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Chapter One
Some days are just better than others. Madeline Crane stood in the door to the SBC, Inc. conference room wearing khaki slacks, a skinny red tank top and a grin a mile wide. The completely inappropriate outfit was only one reason for her smile.
“What is the meaning of this?” Paul Shelton spluttered his indignation at her interruption. He looked a bit like a weasel in a three-piece suit. She wanted to choke him with his own tie. She’d never particularly liked him, but when she’d discovered the money laundering scheme, he’d jumped to the top of her personal shit list. The other two partners—Baskins and Connors—weren’t exactly on her list of favorites either.
Her grin widened. Weeks of silent, careful planning came down to this weekly partner meeting. She aimed a paper airplane at Shelton’s head. He dodged at the last minute, so it hit the chair back, but watching his eyes go all big and buggy was worth it.
“Kiss my ass, Shelton. I quit.” She checked her watch. “Well, that’s all the time I have for you. I hope you fall into a pit of angry fire ants.”
She turned on her heel and sauntered from the office, leaving the partners cursing behind her while the employees gaped like startled carp. She popped in the ear buds of her iPod and cranked up the volume on Cypress Hill. She stepped onto the elevator and nodded to the federal agents getting off. Oh, yeah. Some days are definitely better than others.
***
Maddy propped her feet on a wooden ottoman. While the laptop booted up, she relaxed in her Adirondack chair, listening to the waves crash into the cliff and sea birds screeching their mournful calls. She’d found this house—this gorgeous, fantastic vacation rental estate—on the internet. Twenty acres of solitude on the coast of Nova Scotia.
Hooray for the internet.
She’d hopped a flight to Halifax right after the first deposition. With Bennett Daskowitz, her lawyer, in charge, she had little to do but sign off from a distance. Bennett took care of the details while her new assistant Annie handled the footwork and the vultures that seemed to appear the minute she’d claimed her winnings. She figured the winning lottery ticket constituted a thank you from the universe for turning the nasty nerds in to the feds. Instant karma. A reward for stepping out on a limb and putting her professional reputation and corporate finance career on the line. Which she would have done—had done—without the guarantee of a soft place to land.
The smell of salt tinged the air, and Maddy wondered if the salt water would ruin the laptop. Gosh. She’d just have to buy a new one. The sheer pleasure of knowing she could just buy a new one made her grin like an idiot.
Pulling her gaze from the surprisingly green waters of the Atlantic, Maddy focused on the computer screen. She opened her email—the new one that only Annie, Bennett and the feds knew. Oh, look. Speak of the devil, e-mail from Agent Dawes. Agent Dawes, a tall, thin man with skin the color of chocolate ice cream and eyes you just sank into, was a sharp investigator. He’d been beyond thrilled when Maddy had walked into his office with a flash drive detailing how her bosses had helped a certain Russian holding company launder millions of dollars. Through his emails she knew that the investigation proceeded apace, but that the partners were fighting tooth and nail. She’d also learned through Babs Regin—Connors’ ex—that both Shelton and Baskins were now in the throes of divorce proceedings, and Connors had been denied visitation with his son. That karma was a bitch, wasn’t she? Dawes’ email reminded her she had the second deposition in two weeks. That would be fun. She wasn’t worried about it, since at this point her testimony was gravy: nice but unnecessary in the face of the evidence.
Good for her, since that’s what made Agent Dawes so sure the Russians weren’t going to bother with her.
A few keystrokes forwarded the email to Annie with a note asking for a reminder closer to the time. Had to make sure she was back in town for that, didn’t she?
The next email, from Bennett, advised her that—among other things—he had contracted Talon Security for the offices of her new private practice. They would be contacting her to work out details regarding her personal security.
Personal security? Her eyebrows rose. What did that mean? She shot an email back to Bennett asking for clarification. The idea that she might need personal security made her more than a little nervous, even this far away from the proceedings.
Shaking her head, she logged out and checked her bank accounts. Her concern slipped away and she giggled. Giggled, for heaven’s sake. But it gave her such a thrill to see the numbers. It was nice not to have to worry about paying student loans or the mortgage. Sure, she’d made good money, but she’d grown up lean and it had made her more careful with her spending than she might have been. In fact, that’s what had led her to accounting in the first place. It had been her own hard work and investing know-how that moved her from straight accounting into corporate finance, and now she had the means and the skills to start her own firm. Sighing in satisfaction, she powered down the laptop and powered up the iPod. With Narada echoing in her head, she basked in the clear sunlight, drifting off, letting go of everything.
***
His name was Kyle. She didn’t know how she knew his name, but she did. Odd. She thought of Kyle as a name for someone dark, not for this dishwater blond with the body of an MMA fighter. It was her dream, so why was this not-dark hottie named Kyle?
She stopped worrying about it when she saw his eyes. Extraordinary eyes. The intensely blue rim of his iris faded to nearly white at the pupil. His faced was carved in harsh planes, with prominent cheekbones and an angular jaw. His mouth, though, looked soft, even set into a stern line. He stalked toward her shedding clothes—shirt, belt, pants, shorts.
Oh, my. Okay, so her dreams didn’t usually include such a detailed visual of the manly goods, but in this case, she was glad her subconscious had made an exception.
Dreamy Kyle’s cock was a work of art. Long, thick, and perfectly formed, the bulbous head flushed with color, with a ring of small raised bumps. What the hell? What were those? Whatever. Dream. Not real. The pale skin of his shaft showed the single vein snaking around his girth like a stripe on a candy cane. She wanted to lick it.
She moved her dream-frozen feet forward, stopping with a bare inch of space between her belly and his penis. Damn, he was tall. She had to crane her neck to meet his eyes. The heat off his body made her aware that her dream self stood naked, too. That was handy.
Before she could drop in front of him, he cupped her jaw in his big hands, tipping it up. Those oddly pale eyes searched her face for something. Whatever it was, he must have found it, because he lowered his lips to brush hers. In a stroke, his tongue invaded her mouth, taking possession. Startled, she tried to lean back, but his hands held her firmly. She felt the heat, smelled the damp earth smell of his skin. Her breasts flattened against his chest as she sagged into him, the drugging sweetness of his kiss draining her strength.
Eyelids drifting closed, she savored the weakness, glorying in the sensation of his muscled chest against her stabbing nipples. The smooth skin rubbed over her every time she took a breath. She managed to lift her arms and hook her hands over his elbows.
She’d never been kissed like this. Slow and consuming.
Oh, this was definitely a good dream.
Another pair of hands settled on her hips, palms hot and hard, long fingers resting along her hipbones. She juddered in shock, eyes flying open, but Kyle’s hands held her fast. Heat from another male body covered her back. The hard, insistent shape of a penis nestled in the cleft of her ass.
Julian.
The name came from nowhere, washing away her momentary fear. She closed her eyes and a picture formed in her mind’s eye. Shorter and slighter than Kyle, his body still conveyed strength. Hair so dark it seemed to absorb light and chiseled good looks that somehow soothed her. How odd. Like Kyle, though, his eyes carried the intensity of the man: streaked yellow-amber hawk’s eyes. Well, if you’re going to have an erotic dream, might as well make it a doozy.
Her dream self surrendered, tension sliding from her muscles. She allowed them to support her weight between them. Julian’s fingers tightened on her hips and Kyle finally drew his mouth from hers. His thumbs massaged her jaw and her eyelids fluttered open.
“Ours.” She almost felt Kyle’s smooth baritone on her lips; it rang like a bell in her head.
The scene shifted and she reclined on a bed, the soft, pale comforter billowing up around her. Her initial confusion at the change of position dissipated in the dreamy haze of pleasure. Each man took a breast, fingertips so light she barely felt the graze of their roughened skin. Her skin flashed hot, becoming hypersensitive. She strained for the slightest sensation. Without warning, Julian pinched her nipple. The juxtaposition of the feather-light touches with the near-pain of that pinch arched her back, drew a cry from her throat. Kyle fell on her, licking and biting her neck as if he would imprint the taste and texture of her skin on his tongue while Julian continued tormenting her nipple, leaning down to suck it into his hot mouth.
Maddy’s hips bucked, and her arms moved to find some way to caress the men. She needed to touch them, feel them, know them. On one side, her hand hooked in Julian’s hair, the dark strands sliding through her fingers until she took hold. On the other side, her fingernails dug into Kyle’s shoulder, drawing a growl from him. The sound buzzed along her nerve endings, stoking the fire building between her legs. She felt herself becoming wetter, softer, hotter.
Julian slid a hand along her belly, toying with her navel. His big finger traced the edge, dipped in, slid out. Her pussy quivered in answer—she wanted his fingers lower.
Just a little lower.
One of Kyle’s hands cupped the back of her neck while the other continued to play with her breast, his mouth moving down over her collarbone toward her nipple. When he latched on, her system went haywire. Heat, sparks, light, all tempered with a dreamy acceptance.
Julian sucked one nipple, Kyle the other. It was too much and not enough. Kyle licked over her hardened bud, while Julian worked her other nipple with teeth and fierce suction. The combined effect detonated deep inside, shaking nerves she hadn’t known she possessed, undermining the foundations of walls she’d taken years to build.
“Madeline,” Kyle growled against her.
Kyle’s hand moved down her ribs, slid over her hip to tease the tender skin along the ridge of bone. Maddy twisted, gasping. She’d never realized her sensitivity there. Kyle exploited her vulnerability, his lips following along behind his hand, dropping little nibbling kisses, sucking the soft skin against his teeth, then soothing with the hot velvet of his tongue. Julian’s mouth savaged the nipple Kyle had abandoned. His chest pushed into the side of her breast and she lifted her head to sink her teeth into his shoulder. His body jerked over her and his low rumble vibrated against her nipple.
Maddy released his shoulder. Her head fell back under the weight of sensations.
Aching, tender nipples. Sensitized skin. Throbbing, needing, wanting. Her head spun with sensual gluttony.
Julian’s fingers brushed over the hair at the junction of her thighs. Maddy spread her legs, inviting him to play in softer, slicker flesh. His head lifted from her breast and shifted to catch her lips. It was the first time Julian’s lips had touched hers, and the kiss electrified her. His tongue swept into her mouth, demanding and receiving the full measure of her response. At the same time, his fingers parted her labia, sliding easily along her slit.
Kyle grunted, one hand going to her leg, pulling it further out while Julian slid one long finger into her, swirling along her inner walls. Maddy shrieked her shocked pleasure into his mouth.
“Move your hand, Julian. I want in her right now.”
Julian smiled. Freeing his finger from the clinging walls of her pussy, he lifted it to his mouth and sucked.
Maddy’s eyes rounded watching him savor her essence. Entranced by Julian’s actions, she didn’t realize Kyle had abandoned her hipbone and moved between her spread thighs. His legs brushed her soft inner thighs and her attention shifted to him.
Grasping the base of his cock, he settled the head against her opening.
Julian dropped to kiss her again. His tongue slid easily into her mouth at the same moment Kyle pushed his cock into her wet sheath. Her heart stalled at the sensation of Kyle working to get the broad head of his cock lodged inside her. She squirmed at the all-too-real sting. Was this really a dream? She could feel every bump, every ridge, including bumps she’d never known on other men. Wow, a dream guy whose penis reminded her of her favorite nubby sex toy! Her imagination made her proud. Her hands moved to push at Julian’s shoulders, wanting to see, but he refused to budge. His mouth ate at hers while Kyle pushed incrementally further into her pussy.
Kyle hissed out a curse. “You are so tight, Madeline.”
One of Julian’s hands moved to touch the place where Kyle’s body merged into hers. The feel of his hand there, pressed intimately against her flesh and Kyle’s, made her shiver. A brilliant image popped up behind her eyes—Julian and Kyle wrapped together in a lovers’ embrace, lips working over each other’s cocks—a fantasy within a dream.
The intensity of the visual added to her arousal, flooding her with cream that saturated Kyle’s cock and seeped out.
Kyle made a pained sound in his throat. He sank deep, his hips pressed into hers.
Julian moved his hand, allowing Kyle to sink that extra fraction into her. His fingers slid up to play with her throbbing clit. At his first touch, she arched, forcing Kyle’s cock even further into her body. The feel of him filling her so completely, stretching her wide while Julian flicked her clit, sent her over the edge. Her hips bucked and her legs wrapped around Kyle, briefly dislodging Julian’s hand. She gripped Julian’s head and poured her scream down his throat.
The rippling walls of her vagina seemed to sever Kyle’s control. He began thrusting into her with deep, heavy shoves. The head of his cock bumped her cervix, reverberating through her pelvis and reinforcing the aftershocks of her orgasm. Each hard push flattened Julian’s hand between them, pressing his finger into the throbbing bundle of nerves. In total shock, Maddy realized she quivered on the edge of another climax.
Kyle sped his thrusts, his hips slapping into hers with a harsh, wet rhythm.
Julian finally released her lips, and Maddy sucked in deep, fast breaths. Air left in a hiss when Julian’s lips closed over her nipple. The deep, slow tugs were almost tidal, and the contrast between the pull at her breast and the slamming force in her pussy spiked through her. The orgasm caught her in a demanding grasp, shaking her legs and flinging her body into a taut arch. Her pleasure escaped in a long scream of completion that nearly drowned out Kyle’s hoarse shout as he held himself deep within her, pumping out his own orgasm.
Maddy collapsed against the bed, completely wrung out.
Kyle pulled out of her body and flung himself down next to her, one golden arm coming up to cover his eyes.
Julian took swift advantage, moving to position himself where Kyle had just been.
Maddy made a weak gesture with one hand, meaning to indicate that she was too wiped out for another round right now, despite the blatant unfairness of leaving Julian in that state.
Julian either didn’t catch her meaning or chose to ignore it. He grasped her hips, angling them up to take him. Kyle shifted to throw an arm over her waist, pinning her across the middle while Julian maneuvered her.
The head of his cock pushed into her and Maddy’s eyes popped wide in shock. Holy crap. He was thicker than Kyle.
She tried to sit up, but Kyle’s arm prevented it. Even in her dream state, she began to panic.
“Shhh,” Julian crooned, his head dropping forward, sweat sliding down his temples.
“I won’t hurt you. Kyle opened you up for me, honey. It’ll be good, I promise.”
Relentlessly, Julian forged into her sensitized vagina. A combination of her own moisture and Kyle’s slicked Julian’s way, allowing him to slowly merge his body with hers. It wasn’t easy, and Maddy bit her lip to hold back a cry of real discomfort as Julian’s massive cock seated deep in her pussy.
Julian stilled, allowing her body to adjust to his size. Gradually, the tension abated and her breathing began to steady. She could handle this. It was just a dream. Dreams couldn’t really hurt her. And he wedged so tightly inside her that every pulse of her vaginal walls transmitted back to her. If it felt this good with him unmoving inside her, how good would it feel when he began thrusting?
She found out. Julian withdrew carefully, moving back until only the broad head of his cock lodged inside her. Then he pressed back into her. A startled sound of pleasure erupted from Maddy’s throat when Julian’s massive cock hit places inside her she hadn’t known existed. Steady, even thrusts spread the moisture along her walls, making each entry easier than the last, until Julian slid smoothly in her body.
A satisfied hum echoed in her ear, and she looked away from Julian’s straining face to find Kyle watching Julian. A look of possessive hunger covered his face, but she didn’t know for whom he meant that look.
Julian surged into her, harder, faster. He raced headlong toward orgasm, but she wasn’t close to ready for another. Instead, she concentrated on the luxurious feel of his cock massaging her internal tissues, the pleasure lighting a warm glow in her sated body.
Kyle laid his head on her breast while Julian thrust urgently into Maddy’s pussy. His fingers played lightly with her waist. The contrast between Kyle’s soft, dreamy caress and Julian’s harsh rush toward orgasm shivered through her.
Julian stiffened and pulled Maddy’s hips tight against his own. On a hoarse groan, he fell forward, releasing her hips to catch himself on the bed. He narrowly missed smashing his head into Kyle’s as his eyes glazed over.
Julian’s orgasm rolled through him and into her. Maddy could feel each pulse of his release.
She began to drift in the dream, enjoying the shattered aftermath.
Then things got weird. Julian began to grow wings. Big ones. Not little fairy wings, but huge wings like some modern-day Icarus. Frowning, she noted that these feathers were the deep, rich brown of a golden eagle.
Feathers touched her arms. This set was pale blue, almost white. The color of Kyle’s eyes. Weird. Only then did she realize that Kyle, too, had sprouted wings. Nubs she could handle—like being ribbed for her pleasure, right? But wings … what the fuck…
Chapter Two
She catapulted into wakefulness, adrenaline pumping. Jackknifing up, her eyes scanned frantically. She yanked the ear buds out of her ears to listen. What the hell?
After assuring herself that there didn’t seem to be any immediate danger, she collapsed back against the chair to calm her galloping heart. Her breathing steadied and her heart slowed. She noticed that her pussy still throbbed and her nipples felt raw against her shirt. Curiously, she lifted the neckline and peered down at her breasts.
Her eyes rounded. Holy crap!
She scrambled off the chair, grabbed her laptop and ran into the house. The laptop and iPod bounced on the sofa where she dropped them. She peeled off her clothes and raced up the stairs. The slickness along the insides of her thighs made her conscious of every step. In the master bathroom, she stopped in front of the mirror.
No, it wasn’t a mistake. Her mirror image showed all the physical signs of the dream. Her dark hair was in disarray, her hazel eyes feverishly bright. Her nipples were dark and swollen, the sensitive skin of her breasts pink and slightly raw. The curve of her left hip sported a small bruise, and her pussy was awash. Hand trembling, she reached between her thighs.
Oh, God. Her flesh was swollen and wet. She winced when her fingers slid into her inexplicably sore body. Her whole body shook with wracking shudders as she swiped her fingers inside herself.
Near panic, she pulled her fingers from her pussy to inspect them. Her knees loosened and she sagged against the vanity. Thank God. Nothing but her own cream. No sticky white intermingled with her own juice, no musky-sweet smell of semen mixed with her own scent.
Drawing in measured breaths, Maddy forced herself to calm down. It was just a dream. A very erotic dream in which she had clearly had real orgasms. No reason to go off the deep end.
A few moments of slow breathing restored Maddy’s perspective. Her wheezing laugh echoed in the bathroom. Had she really just run up here in a blind panic thinking she’d had actual, real sex with two men while she slept and dreamed of hot sex? She shook her head at her own idiocy. What she needed was a cold shower.
***
Once again sitting at the cliff edge, Maddy sipped a glass of wine while she watched the water darken. Okay, clearly she needed to get laid. That dream had been entirely too real. Even the weird wing thing. First, she couldn’t remember ever dreaming a ménage before. She’d fantasized about them, sure, but she hadn’t had an actual dream. Second, the penis nubs were weird. She’d heard of people getting implants to mimic sex toys, but…well, maybe she spent too much time on the internet. Then there was the wing thing.
Big wings, like angels or X-men, but in pretty colors. That was just—well, whatever it was, it was not usual. The closest she’d ever come to incorporating feathers in sex included a feather duster and French maid uniform. Somehow, she didn’t think that counted.
Rolling the wine glass between her palms, she pondered her options. She wasn’t really much for clubs—too hard to talk, too much cigarette smoke, and too much fake tan. On the other hand, where the devil did she expect to meet guys? She’d never really thought about it, because it had never been an issue. Lovers had always just kind of…shown up. She’d never had to find one. Or two.
Okay, where had that come from?
Well, obviously from the dream, but she wouldn’t really want a ménage. Would she?
Oh, hell yes.
But wanting and having were two different things. The dynamics of managing a ménage beyond a single sexual encounter seemed insane. Who slept where? Who slept with whom? Was there a schedule? How did the roles pan out?
Maddy shook her head at herself. Why worry about the logistics when the likelihood of her finding a single lover in this remote part of Nova Scotia was limited, let alone a pair willing to explore a ménage. Too bad she hadn’t thought to bring her vibrator with her. The nubby one.
She stood with a sigh. Fully dark now, the lights from the house cast a warm yellow glow into the night. Her nerves from earlier returned, and she walked toward the welcoming light, her sandal-clad feet quiet on the scrubby grass. The ocean breeze soughed through the evergreens, the night creatures tuned up for their evening concert, and gravel crunched under tires in the drive.
Tires. In the drive? The nerves blossomed into fear.
She sprinted toward the house, dirt spraying under her sandals. She slammed the door closed behind her, locking it, just before she saw the headlights come around the curve of the driveway, throwing crazy shadows on the trees.
She set the wineglass down on the counter and hurried through to the kitchen.
Flipping the lock on that door, she peered through the window. Whoever it was pulled up on the other side of her rental car, the hulking shadow of an SUV or big truck dwarfing the little car.
Grabbing the cordless phone, she moved away from the doors and into the main part of the house.
Maybe some primitive feminine reaction to being alone and far from aid had kicked in, but her heart now lodged in her throat. Then again, maybe she should have thought of—how had Bennett put it?—personal security before now. Suddenly, she wasn’t so confident in Agent Dawes’ assurances of her safety.
The doorbell rang.
Gripping the phone tightly, she dialed 911 and left her finger on the send button.
Paranoid? Maybe. Hell, was it even still 911 in Canada?
Squaring her shoulders, Maddy walked into the front room. The porch light didn’t so much reveal her visitors as create hazy, intimidating shapes. But there were definitely two of them. And they were big. Her finger twitched on the send button on the phone.
“Who is it?”
“Talon Security, Ms. Crane. Bennett Daskowitz should have mentioned us?”
Her brows snapped together. She knew that voice on some deep, visceral level. How did she know that voice? Very Alan Rickman. Like a tuning fork, something in her pelvis vibrated at the pitch. And what were they doing here? She’d asked for a security system at her new practice, not for a visit.
“Identification?”
She thought she heard a low cough from the other side of the door before two IDs were pressed against the glass. She reached forward to flip the lock as she read the cards.
Kyle Reinhart. Julian Cross.
The phone slid from her hand, crashing onto the hardwood floor. Her body flashed hot before her vision grayed at the edges. The last thing she heard before she hit the ground was vicious cursing.
Chapter Three
Deep voices were familiar, but not.
“Dammit, we should have eased her into it.”
“How? We don’t have much time, and you know what the visions mean.”
Visions? Dream. Oh, shit.
“I don’t know, Kyle, but I don’t think scaring her to death is a great first impression.” Heavy sarcasm weighted the deep, sexy voice.
“We don’t have a choice, Julian. She needs to decide, and she can’t do it without information.”
A heavy sigh. “What decision can she make? We can’t afford for her to make the wrong decision.”
What decision? Cotton wool filled her head and this conversation confused her.
“What decision?” Her voice sounded rusty, like she hadn’t used it in days. She forced her eyes open a fraction.
One large male body dropped down in front of her. Where was she? Damn, her head hurt. Oh, she was on the sofa.
“Hey, honey. We didn’t mean to scare you.”
The Alan Rickman voice belonged to Julian. Wow. He was beautiful, like a dark angel. And those eyes.
Maddy licked her lips, trying desperately to put things together. “Wasn’t scared. Shocked.”
“Shocked?”
“Who the hell expects a wet dream to show up on the door step?”
Fuck. Her internal censors weren’t online yet. Julian made a strangled sound and she clamped her lips together. A growl erupted from Kyle’s direction.
Julian cleared his throat. “I see. Can you sit up?”
Maddy forced her eyes all the way open, meeting his gaze. Oh, yeah. Those were some very powerful peepers. “I think so. For God’s sake, don’t touch me.”
Nope. Internal censor definitely on vacation.
Another growling noise from Kyle had her slowly turning her head to look at him.
Like Julian, he wore khaki slacks and a polo shirt under a sports jacket. Big and powerful, his body tensed. His face drew into fierce planes, the predator inside clear on his features. Maddy blinked, pushing herself to sitting. Crap, that animalistic demeanor shot straight to her pussy, clenching her muscles and releasing a wash of cream. She turned back to Julian, but that didn’t help.
Julian’s nostrils flared and Maddy had the distinct impression he could smell her arousal.
Both men stared at her, their eyes moving over her greedily.
“Are you okay?” Kyle’s voice was gruff, rougher than Julian’s but just as deep.
Maddy shook herself before swallowing hard. “I-I think so.”
Great. Now she was stuttering. Then it suddenly hit her. The men from her dream were in the house. Men she had never before met but with whom she had experienced the most monumental orgasms of her life. Strangers who had, at least in the dream, poured their seed into her aching pussy. Oh. My. God.
Something on her face must have given away her panic, because Julian started to reach for her.
“I said don’t touch me,” Maddy said sharply. This was bad enough without adding touch to the situation. Her mind spun, trying to find some toehold in reality. She wasn’t psychic, so what the hell was this?
Julian lifted his hands, palms out, and Kyle moved up next to him. Though they weren’t touching her, they effectively caged her.
“You have to be confused,” Kyle said, his voice gentling a bit.
Maddy threw him a look. “Ya think?”
Julian cracked a smile, white teeth flashing like a damned toothpaste commercial.
“Ah, honey, I like you.”
Kyle gave him an exasperated look. “You gave us a bad moment when you passed out.”
“Not my fave, either,” Maddy pointed out. She shook her head, trying to order her thoughts. That just made her head hurt worse. Dammit, she needed to think.
They definitely acted like they knew her. Odd, even with the dream earlier. That dream had been sex, straight up, no intellectual or emotional sharing, just physical connection. So even assuming they shared the dream with her—and how weird was that?—it didn’t explain their solicitous manner.
She looked back and forth between them. Kyle seemed the dominant personality, but Julian wasn’t weak. Instead, she had the impression that they had been a team for a very long time. Her brows came together. She suddenly wondered if they were lovers. Nothing overt indicated that kind of relationship, but she thought they might be.
Julian was magnificent on his knees, bent over the metal frame of their camp cot, his arms stretched out. Kyle crowded behind him, cock throbbing faster than his heart.
Buried in Julian’s ass, his teeth gripped the nape of his neck. The flat boniness of Julian’s back plate pressed against his chest and abdomen, but sensation centered in Kyle’s throbbing, straining erection. Tension gathered at the base of his spine, swelling at the root of his cock. He pulled back, the slick, hot walls dragging along his length. One more thrust, buried to the hilt, and the tension released, Kyle’s back bowing. His orgasm shot from him in long, pulsing streamers.
Maddy jerked back to reality, back into her own skin. What the hell was that? These visions just got weirder and weirder. First the penis nubs, now back plates. Slumping back into the couch, she let her head fall back. They’d painted the ceiling a soothing taupe, she noted. Who bothered to paint the ceiling? She heaved out a breath, trying to steady herself.
Regardless of how ridiculous it seemed, these men were here. That meant that something beyond her understanding was definitely at work, and she hated not understanding. She could deal with nearly anything, but she had to understand the situation first.
“Okay. I’m a problem solver. Let me just gather my info here and lay it out. If I can do that, maybe I can deal with this weirdness.”
The fact that they didn’t question her about her meaning gave her a big clue that she was not alone in having some bizarre prescient sexual experience. Lifting her head, she studied them. She found their reactions to her statement informative. Kyle frowned, his eyes becoming shuttered as he drew into himself. Julian, on the other hand, leaned forward, his head cocked to one side and a slight smile lingering on his lips. It irritated her that neither of them seemed bothered by this insane situation.
“You both work for Talon Security, correct?” Both men nodded. “Okay. Why the hell are you here? I asked for physical security at the offices, not a visit.”
Julian cleared his throat. “Ah, well, Talon came into some information that leads us to believe that you are in personal danger. We discussed the situation with Mr. Daskowitz. He said he would notify you.”
Maddy considered the email from Bennett. Skepticism lent an edge to her tone. “He only indicated that Talon would be contacting me regarding personal security, not that you would be showing up on the doorstep.”
Julian glanced at Kyle before answering, cementing Maddy’s opinion that Kyle was the leader. “We didn’t tell him we would be coming up here immediately. We wanted to see you personally.”
Skepticism ballooned into full-blown suspicion. “Oh, really? Why is that?”
“We don’t have time to dance around this, Julian,” Kyle said tersely. He met her gaze straight on, those intense eyes seething with some combination of emotions she couldn’t quite decipher.
“Then you tell me what’s going on, Kyle.”
He froze when she said his name, his eyes dropping briefly closed before he seemed to recover himself. He rolled his shoulders and stared intently at a point past her left ear. “We have reason to believe that someone took out a contract on you.”
Maddy stared at him. It took a moment for the words to sink in, another moment for the synapses to fire and process the words. Still, what he said didn’t make sense. “Me?”
“Yes.”
“But—” She broke off as she considered. “No, that can’t be right. The FBI assured me that the Russians weren’t out much, in the scheme of things, and since I couldn’t finger any of them directly, I wasn’t a threat to the bigger organization. Since the feds have all the information, whether I testify or not is irrelevant from their standpoint.”
“True. But we don’t necessarily think it’s the Russians.”
Maddy blinked. Then she stared at Kyle again. “You think one of the nasty nerds wants me dead?”
Julian made a sound that could have been a muffled laugh, or maybe a snort. “You call them the nasty nerds?”
She raised a brow. “Well, yeah. What else would I call them?”
Julian just shook his head. “In answer to your question, yes. We think one of the partners contracted the hit.”
“In which case, shouldn’t I be talking to the FBI?”
The smile on Julian’s face died. He looked over at Kyle, whose grim countenance gave away nothing.
“The FBI does not believe you are in any danger, Maddy. I don’t believe they will take it seriously until at least one attempt on your life has been made. We can’t afford to take that risk. Julian and I won’t take that risk with you.”
Kyle’s austere assessment sent a chill up Maddy’s spine. Suddenly restless, she stood. A level look and Kyle stepped back to give her some room. She began to pace, wishing for her iPod and some thinking music. The idea that someone actually wanted her dead was so foreign she didn’t catch the significance of the last statement for a few moments. When she did, she stopped pacing. He meant personally, not professionally.
“We’re back to that. It’s going to have to wait until we discuss the whole threat-to-my-life problem. I can’t deal with insanity until I deal with reality.”
Julian’s lips twitched again and she pinned him with a glare. His face seemed serious enough, but his eyes still held suppressed amusement.
“Fine, so you think someone is going to try to kill me. First, why would you think that? Just wait,” she directed, pointing to Kyle when he opened his mouth to answer.
Julian had to turn his head and cough into his hand to cover the laugh, which earned him another glare. “Second, how do we cancel the contract, and third, what do we do in the meantime?”
Kyle’s expression made it clear he didn’t appreciate her cutting him off. Too bad. He would have to deal because she wasn’t about to tiptoe around him no matter how hot he was.
“Before Talon took the contract for your security, we began an in-depth risk assessment. There isn’t anything we do that the FBI couldn’t do if they had the resources available for every witness or investigation, but they don’t. They don’t believe the Russians are a threat to you—and our risk assessment team agrees. However, they discounted a vengeance hit by one of the partners, which we did not. The types of people the partners might recruit for a hit are very different from the Russians, so it’s not surprising that the FBI hasn’t heard any rumblings in their Russian pipeline about you.”
Maddy shook her head slightly. “Okay, I understood most of that. Boiled down, the FBI looked at the Russian Mafia for threats and didn’t find any. They didn’t bother to look at the nasty nerds, but Talon did.”
“Basically. When our people started nosing around, one of them found the broker.”
“Broker?”
“The client contacts the broker, gives him the name for the hit and the ceiling of what he’s willing to pay. The broker puts it out on the market. Fortunately for you, depending on how the broker works, it’s usually the low bid that gets the contract. Tends more toward thugs moving into being pros.” Kyle shrugged at her look of amazed horror.
“You asked.”
“Sweet Buddha on a trampoline. The things you learn. Fine, so on to the next part—assuming that there is a contract, how do I go about stopping it?”
Julian winced. “You don’t. Over the last two days, we tried to have some of our agents bid the contract, but that didn’t pan out. Now they’re trying to backtrack to find out who got it. Once they do that, the first thing they do will be to offer to buy out the contract. Sometimes that works, sometimes not. At the same time, if we can follow the trail back to one of the partners, we can get the hit cancelled on that end.”
“What makes you think they’d be willing to cancel?”
Both men looked at her and she shivered in reaction. The absolute blankness of their expressions told her more than she wanted to know. One way or the other, the contract would be revoked.
She turned to stare blindly out the windows toward the sea. Ridiculous, really, to think that one of the nasty nerds had contracted a hit on her. On her!
She turned it over in her head, considering the angles. Baskins was a condescending jerk with a tendency to live beyond his means. Greedy and obnoxious, yes, but she didn’t think he’d try to kill her. Pete Connors’ big problem was that he couldn’t keep his pants zipped. He’d fooled around on Babs, which had led to the divorce. Since then, he’d had a string of high-maintenance bimbos which he supplemented with women in the office. She was fairly certain he was tapping his assistant Melanie and Cheryl in payroll. Jail would be very difficult for him, but he wasn’t a bad guy. In fact, he might not end up with jail time at all, since Baskins and Shelton were the brains behind the money laundering. Pete was just oblivious. Paul Shelton, on the other hand, was a mean bastard. The joy he took in grinding down those around him made her ill and had been one of the biggest reasons she’d begun digging around in the company accounts. His partners had overruled him to hire her, and her unwillingness to kowtow stuck in his craw. He’d been chipping away at her position from day one. He seemed most likely to have both the knowledge and the desire to arrange a professional hit. Though she’d have expected him to go high end—he didn’t usually cheap out on things.
“My gut says that if it’s one of the partners, Shelton is most likely.” She sighed.
“We’re checking into it,” Julian assured her.
She rolled her shoulders, shrugging off the tension. She wasn’t one to dwell on things she couldn’t change, so she needed to focus on what she could do about the situation. She turned back to face them. “So what do I do in the interim?”
Julian cleared his throat and again glanced at Kyle. That was getting kind of old, actually. It made her think they were hiding things from her.
“We think it’s best if you have a personal security detail. Also, since you made no effort to conceal your plans, this house is not a safe location.” Kyle’s stony expression softened slightly. “We should leave in the morning. We’ll turn in your rental car and go from there.”
“Go where?” A muscle in Kyle’s jaw twitched. Ooooh, he really didn’t like having to explain himself. Tough cookies.
“There are several options,” Kyle said tightly. “We all have satellite phones and you have the computer uplink, so you won’t be cut off. We’d rather not return to the US immediately, since we believe that the contractor is more at home in the US, particularly in urban environments.”
Startled, Maddy blinked. “Why would you think that?”
Kyle’s eyes turned hard. “The way the contract played out implies that the individual
may have gang or perhaps drug cartel ties.”
“Oh.” She studied him. “How can you know that?”
Julian smiled. “Professional secret.”
“Fine, keep your secret.” Maddy considered her options. She could kick them to the curb and take her chances—they might be wrong about a hit, or she might be able to dodge on her own. But, really, she didn’t know anything about hiding from a professional killer. And she got the idea that they weren’t going to leave so easily. The second option was to follow along like so much baggage. That didn’t appeal because she wanted to be a part of the planning; she worked better if she had information. She did, however, get the idea that Julian and Kyle would prefer this option. There was another option, one that didn’t leave her either completely vulnerable or completely out of the loop. She was all for being smart and cautious about this situation, but that didn’t mean she had to be excluded.
“Here’s the deal. I’m not comfortable with you being completely in charge.” She held up a hand when both men began to object. “No, hear me out. You can argue with me after.”
Julian shrugged his acceptance, but Kyle’s shuttered look conveyed his dislike of the situation.
“Like I said, I don’t like you being completely in charge, but that doesn’t mean I’m stupid. I know that you are better trained and better equipped to deal with my safety.”
She moved across the room to stand directly in front of them. Both men relaxed at her words. Time for the sneak attack.
“So I’ll cooperate—within limits. I want to know where we are going. I want to have a hand in making decisions. I’ll follow directions to the letter in a dangerous situation, but for the larger picture, you are going to have to go through me. It’s my life, and I will not abdicate responsibility for it. Clear?”
Julian blinked in surprise before an appreciative smile stretched his lips. His easy smiles gave him a boyish charm and made him seem less a threat. Maddy didn’t believe that for a moment. Under that easy-going exterior lurked a predator. Anyone who forgot that did so at his own peril.
Kyle’s nostrils flared in reaction, but he nodded curtly. “I can understand your position. I need to know that you will not question our orders if the situation is dangerous.”
“I won’t. I’m not a fool, Kyle.”
Again, he stilled at the use of his name. She filed that away for consideration. She didn’t think she’d used Julian’s name yet. It would be interesting to see if he had a similar reaction.
“Fine. You need to pack tonight. If you haven’t eaten, we need to eat before we can discuss our next moves.”
Maddy nodded agreement, leading them into the kitchen. “There are guest rooms upstairs. I assume you have luggage in the rental, so feel free to pick a room for the night.”
“I’ll scope it out,” Julian volunteered. Kyle grunted what must have been assent, because Julian moved out of the kitchen and began a thorough inspection of the house, closing drapes as he went.
Kyle walked to the kitchen door and checked the lock before heading to the refrigerator.
“There’s stuff in the pantry, too.”
He threw her a look over his shoulder. “Where are the vegetables?”
“Um, well, there are some frozen ones.”
He closed the refrigerator and pulled open the freezer. He took out two bags of vegetables and two packages of frozen beef. Then he began rummaging through the cupboards, pulling out various bottles and containers until he had them lined up on the counter. A box of boil-in-bag rice joined the pile, accompanied by a disgusted shake of his head.
By the time Julian returned downstairs, Kyle had water on the stove for the rice and hunted through cabinets for a large skillet. Though he’d asked, Maddy had no idea where one might be—she’d been happy with canned soup and frozen dinners. Beyond dishes and the microwave, she wasn’t completely sure where to find anything.
“I’m going to go grab the overnight bag and the gear.”
“Fine. Dinner should be ready in about fifteen minutes.”
Feeling distinctly useless, Maddy wrinkled her nose. “You seem to have this under control. Why don’t I start packing and you can call me when dinner is ready?”
He looked over at her, those curiously pale eyes sending a jolt of awareness through her. She’d been pretty successful tamping down the sexual attraction, pushing the earlier dream into a dark corner of her mind. One searing look brought it all back.
Unsettled, she jerked her thumb over her shoulder. “I’m just going to, um, go.”
She fled. She couldn’t delude herself into thinking it was anything but what it was—a rapid retreat from the potent attraction between them.
When Julian stuck his head into her room a few moments later, she had laid out the clothes for tomorrow and begun the tedious process of trying to make everything fit in the suitcases.
“We’re taking the room next door. Need any help?”
Maddy straightened. The buzz of attraction was there, a low-intensity hum in the background of her mind. There wasn’t the intense pull she felt with Kyle, but there was definitely something. She couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but whatever it was, she liked it. Liked it more than the out-of-control pull Kyle had.
It took her brain a moment to catch up with her hormones. They were taking the room next door. There were two other bedrooms, but they were going to share one. The vision from earlier came back with a vengeance—a vivid image of Kyle bent over Julian, shoving into him.
Maddy cleared her throat, shaking her head to clear the arousal from her mind.
“Sure. I’m just packing up the stuff I’m not going to need before we leave. Those clothes there are what I’ll wear tomorrow. That pile there is the dirty stuff I’ll wash tonight. Everything else gets packed.”
“Any rhyme or reason?”
“Not so much. My main goal is simply to make it fit.”
He smiled at her, a wide grin of shared amusement, before opening a drawer.
As if he had radar, he’d chosen the lingerie drawer. He pulled out a lacy pink bra and held it up. A little digging produced the matching sheer thong.
“You wear this stuff all the time?” His already deep voice lowered and roughened.
His eyes darkened from gold to amber and a faint flush colored his cheekbones.
They stared at each other across the bed, awareness blooming into a larger, more dangerous arousal. Maddy’s nipples tingled, and the heat she’d been trying to keep at bay threatened to flare to life.
“I think this is a bad idea.”
Julian dropped the bra and panties back into the drawer. “You know we’re going to have to deal with it eventually.”
“I really don’t want to think about it. I have enough to worry about just now without calling my sanity into question.”
“You aren’t crazy, Maddy. It’s just the way—”
“Not right now, Julian.”
His eyes widened fractionally and his mouth slackened when she said his name. The dying color in his cheekbones flared to life.
What the hell? That was so weird. Weird, but interesting.
She tucked a shirt into the case in front of her before grabbing the laundry basket and heading for the door. She noticed it took Julian a moment to follow her. His reaction to his name was even stronger than Kyle’s, and that definitely merited more thought.
Chapter Four
Dinner was quiet, the three of them eating Kyle’s impromptu stir fry in silence.
Oddly, Maddy didn’t feel the need to fill the silence. It wasn’t the uncomfortable, awkward silence of tension, but rather the accepting calm of companionship. She couldn’t remember ever before sharing a meal without wanting to break the silence and, given the unusual circumstances tonight, it surprised her.
Julian gathered the dishes and Kyle motioned for Maddy to follow him into the den at the back of the house. He’d been busy. Or someone had, because she couldn’t figure out how he could have done this and cooked dinner, too.
Maps and papers covered the low table in front of the sofa. Highlighters and pens littered the surface and Maddy could see handwritten notes on some of the pages. A fat black three-ring binder sat to one side.
“What’s all this?”
“Planning. You wanted to be involved, this is how we plan. So have a seat. I’ll bring you up to speed and then we can discuss what we’ll be doing.”
She noticed he didn’t say that she’d help decide what they’d be doing. No, Kyle still aimed to dictate the terms. Whether Maddy went along with that would depend entirely on the terms.
“Catch me up, then.”
“There are a few places where you are more likely to attract attention.” He pointed at a map of the northeast corridor. “If I were trying to find you, the first thing I’d do is check credit card and passport activity, and you can bet that will be what the contractor does.”
“Ah. So one of the reasons I need to turn in the rental car is because it’s on my credit card.”
“Yes, and since it’s rented to you, it would be easy to track the vehicle.”
“Gotcha. Well, I don’t have a particular problem staying in Canada, but if the, um, contractor, has tracked me this far already, or will shortly, then we can’t stay anywhere near here.”
He smiled slightly, softening his harsh features. Maddy got the feeling he was pleased she wasn’t a moron. It made her wonder briefly what kind of bone-headed clients they’d been protecting.
“Exactly. You also need to stop using your credit card.”
She thought for a moment. “I have some cash, but not enough to go without credit cards for long. I can do a cash wire transfer, but it won’t be available for a couple of days since the banks are already closed. Plus, it’ll be obvious when I take it out, anyway.”
“That’s unnecessary at this point. We brought cash with us.”
Julian sauntered in, crossing to sit on the couch. “So where are we going?”
“We have two big choices. The first choice is to bite the bullet and cross back into the States and hide there. The second is to stay north of the border and hide here. My preference is Canada—I think carrying out the contract will be more difficult here, so that will give Cam and the others more time to work on canceling the hit. Internally, you won’t need to show your passport, so we can keep you under wraps.”
“Cam?”
“Our boss,” Julian supplied. “I vote for staying north, too.”
“I already told Kyle I’m fine with that, so I don’t see an issue. I do have another question—how likely do you think it is that whoever it is knows I have personal security?”
Kyle frowned slightly, a tiny crease appearing between his sandy brows. “The only people who know are you and about half a dozen of our people. Even Daskowitz only knows we’re suggesting it, not that we’ve already moved on it. It isn’t on our books anywhere, so I can’t see how anyone would know.”
“Okay. Let’s do this. I’m going to authorize Bennett to draft out a large retainer payment to you for the offices. That should give Talon enough to offset immediate expenses.”
“You don’t need to do that,” Julian protested.
“I work better if I know I have the bases covered, especially with money. So where would we be going?”
“I’m not sure yet. I’d originally thought that losing ourselves in Ontario or Quebec City would be the best option, but I think it will make it harder on the contractor if we head away from cities. Unfortunately, I don’t think you’d be particularly happy with extended tent camping.”
“No, I wouldn’t be. I don’t sleep well in sleeping bags, and I need showers.” She paused, resting a finger against her lips. She reached for one of the highlighters. Thinking was always easier with a pen in hand. “Can we rent an RV? We could then camp anywhere and still have beds.”
Kyle looked at her. “That’s a good idea. Why don’t you go get your computer and find out while Julian and I decide where to go.”
With a quick smile, she went to grab her laptop from the living room where she’d unceremoniously dumped it earlier. She didn’t want to think about what had precipitated that action. She had begun to delude herself into forgetting that part of the situation.
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