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  The Bound Hearts series is in no way connected to the book titled The Club by Lora Leigh. That is a different Lora Leigh. At the time I chose my pen name and began the

  first Bound Hearts book featuring the heroes who gather together in a place simply called The Club, the company I was with published only in electronic format and not in print. I didn’t check

  for other authors using the same pen name, because I didn’t foresee being in print. That was my mistake, and I apologize.




  There is no book in the Bound Hearts series titled The Club, and there are no plans for one. I’m sorry for any confusion.




  I hope you enjoy Forbidden, and I hope my world grabs you as it has grabbed me. Thank you, the readers of the Bound Hearts, for all your support and your dedication to the series. I

  hope it continues.
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  SINCLAIR’S GENTLEMAN’S CLUB




  ALEXANDRIA, VIRGINIA




  “I resigned.” John “Mac” McCoy picked up his drink, sipped, and let the calming heat of the whiskey seep into his system.




  “So I heard.” His best friend and now former partner, Jethro Riggs, took the seat across from him, set the whiskey bottle and glass carefully on the table, and leaned back to stare

  at his friend as he poured his own drink. “Honeymoon isn’t even over yet and your resignation landed on the desk. Wish you had told me. I could have won the office bet on how long

  you’d make it.”




  Jethro’s rakish smile went well with his overly long black hair and wicked blue eyes. The short, scruffy black beard and mustache drew feminine eyes, but the cold, bleak shadows in his

  gaze held them back.




  Mac worried about Jethro. When he left, he knew the other man would go from case to case without stopping to enjoy life. And life was there to be enjoyed.




  “I could have used the cash, man.” Jethro’s smile was laced with regret.




  Mac snorted at the thought. “Cheaters never win, Jethro.”




  “Yeah, yeah. So I hear. So, what are you going to do? Security?”




  Mac grinned. There weren’t a lot of jobs out there that appealed to a former undercover FBI agent, but Mac had always made certain he had a fallback position.




  “Farming.”




  “Farming?” Jethro’s eyes narrowed. “Hell, no.”




  “I still have that farm in North Carolina. I’ve saved enough to try to make a go at it. With Keiley’s computer work and a little side work myself working Internet

  investigations, we should do well. It beats getting shot at on a regular basis.”




  Jethro only shook his head, a knowing light filling his shadowed blue eyes.




  “And your membership here?”




  That part sucked. Mac stared around the dark wood walls, the open space, the bar at one end of what had once been a grand ballroom, the fireplace crackling at the other end.




  In between were two pool tables and several seating arrangements with large comfortable chairs, televisions, newspapers, and tables a man could put his feet on. But it wasn’t the ambience

  that drew the members to the club. It was the chance to socialize with men who understood their ways, accepted them, understood them.




  “I gave Ian notice earlier,” he said quietly.




  He was aware of the bomb he had just dropped, aware that Jethro had been waiting, even more than the others in the club, for the day Mac would choose a third.




  The club catered to men with a particular sexual taste. Men who had seen the darkness in the world for whatever reason, and searched for peace in the extremity of sharing their lovers with other

  men.




  Men who worshipped the female body. Who believed sex was an adventure and adventures were always more exciting when shared. Especially with someone who understood the particular pleasures to be

  found in pushing a woman to her sexual limits. In giving her more pleasure than she could have conceived possible.




  Mac loved it. He thrived on it. He came here to unwind, to drink, to discuss world affairs, and to either choose a third for his latest lover or to become a third to another man’s

  lover.




  At least, he used to come here for that.




  Six months of marriage, and the pressure was beginning to tell on him. The knowledge that the club members were just waiting to see whom he would choose to break his wife into the ménage

  lifestyle he practiced was beginning to fray his control. Knowing Jethro was growing more distant, more certain that the woman he had given to Mac would never know his touch, was starting to eat at

  him.




  He knew Jethro’s feelings for Keiley. Just as he knew that the other man would have never given into them.




  “You haven’t told her yet, have you?” Jethro said then. “I thought you were going to.”




  He had met Jethro during his first year in Quantico, where they had been paired together for a training exercise. Mac’s easier, more relaxed demeanor had slowly rubbed off on the too

  rigid, too somber Jethro Riggs. And once each learned that ménage was the other’s preferred sexual activity, they had become fast friends.




  Not that the friendship hadn’t been without its problems. They were both dominant men; both tended to want to control the sexual situations that involved their women.




  But they learned they each had their own distinctive areas that interlaced perfectly in those relationships. Mac tended to indulge his lovers emotionally, while Jethro indulged them in more

  physical areas.




  For years he and Jethro had trained together, worked together, and shared their women together.




  Until Mac met Keiley.




  “She’s heard the rumors.” Mac sipped at his drink, wishing he could just toss it back and let the fiery burn blaze through the regret in his gut.




  “And?”




  “And I told her it was in the past.” He looked around the room again before meeting Jethro’s gaze. “It’s going to stay in the past. For now.”




  Keiley had come to his bed a virgin. Trusting. Innocent. She would never understand her husband’s need to see another man cover her, pumping inside her, nor, he believed, would she be able

  to handle a ménage that would include a man she didn’t love.




  Keiley would have to love any man she took into her bed, even as a third. But he knew the curiosity was there. He had seen it in the flash of heat in her eyes as she questioned him. But Mac knew

  that right now, introducing her into the idea of a ménage or the ménage relationship he envisioned wasn’t something Keiley could accept.




  Perhaps later. He was counting on later. His new wife was adventurous, fiery, and curious as hell. But her youth held her back, whereas with other women it lent freedom. Keiley’s past

  experience with gossip, and the destruction that came with it, wouldn’t allow for the sexual games and the eventual bond Mac intended to see her forge with himself and Jethro.




  Until his wife was more settled, until maturity gained her the edge she would need to overcome her fears, that wasn’t going to happen. It didn’t mean Mac was going to forget about

  it. It just meant that for the time being his plans would have to wait.




  Moving her back to his hometown would help. The ways of navigating small towns and gossip was something Keiley needed to understand. A ménage wasn’t tantamount to the hell she had

  endured as a child. But until she learned how to handle the gossip, his hungers and Jethro’s would have to wait.




  “Doesn’t work that way, Mac,” Jethro sighed then.




  “I can make it work.” He was confident of that. “I made this damned job work, I can make anything work.”




  Jethro’s jaw clenched, and for a moment, bleak, furious pain and impatience sparkled in the blue depths before it was gone, iced over, and the agent he had become returned.




  “Speaking of the job, were you any closer to tracking down that Internet stalker’s whereabouts? The director was going nuts over that when I left the office.”




  Mac shook his head allowing the change of subject. “I turned the case over to Dell Roberts. He knows computers better than I do, and he’s just finished up a major case. He has the

  time to deal with it. I’ll help him online if he needs it.”




  The case was drawing a lot of fire. The stalker found his victims online, researched them, acquired their personal information, and spent months terrorizing them. In the latest case, he had

  finally attacked and nearly killed his victim. He was escalating dangerously.




  “I’m going to miss you, my friend.” Jethro lifted his drink in a toast. “To the good ol’ days.”




  “To the future,” Mac amended, tipping his glass to Jethro’s, then bringing it to his lips before staring around the room once again.




  He had drunk here, laughed here, found friends here. Hell, he had even fucked on most of the tables in the room here. Occasionally a married member had petitioned to allow his wife in long

  enough to get to know the members he had short-listed to act as a third. Many of those instances had ended up with the ménage playing out before the couple left the club.




  There had been two female members at one time. One had married and dropped out of membership, though her husband still occasionally brought home a friend.




  That relationship was working out much better than Mac had ever thought it would. Most of the married men in the club had found a way to balance those dark hungers with the women they loved.




  Just as most of them had learned their hungers through the darkness of pasts they rarely spoke of, or lives lived within the shadowed corners of deceit and lies.




  They all had their reasons for the hungers that tormented them, just as Mac did. But for him, the thought of his wife’s happiness meant more to him than satisfying the shadowed specter

  that lurked beneath his surface.




  “Keep in touch, buddy,” Jethro said as he rose to his feet. “It won’t be the same around here without you.”




  “I’m just a phone call away.” Mac grinned. “Call anytime.”




  But don’t visit. Not for a while. Not until his wife could handle the thought of another man in her life.




  Jethro nodded, but his gaze was knowing, haunted. He knew what Mac meant.




  As his friend walked away, Mac sat back in his chair, gazed around again, and tried to let the atmosphere seep inside him.




  A frown tugged at his brow, though. He’d have to remember to remind Dell to requestion the latest victim and her husband. There was something that kept nagging at him about her statement.

  Something she had left out. Something he knew he should have asked her, but he couldn’t think of what.




  He would call Dell from the house tonight, and then put it behind him. Within the next four weeks he would be out of Virginia and back in Scotland Neck. North Carolina was far enough away from

  his old friends and his hungers to allow him to contain them for a while.




  Keiley was worth the sacrifice. There had never been another woman who could make him feel as she did. She completed him, and he hadn’t expected that. But from the moment he met her, he

  had realized there was something about her that warmed the cold reaches of his soul and eased the dark loneliness that had always been so much a part of him.




  A man didn’t walk away from that, no matter the obstacles. Once he saw his future in a feminine gaze, he found a way to make all parts of that relationship work. And that was what he was

  doing. Finding a way to make it work for all of them.




  Especially Keiley. Her natural desires and adventurous personality had been restrained. The gossip concerning her father’s embezzling from the company he worked for had destroyed her. At

  seventeen she had lost her home, her father had been imprisoned, and her mother had committed suicide.




  There had been no one left for their community to punish except Keiley. They had watched her, gossiped about her lack of morals, predicted her downfall. If he dared let her know how desperately

  he needed to see her beneath Jethro now, it would terrify her. The rejection of it would be instant, and it would never falter.




  He would have to steer her gently toward it. And once she grew to accept a need for those darker hungers that he saw in her eyes, then he would have to steer the relationship gently as well.




  Jethro craved Keiley. He had seen her first and pushed her at Mac, despite his hunger for her. Mac knew the way to a woman’s heart, but he also knew his friend. Keiley had already stolen

  Jethro’s heart.




  Not that Jethro would ever admit it or do anything about it. Mac knew that. A committed relationship was something that Jethro shied from as fiercely as Keiley shied from gossip.




  His lips quirked at the thought. The woman he loved and the friend that was more than a brother to him. The three of them together would make a hell of a relationship. Once Mac managed to get

  the three of them together.




  Getting there would be the hard part. Waiting would strain his patience to its limits. And if it never happened?




  He would live with it. Ultimately it came down to Keiley. If she could accept it, if she could love Jethro with the same intensity that she loved Mac, then it would work.




  If it didn’t? If he lost them both, it would destroy him.




  Obstacles stood in his path. It wouldn’t be easy. But if his hunch was right, then the future that could stretch out before all three of them was one worth fighting for. It was worth

  risking.




  Sharing his wife was considered a forbidden pleasure. It wasn’t called that without reason. It was breaking rules, stepping past boundaries, and facing his own fears. His fear of losing.

  His fear of becoming too controlling.




  In the end, either they would all win or they would all lose. Mac was betting, he was praying, on the win.
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  SCOTLAND NECK, NORTH CAROLINA




  THREE YEARS LATER




  “Mac, did you see my comb?” Keiley called from the bathroom, her voice a little sharp with irritation and simmering with impatience.




  “I have my own, Kei,” he reminded her in the same tone.




  She moved from the bathroom, naked as the day she was born, water still beading on her shoulders, her cap of dark hair mussed around her face as she began searching the tops of the dresser, the

  vanity, the bedside tables.




  Delicate and fragile. That was his wife. At twenty-six she still captivated him, made him harder than hell, and made him think of fairies on a fantasy night. A sensual, sexy fairy sandwiched

  between two male bodies and gleaming with moisture.




  He shook the image away, frustration surging through him as his control weakened further.




  “It was just in there yesterday,” she muttered as Mac cinched his belt and considered uncinching it just as quickly.




  If he moved fast enough, he could be undressed, have her flat on her back and his cock sinking into the fist-tight heat between her thighs.




  He was loosening his belt when her gaze sliced to him.




  “Don’t even think about it.” Hazel eyes were still dark with lingering anger.




  “I’m still in the doghouse, then?” Mac grinned as he fastened the belt before sitting down on the end of the bed to pull on the scarred work boots he wore on the farm.




  He tended to indulge Keiley whenever he could, but he had to admit, there were times he was tempted to indulge more than just her feminine wiles. That glimmer of confrontation and defiance in

  her eyes often tempted him to indulge a dominance he had so far managed to keep strictly under control.




  “However you want to consider it.” She bent down, her delightful little tush sticking up in the air as she looked beneath the bed.




  “Keep flashing that ass at me and I’ll show you how short that stay in the doghouse is going to be.”




  He felt he owed her at least a warning. She had good reason to be a shade upset with him, after all. Standing a woman up for an intimate dinner at home, complete with candlelight, because he had

  become distracted at a horse sale wasn’t a good idea. Especially when he had been warned to be home on time. He hadn’t forgotten a damned thing. His control was just that shaky. He

  hadn’t dared show up on time.




  She had waited up on him, too. Dressed in scarlet red silk, thigh-high stockings, and heels. She met him at the door, told him good night sweet as sugar, then went to bed.




  His dinner had been in the oven. The candles had burned to nubs. She had obviously eaten. And he had managed, for one more night, not to mention the hungers tearing him apart.




  “Touch my ass and you’ll lose your hand,” she informed him as she straightened and looked around the room with an expression of confusion. “That was my favorite comb,

  Mac.”




  “Did you look under the cabinet?”




  She had so much fussy female stuff in there that he sometimes wondered how she found anything.




  “Of course I did.” She shot him a frown that warned him he should have already known that.




  He flashed her a grin that had better warn her that he was getting damned horny watching her run around naked. He wasn’t above seducing her. She could protest until hell froze over, but

  they both knew that after the first kiss she was going to cave. It was a given. He knew it, she knew it, and his cock knew it.




  She did beat a hasty retreat back to the bathroom as Mac drew in a silent breath of relief.




  “You know, you need to get a handle on yourself,” she told him, causing him to catch his breath again minutes later as she left the bathroom.




  “That waistband is too damned low.” He glared at the sight of her lovely hip bones above the elastic band of the shorts. And the so-called t-shirt wasn’t much better. It

  flashed too much belly, and showed her navel ring. A navel ring that had been driving him crazy the past few months.




  “Get used to it, Daddy,” she pouted sarcastically. “Do I bitch over your t-shirts that stretch over your chest, or your ass in your jeans?”




  “My jeans aren’t low enough to flash my dick, either. There’s not enough material to those shorts to keep yourself decent, Keiley”




  Let alone him. He was almost panting now. His balls were tight. He was ready to fuck and he was ready to go for it now. She was tempting a hungry man. And she knew it. Over the past year his

  fiery wife had become a sexual force to be reckoned with.




  “That’s too bad. I’m sure you would get a lot of notice if they were.” She eyed the bulging crotch before glancing back at him with sparkling amusement. “Arrested,

  too, most likely, but it would definitely be interesting.”




  “Change clothes.”




  “Not on your life.”




  She slid her feet into a pair of sandals and walked sedately out of the bedroom, her ass twitching in those damned too-tight shorts, flashing it at him like a matador flashes a red cape at an

  enraged bull.




  She’d been doing that a lot lately. Tempting him. Defying him. Pushing the boundaries he had allowed her to set when they first married.




  A part of him had watched the progression with anticipation. He knew what was coming. She was tired of waiting on him to push her sexuality. She was pushing it herself now.




  Her boundaries and his.




  Did she intend to go out in public like that?




  Mac jerked his shirt on, working the buttons as he stomped through the hallway and downstairs to the kitchen.




  “Where are you going today?” He asked as he came to a stop in the doorway watching as she put coffee on.




  “Noplace, unless you start demanding I change clothes first. Then, I don’t know. Main Street shopping, or if you prefer, hooking the street corners.” She blinked back at him

  innocently.




  “Smartass.”




  “Don’t start, Mac.” Her frown said it all.




  “You might as well go ahead and forgive me, Keiley” he warned her.




  “Why should I do something that stupid?” she asked incredulously. “This is three days in a row that you’ve come home late from some sale or meeting. Normally I’m in

  the bed asleep before you ever walk in the front door. If I did that to you, you would have a fit.”




  “I’d paddle your ass,” he muttered.




  “Don’t tempt me, McCoy. I still have the baseball bat.” Tense, narrow-eyed, and now spitting mad, she faced him like an enraged little fairy. All she lacked was the little

  gossamer wings fluttering for effect.




  “Did you find your comb?” He changed the subject quickly.




  She wasn’t fooled, but at least she let it slide.




  “No.” Ruffling her fingers through her hair, that little confused look filled her face again before she turned back to the coffeepot and flipped it on. “I must have moved it

  without thinking.”




  Which wasn’t like Keiley. Then again, the atmosphere between them had been more than a little strained lately. He shouldn’t have stayed out late, no matter how hard he was trying to

  avoid looking at himself in the mirror. He just had to do it again the next morning anyway. And it wasn’t as though he could forget the hungers that raged through his mind.




  The missing comb bothered him, though. His mind refused to let it go.




  “Have you lost anything else?”




  “You’re not an FBI agent anymore, Mac,” she reminded him as she took cups out of the cabinet. “You are now a farmer and horse and cattle breeder. Remember?”




  “You know what they say, Kei, you can take the boy out of the agency—” He shrugged.




  “Well, un-agent.” She pulled the refrigerator door open and collected eggs, butter, and bacon. “I’ve just misplaced the comb without thinking. That’s all.

  I’ll find it before long.”




  Maybe he was going a little overboard, Mac thought, but it felt funny. Keiley didn’t just lose things. For all her fussy feminine girly stuff, she was so organized she made his back teeth

  clench at times.




  “I’ve been distracted lately,” she finally admitted. “It’s been a long month.”




  He heard the note of censure in her voice and felt an edge of guilt. Guilt wasn’t something he liked feeling in his marriage. It meant he was failing her. That he had hurt her, and the

  last thing he wanted to do was hurt Keiley.




  Hell, he had said one could take the boy out of the agency, but this had nothing to do with his work as an agent. It had to do with his sexual past. One could take the man out of the club, but

  the club still lingered in him. The needs were beginning to eat him alive. But if he wasn’t wrong, Keiley’s were now eating at her, as well.




  Restraining the dominance knotting his gut was becoming harder by the day. Restraining his sexual hungers was becoming impossible. And it was giving his delectable little wife the impression

  that his back was made for her delicately shod feet to walk right over.




  “I’ll try not to be late again,” he promised, watching her back tense as she laid bacon in a pan.




  “Doesn’t matter. I’ll just make certain I don’t make any more plans to surprise you.”




  Damn, that one hurt. Mac winced. He liked her surprises. When she met him in silk, stockings, and heels and smelling of a faintly musk and floral fragrance that made his dick pound and his hands

  ache to touch her.




  No more surprises meant no more wild sex on the coffee table, the couch, or the chair. That didn’t suit him at all.




  “I could always surprise you instead,” he suggested.




  “You could.” She nodded. “You could start by telling me what has you wound up tighter than one of your studs during breeding season?”




  She glanced back at him too fast for him to contain his reaction. Hell, he had been out of the agency too long. He knew she caught the flash of guilt in his eyes, the telltale wince of his

  expression. The tightening of his lips.




  “It’s been a busy month, Kei.” That was his story and he was sticking to it. For now. Until he knew for certain where she was headed with it. In the past three years he had

  watched her grow in sexuality and confidence. He’d pushed the boundaries needed to help her deal with the gossip and the people of a quickly growing community and helped guide her toward the

  friends he knew would aid in that. Now, Keiley was making her own steps. For the past year, she had been pushing herself and him.




  And it appeared she was beginning to reach for an even higher goal.




  His dick tightened painfully at the thought, every muscle in his body tensing in preparation for it.




  “As I said, it would surprise me.” She turned back to the bacon, but her shoulders were straighter, her back still tense.




  That damned sleeveless t-shirt was riding up her back, too, flashing skin. Skin he could be kissing right now if he weren’t such a jackass. If nightmares and desires weren’t haunting

  his dreams and pushing his own tension higher. A tension Keiley was obviously reading well. And reacting to as their marriage progressed.




  In the past three years she had found a place within the social structure that existed in Scotland Neck. As an independent computer analysis and programming expert, she had joined the Business

  Council in town. She was a part of several charities and worked several hours a week as a volunteer at the local women’s shelter. She was thriving here. The years she had spent under

  suspicion because of her father’s embezzlement at a high-level D.C. accounting firm, and his subsequent imprisonment and death, were slowly being forgotten.




  On the surface, their marriage seemed perfect. In a lot of ways, it was perfect. If it weren’t for the darker sexual hungers that filled him, then the unnatural stress beginning to grow

  between them would never have been there.




  “Coffee.” There was a note of thankfulness in her voice as the machine beeped to indicate it had completed the brewing cycle. “Sit down, Mac, you make me nervous hovering over

  me like that.”




  He wasn’t exactly hovering over her. Just trying to get a little closer as he considered another attempt to get into those indecent shorts.




  Instead, he did as she suggested and sat down at the kitchen table while she cooked. It occurred to him that while she was frying bacon might be the wrong time to risk making her any madder. She

  only fried bacon in black iron, and if she ever decided to use it as a weapon, he was in some serious trouble.




  But he couldn’t help the hunger gnawing at his insides, either. Over the past three years he had become something, someone, he wasn’t. And it was beginning to leave a funny taste in

  his mouth.




  He had always been an extreme lover. The dark sexuality that drove him had always been a part of his character. It was one of the things that made him a good investigative agent. He understood

  the darkness, the shadows that could drive a man to extreme acts.




  It was a part of himself he hid from Keiley And in hiding it from her, he was beginning to become wary of the press of darkness in his mind.




  “I think you miss your friends in Virginia,” Keiley announced as she set breakfast on the table, causing Mac to stare back at her warily.




  Mac arched his brow, allowing his expression to shift momentarily with the hunger eating away at him.




  It was beginning. He could feel it now; it was in the air as thick as the scent of bacon frying and coffee wafting beneath his nose.




  The challenge was being laid on the table. Finally.




  For years he watched her navigate the gossip that begun with their appearance in his hometown. Old would-be flames prodding at her. Innuendo, smug smiles, and outright lies concerning his

  activities away from her had gone from worrying her to amusing her.




  Now, she was stepping into territory she had left unexplored when she escaped Virginia, and confronting the fear of his past sexuality. The fear was no curiosity. The gleam of it in her gaze had

  fire ripping through his body and for the first time since he realized what she meant to him, he let it free in his expression.




  Keiley’s lips parted almost in surprise, as though the arrogance and sexuality of the look had come as a shock to her. And it would have. Mac rarely allowed enough of a chink in his

  façade to let her see the shadows that tormented him.




  She cleared her throat delicately. “You know, all your male-bonding guy things at Sinclair’s Club.”




  She stared back at him with supreme innocence. Her hazel eyes were bright and compassionate, her expression sympathetic. As though she were talking about a baseball buddy or guys’ night

  out at the local bar. But he saw the heat shadowing it, burning behind the blander emotions.




  “There were no bonding guy things there, Kei.”




  “Do you miss it?” She tilted her head to the side, watching him curiously.




  “You know what the club was,” he reminded her. “I don’t miss fucking other women, if that’s what you’re asking me.”




  Keiley kept him more than satisfied sexually. She knew how to tease him, how to make him crazy, and she was as adventurous as hell. More adventurous than she realized.




  “That wasn’t what I was asking you, Mac.” She rolled her eyes before lowering them to her breakfast. “Just forget I mentioned it.”




  That wasn’t going to happen.




  “Why did you mention it?”




  She stared back at him once again, her gaze reflective. “Because you’re too tense. You have very few friends, and despite the invitations we receive, you never want to socialize. You

  weren’t like this in Virginia.”




  “I’m busy, Kei.”




  “You’re hiding,” she told him. “And hiding never works. It’s definitely not going to work with me. Are you missing your sex games in Virginia, Mac? Is that the

  problem?”




  He wished he could have snapped at her. He wished he could have stood up and stomped out. He wished he could have avoided her.




  But she was staring at him with that faintly frightened expression she had used the first time she asked him about the club. Wariness filled her eyes, and he felt like a jerk. Like a bastard.

  Like he was failing her. Pushing her. Stealing himself against it, he let her see the lie coming.




  “I’m not missing any sex games.” The lie didn’t come easily to his lips. “Now eat your breakfast.”




  The curiosity blazed in her eyes then. He was daring her, whether she realized it or not.




  “What was it like?” she asked, as he dug his fork into the scrambled eggs on his plate and fought the anticipation building inside him.




  “What was what like?” The words nearly choked him.




  “Sharing a woman with Jethro Riggs? Didn’t you ever get jealous, Mac?”




  Son of a bitch. He was going to come in his jeans!
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  If she hadn’t been watching for his reaction, she might have missed the expression that flickered over his face. It was dark, carnal, arousing. His eyes lifted slowly from

  his plate a second later, his features smoothing out, but his eyes, his eyes were like storm clouds now, brewing with dangerous undercurrents.




  She could see his response and feel it inside herself. See the sudden shift of hunger in his gaze as he stared at her, the tension in his body, the way it whipped through the air and licked over

  her flesh. In three years of marriage she had rarely seen that look on Mac’s face, and it almost, just almost, frightened her. It would have frightened her if her own arousal hadn’t

  tempered the fear. She had to force herself to control her breathing, to control her response to him. To the thought of that forbidden act.




  She had suspected he missed the Club and the sexual acts he engaged in there with Jethro Riggs. Rough, edging on dangerous, Jethro’s sexuality drew every woman she knew. Even herself at

  one time. Until she met Mac.




  The thought of those acts had terrified her when she first met Mac, but something stronger, something darker had drawn her to him, made her love him.




  She had thought she had pushed back her reckless impulses years before she met Mac. But in the past year or more, Keiley had found curiosity eating her alive. Mac never mentioned his sexual past

  with Jethro or the Club. He never referred to it, never suggested revisiting Virginia.




  But that sexual darkness that had at first drawn her to him had been growing inside him, spurring her own. She needed to know what had drawn him to it. Why he had done it. For reasons that

  didn’t make sense even to herself, that past was now tormenting her dreams and her fantasies.




  “Why do you want to know, Kei?” His tone was a velvet rasp, rough, with the promise of a dark caress beneath it. It stroked over her flesh, reminded her that she had been days

  without feeling his possession.




  Why did she want to know? Because it was killing her. Because in the past three years it had grown within her mind as her confidence within her own sexuality had grown. At first, it had been

  tainted with fear. The knowledge of the gossip that could arise, the whispers and destructive rumors that could build. But as she had found her place in Mac’s hometown, watched it grow within

  the past three years even as she had grown, she had begun to wonder.




  Why did he do it? And did he miss it? Was that the reason why the tension within him, the darkness that glittered in his gaze, had grown as well?




  She shrugged uneasily. “We’ve never discussed it. We’ve talked about everything else in our lives except that.”




  And it was the truth. She had discussed things with Mac that she had never talked to anyone else about. The horror of facing the realization that her father had embezzled money from the company

  he worked from. The fear when she had lost her home, when her father had been imprisoned and her mother had committed suicide. Mac knew every part of her, but there was still so much she

  didn’t know about him.




  “It’s not worth talking about.” He turned his attention back to his breakfast as Keiley watched him closely. He was hiding from her, and that only dared her curiosity.




  “That doesn’t tell me why you did it, Mac.” She continued to press the point even though the tone of his voice warned her that it was a subject he didn’t want to

  discuss.




  He was avoiding this subject just as he avoided other subjects when it came to explanations concerning the dark, shadowed parts of his soul.




  Marrying Mac hadn’t come without a little baggage. He was an alpha with a capital A, irritating, proud, arrogant, and bold. Mac didn’t do anything by half measures and he sure as

  hell didn’t offer a lot of explanations.




  He avoided issues he didn’t want to discuss, and when she pushed it they most likely ended up in bed where she couldn’t remember the subject they were arguing over anymore than she

  could remember her own name once he started touching her.




  He challenged her independence with his arrogance, and compromise hadn’t come easily to him. She had the feeling that once she opened the door he was warning her to keep closed there would

  be no closing it again. There were parts of Mac so shadowed inside that she wondered if he wasn’t just as wary of them as she knew she should be.




  She was tired of the wariness. She was tired of feeling that a part of her husband was hidden from her. That a part of her own life was missing when he grew quiet and dark.




  She was tired of being more frightened of losing him than she was of getting to know him. That was the mistake she had made when they married. She had known it was too soon to make their

  relationship permanent. Known there was too much about Mac that she didn’t know, and now it was time to figure it. It was time to get to know the man she had married, whether he wanted her to

  know him or not.




  His fork clattered to his plate as he laid his arms carefully on the table and stared back at her, his gray eyes brewing like thunderclouds.




  “Because I was horny” he answered.




  “You were horny so you shared your women with other men?” She lifted her coffee cup and drank from it as though her pulse wasn’t racing, as though she wasn’t suddenly

  nervous as hell and so aroused she could feel her juices heating the folds of her pussy.




  “That about sums it up,” he growled.




  “So, the women you shared, they weren’t your lovers in particular? Just someone else’s?”




  His eyes darkened. In the three and a half years they had been married, she had never seen such contradictory emotions roiling through his gaze. Anger, irritation, longing, and arousal. It was a

  little scary and a lot harder to accept the suspicions that had been brewing inside her for months.




  Or maybe she had just finally seen it in the past few months. She knew she could feel it. As the past three years had seen the growth in their marriage, it had also seen a vague restlessness.

  One she hadn’t recognized just in herself, but within Mac as well.




  What was happening to her? Pushing Mac like this was never a very good idea. He was indulgent for the most part, but once his dominance was roused it seemed only to push a part of her that

  craved more and more within their sexual relationship.




  “Sometimes they were my lovers,” he admitted, his voice lowering, becoming rough around the edges. roughening. “Sometimes I even cared about them, Keiley Sometimes I cared

  about them a lot. The more I cared about them, the more I enjoyed it.”




  He was pushing her now, daring her. In that second Keiley realized she had made a dangerous error of judgment when it came to her husband. She had suspected he was missing his friends, his

  sexual games, that a part of him wished he were back in Virginia. But now she knew he had been waiting knowing this was coming.




  Now she had brought the subject out in the open. She had broken the boundary she herself had set, and she knew her husband, for whatever reason he had had for holding back, it would be gone

  now.




  He could be amazingly ruthless. Mac lived by his own set of rules, and over the past three and a half years they had learned how to adjust, how to compromise with each other, and keep their

  marriage alive and growing. But she had always known he was holding something back. Had known and feared it.




  “But you didn’t love them,” she said hopefully. “Not like you love me.”




  His lips quirked. “I’ve never loved anyone or anything like I love you, Keiley” he admitted. “You know that.”




  “Then you’re not missing your friends? You’re not missing the club?”




  His gaze flickered with arousal and anticipation. “That wasn’t what I said. That’s what you said. And a word of warning, sweetheart. If you don’t want to wake

  the monster, then don’t poke at him. And right now, you’re definitely poking.”




  Keiley felt her lips part, felt her mouth go dry, felt the tension shimmering in the air suddenly thicken, nearly choking her with the heavy undercurrents suddenly whipping through it.




  She could see it in his face now, in his eyes, a desire that he kept leashed, a fantasy, a hunger, perhaps a need, she couldn’t have fully anticipated. Then, just as quickly, it was gone.

  He picked up his fork, resumed eating, and let the subject drop while Keiley began wrestling with the implications he left in his silence.




  “Stop worrying, Keiley,” he stated, his voice still too dark, still too rough, moments later. “My membership in the club in Virginia isn’t going to follow us here. No one

  knew for certain what Sinclair’s Club was for.”




  “I don’t care about the damned talk or how it follows us, Mac. I care about the fact that you’re refusing to talk about it when I know damned good and well it’s what

  you’re thinking about.”




  She didn’t give a damn what people thought about it. She had grown out of caring about gossip about six months after their move here and her realization that Delia Staten, one of the

  county’s leading figures, intended to make her life hell. Because Keiley had Mac and she didn’t. Delia had never forgotten that Mac had rejected her.




  It was childish and stupid. Keiley had learned from the best exactly how to weather gossip. Whether or not anyone thought she was involved in one of the many ménage relationships in this

  damned county didn’t really faze her.




  The fact that Mac’s lips had thinned warningly did faze her. It pissed her off that he was continuing to ignore the subject.




  “It wasn’t a whorehouse, Kei. It was simply a men’s club. A place to relax, share a drink, and unwind.”




  “And find a friend to share your women with,” she inserted.




  “That was an added benefit.” The tight, controlled curve of his lips held back the lush sensuality that could fill them. “Now, I have to get to work. I have to make a trip into

  town later, though. Do you need anything?”




  “Just answers,” she sighed. “We need to talk about this some more, Mac.”




  “Talking about this is the worst thing we can do at this point,” he told her. “What you need to do is drop it. Let it go away, Keiley, just as you did before we moved here. It

  doesn’t apply to our life or what we have here. That’s all that matters.”




  Oh yeah, she was just going to obey him like a good little girl.




  With that, he finished his coffee and rose from the table before bending to brush a kiss over her cheek and move to the back door.




  “I love you, Kei,” he said behind her.




  “I love you, Mac.” She returned the words and the emotion.




  “I’ll be up for lunch if you take a break, then,” he told her. “I’ll talk to you later.”




  About anything but what she could feel pulsing in the air now. As he left, Keiley grit her teeth in frustration.




  When she had first heard the rumors of Mac’s sexual history, she admitted a fear that had nearly ended their relationship. She had been terrified of the darkness of such a sexual act, and

  the darkness in the man she was falling in love with.




  She had been a virgin. Uncertain. Still wary of gossip and still wary of the strength of her desire for Mac. And the strength of her interest in his best friend and known third in his sexual

  relationships. She had first met Jethro at an office party. A few weeks after that he had introduced Mac to her. Mac had stolen her heart within days.




  She didn’t know how to handle Mac, let alone another man. Especially a man as hard and as shadowed as Jethro.




  She wasn’t that frightened little girl anymore. But she wasn’t certain she wanted fantasy to become reality, either. What she wanted, what she needed, were answers. And the only

  person she could get those answers from didn’t seem willing to talk.




  She stared at the backdoor and felt her resolve harden. That was just too damned bad. That was her husband. Her life. He could talk or he could deal with the consequences. Namely, she damned

  well wouldn’t leave him alone until he did.
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  Mac didn’t show up for lunch.




  When Keiley realized the time, she closed out the program she was working on before standing from her desk and pacing to the wide patio doors that looked out on the barnyard in the back.




  He was there, doing exactly what she had suspected he was doing, tinkering with the old tractor his grandfather had owned before his death. Bare-shouldered, sweat-dampened, his jeans hanging low

  on his hips as he worked.




  Hard muscles flexed beneath the golden flesh, rippled and made her hands itch with the need to touch them, to feel them working beneath her fingers, tensing and flexing in pleasure from her

  touch rather than in tension from whatever was now brewing in his mind.




  He was thinking. Deliberating. Working something in his mind. That was what he did when he worked on the old piece of farm machinery.




  His thick black hair hung low on his neck, a bit shaggier than he usually kept it, but giving him a sexy, dangerous look. The look of an unconquered male. Exactly what he was. A man who would be

  very hard to fool and even harder to get to reveal his secrets, if he didn’t want to reveal them.




  Keiley had no intention of forgetting the fact that her husband had been an undercover FBI agent before his resignation. How could she forget it? It was one of the reasons so much of the man she

  had married was a mystery to her. He knew how to keep his innermost secrets while still loving her with a depth that amazed her.




  She had tried to tell herself that she knew everything she needed to about the man she had married. That of course there were, would be dark places inside him, that he had seen the worse of

  humanity in many cases, that it would always mark his soul.




  But over the past three years, Keiley was beginning to wonder if Mac hadn’t gone into a career where he was dealing with something he had already understood. Something that had given him a

  chance to fight back against the demons of the past. A past he could never bring back or change.




  And this was what had drawn her to Mac so strongly. This was the reason why she hadn’t drawn back from him despite the gossip that surrounded him and Jethro.




  Like her, Mac knew what it was to hurt, but he hadn’t closed himself off from the possibility of love. Unlike his friend, Mac embraced life and he embraced emotion. Like Keiley, he had

  just been waiting for the right person to embrace it fully.




  A soft smile tugged at her lips at the thought of those first weeks. How wary she had been, so uncertain, trying to figure out why he wanted her when he could have dozens of women who would have

  eagerly allowed Jethro into their relationship.




  Those women hadn’t known him, though. Before the end of that first dinner date with him, Keiley had known parts of him that she knew other women never would. She knew that dominant

  sexuality of his wasn’t a game, it was a part of him. She had sensed that from the first.




  As their relationship had developed, she had worried that he couldn’t let go of the ménages, though he had promised her, assured her, that it wasn’t something he

  couldn’t live without.




  She knew now. He could live without it. He could love without it. What he had neglected to mention was that eventually, he would be denying not just a desire but a part of himself in letting it

  go.




  That was the undefined something about Mac that had nearly frightened her off then. And during those first months of their marriage, she had wondered why he had been so insistent on moving back

  to his hometown so soon. It was to take himself out of the area of temptation. Away from the Club, his friends, and Jethro.




  Had he been hoping he wouldn’t miss what he never saw?




  Had she known this was coming?




  That question had tormented her more often in the past year or two. Had she been drawn to Mac because he personified everything she had been too frightened to reach out for? A sexual and

  personal freedom that had been so restrained within her? Had she let Mac steal her heart because she knew he would challenge more than just her intellect?




  She snorted in disgust. This was insane. She didn’t want a ménage. She liked fantasizing about it. She enjoyed daydreaming about it. But the reality of it raised problems within her

  mind that she couldn’t solve.




  Not the gossip, but emotions and feelings she had no business contemplating. If Jethro ever came back into their lives, she knew she would be torn. Knew that the past infatuation she had felt

  for him would raise its ugly head and risk everything she had with the man who owned her soul.




  She couldn’t allow that.




  But that didn’t mean Mac could get away with not discussing this forever. The longer it remained between them like this, the worse it was going to get.




  Sitting in her office, Keiley had a clear view of the back farmyard. The tall red barn with its white trim surrounded by white fences and greener-than-green grass. And moving outside the wide

  double doors of the barn was her husband. Working once again on a tractor that was older than dirt and a hell of a lot less useful.




  He had new tractors, but he continually worked on that old one, tinkering with it when he was worried or thinking. He had been tinkering with it a lot lately. Much more than often.




  She leaned against the window, narrowing her eyes against the sunlight spearing into the room, realizing that her husband was tinkering with that tractor rather than talking to her.




  He used to talk to her.




  He wasn’t talking anymore, and she was getting tired of it.




  Crossing her arms over her breasts, she tapped her fingers against her arm and glared at her husband. Three nights he had come in late, long after she had gone to sleep. And before that? Before

  that, sex had been hurried. Quickies. In the shower or afterward. While he was in control. That was something she had markedly noticed. He had only touched her when he was in complete control of

  himself and his sexuality.




  She wanted all of her husband. She especially wanted the parts of him that he thought he should hide from her.




  His sexuality. Because his sexuality was tied into so much of who and what he was.




  From the information she had about his investigative work, she knew that many of the cases he had worked had involved sexual crimes.




  Sexual deviants were his specialty. Had that talent grown from an understanding of them before he came into the agency? Had his own sexuality been influenced by something more than an excessive

  sex drive?




  The questions were driving her crazy. As were the suspicions and her fears that this would end up affecting her marriage in ways that it couldn’t be repaired.




  Inhaling deeply, Keiley straightened from the edge of the patio door and moved into the warmth of the summer afternoon, heading for the barn and her husband.




  The workhands had the day off; Mac normally didn’t work all day Sunday. By all appearances, he intended to work today on that old tractor, though.




  The tractor was his psychiatrist, she often mused. It had been his grandfather’s. It hadn’t actually worked since his grandfather’s death twenty years before. But Mac still

  tinkered with it when he needed to think. She wondered if he would work out the problems that had that frown brewing between his eyes by the time he managed to fix the tractor.




  She knew he was aware of her approach as she followed the graveled path to the barn. His bare shoulders were tense now, the sweat gleaming off them in the summer sun. He was a powerful male

  animal, and that was what she saw as she stopped at the front of the tractor and watched him silently.




  “Lunch ready?” His voice was dark, brooding.




  “Not yet. I wanted to see if you wanted to come up and talk to me while I fixed it.”




  He tensed further as he bent behind a large wheel and fiddled with something there.




  “Why don’t you just yell at me when it’s ready?” he suggested. “I’m pretty busy here.”




  Oh yeah, she could see that. He was really busy getting his hands greasy as he picked and probed behind the tire.




  “It’s just sandwiches,” she told him then. “Maybe a salad. A few minutes at the most.”




  He nodded. “Just yell when it’s done.”




  “I don’t think so.”




  He tensed further, stilling beneath her gaze before his head turned slowly and his gaze latched onto her with almost predatory awareness.




  “Excuse me?” The inordinate politeness of his tone caused her heart rate to increase, the blood to surge stronger and hotter through her veins.




  “You heard me, Mac. You can come up to the house with me while I fix lunch or you can do without it. I wanted to spend some time with you. It’s something you make certain we

  don’t do lately. I’m tired of it.”




  Mac shifted, straightening with a graceful, dangerous flex of muscles that had her taking a step back. Suddenly her husband reminded her more of a wild animal preparing to jump. And he noticed

  her reaction. His lashes narrowed over his eyes as he pulled a discarded rag from the tractor seat and began to wipe his greasy hands.




  Not that it helped a lot. And grease should never, at any time, be sexy, but the streaks of oil on his hands and up his arms and the few slashes across his chest were highly arousing.




  Sexual tension was like a smothering blanket between them now. As though they had never touched, never been intimate, as though the power of the anticipation for it was suddenly as strong as it

  had been the day she met him.




  “You’re tired of it,” he repeated softly. “Tired of what exactly, Keiley?”




  Her lips dried with nervousness. Stroking her tongue over them, Keiley nearly caught her breath as Mac’s gaze flicked to the action.




  “You know what I’m talking about, Mac.” Suddenly she could feel the amount of skin her clothing revealed. The fact that she wasn’t wearing a bra. That she wasn’t

  wearing panties.




  “Poor Keiley.” He tossed the rag back to the tractor seat and began advancing on her. “Maybe you shouldn’t have run away from me in the bedroom this morning.”




  “Don’t turn this into sex, Mac,” she ordered weakly.




  Weak, because it was about sex. It was about the hunger that seemed to grow between them daily. About the need for his touch, his kiss, his very presence. And the need for the reality and the

  fantasy of his hunger.




  “But it is about sex, Keiley,” he murmured as he caught her hips, uncaring of the oil she was certain now marked the bare flesh.




  He trapped her against the front of the tractor, the bulging erection beneath his jeans pressing against her stomach as her head fell back to stare up at him.




  He was so tall, nearly a foot taller. At almost six four, Mac seemed to overwhelm everyone else. Especially her. She was only five-four, short, and fine-boned. She always felt alternately

  protected and undefended against his height and strength.




  “It’s not about sex.” She tried to shake her head as his lips lowered to her neck. “I just wanted to talk.”




  “About sex.” His lips grazed her neck, then his teeth scraped over it, causing her lashes to flutter as she fought to hold back a moan.




  It had been like this from the first. He could seduce her with nothing but the threat of a kiss, the anticipation and thrill of just knowing his touch was coming.




  And he was doing it now. She shuddered in his hold, feeling his hands against her hips, his fingers subtly massaging as his lips and tongue tasted her flesh.




  They were outside, nothing but the tractor to shield their bodies as she felt one hand move, felt it began to slide beneath her shirt.




  “We should go to the house,” she gasped, he head tilting to the side as her eyes closed.




  The nipping kisses to her neck were destructive. She was highly sensitive there. Whenever Mac’s lips moved over the tender flesh it weakened her, stole the strength from her legs, and left

  her fighting to just stand upright.




  “Why?” His questioned shocked her.




  “Anyone could see what you’re doing.”




  “Just us here.” His broad hand cupped her breast, his thumb stroked over her hard nipple.




  “But we’re outside.”




  “All alone. Take your shirt off for me, Kei.” He leaned back, staring down at her with stormy eyes, with a hungry gaze.




  Keiley stared back at him in surprise. Not that they hadn’t had sex outside before. They had. By the pool. In the hot tub. But never like this. In the wide open, where her nakedness could

  be seen if by chance one of the workhands decided to show up.




  “We have a bed.” Her laughter was nervous.




  The forbidden was always a draw for her. It always had been. It excited her, titillated her, made her feel alive when Mac drew it out of her. Undressing here, in broad daylight, was forbidden.

  Taking the chance of being seen, watched, as her husband caressed her body, was forbidden. And all the more arousing.




  “Who needs a bed?” His head lowered, his gaze holding hers as he let his tongue stroke over her suddenly swollen lips. “Come on, Kei, be brave with me.”




  There was something different about him. She couldn’t put her finger on it, couldn’t make sense of it as his hands began to draw her t-shirt up her body.




  “Come on, let me touch those pretty nipples with my lips while the sun heats your breasts. Wouldn’t you like that, Kei?”




  His voice was a velvet rasp. It was goading. Challenging. Primitive. That was the difference. He had never shown this side of himself to her in this way before. As though her invasion earlier

  into that dark, silent core of him had tempted the monster he had warned her not to awaken.




  It exhilarated her.




  Keiley pulled back, gripped the hem of her t-shirt, and pulled it slowly over her head before dropping it to the ground.




  Mac’s response was surprising. For a moment, blank surprise filled his expression; then it darkened once again, turned savagely carnal. His lips appeared fuller, his eyes darker, his

  cheekbones more pronounced. He looked dominant. Forceful.




  “Beautiful.” Calloused, heated palms cupped her breasts, lifting them to his lips as his head lowered.




  Excitement surged through her like a tidal wave, ripping her from the moorings of self-control and thrusting her forcefully into the shadowed lusts she felt whipping around her.




  Mac was always tender with her when he made love to her. But this wasn’t lovemaking It was a possession. She could feel it as his teeth scraped over her nipple. Then his lips covered it,

  drawing it into his mouth as he began to suck it with a heated, forceful suction.




  Her shorts were loosening as her hands speared into his hair to hold him closer. Mac cupped her breast with one hand and disposed of her shorts with the other, leaving her naked beneath the heat

  of the sun. Leaving her open to the sudden powerful surge of hunger that tore through her.




  She had never been so brave. Had never felt the need and the hunger as she felt them tearing through her now. There was too much pleasure, too much passion. It was whipping through her mind,

  sinking into her pores, and tearing her loose from the moorings of control that she thought she possessed.




  Pleasure was her reward, though. A pleasure that Mac was only now showing her. A pleasure that came from freeing the wildness inside her rather than controlling it.




  There was no control here.




  She jerked, shuddered, as his head lifted from her nipple only to have his lips cover hers as he lifted her against his chest. The hair-roughened contours rasped over her tender nipples, sending

  a cry into the kiss as his tongue tempted hers to spar with him.




  Lightning. Electricity. Surging, destructive pinpoints of explosions detonated along her nerve endings as her flesh became hypersensitive. As the need suddenly began to grow and nothing he did

  seemed to be enough.




  Keiley knew her husband’s hands were rougher than normal as he lifted her against her. Knew that his kiss would leave her lips swollen long after he finished, but she didn’t care.

  She needed it. Needed the rough nips, the hard clench of his hands at her rear. She needed this part of him and hadn’t even realized it until she felt it. Until he unleashed it on her.




  “Are you wet, Kei?” He suddenly tore his lips from hers, moving them over her jaw, her cheek, until he was nipping at her ear. “Are you ready for me?”




  Ready? She could feel the juices flowing, dampening her, preparing her for so much more.




  “Let’s see how wet you are, darlin’.”




  She expected his fingers to skim between her legs. Expected his fingers to probe into the hidden folds. She didn’t expect his lips to begin burning a path down her neck, over her breast,

  where he paused to lick, to suck, to nip at the hardened peak with a force that had her arching into his arms, her cries filling the summer afternoon as she tightened her thighs to still the ache

  beginning to burn there.
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