grinned back. “Come over here, Lorena.”

Jodi sauntered over to Mark, conscious of the hungry look in his eyes as he tracked her. She bent to 

kiss him but stopped an inch away from his lips, murmuring, “Oh, and by the way, if you think I’m going 

to invite another woman to our bed as a quid pro quo for tonight, I should warn you. It ain’t gonna 

happen.”

“I don’t want anyone else.” Mark pulled her onto his lap and nuzzled her neck.

“Man, if you two are going to get all mushy on me, I’m leavin’,” Sam drawled then drained the 

remainder of his drink.

Jodi pulled away. “Don’t leave, Sam. I want to thank you for what you did tonight.” Color rose up 

her neck. “I mean, about tying Mark up—that was to make him jealous, wasn’t it?”

He glanced away, as if unwilling to meet her gaze. “Yeah, well…”

“I appreciate what you did—especially since it could have backfired on you.” She leaned over and 

kissed his cheek, then cocked her head and looked at him. “You know, I’ve got a friend I think you might 

like…”

He held up both his hands in mock surrender. “No thank you. I’m not desperate enough for a blind 

date.” He grew serious as he glanced between them. “Look, if later on, down the road, you two decide 

you want a third in bed again, you call me, all right? And, Jodi, don’t let Mark here ever force you to do 

something you don’t want to do. He does, you call me and I’ll pound some sense into his head.”

“Thanks.” She laughed and patted his hand. “You’re a good friend, Sam.”
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“Man, how’d that sonuvabitch get so lucky in snatching you up?” He hung his head and shook it. 

When he lifted it, a sly smile crept over his broad face, lighting a twinkle in his eyes. “You sure you 

wouldn’t consider coming to work for me back east? I’m always on the lookout for a good security 

consultant.”

Jodi laughed and looped her arms around Mark’s neck. “Nah, not a chance.” She sobered. Sam’s 

request reminded her of something that had been bugging her all night. “You know, Sam, I’ve been 

wondering…”

“Why am I thinkin’ I should be worried?” Sam quirked an eyebrow.

“I’ve been wondering why you left the combination to the safe where I could find it. You did that 

deliberately, didn’t you? Were you testing my competence? Do you think I’m not good enough for your 

company?”

Mark swore under his breath. “No wonder you took that bet that you could crack it in under two 

minutes. You had the combination the whole time, you cheater.”

“You know I never bet unless I’m absolutely sure I can win.” She turned back to Sam. “I could have 

cracked the safe without the combination, you know.”

Sam shrugged one shoulder. “Yeah, I know.”

“So why make it easy on me? Why leave the combination where anyone could find it?”

The shoulder hitched up again. He crushed the can and tossed it in the trash. “You might not have 

found it.”

She paused, watched him deliberately avoid her gaze. “There’s something more here, isn’t there?”

When he didn’t answer, Mark straightened. “Sam? What are you hiding?”

Sam turned the chair sideways, eyed the door. “It’s no biggie. Just forget about it, okay?” He opened 

the door to a small fridge built into the credenza. “Y’all want a drink? I’ve got ginger ale, beer, you name 

it.”

“Sam?” Mark persisted.

“Oh, all right.” Sam picked up another beer can then exchanged it for a bottle of Pellegrini. “It was 

part of a bet. Satisfied?”

Jodi turned to Mark and raised one brow in query. “Don’t look at me, babe.”

When both sets of eyes turned on him, Sam continued, “I told my assistant to let you in without the 

usual security check so you’d buy into Mark’s story about the place needing an upgrade in its security. 

But that woman was like a starving dog with a T-bone and wouldn’t let it go until I explained exactly why 

I wanted to let you in.”
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Heat crept up Jodi’s neck as she thought of the straitlaced assistant and what she might think if she 

knew what had really gone on that evening. She pressed her fingers to her mouth. “Please tell me you 

didn’t tell her what you really had planned for tonight.”

Sam scowled. “I do have some discretion, you know. I told her I was checking out the efficiency of 

Mark’s employees as part of the merger agreement. Told her I’d challenged him to have you break into 

the safe.”

“But that doesn’t explain why you left the combination for me to find.”

Sam eyed the door again, reminding her of how she’d felt trapped earlier that evening.

“Well, you see, I figured being a former cop and everything, you weren’t a real girly girl.” He slid 

down in his chair, his chin on his chest, then grasped the handles of his chair, until it groaned in protest. 

His next words came out in a rush. “I figured you wouldn’t really clean things the way a maid would. 

Figured that you’d sort of dust around things, you know. But Sandy…Ms. Janssen, she said if you were as 

good as Mark claimed, you’d be…” He shifted his weight again.

“That I’d be what?” Jodi asked, trying to hide the laughter caused by seeing the big man squirm in 

discomfort.

“That you’d be…you know…snoopy.” The words left him in a rush.

“Snoopy?” Jodi laughed aloud. “Sam, I was reconnoitering for security flaws. Of course, I’d be

snoopy!”

Obviously relieved that she wasn’t offended, Sam let his shoulders drop and leaned back in his chair. 

“Sandy bet me that if she wrote the combination on the blotter—”

“—I’d find it.” Jodi finished for him. “Which I wouldn’t have unless I actually cleared the desk 

when I dusted.”

“How much d’you lose?” Mark asked. Jodi could feel his muscles rippling as he tried not to laugh 

aloud.

Sam’s cheeks turned bright red as he mumbled, “I have to enter myself in the annual bachelor 

auction to raise money for the homeless women’s shelter.”

Mark’s laughter exploded, nearly unseating Jodi. “Oh, that’s fucking perfect! Jodi, we have to go to 

that auction. I want to watch him squirm while all those women ogle his ass.”

Sam looked up, a look of hope flickering in his eyes. “Hey, Jodi, maybe you could bid on me. You 

know, save a poor helpless bachelor from those biddies?”

Mark shook his head. “Not a chance! You made the bet, you suffer the consequences.”

“I don’t…” Jodi started, then hesitated as a thought struck her. But would her plan work, especially 

with the two huge egos these men had? “Maybe we could come to some arrangement.”



Private Property

www.samhainpublishing.com 59

“Jodi,” Mark groaned. “Don’t you dare buy into his ‘poor bachelor’ crap. I want to watch him strut 

his sorry ass down a runway like a frickin’ supermodel—it’s the perfect payback, babe.”

Jodi bit her bottom lip. “I’ll make the highest bid on you if you promise me something.”

“What’s that?” Sam eyed her as if she were a python ready to strike.

She pushed herself off Mark’s lap, paced as she figured out exactly how to word her request so as 

not to offend either man. Finally she stopped and took a deep breath. “It’s about the merger. Mark loves 

Celada Security. He’s worked real hard to get it where it is, and I’m afraid that when you take over—”

“Jodi,” Mark said quietly. “Sam and I are good. You don’t need to worry—”

Sam held up a hand, stopping Mark. “Let her have her say, Mark. She’s just looking out for your 

interests. And I respect the hell out of her for that.”

“If things don’t work out,” she continued, not wanting to meet Mark’s eyes, “the two companies 

revert back to the way things are now. And you’ll guarantee Hauberk won’t compete for any contracts 

against Celada in Texas.”

Sam opened a drawer and pulled out a thick folder, tossed it on the desk. “If it sets your mind at ease, 

sweet pea, Mark and I already had something similar written into the contract. Here’s my copy—you can 

see for yourself.”

Mark rested his hand over hers, his thumb gently stroking her wrist. “Considering he’s the buying 

company, Sam didn’t have to have that written in, babe. But he’s the one who suggested it even before we 

put anything on paper.”

Sam shrugged and glanced away as if uncomfortable with Mark’s admission. “I treat my friends 

right.”

“Thank you, Sam,” Jodi said.

“Glad to see you lookin’ out for him, sweet pea. I’d expect nothin’ less from you.” The chair creaked 

as Sam stood and stretched. “Oh, and, sweet pea, just in case you need to keep that old hound dog in line, 

the code to the safe room is seven-two-six-one-nine. Maybe you could give Mark a turn being tied to the 

posts some day. Remind him who’s in charge.”

He walked to the door then paused, a smile slowly blossoming across his face. “But you might want 

to phone first.”

With a wink, he left.

She finally looked up at Mark, worried that perhaps she’d overstepped the boundaries, but saw no 

sign of irritation or anger on his face. “I didn’t mean to stick my nose where it didn’t belong. Are you 

mad at me?”
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Mark shook his head. “No. As Sam said, you were looking out for me.” He laced his fingers with 

hers and tugged her back onto his lap. “Kind of nice to know you worry about me like that. Besides, as 

Hauberk’s new vice president of Western Operations, it’s a reasonable concern.”

“Vice president?” A thrill shot through her at the title until she remembered Mark’s daily frustrations 

dealing with employees who were late or failed to show up at critical times. His anger when he caught 

several operatives smoking joints while on duty. And the mountains of paperwork that covered his desk. 

“Does that mean I have to sit behind a desk shuffling papers all day?”

Mark snorted. “As if that’ll ever happen.” When she tweaked a handful of chest hair, he sighed. “All 

right, there will be some paperwork involved. But you can hire an assistant if you need one. It also means 

you’ll get to boss the guys around even more than you do now.”

“I’m not bossy!”

He raised one eyebrow. “You just bullied a guy who’s six foot six and weighs two eighty buck naked 

about the merger. That wasn’t bossy?”

“That was…” she walked her fingers up his chest, “…a negotiation. On behalf of someone I love.”

His hands slipped underneath the bottom of her shirt, cupped her breast with his palms, his thumbs 

brushing over the sensitive tips. “Hmm. I love hearing you say that.”

She leaned into his touch, eyes closing. Talented fingers, she thought for what had to be the 

umpteenth time that night. “What? That I negotiated for you?”

“No, that you love me. You’ve never said that before.”

The distinctive sound of a Harley revved outside. Jodi rushed to the window just in time to see Sam 

tugging on his helmet. “I knew I’d heard a motorcycle! But how’d he get in without me seeing it?”

She glanced back and saw Mark’s lips clamp together, a telltale twitch at the side betraying his urge 

to smile.

“You! You came with him, didn’t you?” She poked him in the chest and thought back to when he’d 

arrived, and what he’d done. “And then you deliberately distracted me from watching the monitors, didn’t 

you? With that stupid vibrating egg!”

“Didn’t take much effort,” Mark said. He stood behind her, wrapping his arms about her waist as 

they watched Sam glance back at the house. He gave a salute toward them, then roared down the 

driveway.
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Chapter Eleven

Mark turned her away from the window until she faced him, then kissed her, his lips brushing over 

hers in a featherlight touch. “Te amo.”

Jodi wrapped her arms about his neck, pulled him closer until her breasts brushed his chest. “I love 

you too.”

Not knowing what was at the bottom of the chasm he was about to leap into, he teetered on the edge. 

He hated the strange feeling of fear curling in his bowels. But there was no going back after tonight, there 

was no way he could let her walk away with someone else.

She nestled her head in the crook of his shoulder, rested her hand on his chest. Everything about her 

felt so right.

“Babe? I, uh, have something to ask you.” He swallowed hard. She’d said she loved him, but that 

didn’t mean she wanted to marry him. What if she said no?

She pulled back to look at him, her eyes wide, almost fearful, held her body still. “What?”

He took a deep breath and leapt into his future. “Will you marry me?”

Jodi stiffened in his arms. “M-marry? Marry you?” The words seemed forced, as if they’d stuck in 

her throat.

Somewhere in the back of his mind, he’d wanted her to throw her arms about his neck and shout, 

“Yes, yes, yes! Of course, I’ll marry you.” Instead her hold on him loosened and blank shock filled her 

eyes. The bright light that he’d hoped would be his future turned out to be a heat-seeking missile racing 

toward him, its target his heart.

“I still want you to be vice president of Western Operations, whether you say no or not,” he said 

quickly, wondering if she thought her answer might be tied to the promotion. “Sam and I discussed it 

already. I just hoped… I want to…” He stumbled on, unable to stop himself from babbling, knowing he 

was sounding like an idiot. “I love you and want to marry you.”

She laughed, a half-hysterical sound he’d never heard from her before. Her head dropped onto his 

shoulder as her body rippled. Was she crying? Worse, she was laughing. No. Giggling!

“You…you…you want to m-m-marry me!” Her giggles reached an almost hysterical quality.

He’d bared his soul to her, asked her to marry him and she was giggling? His arms dropped as the 

missile hit its target and shredded his flesh, his soul. “I didn’t think it was so funny.”
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“Oh, M-Mark,” she choked out from behind the fingers she’d pressed over her mouth. “I’m sorry, 

I’m not laughing at you. I’m laughing at me.”

Sure didn’t feel that way.

“You see, tonight”—her giggles trailed off into a sigh—“tonight, when I was waiting for you in the 

van? I thought…I thought you were trying to brush me off, to dump me.”

He felt his jaw drop. Dump her? After all he’d gone through to arrange this evening? Would he ever 

understand how women thought?

“Why?” he finally managed to splutter.

“Because you’ve been so distant lately.” She held up her hand when he started to protest. “It was like 

you were trying to avoid me. I-I thought maybe you’d gotten tired of me. I thought maybe you thought it 

was time to move on.”

He scrubbed his hand through his hair. “I’m sorry—I’ve been busy arranging this evening with Sam, 

and hammering out the details of the merger. I never meant for you to feel like I was ignoring you.”

“I know.” She released a breath and her voice wavered. “No, I didn’t know. I just kept remembering 

that agreement we made that either of us could walk away at any time, no questions asked.”

He saw pain flicker through her eyes, realized she was remembering how she’d been treated by past 

lovers. Cursed himself for forgetting that beneath the tough exterior Jodi showed everyone else was a 

sensitive woman who needed reassurance that she could be herself without fear of rejection. He ran a 

finger along her jaw, marveling at how others didn’t realize her tough shell was just an act. “I’ve just been 

distracted. I’m sorry. If I wasn’t interested I would have told you straight out. I wouldn’t have just walked 

away.”

“I wasn’t sure what you’d do,” she said softly, not realizing how much it hurt him that she might 

think he could treat her so callously. “I figured you just might not know how to tell me. After all, we did 

agree that we wouldn’t…you know…”

“Fall in love?” He captured her hand with his, pressed a kiss to her palm. “Jodi, I’ve never felt like 

this”—he moved her hand to his chest, flattened her palm over his heart—“about any other woman. Ever. 

I love you. And I want to marry you. Will you marry me, Jodi?”

She looked up at him, her bright blue eyes filled with tears. “Yes. Oh, Mark, of course I’ll marry 

you.”

He released the breath he’d been holding and enfolded her within the circle of his arms, held tight, 

realized he was shaking with the fear that had engulfed him that she might say no.

When he nuzzled his nose against the side of her neck, he frowned. He could still smell a trace of 

cigar—of Sam—in her hair. He silently cursed himself again for letting another man touch her, while 
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thanking Sam for forcing the issue, for forcing him to acknowledge how much he loved the woman in his 

arms. His grip loosened from about her and he stepped back.

“Come with me.” He held out his hand, waiting until she put her palm into his.

Neither spoke while they walked down the hall. Mark led her up the stairs and to the bathroom 

they’d used earlier. When she’d brought him there earlier, she’d not wanted to let Sam between them yet. 

He wondered if she realized he felt the same way now.

He reached into the shower and turned on the water. When he was satisfied with the temperature he 

turned back to her. He grasped the hem of her T-shirt and pulled it over her head and discovered she wore 

no bra.

“So beautiful,” he murmured. He cupped her breasts with his palms, bent his head and licked,

savored.

Jodi arched, pressing her breasts deeper into his mouth. Her hands rested lightly on his shoulders, her 

thumbs caressing the sides of his neck. “Thank you for giving me a birthday I’ll never forget.” She 

chuckled. “It’s not a story we can ever tell our children, but—”

“Children?” Mark breathed. His balls retracted in a painful clench. How had tonight gone from his 

planned night of debauchery to a discussion about marriage and kids? “You want kids?”

She jerked back, the smile dropping from her face. “Don’t you?”

“Yeah, yeah, I want kids,” he quickly assured her while wondering if he did. His eyes dropped to her 

belly, imagined it swollen with his child. Imagined having a little boy he could play catch with. Maybe a 

little girl he could carry around on his shoulders. Yeah, he could do that. “Yeah, I want kids.”

Maybe that would stop his younger brother José’s ceaseless bragging about how he’d given their 

parents the first grandchild. Like the twerp had done it himself. His chest swelled as he pictured

announcing to his brothers that he’d given their parents the first grandson—no, grandsons!—in the 

family. “Two. At least two.”

Her smile returned. And with it his world returned to an even keel, although spinning slightly faster 

than it had been before the evening had started.

“Let’s start with one and see how we do from there, okay?” Jodi wrapped her arms about his neck 

and pulled him close. “But it may take some practice first.”

“Practice. Yeah, practice is good.” He pressed her against the tile wall. “For instance, I need lots of 

practice kissing you.”

“Mmm.” She turned her head, captured his lips with hers. What seemed like an hour later, they both 

came up for air. “What else do we need to practice?”

She caught her breath when she saw the dark embers deep in his eyes flare into wildfire. Why had 

she thought he didn’t love her? It was there plain in his eyes. It was in his calloused fingers as he cupped 
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her breasts, rolled her nipples between his fingers with a delicious pressure. In his voice, the trace of 

Spanish accent betraying the depth of his emotion as he spoke, “If we’re going to have children, you’re 

going to want to breastfeed them, right?”

She moaned as warm breath and warmer lips caressed her, teased her, tasted her. Cool air touched 

her bare skin when he pushed her jeans to the floor, his tongue never stopping its homage to her breasts. 

When he shifted, forcing her to arch her back, she dug her fingers into his shoulders and hung on. Hung 

on to the man she loved. Who loved her.

His clothes abandoned on the floor beside hers, Mark carried her into the shower, held her beneath 

the pulsing streams of water and began to wash her, his soapy hands lathering her shoulders, her breasts, 

her belly.

No inch of her escaped his attention. Where downstairs his lovemaking had been with a fierce 

desperation, now he took the time to caress her, to worship every part of her body. Every place he touched 

ignited until her blood boiled and her skin was ready to burst into flames.

When his fingers dipped deep into her heat, she arched into his touch. The rhythmic pounding of the 

shower on her skin was no match for the conflagration he fanned deep within her.

By the time he slid into her, Jodi was sure the smoke alarms would go off and the fire trucks would 

scream down the lane.

The water had long since gone cold, and they’d moved from the shower to the bed when Mark 

wrapped an arm around Jodi, tugging her back against him.

“I’m thinking we should look for a house in the Mid Cities, maybe Grapevine. One with lots of

bedrooms.” His hand drifted to her belly. “And then I’m going to install a security system rivaling Fort 

Knox. After all, I can’t have anyone else getting their hands on my private property.”



About the Author

The only woman in a houseful of men, Leah often takes refuge in her office in an effort to avoid the 

dishes and dust bunnies. Writing about hunky heroes and hot sex is so much more rewarding than 

housework.

To learn more about Leah, please visit www.leahbraemel.com. Send an email to Leah at 

leah@leahbraemel.com or join her Yahoo! group to join in the fun with other readers as well as Leah at 

http://groups.yahoo.com/group/Leah_Braemel.

If you like Mark and Jodi’s story, you can read how they first started their relationship in First Night, 

a free download on www.thesamhellion.com/ebooks.htm



Look for these titles by Leah Braemel

Coming Soon:

Personal Protection
Marking one’s territory was never so naughty…



Take Me Again
© 2009 Mackenzie McKade

Wild Oats, Book 2

Dolan Crane would love to hate the beautiful new veterinarian who’s horning in on his territory. It’s 

tough when the flame-haired fantasy come true makes his body burn with just a smile. The smart thing to 

do is forget about her, so perhaps a threesome arranged by his old college buddy is just what he needs to 

get her out of his head.

Divorcee Tracy Marx has followed her restless feet to Santa Ysabel to start a new practice—and 

maybe find someone to take her outside the boundaries of vanilla sex. Instead she finds trouble in the 

form of a cowboy whose dark, sexy gaze lights her up—and could also destroy any chance of success. 

The best thing to do is stay far, far away from him.

When Dolan shows up for the promised night of fantasy, he’s shocked to find Tracy has traded her 

medical bag for a leather bustier and bondage gear. Tracy would like nothing better than to slap that smirk 

right off Dolan’s face, but the prospect of being sandwiched between two men is impossible to resist—

even if one of them is her adversary.

Besides…no one calls her chicken.
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As the music ended, Tracy Marx stepped out of the cowboy’s arms. Damn. What was his name? Was

it John? Paul? George? Ringo? A silent chuckle tickled her throat.

With a sultry expression, he smiled down at her, sliding his palms up her bare arms. “How about 

another dance?”

“Dance?” She glanced at him not really seeing him. Shamefully, her mind wandered to another—one 

who’d left her wanting with a single look. The flame had sparked again when their eyes had met once 

more.

The whole time they’d sashayed across the floor all she could think of was the dark-haired cowboy 

who appeared out of nowhere. Even when Tom—yes, Tom was his name—had suggested they find a 

quieter place to talk all she could think of was blue-black hair and eyes dark as the night.

She scanned the room in search of her mystery man. Disappointment hit her hard when the spot 

where he had last stood was vacant. Reluctantly, she drew her attention back to Tom and his question. 

“Can’t. Promised the next dance to—”



Crap. Forgot that guy’s name too. She never had problems with her memory. Guess she had too 

much on her mind tonight.

The stout cowboy she had met earlier sidled up to her. “Charles,” he said slipping an arm around her 

waist to pull her back firmly against his body. “My turn.”

Tom stiffened. His brows tugged down into a scowl. For a moment, she thought he might raise a 

ruckus.

Men were gutsier then she remembered. They could be so primitive. Give them a drink or two and 

they became throwbacks from the Stone Age, fighting to resolve all their disagreements.

Tracy released a pent-up breath when Tom finally tipped his hat. “Later, sweetheart.”

“Not if I have anything to say about it,” Charles whispered in her ear.

Her equilibrium was shot to hell when he twirled her around and into his embrace. His feet 

immediately started to move to the quick beat of the music. Lightheaded, she missed the first step, but 

caught the next one to glide across the floor. He held her confidently, guiding her into each move easily.

“So, little lady, where you from?”

Little? She was five-eight, one or two inches shorter than him. Judging by his solid build the man 

was a bull-rider. Of course, she’d been wrong before. “Nebraska,” she answered.

Tracy wasn’t prepared when Charles abruptly spun her twice, drawing her firmly against him on the 

final spin. But it was the knee wedged between her legs that made her attention perk up. He rubbed his 

thigh up hers. The large bulge in his jeans pressed against her abdomen was difficult to miss. The man 

was aroused. He ground his hips to hers emphasizing the point before giving her a devilish grin.

Good ol’ Charlie expected a reaction, but she wasn’t biting. Not my type. Besides she was just here to 

burn off some energy. Tomorrow was a big day for her.

Yeah. He might give her a good ride, but she was looking for something more, someone who could 

ignite a fire inside her with just a look. Someone like the cowboy she’d exchanged glances with before 

hitting the dance floor. Her thoughts wandered back to a pair of dark eyes. The bad boy persona the dark-

haired cowboy wore screamed excitement and adventure. That’s what she wanted—hungered for.

A light kiss pressed to her neck brought her back to the man that held her. “I’ve never seen you here 

before. Visiting?” His voice deepened as he rubbed his cheek against hers. The scent of sandalwood was 

strong. She preferred the light spicy scent of the dark-haired cowboy. It left her speechless and horny.

What was she saying? She didn’t even know the guy.

“Yes. No.” Truthfully, she wasn’t sure. Her uncle had promised to help her establish a business in 

Santa Ysabel. Back in Omaha her mother had agreed to watch Sheldon until she found a home and 

babysitter. Again her chest squeezed.



It had been nine months since her sister’s unexpected death. Shelly had been thrown from a horse. 

Her head had struck the only rock in the field. Tracy’s ex hadn’t appreciated becoming a parent so soon, 

but she had no alternative. Her mother had enough health problems of her own. Lois Marx had a bad 

heart. Besides Tracy was Sheldon’s godmother and she loved the three-year-old as if he were her own. 

Leaving Nebraska was a new start for both of them.

Charles chuckled. “Which is it?”

“What?” Blinking hard, she tried to recall what he asked. She had shit for a memory tonight. What 

she needed to do was pull herself together, but it was difficult when she had so much on her mind. Other 

than college, she’d never been this far away from home, never been alone. Even married she had lived 

only a mile away from home.

He eased his hold putting enough distance between them so he stared into her eyes. “Are you visiting 

or staying?”

Multiple choices—this should be easy. Yet she remained silent pondering his question.

Just pick one, a voice in her head chastised.

“Staying,” she heard herself say.

There, that wasn’t so hard.

Yet saying it aloud authenticated her decision and she wasn’t sure it was the right one. What if she 

couldn’t find enough work? What if the people in California didn’t like her? She was a country-girl born 

and raised. What did she know about dealing with people of influence? What she did know were animals, 

especially horses.

An ear-to-ear grin tugged at Charles’s mouth. His hand fell to rest on her ass. “Need a place to stay?”

His innuendo didn’t escape her. She cocked a brow, grasping his hand to guide it back to her waist. 

“Got it covered, but thanks for the invitation.”

His palm worked its way back down to ride the top of her ass. “Does that mean tonight is out?”

Men! She shook her head in disbelief.

Relief surfaced when the song came to an end. Hastily, she stepped out of his embrace. “Thanks, but 

I have plans tonight. Now if you’ll excuse me.” Cutting through the crowd, she avoided Tom when he 

nodded at her, choosing instead to head for the line growing outside the bathroom door. It was as good as 

any place for her to catch her bearings.

Tracy probably shouldn’t have ventured outside her uncle’s estate tonight. But her fifteen-year-old 

cousin had recommended she check out Jester’s party. She didn’t want to speculate how Laurie knew 

about this place. From everything Tracy’d seen so far it was a meat market and the perfect place to pick 

up a one-night stand, which was exactly what she was in the mood for, but it would have to wait.



There would be questions if she didn’t come home tonight. An inquisition was something she didn’t 

need to deal with. But she might have stood a cross-examination for the tall, dark cowboy. She took one 

more look around the room and wondered if her mystery man had gone down the flight of stairs to the 

basement.

“Looking for someone, sugar?” The whiskey-smooth male’s voice sounded familiar.

She turned and a smile fell across her face. “Rowdy.”

He wrapped his arms around her waist and raised her off her feet to twirl her around, nearly 

knocking over two other women in line. They cast a disgruntled look, but remained quiet as she slithered 

down his firm body, raising her skirt to where it barely covered her butt. She gave the hem a tug as he 

settled her on her feet.

He held her at arm’s length. “I couldn’t believe it was you waltzing around the dance floor. What the 

hell brings you to this neck of the woods?”

“I could say the same to you.” She took in his athletic build, knowing exactly what hid beneath his 

cotton shirt; lean strong muscles. Long powerful legs were encased in snug denim that rode low on his 

lean hips. Yep. She remembered the bulge between his thighs too. Hastily she jerked her gaze back to his 

face.

A wicked grin fell across his face. He pulled her back into his arms, giving her a squeeze. “Here with 

someone?” he murmured against her ear.

“No.”

“That makes two of us.” He nibbled on her earlobe. “How about I take you home, tie you up and 

have my way with you?”

Chills raced across her skin as his hair tickled her neck. The man was gorgeous. Peeking from 

beneath his Stetson, sandy blond hair framed his tanned face.

“Yes” was on the tip of her tongue. His sexy invitation almost made her forget she needed to call it a 

night soon. “Sounds delicious, but I’ll have to pass. I work tomorrow.”

His lips were soft trailing along her jaw line and cheeks, until his mouth whispered across hers. “Are

you sure?” He caressed his tongue along the crease of her lips. “If I recall, we made some sweet music 

together.”

Sweet music? That was an understatement.

Rowdy had been her first lover after the divorce. She had been scared and uncertain. He had been 

patient and understanding and joked around to make her feel comfortable. They had talked, but more 

importantly he had listened, asking questions and appearing genuinely interested in her plans for the 

future.



Little touches here—kisses there—and before the night ended she found herself locked in his arms, 

revealing some of her deepest desires. At the moment there hadn’t seemed to be any danger in her 

frankness about her sexual desires. He was a stranger passing through town. Hell. After a couple of drinks 

and another tumble between the sheets, she had even told him about her darkest fantasy—a ménage a 

trois.

To her surprise he hadn’t been judgmental. He didn’t make her feel as if her wayward thoughts were 

disturbing or wrong. In fact, he appeared to be aroused by her confession, taking her in his arms and 

making passionate love to her once more.

Embarrassment heated her face. I can’t believe I revealed that fantasy.

He smoothed a hand gently over her cheek as if he could sense her sudden discomfort. “It’s me, 

baby.” He looked at her with warm brown eyes. “I can make your fantasies come true.” He pressed his 

mouth to her ear. “All of them,” he whispered.

Oh God. He remembered.

A spark sputtered low in her belly. The burn matched the heat flaring across her cheeks. Surely he 

was just teasing her. Even still, the thought of two men worshipping her body all night long was beyond 

exciting. It was downright sinful.

“Can’t.” She swallowed hard. “Not tonight.”

Damn. Damn. Damn. It was already getting late and she didn’t want to disturb her uncle’s 

household. She didn’t miss the disappointment on his face as he released her.

“When?”

“Maybe Monday. My weekend is booked solid.”

“Monday it is. Give me your number.” He pulled his cell phone out of his pocket and punched in her 

number as she rattled it off. “I’ll call you with the directions to my house.” He caressed her cheek. “Are 

you up for anything?” There was a spark of devilment in his eyes.

Anything?

“Yes,” slipped from her mouth before she could think twice.

“I promise it will be a night dedicated solely to your pleasure.” He kissed her softly. “Until 

Monday.”

Eyes closed, lips still puckered, she murmured, “Uh-huh.” He tapped her on the nose. Her eyelids 

rose.

He winked. “Later, baby.”

She sighed low and long as she watched him walk away. Later couldn’t come anytime too soon.

Torn between the love he has…and the love he’s always wanted.
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Chassie West Glanzer hasn’t been a stranger to drama and tragedy. A year of wedded bliss to sexy-

as-sin cowboy Trevor Glanzer has brought her the happiness and contentment she never thought she’d 

find, and mellowed Trevor’s rodeo wanderlust. Then Trevor’s old roping partner ambles up the 

driveway—and Chassie’s life changes drastically.

Trevor never expected to see Edgard Mancuso again, after it became clear he couldn’t be the man 

Edgard needed. Now Edgard is back from Brazil to sort out their tangled past, and Trevor is plagued with 

feelings he thought he’d buried over three years ago. Although Trevor is hat-over-bootheels in love with 

his sweet, feisty wife, the sense his life is missing a piece has always gnawed at him.

Chassie’s shock that Edgard and Trevor were once lovers turns to fear of losing her husband. Or 

worse, fear that Trevor will stay with her only out of a sense of duty. Yet as the three of them spend time 

together, the sins of the past blur and fade, leaving raw emotion—and unbridled passion.

Passion that could heal…or cause irreparable damage to their future.

Warning: this book contains unbelievably explicit sex, including multiple cowboy/cowgirl/cowboy 

ménage scenes, juicy, hot, male on male action, a bucketful of politically incorrect situations and true 

Western ideology

Enjoy the following excerpt for Rough, Raw and Ready:

By the time Trevor finished scrubbing the machine oil from his hands, Chassie and Edgard had 

returned to the kitchen.

Chassie said, “Who wants coffee?”

“Sounds great, Chass.”

“There’s cookies, unless Trev ate them all. The man has a serious sweet tooth.”

“Then I oughta munch on you, darlin’, since you’re so durn sweet.” Trevor nibbled the side of her 

jaw and Chassie squealed. He reached above her head for the coffee cups on the pegs.

Trevor turned and saw Edgard staring at them. Not with jealousy, but with longing. Simple 

affectionate moments had been rare between them and Trevor remembered it was one of the things 

Edgard had needed that Trevor hadn’t been able to offer him. Why did he feel just as guilty about that 

shortcoming now as he had back then?



Chassie poured the coffee. Trevor automatically grabbed the milk jug from the fridge and set it next 

to Edgard. He snagged a spoon from the dish rack, passing it and the sugar canister to Edgard, ignoring 

Chassie’s questioning stare.

Didn’t mean a damn thing he remembered exactly how Edgard liked his coffee. Not a damn thing.

“So, Edgard, what are you doin’ in our neck of the woods?”

“Reliving some old memories. I drove past my grandparents’ place yesterday. With the shabby way 

it’s looking I’m wishing I would’ve bought it when I had the chance.” He smiled wryly. “I’m kicking 

myself for letting another thing slip through my fingers.”

“Grandparents?” Chassie repeated, not noticing Trevor’s rigid posture after Edgard’s comment. 

“You from around here?”

“Yes. And no.” Edgard relayed the story about his mother. Getting pregnant as a foreign exchange 

student, giving birth to Edgard before his biological father, a young cowboy, died in an accident. She’d 

returned home to Brazil and married Edgard’s stepfather.

“Whoa. That’s kind of soap-operaish, isn’t it?”

“Mmm-hmm.” Edgard blew across his coffee. “But it does make me an American citizen so I can 

come and go as I please in the good ol’ U.S. of A.”

Trevor listened as Chassie asked a million questions about Edgard’s life and Brazil. They finished 

off the pot of coffee and the time passed pleasantly. He even managed to meet Edgard’s gaze a couple of 

times.

The phone rang and Chassie excused herself to answer it.

Silence hung between them as heavy as snow clouds in a winter sky.

Eventually, Edgard said, “She doesn’t know anything about me. Not even that we were roping 

partners. Not that we were…” He looked at Trevor expectantly.

“No.” Trevor quickly glanced at the living room where Chassie was chattering away. “You 

surprised?”

“Maybe that she isn’t aware of our official association as roping partners. There was no shame in 

that. We were damn good together, Trev.”

The word shame echoed like a slap. As good as they were together, it’d never been enough, in an 

official capacity or behind closed doors. “What are you really doin’ here?”

Edgard didn’t answer right away. “I don’t know. Feeling restless. Had the urge to travel.”

“Wyoming ain’t exactly an exotic port of call.”

“You think I don’t realize that? You think I wouldn’t rather be someplace else? But something…” 

Edgard lowered his voice. “Ah, fuck it.”

“What?”



“Want the truth? Or would you rather I lie?”

“The truth.”

“Truth between us? That’s refreshing.” Edgard’s gaze trapped his. “I’m here because of you.”

Trevor’s heart alternately stopped and soared, even when his answer was an indiscernible growl. 

“For Christsake, Ed. What the hell am I supposed to say to that? With my wife in the next room?”

“You’re making a big deal out of this. She thinks we’re friends, which ain’t a lie. We were partners 

before we were…” Edgard gestured distractedly. “If she gets the wrong idea, it won’t be from me.”

“Maybe I’m gettin’ the wrong idea. The last thing you said to me when you fuckin’ left me was that 

you weren’t ever comin’ back. And you made it goddamn clear you didn’t want to be my friend. So why 

are you here?”

Pause. He traced the rim of his coffee cup with a shaking fingertip. “I heard about you gettin’ 

married.”

“That happened over a year ago and you came all the way from Brazil to congratulate me in person? 

Now?”

“No.” Edgard didn’t seem to know what to do with his hands. He raked his fingers through his hair. 

His voice was barely audible. “Will it piss you off if I admit I was curious about whether you’re really 

happy, meu amore?”

My love. My ass. Trevor snapped, “Yes.”

“Yes, you’re pissed off? Or yes, you’re happy?”

“Both.”

“Then this is gonna piss you off even more.”

“What?”

“Years and miles haven’t changed anything between us and you goddamn well know it.”

Trevor looked up; Edgard’s golden eyes were laser beams slicing him open. “It don’t matter. If you 

can’t be my friend while you’re in my house, walk out the fuckin’ door. I will not allow either one of us 

to hurt my wife. Got it?”

“Yeah.”

“Good. And I’m done talkin’ about this shit so don’t bring it up again. Ever.”

Chassie bounded back into the kitchen. If she sensed the tension she didn’t remark on it. “My coffee 

break is over. Gotta get back to the grind. What’re you guys gonna do?”

Trevor gathered the cups and dumped them in the sink. “I’ll help you finish up outside.”

“No, that’s okay. You stay and catch up with Edgard.”

“Darlin’, it ain’t every day I offer to let you boss me around,” Trevor pointed out with a teasing 

smile.



Edgard stood. “If it’s all right, I might stretch out. I’m bushed. Been a long morning and a long walk 

this afternoon.”

Trevor stared at him. Edgard had walked the twenty-five miles from town? In the cold?

“If you’re hungry later, help yourself to whatever you can find. I already showed you where the 

towels and stuff are in the bathroom so make yourself at home.”

“Thank you, Chassie, you are very kind.” Edgard headed for the stairs.

When he was gone, Chassie hooked her fingers in Trevor’s belt loop. “Come on, you’re my slave for 

the next couple hours.”

“Mmm. I like the sound of that.” He lowered his head, teasing her lips before plunging his tongue 

inside her sweet, warm mouth. Kissing her until her heart raced beneath his palm and her body swayed 

closer. Trevor pulled back so they were a breath apart. “But I get my shot at bein’ the master to your slave 

later, right?”

Her soft moan smacked of sexual need and instantly stiffened his cock. “No ropes this time.”

“That ain’t no fun.”

“Neither is disinfecting the birthing equipment in the barn.”

Trevor groaned. “That’s what we’re doin’ today?”

“Yep. Has to be done when it’s not sub-zero outside and you volunteered, bucko.”

“Lead on, master.”

She grinned. After she turned around, Trevor whacked her on the ass hard enough to elicit a yelp and 

she ran away from him, laughing.

Damn. He loved being married to this woman. He’d be wise to remember that.
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