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      Crooking her finger at handsome strangers was not something Abigail Bennett did on a regular basis. Or ever, really. Skinny-dipping in the creek that cut through her father’s property, on the other hand, was a semi-regular activity, so it was only a matter of time before someone caught her in the act.

      She'd considered sinking under the water and waiting until the motorcycle had ridden past, then she figured the chances of anyone seeing her with their helmet on were pretty slim and thought, bugger it.

      What’s the worst that could happen?

      The bike rider only made it two metres past the clearing before slowly rolling backwards and kicking the stand into place, cutting the engine and removing his helmet.

      Abby's first thought upon seeing the man underneath was a stream of unintelligible noise akin to that of a drooling dog chewing on a bone—a big, sexy, leather-clad bone— and before she knew what she was doing, she was crooking her finger at him in wanton invitation.

      An invitation he eagerly accepted, the impropriety of skinny-dipping within full view of a dusty country road apparently as meaningless to him as it was to her.

      With a devilish grin, he stripped out of his clothes, discarded his heavy leather jacket on the grass by his feet and yanked his T-shirt over his head, revealing a muscled slab of tattooed perfection.

      And then he unzipped his pants.

      Abby bit her lip and held back a whimper as her handsome stranger peeled back the leather and tugged down his briefs to reveal his hardening cock, then held her gaze as he toed off his boots and stripped off his pants.

      Well, he tried to hold her gaze.

      Abby's eyes were constantly drawn down his body to the impressive cock standing proud between his thighs. The one he'd wrapped his fist around as he walked to the edge of the creek and stared down at her, one brow cocked, silently questioning her. Maybe even challenging her.

      She never could resist a challenge.

      Handsome looked to be a good half foot taller than her—and she stood at six feet tall. Maybe a few years older too, his short mop of brown hair peppered with the beginnings of grey. His stubbled face was punctuated by intelligent hazel eyes and his big, broad body was chiselled to athletic precision, his strength undeniable.

      A collection of intricate tattoos wrapped around his thick biceps, stretched across the solid expanse of his chest, and trailed down one tightly muscled thigh, displaying a variety of scenes and creatures such as dragons and wolves and vine covered castles.

      The man was gorgeous.

      "What's your name," he asked, his smooth voice slipping over her sex-starved body like a lover’s hands, making her shiver with awareness.

      When she answered, she barely recognised the sultry timbre that escaped her mouth. "Let's not ruin this with names, okay, Handsome?"

      His grin broadened even as he studied her, and eventually nodded. “Okay, little nymph. Whatever you want." And then he lowered himself into the water. "Fuck that's cold!”

      Abby laughed and swiped her hand through the water, splashing his chest and face. He dove for her, caught her and they both fell under the surface. Both came up laughing. But their laughter quickly died, and the frigid temperature of the water was forgotten as Handsome slid his hands around her waist and bent his head towards her.

      Stopping short of kissing her, he held his mouth above hers, his fresh breath brushing over her lips. "I want you, but….” He sighed, then grimaced. “I don't have any protection."

      Abby smoothed a droplet of water off his cheek and shrugged, hoping it looked natural and nonchalant. "I have birth control."

      Handsome’s eyes narrowed and he licked his lips, but his concern paled in comparison to the lust in his heated gaze. "Are you sure?" His deep voice sent another shiver of awareness through her sadly neglected nether region.

      She knew her answer was reckless, knew she could be inviting a world of trouble to her doorstep, and yet, in that moment it was also a no-brainer. Abby wanted this man. Now.

      “Yes."

      As soon as she said the word, Handsome's mouth was on hers, hot, firm, fierce. And as they explored each other's bodies, tasted and tested and pushed and pulled, as they licked and fucked and cried out in pleasure, Abby forgot that her world was cold and lonely.

      Because for a few blissful moments, when she was in his arms, succumbing to his sweet whispers and strong hands, her world ceased to exist.
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      As her body jolted from sleep, it took Abby a moment to remember where she was—the creek. And another moment to remember why she was still there—sex.

      Mind-blowing sex.

      But why the hell had she let herself fall asleep?

      Slowly lifting her head from the pillow of an outstretched arm—his outstretched arm—she froze when his bicep twitched. He made a snuffly sound like a contented dog—a really big contented dog—and a lazy smile split her face. He should be content after what they'd done.

      Hell, she was.

      Even so, she repressed the urge to snuggle back into the warmth of his embrace. The last thing she needed was for Sleeping Handsome to wake up and foil her escape. No, scratch that. The last thing she needed was for him to take her again. Because take her was exactly what he'd done.

      Handsome's brand of sex was addictive. Powerful. Vital. Yet at the same time he was almost tender, his touch reverent and gentle, igniting in her a passion she'd thought long since dead.

      It had been exactly what she'd needed, and until today she hadn't realised just how much she'd missed it.

      Human contact.

      Male human contact.

      Skin-on-skin contact.

      And the way Handsome had handled her, as though her size meant nothing, as though her body was his to do with as he pleased, and what he'd pleased was to make her mindless with pleasure. She could see herself craving more from this guy—eagerly. Handsome had reawakened her submissive side, and that was not good.

      She'd already learned the hard way: good sex did not equal good man.

      Lifting her head a little higher, she peered over her shoulder. She couldn't see his face, buried in her hair as it was, but she could feel his breath brush over her neck and shoulders like a gentle caress. The scents of leather and sandalwood radiated off his warm skin to envelop her senses, sending shivers of arousal straight to her core.

      She closed her eyes and swallowed a moan. It took all her will not to squirm and wiggle her arse against his cock.

      One large, hot hand rested possessively on her side, his strong fingers curled around her fleshy hip, and one long leg sat heavily atop hers, pinning them under his weight, but she didn't feel caged. Handsome held her against him in all the right places, almost cocooning her against his chest, protecting her. It felt as though his embrace would keep her safe from the world, as if all she had to do was stay there and let him care for her.

      It was an odd sensation for someone who'd come to rely on no one but herself.

      With a wry grimace twisting her mouth, Abby looked towards her feet. Her belly and breasts sagged towards the ground, completely at the mercy of gravity, and she wondered if Handsome would have been so eager to take her had he seen her like this to begin with.

      Probably not. Not that it mattered.

      She wouldn't be seeing him again anyway. Eventually, the guy would wake up, and he’d be glad she'd done a runner because it would mean no awkward silences as he tried to find just the right words to say, "Thanks for the fuck but I really must be going", and be on his merry way.

      She stifled a laugh. The gorgeous wall of muscle behind her had taken what she'd freely offered and probably thought he was doing her a favour.

      He didn't need to know he'd been used.

      Now if only she could get out of here before he woke up.

      Gingerly, Abby pried each of his long, lean fingers from her hip, slipped her legs out from under his, and slowly rolled forwards out of his grasp. With a stealth that belied her size, she got to her feet… and then like an idiot she stopped to stare at him and drank in his rough masculine beauty, sighing with both longing and awe.

      Until her attention snagged on one distinguishing feature.

      Even as it slumbered against his thigh, his cock was a magnificent sight to behold, long and thick and dangerous to her capacity for rational thought. Erect and proud, it had been a thing of beauty, its proportions the stuff of myth and legend, and as she stared at it now, she muffled an amused snort behind her hand.

      How the hell does he walk straight with that thing between his legs?

      Sudden heat blossomed low in her belly and her skin prickled with a rush of lust, her mind suddenly filled with an erotic montage of everything he'd done to her with that thing. Not only could the man walk straight, but he had a pretty damn good idea what to do with it while standing up, lying down, and kneeling, in water and on land.

      Handsome was a big man, and she'd not had sex in a very long time. He'd stretched her wide and filled her completely, and her body had melted with the sensation of total abandon. The way he'd touched her had made her forget herself, forget everything until nothing existed on her horizon but him.

      Sex hadn't just been good with this guy, it had been breathtaking.

      Just then Handsome shifted and snuffled again. He reached for her. The gesture made her heart flutter.

      She frowned. Stupid heart.

      But it also reminded her that it was time to leave, to return to reality. Stubbornly ignoring her body's cry of protest, and leaving Handsome to come to his own conclusions when he found her gone, she quietly turned away and headed home.
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      Keeping his eyes closed against the dappled autumn sunlight, Wolf breathed deep and sucked in the clean country air. The scents of fresh water, green grass, and hot-blooded woman clung to his nostrils and made him smile. Yawning loudly, he stretched the sleep from his body, his riding leathers creaking under his naked weight. The makeshift bed felt warm against his skin compared with the coolness of the lush grass around him. He barked a laugh as he remembered sharing that warmth with the mischievous beauty he'd found skinny-dipping in the creek, all glistening wet curves and long black hair, crooking her finger at him in silent invitation like some mythical water nymph.

      He grinned as his cock stiffened in anticipation of having that soft, feminine body under him again, of hearing her moan as he teased her to the peak of arousal, then whimper with frustration when he stopped. His grin softened to a satisfied smile as he thought of her eyes, deep brown like melted chocolate and glazed with passion as he'd rolled her nipples between his fingers, increasing the pressure until she'd gasped, until her back had arched and her eyes had rolled back, and she'd gifted him with a husky groan of pleasure.

      It'd been a long time since he'd enjoyed a woman so much.

      The Dominant in him eager to push her limits further, he reached for the warm little bundle he'd fallen asleep with. Maybe he'd bite her some more—she'd responded very nicely to that—or a sound spanking perhaps? Her responsiveness to the few exploratory slaps he'd placed along her thighs and bottom had been encouraging, had indicated she'd be open to something more intense.

      His hand alighting on an empty space, Wolf opened his eyes—and his gut fell to his feet.

      Where is she?

      He bolted upright, narrowed his eyes and scanned the clearing but found no sign of her. Nothing. He sprang to his feet and looked back up the gently sloping bank to the road beyond. His motorcycle was still there. He snatched his backpack off the ground and tore it open. His keys, wallet and—most importantly—his laptop were still inside. She hadn't robbed him. That was something, he supposed. But she'd stung his pride, and that he did not appreciate.

      Wolf planted his hands on his hips, his brow pulled together in a deep frown as he scoured the clearing and again found no sign she'd ever been there.

      Was it possible he'd only dreamt her?

      He looked down. The fading bite marks on his lower abdomen were evidence enough of her presence. His lips turned up at the corners. His little nymph liked to bite almost as much as he did. So no, while the fifteen-hour journey north from Sydney to Melville's Cross had certainly made Wolf tired, he wasn't delusional. He hadn't imagined the mischievous beauty.

      She was real. Whoever she was.

      And now she was really gone.

      "Damn it!"

      Wolf dragged a hand down his face and huffed out a sigh. He should have demanded her name instead of indulging her little game of anonymity. After months of nothing but sycophantic subs tripping all over him, he'd been thirsty for a real challenge, and lo and behold if he didn't actually find one in the middle of bloody nowhere and at the most inconvenient time of his life.

      He felt like roaring at the sky.

      Why here? Why now?

      He knew it was time to move on, time to put the past behind him once and for all and get on with his life. Hell, that was one of the reasons he'd agreed to this retreat bullshit. But why couldn't he have found his little nymph after he'd appeased the gods of publishing and finished the manuscript he'd been procrastinating over for months?

      The one he had simply lost the will to write.

      The one he had a month to finish or forfeit his substantial advance cheque.

      Wolf closed his eyes and rubbed away the tension gathering at his temples. His mysterious little nymph was a distraction he could ill afford, but one that was now burned on his brain, a searing reminder of what could have been had their timing been better.

      A mixture of disappointment and betrayal churned in his gut as he swiped his clothes from the ground. "Fuck."
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      A short time later, after one wrong turn, a subsequent backtrack and a lot of swearing, Wolf stopped his motorcycle in front of the only house he'd found along the dirt trail from hell and wiped away the film of dust that blanketed his visor. He pulled a scrap of paper from his pocket and checked it against the faded signage that sat propped against the low stone wall bordering the property.

      The Forge

      4 Bennett's Road

      Melville's Cross

      This was the place, all right. The Bennett family home and current residence of his agent's spinster aunt. The house he'd be holed up in for the next four weeks of his miserable life.

      Wolf growled, his frustration palpable. He didn't need a babysitter. He didn't need someone watching over his shoulder, making sure he put words on the page. He knew he had a deadline, knew he'd made commitments, and knew he was failing to uphold them. He didn't need a walking, talking reminder of that fact.

      Talk about pouring salt on a wound.

      The whole situation was ludicrous. It wasn't as if he was suffering from writer's block or anything as asinine as that. The entire book was mapped out inside his brain and scribbled down on notes. And he would've gotten around to it. Eventually. Once he'd straightened out his life.

      And his head.

      Unfortunately, his agent, Sally "my bite is worse than my bark" Bennett, didn't agree with his current timetable of "you'll get it when you get it", which was why she'd arranged this little sojourn into the wilds of South East Queensland.

      To force the city boy out of his comfort zone.

      To force him to finish the book.

      Cutting the engine, he dismounted the bike, gritting his teeth as he caught sight of a large stone chip in the finish of the fuel tank.

      Wolf was beginning to think God hated him. Or maybe the atheists were right and He simply didn't exist.

      That would certainly explain the last twelve months.

      As he approached the house, he removed his helmet and absorbed his surroundings, his sharp eyes roving over the building sprawled before him and the overgrown cottage-style garden that enveloped it. On any other day, he would have considered the house quite charming. Its heritage design and vine-covered walls were an artist's dream, the stuff postcards were made of.

      Today, however, the house was anything but a dream. Today it was more like a nightmare, looming before him like a mausoleum just waiting for him to crawl inside and rot.

      With a resigned sigh, he knocked on the door and waited.

      As the door swung open, Wolf lifted his head, his gaze colliding with the most beautiful pair of chocolate-brown eyes he'd ever seen, eyes that were wide with surprise, and for a moment he didn't dare breathe nor move for fear she would vanish again. But then those eyes narrowed and darkened with anger, and the door began to swing shut.

      Fuck that!

      She wasn't getting away twice.

      Adrenaline shot through his limbs and he released the breath he'd been holding. His arm shot out, shoving the door open, breaching the barrier between them. She stepped back as he stepped inside, and she gasped as he slid his hand around her nape, squeezing with just enough force to prevent her retreat. 

      Wolf grinned as he stared down at her, watching the tip of her pretty pink tongue flick nervously over her full upper lip.

      "There is a God."
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      Abby struggled against Handsome's hold on her and glared up at him.

      "What the hell are you doing here? Go away!"

      She barely registered him kicking the front door shut before his mouth came crashing down, his lips hot and soft, moving over hers with such passionate ferocity that her anger melted into a gooey puddle at her feet.

      She didn't—couldn't—resist when his tongue slid along the seam of her lips, pressing for entry. Opening up, she let him inside, let him ravish her senses and steal her sanity, proving the latter by wrapping her arms around his neck as he wrapped her legs around his hips and pushed her against the wall.

      She yelped as he squeezed her arse in his big hands, causing just enough pain to shutter her eyelids with pleasure. He rocked his hips into her, his toughened leather pants doing little to buffer the feel of his erection as it pushed between her thighs. Their eyes locked and Abby shivered, drowning in the ferocity of the lust reflected in Handsome's predatory gaze.

      "Still want me to go away?" he asked, his grin cocky, his voice a dark rumble in his chest.

      "Shut up," she said, surrendering herself to the moment.

      Tunnelling her fingers through his hair, she brought her mouth to his, moaned as she teased his lips apart with a flick of her tongue. She tasted him, tested him, until his jaw clenched, his eyes narrowed, and he pushed himself forwards and took her mouth without further ado, crushing her lips under his.

      But the more he sought to control her, the more her brain fought to shut him out, to remind her of where she was, of who he was. He was a stranger, and it didn't matter how devastatingly erotic his kisses were.

      This isn't right.

      This was her home, her sanctuary. What right did this man have to barge in here and throw her world off-kilter? It seemed as if leaving him alone, naked and in the middle of nowhere was too subtle a gesture for this guy.

      How the hell did he find her? And what was it going to take to make him put her down and go away?

      Handsome chose that exact moment to spank her, his big hand delivering a sharp sting to her fleshy rump. Delicious sensation danced across her arse, and her fresh resolve to be rid of the man was crushed under the weight of her arousal surging to the fore.

      What could it hurt to indulge in a little more fun before returning to the real world?

      Abby considered the words as they whispered through her head. She was a woman after all, allowed to change her mind. And she wasn't a nun. She had no need to endure a celibate life. Abby had needs—and wants. And what she wanted right then was this big man touching her. Everywhere. What she needed was his powerful body pressed against her, overpowering her, dominating her.

      Making her feel things she hadn't felt in years.

      Soft, feminine, helpless….

      Warning bells sounded in her head. There was something seriously wrong with her if these were the tracks her train of thought was headed down.

      She was an independent woman.

      A freethinking, strong-willed, independent woman.

      Sure, she was into kink in the bedroom, not that she'd had much of that lately—okay, not just lately—but that this… caveman could waltz in there, treat her like his personal plaything and make her crave more was proof positive that Handsome was a dangerous man.

      Abby needed her independence. She'd fought long and hard to regain her identity, and she wasn't giving it up again. She needed to resist him. And with a much-anticipated houseguest due to arrive within the hour, she needed Handsome long gone.

      If only she could muster the willpower to push him away.

      He nipped the soft flesh beneath her earlobe, the small sting shooting bolts of sensation along every taut nerve in her body and straight to her core. She tried to resist him, she truly did, but the way he held her, so familiar, so intimate, her body shivered with anticipation and she found herself wishing she could burrow under his skin, melt into his muscles and bond with his bones—anything to keep him close, to prolong the pleasure.

      Tilting her head back, she allowed his lips to graze a trail down her throat, sucking in her breath as he retraced the path with the tip of his tongue. He nipped at her chin and toyed with her lips, teasing her with feather-light kisses only to pull away, making her chase him, crazy with wanting.

      His breath whispered over her lips. "Is anyone else here?"

      A strangled noise escaped her throat, her brain rejoining the party. She was supposed to be getting rid of this guy, not indulging her baser desires.

      She had to put a stop to this.

      "No," she said. "But I'm expecting someone soon," she hastened to add, hoping the threat of discovery would deter him from anything further.

      Slowly lifting his head, Handsome's eyes narrowed, piercing her with their intensity. "Another lover?"

      Abby swallowed hard, the seductive rumble of his deep voice making her heart race and her pussy throb.

      Oh God.

      Lie, lie, lie.

      "No."

      Damn it!

      Handsome studied her for a moment before a satisfied smile stretched across his face. "Good, then they won't mind waiting," he said. Reaching between them, he yanked her skirt out of his way and slid his hand inside her panties. Gently, he pushed two fingers inside her wet and willing flesh, sliding them in and out in slow, measured thrusts. Thumb circling her clit, he spread her moisture around and around but never quite touched the aching nub, never satisfied her growing need, just teased her, made her squirm.

      This is bad. So very, very bad.

      So why does it feel so good?

      Putting her hands on his shoulders, she half-heartedly tried to push him away, the toughened black leather of his motorcycle jacket cold and creaking beneath her hands. She may as well have been pushing on a mountain for all the good it did her. The man didn't move; he just grinned at her, a devilish grin that promised all sorts of wicked delights. The same grin he'd used on her earlier when she'd thrown caution to the wind, taken advantage of his timely arrival and crooked her finger at him in blatant invitation.

      He slid his fingers out of her body, and her pussy clenched around the emptiness he left behind. Abby quivered expectantly as he shifted against her, keeping her pinned against the wall with his body, with his eyes, as he unzipped his pants.

      Oh crap!

      He was going to take her again. And there was nothing she could do to stop him.

      Scratch that, there was plenty she could do to stop him.

      I just don't want to.

      "I enjoy watching your face, pretty nymph," Handsome said. "All those thoughts shooting back and forth. Yes, I am going to fuck you again, but this time it will be purely for my pleasure."

      Before Abby could offer any sort of protest, Handsome wrapped his fist around her panties, pulled them to the side and impaled her on his thick cock, forcing a cry from her lips that heralded her unconditional surrender. A cry that dulled to a lustful groan as he bit her neck and marked her flesh.

      Handsome fucked her with deep, purposeful thrusts while his hot tongue laved the ache his teeth had left in their wake. Abby moaned deep in her throat as her hands scrunched the hard leather that covered his chest, her fingers digging in and holding on as he rode her with ever-increasing force. He caught her mouth in a brutal kiss, punishing her with lips and teeth and tongue until she was positively sobbing, begging for sexual release.

      Wait. Begging?

      No way would she beg.

      Never again.

      But how was she supposed to stop herself from drifting away to the place she'd been before, where there'd been nothing but him and her and the pain and the pleasure?

      So much pleasure.

      Handsome had her wrapped around his little finger, his every touch, every thrust, every kiss perfectly timed to keep her teetering on the edge of the abyss. An abyss she would happily plunge into head first—if it weren't for the fact that he wasn't supposed to be there.

      She had to keep her wits about her this time, couldn't let him take over again. Maybe, if she thought about what he was doing to her, actually analysed his actions, turning them into something cold and clinical instead of hot… and sensual… then maybe….

      Handsome nibbled the shell of her ear.

      Abby bit her lip, stifled a whimper.

      Oh God….

      No. She could do this. She could pull herself back from the brink of total abandon and salvage control over the situation. Yes, of course she could. All she had to do was think about his hips—his thrusting, rhythmic, powerful hips.

      And concentrate on the way he held her, the way his fingers dug into her fleshy thighs, the arrogance of his stance as he pulled her into him, his hard body holding her immobile, captive….

      But then her gaze collided with those stern hazel eyes and she was ensnared, trapped. Bound to him.

      How was she supposed to concentrate when she was being watched by such an unrelenting gaze, determined to unravel her mind just as his measured thrusts were unravelling the final remnants of her control?
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      Wolf slammed inside her one more time, then stopped.

      He knew she was close, had felt her pussy clenching around him, had seen her pupils dilate and the telltale flush begin to rise up her neck, but this was supposed to be a punishment.

      So he stopped.

      The way her face changed from blissful to irate delighted him. His little nymph had spunk. Punishing her was fun. Not that he'd let her know that, so he schooled his features accordingly.

      "Why did you stop?" she demanded, her brow pulling tighter together.

      Loosening his grip on her thighs, Wolf gently stroked her soft skin, savouring her warmth and the way she filled his hands to overflowing. There was just so much of her. He could spend a lifetime worshipping her body.

      But now wasn't the time. "You want me to keep going?" he said, his mouth a firm line, one brow raised.

      "Yes!"

      Wolf smirked at the hint of desperation in her sultry voice. "Beg me."

      Panic lighted her eyes. "What?"

      "Beg me, little nymph. Beg me to fuck you."

      Her panic receded as her eyes narrowed and she struggled against him. "Fuck you!"

      Wolf tightened his grip and she squealed her outrage. A surge of pleasure washed through him at the sight of her face contorting with that magical combination of malice and arousal. His groin tightened beyond the point of discomfort, and it was a test of his self-control to keep his voice even. "Beg me to let you come."

      She shook her head, lips set in a tight line. Stubborn little nymph. He moved a hand to her breast and gently squeezed. "I know you're close. I know if I pinch you like this," he said as he found her nipple and twisted just hard enough to make her gasp, "the pain heightens your pleasure. But the pleasure creates a new pain, doesn't it? The pain of an orgasm that just." Pinch. "Won't." Twist. "Come." Pull.

      Chest heaving with every draw of her breath, she sank her teeth into her bottom lip, tried to contain her whimpering and failed. Her body shivered against him, shook with need, and he kept his voice low and gentle as he continued tormenting her. Releasing her breast, Wolf reached between them and slowly stroked the pad of his thumb around her hard little nub.

      "The unrelenting throb of a clit that just needs a few more seconds of touch. How can you stand it?" he whispered by her ear. "I know what you want. I can give you what you need. Beg me, liebchen. Beg me to let you come and I will give you an orgasm so intense I will ruin you for other men."

      He knew it was a ridiculous boast, but the way she looked at him when he said it was breathtaking. All anger, all panic was replaced with something new. He saw determination and willingness. He saw pain, raw and unrelenting. He saw resolve and it touched his heart. But he couldn't soften now, not when he was so close to getting what he wanted from her, what he needed.

      Her throat bobbed as she swallowed. "Please, let me come," she said through tight lips, eyes lowered.

      "Again."

      She wriggled against him, and the agony of holding still and denying them their pleasure was incalculable. He slapped her thigh hard, forcing them both to concentrate. Her look was one of frustrated irritation, and he was certain his face looked much the same.

      "Please," she ground out between gritted teeth. "Please, let me come."

      "Again," Wolf barked, her obstinate pride testing his patience. Silent tears slid down her cheeks. Shit. "Again," he said more gently.

      Her mouth clamped shut and a little crinkle appeared between her eyebrows, her gaze darting back and forth. She was warring with herself as much as she was with him. As the seconds stretched between them, he considered pulling out, of leaving her in a state of wanting, but then she sagged against him in defeat, a look of utter capitulation washing over her. She met his gaze and whispered, "Please, please won't you let me come? Please. Make me forget other men."

      Her plea didn't just tug at Wolf's vitals, it ripped them clean out.

      Moving in her again, thrusting slowly at first, he circled her clit with his thumb and suckled her neck with an open-mouthed kiss. Her breathing hitched, her shallow gasps the sound of a woman near completion.

      "Please," she whispered again, and he was undone.

      Wolf took her.

      Keeping her poised on the brink of ecstasy, he rode her hard, teased her, fucked her, until his own body demanded satisfaction, until he could hold back no longer.

      "Scream for me, liebchen. When I let you come, you will scream for me." Her eyes were glazed with unrepentant submission, and his chest tightened with a long-forgotten emotion, the thrill of it driving him to thrust harder, faster until her pussy clenched around him. He squeezed her thigh and she bit her lip. "Come. Now." He pinched her clit and she came with such an almighty scream that he followed immediately with his own roar of fulfilment.

      Her pussy continued to clench around his cock even as it softened and he slid from her body. Her cry of protest turned to great sobs of anguish as her legs crumpled beneath her. Wolf lifted her easily and cradled her against his chest, absorbing her distress and her tears.

      "Hush now, little nymph," he cooed as he gently rocked her in his arms. She burrowed her head into the crook of his neck and he chuckled as he held her trembling body tighter, marvelling at the trust that emanated from her, revelling in it.

      It has been too long since I felt this good.

      He smiled, content with the woman in his arms, just as he had been at the creek, and chuckled again as her sobbing eased to little more than a laboured breath. "Oh, you came hard, didn't you? But you're safe now. Punishment is over. I've got you, liebchen. You're safe."
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      Slowly lifting her head from Handsome's shoulder, Abby's pleasure-soaked brain finally sobered enough for his words to fully register.

      Did he just say punishment?

      Punishment for what?

      And what right did he have to punish her for anything, anyway? Suddenly the warmth of his embrace felt like the fires of Hell, a Hell she had no intention of revisiting.

      Needing to get away from him, she shoved on his chest and struck at his face, but Handsome was quick for a man of his size. He dropped her body, caught her wrists and had her pinned against that damned wall again faster than she could blink.

      Lips peeling back from her teeth, she yelled at him. "Let me go!"

      "Hmm… no, I don't think so." His response nonchalant at best, he reminded Abby of someone trying to decide what colour they should paint the wall, not someone forcibly invading her personal space.

      "Get out of my house!"

      Handsome raised an eyebrow and smirked—infuriating man—but made no move to leave. "Don't you think it's about time you told me your name?"

      She gritted her teeth. "Fuck you! That's my name!"

      Handsome's mouth thinned and his eyes narrowed dangerously, the hazel darkening, reflecting his mood. "Now, now, liebchen," he snarled as he tightened his grip on her wrists. "There's no need to be rude."

      Abby knew the tactic well and winced, pain shooting through her wrists, but she refused to be intimidated. "I don't know what you think is going on, mate, but it's time for you to go now."

      He stared her down. "Tell me your name."

      She stared right back. "I don't have to tell you anything."

      "You do if you want your hands back," Handsome said, a sudden grin splitting his face.

      Abby growled in frustration. The man was impossible. Maybe she hadn't been blunt enough. "Look, you arrogant jerk, I had an itch. You helped me scratch it. End of story. Thank you very much. Goodbye!"

      His grin broadened.

      He found her amusing, huh?

      Let's see how amusing he finds my knee in his sack.

      She lifted her leg with malicious intent, but he anticipated the move and pressed his full body weight against her, trapping her legs by spreading them wide. His cock, already hard again, pushed against her lower belly.

      "Your name, little nymph. I won't let you go until I have it."

      Abby glared up at him as she silently debated her options, then gave up, rolled her eyes and groaned loudly, exasperated. "It's Abby, all right? My name is Abby. Now. Leave."

      Handsome let go of her wrists but didn't step away. Instead he slid his warm, callused hands down her arms and around her back, pulling her into his embrace.

      His disconcertingly gentle embrace.

      He brushed his lips against her ear and whispered, "Abby. Oh, liebchen, I'm not going anywhere. Not for a month at least."

      Abby froze and squeezed her eyes shut as realisation dawned. "Oh no. No, no, no. Please tell me you're not him," she said as she opened her eyes and looked up at his grinning face, so very close to her own and oh so very kissable. "You can't be him. Sally said he was old, and you're not old so you can't be him. Oh, please tell me you're not him."

      "I'm him."

      "Oh no," she groaned again, making Handsome—correction, making Wolf Adams, aka Adam Wolfe, international bestselling fantasy fiction writer, her niece's top client, her much anticipated houseguest laugh out loud.

      His laugh quickly simmered to a lazy smile as he gently stroked her cheek with one hand while he slid the other down her back, cupped her bottom and pulled her hard against his leather-clad body, his thigh slipping between her own and rubbing against her still-sensitive core.

      Abby's knees almost buckled, the overwhelming sensation of prolonged pleasure keeping her moving against him. She slid her hands over his chest and knitted her fingers behind his neck, snuggling closer to the man she now knew was far more dangerous than just some crazed stalker intent on fucking her to death, and finding she couldn't bring herself to care.

      Her body hadn't been this sated in years.

      "Did Sally really say I was old?" Wolf said, frowning as he scratched his grizzled chin.

      Abby snorted. "I was told to expect, and I quote, 'a cantankerous old fart with half-moon spectacles and a penchant for missing his deadlines'."

      Wolf harrumphed. "I do not wear half-moon spectacles. They're bifocals, far more manly. And you're not exactly what I was expecting either, you know?"

      "Really?" she said. "I can't wait to hear this."

      "Freakishly tall bohemian fringe-dweller with a great rack. I wasn't really sure what to expect, but I certainly wasn't expecting you."

      She raised one brow. "Sally said I have a great rack?"

      He traced his roughened fingertips along the neckline of her dress, over the swell of her ample breasts. "I might be paraphrasing." His gaze flicked back to hers. "Why does Sally call you Aunty Abby?"

      "Because I'm her father's sister," Abby said, refraining from adding the obvious "duh". Her breathy voice sounded foreign to her ears.

      Brows pulling together, he continued, "But you look barely a day older than her. To be honest, when you answered the door I thought maybe you were Abby's daughter, not Abby herself."

      Abby stiffened as Wolf's spell over her was broken, her arousal doused by a cold wave of reality that left her feeling lost and wary.

      What the hell am I doing?

      She jerked away from him and smoothed her dress down, then looked up at Wolf's warm hazel eyes, eyes that were narrowed in curiosity, and just a little hurt.

      Shit.

      Jaw tightening against the guilt, she straightened her back and stood her ground. "Suffice it to say we have an unusual family. Now move."

      He raised his brow, his face stern again. "I beg your pardon?"

      Abby chose to ignore him, her need to get away from him far outweighing her will to ask his forgiveness for being so rude. And really, what was he going to do, punish her again?

      Death by orgasm?

      "I said move. I have scones in the oven."
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      Wolf's eyelids fluttered and he moaned with pleasure as he bit into the oven-fresh, butter-drenched scone in his hand. He hadn't realised how hungry he was until he saw Abby pull the baking tray from the oven and smelled warm pastry mingling with the scents of jam and cream and freshly brewed tea. But he must have moaned louder than he thought, because she stopped what she was doing and stared at him, confusion writ across her brow.

      "One of the upsides to having a German mum," he explained between mouthfuls. "An ingrained appreciation for all things cake."

      Curiosity replaced her confusion. "And what are the downsides to having a German mum?"

      He patted his waistline. "An ingrained appreciation for all things cake."

      Her mouth twitched, but just when he thought she was about to smile, she shook her head as if shaking herself out of a trance and returned her attention to the task of spooning whipped cream on top of her scone.

      Abby.

      Whipped cream….

      Wolf's brain went to its happy place.

      He bit the inside of his cheek to stem the tide of wicked thoughts flooding his imagination, especially now she looked so prim and proper, sitting across the table from him, pouring tea and offering him food. She seemed very uncomfortable for a woman who less than ten minutes before had been rubbing herself against him, tiny moans of pleasure floating from within her like little clouds of happiness.

      She'd practically purred.

      He watched as she squeezed lemon juice into her tea and wondered what he'd done to bring about this change in mood, or if she was always like this—scorching hot one moment and stone cold the next?

      Wolf didn't like secrets, so whatever she was hiding wouldn't stay hidden for long. He was here for an entire month, and he intended to put that time to good use.

      Starting now.

      Waiting until she was sipping her tea, he said, "Tell me, did you enjoy being fucked against a wall?"

      Her little splutter was highly enjoyable, as was watching her prim façade slip away as she hurriedly swiped at the droplets of tea that clung to her lips with the back of her hand in a very unladylike fashion.

      She frowned as she set down the fine china, staring at it intently as she traced her fingertip around the rim of the cup. "If I'd known who you were, I would never have⁠—"

      "Offered yourself up for my use? Submitted to my will? Come over and over again, screaming like a banshee?"

      When she raised her eyes, they shot daggers at him. "I'm so glad I amuse you."

      Ignoring her damning expression and derisive tone, he continued, "Why did you offer yourself? If you don't mind me asking."

      "I told you why. I had an itch."

      "Ah, yes. The infamous itch." Guessing there was more to it than that, he cocked one brow. "And?"

      She squirmed in her seat and her eyes darted away from his. "And… I didn't think I'd ever see you again."

      Something tightened in Wolf's gut, the knowledge that she'd used him for her own means more irritating than it should have been. He clenched his jaw as his thoughts darkened. Was she a nymph or a siren? At least she had the good grace to be embarrassed by her behaviour. Unlike someone else he knew.

      "And do you get these itches often?"

      Her eyes snapped back to his, her ire firmly in place once more. "No. I don't. So don't expect what happened today to happen again."

      His fear assuaged by her affronted tone, Wolf leaned back in the kitchen chair and stretched his long legs under the table, purposefully brushing them against Abby's bare ones. His lips turned up at the corners, a feeling of satisfaction replacing his annoyance when he saw her eyes soften and her cheeks heat at his touch, small gesture that it was.

      "That's a shame. I quite enjoyed myself. Well, except for waking up alone. Although I have to admit, you took your punishment well, and I enjoyed that, too."

      She frowned. "Are you saying you punished me because I left you alone by the creek?"

      "You promised you'd stay in my arms," he admonished as he reached for another scone.

      "Not all day. And as punishments go, having an orgasm was hardly an ordeal."

      Wolf's smile broadened. "An orgasm you were made to beg for. Tell me, Abby, did you enjoy begging?" Her lips pursed and her eyes narrowed. "I'll take that as a no. Now, why don't you tell me why such an obviously submissive woman fights so hard against her submissive nature?"

      Instead of answering his question, Abby rose to her feet and pushed in her chair, her face blank and her eyes hard. "If you're done eating, I'll show you to your room."

      Wolf sighed quietly and rose also. "You can't avoid the question forever, liebchen."

      She threw him a look that said, "Watch me".

      Poor little nymph.

      She had no idea who she was up against.
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      Wolf Adams was a colossal pain in the arse.

      He thought he was so superior with his big words and his designer horn-rimmed glasses and his smug face with that sinful smile that tempted her to misbehave every single time she walked past him—but he was nothing more than an arrogant know-it-all.

      The man had only been in her house for half a day and he was already driving her mad.

      After they'd eaten, Abby had shown him where he could sleep and work and then left him to his own devices, which apparently involved staring out the window while drumming his long, lean fingers on the desk.

      Fingers that had done things to her.

      Wicked things.

      Wonderful things.

      But he hadn't typed a single word.

      And when he wasn't staring out the window and tapping his fingers on the desk, he was watching her. Do. Everything. It was unsettling to say the least, which was probably why he was doing it.

      Annoying man.

      His penetrating hazel stare scrutinised her every move as though she were his opponent in some damned chess game, that detestable grin playing around the corners of his sensuous mouth, taunting her with decadent memories of what those lips had done to her, how they'd teased her, tasted her, made her erupt in wild abandon.

      Finally, she decided to leave the house. It was cowardly, she knew, but the alternative was unthinkable. To give in to her urges, to submit to him, to strip naked before him, kneel at his feet with her head hung low and beg him to use her as he wished would be to admit defeat.

      To admit her weakness.

      And anyway, after the cold shoulder she'd given him earlier, she wasn't sure submitting to him again was such a good idea. Goodness only knew how he'd punish her for her insolence this time, but she doubted it would be as pleasurable as his last reprimand. Wolf didn't strike her as the lenient sort.

      And doesn't that thought just make your body tingle with excitement?

      No. She needed to resist him. She needed to stay in control and ignore her baser impulses.

      No matter how tempting they were.

      Abby wasn't in the habit of repeating her mistakes⁠—

      Her chest tightened against the thought that what she'd enjoyed with Wolf had been a mistake. How could she possibly think what they'd shared was wrong? It had been erotic, sensual, beautiful….

      Dangerous.

      And it couldn't happen again.

      Standing by the back door, she stomped her feet into her work boots, her lips pressed together in a thin line of irritation, Wolf's infuriatingly charming chuckle and her own determination propelling her through the doorway into the garden beyond.

      Smug bastard.

      Her reprieve was short lived. No sooner had she opened the forge doors than she heard her best friend's Jeep rattle to a halt on the road out front. With a heavy sigh she forced herself to go back to the house.

      Once inside, Abby leaned against the doorframe and watched the spectacle unfolding before her. "This should be interesting," she muttered to herself.

      Wolf Adams, respected wordsmith, going head-to-head with her best friend, Jane Melville, a woman renowned throughout these parts to be missing the filter between her brain and her mouth.

      What she had not expected was to find her friend flirting with Wolf, or anticipated the visceral jealousy twisting her gut as her friend's fingers walked up his chest and tangled in the neckline of his T-shirt. The twisting eased a little when Wolf wrapped his large hand around Jane's smaller one and removed it from his clothing.

      Stepping forwards, Abby revealed her presence, folding her arms over her chest.

      Wolf saw her first, one corner of his mouth edging up in that wicked grin of his. "Speak of the devil. Why don't you ask her yourself?"

      "Ask me what?" she said.

      Jane spun to face her, her cheeks slightly flushed, though from embarrassment or arousal it was difficult to tell.

      She recovered quickly. "How the sex was with Mr Tall, Dark, and Fuckable here," Jane said, thumbing over her shoulder at Wolf.

      Abby raised a brow. "And you're basing that assumption on…?"

      "Well, that is what he's here for, isn't it?"

      "Is it?" Wolf stared over the top of Jane's head, those deep hazel eyes sparkling with amusement.

      She answered through gritted teeth. "No, it isn't."

      Jane's eyes widened hopefully. "Really? In that case, can I have him?"

      "No."

      Jane pouted. "Why not?"

      "Yeah. Why not?" Wolf said, obviously enjoying the attention.

      Abby suppressed a growl of irritation, then focused on her pain-in-the-arse friend. "One, you're engaged to be married," she said, feeling a modicum of smugness when Wolf's grin disappeared and his eyes narrowed on the back of Jane's head. "And two, he's not who you think he is."

      "I'm not?" Wolf said, shifting his piercing gaze back to her.

      "No, you're not." She sighed heavily. "Why didn't you tell her who you are? Or was one anonymous encounter not enough for you today?"

      Wolf's grin returned. "It was more than once, liebchen. And I thought anonymity was the name of the game around these parts."

      Jane looked from Abby to Wolf, her brow scrunched in a deep frown. "I'm confused."

      Abby sighed again. "Jane, meet Adam Wolfe. Adam, Jane Melville."

      "Adam Wolfe?" said Jane, eyeing him dubiously.

      "Yes."

      "The author?"

      "Yes."

      "So… you're not an escort, then?"

      Unbiddable heat flooded Abby's body, flushing her cheeks, yet she felt chilled to the bone. She shivered and her eyelids fluttered closed as she sucked in a steadying breath. To say Jane's blunt, albeit not unexpected question left her mortified was an understatement, and if ever she'd wished to be invisible, it was right then. She could only imagine what Wolf was thinking as his eyebrows arched into his hairline.

      "Escort?" he said, his grin broadening with every second that ticked by. "No, definitely not an escort."

      "But you did have sex with her, didn't you?" Jane persisted. "Please tell me you had sex with her, because if anyone needs to get laid, it's Abby."

      "Jane!"

      Jane shrugged. "What? It's true. And—oh!" she gasped, her eyes wide. "This is perfect. Him not being an escort is perfect. That means he's staying. That means he can be your date," she said as she grabbed Abby's hands and jumped up and down like an overexcited toddler.

      "No, he can't." Abby shot a pleading glance at Wolf, silently begging him to help her put an end to Jane's idiotic plans, but all he did was fold his strong arms over his expansive chest and continue grinning.

      "Of course I can," he said with a shrug. "Your date to what?"

      Jane practically squealed as she spun around to stare up at him. "Only the two biggest social events of the year!"

      "They're not that big a deal," Abby grumbled, her jaw tight.

      "Not a big deal?" Jane shot her a hurt look as she choked out the words. "I'm going to pretend you didn't say that. The town's one hundredth anniversary and, more importantly, my engagement party are a big deal."

      "Can we discuss this later, please?"

      "No, we'll discuss it now," Jane insisted. "Or are you still pissy because I'm making you wear a dress?"

      "I'd like to see you wear a dress," Wolf chimed in, his dark gaze sliding over her in a way that made her body flush with a different kind of heat. Her nipples pebbled under her T-shirt and she knew exactly why he wanted her to wear a dress. She folded her arms across her chest.

      Not. Happening.

      Abby rubbed at her temples and scowled at them both. It was bad enough she and Jane were arguing this topic for the umpteenth time, but to do so in front of Wolf was bloody embarrassing, and the fact that Jane had somehow garnered his support against her was utterly infuriating. Not only was this man never having sex with her again, at this rate he'd be lucky not to have his laptop smashed over his disgustingly handsome head.

      "I'm not wearing a dress because I'm not going, and if I'm not going I certainly won't need a date."

      "You are going, you will wear a dress, and that's final. Besides," Jane added, her eyes narrowing, "if you don't show up, he'll gloat, and you know how much I hate it when he gloats."
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      "When who gloats?"

      Wolf winced at the force behind his words. Was that jealousy darkening his voice? He clenched his jaw and scrubbed a hand down his face to hide his indiscretion, but when he glanced back at Abby, she was staring at him, her scowl softened to a slight frown, her eyes questioning.

      "My brother," Jane said, her elven-like features twisting with disgust. "Abby's husband."

      Wolf's hands tightened into fists. Yep, jealousy. And something darker. "Husband?"

      "Ex-husband," Abby corrected.

      Wolf popped his jaw and stifled a snort. His intense reaction was illogical at best, but it forced him to acknowledge, if only to himself, he'd known Abigail Bennett for half a day and she already had him tied up in knots.

      He allowed himself to study her, half-listening as her friend prattled on and on in her unveiled attempts to bully her into doing what she wanted. Abby's body was stiff as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, the movement less mesmerising than it was defensive. Fists clenched by her side, her pretty face flickered between hurt and rage, and her eyes shimmered with unshed tears.

      It was obvious—to him, at least—she did not want to see her ex, apparently even if it meant missing her best friend's engagement party.

      Why?

      And what the hell was all that talk about an escort?

      This odd little place was becoming more and more interesting as the day wore on. And his desire for answers to his mounting pile of questions was multiplying exponentially.

      "… and what about⁠—"

      "Jane, I'm sorry," Wolf interrupted, his need to protect Abby overriding his curiosity, "but it's been a really long day for me and I'm very tired. Is it possible for you to finish this discussion another day?" Jane stopped in her tracks and gaped at him, as though being interrupted had never happened to her before. Gently taking her arm, he guided her towards the front door. "I'm sure you understand," he said, his voice deepening with authority.

      "Well, uh… yes. Of course. But listen, Abby, this discussion is far from over," she had to call over her shoulder as he led her away. "I'm still taking you shopping on Friday. For a dress." Then to Wolf she said, "I really thought you'd be older."

      Wolf harrumphed and shut the door in her face, then returned to the living room. He caught a glimpse of Abby through the window, stalking off towards the same building as before, her long legs eating the distance quickly, but instead of leaving her alone to stew in her emotions, he followed her.

      As he neared the sandstone building, one of the large wooden doors flew open, almost knocking him on his arse. Grabbing the door to steady himself, he stumbled again as Abby walked smack into his chest.

      "Whoa! Are you all right?" he said, locking his hands around her arms and keeping them both upright.

      She ducked her head, but not before he saw she'd been crying. "I'm fine."

      "No, you're not."

      Sniffing loudly, she raised her head, confirming his suspicion. Her eyes were rimmed with red. "What do you want?" she said, then pursed her lips and lifted her chin as though readying herself for the next fight.

      Stubborn little nymph.

      He wanted to lift his hand and wipe away the errant tears drying on her cheek, but her stiff posture and narrowed eyes made him try a different approach. He arched a brow. "So, Jane seems like a handful. Is she always like that?"

      Her lips twitched with the beginnings of a smile, then flattened. "Pretty much."

      Stroking his thumbs against the soft flesh of her upper arms, he said, "Do you want to talk about what happened in there?"

      She looked away again. "Not really."

      Wolf relaxed his grip and took a step back, giving her the space her short answers and stilted body language told him she needed. "You mean not with me." Head snapping forwards again, Abby opened her mouth to respond, but Wolf threw up his hands in surrender and cut her off. "It's okay. You don't have to tell me if you don't want to. I was just thinking that if you wanted to talk, sometimes it's easier to talk to a stranger." Abby shot him a quizzical look but said nothing. He took the hint. "You know where to find me when you're ready," he said, then turned back to the house.

      He only took two steps before she spoke up.

      "Wolf?"

      "Hmm?"

      "What if… I want more than talking?"

      Wolf's pulse hitched up a notch—or ten—at the very thought of Abby wanting more from him, and he had to bite back a smile before turning to face her. "You're not in the right frame of mind for more right now."

      "I know, but… what if I was?"

      Wolf took a deep breath and let it out slowly, calming his urge to toss this woman over his shoulder caveman-style and have his wicked way with her. No way was it going to be that easy. Not again. Not after her declaration at lunch.

      "What are you suggesting, Abby?"

      "I don't really know," she said with a slight frown before hurrying on, "But I do know that Jane is my best friend, and I know her brother is an arsehole, and I know having sex with you gave me the confidence boost I needed to face him again. You know, before I found out who you really are and my clever plan was shot to hell."

      "Okay."

      Wolf felt like he'd stepped out of reality for a moment. He was sure Abby thought she was making perfect sense, but he had no idea what the hell she was talking about. Except for the feeling of pride that was currently swelling his chest.

      And possibly his head.

      Just a bit.

      Sex with me gave her confidence.

      Tamping down his ego, he put his focus back on Abby who was staring up at him, those lovely dark eyes wide with expectation. But what exactly was she expecting?

      "I think you and I need to have that talk now." And he knew just what he wanted to talk about. "Tell me about the escort."
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