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Chapter One
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Jessica Ingram tossed her tap shoes into her bag and zipped it. Taking one more look around the empty dressing room, she sighed. She and Kat sure knew how to trash a room. To look at the place, one would never guess that two small women had been the only occupants. There were empty soda cans and candy wrappers all over the place. On the lighted mirror were several different lip prints in various shades, compliments of Kat. Bandage wrappers and empty hose packages littered the floor. And to top it off, the room smelled of sweat and liniment. Yuck! 

Jess groaned as she picked up her garment and shoe bags and her purse. What a night!  Thank goodness it was over.

Wiping her sweaty hand on her jeans, she reached for the door, only to have it jerked from her grasp. Kat’s red head popped through it and looked around. “Man, is this room a disaster area, or what? You comin’?”

Jess chuckled and shook her head at her best friend. “Yup, I’m comin’.”

“Well, hurry up. Marisa and her parents are still here.”

She scooted through the door Kat was holding for her and grinned. She knew what Kat was getting at. Marisa’s dad was Hot with a capital H, and Kat was smitten. It was hard to tell, but Jess thought he had to be in his late forties or early fifties. He had thick black hair that was starting to gray at the temples, which was sexy as hell as far as Jess was concerned. And to top it off, he had a striking bronze complexion that came from his Latino American heritage. All in all, the man was drop-dead gorgeous and had a body that would make a cover model proud. Too bad he was unavailable.

“I saw Diego when I was taking my stuff to your car. He was carrying Marisa’s stuff out.” Kat paused and fanned her face with her hand. “He asked me if I needed him to carry anything for me. I had to bite my tongue, Jess. I almost told him, ‘Yeah, me.’”

“Kat, you have got to get over your infatuation with the man.”

Kat sighed and pouted out her bottom lip. “I know, I know. It’ll never work; he’s old enough to be my father.”

“I hate to break it to you, but he’s also married and has three kids.”

Kat looked her straight in the eye as they reached the stage exit. “Well, you can’t prove it by me. I think the sons are figments of their imaginations. In all the years we’ve taught Marisa, I’ve never seen them.” Kat nodded her head once for emphasis. “So Diego isn’t quite as committed as you make him out to be. He only has one kid.”

“Yeah, well, I think one of the sons is a medical doctor, and the other is a veterinarian who runs an emergency animal clinic, so that’s why we never see them. Actually, I think Marisa said her brothers were here tonight. Not that it matters, one kid or three ... have you seen the way he looks at Claire? The man is totally and completely in love with his wife.”

“I know; when he looks at her, his eyes practically glow. Wish I could find someone to look at me like that.” This time when Kat sighed, Jess joined in.

Wouldn’t that be nice? A man to dote on her, like Diego did Claire. Of course, one had to date to find a man, and Jess had always been too busy with her dancing. She shook herself out of her reverie. No sense dwelling on her love life or lack thereof. She had chosen to put her career first. Besides, she was still young; there was lots of time left.

“Jess, you hungry?”

Her stomach growled. “Yeah, where do you want to eat? And if you say Marisa’s parents’ restaurant, I’m going to hit you.”

Kat’s eyes widened before she burst out laughing.

* * * * *
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“This is ridiculous! I can’t believe you made me come here. It’s just a sprain,” Kat exclaimed for the third time in the last half hour.

“Stop being a baby. You can barely walk. I’d rather be safe than sorry. It’s not like I want to spend the night in the emergency room.” Jess arched her back and yawned. She shook her finger at Kat. “I’m tired, so behave.”

Standing, she stretched up on her tiptoes, then dropped her body over and grabbed her ankles. She closed her eyes and sighed. Oh, that felt good after sitting for so long. She leaned over to one leg, then the other. If someone came in the door, her butt would be the first thing they saw, but after an hour and thirty minutes, she’d given up hope that anyone was coming. Her hands were on the floor between her feet when a gasp, followed by Kat’s whispered “Whoa!” proved her wrong.

Jess opened her eyes, and a man’s crotch was the first thing she saw ... a very aroused man. Oh, my God! She stood, then spun around, ending up nose-to-chest with a Greek god in green scrubs and a lab coat. As she wobbled, a strong hand clasped her shoulder, steadying her. Her gaze slid back down, and, yes, he was aroused ... and huge. Her inner muscles clenched in response. Jess wondered what was wrong with her. She’d never had that kind of reaction to a man before.

When she finally got her balance, she raised her eyes to the most magnificent face she’d ever seen. He had the most dynamic brown eyes. They practically blazed. His tan face was arresting, his cheekbones high and his lips full. As she watched, those full lips turned into a first-rate smile. And, of course, his teeth were as perfect as the rest of him. What would those lips and teeth feel like against her skin? A shiver went up her spine at the thought.

He was tall—really tall—and big; the top of her head only came to about his chin. His hair was jet black, and his chest was massive; he looked more like a bodybuilder than a doctor. She wasn’t big by any stretch of the imagination —in fact, she was rather petite —but he made her feel even more tiny, dainty ... feminine. Her stomach got a fluttery, butterfly sensation, and she wondered what those big hands would feel like on her body. Never in her twenty-four years had she felt such an attraction. Would he think her a complete maniac if she laid herself at his feet and begged him to have his way with her?

Oh, man, the need to touch him, to run her hands all over him, was overwhelming.

Kat cleared her throat, and Jess jumped. Not only had this gorgeous man walked in and gotten an unobstructed view of her butt, but she was ogling him like a silly teenager. She wished the floor would swallow her whole.

Stepping back, she realized that he still had ahold of her shoulder. He let go abruptly and held his hand out to her. She took it; instead of shaking it as she expected, he brought it to his lips. Had he just licked her? Nah, couldn’t be.

She looked up into his smiling eyes. She had obviously amused him with her earlier scrutiny, but if that erection was any indication, he was as interested in her as she was in him.

“Hello. I’m Alex.” His voice was deep and gravelly. Sensual.

“Hi. I’m Je—”

“Oh, my God!” Kat interrupted.

Jess jumped, and turned to face Kat. She raised a questioning eyebrow.

Kat pointed at the man and continued. “It’s him! One of the imaginary sons!”

One of the imaginary... What? Jess turned back to him, about to apologize for Kat’s outburst, when it hit her. He looked like Diego. A lot like Diego. So much, in fact, that he was probably Diego’s son. She chuckled at his puzzled expression. “Are your parents Diego and Claire Hernandez? Do you have a sister named Marisa?”

Alex smiled. He couldn’t believe it; he’d been worrying over how to meet her, and here she was. And she knew who he was. “Yes and yes.” He offered his hand to the redhead sitting on the bed. “Alex Hernandez. Nice to meet you both.”

His mate was so close, he could see the pulse beating in her neck. Her skin was a pale ivory color, flawless. He had the sudden urge to bend down and lick the small, throbbing vein. What would it taste like?

“I’m Jessica Ingram, and this is Katherine Andrews. We’re Marisa’s dance teachers.” Her voice fit her —it wasn’t too deep or high pitched, but smooth, sexy.

“Yes, I know. I was at the recital and saw you dance tonight, but another doctor got sick, so I was called back to work. That’s the major drawback to working in a smaller hospital versus one in a big city. Seems like I’m always on call.”

Alex sighed and went back to studying her. She was even more beautiful up close than she had been on the stage earlier, and she was smaller than he’d first thought. A petite little thing. Her dark brown hair was slicked back into a ponytail and still had glitter in it. She’d taken off her stage make-up, and her cheeks were flushed. Her eyes were big and golden brown and heavy-lidded —sexy bedroom eyes. Was she tired, or were they always that way? He could imagine those eyes looking into his as he made love to her. The thought almost had him groaning aloud.

He’d been hard due to her scent alone before he’d entered the room. But after seeing her up close, he was painfully erect; the once-over she’d treated him to had triggered it. He had to fight the urge to throw her over his shoulder and take off with her. He knew she had no idea what she was to him, but he’d have had to be blind not to see that she was attracted to him. His acute sense of smell had also picked up her arousal. His cock twitched. She couldn’t get away again tonight. He had to stake some kind of claim, even if it was as simple as getting her number. But first he needed to take care of the patient.

Alex flipped open the chart and glanced at it. “Let’s see what you’ve done to yourself, Katherine ... May I call you Katherine?” She was, after all, his mate’s best friend.

She nodded and blushed prettily. She was definitely the shy one of the two. “Oh, yes, please do. Or you can call me Kat. That’s what most everyone else calls me.”

Alex grinned at her enthusiasm. “Okay. Kat it is.” He set the chart on the end of the bed and looked at her swollen foot. “How did you do this?”

“She slid off a curb; I guess it was slick from the rain.” Jess leaned in close to him and looked at her friend’s foot. God, she smelled good. “When she slipped, it twisted like this.” She used her hands to show him which way Kat’s foot turned. The image of her little hand wrapped around his cock invaded his thoughts, and he had to take a deep breath to steady himself. Big mistake. Her scent flooded his nose. If he didn’t put some distance between them soon, he was going to lose it.

Alex gently moved Kat’s ankle back and forth and watched her reactions, then placed a hand against the bottom of her foot. “Kat, I want you to push against my hand using just your ankle.” Despite her grimaces, she did as she was told. Her foot still had good mobility, so he decided it was nothing serious. “I think it’s a sprain, but I want to have a stress x-ray done, just to make sure. Let me go get one of the nurses to take you.”

Even though Alex had other patients to see, he kept up with Jess’s whereabouts in the ER. When she stood outside the radiology room waiting for the technician to finish with Kat’s x-rays, he strolled up beside her.

“Jessica?”

“Jess,” she corrected with a smile.

“Okay. Jess. Would you have lunch with me tomorrow?”

“Oh, boy, I would love to!”

“Thank God!”
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Chapter Two
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Six months later ...

“So, what made you decide to spend the night?” Alex wasn’t even looking in her direction. How did he do that? she wondered. He was impossible to sneak up on, and he always knew where she was.

Quietly closing the French doors behind her, Jess stepped out onto the covered patio. Looking around the deck, she noticed there were several candles surrounding the hot tub. When had he done that?

A fine steam hovered above the water’s surface, turning to mist as it hit the cool night air. And in the middle of it was Alex, stretched out and relaxing in the bubbling water. His head rested on the edge of the hot tub; his eyes were closed, and his arms were extended on the sides. One hand was idly playing in the water, while the other held a bottle of beer. His black hair was wet and slicked back, revealing the perspiration dotting his forehead and trickling down his temples. Only a small part of his bare chest was visible over the bubbling water, but what a chest it was. “Mmm, mmm, mmm.”

A slow grin curved his lips.

Reaching the side of the hot tub, she sat on the edge and made lazy little circles in the water; with her other hand, she clutched the towel wrapped around her body. She was a nervous wreck. They’d fooled around a little but never actually had sex. She was determined to make tonight different. She was tired of waiting for him to make the first move, so she’d decided to take matters into her own hands. Her stomach was tied in knots, though she’d been planning this encounter all week.

“Well ...? You still haven’t answered me. Why were you so adamant about spending the night?” He raised his left eyebrow, barely opening his left eye.

“Mmmm, do you want me to go?”

“No, baby. Why would you think that?”

Shrugging her shoulders and hoping it would be a good enough answer for now, she grinned impishly. She wasn’t completely sure of the reason herself; it just felt right.

Tapping his beer bottle, she asked, “I thought you told me not to drink alcohol in the hot tub? Hmm ... ‘because the heat is a vasodilator,’ I believe were your exact words. Whatever the heck that means.”

“It means you’ll get drunk faster. And before you start pointing fingers ...”

“Do as I say, not as I do,” she mocked a deeper, masculine voice.

He grinned and set the beer on the edge of the hot tub as he reached for her. “Ven para aca. Come here, Jess. Or are you going to sit there all night and play with the water?”

She decided there probably wasn’t going to be a better time. Nothing was going to make her less nervous, so she stood, squeezed her eyes shut, and dropped her towel to the ground, exposing her naked body to his view.

Alex knocked his beer over.

He’d been expecting the little red bikini she usually wore. Boy, was he surprised! She was incredible. Her hair was pinned on top of her head, giving him an unimpeded view of her luscious breasts. They weren’t large, but she had a generous amount, especially considering how tiny she was everywhere else. Her areolas were small and rose-colored, her nipples already erect. Her waist was small and her hips narrow, with just the right amount of feminine curves; and her stomach was practically as muscled as his was.

Alex had known from their previous petting sessions that her pussy was completely devoid of hair, but he’d never seen her nude. The sight of all that creamy pale skin had his cock stiff as a board in seconds flat. He was desperate to feel her against his own bare skin. Swallowing hard, he pulled her into the hot tub. His lips were on hers before she could even open her eyes to look at him.

He raked his fingers through her hair, knocking out clips, and let her hair glide down her back. His teeth gently scraped and nipped at her bottom lip while his hand slipped behind her neck, holding her still as his tongue plunged into her waiting mouth. When his tongue slid against her top teeth, she shivered, then threaded her fingers through his hair and ardently returned his kiss. He palmed her breast, squeezing gently, then found her nipple. As he rolled the tight little nub between his thumb and finger, she moaned and arched into him. Her enthusiasm was like an aphrodisiac. He couldn’t get close enough, so he lifted her to straddle him. In this new position, the heat of her sweet cunt burned right through his bathing suit to his hard cock. He liked how she felt against him. He couldn’t wait to feel her skin against his own without barriers.

Dropping his hand off her neck, he cupped her bottom and pulled her hard against his erection. He groaned at the contact. As he plucked at her nipples and ground her against himself, he kissed her jaw and her throat. He couldn’t wait to lick those rigid little peaks. Couldn’t wait to suck them into his mouth and to nip them with his teeth.

When she tilted her head submissively to the side, giving him better access, he bit down on her shoulder. She tasted so damned good. When she whimpered and started to squirm, he grabbed a handful of hair and held her still. Alex thrust his hips upward; grinding his cock against her, he instinctively held her still with his teeth.

He knew he needed to get control back, but damned if she wasn’t as out of control as he was. She was rubbing her pussy on his cock, matching his ardor. In the back of his mind, he knew he had to stop this. He couldn’t risk her finding out about him ... not yet. Not until he knew she was completely his. There would be no way to hide what he was if he took her, and he couldn’t risk scaring her. Not to mention the fact that she was a virgin. Damn his luck. Just a bit longer, then he’d stop. He was sure he could stop ... after a little bit more.

But for the moment, he had to have one little taste of her. As his mouth traveled to her breast, he placed soft love bites on the underside before abruptly sucking the nipple into his mouth.

Jess had to remind herself to breathe. His suckling sent tingles straight to her core. Deep inside, her inner muscles clenched again and again. She was going to come apart. She’d had no idea that her nipples and her sex were so connected.

When the hand holding her close to him slid around and cupped her mound, she instinctively pressed herself into his palm. His hand brushed over her clit, and pleasure shot through her. His finger found the wet, welcome entrance to her body and pressed in. She gasped at the sudden invasion. No one but Alex had ever touched her in that way. She contracted around him, trying to keep his finger there. It was absolute heaven.

As he began slowly moving his finger in and out in a steady rhythm, a dull, needy ache took hold of her. She needed more ... much, much more than the quick movement of his fingers. Anticipation pooled in her stomach, making her quiver.

When he pulled out of her greedy body, she wanted to protest, but he immediately cut her off with a kiss. His other hand released her hip and fumbled with the strings on his bathing suit. He raised her until her breasts were again in his face; he captured one turgid peak between his teeth. Then she felt it. His cock was resting against the lips of her cunt. Yes, finally!

He was so big and hard ... and hot. She’d never realized how good a man’s cock would feel against her. It was exciting, naughty.

Feeling the tip of him start to enter her, she gave in to her excitement and clutched his shoulders. “Oh, Alex.”

“Oh, shit.” Alex lifted her and set her on the seat next to him while he tried to catch his breath. He’d almost blown it. He’d been about to take her. Thank God, she’d said his name. It had snapped him out of his daze.

He ran his hands down his face and laid his head back on the edge, trying to ignore her accelerated breathing and her intoxicating scent. He knew she must be startled and confused, but he had to calm down before he could look at her. His eyes were more than likely amber.

“Alex? What ... what’s the matter? Did I do something wrong?”

“No. No, Jess, it’s just that I need to calm down a little. Things were going too fast. I was about to go, to ...” Alex groaned and took a deep breath. He sat and looked at her without thinking. She gasped and stared at him for several seconds. Shit, his eyes were changed. His alarm at her seeing them made his eyes immediately change back to normal. It happened so fast that he could actually feel the change. He had to blink to regain his focus.

Apparently she passed it off to the candlelight, because she went right back into seductress mode. She reached up and ran a finger down the center of his forehead to his nose, trying to smooth his furrowed brows. Her fingers continued their descent to his lips and began to trace them. Ah, that felt good. He loved being petted and stroked. He sighed in response and quickly reached up to still her hand, then brought it down.

“I want to go too far, Alex. I want you to make love to me.”

He closed his eyes, sighed, and ran his hands through his hair again. It was so hard to refuse her. His body was aching with need and fighting with his animal instincts. If she became frightened, it would take that much longer to gain her trust and unconditional love. The wolf in him wanted to take his mate, make her his, in every way. But he knew their relationship was too new, and he didn’t want to scare her with his passion and dual nature.

He opened his eyes and dropped his hands. Shaking his head, he whispered a soft, “No, Jess.”

To his surprise, as he readjusted his swim trunks, she stood and started to get out of the spa.

She had to leave. Had to save what was left of her dignity. She was embarrassed that she’d thrown herself at him, only to have him refuse her. Talk about a blow to the ego. She’d thought he wanted her. In fact, she knew he had; his actions had told her that much. What had gone wrong? Was it that he didn’t want to get mixed up with a virgin? Did he not want that kind of commitment? Well, damn him, anyway! 

Jess threw her leg over the edge to get out of the tub, only to be pulled back into his lap. He caught both her wrists in one large hand and lifted her chin with the other as she tried to get loose.

“Jess, don’t leave, baby.”

She was so pissed, she couldn’t bring herself to vocalize a response, but she did look up at him. He looked worried.

He pulled her into his chest, snuggling her close as she stiffened. Resting his chin on the top of her head, he asked, “Why are you so upset? I’m trying to be good and wait until after we’re married. I figure you’ve waited this long ... we might as well wait until after we’re married.”

What? Her indignation melted away and her stomach clenched, the butterflies from earlier returning. Married? Did he say married? Realizing what he was implying —or what she hoped he was implying —she pushed herself away from his chest and looked into his dark brown eyes. Had he more or less proposed to her, or had she read more into it than there was? “Alex? What exactly are you saying?”

His eyebrow shot up, and he countered, “What exactly do you think I’m saying?”

“I thought you didn’t want me and ... that you were trying to get rid of me. That you didn’t want to see me anymore.”

“How in the world could you think that?” Smiling brightly at her and displaying the dimple in his cheek, he added, “I know it’s too soon. I was going to give you a little more time, but ... will you marry me, Jessica? If you don’t want to answer right away, that’s fine; we can take it slow. It’s just that I’ve never felt this way before. I love you, Jess, and I know I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”

She couldn’t believe it! He wanted her ... and only her. He wanted to marry her. She was almost giddy. She had dreamed of this moment since the night of their first date.

Biting her bottom lip, fighting






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





