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Chapter One

Dallas wanted Gillian.

He just didn’t want to want
her.

He didn’t trust her. Regardless of
what Erin had finally concluded, he knew his eldest brother still
had reservations about her. And that said to him that Erin had seen
something, or felt something, that meant or at least suggested that
she was a threat to them.

Regardless of the fact that Ian had
bred her and they were stuck with her now--because of their
young.

Ian’s.

But it was their only--might always be
their only, and he wanted their tribe to prosper as much as any of
the others did.

He wasn’t against fucking
her.

He was reasonably certain he was
‘safe’ from falling under her spell if he did, and she was
certainly built in a way he found very pleasing--actually to all of
his senses.

And, beyond that, she was already
breeding and that prevented any possibility of him breeding his own
on a weak, virtually helpless female.

Naturally, he said nothing against the
plan.

He never did.

Because, for the most part, they all
knew that Erin knew what he was doing.

He didn’t verbalize his doubts because
there was no way to do so without ‘sharing’ his comments and
potentially causing dissention or hard feelings, at
least.

He didn’t mind speak with Erin about
it for the same reason.

None of them were nearly as gifted in
mind speak as Erin was. Primarily, he was their communications
‘hub’. Anything that needed to be shared was directed to him and he
directed it to anyone else that needed to know.

At any time when distance between them
made ‘projection’ a challenge.

When they were in close proximity,
mind speak wasn’t private. Everyone picked up on it and it might as
well be said aloud if it was anything of a sensitive
nature.

Like his disapproval of the female Ian
had chosen.

Not that Ian had chosen her ‘for’
them.

Not one rational thought had crossed
the idiot’s mind from the moment he’d set eyes on her.

It had ‘transformed’ him and that was
the part that made Dallas the most uneasy.

Granted, Ian wasn’t prone to keeping
things bottled up. When anything was bothering him, he wanted to
talk about it. And, although he wasn’t as chatty as Ash often
was--wanting to share experiences he’d enjoyed or that had amused
him--it didn’t take a lot of urging to get him to spill whatever it
was that was bothering him.

He’d seemed …. Almost high.
Euphoric.

And at the same time,
uncharacteristically quiet and shy.

Yeah--she was pretty, he’d told
them.

And then he’d go all quiet--as if he
was trying to decide why he thought so--smiling to himself like an
imbecile.

But if anyone prodded him to share, he
was dismissive and changed the subject.

At first.

After a while he seemed … almost
feverish.

And yet any time he was asked if he’d
approached her, he’d turn white, look at them as if they were out
of their minds, and shrug.

Until the day he’d come home and
announced that he was meeting her in town and wanted to bring her
out to meet them.

He could see that had blown Erin’s
mind.

Not that Erin was inclined to voice
his thoughts. He kept his cards close to his vest, but he’d looked
like Ian had just cold cocked him out of the blue.

Frozen, actually, as if he was too
shocked to think of a response.

Naturally, he’d agreed that it was a
good idea for them all to meet her.

Because if Ian was talking
mating--well, they were needy, too, and it was a fact that they
couldn’t haul four women in. That would totally demolish their
security measures. And then all of them would be dead and have no
need for mating.

Then Ian had looked like Erin had
suddenly cold cocked him without any warning and he’d gone off to
think.

They had to suppose.

Because when he’d come back he’d
acknowledged that Erin was right. Bringing even one stranger among
them was risky. Before anybody could relax, he’d followed that up
by adding that, if they accepted her as family, she would have to
be family to all.

Then he and Erin and Ash had felt like
Ian had clobbered all of them over the head with a bat.

And if that wasn’t disturbing enough,
Ash had acted like he’d completely lost his marbles almost the
moment he’d set eyes on her. Like he wanted to get hold of her so
bad he was willing to fight Ian over her.

Right up until that point, he’d been
anticipating his chance at her.

That unnerved him enough, though, to
make him take a couple of steps back to re-evaluate her and the
situation.

How safe was it going to be, after
all, to bring a stranger among them if not one of them could keep
his head on straight where she was concerned?

Yeah, it was important for her to be
attractive to all of them, but not to the point of
idiocy.

They had their gifts, of
course, but they had to call
them and that meant they had to have enough of
their wits to summon them and enough to know what they needed to
protect themselves against.

So it was with a mixture of wariness
and anticipation that he realized his time had come.

Gillian would be left in his hands to
care for while the others handled setting up the new
plan.

Not Ash.

Ash was to draw fire from the group to
keep the hounds off of them so that they could do what they needed
to do.

But Dallas wasn’t betting a dollar on
the likelihood that Ash would focus completely and be gone a while.
He was going to circle back to Gillian just as quickly as he could
manage it.

And that meant damned little alone
time with her, but he was inclined to think that probably wasn’t a
bad thing. He could hit that thing and emerge unscathed if time was
limited.

Of course, a more sane man would just
avoid hitting it at all if there was even a slight chance that he
might get caught in the same net as his brothers, but he figured
the risk was small when he was forewarned. And he was horny. And
she would be available. And probably willing if she had an agenda.
If she wasn’t he’d have to tie a knot in it, but he was going to
make a play for it.

And it would be a good thing for her
to know they weren’t all pushovers--just in case she had evil
intentions.

* * * *

Dallas didn’t like her.

Gillian wasn’t exactly certain of how
she could tell.

He had always been exquisitely polite
to her--even a little flirtatious and solicitous when she was
distressed or just exhausted.

Somehow, despite that, she got the
feeling that he didn’t trust her.

Not that she couldn’t see his
point.

And she didn’t think she’d really
accepted the suggestion that she was ‘family’ as far as they were
all concerned.

Actually, any of them, but most
definitely she got chill vibes from Erin and Dallas.

And they seemed more pointed from
Dallas, either because his emotions were a little stronger on the
subject or because he wasn’t as adept at hiding his thoughts as
Erin was.

Not that that hurt her
feelings.

She didn’t trust them--any of
them--but especially not Dallas or Erin.

She thought they--all of them--had
just figured out she was carrying Ian’s baby, or they thought she
was, and they’d decided to keep close watch on her because, if she
was, then the baby was definitely family and they weren’t about to
let her take off with it.

Not that she was thinking along those
lines.

She was thinking--best case
scenario--she wasn’t actually pregnant and she could get out of her
predicament if she just hung with the guys for a little
bit.

Of course, she didn’t know,
positively, that she was in trouble just because she happened to be
with the guys when the local military showed up to ‘capture’
them.

--In their gun sights so they could
blow their heads off.

But she thought there was a huge
likelihood that they would want to talk to her in a hole somewhere
where she might not see the light of day again.

She didn’t want to test
that.

Even though it made her uneasy and
unhappy that she didn’t really feel welcome by the entire
clan-tribe.

She wasn’t as certain of Ian and Ash
as she would’ve liked to be for that matter.

They certainly seemed happy about
having ‘tail’ on command, and they were sweet to her and solicitous
of her welfare--protective. But she didn’t know that they wouldn’t
be just that way with whatever female they happened to be with.
Because it seemed in character with the personalities she’d come to
know.

It would’ve been all too
easy to believe either or both were crazy about her except that
they didn’t just not mind sharing. They seemed pretty damned comfortable about it.
And that just didn’t fit the mold of the alpha male animal in
particular.

In her experience, even when they
didn’t give a shit about the woman they were screwing, they were
highly possessive about it--the pussy--in particular--maybe a
little ambiguous about the woman attached to it. But they figured
once they nailed it that it was theirs
exclusively--forever.

Even if they broke up, that belonged
to them and they could get really hostile about the woman trying to
share it with another man.

So that left her on a slippery
slope.

Because
she wanted to believe
Ian and Ash were both just crazy about her, and they wanted her to believe it, but
she just didn’t--mostly because they were just totally awesome and
she’d had trouble finding ordinary or below average guys that were
crazy about her. And, then again, she didn’t dare act like she
didn’t because she felt like she had a really precarious hold on
‘safety’ and she didn’t want to rock the boat for fear she’d fall
out.

And be on her own.

She wouldn’t have minded that or
particularly worried about it if she’d been in her own jungle with
all of the support she’d managed to accumulate and everything that
was familiar, but she was lost and afraid in the new jungle she
found herself in.

* * * *

Gillian could hear the men talking
quietly in another part of the house. She wasn’t certain if that
was what woke her or if it was just some internal alarm that had
gone off because she’d been expecting them to ‘sneak off’ again
without saying a word to her. But she woke almost wide awake for a
change, jolted to full awareness and comprehension of what was
going on by foreknowledge.

Bailing out of the bed, she raked a
little frantically at her ‘bed-head’ as she rushed out of the
bedroom and down the short hall, debating whether they’d be in the
living room or the kitchen. She caught a glimpse of the four of
them in the kitchen, though, as she started past the door opening
and detoured inside.

All four men were staring at her with
blank faced surprise, their expressions far from
welcoming.

Gillian checked briefly, but dismissed
it almost instantly.

They’d claimed she was family, damn
it! If she was, then she should be treated like family and be
expected to take part in family things.

Not still treated like an unwelcome
and untrustworthy outsider.

She rushed to Ian first. It wasn’t
premeditated or intended to show any sort of favoritism. He was a
little closer.

And the fact was that she felt closest
to him of all of them.

She didn’t wait for any welcoming
overtures. She slipped her hands around his waist and hugged
herself to him. “You can’t leave me without a goodbye,” she
murmured against him, pulling away. Just about the time he decided
to reciprocate and lifted his arms to hug her back, she pushed away
from him and caught his face between her hands. Shifting up to her
tiptoes to reach his mouth with hers, she kissed him
lightly.

Ian didn’t allow retreat that time. He
cupped a hand to the back of her head to hold her captive and
kissed her so thoroughly she was drunk when he finally broke the
kiss. “Take care of yourself, Ian. I worry about you when you’re
gone. I’ll be afraid until I see you again.”

Ian looked bemused, torn between
surprise, anger, and amusement at her declaration.

Before he could decide what to say,
Ash dragged her away, coiled tightly around her, and kissed her
until she couldn’t hold her head up when he broke the
connection.

She chuckled huskily. “I told you all
that last night,” she murmured.

If her love was a super power, she
thought, it would keep them safe for her. “Don’t do anything stupid
or unnecessary, Ash! I want your ass back here in one piece,” she
said teasingly.

He looked a little stepped on and she
chuckled. “I love you. Be careful.”
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