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Bloody hell.

Peta Matthews fought with the wheel of her small two-seater, struggling to keep it in the ruts carved through the snow by the tires of other cars. Other larger cars. 

Most people in Mayfield had either minivans or SUVs, but not her. One look at the green low-slung convertible and she’d drooled. It was the car of her dreams, but in these damned New England winters it became more of a nightmare.

And this late snowstorm was one of the worst. Heavy flakes piled up around her windshield wipers, and even with the defrost control on full she had a hard time seeing more than a couple of car lengths ahead.

She slowed even more as the road curved toward the bridge leading to Acorn Street and her house.

The fact that she was in a blazing temper didn’t help matters much either.

Damn Max Wolfe.

She’d gone to the bar to find him and try and explain to him, in the politest of terms, that he was a week late finishing up an edit she’d needed two days ago, and if he didn’t get his arse in gear she’d take great pleasure in firing him.

She gritted her teeth as the road tried to wrench the steering wheel out of her grip.

Her life seemed as out of control as her driving at this moment. She’d found Max, all right, but he’d been plastered all over some little tart with breasts the size of cantaloupes, and she had turned away disgusted, without delivering the pithy diatribe she’d rehearsed so carefully on the way there.  She gripped the wheel tightly as she negotiated the tricky road surface.

To top it all off, Cary Stiles had come in just as she was leaving, and made yet another pass at her. Life, she thought, as yet another patch of ice made her rear end skid, really did suck at times.

It would have sucked a lot less if she could rid her mind of the image of Max Wolfe. Even as she peered through the sludge on her wiper blades in an attempt to keep her car on the road, she could still see him.  His tall muscular body and his dark blond hair haunted her dreams, a vision that drove her to toss and turn and wake up in a sweat, sometimes milliseconds away from climaxing. His hazel eyes had captivated her, his sexy voice echoed in her ears, and sometimes she wondered if she was becoming obsessive about him, and should seek professional help.

She sighed and tried to banish all thoughts of Max from her mind as she squinted through the snow and tried to see the turning for the bridge.

There—there it was. She flicked on her turn signal and moved the wheel to the left.

Obediently, the car turned left. But not quite far enough. There was little traction beneath the small rear wheels, and not enough weight to keep them where they were supposed to be.

With a gasp, Peta realized she wasn’t going to make the turn. She stamped her foot on the brake in an automatic response to the sight of the wooden railings looming in front of her headlights.

It was too late.

With a crash and a shriek, Peta Matthews and her little convertible sailed off the icy bridge into the swirling blindness of the snowstorm and the River May beneath.

Oh bollocks!
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Someone was playing the drums. Loudly and energetically, and behind her right eye. Lovely. She was dead and had arrived in heaven with a migraine.

Peta groaned and shifted a little, waiting for the pain to shoot through her body. She remembered the odd sensation of her car flying, but not much else.

“Easy, dear. Just rest a moment.”

The voice was quiet and soothing, and Peta obeyed it without question, since it was telling her to do what she wanted to do anyway. Rest. For perhaps a few thousand years.

“Mama, she’s got pitty hair.”

Heaven had child angels? What were they...oh yes, cherubs.

“Yes she does, Lalla. Now why don’t you go and play with Hannah for a little while so that Mama can take care of this nice lady and make her feel better?”

“Don’t wanna.”

Oh good. Cherubs were annoyingly obstinate too, just like their earthly counterparts.

“Lalla?” The voice held all the maternal authority common to a mother whose eyebrows were raised and whose hands were planted firmly on her hips.

“It’s not faaaaiiiir.” That was definitely a whine.

“You may come back later and say hello if there’s time.”

There was silence for a moment, and Peta imagined the cherub’s wings fluttering as she thought about this statement.

“Hooookay.”

“Good girl. Now run along.”

Footsteps fading away indicated that the cherub had left. Walking. Perhaps she hadn’t graduated from flying class yet.

Cautiously, Peta raised one eyelid, and then the other. 

A lovely woman was bending over her, stroking her hands over Peta’s body, and looking worried.

Peta risked a look around her. The room was large, and sunlight shone through the wide openings that passed for windows. Birds sang loudly, a little too loudly for Peta’s comfort, and a couple of other women were fussing with something in the far corner of the room.

They were all gorgeous, and clad in something soft and silky.

Oh fuck. Heaven really was a Victoria’s Secret catalogue. No wonder they’d put those fluffy wings on their models.

So why was she here? Were they going to introduce a new line of lingerie for the volume-enhanced? Girdles that could shape her body into something resembling an hourglass rather than a grandfather clock? Victoria must truly be an angel with incredible powers if they were going to try that.

“How do you feel?” The woman spoke quietly, still touching Peta, running her hands across her naked skin.

Shit. She was naked.

Peta winced. “Headache,” she muttered. “And I’m naked.”

The woman grinned. “I can help with both. Close your eyes.”

Peta was too confused to do anything else, and as she lowered her eyelids, she felt the woman’s hands on her forehead. They moved slowly and felt both cool and strangely warm at the same time. Within seconds the pain behind Peta’s eyes was gone.

“You may open your eyes now.”

Cautiously, Peta obeyed. The woman was drawing a soft silk sheet up over Peta’s body, and with a sigh of relief, Peta found she could move and tug it all the way up to her chin.

She said the first thing that came into her mind. “Where am I? This is heaven, right?”

A low laugh greeted her words, and the woman pulled up a chair next to the bed. “Some people think so,” she smiled. “Actually, it isn’t. This place is called Anyela, and it exists outside of your time. Outside of most people’s time, as a matter of fact.”

Peta blinked. “Who are you?”

“My name is Neala. My husband is the Guardian here.”

“I’ll bet he is,” answered Peta wryly. She glanced at the other women. “What is this, some kind of harem or something? I never learned about this in church. Must give St. Peter a few gray hairs.”

Neala chuckled. “There is much to tell you and little time in which to do it. But I should let my husband explain it all to you.” She looked carefully at Peta, her black eyes focusing intently on her. “Headache gone?”

Peta blinked. “Now you come to mention it, yes. And the rest of me seems to be intact, which is odd...” Questions and images flooded her mind. “I drove off the bridge...my car...”

“Relax, my dear. All will be explained to you. Ah, here is my husband now.”

Peta moved on her pillow and saw a tall man entering the room. His long hair was tied back, and his eyes were the most unusual turquoise blue. In his arms he carried a very innocent-looking little girl, who was snuggled comfortably against his chest.

Neala stood up. “Lalla. What did I tell you?” There was no anger in the words, just a typical motherly reprimand.

“But Mama...” Big blue eyes widened. “You said to go play with Hannah and I was going to go play with Hannah. But I found Papa on the way, and you said it was good to spend time with Papa, and Papa said...”

“Enough, Lalla.” The man’s voice was deep, and accompanied by a light kiss on the top of his daughter’s curly blonde head.

He looked at his wife and they shared an identical eye-rolling moment of parental communication. They grinned.

Peta watched the byplay with interest. Two gorgeous people—beings—angels, whatever they were, and they still let themselves be manipulated by a tiny elfin child. Some things never changed.

“I’m glad you’re awake. We have to talk.” Those unusual eyes focused on Peta.

Neala lifted her daughter from the man’s arms. “We’ll leave you to it.” She headed off, letting Lalla wave a little hand to Peta.

Peta, to her surprise, found herself waving back. That sweet face was irresistible.

“Now, Ms. Matthews. I expect you have lots of questions.” He seated himself in the chair next to the bed, and crossed his long legs. “Do you know where you are?”

“Um...Mrs...Neala said something about a place out of time? Which is a polite euphemism for being dead?”

He laughed. “No. You’re not dead. You’re in Anyela. This is a place where the Guardians of Time keep an eye on the Universe and its progress. Occasionally, things go wrong and it’s up to us and our representatives to correct any problems.”

“Ah.” Peta’s head swam as she tried to follow his words.

“I am the Guardian, one of the people who supervise the entire process.” 

He settled back in the chair, and Peta found herself staring at his unusual eyes. He was a corker, all right.

“You are Peta Matthews, born and raised in...um...” He frowned a little in thought. “...England, yes?”

“Correct. How did you know—“

“Never mind how I know. I just do, that’s all. You’re here for a special reason. It was not time for you to die.”

Peta gulped. “I suppose that’s a good thing?”

“Well, yes and no. It meant that we had to bring you here before sending you back. There are things you must do, Peta. Important things.”

“Oh?” She couldn’t imagine what. Publish a best-seller? Clean her kitchen floor? Her life wasn’t exactly what she’d call important to the overall scheme of things. Not as far as she could see, anyway.

“Your life is now entangled with a certain person’s, and that person must continue to live out his allotted time span. I can’t tell you why, but it’s imperative.”

“Really? Who?”

“Max Wolfe.”

“Oh shit.” Peta closed her eyes. “Excuse my language.”

The Guardian laughed. “Don’t apologize. I’ve heard worse. And from my own genies too.”

“Genies?” Peta opened her eyes at that. “You mean like magic lamps and stuff?”

The Guardian cleared his throat. “Upon occasion, yes. But not this time. We do train suitable candidates for our genie program. They’re men of great—er—prowess, shall we say? But you, you’re a special case.”

“Oh. That’s nice.” Peta’s mind was still struggling with a variety of concepts, none of which made any sense. And it figured that Max would have to be in there somewhere.

The Guardian grinned. “Let me see if I can simplify this for you. We need you to return to your world, almost to the moment you went off the bridge. From that point on, events will unfold that will place you in a position to be of the utmost assistance to Max Wolfe.”

“Do I get my own lamp?” Visions of belly-dancing costumes and veils flashed through Peta’s mind.

“No. Sorry. We can’t use that technique on this occasion. In fact, you won’t even remember you were here. It is essential that time progress in a quite ordinary fashion, and that you both follow the course which has been set out for you.”

“I don’t get any inside information? Any useful tips? What am I supposed to do?”

“Sorry again,” said the Guardian. “Our job is simply to make sure that the timeline continues uninterrupted on its course. Your death at that moment would have messed it up. Badly.”

“But Max Wolfe? I can’t help him. He’s too busy chasing every randy little skirt that blinks at him.”

The Guardian snorted. “You overestimate Max’s interests, and underestimate your own potential, my dear.”

Peta snorted at that. “Oh, right. I have mirrors, you know.”

“But do you see clearly when you look into them?”

The Guardian’s question took Peta by surprise. She thought for a moment. “Look, Mr. Guardian or whoever you are. I have no illusions. I know what I am. There are no lavish breasts here. No slender waist. It’s all dropped to my hips. Which wobble on occasion. Yes, I see quite clearly what I am when I look in the mirror.”

The Guardian’s lips curved in a warm smile.  “Not all attraction is based on the physical, Peta. And Max is already interested.”

“He is?” Damn. She’d squeaked.

“He is. And that attraction must be allowed to grow, to develop into something special between the two of you. It is imperative that Max learn to trust you.”

“Why?”

The Guardian’s face turned sober. “Because you, Peta Matthews, must save Max Wolfe’s life.”
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“Oh Max...oh Max...oh Max!”

The woman screamed his name long and loud, and Max Wolfe winced at her ear-splitting enthusiasm. The fact that he was buried to his balls inside her pulsating body and doing his best to keep her going until he reached his own orgasm was not very helpful against such a vocal assault. The steady squeaking of the bedsprings didn’t help either.

He closed his eyes and imagined riotous chestnut hair and a pair of stern gray eyes that would have softened when he slid into her. She would be panting now, not screaming loud enough to shake the plaster off the peeling walls. She wouldn’t have peeling walls.

She’d have him. Max Wolfe. Deep inside her. He grinned to himself and came, spurting hotly into the still-whimpering woman beneath him.

“Oh Max.” She sighed and deflated into a smiling and boneless heap of satisfied hormones. The old bed gasped out a last creak and stopped its infernal racket.

Enormous breasts pillowed his chest as he tried desperately to remember her name.

“Well, my gosh, um, honey...” he improvised. What the hell was her name? Something calendar-ish, May? June? No, wait, it was April. 

“That was some fuck, April.” He smiled winningly at her.

Surprisingly, she scowled and pulled away from him sharply, ripping her sweaty flesh from his like an old band-aid and almost taking the condom along with her.

“The name is Tuesday.”

“Oh. Sorry. I knew it was something from the calendar. Tuesday, that’s an unusual name...” He removed his protection with a deft twist and deposited it neatly in the trashcan beside him.

Max stretched out on the bed and put his arms beneath his head as his erstwhile playmate struggled into her too short and too tight dress.

“That’s what you said in the bar. God, get yourself some new lines, will you? You’re a good fuck, but not much of a conversationalist.” Tuesday pulled her thigh high boots up with a snap and grabbed for her coat and purse. 

“Thanks for the thrill, Max. Let’s not do it again.” The door slammed behind her.

Max sighed.

Mr. Peebles ventured out from his hiding place.

“You know, Mr. Peebles, it occurs to me that my sex life is not what it once was.”

Mr. Peebles did not respond to this comment, just sat watching Max inscrutably from large amber eyes as his whiskers twitched.

“I used to be able to bring a woman to orgasm within minutes. I would have any number of ladies falling over themselves to give me their phone numbers, their room keys, their panties...where has that gift gone?”

Once again, there was no response from his silent audience.

“Sometimes I envy you. Perhaps I should have been castrated at an early age as well. It would have made life a lot simpler, wouldn’t it?”

Mr. Peebles’ eyes revealed nothing of his innermost feelings. He yawned delicately, showing a lot of rather sharp teeth. Correctly deducing that little in the way of further activity was going to take place on Max’s bed that evening, he carefully stepped onto the rumpled covers and circled a time or two before settling himself into a comfortable lump. He was purring himself off to sleep within minutes.

“And a fat lot of help you are,” scoffed Max. He watched the antics of this unusual cat with affection. “This is what it comes down to, does it? A quick fuck and then the brush off by someone whose name should have been removed from the list of possible things parents are allowed to call their offspring. Followed by a nice night’s snuggle with a cat who ignores my every attempt at communication.” 

Max sighed again. “It’s all her fault, you know. If it wasn’t for her, I’d have been long gone, and you’d have some other sucker running themselves ragged for kitty treats.”

Max got up from the bed, used the bathroom and slipped into a pair of silky shorts. He carefully got back under the covers without disturbing Mr. Peebles’ tranquil repose.

“Yes, Mr. Peebles, ‘tis a sad man you see before you—or you would if you’d open those feline eyes of yours for two seconds, you lazy lump...”

A polite snore greeted this request.

Max wished he could sleep as thoroughly as Mr. Peebles, but he knew that once he closed his eyes she’d be there, and that would be it—he’d be fighting a wet dream for the rest of the night. He was getting damn tired of waking up with a painful hard-on and making do in the shower each and every fucking morning.

All because of his boss. The delectably munchable Peta Matthews.

He lowered his eyelids, and yep—there she was. Hands on those luscious hips of hers, staring at him with contempt radiating from her gray eyes. Her skin was like ripe peaches with a dash of cream, soft, velvety, and very lickable. Max’s mouth watered and his cock stirred.

She’d be speaking to him in that delightful almost-British accent, scolding him for something or other he’d done, or forgotten to do.

How the hell was he supposed to remember all that stupid editing shit when she stood there in front of him, her body sending out messages like some kind of sexual radar, and his satellite dish homing in on each and every one of them?

The snow began pelting against his windows, hard now, with the force of a good gale behind it. There was a nice, old-fashioned Nor’easter shaping up outside, and for a moment Max wished he could share it with Peta. Snuggling with her under the covers or in front of a blazing fire.

Of course, he had no fireplace in his dingy little apartment, but hell, it was his fantasy, and he could have whatever he wanted in it. Including Ms. Matthews.

He’d just bet she was tight and hot, and he knew just how to get her ready for him. Her breasts were small, but would fill his mouth to perfection, and the rest of her would feel like satin against his skin.

He wondered if her pussy was bare or if she’d left her pubic hair intact. He didn’t care. Either way would be just fine with him. All he needed was her, any way he could get her. One night. One fuck—or maybe two or three, depending on his mood, and she’d be out of his system. He could then pack up and head off to wherever the wind blew him.

Like he’d been doing for the last year or so.

He grinned into his pillow, as he imagined the delight of sliding past Ms. Peta Matthews’s inhibitions and into her boiling silk.

It would be explosive. Cataclysmic.

The wind howled, and the little apartment trembled. A night like this cried out for hot sex with an even hotter woman. They’d shake the world together.

And exactly at the moment he had that thought, Max Wolfe’s world shook—and collapsed.

*~*~*~*
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“You cooking something, were you? Or jumping ‘round?” Max’s landlady, Mrs. Lee, stared angrily at him from beneath her straight black bangs.

“Absolutely not, Mrs. Lee. I was in bed, for chrissake.”

Max shivered in the blanket that a fireman had thoughtfully bundled around him as the rescue crew picked their way through the rubble that had once been Max’s little apartment. Before the ceiling had collapsed, that is.

“You do something. I know. You bad man.”

Max sighed. At least the interior of the ambulance was warm, and the EMT had wiped away the blood from the cut on his head. A large lump of plaster had narrowly missed him, but left a nasty gash as a parting gift.

A plaintive yowl came from the cat-carrier next to him. Thank God country EMTs were supplied with a variety of odd equipment. With surprising presence of mind, Max had rescued Mr. Peebles and grabbed his cell phone and wallet as he’d fought free of the debris. He’d clean forgotten he was in his shorts, and it was snowing. His feet were freezing.

Mrs. Lee was now gesturing and shouting at the fire chief in Chinese. He sighed again. Good luck to her. He was out a place to live and a wardrobe. She was going to have to deal with insurance companies, construction companies, and the resulting mess. If she’d ever taken the time to have the place inspected, she’d have known it was barely fit for human habitation.

A buzz came from the phone resting on top of Mr. Peebles’s carrier. Frowning, Max picked it up. What now?

“Max, I just heard. Poor darling. I’m on my way. Got some clothes here if you need ‘em.”

It was wonderful, precious Phoebe Dunford. His guardian angel and owner of Mayfield Masterpieces, the small publishing company where he attempted to perform the duties of editor. She had taken it upon herself to mother him. Occasionally it was annoying. This wasn’t one of those occasions. “Bless you, Phoebe. Be careful, will you? It’s still snowing a bit.”

“This? This is nothing. Wait until we get a real snowstorm.”

Max laughed. “Right. I’m sitting here in my skivvies, the temperature has to be about twenty below zero, and you’re telling me this isn’t a real snowstorm?”

“Look, I don’t have time for idle chit chat. Peta’s been in an accident.”

Phoebe’s words sent Max’s senses reeling onto high alert. “What? How bad? Where is she?”

“I’ll tell you in a sec...”

Headlights pulled up next to the remaining fire truck, and Phoebe herself slid out of the huge SUV, closing her cell phone as she did so.

“Evening, Miss Phoebe.” The greetings came from the fire department and the EMTs, most of whom knew Phoebe. Hell, thought Max. She knows everyone in Mayfield. She could probably tell them about their grandparents too.

“Can I take him off your hands, John?” She looked up at the EMT who grinned affectionately at her.

“He’s all yours, Miss Phoebe. Just a nasty abrasion on the head. No sign of concussion or anything else. Damned lucky if you ask me.”

The little woman reached Max and smiled at him. “Come along, dear. Let’s get you out of the cold.”

She was a tiny gray-haired whirlwind, and within moments, Max found himself comfortably settled in her car, toasting his toes beneath her heating vent. Mr. Peebles sneezed on the back seat.

“What about Peta?” Max spoke the first words that came into his mind.

“Drove that silly car of hers off the bridge. It’s why you’ve only got one ambulance here. T’other had to take her over to County General. She’s unconscious right now. I’m going to drop you off and then head over.”

“I’ll come too.”

“No you won’t.” Phoebe’s mouth snapped shut. “You’re chilled through, mostly naked, and have just had a ceiling drop on you. If Peta comes around, I want her to recover gently, not die of shock at the sight of you.”

Max grimaced.

Phoebe was right. He was still dusted in plaster, a large band-aid covered a good portion of his forehead, and although he was warming up, silk shorts were not the best attire for visiting a sick friend in the middle of a snowstorm.

Shit and fuck. “But...”

“But nothing, young man. I’m taking you over to the office. You can clean up in that little bathroom, get a bit of rest on the old couch in the staff room, and I’ll be there right after I’ve seen Peta. Then we’ll figure out what to do.”

“We will?” Max was surprised at himself. He was agreeing to everything this senior dynamo was suggesting. Must be shock, or something.

“We will. Now be a good boy and do as you’re told.”

Max blinked and found himself deposited at the offices of Mayfield Masterpieces with a bag of clothing in one hand, the keys in the other and Mr. Peebles at his feet.

“I’ll be back soon...” With a spray of icy slush, Phoebe spun her tires and expertly steered the SUV back onto the road.

Max shook his head and looked down at Mr. Peebles. The cat was expressing his opinion of the entire episode. He’d turned his ass to the front of the carrier and was ignoring the world.

Max wished he could do the same.

*~*~*~*
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There seemed to be a lot of voices muttering in her bedroom.

Peta wished they’d shut up and leave her alone. Then the pain hit her. Like a freight train rolling across her ankle.

“Nothing worse than a bad sprain and some bruises. Girl’s extraordinarily lucky, Phoebe.”

“Thank God.” 

Phoebe. Peta recognized the woman’s voice and attempted a little smile. It froze as someone stuck a pin in her.

“Ow.”

“Sweetie, you’re awake at last,” said Phoebe, rushing to the bedside. “How do you feel?”

“People keep asking me that,” mumbled Peta through her haze. “Where am I?” Damn. She’d said that before too. Talk about déja vu. 

“You’re in hospital, darling. Your car went off the road. Fortunately, you’re okay.”

Peta, whose body was now telling her otherwise, grimaced. “Define okay.”

“You’re a lucky young lady, Ms. Matthews. Just a couple of bruises, some abrasions, and a rather nasty sprain of your right ankle. Other than that, well...it’s quite miraculous.” The doctor joined Phoebe at Peta’s bedside.

Peta wanted to snort. If he thought this kind of misery was miraculous, then heaven help her if her injuries had been any worse. She ached from head to toe, had a million questions trembling on her lips, and the world was starting to fade away before her increasingly blurry gaze.

“I just gave you a small shot to help you rest, dear,” added the doctor.

“Good idea,” endorsed Phoebe. “I’ll be back to pick her up tomorrow. I’ve got it all arranged.”

There was an odd note of satisfaction in Phoebe’s voice, and Peta tried to scribble a mental note to herself to check it out.

Her mind dropped the pencil and couldn’t find the paper.

She slipped into unconsciousness once more, and for the split second before the darkness swamped her, she could have sworn she heard birds singing.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3
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The drinks had dulled Sandra Dean’s brain. Too many tequilas and not enough food. She didn’t care.

The carpet felt rough against her bare skin as she lay, sprawled and naked, waiting for the next touch. Her mind tried to focus on his hands, but instead she could only feel the heat between her legs as something almost cold touched her pussy.

Her hands slid to her breasts, feeling her hard nipples budding from a combination of the cool temperature and the arousal she was experiencing.

It was fabulous.

The butterfly fingers were dancing all over her body, touching her in all the places she liked most. It had been so long since anyone had cared to find them. Too long.

She sighed and widened her thighs, waiting, anticipating, and needing to be penetrated. To be taken to those heights she remembered so well.

Blearily she remembered she had to be at work early the next morning. She was going to be alone, since Ms. Matthews was on some kind of sick leave and Miss Phoebe had phoned her, asking her to open the office and “handle things” until she herself could get in.

Again, she realized she didn’t care. Mayfield Masterpieces was part of the real world. Not part of where she was now.

Her hands were pushed aside, and another set took over. Pulling hard on the nipples, tugging, teasing, flicking with just the right blend of savagery and tenderness.

Sandra moaned. This was wonderful.

She felt her hands raised above her head and something rough looped around her wrists, securing her in place. How did he know? How had he figured out that she enjoyed the feeling of helplessness? Of being under someone else’s control? Of being able to surrender herself totally to another and let him do anything he wanted?

Her mind fogged again as her legs were forced roughly apart.

Now—perhaps now, she’d get the fucking she so desperately wanted.

But no, not yet. 

He was raising her knees, playing with her, slipping something around her wet cunt and sliding it down to her ass. 

Oh God. Yes. It was sliding into her ass, into that place that always turned her on like wildfire.

It was big, stretching her, and her muscles tried to relax as it filled her.

She felt her body lifted by hands that dug sharply into her buttocks. It was his cock that was inside her ass. And moving, too. Jesus Christ. He was big.

She could vaguely hear his grunts as he ass-fucked her. Desperately, she struggled, wanting to get her hands to her clit and bring herself off.

Coming like this was incredible, her muscles clamping around something thick up her ass and her fingers sliding in and out of her own cunt, catching her clit in that perfect spot to send her spinning into bliss.

Mike had known how to do it just right. But the law had taken him away from her, burying him in the State Prison and denying her these pleasures. Sure, she’d divorced him, but she’d never forgotten the heat of their fucking.

And never found it anywhere else, either. Until now.

He tugged his cock free of her and plunged deep into her cunt. She wanted to cry out from need, and the shock of his movements.

His hands gripped harder, hurting her now, clenching her buttocks and digging fingernails into her flesh as he pounded fiercely deep inside her.

She felt him lean forward and fasten his teeth to her nipple. He bit down, hard. It hurt, but only added to the fire consuming her flesh. He did it again, and she cried out from the pain/pleasure of it.

“Sandra,” he breathed against her stinging breast. “Where is it?”

“Where’s what?” She moaned and wriggled to get her clit against his body as his balls thumped her buttocks.

“The box. Where is it?”

“I dunno...so many boxes...oh God...”

A sudden slap surprised Sandra. He’d hit her. Hard. Across the face.

“You know the one. We were talking about it earlier.”

Her face hurt and she tasted the bitter metallic tang of her own blood as her lip split. But this was how she liked it—rough and violent. It seemed he knew her darkest desires. Her desperate needs. 

She spat the blood away as her body, so near to coming, cried out for more. “I don’t know. It could be anywhere. Oh Jesus, fuck me. So close...”

He slapped her again. “Think Sandra, think...” He stopped moving and let her tremble on the brink of her orgasm.

Think? How could she think? Her cunt was screaming for release.

“I don’t know where it is. I told you. I don’t know. In the office maybe. Christ, finish me, will you? I’m dyin’ here...”

She wriggled frantically, unable to move her arms as he began to thrust into her again, driving her down into the harsh carpet.

“Yes, I’m afraid you are,” came the quiet sigh.

He pounded himself harder than ever against her, and she felt her backside drop onto the carpet.

Strong hands slid up her chest to her throat.

She was coming...she could feel it now. Her clit was on fire, and her cunt beginning to twitch and spasm around that fabulous cock of his.

She was soaking wet, the sounds of their fucking were adding to her excitement, and she began to whimper as her orgasm began. She couldn’t catch her breath—it was mind blowing.

She tried to scream out her pleasure, but something was trapping the air in her windpipe.

His hands...

He was tightening them.

Vainly, she tried to open her eyes and tell him to stop, and her legs started to thrash, not from her orgasm but from terror. A red haze was seeping beneath her eyelids and her lungs felt like they were full of fire.

She struggled for air, adrenaline coursing through her, making her heart beat triple time and her body sweat in fear.

“N...n...no...” she rasped.

The hands never moved.

As her consciousness faded, Sandra tried to get her mind around the idea that he was really going to kill her. What the fuck?

It was too late.
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Chapter 4
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Peta heaved a sigh of relief as Phoebe drew the car up into the driveway next to her house on Acorn Street. The small Victorian looked as lovely to her now as it had done four years ago when she’d bought it.

All she wanted to do was go inside, lock the door, have a nice cup of tea, and then sleep off the lingering after-effects of the “wee shot” that dratted doctor had given her last night. She’d slept like a log and woken up feeling like one as well. Heavy, wooden-limbed, and stiff.

But to her surprise, the front door was opening.

To her even greater surprise, Max Wolfe was coming out. Of her house. And he was wearing a pair of the ugliest sweatpants she’d ever seen, not to mention a parka that was about three sizes too small. In puce.

Those drugs must have been a lot stronger than she supposed. She blinked. This couldn’t be happening.

But it was. Within seconds he was at the car door, all hazel eyes and tousled hair, and smiling at her, unfastening her seat belt like she was three instead of twenty-seven.

Ineffectually, she batted at his hands. “What are you...what...wha—”

“Quiet. You’re still fuzzy from the medications. Come here.” His voice soothed her and crept into her brain like another kind of drug. A horribly arousing one.

His arms slid beneath her and lifted her out of the car like she was a feather. God, the man was strong. She was no feather. More like an entire duck and then some.

“I...what are you doing? Mr. Wolfe. Put me...ouch!”

Her ankle bumped the car door as she was hoisted against his chest. His nice, manly chest. The one that had figured largely in several of her private fantasies. She sighed.

“Sorry. But you’re in no condition to walk and you know it.” 

Carefully, Max carried her into the house, while Phoebe fluttered behind them.

Peta stared at him helplessly, trying to stop her arms from slipping up and around Max’s neck. God forbid she should let him think she was enjoying being carried around. Well, she was, but damned if she was going to let on to him about it.

He carried her into her living room, and gently eased her into the recliner that was now arranged before the fireplace. A fireplace that was presently filled with a rather energetically crackling fire.

Dammit. She’d never been able to get one to do that. Her attempts had resulted in more of a smoky glow. This one snapped and popped very nicely.

She felt her temper rise. “Would someone tell me what the hell is going on?” She looked at Max and Phoebe who stared back at her. “Why are you two here? What’s all this about?” She waved at the fire.

Something large and black landed on her lap and made her jump. It kneaded
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