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Chapter One

 

Neesia glanced back and rolled her eyes up to the rain-clouded sky with a groan. Pinning her younger sisters with a hard glare, she growled right into their minds. They were obviously more occupied with their trip to New York tomorrow rather than the possibility of getting their asses pounded in a fight tonight.

Kotara, Koreas, pay attention. Get your heads into this hunt or I’ll skin your backsides when we get back to the house!

Sorry, Neesia, they demurred, their words as identical as their looks. Eyes downcast and unmistakably sheepish, the two youngest Pryde twins quietly caught up with their oldest sister.

Hey, Niah called, I’ve got his scent.

Stay put. We’re on the way. Neesia moved swiftly toward the rolling hill a half-mile from where she and the younglings hid in the brush. Without a word, Kotara and Koreas trailed along, headed toward Niah who was out scouting ahead.

Niah motioned to the spot where the old, almost gagging scent was strongest. The scent is strange. I’ve never smelled anything like it.

Kotara eased forward, eyeing the grass cautiously. There was no blood, but something had definitely been here. Dipping her head, she took a whiff and jerked her head back in disgust. Definitely an animal, but what kind, I have no idea. Whatever it is, it’s rank. It reminds me of rabid Were.

And, Niah added, the scent came from the Clarks’ ranch onto ours, then trails off to the east.

What the hell? Neesia cocked her head in question.

Yeah, my thoughts exactly, grumbled Niah.

This mystery got stranger by the day. Mutilated buffalo carcasses on Pryde lands? And someone or something brought the damned things onto their land, half eaten, and left them to rot. This one was a mass of stinking, slimy gore, partially hidden under a thick bush that did nothing to keep it out of the early spring rains.

Neesia looked toward her sister, still stalking silently through the high brush. Ears pricked forward, a low growl emanated from her chest. Niah’s edginess was almost tangible. Nervous energy coursed through their twin bond. If Niah was rattled, that was really saying something. The woman was all logic and reasoning. If it couldn’t be parsed or dissected on her computer, it didn’t exist and was easily dismissed. But there was no mistaking the flash of concern pulsing through their psychic connection. Niah was worried.

A setup, Niah?

It’s beginning to look that way, sis.

Neesia sent comforting thoughts along the special bond shared with her twin and spoke privately to her. Don’t worry, Niah. It’ll be all right. Let’s just do what we do best. Hunt. The two sisters peered into each other’s amber eyes with silent agreement.

Okay, ladies, Neesia called to all her siblings, let’s catch this bastard so we can get on with more important things.

Together, their locations strategically chosen, four African lionesses stalked out into the Wyoming brush.

* * * * *

Damn. Just when he thought he was actually going to get a vacation, the emergency beacon on his secure cell phone lit up. What now? He’d just closed his last case, was packed and ready to head to the coast for some well-earned relaxation. Well, if the little red light was any indication, he wasn’t headed anywhere anytime soon.

“DiCaplis!”

Damn, his captain had signaled only moments ago. For her to make it down six floors and to his desk so quickly meant trouble. And lots of it.

“Yeah, Cap,” Jason replied, packing equipment into his gear bag. Laptop, secure wireless network cards, extra USB storage, mini video cams…

“I want you in my office in ten minutes. Better yet, come with me right now. Leave the rest of your packing for later.”

Boy, was she in a foul mood. Standing at five-foot-nothing, her long black hair pulled back into a severe knot emphasized the blaze in her deep gray eyes. The woman was a formidable shifter, a good leader, and all of her agents respected her. Without a word, he followed behind her small frame, holding his questions. Once behind her soundproof office doors, the briefing began.

“Cap, what’s going on? I’m scheduled for vacation starting in, uh,” he looked down at his watch, “about five minutes from now. What’s with the emergency beacon?”

“I know, DiCaplis, but this is urgent and it can’t wait. When we’re done talking, go home, pack fast and sleep faster. You’re to be at this address at five o’clock tomorrow morning, ready to work.”

Jason took the little piece of paper from Captain Johns. His eyes narrowed with a tilt of his head. What the hell?

“Cap, this is the private airstrip where all the bigwigs keep their private jets. What the hell am I supposed to do there?”

“I’ll answer your questions after the briefing. Now sit your ass down and don’t say a word. Don’t breathe until I’m done.”

He snapped his mouth shut with a glare. But he sat.

“Look at these pictures and tell me what you think,” Captain Johns said, switching off the light. A large screen lowered silently from the ceiling and was immediately filled with the most gruesome, sadistic pictures Jason had ever seen. Clamping his lips together, he bit the inside of his cheek and fought the urge to blow chunks.

“Well?” Johns pushed, lips sternly set and eyes lit with anger. Jason took a deep breath and applied his skills at deduction and observation to the photos on the screen.

“Buffalo, slaughtered by a large animal. First guess would be a mountain lion, but the claw marks are too deep, meaning the wounds were caused by something larger. The bite marks are typical of a larger cat, a fully grown lion perhaps.” Or a Were. But there was no way in hell he would say so. Not without proof.

“Not bad, DiCaplis. The carcass was found on the lands belonging to Pryde Ranch, but the buffalo is from a neighboring spread. It was hidden, but not well enough to keep from being spotted.”

“Who found the carcass?”

“Actually, this is the third. The first two animals were reported lost by the owners, neighbors of the Prydes. The local sheriff found them. The Prydes found the third, but didn’t report it to local law enforcement. We found out anyway. We think it’s a rogue.”

“You really think a shifter or a Were is responsible? Can we be sure it wasn’t these Pryde people?”

“The Prydes are two sisters who own a seventy-thousand acre spread in Wyoming. In addition to running a huge estate, they’re professionals in their chosen fields of science and technology. They’re also bounty hunters.”

Jason’s eyebrows rose at that little piece of information. “Bounty hunters?”

“Yes, DiCaplis, bounty hunters. For us.”

“What?” Jason exploded out of his chair and paced furiously in front of his superior. “We’ve stooped to using humans?” he thundered. How dare they endanger the very people they were supposed to protect! Humans shouldn’t have a clue about the existence of shifters and Weres. The Shifter and Weres Armed Tactics, S.W.A.T.’s, sole purpose was to protect humans from rogues, and protect themselves from discovery.

“Sit. Down. DiCaplis.” When he didn’t immediately comply, the sparkle and flash in her silver eyes that warned of an impending shift made him sit. After all, the captain was no punk bitch.

“Look, DiCaplis, you’re the best agent we have. You also have the highest clearance. No one, and I mean no one, is to know the Prydes work for us from time to time. And the Prydes are not to know you work with us at all. Understood?”

At his stiff nod, she held out two black-and-white photos. He practically snatched them from her fingers and froze.

“The first picture is the young lady you’ll meet tomorrow. Her name is Neesia Pryde. Twenty-nine years old. Five-foot-eleven. A hundred eighty-five pounds of lethal genius. The technical brain of the two.”

A soft whistle left Jason’s lips. Wow, what a beauty! Eyes riveted to the small picture, he almost missed the rest of the briefing.

“Neesia is the oldest. Degree in business management and a Master’s in marketing. She runs the ranch and does most of her technical consulting from there. The second picture is her younger sister, Kotara, a veterinary scientist and biochemist. She engineered the cure for FIV, a disease similar to HIV but only affects felines and is usually fatal to domestic cats. Right now, she’s out of town at a biotech conference in New York.”

“So, what do you think this means, Cap?” Jason asked tightly, turning away from the gore in front of him. He’d never seen anything so disgusting.

“What I think, Agent DiCaplis, is you’re going to Pryde Ranch and find the rogue that did this.”

After the briefing, Jason DiCaplis walked out of S.W.A.T. headquarters shaking his head over this turn of events. Instead of a relaxing vacation, he was walking into the possibility of losing his head on a Were hunt. If he didn’t love his job so much, he would have almost been disappointed.

Chapter Two

 

The land below took Jason’s breath away as the pilot pointed out the beginning of Pryde lands. When the jet landed, he had yet to see the boundary marking the end. He’d never seen such beautifully wide-open spaces. The place seemed to go on forever. The land was green with trees, plenty of scrub and grasses that swayed with the wind. The Medicine Bow River wound its way through the property and sparkled under the morning sun as if it the fast-running waters were full of diamonds.

The second they touched down on the private airstrip, he popped the hatch and found a set of jetway stairs already rolling toward the opening.

At the bottom of those stairs stood a goddess.

“Hi, I’m Neesia Pryde. Thanks for bringing this equipment on such short notice.”

The woman’s voice flowed over him like rich chocolate. The sweet confection was obviously named after her beautiful cinnamon skin, which was clearly visible, compliments of a formfitting white tank top. She was dark, velvety and surely delicious. The thought of tasting her made Jason’s tongue dance around in his mouth until he snapped it closed. Lips, full and ripe, had him swallowing hard. And the golden hue of her eyes was simply arresting, like little orbs of the purest honey. The woman was, in a word, fine as hell. Well, that was three words, but it summed her up pretty well.

But judging from Neesia Pryde’s strong and fit physique, she’d probably deck him if he stepped up and started licking the side of her neck. With a mental shake, he reminded himself that he was here to do a job.

“Mr. DiCaplis, right?” she asked, probably wondering if he was some kind of dimwit, staring at her for at least thirty seconds without a word.

“Uh, yes, hi. Sorry, I’m not usually up at dawn and I’m a bit slow this morning,” he said with a bright smile. He extended his hand, noticing her strength as she firmly pumped it up and down. It had been a long time since he’d been with a woman. Most of the ones he came across were simpering annoyances. But Neesia seemed far from being such a woman. Damn, he would love to get to know her. And since he wasn’t investigating Neesia, there was nothing unethical about tempting the temptress, right?

By the way, had the gods invented blue jeans? Hers fit like a dream. The light blue fabric accentuated a trim waist and a firm, wide ass tapering down to endless legs. Damn, had he ever seen such a nice ass? Physically restraining himself, he practically shook with the urge to reach out and touch. Her rich, sinful voice snapped him out of his musings.

“Broglio here will help you unload the crates,” she said, motioning to an older, salt-and-pepper-haired man sitting on a small forklift. She held out her hand and jangled something on the end of her long fingers. He looked down at her hand and gulped.

Snap out of it, idiot. Hell, he was practically slobbering on himself, imagining the feel of those fingers. Mentally slapping himself in the back of the neck, he focused on her words and tried not to look at the yummy lips speaking them. If he kept this up, he’d blow his cover. Among other things.

“Here are the keys to the jeep over there,” she said, nodding her head toward a sporty-looking four-wheeler parked off to the side. “Just tell Broglio which crates you want brought up to the house and he’ll help you get them into the jeep. There’s plenty of storage space, but you don’t have to take it all up right now. Load whatever you don’t immediately need on the flatbed over there and bring it up to the house later. All right with you?”

“Sure, thanks.” She turned to walk away and his mind scrambled for something to say, anything to keep her from leaving. What the hell was wrong with him? Certainly he couldn’t be this hard up for a woman? Hell, who was he fooling? This was a terrible time for his cock to remind him how horny he was.

“Oh, I forgot,” she said as she stopped and turned to pin him with her light, tawny stare. Jason’s heart practically beat out of his chest. “All the wiring and setup for the new surveillance system is going to take a couple of weeks. We told your employer it would be best if you stayed here. Just follow Broglio back to the main house and we’ll get you settled, all right?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure. Thanks,” Jason mumbled, sounding like some goofy schoolboy as he dragged his eyes away from her smile. And those lips. Tempting was such an inadequate word.

“We’ll start tomorrow with the grounds around the house, then move out onto the ranch. A schematic is in the jeep for you to study.”

Waving at the captain who’d come out of the cockpit to help unload the cargo, she called out as she headed back to her own vehicle.

“Thanks for flying on such short notice, Harry! Come up to the house and get a bite to eat before you take off!”

The pilot grinned like a loon and bounded down the stairs. “Come on, boys, let’s put our backs into it.”

But Jason knew the man’s eagerness to get the unloading done had more to do with Neesia’s invitation to visit the house rather than a desire to get back in the air.

He couldn’t blame the man one bit.

* * * * *

Broglio had been good company and a fountain of information. In fabulous shape at fifty years old, he’d known the Prydes since the girls were children. Jason put his subtle interrogation skills to work and learned quite a bit about the family. Originally from East Africa, Neesia’s parents had been killed as innocent bystanders during an uprising in a neighboring village. Neesia and her sister were brought to the States as toddlers and brought up by their grandmother. Working together, the two had earned a sizeable fortune for themselves. Good, solid educations, innovative ideas and hard work had paid off big time. The huge estate he’d spent part of the day wandering around was proof of that.

Late that afternoon, they finally made it up to the house, which turned out to be more of a mansion-sized rustic lodge. They parked the jeep in the eight-car garage, and Broglio showed him up to his room, then back downstairs for dinner.

When they passed the empty formal dining area, Jason stopped to admire the room. The design was elegant and tasteful. One entire wall was made up of screened windows that allowed the orange glow of the setting sun to fill the room. A lacquered white pine table for eight sat in the center, with little cushioned benches off to the side against the opposite wall.

“This way,” Broglio said. “Unless the whole family is here, we usually eat in the kitchen. If you can call it that.”

Whole family? Jason pondered the man’s words until they walked into an all white and stainless steel room almost as big as his whole apartment. This was a kitchen? It looked more like chef heaven.

“Neesia loves to cook. She’s the head of the family and makes sure everyone is well fed,” Broglio said with a proud smile.

Hmm? Strange way to describe a family with only two women in it. Too hungry to pursue the issue, Jason followed the older man past the stove, several industrial-sized refrigerator-freezers, a tile-topped gourmet block large enough to butcher a whole cow, and over to a big bay window.

On top of a quaint country-style table sat a feast presented so nicely, he almost hated to eat it.

There were bowls of steaming white rice, a platter of grilled tilapia fish with a light sweet sauce, a big bowl of fresh greens sprinkled with a light ginger vinaigrette, and a small crock of some kind of clear soup.

Famished, his stomach was immensely grateful as he practically inhaled the meal. With every bite of the delicious Japanese-style fare, he imagined Neesia’s exotically beautiful face and her lithe but bountiful body laid out in front of him. During dessert, Jason wondered if she was as succulently sweet as the light lemon cake covered with lemon curd and fresh strawberries she’d so thoughtfully left for them.

His lust was beyond misplaced, but his cock didn’t care. Here to solve the mystery of possible rogue Were attacks, the more he thought on how nicely her full breasts filled out the tank top she’d been wearing earlier, the more his blood pounded in his ears. He had to see her.

“Broglio, where do you think Ms. Pryde is? Does she always skip dinner?”

“No, the family eats early. Ms. Neesia usually relaxes in the library before she heads up to bed,” the older man answered, a knowing, protective look in his eye.

“Which way is the library?” Jason asked, his expression bland as he gathered his dishes and headed to the sink.

Moments later, he walked into a huge, cozy room practically filled to the ceiling with books. He didn’t see a single one. Instead, he zeroed in on his target. Neesia.

* * * * *

Good lord above! Every techno-weenie she’d ever met, with the exception of her twin, was a total nerd. But Jason was a hunk and a half with a sexy voice and even sexier body. And so tall! Would she have to get up on her tiptoes to wrap her arms around his neck? Whoa, where’d that come from? She wasn’t supposed to wrap anything around him. The man was here to do a job. And she was supposed to help him? Not good.

“Look, Niah,” she hissed into the phone. “If I pretend to be you for more than ten minutes, I’ll blow it. You know how important this is. You were supposed to be back yesterday, damn it. You knew this shipment was coming in.”

God, she was a wreck. Always able to play a cool and logical Niah, but not this time. Something about this Jason person had her usually level head giddy and nervous all at once.

“Neesia, will you take a second to breathe? It’s not my fault the fugitive gave me a hard time.”

“But it’s all wrapped up, right?” Neesia asked anxiously, hating when any of her sisters went after a bounty alone.

“Yep, wrapped up and tied with a bow. He’s in S.W.A.T. custody.”

“Good, now hurry up and get here so you can help Jason. He was told we’d help get all the surveillance equipment up and running. Won’t he think it’s odd when I can’t tell one damned wire from another?”

“Oh, relax, will you? I’m on my way. Is something else going on? It’s not like you to be so wound up, Necie.”

“No, everything is fine. And no other carcasses have turned up. Let’s hope it stays that way.”

“Good. So the equipment guy’s name is Jason? What does he look like?”

How was Neesia supposed to answer the question? How about handsome beyond words with dark, golden hair, hazel eyes, the wide-chested body of a god, and a tight ass?

Instead she said flatly, “He’s tall, about six-foot-six, brown hair, hazel eyes. Why?”

“Since you and I can’t be seen together, I’ll be meeting him by myself when I get home. It wouldn’t do for me not to know him since you two have met,” Niah said around a yawn.

Thank goodness one of them had some sense right now.

“Look, Necie, I’ve gotta run. Harry just got here to fly me home. I’ll be in sometime tonight. Don’t wait up, all right?”

“Fine, just hurry up,” Neesia ground out and quickly hung up the phone as her keen ears picked up footsteps crossing the hardwood floor in the hallway. Seconds later Jason strode into the library.

She looked up from her reclined position on one of several plush loveseats and painted on a thin smile. Her tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth. The man was all buffed perfection, and eyeing her like a piece of candy. Oh lord, she should really make a run for it! Damn it! Too late.

“Hi, Jason. Find everything all right?”

“Definitely.”

Hold the door! Was he stalking her? In nothing but the tight tee shirt and jeans he’d worn off the plane, she could see every movement of muscle. He looked like a predator if she’d ever seen one.

Placing her book on the coffee table, she sat up and tried to appear calm. “How was dinner? Everything okay?”

“More than okay. It was all…quite delicious.”

The determined look in his twinkling eyes made her insides quiver. A parched throat kept a reply from leaving her mouth as she tried to figure out what to do with her hands. What the hell was wrong with her? Where was the tough, down to earth and down to business, Neesia?

Garnering her strength, she commanded her stomach to stop flopping all over the place. Just as she swung her feet to the floor to get the hell out of there, her way was blocked by the devastatingly handsome, tawny-haired man. His expression brought to mind something she’d seen on the Discovery Channel about hunters and prey.

“Jason, I-I, uh.” Now this was new. Neesia at a loss for words? The world must be ending any minute now.

“Neesia, there’s something I need,” his voice was deep, stirring.

“What’s that?” she said on an unsteady breath.

The next thing she knew the man was on his knees in front of the loveseat, kissing her like an old lover who’d been away too long. Raising her hands to push him away, her fingers sent a message to her brain that the firm set of shoulders under her hands felt good. The play of solid muscle as he wrapped her securely in his arms and leaned her back against the cushions was even better.

His lips were firm, his kiss gentle yet hungry. And he tasted like berries and cream. She closed her eyes, took in the feel of his delicious mouth moving over hers, and reveled in the blaze of hot ice his touch created in the hollow of her womb. Decadent and devastating all at once, taking everything she had, then reaching inside her soul for more.

He moaned into her mouth, obviously enjoying the contact as much as she. But when he broke it off so his hot lips could travel along her jaw and nip at the sensitive skin just below her ear, Neesia’s world spun as her womb clenched wildly.

Oh, god, it was too much. But why? There was no way she could be this far gone over someone she’d just met. Unless she decided to become a liar, there was no denying the strong attraction between them. But she could—no, must—deny the sudden need.

Gently, but with firm resolve…oh who the hell was she kidding? Her resolve wasn’t any firmer than week-old pudding, but she managed to push against his oh-so-nicely built chest to get his attention.

“What?” he asked, somewhat dazed.

“Jason.” Breathless? Since when did she do breathless? “I think I’ll go up to bed now. Alone.” He backed off and gave her some room.

“What’s wrong?”

“I don’t usually get intimate with men I don’t know. It’s just not something I do. I’m sorry.”

“Well, precious, I’m very interested in getting to know you.” He brushed his lips across hers again, this time gently, as if he wanted to ease her. A single finger stroked just underneath her jaw, teasing the area near her ear. “I’m going to take a shower and catch up on some work. I’ll be back down in about an hour. Maybe we can talk?”

She didn’t trust her voice to answer. First off, she had no idea what to say. Second, even if she did, the zing his touch produced from playing near her ear destroyed her ability to think. The moment his head dipped for another kiss, Neesia scrambled from the loveseat and practically ran out of the room.

She couldn’t afford to get mixed up with a man right now. Especially a man like Jason—too virile, too male, too much! The man wore no façade, was as real as the day was long, and completely honest about wanting her.

And this strange zing between them was just…what?

It didn’t matter. She was the oldest female of her family and responsible for her siblings. It was up to her to protect her sisters. She couldn’t afford to have anyone uncover their secrets. Besides, what kind of example would she be if she went around humping every beautiful, towheaded hunk that came out to their property? Especially in the middle of trying to figure out who was setting them up for killing off the neighboring herds.

So no matter how much he filled her thoughts and made her body ache and hum, the pride came first. Well, a cold shower first, then the pride.

Chapter Three

 

It was so good to be home. Niah had been positively relieved when Harry, after one of Neesia’s home-cooked meals, of course, had flown directly to Las Vegas, picked her up, and brought her home. The flight was, thankfully, uneventful after such a long day spent chasing down a nasty rogue Were for S.W.A.T.

From their teens, all four Prydes had been trained in military tactics at the express request of their grandmother. She’d been careful when risking their exposure to S.W.A.T., making sure only two of them were seen at any given time, and only by those responsible for the most covert activities. So far, it had been a decent trade-off. The fact that S.W.A.T. kept their very existence a secret, even within their own organization, allowed them to live as normal “humans”. In exchange, the Prydes took down some of the most lethal and dangerous outlaws in the shifter and Were communities.

Niah sighed and slipped further under the water in the deep tub, and winced at the burning sting of the hot scented water over her skin. Lord, she was tired. Glad the hunt was over, now she could do something she enjoyed—installing the new surveillance equipment around the property. Hopefully it would help catch the bastard who had it out for them, or at least let them get a good look at it, whatever it was.

After a delicious soak, she dunked her head beneath the suds and washed it clean, loving the squeaky-clean feel after the sweat and dirt were washed away.

This hunt had been particularly nasty. She’d chased that damn Were across California and up through the Sierra Nevada mountains, dodging humans and shifters alike. The whole episode reminded her of a song they used to sing as children, “Over Hill, Over Dale”, and something about dusty trails as Niah kept rolling along.

Finally pinning him down near Las Vegas, she’d pulled her favorite weapon, one she’d designed herself—a gas-compressed projectile weapon that fired tranquilizer rounds from an electronic crossbow. Once the Were was secured, she called in the coordinates for S.W.A.T. to pick him up, erased all traces of her presence and disappeared into Sin City. When Harry called her private number and informed her he was at the airport, she’d never been so happy at Neesia’s overbearing interference. The woman had sent her a ride home!

Soothed and relaxed by the bath, she dried off with a thick, soft towel. The floor-to-ceiling mirror in her bathroom revealed the source of the stinging along her shoulders and arms—a few bruises and scrapes. Examining the cuts from the earlier hunt, she rubbed her dark skin down with creamy shea butter, noting it was already healing.

She donned a soft, green silk robe, embroidered on the back with the family crest—a fierce lion hunting with his mate at his side. Making her way down to the library, Niah realized she’d never seen nor heard tell of any other lions in the States. No one had. And they were careful to keep it that way. Prolific, deadly and feared for their tendency to completely dominate and expand their territories, news of four strong African lionesses in the States would be cause for alarm. Because of that, even S.W.A.T. wasn’t aware of all their secrets.

Picking up her favorite book, Grimm’s Fairy Tales, she settled down on one of the many loveseats, and tucked her legs beneath her, wrinkling her nose on a wince when the bruise on her thigh throbbed a bit.

The house was quiet, everyone in bed. Now she could relax and try to figure out why Neesia was so anxious about the man who’d delivered the surveillance equipment. Born a few minutes before her twin, as the oldest, Neesia was the glue of their little family. After Grandma died, she’d kept them together, kept them focused, made them all work and study harder. Thanks to her, they’d become successful in everything they’d put their hands to. For Neesia to be shaken by anyone, especially a man, was really saying something. What had she said his name was again? Jason? Yes, that was it.

Her book closed with a snap as she looked up from her seat through her lashes. What was that smell? It enticed her breathing to quicken, her fingers to tremble. It smelled almost as good as Neesia’s homemade cinnamon rolls. Like pure male.

Then he was there, his scent preceding him into the room as he stood in the doorway of the library. Her light amber-brown eyes clashed with his hazel ones and her stomach muscles clenched, and remained tight and hard. My god, he looked like walking candy! Beyond yummy in a loose-fitting tank top, she got more than a glimpse of sculpted pecs and rock-hard shoulders, all covered in golden, tanned skin. His even looser sweatpants did nothing to hide the pole of an erection straining against his groin. Tastefully cut tawny reddish-brown waves graced his head. A strong jaw, with a hint of shadow, made him appear to belong out here in this wild, untamed land near the Rocky Mountains. And damn he was tall, with a heavy frame laden with thick, roped muscle. Good lord, no wonder Neesia didn’t want to be alone with him. Men like this stripped away all desire to play nice and just play nasty.

Moving away from the doorframe, he stalked into the room. It was the only way she could think to describe the way he moved. Smooth muscles bunched and released as he made his way toward her, his powerful body a mix of strength and primal grace.

The man was simply overwhelming. An urge as old as time pulled at her typically effortless restraint and overpowered her will. Resisting was impossible. And he hadn’t said a word! Geez, he’d walked into the room, took one look at her, and the temperature of her body skyrocketed.

Strange, even with all the fluttering and dancing of her nerves, there was no possessiveness to her body’s craving. He didn’t feel like…hers. But close, very close indeed.

“I’m glad you changed your mind,” he said in a silken deep tone. If her breath came any harder, she’d hyperventilate.

“Changed my mind?” she croaked, not sure what he meant, but not sure she cared.

Standing over her he bent down until he was a breath away and inhaled deeply. “Mmm, you smell good. I’m glad you came back down after your shower. Now, how about that talk?”

“Talk?” Niah said, breathlessly. “What talk?”

“I’m with you, precious. Let’s talk later,” he groaned and knelt on the floor, pulling her to the edge of the loveseat. Her robe fell open as his wide chest settled between her legs as his fingers dove into her hair to pull her into a wicked kiss. Wow, she’d never had the hair on her little pinky toes singed off before.

Her eyes slipped closed as a large, slightly calloused hand caressed her thigh. Right on top of one of her bruises. Ouch.

He must have felt her stiffen, and let out a frustrated groan when he broke the kiss, leaned back on his knees and gazed at her barely clad thighs.

“What the hell happened to you?” he asked, all care and concern, staring at a big purple and blue oval spread across her upper thigh. A bruise delivered via Were-Asshole-of-the-Month.

“It’s just a little bruise. It’ll be gone by morning.” His gentle massage of the sore spot caused her breaths to come out short and fast as a pleasure-pain sensation traveled up her leg and puddled between her thighs. Oh, what a nice touch.

“Neesia, are you sure?”

Niah cocked her head, locking eyes with his. The man thought she was Neesia? Well, duh! Nobody could tell them apart except their sisters. The man was ready to make love to her because he thought she was someone else? Now why didn’t that bother her?

His fingers inched higher up her thigh to stroke the skin right where her short cropped curls began. Instinctively, her hips rolled forward, wanting his caress just a little lower. A single finger dipped into those curls and tickled her plumping lips. Niah’s mind went blank. His touch was magnetic. Now, if only he’d kiss her again. “This bruise looks nasty,” he said, smoothly. His mouth kicked up into a lopsided, very evil grin as he teased her flesh. “Should I get you some ice, precious? I can—Ooomph!”

With her hands full of his hair, Niah took a split second to revel in how soft and thick it was. Okay, time’s up. She slammed her mouth down over his, inhaled the sweet, rich scent of his skin and tasted the sweetness of his tongue.

When he settled more firmly between her thighs, the kiss deepened as he tilted her head back for his ravishing.

Niah did something she’d never felt compelled to do with a male, human or otherwise. She submitted.

 

When he’d come into the library moments ago, he couldn’t have been happier to see the woman of his dreams sitting in the exact spot he’d found her earlier. She seemed astonished to find him standing in front of her. Hadn’t she believed him when he’d said he would come back down to talk with her?

The urgency he’d felt when in her presence earlier had eased somewhat, but not completely. There was still an unreasonable urge to have her. And, god help him, once he got a good look at her long, shapely legs, barely covered by the delicious, silky confection that was supposed to be a robe, the last thing he wanted to do was talk. Talking was good. Tasting was better.

Kneeling between her legs, listening to her heart run a chariot race, caused his pulse to speed up, striving to match hers. But at least this time he had some semblance of control, and took his time exploring her mouth. Tilting her back onto the loveseat, the soft little pants and moans she made as he wrapped his tongue around hers sent a tingling shiver through his body.

Her hair was damp, the coolness of the blacker-than-black strands contrasted wildly with the heat emanating from her skin.

He groaned with loss when she broke the kiss.

“Jason, listen, you don’t know me,” she panted. But he’d already heard this song earlier, and didn’t particularly want to hear it again. With a single finger over her lovely mouth, he peered deeply into her eyes and met a genuinely troubled expression that pulled on his heartstrings. When her lashes lowered, and a deep blush covered the high cheekbones of her lovely face, he stroked her gently across her lips.

“Ssh, just listen to me a minute.” At her reluctant nod, he continued. “I know we’ve just met but I’m drawn to you in a way I’ve never experienced before.”

“I bet you say that to all the girls,” she smiled, her tone light and playful while he’d rather have her breathless and needy.

“Actually, I don’t say that to all the girls. I’m being totally honest, baby, I want you so bad I can practically feel my cock sinking into that lovely body of yours. I swear I just can’t help it.” His words ended on a whisper. Each one brought his mouth closer to hers and Jason literally felt when she gave herself up to his care.

The kiss started out gentle enough, a sweet meeting of the mouths, but quickly escalated into a hot give-and-take. She gave and he took.

Breaking away to remove his shirt, he tossed it aside and unashamedly rubbed his chest against her lush breasts. Licking and sucking a path down her throat, he reveled in the tight clench of her fingers digging into the muscles of his back, holding him tight.

She was burning up, skin so hot it practically sizzled the light sheen of sweat popping up over his skin as he tried to control his need. God, his manhood throbbed and his balls were on fire, but something made him back off just a bit, to give her a little bit of time to get used to his touch.

Her beautiful breasts filled his hands. The warm, swollen globes begged for his kiss as he deliberately rasped his thumbs over the tight, puckered nipples. Unable to resist a moment longer, he lowered his head and wrapped his tongue around one and was rewarded with a deep gasp. Her chest rose and fell rapidly. Her taste and texture exploded in his mouth and were permanently imprinted on his senses for all time. She was all cinnamon and chocolate lust as her strong thighs wrapped tighter around his waist. Jason suckled her lovely breasts until her body undulated with each deep pull.

One hand left her lovely mounds and slid over the trembling muscles of her stomach, then down along her hips to tease her there. Her hips rolled wildly and her words were no longer tentative or concerned, but full of desire.

“Oh, your touch is magic, Jason. Please. Touch my pussy.”

“I can do better than that, precious. Much better.”

 

Lifting and spreading her lovely thighs until they were draped over his shoulders, Jason leaned forward and inhaled. Mmm, she smelled delicious. Her pussy was allspice and cream, a dewy delicious treat just waiting for him to eat it up. A soft breath over her slick heat had her quivering in his arms.

“Jason, please!”

Never one to keep a lady waiting, with gentle fingers, he spread her open and dove into her cunt, lapping and sucking on her engorged, sensitive lips until she rode his face with abandon. The wild movement of her hips, the erotic steam of her words, and the sweet nectar pouring from her body seemed to reach into his sweats and pulled on his cock until it throbbed painfully.

But he wasn’t finished with her. Not by a long shot.

So sexy, he hummed his appreciation while slipping a long finger into her soaking-wet depths.

The woman grabbed a pillow off the loveseat and slammed it down over her mouth as a spine-grabbing shriek left her mouth. And when his tongue left her pussy lips, encircled her clit and sucked firmly, she just kept right on screaming as a firebomb ignited in her womb.

The sound was pure erotic heaven. And the feeling of her tight pussy muscles clamped around his fingers as he worked in her body while she came was beyond divine.

His cock urged him to lose the sweats and take her this instant, but his mind reached back to the concern he’d glimpsed in her eyes earlier. The words touched his heart and he knew there was more to them than what was said.

Tonight would be for her to learn to trust him with her body, her feelings and her needs.

Easing her down from her climax, he stroked her hair, closed her robe and gently kissed her good night.

Besides, he’d already decided he wasn’t going anywhere anytime soon.

Chapter Four

 

Six a.m. and the scent of cooking bacon and freshly brewed coffee was delicious enough to get him out of bed. He’d never been an early riser, but he had work to do. A good meal was plenty of incentive to get to it. After a quick shower, dressed in a denim button-down shirt, a pair of black jeans and his favorite work boots, Jason headed downstairs.

The sight of a nearly naked Neesia bending over, half her body inside the fridge as she foraged for something, made his gut clench like someone hit him square in the stomach. He got a good glimpse of strong, long legs where her royal blue robe rode up to just below her tempting backside. It made him smile that her feet were bare.

The wild urgency to take her was back. Shit.

Leaning against the counter directly behind her, he cleared his throat. She kept right on looking for whatever she was after.

“Excuse me?” he called, stuffing his hands in his pocket to keep them off all the cinnamon-colored skin showing.

With her head still in the fridge, she said, “I heard you the first time. Just a minute.”

He grinned at the impertinent woman. So she’d heard him, eh? He’d given her a cataclysmic orgasm in the library last night and she was telling him just a minute? Not!

Pushing away from the cabinet, he walked right up behind her, took her by the waist and settled himself behind her, and nestled his rising cock right in the crack of her luscious ass with a not-so-subtle grinding motion.

Biting his tongue to keep from laughing, he watched her move like greased lightning, bumping her head on one of the shelves trying to get out of that damned refrigerator and away from him.

Eyes wide, she seemed almost shocked that he would do such a thing.

“What the hell are you doing?” she growled at him. Head lowered she watched him like a bull ready to charge. What was wrong with her? Was she suddenly shy now that the sun was up and she stood facing him in the light of day?

“Neesia, why are you shying away from me, baby? Do you regret last night?” he asked calmly, palms up as he walked slowly toward her. After all, he didn’t want to make the woman feel threatened if she’d decided during the night that she’d rather not be with him. He’d just have to change her mind.

“Last night?” she queried, at once nervous, then confused, then…knowing? “I mean, about last night. Well, you and me. We, uh, did we?”

Jason’s eyes narrowed. He watched her closely, but was unable to keep up with the barrage of emotions crossing her lovely features. And her scent was a little different, like she’d spent the early hours of the morning eating a sweet fruit of some kind. Last night she’d smelled spicier, like rich vanilla and cloves.

“What are you saying? I left such a poor impression you don’t remember last night, Neesia?”

“No, it’s just that. I didn’t. Oh, hell,” she said, slapping the butter she’d dug out of the freezer section of the fridge down on the counter so hard, the rock-hard brick broke in two. Damn, remind him never to piss her off.

“Come here, Neesia.”

She didn’t move. Just stood there frowning, shifting her weight from one foot to the other while a frustrated growl bubbled up from deep in her throat. Was she upset, embarrassed, or what? He couldn’t tell, but whatever it was, he wanted—no, needed—to comfort her.

“Neesia?” he called her name quietly and moved slowly toward the object of his desire. Holding out a hand to her, Jason released a pent-up breath when she grasped it and went willingly into his arms.

“Jason, I…” she started.

“Sssh, it’s all right. Just kiss me.” He didn’t give her a chance to refuse. Instead, he pulled her into his arms and claimed her lips in a scorching kiss. Moaning at the taste of her—fresh berries and cream—he moved closer, pressing his body intimately against hers.

The response to his nearness affected her as much as it had him. Her arms wrapped around his neck and full firm breasts pressed against his chest as she abandoned herself to the kiss. He could practically feel the round globes swell, burning into his skin through his shirt.

Unable to resist, he slipped his fingers into the neat bun at the nape of her neck and eased the hair tie loose until her hair spilled over his fingers. The soft, black strands were like the most decadent silk. He hadn’t noticed it was this long last night.

His free hand strayed down around her ribs to stroke the undersides of a plump breast, weighing and caressing until she squirmed against him, so hot for his touch, she broke the kiss and tilted her head toward the ceiling on a loud moan.

The robe became a puddle on the floor. Jason buried his nose between her breasts, then pulled one taut nipple into his mouth and suckled greedily. She was flame and flood, spicy and sweet. And after he’d tasted her succulent mounds to his heart’s content, it was time to feast.

Lifting her by the waist, Jason sat Neesia on top of the gourmet island. He pushed her legs wide, prepared to gorge on the dewy treasure laid out before him. Lowering his head, he buried his nose in that luscious treat. Honey, cream and a hint of spice.

“Wait! Jason, what are you doing?” she shrieked.

“Surely you know, beautiful,” he murmured against her clit, coaxing the little bud out of its cowl to play.

“But…oh, dear lord!” she gasped as his tongue laved between the silken folds of her soaked cunt. “What if, oh god! What if somebody comes?”

“It’s okay, baby. Broglio is already out unloading crates. There’s nobody here but us.” Her shyness was endearing, but he couldn’t accommodate her. Not today. He felt like a damned satyr, an insatiable, lust-filled male in rut.

“Besides, I can’t wait to have you, and the bedroom is too far away.” With that he buried his face again, reveled in her scent, her flavor. His lips wrapped around the sensitive bundle of her clit and sent her hurtling toward a blistering climax.

Reveling in the pleasure-pain of her fingers yanking at his hair, Jason knew he was tormenting her, pushing her toward another orgasm before she’d stopped trembling from the first one.

The need to mate with her, to bury his painfully erect cock deep inside her sweetly scented core rode him hard. So hard he shook with it. But her pleasure was imperative. He wanted to drive her beyond absolute mindlessness.

 

“Jason! Please, I can’t take any more.” Breathless and pleading, she pulled harder on his hair, trying to yank him away from her sensitized flesh. She’d never experienced such wild abandon. Damn, her toes tingled from the orgasm—correction, multiple orgasms—he’d wrung from her. But she wanted some good, hard cock. Right. Damn. Now!

Ripping his denim shirt from his shoulders, certain she’d find a few of the buttons in the sugar bin later, she couldn’t help but gape at the slabs of flexing pecs and rippling abs. So much sun-kissed skin dusted with the lightest brown-sugared downy hair. The fuzz on his chest was as soft as the hair on his head, enticing her fingers to play in it. But the urge passed the second a jean-covered erection pressed against her soaked core, sending a jolt of pure lust streaking up her spine.

“Do you want me, Neesia?” His voice was tight, gritty and sexy, on the verge of losing control. “Tell me you want me, baby.”

Her own words sounded just as raw. “Oh, Jason. Yes, I want you.”

The jeans hit the floor, and his proud cock jutted up to meet her.

Looking down between their bodies, her nerves fluttered at the sight of his engorged shaft. The veined ridges pulsed in time to the beat of his heart. Huge and imposing, it looked almost angry. Hungry. He positioned the weeping head of his cock at her slick entrance when a familiar presence brushed against her mind. Niah.

Looking out toward the sitting room, she expected to see her sister standing in the doorway. No one was there. What the hell was going on? While she couldn’t hear Niah’s thoughts, her presence was unmistakably hot and edgy. But why?

Pushing the worry away, she glanced down again, eyes glued to Jason’s strong fingers wrapped around his turgid flesh, sliding over the velvet-covered steel, up and down, up and down. The fat head brushed her clit, then paused, threatening to ease inside. Suddenly an unexplainable heat bloomed and grew until every cell of her body was aflame. That monstrous cock was to blame, and she wanted it more than anything she could remember craving in life. Craved it more than a midnight run under the stars. More than the thrill of the hunt. Hell, she wanted Jason more than Belgian chocolate! It was like a yearning in her blood, an unexplainable need flowing under her skin from her head down to her toes. Her hips surged forward, seeking what would satisfy.

But nothing prepared her for the feeling of his wide, hard flesh sliding into her body. It had been years since the last time she’d given herself to a man, and none had been as well endowed as this one. The stretching, burning sensation was quickly replaced by liquid lust. It poured through her aching pussy, across her clenching butt cheeks and down the back of her thighs.

“Keep looking, baby. Look how wet you make my cock,” he rasped, moving deeper, then pulling practically free so she could see how she covered him with her juices before easing back inside. “Uhh! Aah! So tight. So wet.”

His erotic speech, combined with the sight of him sliding in and out of her sopping core, was the most titillating thing she’d ever experienced. Until she looked up into his face. His eyes burned into hers as the rich gold deepened to a smoky brown. With each stroke, his lips parted on a whoosh of breath. His ripped, solid chest heaved. Packed stomach muscles tightened and rolled like the ocean tide.

“Neesia, god, baby, your pussy feels so good wrapped around my cock.”

And he felt more than good filling and taking her. Something primal lurked just below the depths, wanted to break free and revel in her sensuality until she was mad with pleasure. He seemed to instinctively know, sense the wildness, and plowed into her tight depths with firm strokes. Harder. Faster. Deeper. Oh, yes.

Picking up the pace even more, he laid her back on the gourmet block. The tiles should have been chilly against her skin, but did nothing to cool her off.

“Oh, god, Jason! Soooo good. Ooooh!”

Strong fingers dug into her hip and held her still for his ravaging until she screamed with each thrust.

“Ah, yes! More!”

“Your wish is my command,” he panted into her ear, taking her with a force that practically raised her body from the countertop island and threatened to leave her undone.

Her thick mass of wavy hair whipped around her head as she panted and thrashed underneath him. His eyes were glued to her little pink tongue as it journeyed across her parted, plump lips. He wanted to suck on those lips. So he did just that and leaned forward to capture her bottom lip like a plump cherry. But it wasn’t enough.

Grabbing the nape of her neck in a hard grip, he left her delicious mouth and licked the length of her long neck like a lollypop. Shaking his head, he wondered what the hell had come over him. He’d never been rough while having sex with a woman, but the urge to bury his teeth in this one overwhelmed him.

When her back arched up off the gourmet block as she screamed for him to fuck her harder, he couldn’t resist dipping his head and burying his teeth in the soft flesh.

The second his teeth made contact, the honeyed walls of her tight channel fluttered and tightened, milking him, squeezing so tightly, his back bowed forward as he clenched her neck harder, sucking furiously at the flesh there. After long moments, he released her. Looking down at his handiwork, Jason’s chest filled with satisfaction. The skin wasn’t punctured, but there was a fat, purple hickey on her lovely cocoa skin. His skin. His mark.

Mine! his mind screamed as he rode her through her orgasm, burying himself in her pretty pussy over and over. The energy gathered inside her body, ready to burst forth and bathe them both. She came again.

The slick, raw heat practically pulled his seed from his balls. He pushed as deep as he could get and threw his head back with a primal roar. One he’d never heard in his own ears before, but would make sure he heard again. With her.

Panting like two over-aerobicized gym rats, Jason laid his head on Neesia’s heaving chest trying to catch his breath. Even in his sated state, he couldn’t resist pulling an enticing nipple into his mouth and laving it with his tongue.

She tasted so good. God, he wanted to taste her everywhere. Touch her everywhere. All day. All night. Maybe after he caught whoever was behind the herd killings, he could take her somewhere remote where no one would hear their screams.

Damn, for the first time in his life, he couldn’t wait to be done with work so he could make his way to a woman’s bed.

Rising up on his elbows, he took in her dreamy, wistful expression. Pride filled his heart, mind and soul—she was well loved and completely satisfied. A lone finger traced one of her perfect black brows as his lips captured hers in a tender kiss.

“That was beyond fantastic,” he whispered. A cheeky grin was her answer as she closed her eyes and sighed like a kitty filled with cream. “Well, I guess I’d better get to work. I’ll meet you at the garage after I have my breakfast, okay?”

“Mmm-hmm,” she purred, letting him help her up off the gourmet block to stand on wobbly legs. Damn, he’d really laid it on her.

“I didn’t hurt you, did I, Necie?” he asked quietly, gently pulling her robe up over her shoulders. The silk felt nice against his rough hands, almost as nice as her smooth skin.

“Oh, no, you didn’t hurt me. It was wonderful,” she said softly, traipsing a finger down his sweaty cheek. “Besides, handsome, I’m not that easy to hurt,” she sighed, and walked away.

Completely entranced, he watched the sensual sway of her hips as she made her way across and out of the kitchen and through the sitting room before turning to go up the wide staircase.

All the while, he stood next to the large island in the middle of the kitchen, bare-chested, pants down around his ankles and his cock waving after her.

Chapter Five

 

Energized by his bout of loving with Neesia, Jason flew up the stairs and hit the shower. Changing into a tee shirt, fresh jeans and a light jacket, he grabbed his utility bag full of tools and headed to the garage.

Wow, these Pryde women knew how to pick their vehicles. Standing in the garage, he eyeballed three sport utility vehicles, a military-grade Hummer, the jeep he and Broglio used yesterday and a few luxury cars fit for the stars. For a second, he wondered why they kept their jet at a private airstrip off the property. Surely the garage was big enough for it.

“Hey, handsome.”

He turned to watch the woman who’d just screwed him into oblivion walk in the door and across the huge room. And she looked more delectable than she had only half an hour ago. While rummaging through a locked cabinet for the keys to whatever machine they would take out to survey the property, he took the opportunity to eye the fit of her jeans. Bad idea. So he closed his eyes and spoke to his stiffening cock instead.

Stop it, you greedy bastard, he scolded his twitching rod. Come on, man, you were just knee deep in that pussy and you’re horny already? Give it a rest or I’ll die from blood loss to my brain!

“Jason, you all right?” she asked as a perfectly arched brow inched up her beautiful forehead.

Hell no, he was far from all right! Obviously, a taste of her goddess body wasn’t nearly enough.

“Jason?”

“I’m fine. Let’s just head out already.” Geez, his voice sounded tight even to his ears, ears that happened to be burning with embarrassment at no way to hide the growing erection in the front of his pants.

With a shrug of her shoulders and a knowing look, the woman and her tight-assed jeans climbed into the Hummer. Damn, he’d like to wipe that smile off her face, but all he could think about was kissing her again. Hell, it might just work. At least her smart-assed smile would be gone.

Tools tossed into the backseat, he hopped into the passenger seat and avoided looking at anything that would encourage his wayward cock. But her scent filled the cab of the vehicle. Again, he noticed it was a little different than just a little while ago in the kitchen. She smelled more like she had last night—damned good, and even with the windows down the fragrance swirled around him before floating out into the chilled morning air. Damn, there wasn’t a thing he could do about it, except stop breathing. And that just didn’t seem to be a viable option.

The vehicle came to a halt at the bottom of a hill. She hopped out, her long legs carrying her a bit further up the rise where they could see the surroundings for miles.

“There’s the first tower,” she said, pointing to a tall steel structure just on the other side of the hill. “I want a closed-circuit camera we can operate wirelessly. And one on each tower off that way. They’re about a half-mile apart and enable us to get cell service out here, among other things.”

Jason’s nose twitched as he looked away, trying to find the offending odor. What the hell is that smell? Though faint, it reminded him of old, rotting meat, like something died out here. He needed to investigate without Neesia on his heels.

“This place is beautiful. I don’t think I’ve ever seen this much land in one stretch. You mind if I look around a little?” he asked, sounding merely curious of the layout.

“Sure, have at it,” she said, her tone just as calm as his as she moved back down the hill and toward the SUV. Something in his gut screamed that she was more than a little concerned. Did she smell it, too? No, impossible. She would have to be a…

“Shit!” she exclaimed the moment she reached the bottom of the hill. Jason was right on her heels when she took off running. Less than fifty yards from where she’d parked their ride, partially hidden under a scrub brush, was a carcass. A freshly killed carcass.

Damn.

After a quick examination of the bloodied hunk of flesh, they stood together looking down at the mess.

“What do you think did this?” she asked, her face drawn tight with anger. Fists clenching open and closed at her sides, the woman looked mad enough to fight.

“Something big,” was all he could think to say. He had other ideas, but couldn’t voice them without giving away being more than a simple tech installation guy. “I’m definitely going to look around now. Don’t go far. We have no idea if whatever killed this animal is still around,” he said.

She nodded her agreement and strode away, eyes alert and shoulders stiff.

As soon as she was out of sight, he walked to the truck, pulled a private frequency videophone out of his utility bag, and spoke into the voice recognizer. Seconds later, Captain Johns’ stern voice filled the line.

“Cap, it’s Jason. We have a problem. A carcass turned up just now. Fresh kill. Not more than a few hours old. I’d say just after dawn.”

“Damn it. He’s getting too reckless. Find him and take him down, DiCaplis. Today.”

“Who is getting reckless, Cap?” When his superior didn’t respond, he pushed a little harder. “Cap, who am I after?”

“No need to tell you that, DiCaplis. Trust me, when you find him, you’ll know.” He knew that tone well enough—take care of the problem first, ask questions later.

“Fine. I’ll check in with you later.”

“Get rid of the body, Jason. The one you found just now, and the one you catch later.”

“I’m one step ahead of you, ma’am.” With that, he clicked the phone closed, and headed in the direction Neesia had disappeared.

* * * * *

“Hey, it’s me,” Niah spoke quietly and quickly into the mouthpiece of her wireless headset. “We’ve got a problem, Necie.”

“Correction. We’ve got two problems. And one of them is named Jason DiCaplis.”

“Aaah,” Niah said with sudden understanding. “We’ve, uh, sort of met.”

“Yes, I know you met, damn it. I wasn’t even aware you’d made it home last night until I was jerked awake by the sudden feeling of, uh, of…”

“Of hot, wild animal sex?” Niah was nothing if not direct.

“Oh, damn it, Niah. It was disconcerting to wake up to a blistering orgasm and realize I was in bed alone. And I knew exactly who you were with and where. That’s never happened between us before.”

Niah’s logical brain immediately reasoned out what was going on. Neesia had met her mate. It was the only thing that made any sense. Sure, as twins they had a special psychic bond that allowed them to sense each other’s feelings. As shifters, the bond was even stronger, allowing them to speak telepathically when in their pelts. But they’d never felt the other making love to anyone before. Ever.

“Deduction says he’s your mate. My reaction to him is strong, but yours is off the charts.”

Protesting in an unusually loud and shaken tone, Neesia griped. “But he’s human! He can’t be my mate.”

“And how the hell do we know he’s human, Neesia? Besides, it would certainly explain the nasty thoughts coursing through my mind this morning while I was in the shower and you were…”

“In the kitchen with Jason! Oh, lord! That’s just not possible, Ni! It can’t be!”

But Niah knew better. All the signs were there—along with something neither of them ever thought to experience.

“Neesia, I think Jason’s presence has thrown us into heat,” she whispered, trying to look nonplussed while her heart leapt up into her throat at the sight of the sexy man moving up the hill toward her. She shivered with longing and willed her thighs to stop flexing. “I can feel it.”

Just then Neesia inhaled sharply. “What are you doing, Niah?” her sister challenged, as if this were all her fault.

“I didn’t do anything. I glanced Jason’s way and my pussy went haywire.” Niah cocked her head to the side, knowing the answer before she asked the question. But logic required her to gather facts, not assumptions.

“You felt what I did just now, just like you felt us last night? Is that why you yelled at me?”

“I did not yell, damn it!” Neesia yowled, then backed off with a frustrated “shit” into her sister’s ear.

“Shit, indeed,” Niah said breathlessly as Jason’s scent wafted on the morning breeze and tickled her nose. There was something about the musky clean whiff of pure male that made her insides clench in conjunction with her thighs. Bad timing.

Neesia’s firm resolve and even firmer words pulled her out of her musing.

“Look, Niah, we’ll figure out this Jason zing thing later. Now, tell me why you really called,” Neesia said.

Her sister’s no-nonsense tone was like being doused with ice water. With those few words, her big sister’s turbulent mood slammed through their bond and delivered an effective dose of self-control. Hell, she’d heard that tone all her life and knew it was time to get down to business. Niah’s breathing calmed and her skin stopped burning as she pushed the flaming reaction to Jason’s nearness to the back of her mind and delivered the bad news.

“We’ve come across another carcass. A big buffalo bull, at least fifteen hundred pounds.”

“And?” Neesia asked slowly. Niah could picture her pacing around the football field she called a kitchen, eyebrows practically meeting in the middle of her forehead from a deep, fierce frown.

“Claw marks made by something bigger and more powerful than anything naturally roaming this area. The deep teeth marks and puncture wounds obviously made by long canines, a predator. The animal is practically torn apart. Looks like a pack of lions, Necie. Big, bad-assed African lions.”

“But that’s impossible,” her sister exploded. “The only African lions around here are…”

“Us. Yes, I know.” Damn and double damn.

Was there another lion shifter around they didn’t know about? If so, they had to find the idiot who risked them all with his stupidity and recklessness. Judging from the size of the bull, the killer must be massive. Niah couldn’t think of any circumstance where she or any of her sisters could have brought the animal down without help. Maybe there was more than one?

What fucked-up timing. With Kotara and Koreas in New York, she and Neesia would have to handle this on their own, without involving their potential mate.

“Tonight, we hunt,” Neesia said, her voice strong, sure and royally pissed. “Whatever or whoever is trying to set us up is a dead man walking.”

“You’ve got it, sis. Look, Jason’s almost within earshot. Gotta run,” she gasped, trying desperately to squash the newly awakened butterflies dive-bombing her cunt.

“Yeah,” Neesia’s breathlessness reached through the phone. “Oh, lord, this is insane,” she groaned. “Find out what you can and check in with me privately when you get back to the house. I’m going to hit the shower.”

“But you showered this morning. Again?” Niah asked.

“Yeah, again, damn it. A cold one this time.”

And there was nothing Niah could do to help her sister. She was in the same sorry shape—instantly horny.

Chapter Six

 

After a long day of wiring and testing, with yearning just beneath the surface all damned day, Jason joined Neesia for a late dinner. Feigning tiredness with a very real yawn, he gave her a quick kiss on the lips and rose from the table. At the confused, hurt look on her face, he eased her into his arms.

“Baby, you’re the most beautiful, desirable woman on the planet. I want nothing more than to carry you upstairs, strip you naked and dive into your tight pussy.” Nuzzling her neck, he yawned again, exhausted from working literally sunup to sundown. Her reassuring smile warmed his insides as she shooed him off to bed.

His alarm went off at one a.m.

Slipping away from the sprawling house, he headed back to the spot they’d found the carcass, hoping a return to the scene of the crime would get him some answers. And perhaps, an outlaw Were.

They had yet to install any surveillance out in the surround. Glad he wouldn’t be seen, Jason prepared for an all-out hunt and checked his weapons before getting out of the jeep—a shotgun with shells powerful enough to leave a hole big enough to drive the jeep through, plus a semiautomatic pistol with several magazines of explosive rounds filled with thermo-gel. Let’s see how the bastard liked being shot, blown up and burned all at the same time.

Cautiously, he surveyed the area, senses fully in tune with the night. Keen eyesight spotted nothing other than the long grass waving under the cooling breeze. But his nose picked up the rank scent of old meat and wet dog—a rogue.

Most Weres were clean and courteous. Typical family members with jobs and careers like everyone else. The only difference was they were under the jurisdiction of S.W.A.T. law enforcement instead of the humans’, and strove to live under the radar. For some reason, the outlaw Weres didn’t give a rat’s ass about fitting into society and were almost rabid. Dirty and filthy were the words of the day when it came to the bastards. Even their scent was different from normal Weres. You couldn’t tell a law-abiding shifter from a human. But rogues? You could scent them anywhere.

Quietly stalking through the thick brush on full alert, he passed a copse of evergreens and ducked inside for a look around. Nothing in the grass-covered clearing except a hint of pale moonlight. He moved, noting his position at about five miles south of the Pryde lodge, and a couple miles east of where they’d found the last dead animal.

Out here was so still, quiet. In fact, too quiet, enough to make him uneasy. And the closer he got to the Medicine Bow River, the more apprehensive he became.

A low, muffled scraping sound caught his attention. So faint he’d almost missed it, even with his acute hearing. Then he caught a scent that made him spin around, draw his pistol with blinding speed and drop down to his knees in anticipation of a long, hairy arm swinging for his head. But no blow came.

He knelt a second, wildly searching with his eyes for his enemy, then eased down on his belly. Crawling through grass so high it almost completely hid his body, Jason made his way closer to the river. Right in front of his eyes, no more than twenty feet, was Devon Lane.

Captain Johns was right—he did recognize the rogue. Devon Lane, number twelve on S.W.A.T.’s twenty most wanted list. Huge, even in his human form, he sat on his haunches, happily crunching the bones of a full-grown buffalo, as at home as he pleased.

Just then a stiff wind blew out of the west. Jason stiffened as the outlaw picked up his scent, turned cold, black eyes on him and charged.

“Shit!” Jason growled, getting off a shot. Damn, it went wide, only grazing the Were’s ear. The round hit a tree off in the distance and exploded, leaving a big charred hole in the trunk.

The buffalo carcass forgotten, Devon’s roar of rage filled the night.

Jason rolled away and the Were’s big clawed feet landed where his chest had been seconds before. His weapon flew out of his hand and landed in the tall grass. There was no way he’d find it in time. The shotgun was free of its harness and raised just in time for…

His head exploded with blinding pain as he spun into darkness.

* * * * *

Did you hear that? Neesia stopped in her tracks and glared toward the eerie sound. That’s a fucking Werewolf!

And it sounds pissed! Niah growled as they broke into a mad dash toward the snarled screams.

Hitting their bellies at exactly the same time, their golden brown coats were camouflaged by the grass and brush. Instinctive hunters, they moved into position for a coordinated ambush.

Neesia lifted her head, got her prey in sight and prepared to take this asshole down. One good look at his ugly maw explained plenty. Devon Lane. Hell! A bounty they’d hunted and nearly caught until a freak accident saw him take a tumble off a cliff in the Appalachian Mountains. They thought he’d died in the fall. But here he was, in the flesh. Son of a bitch.

Too much attention on Pryde ranch was detrimental to their very lives. And this idiot had done plenty to shine the spotlight on them. And nobody, nobody endangered her sisters!

Whoa! What the hell was Jason doing out here? The Were landed a staggering blow, and was now moving in for the kill.

Hold, Niah! It’s Jason! Neesia spoke urgently into her sister’s head.

I see him! Niah gasped. What the hell is he doing out here?

We’ll ask him after we save his ass. Let’s go.

The sisters attacked. Neesia’s muscles bunched powerfully as she sprang into the air, massive teeth and claws bared. Flying into the rogue Were, she threw all of her heavily muscled bodyweight into the blow. Hitting him square in the chest, she sank her teeth into his throat as Niah plowed into his legs, taking him down.

Biting, tearing through the thick, tough flesh of the raging beast. Blood loss and severe injuries soon had him facedown on the ground gasping as his lifeblood ran into the dirt.

Done playing around? Niah panted with a quirky grin only a lioness could deliver.

Definitely. Let’s finish this, Neesia growled. Together they moved in on the downed Were and relieved him of his head. He shifted back to his human form just as his heart stopped beating.

Chapter Seven

 

Jason awoke in the copse of trees he’d passed earlier. His head throbbed, but he was none the worse for wear. No bite marks, no deep gouges. How did he get here? And why wasn’t he Were-food?

With a groan, he sat up and froze.

A fully grown African lioness lounged not six inches from him. Next to the majestic-looking creature was…Neesia? Buck naked? Jason blinked, then blinked again. Were his eyes deceiving him? Maybe he was really asleep—or worse, dead—and imagining all of this?

Then she spoke and her voice had the same effect on him it always did—instant heat.

“How do you feel?” she crooned softly, as her fingers eased gently over his brow.

“I’m fine. Surprised, but fine. What happened?”

“We came up on you fighting a rogue Were,” she said, matter-of-factly.

“We? You mean you and your sister?” he asked, closing his eyes and sucking in a deep breath. It was all he could do to concentrate on the conversation with her luscious body on display.

“What do you know about my sister?” she asked warily, but still idly stoking his skin. In light of the fact they’d saved his ass, he didn’t see the point in following Captain Johns’ order to keep his affiliation a secret. He owed them his life.

“I’m S.W.A.T., Neesia.”

“What?!” She stiffened and started to move away. His hand shot out, grabbed a wrist and held fast while he spoke even faster. He needed her to understand, needed her close.

“I’m not supposed to tell you this, but I was sent here to find the rogue that was setting you up as the ones trying to wipe out the other ranchers. S.W.A.T. didn’t want attention on you or your sister, Kotara. And I know all about you working for us from time to time.”

“So you weren’t sent here to investigate my family?”

“No, precious, I came to take down a Were. But seeing I’m still alive, someone has already taken care of it. What happened?” he asked, rubbing the hard, sore knot on the side of his head.

“We took him down, and dragged the body to the edge of the property. We’ll send the coordinates to S.W.A.T. when we get back to the house. They’ll fly in and do a snatch-n-grab. They never see us. We never see them.”

“I don’t like S.W.A.T. using humans to take down Weres, Neesia, but in this case it seems to be a nice arrangement.”

She didn’t answer, just looked at him with those beautiful, light amber eyes like a woman with a yummy secret. The breeze ruffled her hair, lifting it up off her neck. Her scent filled his nostrils and his self-control slipped. Unable to resist, he released her wrist and allowed his nails to scrape lightly up her arm. The second her perky nipples tightened and puckered, Jason had to touch. The backs of his fingers rasped over the luscious peaks, and delivered an achy jolt of awareness straight to his balls.

Neesia straddled his body and settled in his lap. The heat of her pussy seeped through the crotch of his jeans, searing the flesh down to the bone. A wild craving slammed through his blood with the potency of rare, aged rum. And she wasn’t immune. He felt the answering blaze in every flutter of her stomach, every clench of strong thighs tightening around his hips. God, he wished he could touch her everywhere all at once.

His mouth fell open when his already torn shirt was shredded from his body. The woman pushed backwards until the cool blades of grass caressed his skin, then raised herself up to turn her back to him. His shaft throbbed fiercely as her swollen pussy oozed nectar down the inside of her thigh. Deft fingers unbuttoned his pants. Free at last! Her smooth cheek brushed against his cock as it bucked uncontrollably from sheer anticipation. When Neesia’s creaming center was a few scant breaths from his face, he gently spread her swollen lips and the scent of creamy coral cunt made his mouth water. Jason wasted no time and thrust his tongue deep into her sweet, weeping pussy, swirling his tongue in and around, lapping up every dewy drop.

Neesia shoved his pants down around his knees and plunged her luscious mouth over him so fast he shouted into her cunt at the same time his eyes crossed. Her talented tongue wrapped around the fat head of his cock and pulled with a delicious suction. Then she took him to the very back of her throat with a low moan of satisfaction. That hum worked its way from the base of his engorged cock, up the shaft and tornadoed around the sensitive head until he was dizzy with pleasure. Damn, the woman knew how to suck a cock!

God, he wanted to gobble her up, eat her until she became a part of him, inside and out. He slipped a single finger into her creaming channel, loving the way her pussy gripped it as she swiveled her hips. So he slid in another and reveled in the smoothness of those strong inner muscles tightening hungrily, grabbing at the digits as they slid in and out of her flesh. Then he added his tongue to the mix, and wrapped it around her unhooded clit, sucking fiercely. Each pull of his tongue was rewarded with a maddening vibration around his cock, compliments of Neesia’s hungry moaning.

His wild need for Neesia had him in such a lust-filled haze, he’d completely forgotten about the big cat lying just out of reach. The lioness growled deep in her chest, eased closer and licked the sweat-slick skin on his thigh, grooming him. Jason waited to be repulsed by the animal’s tongue moving over his skin. Wait? What was an African lioness doing in Wyoming?

He had no idea why, but the combination of Neesia blowing his cock, the scent of her drenched cunt, and the rasping groom of the lioness’s tongue against his thigh, felt so good he gritted his teeth and tried not to explode.

Protesting with a whimper when his woman eased away from his face, Jason reached up and tried to pull her hips back to his mouth. Agile and quick, Neesia evaded even his fast reflexes. Placing the entrance to heaven over his iron-hard shaft, she plunged down and took him fully inside with a single stroke and screamed.

“Oh yeah, baby, ride that cock. Give me that pussy,” he howled. Yes, this is what he needed. To be buried inside her, to blast her full of his cum, to make her his in every way.

With a hand buried in her wavy locks, he pulled Neesia down until they were practically nose to nose.

“You’re mine, Neesia,” he practically yelled into her face. “Now and always. Mine!” With a subtle shift of his grip, her neck was bared to him. Biting down on the sleek muscle between her neck and shoulder, he sucked and nipped as she bucked on top of him, moaning her pleasure in breathless gasps.

Fingers dug into her hip and held her to him as he plunged deep, stuffing her full of his cock, filling her until he bumped against her cervix.

“Yes, Jason. Oh, yes, give it to me. Fuck me!” she screamed, cried and yelled as he pummeled into her welcoming body. And he gave it to her until she was a trembling mass of arousal and her pussy tightened around him in a death lock. She fell apart in overwhelming orgasm. Not until she sprawled in a boneless heap across his chest did he release her neck.

“Neesia!” he bellowed as he hit a wall of arousal so powerful his body shattered, then went up in flames. The blood boiled in the thick veins along his shaft and he wondered if he would survive it. One final, long stroke inside her addictive pussy pulled his full balls tight against his body. His own eruption traveled the length of his cock at light speed and burst through him with violent velocity.

His cock exploded. Jason saw stars, and they weren’t the ones filling the pre-dawn sky overhead.

“Damn, baby, that was beyond wonderful,” he whispered into her hair as she lay on his chest, her succulent channel still wrapped around him.

Abruptly, she sat up. Steady fingers smoothed her hair behind an ear as she gifted him with an unsteady smile.

“That was good, Jay,” she crooned, “but there’s more.”

“More?” He wasn’t sure he could take any more.

“Oh, yeah,” she grinned, easing off his semi-hard cock with a loud sucking sound. The exquisite slide of her cunt pulled a raw groan from his throat. He sat up, fully intending to reach for her again.

When Neesia joined the lioness lounging in the grass, both females pinned him with a serious stare. He sat frozen to the spot, out of self-preservation or sheer curiosity, he couldn’t tell.

Suddenly the lioness’s body shuddered. Powerful shoulders twitched and shortened. The unmistakable pop of bones crunching and rearranging was heard in their little tree-surrounded haven.

Before him stood Neesia and…Neesia? Two Neesias?

Realization hit him like an unexpected right hook.

“Wait a minute,” he gasped, “you mean, there are two of you?” Hell, one Neesia was almost more woman than he could handle. But two of them? He was going to die, he just knew it.

Jason sat up shaking his head, a silly lopsided grin on his face. How the hell had he missed something his agent’s training should have caught on day one? Now it all made sense. This explained why her scent seemed different from time to time, because she was different. Hell, not just different, but two different people! And S.W.A.T. had no idea their secret bounty hunter had a secret of her own—practically a damned double!

“So, which one of you is really Neesia?” he asked, wondering aloud.

The woman who’d sexed him up moments ago stepped forward and his libido went off the chart. His skin was suddenly too tight and his body shivered from head to toe, and not from the cool breeze off the river. His cock was instantly on full alert.

Gently running her fingers through his hair, her wicked pink tongue slid over her lips as she whispered, “I’m Neesia.”

She moved back as the other woman approached. She too let her hands play in his hair. Her touch rang his bells, but the skyrockets didn’t fire. “And I’m Niah Pryde. And you,” she said with a smile, “are my sister’s mate.”

Niah returned to her sister’s side and remained quiet. Jason’s cock began to sing their praises. He was, after all, a very lucky man.

He understood the insanely strong reaction to Neesia. While his attraction to Niah was definitely there, it wasn’t as frantic. The ridiculous urge to fuck Neesia from sunup to sundown made sense. She was a lion shifter. And his mate! And since Niah was her twin and part of the pride, it was normal for him to be attracted to her. But Neesia had his heart.

“I can see in your eyes that you understand what’s happening,” she said quietly, waiting.

Jason knew his head was nodding, but was still incredulous and so damned happy he could barely stand it. His mate was a strong, shifter, fine-as-hell woman!

“I never expected to mate since there are no male lion shifters in the States. And I certainly never expected to mate a human. But you are mine, so let me make one thing clear. I don’t share,” she said, hips swaying seductively as each word moved her closer to his itching fingers.

“But, Niah and I already…”

She cut him off in a tone so sultry it damned near singed the hair off his body. Jesus!

“Yeah, I know about that night in the library, but you’ve only made love to me. Now, I’ll gladly share with my sisters under, shall we say, special circumstances.”

“Sisters, plural? What the hell are you talking about?” he asked impatiently. The closer she got the more he wanted to jump up off the ground, grab her by the waist and drill her silly.

“Yes, three. Niah, you’ve met. The other twins, Kotara and Koreas, are out of town,” she explained.

God, please let her hurry up and finish talking so he could sink into her luscious pussy, he whispered to the sky as both women stalked, their looks hungry and determined. Then another thought popped into his head. Was Niah’s pussy as sweet as Neesia’s? He’d tasted, but damned he’d love to feel. And there were two more he hadn’t even met? The thought just made him hotter.

“So what are the special circumstances?” he growled, reaching for Neesia.

“Your presence has thrown us into heat, handsome,” she purred.

Oh, so that was the special circumstance she’d alluded to? Heat? Shit!

“So, what are you gonna do about it?” Niah asked, eyeing him like a perfectly cut, rare filet.

His wayward cock became a ramrod. Yep, he was definitely going to die. But he’d die fucking happy!

But not before he sprang a little secret of his own. The two beauties stood over him while Jason toed off his boots and kicked his pants from around his calves. Rolling over onto his stomach, he allowed the change to ripple through his body. Limbs stretched and pulled. The familiar sound of a body rearranging itself hissed and crackled in the peaceful copse of trees.

Jason tossed his head and looked up at the two women, who were now speechless with mouths gaping. The unmistakable roar of a fully grown, majestic male lion echoed in the dark hours of the morning near the winding Medicine Bow River in Wyoming.

The women joined him in the change, shifting right away. The second they were in their pelts they tried to play hard to get, but Jason was beyond horny and wasn’t in the mood to play. Without warning, he pounced. Neesia, immediately captured under his big body, growled with pleasure as his cock slammed home. Jason’s sharp canines clamped down on her neck as he took her fast and fierce while Niah paced restlessly. When his woman lay licking her paws, sated and content, Jason turned blazing eyes on Niah. She sprung away and evaded him for all of six seconds.

In heat? Excellent!
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