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      Shit.

      Nate Davidson opened his eyes and tried to shake away the stars that had exploded in his head and stolen his vision. It took several tries before the image of strong, tall, dark, and dangerous Wolf Stone blinked into focus. And when it did, Nate was certain he’d never seen anything better.

      It’d been a long time. Too damn long.

      “You’re lucky I didn’t tear your fool head off.”

      Nate flexed his jaw to make sure it still worked. “Feels to me like you did.”

      “What the fuck are you doing here?” Stone’s voice was deep and ragged, cut glass on velvet.

      “You’re not glad to see me? I thought you’d start looking for a fattened calf.” Nate knew what real danger was. It had nothing to do with his battered body or the nasty storm snarling its way over the Rocky Mountains. Danger was Wolf Stone. And Nate was in the bigger, stronger man’s sights.

      Nate struggled to get his elbows behind him. Damn mountains were made of rock, not the best pillow under any circumstances. Downright painful when you’d had your clock cleaned by a tank of a man. “Mind if I sit up?”

      “Stay where you are.”

      Lying on the ground, looking well over six feet up into Stone’s cold blue eyes left Nate at a disadvantage—or, rather, at a greater disadvantage than he usually was around Stone. “Hospitable as always, aren’t you, boss?”

      “All trespassers get the same treatment.”

      No matter how hard either of them tried to pretend otherwise, they both knew Nate was no ordinary trespasser.

      And Stone was no ordinary property owner.

      He’d commanded several missions that Nate had been assigned to. Every person selected had to meet rigorous physical standards. By any measure, Nate was a good-size man, an inch over six feet, two hundred seven pounds of lean muscle.

      Still, Stone had him by two inches and at least twenty pounds. Even now, recouping from injuries, Stone had effortlessly brought Nate down. Well, that was an understatement. Stone had tossed Nate like an old magazine.

      “Still waiting for an answer to my question, Davidson.”

      Sometimes, only the truth would do. “When you refused protection, Hawkeye sent me.”

      “You’re here,” Stone demanded incredulously, “to protect me?” He raised a dark eyebrow in a way that made grown men cower. Nate had seen it happen, and he refused to admit to himself that it made him cower as well.

      “Who’d have imagined?” Ludicrous.

      Stone sheathed his knife. The weapon was overkill. He only needed his hands in order to tear a strip out of someone’s hide.

      “Tell Hawkeye I said thanks, but no thanks. You can find your own way off the ranch.” Stone turned.

      If he hadn’t been looking for it, Nate might not have noticed Stone’s slight limp. Stubborn man. The threat against his life was real and imminent. He was the only eyewitness to the hit that had taken out Elliott and Lisa Mulgrew. Word on the street was that some lucky bastard would get a cool million dollars if Stone didn’t make it to court to testify against Michael Huffman, the murderer.

      While Stone was holed up in his fortress, he was safe enough. But once he left Cold Creek Ranch, he’d need the backup.

      “So,” Nate called out when Stone got about ten paces away, “you’re not interested in knowing how I breached the perimeter?”

      “You got exactly nowhere before your ass was mine.” He continued on without looking back.

      “Storm’s brewing, man!”

      “You’ll get wet.”

      Well, hell. Nate collapsed back onto the unforgiving ground. That’d gone well.

      Stone disappeared over a ridge, vanishing into thick Ponderosa pines.

      In a nearby tree, a hairy woodpecker—nasty little bastard—beat out a staccato that matched the throbbing headache in Nate’s temples.

      Under any circumstances, he deferred to Stone. The man exuded a palpable loyalty-inspiring authority. Even now, when Stone didn’t want assistance, didn’t want to be protected, Nate had no intention of leaving. Stone was as determined as the mountains were rugged. Then again, so was Nate.

      Hawkeye hadn’t recruited Nate for this job. He, plus the helicopter pilot and copilot, had volunteered. It had taken days of planning, and he refused to admit failure.

      Half a dozen raindrops pelted his cheeks.

      Even in the past few minutes, the storm had gathered clouds and whipped them together with wind to descend the eastern slope of the Continental Divide.

      Could this get any worse?

      Lightning slashed through the swollen gray sky, igniting a path of cloud-to-cloud strikes.

      Yeah. It had gotten worse.
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        * * *

      

      Wolf Stone, no matter how drop-dead gorgeous he was, was out of his freaking mind. And an asshole to boot. “You left Nate out there?” Kayla Fagan demanded. “Have you seen the weather?”

      “He’s not made of sugar.”

      “Meaning he won’t melt?”

      “Exactly.”

      “If this is how you treat your fellow operatives, what do you do to your enemies?”

      He shrugged. “None of them left alive to tell.” He smiled, and it did nothing to soften his features. The quick curve was more wicked than anything, making his eyes darken, reminding her of those few moments of twilight before the sky devoured the sun.

      He strode from the kitchen, and she followed. “Mr. Stone—”

      “Wolf, or just Stone.” He didn’t slow down. “And I’m not worried about how I’ll sleep tonight.” He crouched in front of the hearth, tossing kindling into the empty fireplace grate.

      When she first heard he was holing up in a log house on a ranch, she’d pictured a remote, barely inhabitable two-room cabin.

      She couldn’t have been more wrong.

      Wolf Stone enjoyed luxury, and his home was the intersection of comfort and high-tech. This room, more than any other, gave a nod to his heritage. A rug, painstakingly woven by his grandmother, hung from one of the walls. Another rug, not crafted by his family, dominated the area near the fireplace.

      In other rooms, he flicked a switch to ignite the gas fireplaces, but in this one, he obviously preferred to build it himself.

      Even though she was stunned by his bad behavior, she couldn’t help her fascination as she watched him. His shoulders were impossibly broad. Long black hair, as wild as he was, was cinched back with a thin strip of leather. And Lord, he had the hottest ass she’d ever seen, and a cock with plenty of potential.

      Not that she’d actually seen it full-length.

      But at night, when he thought she was asleep, he walked around the house in the buff.

      Last night, his dick had been partially erect, and the darkened view had inspired her dreams and nearly made her forget her job.

      Lucky for her, at least part of the time, she was required to have her hands on him. She just hadn’t quite figured out how to professionally get him to take off all his clothes to touch his naked body.

      Thunder cracked, and she worried about Nate. “I think you should at least invite him in until the storm passes.” Even though it was summer, weather could be extreme at this elevation.

      “You going to nag me?”

      “Convince you to change your mind, using my excellent powers of verbal persuasion.”

      “Save your breath. Hawkeye doesn’t need to squander its resources on me.”

      Hawkeye Security. The company they all worked for was named after the man who’d founded it, a man she, and most others, had never met. Wolf, she’d heard, was one of his closest advisors.

      With their highly trained men and women, Hawkeye provided world-renowned protection. They recruited former Special Forces operators, ex-cops, bodyguards, lots of IT people, and other brainiacs, including some who worked remotely out of small, private offices. The higher the stakes, the likelier it was that Hawkeye would be the firm of choice.

      Her teammates were the best in the world. She was proud to be one of them. “Hawkeye brought me in as well,” she reminded him. “Maybe he would go to these extraordinary lengths for any one of us, but maybe he wouldn’t. All I can say is he obviously considers you important.”

      Stone struck a match, filling the room with the sharpness of sulfur. “My mind is made up.”

      “But—”

      “I told Hawkeye not to send anyone. I meant it.”

      “You can have a heart, just until the weather clears. Then you can go back to your regularly scheduled…” She stopped short of saying assholeishness. “Grumpiness.”

      His mouth was set, brooking no argument. “Let it be.”

      Huge splatters of rain hit the floor-to-ceiling windowpanes.

      Wolf might be able to sleep at night if he left his comrade out there, but she would toss and turn with worry.

      Decision made, Kayla crossed to the hallway closet, pulled open the gigantic golden oak doors, and took out a raincoat. She also grabbed her gun and checked it before tucking it into her waistband. She snatched up a pair of compact binoculars and a compass and was shoving her arms in the sleeves of the yellow slicker as she walked through the great room on the way to the back door.

      “What do you think you’re doing?”

      “Exactly what you said. I’m saving my breath.” Kayla spared him a glance. “I decided not to argue with you.”

      “Stop right there.”

      He spoke softly, but his voice snapped with whiplash force. Despite herself, she froze. She’d faced untold danger, but this man, unarmed, unnerved her. A funny little knot formed in the pit of her stomach.

      Kindling crackled as fire gnawed its edges.

      “Turn around.” His voice was terrifying in its quietness. “Look at me, Fagan.”

      Struggling not to show the way she was trembling, she turned.

      He stood. “I will be very clear, Ms. Fagan. You are here at my pleasure.” He took a single step toward her. “I will not be disobeyed.”

      His statement was loaded with threat.

      Wildly she thought of the room in the basement, the one with crops and paddles hanging from the walls. The one she’d been forbidden to enter, and the door she’d opened the first time he’d left the house.

      She locked her knees so she didn’t waver. “I’ve never been much for obedience.”

      “Nathaniel Davidson is far from helpless.”

      “He’s a fellow member of Hawkeye. I’m not allowed to leave him out there. And I won’t.” She met his gaze and ignored the fury blazing there. “Really, Mr. Stone, I don’t care if it gets me fired.” Or worse. She pivoted and walked away.

      The wind whipped at the door, nearly snatching it from her hand.

      She turned up the collar of her ineffective raincoat. There was never anything friendly about a Rocky Mountain storm.

      She’d grown up in Tucson where torrential rains were common during the monsoon season. They cooled the weather to bearable seventy-degree temperatures, but this—it was freaking like winter.

      Fortunately, she didn’t have far to trudge. From her conversations with headquarters, she had a pretty good idea of where the insertion was supposed to happen. And in less than fifteen minutes, the ground beneath her sizzling with electrical ferociousness, she saw a streak of orange.

      She grinned.

      Members of her team were smart. Nate had donned a reflective safety vest. That would, at least, stop friendly fire.

      “Davidson!” When she got no response, she called out a second time.

      He started toward her. “Come to rescue me, have you?” he shouted above the roar of the wind. “Bet Stone told you to come.”

      “He sends his regards and invites you to sit next to the fire while he pours you a cognac.”

      Nate laughed. “How much trouble are you in for coming after me?”

      “He didn’t threaten to flay the skin from my hide.”

      “Doesn’t mean he won’t.”

      “Thanks. That’s a comforting thought.”

      “He doesn’t know?”

      “Who I am? No.” She shook her head. “He thinks Hawkeye sent him a physical therapist.”

      Nate grinned. “Do you know enough about that to do no harm, doc?”

      “Uh… I watched a special on the internet.”

      Thunder crashed.

      “I ought to write both of you up.”

      Wolf. Her breath threatened to choke her. How much had he overheard? It shouldn’t have surprised her that he’d followed, that he’d effortlessly covered the same ground she had in far less time. The man was in shape, and he kept himself sharp, the same way he had when he led American troops in the Middle East.

      Over the lash of the summer storm, his voice laden with command, he said, “Both of you, back to the house.”

      The wind snatched a few strands of hair and whipped them against cheekbones that could have been sculptured from granite. His jaw was set in an uncompromising line. Out here, in the unforgiving elements, he appeared even more formidable than he had in the house.

      Nate glanced at her. “Maybe I will get a cognac after all.”

      “No fucking chance,” Stone fired back.

      Cheerfully, as if he couldn’t have been happier, Nate whistled and gamely started down the mountainside. No one should be happy about this kind of reception.

      “Move it, Fagan,” Stone instructed, leaning forward so he could issue his command directly into her ear.

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Did you say something?”

      She blinked innocently.

      His arched brow told her he hadn’t bought it.

      Steps short but sure, she followed Nate, leaving Stone to bring up the rear.

      Minutes later, the mean-looking sky unleashed a torrent. Earth became mud. Rocks became as slick as ice.

      She lost her balance, and Stone was there, wrapping an arm around her waist, pulling her up and back, flush against the solidness of his body.

      The sensation zinging through her was from him, not the streak of lightning. “I’m good. Fine.”

      He held her for a couple of seconds, his warm breath fanning across her ear. What would happen if she leaned back for just a bit longer and allowed herself to be protected in his strong arms? To feel his cock against her? To surrender to the fantasies that kept her awake at night and her pussy damp, even now?

      And what fantasies they were.

      Last night’s sight of his semierect dick had driven her mad.

      After he returned to his own room, she’d thought of the crops and paddles in his downstairs room. She’d pictured him using them on her while she gasped and strained, and ultimately surrendered to the inevitable. Turned on and needy, she’d pulled up her sleep shirt and parted her labia to find her clit already hardened.

      She’d come with a quiet little mew and wanted nothing more than to scream the house down as his cock pounded her.

      What was wrong with her? She couldn’t afford thoughts like this with any man, particularly one she was sent to protect. Because of the risk inherent in working for Hawkeye Security, many employees were fueled by adrenaline, and affairs were common. But everyone knew the rules. No commitments. No emotions were allowed to get in the way of the job. But the way he held her was an invitation she wanted to accept. “You can let me go. It’s you who needs to be careful. Otherwise we’ll be spending the next week undoing the damage.”

      “So speaks my physical therapist.”

      Did he know who she was?

      Before she had a chance to reply, he added, “I want you out of the storm.”

      He released her, and the chill crept under her jacket. This time, being more careful, she followed Nate’s path.

      The trip up had taken maybe about fifteen minutes. Down took half an hour. And by the time they reached the home’s patio with its outdoor kitchen and oversize hot tub, the sky was spitting out pieces of ice in the form of hail.

      Very polite country, this.

      Minding her manners, she took off her shoes and left them on a rubber mat, then hung the slicker on a peg.

      Kayla told herself two lies. First, that she wasn’t stalling. Second, that her fingers were shaking because of the cold weather.

      Stone unlocked the back door and indicated she should precede both men into the kitchen.

      Nate followed her, and then Stone relocked the door behind them.

      “You.” Stone pointed a finger at Nate. “What the hell were you thinking?”

      Nate took a step back for self-preservation.

      Both men dripped water and tracked mud. Neither seemed to care. And neither seemed to notice she was even there.

      “Hawkeye didn’t assign you,” Stone surmised.

      “No,” Nate said.

      “Which means you volunteered.” The storm hadn’t remained outside. It had gathered force around Wolf and its heat threatened to consume them all.

      Nate’s retreat was brought up short when he backed into the countertop. “So? What of it?”

      “You knew I wouldn’t invite you here.”

      Nate shrugged. “You don’t want anyone. Because you’re a fool.”

      “A fool?”

      “For always thinking you can do it alone. And you damn well know it.”

      The men were a study in contrast. Fair to dark. Alpha to beta.

      “Fuck your ego, Stone. There’s no place I’d rather be.” Nate’s tone was flat, as if that explained everything.

      Kayla sucked in a breath when Wolf devoured the distance to pin Nate against the counter. Nowhere to run. Nowhere to hide.

      “Wolf,” she said, licking her lower lip.

      “You.” He shot Kayla a frightening glance. “I will deal with you directly.”

      Her stomach plummeted to her toes. She was watching two magnificent warriors spar, and if she wasn’t careful, she’d be collateral damage.

      Wolf returned his attention to Nate, capturing the man’s head between his palms and holding him prisoner.

      What the hell…?

      Wolf kissed Nate. Thoroughly. Punishingly. Brutally.

      Her breath hissed out in stunned surprise.

      Nate Davidson and Wolf Stone were gay?

      Her world turned upside down and inside out. How could two virile, handsome, masculine men—men that she wanted to have sex with—possibly be gay?
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      “Nice to see you, too,” Nate said when Stone ended the kiss. The man had all but shoved his tongue down his throat. He’d barely had time to breathe, and he tasted the potency of Irish whiskey on Stone’s tongue.

      It had taken mere seconds for Nate’s cock to become hard and insistent. Carnal desire curled in his stomach. He wanted this man’s domination, craved it. All the anger, the frustration, the neediness that had built over the past year crashed into him.

      Stone’s dick was as hard as his own. He might tell Nate his presence wasn’t wanted at the ranch, but Stone’s body said something else entirely.

      If his onetime lover said the word, Nate would drop his pants and be bent over the end of the bed so fast …

      Then, aware of Kayla’s wide, unblinking eyes, he said to Stone, “I think we’ve shocked Kayla. But I’m betting it won’t be the last time.”

      “I’m…errr…” Kayla cleared her throat. “Surprised. I had no idea.”

      “That?”

      “You’re both gay.”

      “I’m bi,” Nate said. “As for Stone, as long as he’s in charge, he’s happy.”

      “I can wait in the other room,” she said. “Or brew coffee. Coffee’s good.”

      “Coffee’s good,” Stone agreed. “Since everyone is so worried about Davidson, we should probably get him warmed up.”

      “Hypothermia is a possibility.” As always, Nate’s response was good-natured. “Or I could have been incinerated by lightning. Did you know Colorado ranks third, nationally, in lightning fatalities? Leading state in the West.”

      “You have no idea what a relief it is to know that I have two weather reporters in my house.”

      “Happy to help,” Nate said.

      “Since you’re here, you might as well change into dry clothes.”

      “You mean I finally have the chance to get in your pants?”

      “Forget coffee,” Kayla said. “I’m going to open a bottle of wine.”

      Nate grinned. “Pour me a glass?” Then to his reluctant host, he asked, “Mind if I shower?”

      “You’ve already invited yourself in.”

      The words were grudging and had more than a little bite of sarcasm. But Nate had gotten what he wanted. He was here. Stone had kissed him so hard that the burn of whiskey now lingered on Nate’s tongue.

      Grinning, he grabbed an apple from the fruit bowl and then headed down the hallway, past the guest bathroom and toward the master suite. Nate was already in trouble. Might as well see how far he could actually push it.

      Stone’s bedroom was much like the man himself. Rigid. Everything where it belonged. Methodical. The dresser had nothing on its top. From past experience, Nate knew he’d find a loaded pistol, along with car keys and a wallet in the top drawer of the nightstand. The top drawer of his bureau would have his three sterling silver bracelets, one a family heirloom.

      In Stone’s closet, all his shirts were separated, long sleeved on one side, short sleeved on the other. They were subdivided by a dazzling array of color. Black and more black. There was one white shirt for the rare times that he needed to dress up. He owned a dark suit and had exactly two ties to choose from.

      Jeans were stacked on a shelf. Workout shorts and swim trunks were folded with military precision on another.

      Imaginative.

      After helping himself to a pair of jeans and a T-shirt, Nate took a bite out of the crisp sour apple and put his own gun on the dresser top. He ignored the laundry hamper and dropped his wet clothes right in the middle of the bedroom floor to make a statement.

      He took his time in the oversize shower. Stone’s place was better than any hotel Nate had ever stayed in, reminding him of the luxurious Royal Sterling Hotel in Las Vegas. Nothing was overstated. Everything was elegant. Tiled floor with radiant heat, granite countertops—only the best for Wolf Stone.

      Nate set the showerhead for a gentle spray, turning it from the “invigorating” pulse Stone had it set for.

      The bar of soap sitting in the dish had a spicy, outdoorsy scent. Nate preferred something subtler. Something that smelled clean, maybe like a rainstorm. Still, beggars couldn’t be choosers.

      He shampooed.

      He stalled.

      He soaped again.

      He waited.

      “You know where the guest room is.”

      Score.

      “And the hamper.”

      The glass door wasn’t steamed over, meaning Stone could see exactly what Nate was doing. So he took time lathering his balls, making sure to wash them thoroughly. Then he drew upward on his cock.

      “You’re pushing your luck, Davidson. I’ll put you back out in the weather so fucking fast—”

      “Stone?” Nate turned off the faucet and pulled open the door. “Shut up.”

      Stone’s jaw slackened.

      Nate knew he’d pay for the comment later, so he enjoyed the hell out of the shocked moment while it lasted. “Forgot to grab a towel.”

      Stone snatched a white towel from a well-organized basket and tossed it at Nate.

      “Thanks.” Instead of wrapping it around his waist, he dried his face and hair, ignoring the rest of his body.

      Stone stood there, unmoving.

      Even when they were apart, Nate fantasized about having Stone’s cock up his ass. It didn’t matter who he was with, where he found his release—it was Stone he thought of, Stone he wanted.

      Now that they were together, Nate wouldn’t be put off again.

      He wanted Stone, and Stone wanted him. Could the math get any simpler?

      From their past experience, he knew the alpha male wouldn’t be gentle when it happened. Stone would take Nate the way he wanted to be taken, hard and fast, possessively.

      He just wanted it to happen sooner, not later.

      Stone didn’t leave the bathroom, and tension grew taut and stretched. Nate did nothing to defuse it.

      “Why did you volunteer?”

      “Hawkeye thinks you need backup, and you refused his offer of help. So a few of us are using our personal time.”

      “Waste of vacation hours, if you ask me.”

      “I didn’t. None of us consider it a waste of our time. You’d do the same for any one of us.” And had, on many occasions. “The threat’s real, Stone. You have to know that.”

      “It won’t happen here.”

      “It could.”

      “They want me on their turf.”

      And it went without saying that Stone would take the battle to them. When he did, Nate would be at his side. He’d defend this man to the death.

      “You disobeyed a direct order to leave the premises.”

      “Yeah,” Nate agreed. Even though the air in the bathroom was cooling, his cock stayed hard. He was so aroused he could jump from his skin.

      “I don’t take that lightly.”

      Under Stone’s penetrating stare, Nate lowered his gaze. It wasn’t in apology. It was in stark recognition of the other man’s authority.

      Before he knew what was happening, Stone had acted, tossing the towel to the floor.

      Stone spun Nate, wrenching his arm up his back. “Fuck!” He gasped.

      Stone moved in closer, slamming Nate’s pelvis into the counter. Nate struggled, but it didn’t matter. Despite his injury, Stone subdued Nate as if he were a rank amateur instead of a trained professional. An unsubtle reminder of who was boss.

      He breathed deeply, and after a few seconds, Stone eased his grip.

      “Still think I can’t take care of myself?”

      “Never said you couldn’t,” Nate said. “Just here to watch your back.” Aware of the scratch of denim, and the brutal hardness of Stone’s cock, Nate met the larger man’s eyes in the mirror. God, he wanted him. Wanted him so bad.

      “Spread your legs.”

      Nate could have died on the spot.

      “Now.”

      As best he could, trapped as he was, he spread his legs.

      “I should fuck you hard without preparation. Make you take me.”

      The threat turned Nate on. But it would never happen. Stone wasn’t that much of an asshole.

      Stone reached around Nate to open a drawer.

      Lube. And a condom.

      Nate closed his eyes.

      “Look at me,” Stone commanded. “I want to see exactly what you’re thinking.”

      As difficult as it was to comply, Nate did as ordered. He just wanted to surrender to the sensations. But Stone wanted him as an active participant.

      One-handed, Stone flipped the top and squirted a dollop onto the countertop.

      Even above the sound of his own ragged breathing, Nate heard Stone’s zipper. Then he eased back a bit, probably to lower his jeans.

      “What do you want?” Stone asked.

      “You.” Nate’s arm was wrenched a bit higher. “Your cock,” he clarified around a gasp.

      Stone used his left hand and his teeth to rip open the condom’s wrapper.

      Could this take any longer? His patience was fried. He didn’t intend to wait another five stinking minutes.

      Stone put on the condom.

      “I’m clean,” Nate said.

      “So am I. But we’ll do it my way until we have the chance to talk.” Stone then scooped some of the lube from the granite.

      Nate tensed when the cool gel was smeared on his anus. “Give me your finger!”

      Stone did.

      Nate gasped at the sudden intrusion. Christ.

      Stone stretched him, lubed him, shoved deep inside. He rose onto his toes as Stone dominated him.

      Then Stone’s cockhead pressed against the barely stretched opening. Even though Nate had been lubed and prepped, he wasn’t ready for someone as big, as rigid, as Stone. “It’s been a long time for me,” Nate said, by way of plea.

      “You should have thought about that before you goaded me.” Stone bit his ear.

      Nate cried out in pleasure and arched his back.

      Stone drove his cock home.

      Nate was stretched, invaded, hurting.

      This was about punishment, Nate knew. But it was about a whole lot more as well. This was pent-up frustration.

      Stone found his own rhythm, deep, slamming against Nate’s prostate. He’d never felt anything this overwhelming. He was consumed with it, by it. So close…so close to his own orgasm.

      “Don’t even think of touching your cock.”

      He’d been considering exactly that. But now, forbidden even that, he had no option but to surrender to Stone’s punishing thrusts.

      Stone clamped down on Nate’s shoulder, his fingers digging into the flesh. With a grunt, he came. The feeling of his Dominant coming inside him made Nate shudder. There was nothing he wanted more.

      And even though Nate had been denied his own orgasm, he was totally satisfied.

      Their gazes collided in the mirror again.

      Nate saw the same raw desire in the alpha male’s eyes that he knew was reflected in his own.

      Deliberately, no motion wasted, Stone untangled their bodies. He started by releasing his grip on Nate’s shoulder, then his arm. Finally, Stone eased his cock from Nate’s ass.

      “Your cock still hard?” Instead of waiting for an answer, Stone reached around and felt for himself.

      Blood flooded Nate’s entire body where circulation returned. And his penis was full-length, turgid. He moaned when Stone stroked him. “Yes!” God, what would it be like to once again receive a hand job from his alpha? “Stone…”

      “If I keep doing this, are you going to come?”

      “I…” He tipped his head back. “Yes.”

      Stone stopped his motions. “Get dressed and meet us in the great room.”

      Nate sagged, catching himself against the counter. “Finish me off!”

      “Get dressed.” Stone’s voice was as cold as the weather.

      “Bastard.”

      “If you jerk off, I’ll know.”

      He would, too.

      “And if you do, your punishment will mean you don’t get my cock later. Understand?”

      Miserable, Nate nodded.

      The bedroom door slammed behind Stone.

      Nate had finally gotten what he wanted. The man he desired above all others had taken him, used him like he had before, rode him, punished him, like he needed.

      After such a long absence, the taste wasn’t enough.

      Damn. Damn. Fuck it all.

      He strode to Stone’s bed and snatched up the jeans he’d selected.

      Even though he could ejaculate in under a dozen strokes, he knew the same thing that Stone knew. Because he’d issued a direct order, Nate wouldn’t touch himself.
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      Jumping out of her skin, Kayla placed her empty wineglass on the kitchen counter. She’d do anything to know what the two men were up to in the bedroom. But Stone, damn him, had shut the door behind him.

      That hadn’t stopped her from listening, though. The masculine grunts and cries had whetted her appetite.

      She considered herself a progressive type of person. In fact, some of her friends, female as well as male, were gay. But she hadn’t ever given much thought to what they actually did when the lights went out.

      Until now.

      The image of Stone with his cock up Nate’s ass made her pussy wet. But how the hell was she supposed to ask if she could watch them the next time they had sex?

      She was considering a second glass of wine when Stone strode in.

      He filled the space, stole her breath. She couldn’t believe it, but she wanted him, probably now more than ever, and that confused the hell out of her. How could she desire a man who’d just primitively taken another man?

      “I’ll have one of those,” he said, indicating the uncorked bottle.

      She nodded. Her hand shook a bit as she poured. “So…” Since the word sounded wobbly, she cleared her throat. “About what just happened…”

      “Your face is the same color as the merlot,” he observed as she offered him the glass of wine.

      “Yes, well…” She blushed often, much to her chagrin. Throughout her childhood, she’d been teased mercilessly. After handing off the stemware, she fanned her face.

      The rain still beat a nasty staccato against the windowpanes, and the fire in the great room had turned to embers.

      She backed up against the counter and spread her arms, gripping the edge as if she didn’t have a care in the world. Truthfully, her heart pounded so hard she wondered if it would explode. “I’m curious.”

      He took an appreciative sip of the room-temperature merlot. “Go on.”

      “Nate said neither of you are strictly homosexual.”

      “We’re not.”

      “As long as you can be the dominant one?”

      He took a drink and regarded her over the rim. “Is this a clinical question, or a personal one?”

      “I couldn’t help but hear—”

      “Because you were eavesdropping,” he interrupted. “You’re blushing again.”

      Aware of the message her body language was sending, she folded her arms protectively across her chest.

      “You couldn’t help but hear…” Stone prompted.

      “And I want to watch.”

      “You’d rather watch two men get it on than participate?”

      “Participate?” She blinked. “Like with the two of you?” Maybe she was mistaken. Maybe he didn’t mean anything of the sort. “Like a threesome?”

      “Or some variation,” he said.

      How the hell could there be a variation? She wasn’t exactly naive, but maybe he needed to draw her a picture.

      More quietly, intimately, he went on. “Have you ever been dominated, Fagan? Sexually dominated?”

      “No. But…I’ve seen your room in the basement.”

      “The whips? The Saint Andrew’s cross?”

      The eroticism in his words buzzed through her head.

      “Have you ever been submissive? Knelt? Fetched a paddle? Served your Dominant’s pleasure?”

      “No.” She gulped.

      “And you’re curious.”

      Her mind exploded with images of being with him. She nodded.

      “Just so I understand you explicitly, I want answers. Honest ones. Am I clear?”

      The intensity in his eyes shot tension through her. “Yes, Wolf.”

      “Good. A submissive is expected to participate, to draw the boundaries, to be unflinchingly candid about what he or she wants. That’s what I demand from anyone who submits to me.”

      Was she going to do that? Submit to him? Put her trust in his hands? Tell him what she wanted? “I want to explore,” she confessed.

      “Why?”

      Unflinchingly candid. “I want to experience the vulnerability. The honesty.”

      “Honesty?”

      “I’m tired of running and hiding.”

      “Tell me more.”

      Kayla uncrossed her arms then dug her fingernails into her palms for courage. “I’ve always wanted more.” She paused. Silence stretched, as if it were a physical thing. “I mean sexually. It’s been okay, but… I don’t know. Lacking the connection I thought it would have.” Maybe it was her, the awful experiences she’d had with her husband. But now that Stone was demanding that she confront her needs, she was more aroused than she’d been in years…if ever.

      “Have you pictured yourself spread open wide begging for my lash?”

      He left her breathless.

      “You are now, aren’t you, Fagan? Wondering? It will hurt. Despite that, maybe because of that, you want it. And the idea of being with two men intrigues you.”

      “Yes.” The images made her tremble. “I want to be shattered. I want to be so complete, so satisfied that I’m not able to make a grocery list in my head after sex.”

      “Grocery lists? You’ve been having sex with the wrong men,” Nate said.

      She blinked. She hadn’t realized Nate was in the room.

      He pushed away from the wall and walked toward them. “Is Kayla coming on to you, Stone?”

      “Seems she wants to dance with danger.” Wolf raised his glass in her direction. Then he looked back at Nate. “You opposed to eating pussy?”

      Kayla blinked. She couldn’t possibly have heard correctly.

      Nate shrugged. “I’ve done it once or twice.”

      “You any good at it?”

      “I’ve never had any complaints.”

      Wolf put down his wineglass. “Get on your knees, Davidson.”

      With mesmerizing grace, Nate followed his Dominant’s command.

      “What will it be, Fagan?” Wolf asked over the kneeling man’s head. “Do you want to take a walk where you’ve never gone before? It won’t always be what you want or what you expect. But it will always be good for you.”

      When Stone suggested they play together, she’d pictured the two of them in the basement, her tied up, him making her come over and over again until she was exhausted. She hadn’t been prepared for Stone to order Nate to pleasure her orally.

      “What will it be, Fagan?”

      She tamped down her jitters in favor of the thrill of living fully. “Yes. I want this.”

      Stone nodded tightly. “Keep your eyes on me. And strip from the waist down.”
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      Be careful what you wish for. Hadn’t she used that as a motto her entire life?

      Now that she was faced with the reality, she was terrified. Instead of one man, she had two. Nate was on his knees, waiting for her. And Wolf held her gaze pinned in a dangerous game of dominance and submission.

      Even though she wasn’t sure she was actually going to go through with it, she reached for the top snap on her jeans. “I need another drink of wine.”

      He shook his head. “I want you clearheaded.”

      “Impossible with the two of you here.” She smiled, but he didn’t return it.

      “I have no tolerance for prevarication.”

      His eyes mesmerized, his voice hypnotized.

      He kept his gaze on her as she followed his orders.

      Usually, she hurried through the undressing part, and she generally had the lights off. And now she was stripping in broad daylight, in the kitchen, in front of two men.

      She removed her shoes and socks, then wiggled out of her jeans before kicking aside the denim. She wore a pretty, feminine pair of underwear with little bows near her hipbones.

      “Nice.” The purr in Wolf’s voice sent warm skitters through her. “Take them off.”

      Fortunately, trimming her pubic area was a daily practice. She started to cover herself but then stopped. Instead, she let her arms dangle next to her body.

      His eyes darkened with approval, and that helped her swallow her embarrassment.

      “Have you ever had your cunt licked while another man watched? Look at me!”

      She shook her head and returned her gaze to his face. “No.” Her stomach was a massive knot of nerves. Had Nate gone through the same thing when Wolf snapped orders and then fucked him so hard that he cried out?

      “You can stop anytime. I understand it may be too much for you.”

      His voice, now oddly compassionate, spoke to something deep inside her, inviting trust. “I’m okay.”

      “Good. In that case, turn around. When you have, spread your legs as far apart as you can, then grab your ankles.”

      Her mouth was dry. He knew exactly what he was asking. Before Nate tongued her, she’d have to expose herself to both men.

      Instead of reissuing the command, Wolf waited. Knowing it was completely up to her whether she complied or not, she took a deep steadying breath.

      Her turn wasn’t as elegant as she would have liked, but neither man commented.

      She held onto her ankles. Her hair hung down, all but brushing the floor. Unable to believe she was doing this, Kayla closed her eyes.

      “Spread your labia for us.” Wolf’s voice flowed with silken sensuality.

      Now that the embarrassment was fading, doing what he said was easier.

      Within moments, she was opened wide. Exposed. Vulnerable. Was there anything more intimate?

      “Beautiful.”

      That came from Nate. And from this upside-down position, she had a good view of his knees.

      “You are aroused,” Wolf observed.

      “I’m getting there.”

      “Davidson, do a little exploration. Figure out what she likes.”

      In that moment, she understood a lot more about dominance and submission. Nate didn’t hesitate as he moved in, settling his hands on her thighs.

      She quivered.

      And she remembered the way Nate had dropped to his knees without protest when Stone told him to. It really didn’t matter if he liked to eat pussy or not. He would do it regardless, because Stone said so and he was the Dominant.

      “Be sure to stay in position for me,” Nate instructed.

      Two of them. Two men telling her what to do. Two of them showing encouragement and demanding her obedience.

      With his fingers, his mouth impossibly close, Nate teased her, making her delirious. “Lick me!” Please.

      “Anything you wish.” He swept his tongue from back to front, starting at her ass, crossing her vagina, and then up her clit.

      Her knees buckled, pitching her forward.

      “Grab your ankles again, Fagan.” To Nate, he added, “I think she liked that.”

      “Yes.” She inhaled. “Yes, I liked that.”

      “Do not come,” Wolf said, “until I give you permission.”

      “What?” She was gasping, wiggling, wanting more.

      “My game. My rules. Would you like to play or not?”

      Nate circled her clit, uncoiling the first waves of an orgasm deep inside her. She angled her hips, silently asking for more.

      “Fagan?”

      Nate stopped entirely.

      She pushed herself upright as quickly as she could and spun around to face both of them. Bastards! “Damn it!” She glared at Wolf, sparing him none of her wrath. “Damn you.”

      Like the lord and master of the manor, he folded his arms. His blue eyes blazed with intensity. “I warned you it wouldn’t always be what you want.”

      Half-naked, her clit throbbing in an insistent demand, she was at a disadvantage.

      “What’s it to be?” he asked.

      “You get to control my…” She nearly sputtered. “My orgasms?”

      “Only if you want to scene with me.”

      “And me,” Nate added.

      “You’re both impossible.”

      “And you are bad-tempered.” Wolf was unyielding. “Probably because you’re sexually frustrated.”

      “There is that.”

      “This is about you granting me power while learning to control your own reactions to prolong the pleasure. If you want to go on, quit fighting.”

      Damn it. It was what she wanted. Slowly, she nodded. “Yes,” she whispered.

      “Get back into position.”

      Kayla turned around, spread her legs, then bent to expose herself like Wolf expected.

      “Good girl.”

      She waited and waited. When she nearly gave up hope, Wolf finally broke the silence. “Davidson, you may proceed.”

      Nate came in closer to he could lick her slowly, as if savoring her taste. Then he drew her clit into his mouth and pressed on it with his tongue.

      Undulating, she gasped, and an orgasm nipped at her insides.

      “Control yourself, Fagan.” Wolf’s words were wrapped in warning.

      She wanted him, wanted both of them.

      “Direct your concentration elsewhere,” he encouraged.

      Kayla wondered if that would work when she had his cock in her mouth and he was ready to orgasm. She couldn’t wait to pull away and suggest he restrain himself.

      She struggled to do as he said, and it became more and more difficult as Nate sucked on her, nibbled on her, licked her.

      “Keep your attention on me,” Wolf encouraged.

      Nate continued to pleasure her orally, then, when she wasn’t expecting it, he inserted a finger into her pussy. She cried out. “I need…”

      In and out. He simulated the sex act, and she was nearly undone, knowing that Wolf was not only watching, he was orchestrating the entire scene.

      “Please.”

      “A few more seconds.”

      There was no way to hold on. She couldn’t concentrate long enough to remember to breathe. She’d never been this out of control. Gasping, panting, the world careened around her.

      “Now.”

      Ruthlessly, Nate plunged a second finger in her.

      She screamed as her pussy clenched and a climax rocked her.

      The orgasm was more intense than anything she’d ever experienced, and her body went limp.

      Wolf was there to catch her. Gratefully, she surrendered into the comfort his arms. Then, moments later, when he sought her mouth, her emotions fractured. Since her husband’s death, she hadn’t been kissed. “Oh, oh.” She laced her hands around his neck as he offered comfort and tenderness, then slowly coaxed her response until he consumed her.

      She’d never experienced anything like it. It was potent and addictive. “More.” She wanted more.

      “Insatiable wench,” Nate teased.

      They had no idea…
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      “How about pizza?” Wolf asked.

      “I’m ravenous.” The adrenaline from her introduction to BDSM had faded, leaving Kayla drained. After their scene, the men had helped her to get dressed again, but she was still trying to find her equilibrium. “I think we still have a feta cheese and sun dried tomato one in the freezer.”

      “How about pepperoni?”

      “They’re all gone. Mrs. Johnson wants us to get some fruits and veggies in our diet.”

      “A man needs meat,” he protested. “I’m going to fire her.”

      “You’re both heathens.” Nate shuddered, then opened the refrigerator door. “Kayla, set the table and pour some wine. Stone, go do whatever it is you do in your Batcave, and I’ll cook something decent.”

      “I suppose you think you’re staying?” Stone asked.

      “I am.”

      “You weren’t invited,” Stone reminded him.

      “Didn’t expect to be.”

      “You could still leave.”

      “I could. Then you’d have frozen pizza for dinner.”

      “Again,” Kayla supplied.

      “You can stay through dinner.”

      “Big of you.”

      What the hell was it between the two of them? Obviously they’d had some sort of relationship in the past. Stone was a man of few—but sincere—words, so she didn’t think he’d been making casual conversation when he said he hadn’t wanted Nate there. And he had left him out in the weather…

      As Nate defrosted steaks, he threw together a salad and warmed a loaf of French bread.

      Kayla happily helped, despite her lack of domestic skills. She knew how to turn on the microwave, fry eggs in a pile of bacon grease, brew coffee in a percolator over a campfire, hotwire a car with her eyes closed, could bandage up someone good enough to get them to an extraction point, but blending homemade salad dressing was out of reach.

      “This kitchen is wasted on Stone,” Nate lamented, turning on the stove’s grill feature. He adjusted the gas jets until the flames suited him.

      “He had the house built,” she reminded him.

      “Because the designer convinced him it would have a higher resale value with a fabulous kitchen.”

      “And just how is it that someone who’s highly trained in search and rescue knows how to prepare a gourmet meal out of a handful of ingredients?”

      “Just because I can rappel from a helicopter to save your butt doesn’t mean I don’t have taste buds. And I’m good at improvisation, no matter the situation.” He popped a radish in his mouth. “Thank God someone stocks his refrigerator.”

      Mrs. Johnson was amazing. She came in once a week, brought fresh food, and fussed over Stone—well, as much as he’d let anyone fuss over him. Kayla’s jaw had dropped when the older woman actually pinched his cheek and called him Wolfie.

      “Don’t you dare try it,” he’d warned Kayla.

      Still, despite the woman’s earnest efforts, Kayla and Wolf had made do with cereal for breakfast, sandwiches for lunch, and something frozen for dinner. She considered her sandwich gourmet when it had fancy mustard on it.

      She decided on the second glass of wine after all. It had been an odd day. Wasn’t often, or ever, that one man licked her from front to back while another watched and gave instructions.

      Had it really happened?

      Because the wine loosened her a bit, she was emboldened. “What happened earlier,” she said. “I enjoyed that.” Heat flooding her face, she looked down.

      “Stone has that effect on people.”

      “I wasn’t talking about him. You’re a very sexy guy, Nate Davidson.”

      He shook the colander to drain the lettuce. “You’re not too bad yourself.” He grinned, and her insides melted a bit. “I liked your reactions. I think maybe I’ve been missing out, not eating you out before now.”

      What was happening here?

      That she was attracted to Stone, the enigmatic leader, wasn’t a surprise. But that she was getting emotionally sideways over two men…? She shook her head. She was entering dangerous—forbidden—territory.

      Nate put the steaks on the grill, searing the meat. A few minutes later, Stone joined them. He picked up his earlier glass of wine.

      “Everything okay in the Batcave?” Nate asked.

      “No more of my teammates have been caught trespassing, if that’s what you’re asking.”

      Rather than respond, Nate changed the subject. “How do you like your steak, boss? Rare?”

      “Is there
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