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            ABOUT WOLF’S TEMPTATION

          

        

      

    

    
      When a rescue mission goes wrong and Erin Jackson is abducted by a mysterious enemy, Jericho Gibson will stop at nothing to bring her home. But reuniting her with the rest of their pack is easier said than done when dark magic hunts them on their journey up the eastern seaboard.

      Erin and Gibson have spent years denying the pull between them, but with emotions running high, and no one there to run interference, there's no avoiding the inferno of passion that threatens to consume them. 

      But passion is not their problem. A dark force is stalking them, and if they don't find its source, no one will be safe.
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      Six Months Ago

      Gibson traced the condensation on the beer bottle clutched between his hands and wondered what the hell he was doing at some hipster bar in Brooklyn. He’d never heard of the brand he was drinking and was a bit disgusted at how delicious it was. Pretentious things weren’t actually supposed to be good.

      But it was Owen’s birthday, and he had to make an appearance. Hell, even the rock star had shown up, though she was hiding in a corner wearing an obnoxious baseball cap that wasn’t doing much to hide the fact that millions of people bought her records.

      He was the old fart sitting at the bar and bringing down the mood. He swirled the liquid in the bottle and figured he could sneak out in ten minutes and call it good. Owen was celebrating with his arm around his mate, and Gibson didn’t think he’d ever seen Stasia smile that broadly. The doctor was good for Owen, and maybe he was good for her.

      “The party’s over there,” Erin Jackson said as she slid onto the barstool next to him.

      Even in the crowded bar he caught a hint of her scent, something floral with a tinge of the ocean underneath it. He tilted his beer at her in greeting but didn’t let himself fully turn to look at her. He knew what he’d see: blonde hair held back in a tight braid, wide blue eyes that hid a hint of mischief that no one seemed to notice, curves that made his blood heat no matter how much he tried to ignore them. Tonight she wore a short dress that kissed the top of her thighs.

      If he looked at her, he wouldn’t be able to hide the hunger.

      So Gibson kept looking at the bar. “No one needs the boss ruining a good time.” He offered her half a grin and a shrug, as if the wall he kept between himself and his people never bothered him. Gibson didn’t regret taking responsibility for his strange little pack of wolves, but sometimes the chasm between them was just as impossible to breach as that between officer and enlisted.

      “You’re more than our boss.” She said it quietly, and it was enough to make Gibson look over, but Jackson had flagged down the bartender and wasn’t looking at him.

      He was fooling himself if he thought he heard something more when she spoke. He was on the wrong side of forty, she was more than ten years younger than him, he’d been an officer while she was enlisted, and he was her god damned boss.

      This impulse he felt, the need to reach out and feel her soft skin against his, was impossible. Jackson didn’t want him, didn’t need him.

      “Shouldn’t you be over there with the rest of them?” Owen let out a shrieking hoot that had half the bar glancing his way.

      Jackson gave him a look that said more than words ever could. “He threatened to order shots. Not exactly my scene.”

      “No?” He didn’t ask her what she did like. That way led to danger.

      “Not really.” She sipped her own glass of beer. “I know Owen’s happy you came. He wanted the whole… you know, all of us, to be here.” She tripped over the word pack.

      Gibson understood. If anyone tried calling him an alpha, he wasn’t sure what he’d do. They were just a bunch of unfortunate soldiers; none of them had signed up for this werewolf shit. “I should get going.”

      “Or you could play me in that giant Jenga game over there.” She nodded towards a quieter corner of the bar, far away from Owen and his threatened shots.

      He knew he shouldn’t. Every moment spent with Erin Jackson left him craving more. It was something he could ignore on the job. There, they had a purpose. But here? Cut off from the rest of the group and playing a game made it feel a bit like a date.

      Still, he found himself sliding off the barstool and following her to where the tower was already set up.

      “Did you plan this?” he asked. “Are you some sort of Jenga genius?”

      Jackson laughed, and the sound went right to his gut. “You caught me, I’m a Jenga prodigy. Now, are we going to make this interesting?”

      “Hell no. I’m keeping my money safe from you.” The banter came easy, even if his instincts were screaming at him to walk away.

      “That’s not the only way to make it interesting.” She grinned, then her eyes widened and she clamped her mouth shut.

      But she said it.

      And he heard it.

      And he knew.

      Erin Jackson wasn’t flirty. She was the most professional member of his team, except maybe for Andre. She always said what she meant and she didn’t play around.

      Gibson wanted to say something back, wanted to crowd her up against the wall and see how she reacted when their bodies pressed tightly together, the need clear in every breath of his being.

      Instead, he forced himself to ignore the taunt. “Let’s play.”

      Her comment wasn’t forgotten. It lay over them with every move, but as the blocks dwindled and their tower became more and more precarious, Gibson let himself get lost in the game. When he played, he played to win.

      But not this time.

      The tower was perched on one block, and it wobbled every time someone stepped too close to the table. He didn’t have any good options to remove, and Jackson was staring at him with a triumphant gleam in her eye, clearly convinced the she was about to win.

      Gibson circled the table, trying to find the one block he could remove without crashing the whole thing down around them. He ended up right next to Jackson, who didn’t budge from where she was standing, probably to make it harder for him to remove his block. He poked at it, carefully displacing it, not daring to breathe as it moved millimeter by millimeter out of position.

      He thought he had it. The thing was almost completely out, and all he had to do was move it the final little bit.

      But something went wrong, and between one breath and the next, the entire tower was crashing towards them. On instinct, Gibson flung his arms around Jackson and pushed her back.

      Her own arms went around his, her body flush against him, soft in all the right places and so damned tempting that he almost threw all caution to the wind and captured her lips with his own. He could do it. He could probably even call it an accident if it blew up in his face.

      He could feel her fingers curl into his jacket, the edges of her knuckles resting against his back.

      What would it feel like if her nails were scraping down his back?

      Gibson looked down. Jackson looked up. Their eyes locked, and the rest of the room fell away. All he could see, all he could hear, all he could smell was her. Her scent wrapped around him, alluring as hell and so damned perfect that he had to bite back a groan.

      Jackson’s tongue darted out to wet her lips and her mouth opened, so close and inviting he could practically taste it.

      All one of them had to do was lean forward. One kiss and it would end this suffering, this clawing need he couldn’t slake.

      One kiss and they’d ruin everything.

      Gibson stepped back, nearly tripping over a fallen block but righting himself before he fell flat on his ass. “Good game,” he said. “Tell Owen I had to take off.”

      And he left without looking back.
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      The smell of fish was overwhelming. It made Erin Jackson’s stomach turn, and she had to swallow down her puke. Her clothes were already encrusted in blood. She didn’t want to make things worse.

      Her stomach roiled again.

      No. Not her stomach. Her everything.

      She cracked her eyes open, and for a second, thought she’d been blinded.

      But, no, it was just dark. Her eyes adjusted quickly.

      Metal. Low ceiling. Long, narrow room. And that incessant movement. Up and down. High, then low, enough to make her head spin.

      She was on a ship. Possibly out at sea.

      If that was true, it meant no one was coming for her.

      Erin slumped even further in her seat, only her handcuffs and bound feet keeping her from sliding off.

      She needed to find her own way out of this place, or she was a dead woman.

      Pulling against the handcuffs was harder than it should have been. She had a decade or more of serious weight training under her belt, not to mention a bit of extra that came from her shifter strength.

      But all of her muscles were heavy and exhausted. How long had she been chained to this chair?

      The ship roiled again, and Erin gagged.

      The last thing she remembered was the mission to retrieve Owen. In the chaos of the escape, she hadn't seen her attacker coming. One blow to the back of her head, and she was out.

      Erin rolled her head from one side to the other and was relieved not to feel a throb of pain. Maybe she didn't have a concussion.

      Could shifters even get concussions?

      Given how her thoughts were swirling around, none quite willing to settle into something actionable, Erin feared it might be so. She stilled herself, letting her bound hands fall behind her back in as comfortable a position as possible.

      Assessment.

      Dried blood. She'd been taken some time ago. She ached, but nothing had the acute feel of an open wound. And she couldn't even be sure it was her blood.

      She ran her tongue over her lips. Dry and cracked, but not cut.

      Light. It flickered in through a cracked window high on the wall. She'd been knocked out at night, so that meant it had been at least seven hours, provided she was still in New York.

      She strained to hear anything, but all she could make out was water and crying birds. She wasn't sure what a port sounded like, but weren't there supposed to be braying horns and the general clang of commerce?

      Erin put it out of her mind. Wherever she was, she'd deal with that after she got free and took her frustration out on whoever thought they got to just hold her captive.

      She gave the cuffs on her hands a good yank, but all that did was bite into the sensitive, bruised skin around her wrists. That didn't stop her from trying to tug her hand through the metal circle.

      It was useless. She'd need to shear off a thumb to make it work.

      That sparked an idea almost too ludicrous to consider.

      Could she...?

      Erin nearly dismissed the thought out of hand. She knew her limits.

      But limits were the kind of thing that kept a girl chained to a chair. And Erin had never let a thing as stupid as someone else's limit stop her before.

      As far as she and the rest of her pack knew, a shifter had two states: human and wolf. But they'd been learning by trial and error for the past three years. And the line between what they "knew" and what was possible blurred more and more every day.

      Erin had to get out of the cuffs. She didn't have a key or anything else to jimmy the lock. And she didn't plan to wait around for someone to come find her.

      There was a wildness deep inside of her that Erin tried to ignore. She had a job to do, and changing into wolf wasn't going to help anything. But now she needed that wildness, needed the streak of anger and fangs that lurked in the darkness at the edge of her consciousness, ready to strike whenever she let her guard down.

      Erin closed her eyes and took a deep breath. The stench of blood and saltwater threatened to overwhelm her, but she pushed it aside and breathed again. There was nothing in the moment except her and the swaying of the boat.

      She wiggled her fingers, trying not to wince as blood rushed into the neglected limbs. The pain made her feel every inch of the skin, for better or worse. And that was what she needed.

      But not fingers.

      Claws.

      She clenched her fingers together and imagined her other form. It was a strange thing to do. She didn't look in a mirror when she wore her fur; she didn't care what she looked like.

      Normally, switching between forms was as easy as breathing. But with her arms yanked back, she didn't know what that would do to her wolfish joints. She just needed one paw.

      Erin ran her thumb over the pad of her fingers, and only felt a human hand.

      Frustration surged through her, but she wasn't giving up that easily.

      And so what if she turned all the way? She'd be out of the chair.

      And possibly broken beyond repair.

      Damn it! She needed to stop thinking about problems. Now was the time for solutions.

      Give me a damn paw.

      A jolt of awareness flashed up her arm, similar to the pins and needles flinch of when a limb fell asleep. Her hand cramped and the pain seared through her blood. Erin choked back a yelp as she felt the metal of the handcuff slip.

      Then stick.

      What the hell?

      She brushed her hands together and felt fur and skin, the feeling disorienting. It took all her concentration to hold her paw in that form, and the handcuff still wasn't falling off.

      How big were her damned paws?

      She yanked her shoulder forward and gasped as the cuff scraped over her fur and off her wrist. Her hands were free, and tension and lactic acid flooded her shoulders in another wave of pain.

      Her concentration shattered, and by the time she looked down at her hands, they both looked human, though the nails on her left hand were a bit longer than usual.

      A loud thump reverberated through the metal walls of the room and Erin froze, waiting for the threat to show itself. A second thump on the other side of the ship split her attention, and she quivered with anticipation.

      Nothing came.

      She was caught between holding still and scrambling to free her legs. Freeing her legs won. They were tied together with a massive length of rope, but luckily they weren't secured to the chair. It took several frustrating minutes to work her way to the end of a piece of rope and start to unravel the knot.

      But her fingernails were still sharper than usual.

      Erin dug into the rope, wincing as it tore at her skin and nails, but it didn't take long before she hit a vital piece of the knot and the whole thing gave.

      She kicked the rope aside and stood, staggering as the ship roiled again. The chair fell to the wayside, and Erin had to brace with wide feet to keep from falling. Whoever said sea legs were a thing was a dirty liar.

      Well. She was out of the chair. What next?

      The room was disorientingly big, like she was in the middle of a steel walled warehouse that was completely empty. She expected someone in a catwalk on the ceiling to stop her, but no one was there.

      She hadn't seen a single person.

      Was it possible she was alone?

      No. Definitely not. Erin wasn't the lucky type, and she couldn't believe she'd be taken only to be abandoned at sea like some misbehaving pirate in an old movie.

      She had to get out of this room and find a way off the boat and back to her pack. Had the pack found Owen? Was he okay?

      It was easier to care about someone else's problems.

      The walls were solid steel, but rusty. She was tempted to give them a good kick, but even the rust looked stronger than it should have. If it could withstand the battering of the ocean, it would handle her, no problem.

      She searched for her escape and... there! The freaking door.

      There was a weird lever that she had to pull from one side to the other instead of a handle or a latch, but she figured it out quickly, and she had to bite back a shout of joy when the door opened.

      Unlocked.

      Maybe her luck was turning around.

      Cold sea air rushed in, along with daylight strong enough to blind her. Erin didn't care. She wasn't tied up. She wasn't locked up. Who needed eyesight?

      Even the air tasted delicious. Anything would, when it washed away the smell of blood.

      But the light and air weren't hitting her directly. The door opened into a small, windy hallway. Erin turned right, because she had to choose a direction and hesitating wouldn't get her home any sooner.

      The sounds of water slapping against metal grew louder, and the wall beside her ended to reveal water going on for miles. And, in the distance, a city.

      Erin squinted. And then she cursed.

      She might have been quite a ways from the coast, but who couldn't recognize the New York City skyline?

      Whatever city lay out there, it wasn't New York.

      Shit.

      That was a problem for future Erin. She didn't care if that city was in freaking Narnia, she'd have a better shot of getting home if she was on land rather than the sea.

      She peered over the edge of the ship and was struck by sudden vertigo, her stomach churning once more.

      It was a long drop. Long.

      And she might have some sort of werewolf superpowers, but there was a limit to what she'd try. If she jumped, she wouldn't survive the fall. And, on the off chance she did survive, she'd be in no condition to swim miles to shore.

      She needed to call for help. Or find a way off the ship that didn't involve a hundred foot drop into the arms of Scylla and Charybdis.

      Erin kept moving. She still hadn't seen anyone, but someone had to be piloting the ship. She'd bet all she was worth—not that she was worth much—that the pilot was in on it. A girl didn't end up tied up in a cargo hold by accident.

      She almost walked right into a cluster of crew, but voices echoed her way just in time and Erin froze. She had nowhere to hide, and running would just get her lost.

      Her fists flexed with the need to fight. She was fast and feisty. She could handle four guys, if she was estimating right by the sounds of their voices.

      Give her a rifle and this would be over in seven seconds.

      But Erin's only weapon was herself and surprise, and she wouldn't give that up so easily.

      She sneaked forward, crouching low so she wouldn't be in anyone's line of sight, and took in the situation. Just as estimated, four men sat around a card table, one with his legs propped up on it. He wore a shoulder holster.

      There was a machine gun on the table right next to something that might have been a sheathed knife, but strangely narrow.

      She was pretty sure regular crew didn't go around armed to the gills.

      She wasn't fast enough to take out both guns before one of those guys scooped up the machine gun and cut her down.

      Erin backed up, and the walkway under her feet creaked. She didn't pause. The ship was a noisy beast, and there was no way they could know she was right there.

      They shouldn't have, anyway. But their chatter stopped, and then she heard them move.

      Erin ran.

      "Freeze."

      She should have ignored the word. She wanted to ignore it. There was no reason to abide. But her body was gripped by the impossible to resist demand and Erin stood still.

      "Turn around."

      Again, through no volition of her own, she turned.

      The four men stood at the mouth of the hallway. One was unarmed. Two bore guns. And one held the weird wooden thing she'd thought was a knife.

      He grinned, and her stomach curdled. "Good try, girl." He waved the stick around and Erin spotted engravings she couldn't quite make sense of. And was it sparkling? She couldn't even narrow her eyes for a better look. "But you're not escaping that easily. Sleep."

      She collapsed to the floor.
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      Jericho Gibson couldn't stop pacing. His boots thudded against the concrete floor of the Brooklyn office, each step echoing down the corridor. He wanted to growl, needed to run. Anything to get rid of the aching hole in his chest. Jackson was gone, had been taken a week ago. And they were no closer to finding her. Every trail was cold, every lead exhausted.

      She might already be dead.

      "Hey." Owen's voice grated against Gibson's temper. Owen had a damned smile on his face. It was a cautious one, but Gibson still wanted to use his claws and swipe it away. "We'll find her,” the smiling nuisance said. “Hell, knowing Jackson, she's probably escaped already and blown something up just to prove she could."

      Gibson halted mid-step, his jaw clenched as he stared at the cracked white paint on the walls. Owen was trying to help, and that was why Gibson didn't do more than glare. He couldn't shake the visions of Jackson bound and terrified. Or worse.

      "Don't you have a mate to annoy?" It was taking all of Gibson's considerable restraint to stop himself from shoving Owen aside.

      The cautious smile slipped from Owen's face and transformed into a glare. "We all care about Jackson."

      Gibson didn't know how to respond to that. Of course they did. She was an integral part of their group—their pack. And if Gibson had to choose any one of them to have at his back, it would be Erin Jackson. She was the kind of woman that exuded cool competence.

      That was all she could be.

      Gibson refused to show favorites, and his pack was both his business and his family. She worked for him. She was more than a decade younger than him, and he'd been an officer while she was enlisted.

      All those reasons didn't mean he could stop caring.

      "I know that." Gibson forced himself to take a deep breath. Emotion threatened to overwhelm him, and that made him useless.

      Owen sighed. He raised a hand as if he was about to clasp Gibson's shoulder, but lost his nerve and let the hand drop. "We'll find her, and we'll bring her home."

      "Of course." He had to stay cool. Calm. He'd keep it together. For the pack.

      For Jackson.

      "Damn straight," Owen said, that persistent smile back on his face.

      "Go get some damn work done," Gibson said. This much talking already had him on edge. If Owen said another word, Gibson would not hold himself responsible for what he did next.

      Owen laughed and headed into the main room down the hall, where Bryan Vega was poring over every bit of data they had that might lead them back to Jackson.

      Gibson slammed his fist against the wall, squeezing his eyes shut as he was assaulted by the possibilities of what might be happening to Jackson. She was a strong soldier, a resilient woman, and when she got angry, she had a mouth on her.

      A mouth
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