




Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.

Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.




CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP




Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.





Big praise for

Big Guns Out of Uniform


“Don’t miss this anthology! The stories are wonderfully romantic and refreshingly playful.”

—Romantic Times

“The three tales are fine contemporary stories that readers will enjoy as each entry contains delightfully charming lead couples that the audience will like. Whether the hero is in his official uniform or his birth attire, fans of erotic romance will enjoy the hijinks of this collection.”

—Harriet Klausner, The Best Reviews

Acclaim for New York Times bestselling

author Sherrilyn Kenyon’s steamy

stories about the sexy agents of BAD….

“Sherrilyn Kenyon starts her new BAD series off with a bang (literally) with this fun frolic in the sun…. ‘BAD to the Bone’ is full of the wacky humor and larger-than-life characters that have become her trademark.”

—America Online’s Romance Fiction Forum

“Fans of Sherrilyn Kenyon won’t be disappointed in ‘BAD to the Bone.’ Nothing short of steamy and electrifying, Marianne and Kyle are a match made in heaven.”

—Romance Reviews Today

“…laced with humor.”

—A Romance Review

“…wickedly sexy.”

—Romance Reviews Today

Praise for national bestselling

author Liz Carlyle and her sizzling

romantic novels…

“Hot and sexy, just how I like them!”

—Linda Howard, New York Times

bestselling author

“Intriguing…engaging…illicit.”

—Stephanie Laurens, New York Times bestselling author

“Sensual and suspenseful…lively and absorbing.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Sinfully sensual, superbly written…nothing short of brilliant.”

—Booklist

Acclaim for Nicole Camden’s

sexy debut

“…take a well-deserved bow to the standing ovation, Ms. Camden—you’ve earned it.”

—Mrs. Giggles, mrsgiggles.com

“‘The Nekkid Truth’ is Ms. Camden’s first book and I have to tell you it is marvelous. The sex, heck the entire story, has a wonderfully gritty, almost raw and uncut, feel to it. I’m definitely placing Nicole Camden on my list of new authors to keep an eye on and look forward to plenty of books from her.”

—Just Erotic Romance Reviews

“To say that ‘The Nekkid Truth’ is the best erotic romantic novella I’ve read this year seems like faint praise. The fact is, it’s far and away the best contemporary romance I’ve read this year. I wished it were longer, not because its short length was a shortcoming, but because I wanted more of the same. Who is this woman, and when is her next book coming out?”

—All About Romance
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BAD to the Bone

Sherrilyn Kenyon




For my mother,

who has given me my overactive imagination,

my husband,

who doesn’t mind it,

and my friends and family,

who support me.

God bless all of you!








Prologue



Marianne Webernec was completely average at age thirty, but what she desperately wanted to be was extraordinary.

Exceptional. Spectacular.

For once in her life she wanted to be the heroine in one of the Rachel Fire novels that she gobbled up as soon as they were published. To be tall, thin, and devastatingly beautiful. The kind of woman that men everywhere lusted for. The kind of woman who walked into a room and men fought each other just for her smile.

But what she was, even after her makeover, was a mere five-feet-four-inch size-ten woman with medium brown hair that was pinned back from her round face to fall just below her shoulders. She had eyes that were flat brown, not amber, not flecked with anything unusual or worth noticing. Her breasts were too small, her hips were too wide, and her feet were pinched by the narrow tips of her high-heeled shoes.

She was…

Average.

Painfully, woefully average.

“I think you’re stunning.”

Only if she had a stun gun in her hand.

Marianne looked over her shoulder to see Aislinn Zimmerman staring at her. Aislinn was what she wanted to be. Rich, model thin, with long, curly red hair, perfectly manicured nails, and big bright green eyes that seemed to glow. Aislinn was every bit as beautiful as her namesake from Aislinn’s mother’s favorite romance novel, The Wolf and the Dove.

Marianne had spent her entire life hating women who looked like Aislinn. They were everywhere. On television, in magazines, and on the pages of the books that Marianne loved to read. Books where the gorgeous, drop-dead heroine nailed the gorgeous, drop-dead hero.

They were ever an unnecessary reminder that at the end of the day, Marianne Webernec would never be one of them.

She would always be average. White noise in the background of a world that went on oblivious to her presence no matter how much she longed for it to be otherwise.

“Thanks,” Marianne said to her lamely, knowing the truth in her heart. But that was okay.

Because in the next few minutes she was going to walk through the door behind Aislinn and become the one thing she’d always wanted to be…

A covert CIA agent pursued by the evil archvillain who would turn out to be a good guy trying to uncover the man who had killed his brother.

Okay, the plot was a bit clichéd, even a little trite. But Marianne loved Rachel Fire’s book Danger in the Night. She had read it so many times that her copy at home was in pieces barely held together by tape.

For the last four years that book and its hero, Brad Ramsey, had lived in her heart and in her mind. He was the man she dreamed of seducing every night when she closed her eyes.

She had licked every inch of his divinely masculine body from head to foot, and had made him beg her for mercy. They had made love everywhere from Caribbean beaches to the snowdrifts of Moscow.

In her mind she had ridden him hard and furiously, and made him hers.

Oh, to really be the book’s heroine, Ren Winterbourne. The sultry, sophisticated agent, woman of the world, who knew every way possible to make a man beg for her touch. Ren never doubted herself. She always knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it.

Marianne was still searching for her place in the world. And when it came to men, she would never understand them. They were completely alien beasties.

She sighed wistfully. Her entire life was a study in what could have been. If only she’d been smarter, taller, prettier…

But she wasn’t.

Her mother had once told her that life was about acceptance. That she needed to be content with what was dealt her and be grateful it wasn’t worse.

Starting this instant, Marianne was going to take her mother’s advice.

Mostly.

She was going to walk out that door and…

Stumble, knowing her.

“Do I have to wear the heels?” she asked Aislinn, holding her foot out toward the beautiful redhead as she flexed her ankle.

Some things were best done with level feet. Especially when the last thing Marianne wanted was to be embarrassed. “I’m really not a high-heel kind of person. I’m more the I’ll-stumble-and-twist-my-ankle kind of woman.”

Aislinn laughed. “Sure. What would you like?”

“Got anything flat and black?”

Aislinn flipped open her stylish silver cell phone and pressed a button. “Hi, Gwen, Ms. Webernec would like a selection of flat black shoes to go with her rust-colored miniskirt dress. She’s a size eight medium…. Thanks.” Aislinn closed the phone. “Give her ten minutes and she’ll bring us a new boxload of them.”

It was good to be queen.

At least for the day, or in this case, a whole month. Marianne smiled at the thought.

One full month of being catered to and pampered. Having her every want met without complaint.

Oh, yeah, forget Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman. This reality was so much better.

After all, Marianne Webernec, average Jane high school teacher, was about to head off to Sex Camp.







Chapter One



Kyle Foster lay behind a short clump of bushes, scoping out the large compound that lay sheltered in the sand—his latest target.

It was fifteen hundred hours and all the explosives were rigged. Their timers set. The beach was silent, with a mild northwesterly wind that would carry the shrapnel and debris a minimal distance, toward the empty lagoon.

He was watching the countdown on his watch, waiting for something that would alleviate his extreme boredom.

He’d thought it would be the well-placed, perfectly executed explosion.

It wasn’t.

At fifteen seconds and counting, disaster struck as an unknown, unexpected civilian popped out of the small wooded area near the compound.

Kyle cursed. There was no way to stop the explosives, and he didn’t dare shout at her.

Damn civilians never took orders well. Instead of doing as they were told, they invariably assumed the position of a deer in the headlights and asked, “What?” Which would be followed by the ever aggravating, “Why?”

By then it would be too late.

If he said “bomb,” she’d scream and probably run straight for the explosion. Murphy’s Law.

He was out of time.

Combat trained and ever ready to fight, Kyle launched himself from his covert position to intercept her before she drew any closer.

He mentally continued the countdown in his head as he ran full speed toward her….

Marianne saw nothing but a blur from the corner of her eye. One second she was heading toward the small sand castle that looked as if someone had constructed it with careful, minute detail. The next some large something had scooped her up into its arms and run off with her.

Breathless from shock and the feel of two extremely strong arms carrying her while the man ran across the beach, she didn’t even have time to protest as the two of them flew in the opposite direction from the castle.

Just as they reached the pathway she’d been following, she heard a sharp click.

The man holding her threw the two of them to the ground and rolled them under some bushes as a massive explosion rent the air. The earth beneath them shook.

Her breath was knocked out of her from their fall, and panic welled inside her.

A sleek wall of muscle covered her body again as something began to rain down on the sand around them. She was overwhelmed by the combined scent of Brut, warm masculine skin, and Finesse shampoo.

Marianne instinctively covered her face until the “rain” stopped.

“What in the world just happened?” she asked, her heart pounding as she dared peek from between her fingers.

The man lying on top of her lifted himself up to look down at her.

Marianne gaped.

In all her life she’d never seen anything like him. His eyes were bright and blue. Electrifying and filled with mirthful mischief. They reminded her of the boys in her classes whenever they were planning some youthful prank.

Only there was nothing boyish about the man on top of her. He was obviously in his mid-thirties, his face ruggedly handsome, with sharp cheekbones and at least a full day’s worth of stubble on his cheeks and chin.

He was even more handsome than the actor they had playing Brad Ramsey.

And the feel of his long, hard body covering hers…

It was heaven. Pure heaven.

He swept a heated gaze over her face and body before giving her a devilish grin that should belong to the worst sort of Regency rake. Not to mention the fact that his waist was lying between her legs, and she felt a sudden swell pressing against her intimately. One that let her know this was no small man. Nor was he completely uninterested in her.

It was all she could do not to moan in pleasure.

“Hi.” The deepness of his voice was as startling as their meeting.

“Hi,” she answered back rather lamely.

Kyle tried to remember what the woman had asked him a second ago, but all he could really think of was the peekaboo dimple she had in her left cheek. It flashed at him as she frowned.

Not to mention the fact that she felt damn good underneath him.

Her white tank top had fallen off one shoulder, leaving it bare where it beckoned him to touch and kiss the smooth skin it revealed.

Her dark brown eyes were warm and friendly, with a healthy dose of suspicion in them. She had sleek brown hair that fell around her head, onto the sand. It was the kind of hair a man dreamed of running his hands through. The kind of hair a man liked to feel whipping his chest while the woman who had it sat on top of him, grinding her body against his until they both came.

It took every ounce of control he possessed not to rub his swollen, aching groin against her and dream of sinking himself deep inside her hot, wet body.

Oh, yeah, he so wanted a piece of this woman. One small taste of her lush, soft, feminine curves.

“You…uh…you want to get off me now?” she asked, her voice sounding a bit peeved.

“Not really,” he answered honestly. “I kind of like it here.” More than he dared admit even to himself.

And he found himself suddenly fixated by the bared skin of her shoulder, which didn’t seem to betray a bra strap.

Was she naked under there?

His cock tightened even more at the thought of her naked, unrestrained breasts being only a tiny push of fabric away. Of taking one of them into his mouth and suckling its tip while she buried her long, graceful fingers into his hair.

Marianne arched a brow at the man’s unexpected response and tilted her head as she watched him. She wasn’t sure if this was part of her whole fantasy package or not. What with the explosion and all, it was possible he was one of the actors who had been playing out her novel.

But Rachel Fire hadn’t written a scene about a sand castle being blown up.

Then again, there was a scene in a few more days where they blew up a cabin, so maybe the man had been practicing.

At any rate, he was a cutie-pie. Gorgeous, in fact. His darkly tanned body held the muscular definition of an athlete. One that begged a woman to run her hands over it.

“You always sweep a woman off her feet like this and throw her on the ground?”

He laughed at that, a warm, rich sound that made her actually tingle. “No, I have to say this is a first. But given how it seems to be turning out, I might make it a habit.” He winked at her, then pulled back from her slowly and held his hand out to her as if to shake hers.

“Kyle Foster,” he said.

Hmm, not one of the names in the book. Maybe he was one of the extras they had hired to play commando with.

“Marianne Webernec,” she said automatically as she shook his large, callused hand and did her best not to think about what it would feel like to have it cup her breast or have those long, masculine fingers sunk deep inside her body.

He had beautiful hands. Powerful hands. Strong and manly, they appealed to her in the best sort of way.

“Oh, wait,” she said, trying to distract herself from those thoughts. “I’m supposed to be Ren Winterbourne. Sorry, I keep forgetting.”

He scowled at her words. “What are you? A federal agent or something?”

“Something, definitely something.” She started to push herself to her feet.

Kyle helped her up with an effortlessness that overcharged her hormones and made her yearn to lean into the strength of his body until she swooned from delight.

What was it about this man that made her want to do him right here on the beach? She’d never been sexually flagrant before, but something about Kyle Foster made her long desperately to rip that tight white T-shirt off and have her way with him whether he wanted it or not.

“You must be from the other side of the island,” he said in that innately masculine voice.

He released her all too soon, and she ached from the loss of his body heat being so close. It had warmed her more than the overhead sun.

“Uh-oh. Did I really come all that way? They told me I wasn’t supposed to go too far away. Did I end up on the private side of things?”

“Yeah, but it’s okay. I’m the only one staying here right now.” He glanced around the vacant beach. “It’s been boring as hell up until now.”

“Tell me about it. For a fantasy vacation, it’s been rather meek compared to what I was expecting.”

Interest sparked deep in those electric blue eyes. “What were you expecting?”

Marianne squelched a smile. She’d been expecting something along the lines of studly fine Kyle Foster to come into her life and ravish her day and night until she couldn’t move, never mind walk.

Marianne bit her bottom lip at the thought and lowered her gaze to the snowy sand to keep him from seeing just how embarrassed she was.

“I don’t know,” she said with a small shrug. “Some handsome man to throw me down on the ground and save me from an unexpected explosion?”

Kyle laughed again. He didn’t know why. Normally, he was about as serious as they came. His sometimes partner, Retter, had often commented on the fact that Kyle’s face would freeze if he ever cracked more than a half grin.

But something about this woman made him feel…

Well…

Kind of giddy. There was no other word for it. And he really hated that girly-sounding word. Giddy and Kyle Foster went together about like a cobra and a mongoose.

He must have been even more bored than he suspected. She wasn’t ravishing or even beautiful. She reminded him of the woman next door.

A woman who shouldn’t draw his notice at all, and yet he found himself staring at her and the way her tiny, light freckles kissed the skin across the bridge of her nose.

Even more startling was the desire he had to taste every one of those freckles with his tongue. To kiss and tease each one and see how many more she might have in other, more provocative areas of her body.

Like those creamy thighs that were virtually hidden by her drab tan walking shorts. Thighs that would look much better naked and wrapped around his neck…

Marianne felt suddenly awkward as she realized the T-shirt Kyle wore displayed more of his muscled chest than it concealed. Of course, built the way he was, it would take several layers of sweaters and a heavy overcoat to disguise that body.

He reminded her of a linebacker. One with a very tight end.

He was gorgeous all over. From the top of his sun-kissed dark brown hair to the toes of his scuffed black leather biker boots.

She frowned as she noticed that.

“Who wears boots on the beach?” she asked unexpectedly.

He glanced down at his feet. “I didn’t even think about it. Guess it’s not normal, huh?”

She smiled up at him. “Says to me you don’t spend a lot of time on the beach.”

“Not really. I’m here under extreme protest. What about you?”

“I’m this month’s winner.”

He frowned as if he had no idea what she was talking about.

“You know,” she said, “the Hideaway Heroine Sweepstakes winner? I’m the one they chose this time.”

“Ah,” he said, nodding. “So how’s it going?”

Twirling a small section of her hair, she shrugged. “It’s going, I guess. South more than north, but I suppose nothing’s perfect.”

“Now, why would you say that?” He indicated the vibrant blue sky with his thumb. “Just look at that sky. It’s perfect. Great day. You got the beach to run around on, the surf sliding up. Hell, you can even hear birds chirping.”

“Which is why you were blowing up a sand castle?”

He gave her a guilty smile that made her knees weak. “Well, okay, nothing’s perfect.”

Marianne licked her lips as she watched him hitch his thumbs into the front pockets of his jeans. He had such a manly stance. One of power, like some sinuous beast just prowling the beach waiting for a morsel to gobble.

How she wished she were that morsel.

“So,” she said, stretching the word out, “do you do that a lot? Blow up sand castles?”

“Only if they deserve it.” He glanced back to the hole in the beach where his sand castle had been. “That one, unfortunately, had gone bad. Real bad.”

She covered her face as she laughed again. “I guess I better stay on the straight and narrow then, huh?”

“Marianne?”

She cringed as she heard the voice of “Brad” coming through the trees from the opposite direction of her uncovered pathway. The actor was extremely handsome, but he was pale and rather feminine compared to the man in front of her.

“I guess I need to be going,” she said reluctantly.

She started away from Kyle, but he caught her hand in his. The feel of that steely grip on her skin made her entire body burn.

Before she realized what he was doing, he’d pulled her against the hard, lean strength of his body and lowered his mouth onto hers.

Marianne sighed at the taste of his lips as his tongue explored her mouth, flicking masterfully in and out. It made her breathless and weak. She held on to those broad, muscled shoulders as she felt the heat pounding between her legs. Heat that made her wet and desperate for this man.

His muscles flexed beneath her hand, whetting her appetite all the more. How she wished she were touching his tanned skin, sinking her teeth into all that lush, fabulous maleness.

Kyle growled at how good she tasted. But then he’d known instinctively that she would.

His cock hardened to the point of pain as he imagined what it would feel like to lay her down on the beach and spend the next few hours watching her come for him over and over again while he slid himself in and out of her sleek wet heat.

There were few things in life he liked more than the sight of a woman caught in the middle of an orgasm. The sound of her delighted cries as he nibbled and teased the last tremor from her body.

And this was a woman he could savor from now until the end of time….

“Marianne!”

He didn’t want to let her go, but then, he’d never been the kind of guy to perform before an audience, nor did she strike him as the kind of woman who would appreciate him trying to broaden their horizons in that respect.

Reluctantly he released her.

Damn. Kyle didn’t say anything as he watched the klutz—who tripped over the sand castle’s crater as he crossed the sand—take off with his woman.

He glanced at the blackened hole on the beach.

Target number one had been destroyed.

Target number two…

She would have to be conquered.

For the first time in a month he felt the familiar adrenaline rush surging.

At last he had a mission.

Marianne Webernec and her sweet little mouth that had tasted like honey.

One taste and he’d been hooked. And he wasn’t the kind of man to leave well enough alone once his curiosity was aroused.

Curiosity, hell, his whole body was aroused, and he wouldn’t be sated until he’d tasted a whole lot more than her lips.

No way. Before he was through with her, he would know every minute part of her body and every way to make her scream out in pleasure.

Kyle smiled at the lecherous thought.

This was one challenge he was going to savor well.







Chapter Two



“Hey, Sam,” Kyle said to the surly man behind the concierge desk as he entered the lobby of the small luxury hotel where he’d been staying literally against his will.

Since Kyle had been shot in the line of duty (about six times, they assumed—five bullets had been dug out, and there was some debate on what had caused the sixth wound), his boss had decided Kyle needed a vacation at the hotel his agency owned on a remote, private island out in the middle of the Atlantic.

Kyle thought the six-week “vacation” was completely unnecessary, but Joe had insisted, and anyone who had ever tried to argue with Joe Q. Public soon found out they would have a better time moving a mountain than budging Joe even an inch.

So here he was, a highly trained special ops agent, bored, healed, and raring to go, only to find Joe laughing at him every time he called and begged for a plane ride off this godforsaken island.

At least until twenty minutes ago, when fate had finally shone on him again.

Suddenly the thought of the next week looked promising.

Kyle stopped at the desk where Sam sat holding a longneck beer propped on his knee while watching a Lakers game on ESPN. In his mid-fifties, Sam looked like the picture-perfect image of a stout Scotsman. He had a ruddy complexion and a wide, serious face that was topped by a thick unruly mane of stark white hair. He wore black-rimmed glasses that continually slid down his broad nose and that he constantly pushed back up.

But the most interesting thing about him was his companion, Roscoe. An old basset hound, Roscoe had about as much attitude as any dog Kyle had ever met. And in a strange way, Kyle liked that old dog as much as he liked Sam.

Kyle paused at the counter and respectfully waited for a commercial before he interrupted the hotel’s manager. “Tell me something, Sam. What’s on the other side of this island, and why am I not supposed to go over there?”

Sam shrugged as he looked up from the small television. He took a quick swig of beer before he answered. “That’s them weirdos from that publisher, Rose Books. You’d have to ask Joe for more details. He’s the one who rents this part of the island from them so we can do some covert training, or in your case emergency R and R. I think he knows the owner of the publishing house or something.”

“Do you know what goes on over there?”

“Yeah, and it’s spooky as all get-out.”

“Spooky how?”

“It’s Sex Camp.”

Kyle choked at the unexpected answer. “What?”

“Sex Camp,” Sam repeated simply, as if there were nothing unusual about the title. “They have these women what read those romance books, and every few months or so one of them wins a trip out here to live out their fantasy novel, and they put on this whole grand show with the winner.”

Sam pushed his glasses up. “Makes you want to know what’s in them romance novels women read. I’ve been reading Tom Clancy for years, and all I get is submarines and war stories.” He snorted. “I ain’t never had the itch to run into the woods with a bunch of sailors and try to throw them on the ground. You know what I mean?”

Not really. Sam had a bad habit of not always making sense. “Beg pardon?” Kyle asked.

“Listen,” Sam continued as he idly stroked Roscoe’s head. “A word to the wise, son, you got to be real careful walking around after dark whenever one of them fantasies is going on. They don’t call it Sex Camp for nothing. I’ve seen them do things on the beach that’ll make you go blind. Hell, some of it I didn’t even know was humanly possible.”

Kyle couldn’t keep his mouth from hanging open as he thought about Marianne being the latest winner. There was no way his sweet little visitor would do something like that.

Was there?

And if there was, then she’d better damn well be doing it with him.

“Are you yanking my chain?” he asked Sam.

“Nah, why would I?” Sam gave him an intense stare over the top rims of his glasses. “You think they’re normal women when they come off the plane, but they’re really raving nymphomaniacs cleverly disguised.”

“Bullshit.”

“Nah, boy, it’s true. They come off the plane looking all nice and normal, and within twenty-four hours they turn into Debbie Does Dallas or Richard or whoever she can find. It’s horrifying what happens to these women.” He pointed to his dog. “See Roscoe here? He’s only two years old. He went into the woods one night and now look at him. Their antics done aged him twenty years overnight. And don’t get me started on them men they got. I don’t know where they find them. But something about them ain’t right, neither. So I stay on my side of the island as far away from all of them loons as I can get.”

“I don’t believe you.”

Sam shrugged and turned back toward the television as the game resumed. “You don’t got to believe it. Truth is truth. You should be here whenever they’re doing one of those historical reenactments. They make us run around in costume in case we accidentally bump into one of their winners. It’s a big pain. We have to say things like ‘my lady’ and shit. I feel like a blooming idiot. Can you just imagine my fat ass in a tutu or tights or whatever those godawful things are called?” He blew out a disgusted breath. “I got too-too much for those things, and their director, Aislinn Zimmerman, once tried to borrow Roscoe for scenery.”

Roscoe whined at that.

“That’s right, boy. Don’t worry. Old Sam would never let them abuse you.” He glanced back at Kyle. “That’s why I keep Roscoe hidden. The last thing I need is my poor dog going blind, too.”

Kyle stood there stunned by Sam’s disclosures. He just couldn’t see the woman he’d met doing something like that. She’d seemed so pure. Innocent.

No, he didn’t believe it. But this whole scenario would require more research.

Heading for the elevators, he decided it was time to get down to business and do what he did best.

Research, infiltrate, and take whatever action necessary to achieve his objective.

 

THREE HOURS LATER Kyle sat back in his office chair, reviewing his reconnaissance data.

Marianne Webernec was a high school teacher from a small town outside Peoria, Illinois, whose only claim to fame was once winning the statewide spelling bee in junior high school. She hadn’t even been homecoming queen.

She’d graduated with good grades, not exceptional ones. Done college in five years, then went back to her hometown to teach German and French at the local high school.

She’d never even had a speeding or parking ticket. Not even in college.

There wasn’t much here to say she was anything out of the ordinary.

Nothing except for the way his body had reacted the moment he had held her in his arms. The way her hard, puckered nipples had looked underneath the cotton of her tank top.

The way her warm, welcoming mouth had tasted…

Someone knocked on his door.

Instinctively Kyle reached for his weapon, only to roll his eyes at the reflex. Some habits died hard. It was why Joe had sent him here to the island. There was no chance in hell any of his enemies would ever find him. In all the world, this was the only “safe” place any of the BAD agents had.

He pulled his hand back from the holster.

“Come in.”

The door opened to show Sam with Roscoe at his feet. “Hey, you busy?”

Kyle swiveled his desk chair around. “Not really. What’cha need?”

“Well, after you left, Roscoe got me to thinking….”

Kyle arched a brow at that. The older man had a strange relationship with his pooch.

Sam came in and handed him a small paperback. “I sent Lee over to the other side of the island to find out what was going on over there for you, and he came back with that book. It’s what they’re reenacting at the moment, so I thought you might want to read it for a good laugh or something. I know you’re not used to inaction, so I thought it might give you something to do.”

Kyle inclined his head to him. “Obliged.”

Sam nodded, then turned and left with Roscoe in tow.

Alone again, Kyle stared at the white cover with the title Danger in the Night and the author’s name, Rachel Fire, emblazoned over it. On the spine was a single red rose logo from Rose Books. He turned the book over and scanned the back. The first thing that caught his attention was the name of the heroine, Ren Winterbourne, which was what Marianne had called herself.

The next one was the plot synopsis.

Undercover agents.

Kyle laughed out loud. This was perfect. His little schoolteacher was dreaming of…

Well, him.

Oh, yeah, this was the best. Leaning back in his chair, Kyle began to read the first page of the book, which was a small form and an invitation to the readers:


WHAT’S YOUR FANTASY?

Do you ever dream of getting away from it all? Just for a week or two?

Have you ever read a romance novel and thought…

What if?

Have you ever, just once, wanted to be the heroine in a book and to have the man of your dreams come in and rock your world?

Your dreams could come true. Enter the Hideaway Heroine Sweepstakes, and you, too, could be headed off to be the heroine in your favorite romance novel. Just send in your name, address, and phone number, the title and author of your favorite book, and the reason(s) why you need a break from your everyday life.

One lucky winner will be selected every two months. No purchase necessary. Enter as many times as you like.

For more information, please visit RachelFire.com.

Good luck!



Kyle turned the page, and the hot sex scene on the first page was enough to shock him to his core and make his cock so stiff, he couldn’t even sit comfortably.

Holy shit, this was what Marianne read for pleasure?

Just what else did his simple little teacher do for fun?

 

MARIANNE SIGHED AS “Brad” pulled his gun out from under his coat. Of course, it got tangled in the hem and he almost dropped it, but once he finally wrestled it free, he pointed it at the others.

“Back off,” he snarled, and yet it sounded somehow less than convincing even to her.

The other men around them made snarling noises and animal-like gestures that reminded her of an old campy Batman episode from TV. She half expected Olga and her Cossacks to come barreling out at any moment, followed by Vincent Price playing Egghead.

It was all she could do not to laugh.

Strange how the idea of this hadn’t seemed ludicrous when she’d told Aislinn Zimmerman that she wanted to be Ren Winterbourne, but for some reason the reality of it left her feeling like a fool.

“Come on, Ren,” Brad said, taking her by the arm. “I’ll get you out of this.”

How she wished he could.

Unfortunately all of this would continue for at least another week until her fantasy life was over and she could return back home to Illinois.

Who would have ever thought that would be appealing?

Someone please save her from Brad, the bad actor, and the poor souls who were being paid to act like clean-cut criminals.

She half ran out of the building with Brad towing her along by her hand. This was the part where Brad in the book was supposed to pin Ren up against the wall and kiss her senseless.

Instead, Brad ran with her down the beach toward the hotel where they were staying.

“Are they behind us?” he asked.

“No,” she said without looking. In her fantasy vacation package, unlike the book, the bad guys never really came after them. It was as if they were afraid of hurting her, even though she had signed a legal waiver promising not to hold the Zimmermans or Rose Books liable should she be hurt.

Brad stopped and took a minute to catch his breath. Marianne idly found herself wondering if Kyle would be as winded as Brad after so short a run.

How ridiculous was that? But then, she hadn’t been able to get that man out of her thoughts since Brad had “rescued” her from him. Especially Kyle’s wonderfully tight rump, which had been begging her for a covert fondling.

Too bad she had lacked the courage even to try and grope him.

Well, at least she’d gotten one really good kiss out of this experience.

Hmmm…Maybe she should plead a headache and venture to the other side of the island again in search of the only man who’d turned her head since she’d stepped off the plane three weeks ago.

Not that Brad wasn’t gorgeous. He was. In fact, he was almost pretty. But his looks didn’t make her weak the way Kyle’s rugged handsomeness had.

Just as she was about to lament the lack of fireworks, a large unidentified object went whizzing over her head. The next thing she knew, something exploded to her right.

A tree crashed down.

“What the…?” Brad whirled around to face a man in green camouflage.

His features obscured by the paint, the unknown man swung at Brad and knocked him back, then he turned on her, and before she could see much more than a blur, he tossed her over his shoulder and ran for the trees.

Draped over him, she caught sight of an exceptionally nice ass.

Kyle?

The hope hung in her heart as they raced away from the others.

Marianne couldn’t form another coherent thought as he sped with her through the dense brush. His shoulder wasn’t exactly comfortable as it slammed repeatedly into her middle.

She was about to tell him to put her down when more explosions sounded.

He turned sharply, narrowly missing another bomb.

“What’s happening?” she asked in a broken voice that reminded her of Katharine Hepburn as her first real wave of fear went over her.

This wasn’t part of the book.

“It’s the Big Bad, love. Keep your head down or lose it.”

She would have recognized that deep, husky voice anywhere. “Kyle? Is it really you?”

He stopped and slid her down his body, which made her instantly wet and needy. Oh, but he had a body and build made for sinning. But she hated the fact his face was completely obscured by the green and black paint.

“Shh,” he said, placing a finger over her lips.

He cocked his head as if listening for something.

She heard the faint sound of firecrackers.

“They’re coming for us,” he said. Taking her hand, he pulled her deeper into the woods.

“Who?”

“Tyson Purdue.”

Her scowl deepened at the unknown name. “Who’s that?”

“A nasty arms dealer. He’s been looking for me for a long time now.”

She looked at him skeptically. “Tyson Purdue? Why do I have a feeling that’s a name you made up while at the grocery store?”

Kyle ground his teeth. Damn, she was a little too intelligent. Coming up with cover stories had never been his forte. He left that up to operatives such as Retter and Hunter. They were slick and fast with a lie.

His forte was explosives and muscle.

Still, the other agents had taught him one thing. People would believe anything provided you said it with enough conviction.

He gave her a sincere stare. “Well, we call him the Chicken Man. He kind of looks like a chicken. It’s why he has such an inferiority complex. Imagine being tagged with such a name. You’d be psychotic, too. What can I say? The man wants me dead.”

“So why am I running?”

Kyle froze at her question. The only thing he could come up with was a lame excuse he’d seen once in a bad spy movie.

“You kissed me,” he answered partially. What the hell, it made about as much sense as anything else. “One of his minions saw it and now he’s after you. I had to go back for you to save you before he used you to get to me.”

By the look in her brown eyes, he could tell she wasn’t buying it. “Yeah, right. I don’t—”

He pressed the trigger for another remote explosive. Marianne took the bait. She cringed in his arms. “Are you serious?”

“Baby, I never lie about minions out to get me.” At least not unless it was helpful, and not unless it would keep her in his arms.

“Is this for real?”

He triggered another explosion. “We have to get moving,” he said, letting just a hint of an edge into his voice. “It’s going to get ugly if we don’t.”

Marianne swallowed at that. Part of her still doubted that this could be real, but the look on Brad’s face had been sincere. The man wasn’t that good an actor. He’d had no idea that Kyle was going to show up.

Any more than she’d known.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“Don’t worry. I have a safe place.”

Not sure if she should trust him, but having no other choice, she followed him through the woods until they came to a sheer drop-off near the crashing waves.

Kyle gave her a heated stare. “Feeling adventurous?”

“I can’t go down there.”

“Sure you can, love. I won’t let you fall.”

I must be insane.

She hated heights. She hated the thought of falling into the ocean below, and yet something inside her trusted Kyle implicitly. Not to mention the fact he seemed to know what he was doing, while she had no clue whatsoever.

With him helping her, they carefully slid down the steep side of the cliff and moved across the beach until they came to a small cave.

Marianne looked at it skeptically. “You know, I have a really nice room back at—”

His peeved look interrupted her. “And it’s just as likely to be riddled with bullet holes. Trust me, being shot hurts.” He gave her a devilish grin. “Don’t tell me my little teacher has lost her sense of adventure.”

“No, but…” She paused as his words sank in. “How do you know I’m a teacher?”

“Aren’t you?”

“Yes, but how did you know that?”

He hesitated before he answered. “The way you dress.”

Marianne looked down at her khaki shorts and white button-down shirt. There wasn’t anything to mark her as a teacher. She looked just like anyone else out for a stroll on the beach. “My clothes don’t say anything.”

“Sure they do,” he said, moving closer to her.

Closer and closer until his large muscular body overwhelmed her with desire.

He unbuttoned the top button at her throat, making her entire body instantly hot with sexual anticipation. When he spoke, there was a deep, erotic timbre in his voice. “Only a teacher would have her collar buttoned all the way up to her chin. What? You afraid of driving your students wild?”

“Hardly!”

He smiled down at her as he unbuttoned the next one. “I’ll bet the guys you teach spend hours in your classroom staring at your ass while you’re at the chalkboard, trying to imagine what you’re wearing underneath all this conservative dressing—”

Marianne cut his words off with an outraged squeak. “Stop that. You’re skeeving me.”

“Skeeving?” he asked with a laugh. “What kind of word is that?”

“A perfectly good one that means I don’t want to even think about what you’re describing.” She narrowed her gaze on him. “You’re trying to get me off the topic, aren’t you?”

Yes, he was. Damn, she was good. If he didn’t know better, Kyle would think she really was a special agent. “Why would I do that?”

“I don’t know.”

Kyle couldn’t keep himself from touching her lips with his thumb. She had a mouth that had been made for long, hot kisses, and the memory of her taste was still fresh in his mind. Under his skin.

Simmering in his blood.

“You are beautiful,” he breathed.

She actually snorted at him.

“What was that?” he asked with a light smile.

“Disagreement. They must be paying you a lot to do this.”

“No one’s paying me for anything where you’re concerned,” he said, lacing his hand through her hair. “I’ve done a lot of bad things in my life, Marianne, but I would never toy with someone’s emotions. I’m not that cruel.”

He lowered his mouth to hers.

Marianne sighed as his arms tightened around her. This man had more magic in his touch than every member of Harry Potter’s school. She’d never seen anything like Jungle Jim.

He was incredible, and the woman in her was completely captivated by him and his powerful touch. His sensuous taste. His warm, male scent.

His mouth blistered a trail from her lips to her neck, where his breath scorched her. She buried her face in the soft locks of his dark brown hair and inhaled the warm, manly scent of his shampoo and skin.

Goodness, but this man set her on fire.

He pulled back to stare down at her with those captivatingly blue eyes. He rubbed gently at her face, letting her know he must have gotten some of his camouflage paint on her skin. “Have you ever made love to a stranger before, Marianne?”

“No,” she said, her voice weak. In truth, she’d never before wanted to.

But she did now, and the depths to which she wanted him scared her.

He was truly irresistible.

Kyle took her hand into his and led it to the swollen bulge in his pants. She could feel the whole outline of his cock in her palm. Feel it straining toward her hand as if as eager for her touch as she was to touch him.

She should be offended by his actions.

She wasn’t.

“Would you like to take a walk on the wild side with me, little teacher?”

This was insane. The very thought of it was…

Heavenly.

Decadent and frightening.

Dare she?

He trailed her hand up to the top button of his pants, where he lifted his shirt ever so slightly so that she could touch the hard, warm skin of his lower abdomen. He curled her fingertips into his waistband, then released her hand so that he could cup her face with his large hands.

She swallowed at the sensation of the short, crisp hairs that led from his navel downward.

“It’s entirely up to you, Marianne,” he whispered. “Do you have the courage to live out your fantasy?”

Did she?

How many nights had she lain awake dreaming of this? Dreaming of some hot man saving her from something bad and then taking her madly into his arms and making love to her in some wildly erotic location?

More times than she could count.

Seize it or leave it.

Woman or weasel?

I’m a weasel. I’m a weasel. I’m a weasel.

No, her days of weaseldom were over.

Taking a deep breath, she undid his pants.

Her heart stopped beating as she saw the size of the swell of him underneath the thin white boxer briefs. He was huge!

His smile was tender, warm, and if she didn’t know better, she’d swear she saw relief in his gaze.

This time when he took possession of her mouth, his kiss was demanding. Bold.

His kiss literally made her dizzy. He pulled back long enough to jerk his olive green T-shirt over his head. He took a moment to wipe the paint off her mouth and then his, but ended up only smearing it more across his face.

Marianne laughed as she took the shirt from him and carefully removed the paint from his skin. “I suspected there might be a human somewhere underneath all of this.” She’d meant the words to be light and funny.

He didn’t take them that way.

Instead, he made an odd noise in the back of his throat. “Not really. Once I don the garb and assume the mission, the human in me is trained to be shoved deep into the background.”

With his chin in her hand, she paused while wiping a particularly stubborn bit of camouflage from his temple. The sincerity of those deep blue eyes scorched her. “You were trained?”

“What they didn’t kick out of me from birth, the military finished.”

His words tugged at her heart, and she felt strangely close to him, as if he had just shared something with her that he didn’t normally share with others.

As gently as she could, she wiped his tawny skin clean.

He watched her with a hint of suspicion behind his eyes, as if it were more habitual than anything she’d done or might do to him, and at the same time she felt his trust. It was a heady contradiction.

And as she toweled the last of the color from his face, she let her gaze roam his hard body.

Her breath caught at the sight of his wide chest and broad shoulders that tapered down into a narrow waist and lean hips. He was built like a professional athlete.

Every single muscle in his chest was discernible.

But what caught her attention most was the sight of several scars over his ribs and the two in his chest, which looked vaguely like healing bullet wounds. Or at least what she thought healing bullet wounds might look like.

Having never seen a real bullet wound, she didn’t have a basis for comparison. Still, those scars looked authentic, not like makeup or window dressing.

Before she could ask him about them, he picked her up, cradled her against his chest, and took her deeper into the cave. He laid her down on a pallet that was made up of several military blankets and an air mattress.

He turned on a small battery-operated lamp.

“What is all this?”

“Boy Scout motto. Always be prepared.”

She trembled as he slowly unbuttoned her shirt. Her heart hammered in anticipation as she felt trapped between her common sense, which told her to run, and her lust, which told her to rip the pants off him and have her wicked way with all that lean, masculine strength.

“Are you always prepared for a tryst in a cave?”

“No, ma’am. But I was hoping you’d take me up on my offer.”

“Because you were bored?”

He paused with his hand at the last button and gave her a hot, intense stare. “No, because I happen to think you’re sexier than hell.”

She had a hard time believing that, but there was no doubt he was sexier than hell. He had a body that had been torn from her dreams.

He undid the last button.

Marianne gulped for air.

Kyle slid his large, callused hand through the opening of her shirt to cup her breast through her white lace bra. She moaned at the feel of his palm against her swollen nipple. Even with the fabric of her bra between them, his hand was scorching.

It had been way too long since she’d last made love to a man.

For that matter, it had been a long time since she’d really wanted to make love to a man. Now all that repressed sexuality thrummed through her, wanting him desperately.

But with that desire came the fear that he might think her lacking in her inexperience. She wasn’t the kind of woman who played the field, and in spite of what she’d done with Kyle, she’d never fallen into bed with strangers.

What was he expecting from this?

He pulled back from his kiss to smile down at her. His eyes were blazing and hot.

“Say the word, Marianne, and I’m out of here.”

She answered him with a demanding kiss of her own.

Kyle closed his eyes as he inhaled the scent of her hair combined with the sweet scent of some kind of womanly perfume. But it was the earthy smell of woman that made his heart race even faster. Made his mouth water for more.

He’d never been with a woman like her before, and for the first time in his life he was nervous.

As a teenager, he’d run with the worst sort of New York gang. At fifteen he’d lost his virginity in the back room of a run-down slum in the Bronx to a woman in her mid-twenties who was on the make and looking to nail any handy dick she could find.

He’d fought his way out of the streets to enlist in the navy. At age eighteen he had done his best to turn his life around and not become another statistic of urban poverty and bad parenting. Even so, he’d never dared dream a woman like this would want to be with him.

Someone soft and gentle. A teacher. Not a woman on the make. Not an operative out to blow his cover or a criminal wanting a fast lay before she blew his brains out.

Marianne was just a nice, average lady from a small town in the Midwest.

She was safe. That word alone was so alien to him that it made him ache even to think of it.

He’d never known safety. Never known unconditional acceptance.

He could vaguely remember his mother once telling him that sometimes the best dreams were simple ones. He’d never understood that.

Not until this moment.

He didn’t crave the excitement that was his life. He craved the slice of normality Marianne offered. The simple taste of wholesome woman.

The simple taste of Marianne Webernec.

Marianne was breathless as Kyle moved down her body to unlace her shoes and pull them from her feet. She couldn’t believe she was doing this with a complete stranger.

It was so out of character for her.

And yet she couldn’t stop herself.

“Tell me something about you, Kyle.” She needed to know something so that she wouldn’t feel so self-conscious.

He pulled her other shoe off and massaged her sensitive arch with his thumb. Oh, but it felt sinfully wonderful as it made her stomach tight. She felt a rush of moisture between her legs.

“What do you want to know?” he asked, his deep voice intoxicating.

Everything. There was nothing about him she didn’t want to know.

“What do you do for a living?”

He tossed her socks by her shoes and gave her an impish stare as he nibbled the arch of her foot.

She moaned in ecstasy.

He blew a stream of warm air over her skin before he spoke again. “Honestly?”

She nodded, breathless from the pleasure that rippled through her.

“I’m a federal agent.”

For a second she couldn’t move as his words sank in. Then she laughed at the absurdity. “Can you break out of character for one minute and be serious?”

“I am serious,” he said earnestly.

But she didn’t believe it. It was too perfect to be real, and what were the chances of a federal agent being here with her right now, when that was her fantasy?

He was just one of the men playing on the island. She didn’t want that. She wanted to know about him. The truth. “Who do you work for?” she asked skeptically. “The CIA?”

“The Certified Idiots Association?” he asked, as if offended by her question. “Hardly. We eat those wannabes for breakfast. I’m with BAD, the Bureau of American Defense.”

She scoffed. “There’s no such agency.”

“Yes, there is.”

Part of her wanted to believe him, but the rational part of her knew better. She’d never even heard of such a thing. “And what part of D.C. are you located in? The White House?”

“We’re not. Our offices are in Nashville.”

She laughed even harder at that. “Oh, please. What kind of agency would have their headquarters there?”

His look was devilish. “The smart one. If D.C. gets wiped out or bombed, we’re still able to function. No one’s ever going to take out Nashville. It’s barely on the terrorist map. Besides, we don’t do anything by the book. Hell, our director is so whacked, he put us on the ground floor of the bat tower just for shits and giggles.”

She arched her brow at that. “Ahh, the bat tower. Let me guess? Your director is Commissioner Gordon.”

She groaned as he sucked her toe into his mouth and used his tongue to gently massage it. He nipped her large toe, then pulled back. “Trust me, BAD would make mincemeat out of Commissioner Gordon, Sergeant O’Hara, and Batman combined.”

“BAD, huh?”

“Mad, bad, and dangerous to know.”

“Have much luck with that line?”

He laughed gently as he crawled up her body like a languid panther and pressed his lips to her belly. His breath tickled her stomach as he parted her shirt more. “So far it’s working.”

Yes, it was. Much better than it should be. Who would have ever thought that she could be seduced by some cheesy little line?

No, she realized. She wasn’t seduced by a cheesy line, but rather by his stunningly blue eyes. His tender lips.

Oh, who was she fooling? It was that sinful body that she wanted.

All of it.

She’d never made love to a man who looked like this. One who was so handsome he should be on the cover of a book or in a movie.

One who set her blood on fire just by being with her.

She stared down at him while his hot mouth skimmed the flesh of her stomach. He lay between her spread legs with his chest pressing against the center of her body.

Oh, how she ached for him. Marianne ran her hands through his dark hair, letting the swirls of his tongue sweep her far away from what they were doing.

She arched her back as he sat up slightly and pulled her shirt off. Then he reached behind her and unfastened her bra.

“Mmm,” he breathed as he bared her. “What have we here?”

“Breasts,” she said simply as she fought the urge to cover herself. “Two of them.”

He laughed at that. “Good, ’cause I was afraid you might have three.”

“Nope, no Anne Boleyn here. Just two, like any other normal woman.”

Kyle smiled at her teasing and her intelligence. He couldn’t recall ever being so at ease with a lover. It didn’t feel as if they were strangers.

There was an odd sense of belonging with her. It didn’t make any sense.

“Tell me something, Marianne,” he whispered in her ear. “Tell me what schoolteachers dream about when they’re all alone at night. Tell me what fantasies keep you awake while you lie in bed, wanting to feel someone inside you.”

Her face flushed.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” he said, teasing the corner of her mouth with his lips.

He’d always wondered what “good” girls dreamt of. The scenes in the romance novel he’d read had shocked him more than the first time he’d read a Penthouse letter. He still had a hard time believing Marianne read such things.

“I don’t know,” she said with a small shrug. “I think of someone dangerous. Deadly. A larger-than-life officer or agent who can come in like Rambo and yet still be tender to me.” Her brown eyes seared him with a heartfelt longing. “Someone who sees me.”

He frowned at her words. Who in their right mind couldn’t see her? “I see you, Marianne,” he whispered, kissing her, tasting the warmth of her mouth.

Her tongue was heaven. He loved the sensation of it stroking his while her breasts were flattened against his chest.

Marianne sighed as he left her lips and trailed scorching kisses over her. His lightly whiskered cheek scraped her while he moved down to her shorts.

She lifted her hips as he slowly, sensuously slid them down her legs and left her completely bare to him.

She’d never felt more vulnerable.

Kyle’s gaze locked and held hers as he rose to his feet and kicked his boots off.

She held her breath as he reached to the waist of his unbuttoned pants and then slid them and his briefs down his long, hairy legs.

If she lived to the end of time, she wouldn’t ever forget the way he looked standing there in the dim light of the lamp, his cock erect, his body perfect. He was pure male beauty. Completely unadorned and completely stunning.

With a charming smile he moved to a small backpack and pulled out a box of condoms and an army green bandanna.

“What are you doing?” she asked as he started folding up the olive green cotton fabric.

“Remember the scene with Ren in the cavern?”

Her face heated up instantly. “What about it?”

His smile turned ravenous. “I couldn’t find the chocolate sauce, but…”

She stiffened as he put the bandanna over her eyes. “I don’t know about this.”

“Trust me, little teacher. I promise you, you won’t regret it.”

“I’d better not.”

He knotted the blindfold over her eyes. Marianne swallowed as she tried to see through the fabric.

It was useless.

She had no idea where Kyle was. Not until she heard the sound of foil tearing. Then Kyle was back, his warm hands urging her toward the back of the cave.

“What are you doing?”

It felt as if he was seating her on a large rock that he had covered with one of the blankets. “I’m going to take my time savoring you, little teacher.”

He rested her hips against the rock, then nudged her legs open. Marianne leaned back, unsure why she was allowing him to do this, and yet it was so wildly erotic that she couldn’t bear the thought of stopping him.

Her entire body sizzled and throbbed with anticipation. With demanding hunger that longed to feel him deep inside her.

He trailed his hands from her knees, up the insides of her thighs. She shivered in expectation of him touching her where she ached for him.

He didn’t, and she almost whimpered in disappointment.

Instead his hands skimmed up her ribs, massaging and tormenting her more.

“Touch me, Kyle,” she whispered.

She felt his lips touch her breast. Marianne groaned as he swirled his tongue around her nipple, drawing it deep into his mouth while his hand skimmed down the outside of her thigh until he finally trailed it to the center of her.

His long, hard fingers parted her nether lips before they stroked her swollen cleft. She shivered as he massaged her clitoris.

She hissed as he finally gave her a modicum of relief.

Kyle growled at how good she tasted and at how well she responded to his caresses. He liked a fiery woman, and this one had more fire than her share.

Wanting more of her, he left her breast and kissed his way down to the part of her he wanted most.

She actually yelped the first time he licked her cleft. Laughing at her reaction, he spread her nether lips wide and ran his tongue over the hard edge of her clit, sucking and teasing her until she was on the brink of climax.

Marianne struggled to breathe. She leaned back on her arms, giving him as much of her as she could. Never in her life had she felt anything more incredible than him tasting her.

Wanting to see him, she started to remove the blindfold, only to find his hands stopping her.

“I thought you wanted to be Ren,” he said.

She hesitated. Ren was the kind of woman who would be in this cave with a stranger, not Marianne Webernec. Marianne always played by the rules. She always played it safe.

Today she didn’t want to be a Goody Two-shoes.

“Okay.”

Kyle kissed her shoulder, then turned her over so that she was leaning on her arms and stomach against the rock. Her back was completely exposed to him.

“Mmm,” he breathed, running his hand over her hips as his nails gently scraped her skin and made her tingle all over. “You have the nicest ass I’ve ever seen.”

He licked his way down her backbone until he reached the sensitive spot at the base of her spine. His hands massaged her thighs, sending ribbons of pleasure through her while his tongue delivered stroke after ecstatic stroke to her flesh.

He slid one finger down her cleft, making her shiver again. “Do you want me inside you, Marianne?”

“Yes.”

He slid two fingers deep inside. She moaned at the ecstasy of his touch as he teased her unmercifully while she slowly rode his fingers.

He leaned his body against her so that she could feel his erection against her lower back as he rained kisses on her neck and shoulders.

She was breathless and weak from the pleasure of his touch. No one had ever been more attentive to her. With Kyle, she actually felt beautiful. Desirable.

And that made her melt.

He moved his hand and then shifted behind her.

Marianne moaned as he slid himself slowly, inch by lush, incredible inch, inside her until he filled her to capacity.

Kyle growled at the feeling of her body welcoming his, of the way she felt as she lowered herself from her tiptoes down until he was even deeper inside her. It took every piece of control he had to make love to her slowly, gently, when what he really wanted to do was ravish her.

Since the moment he’d met her, he’d wanted nothing more than to have her.

And she was so worth it.

He held himself perfectly still as she rode him with soft, long strokes. Grinding his teeth to hold off his orgasm, he cupped her breasts with his hands and let her take her satisfaction first.

Every woman had a rhythm to her, and Marianne’s was sweeping and sweet. Slow and sensuous like a gentle breeze.

He savored the sensation of her hips grinding against him, of her sweet low moans of pleasure.

He leaned forward, over her back, and braced one hand beside hers on the rock so that he could use his other hand to stroke her clit in time with their movements.

Marianne groaned aloud as he touched her again. She reveled in the feeling of him behind her and in her while his hand teased her, and when she came, it was so intense that she screamed out.

“That’s it, baby,” Kyle whispered in her ear. “Don’t hold back on me.”

She didn’t. Nor did he. He continued to stroke and tease her until the very last tremor had been gleaned from her body.

Weak, she fell forward.

Kyle picked her up, carried her back to the air mattress on the floor, and removed her blindfold. His smile was dazzling as he covered her with his body and entered her again.

Marianne arched her back, groaning as his hard shaft slid back into her sensitive sheath.

Kyle’s heart hammered as he thrust against her, wanting his own satisfaction. Her legs and arms were wrapped about him, cocooning him in her softness.

It was all he’d ever wanted.

Her body was paradise.

And when he found his own release, his head reeled from it. Growling, he buried his face in the fragrant sweetness of her neck and let the pleasure rip through him until he could barely breathe.

Every spasm, every wave, shattered some part of him until he couldn’t do anything more than whisper her name.

Now, that had been the best sex of his life.

Weak and spent, he gathered her into his arms and held her against his chest.

Neither spoke for the longest time as they lay there, sheltered together, completely relaxed.

Kyle didn’t care if he ever moved again. Nothing could top what he’d just experienced.

“Do you think Tyson will be back after us?”

It took him a second to remember who Tyson was.

“No,” he said. “I secured the perimeter. I’d know if he was anywhere nearby.”

“You sure?”

“Absolutely. I made certain this place was safe from any intruders.”

Marianne sighed as she lay in the shelter of his arms.

Kyle ran his hand over her soft skin as he savored the feel of her breath on his naked skin. He’d always loved the sensation of feminine flesh against his, but never more than he did at this moment.

How strange that he’d been honest with her, when he’d never told any woman before what he really did for a living. BAD had been set up as a covert, ghost agency. The government, even those who had commissioned their bureau, denied all knowledge of its existence.

The BAD agents answered directly to Joe, who only answered to the president, and not even the president would acknowledge their mandate. Each and every member of BAD was an orphan who had been recruited to lie, steal, cheat, and/or die or kill for their country. Whatever it took to secure their objective, they would do without anything as cumbersome as morals or ethics getting in their way.

They were the modern-day Spartans who either returned with their shield or upon it.

There was no such thing as family for them. The agency was the family.

In this world they only had each other, and up until now that had been fine with Kyle. But his last bout with terrorists that had almost cost him his life had got him to thinking….

He had been trained zealously to guard his country. But what was he really fighting for?

It wasn’t until Marianne smiled up at him that he’d remembered.

He fought for those who couldn’t fight for themselves.

“Kyle?” Marianne paused as she traced one of the smaller scars along his ribs. “What is this from?”

He glanced at it and the two similar ones below it. “A bullet.”

Marianne frowned at his words. From the sincerity of his eyes, she could tell he was being truthful. “It looks recent.”

“About a month ago.”

Her jaw went slack. “And these?”

“Same.”

She leaned up to study his chest. Now that she was closer, she saw even more of them, and no, they weren’t makeup. The scars were real. “How many times have you been shot?”

“What are you asking? How many total bullet wounds or how many times has someone shot me up?”

There was a difference? She was aghast at his nonchalance. “Both.”

He actually had to pause to think. “I’ve had a total of twenty-two bullet holes. Though we’re still debating one of them. The doc said she thought it was a bullet that passed clean through, but I think the wound was caused by some shrapnel that hit me when the grenade went off. As for assholes who’ve taken shots at me, I’m at the unlucky thirteen mark.”

Marianne’s jaw opened even more. “Are you serious?”

He nodded, then turned his head and showed her a scar behind his ear.

“That was the first one,” he said, placing his finger over the small round scar. “I was only seventeen and it was a drive-by from a rival gang. They took out my best friend Angelo as we came out of his house, headed for a movie. I got caught in the cross fire.” He shook his head. “It’s what got me out of the gang and made me want to do something with my life other than be target practice. Little did I know it would lead me into a field where drive-bys are even more likely than they were in New York.”

She didn’t know what to say. Part of her believed him and part of her found it hard to swallow. It was too close to what she would expect from a Rachel Fire hero and too alien to the sheltered world she’d known growing up.

She couldn’t imagine being shot.

“You really, truly—swear to the Lord above—are a federal agent?”

He made an X over the center of his chest. “Cross my heart. And hope not to die on my next mission.”

She sat back on her heels. “How long have you been an agent?”

“The last two years.”

“Before that?”

“I was a navy SEAL.”

Yeah, right. “You almost had me going. But for the record, the SEAL thing blew it.”

“I swear,” he said, as if offended by her doubt. “I really was a SEAL. I’d still be one if I hadn’t been recruited for BAD.”

She looked at him suspiciously. “What does BAD do?”

“That I can’t tell you. Well, I could, but then I’d have to kill you, and no offense, I’m rather attached to you.” He ran his hand down her backside and over her rump. “Especially this part here.”

She squeaked as he clenched a handful of her buttocks.

He pulled her on top of him. Marianne straddled his waist and watched as he closed his eyes and sighed contentedly. She felt him stiffen against her hip bone.

Opening his eyes, he stared up at her and cupped her face in his hands. “You have no idea how beautiful you are, do you?”

“I’ve never had anyone call me beautiful before. Heck, I had a guy in high school run screaming from the room when he lost a bet and was told he’d have to take me to the prom.”

“He was an idiot.”

She smiled at his words, amazed by them. “Who did you go to the prom with?”

“I didn’t.”

“Why?”

He shrugged. “My junior year I spent prom night in jail, waiting for my dad to sober up long enough to bail me out, and I didn’t have the money to go senior year.”

“Jail?” she asked. “What did you do to go to jail?”

“Nothing too bad. I was in for fighting.”

“Over what?”

“Bella Marino. She broke up with her boyfriend and then threw herself at me. He got pissed and we got into it at the mall. He pulled a knife, I pulled a knife, and they called the cops on us.”

“Kyle!” she said, stunned by his confession. “You’re not making up any of this, are you?”

“No.”

She let her breath out slowly as she stared into his blue eyes.

He laced his fingers through her hair. “I’m not proud of my past, Marianne. I’ve spent most of my life trying to forget it. I just…”

She waited a few minutes until it became apparent he wasn’t going to finish his sentence. “You what?” she prompted.

“I don’t know. I feel like I can tell you things and I don’t know why. It’s not something I normally do. Hell, I barely talk to anyone. And then I meet you on the beach and I can’t seem to shut my mouth or resist you.”

She leaned forward and kissed him. “I can’t resist you, either.”

His cock hardened to full size at her words. He pulled back with a wicked grin.

Marianne melted at the look. He was better than anything she’d ever read in one of her books.

A real-life hero. One with a very sad past. How she wished she could make it up to him.

She moaned as he lifted her up and set her down on top of him. He was so hard and full inside her, and the tip of his shaft went straight into her G-spot from this position.

“Ooo,” she moaned. “You keep doing that and I might not ever let you leave this cave.”

He guided her hips with his hands as he watched her. “You keep doing that and I won’t even try.”

Marianne covered his hands with hers and felt the strength of him in his grip. She trailed her gaze over his tawny skin, pausing at the multiple scars. He was her fantasy come to life. Only he was real. His scars were deep, and she suspected he carried a lot more inside than those she saw on his body.

How many more did he carry in his heart?

“Have you ever killed anyone?”

“That’s a strange question to ask while I’m making love to you.”

“I’m sorry. I guess it was rather nosy.”

He trailed his hand up her body and sank it deep in her hair. “Yes, I have,” he said softly. “And no, I’m not proud of it. My life has been very ugly.”

She held his hand against her cheek and kissed the scars over his knuckles. “I wish I could make it better.”

“Trust me, love. You are.”

She smiled at that.

Kyle raised his hips, tossing her forward, onto his chest. He wrapped his arms around her and rolled over with her until she was pinned under him.

How he loved the way she felt beneath him. The feel of her breath falling gently on his shoulder. The warm, sleek wetness of her around him.

How he wished he could make love to her without a condom. To feel the whole of her wetness surrounding him.

She was magnificent and he didn’t want to leave her body. Not even when they came together in one swirling moment of blissful orgasm.

He still held on to her while she ran her hands over his bare back and shook under him. He was worn out and sated to a level he wouldn’t have thought possible.

He laid his head down against her hard nipple so that he could feel the puckered areola against his cheek. It was the tenderest moment of his life.

But he knew it wouldn’t last. Good things never did.
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