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Rutledge Werewolves:
My Heart’s Passion
Elizabeth Lapthorne
 


Prologue
Wednesday
 
“Are you sure you and Dominic don’t mind?”
Mary laughed huskily.
“Chloe darling, I’m still feeling like a newlywed, even after six months. The last place Dominic and I want is to be within spitting distance of his nieces, nephews, and siblings. They’re a great bunch, and we certainly love them to bits, but someone is always dropping around, interrupting us at delicate moments to have a chat with us, or to play a game of Chase or something. We’re only going away for four and a half days, and we’re only renting a cabin thirty miles on the other side of the park—but trust me, no one is going to disturb us and we can have some fun before bub arrives and we can’t make polite or even half-believable excuses anymore.”
Chloe grinned. “One last fuck-fest before you become responsible adults, hmm?”
Mary laughed. “Who said anything about being responsible, Chlo? I’m only talking about having a baby—not starting a career in politics or something.”
Chloe rolled her eyes and heard an answering snicker from the other end of the line. They might be on opposite sides of the state, but Chloe shared a special closeness with her cousin. They were best friends as well as family.
“Anyway,” Mary continued, “I think you’ll enjoy the break—after six months of standing in as a high school teacher anyone would need a break. Just don’t complain to me when all the rugrats over here insist you play games with them. They’re darling children—but they’ll drive you nuts if you let them.”
“I think I can handle a handful of overenthusiastic kids after subbing for six months and coping with thirty junior high teenagers in a cooking class. As long as the kids don’t start a food fight, we’ll get along just fine.”
“A long weekend away, hopefully hidden in the cabin, might give you the time you need to think about where you want to go now.”
Chloe sighed. “Mar, please don’t start on that again. You know I don’t want to study anymore.”
Chloe’s refusal to keep a steady job, what she liked to refer to as her “itchy feet” was a running joke between the two of them. She couldn’t bear the thought of bogging herself down in more studies. Instead, she had taken the first available job after graduating high school.
Moving from job to job, Mary had shown constant astonishment at her innate skill to pick up jobs with ease, and then finding something different to do.
“Well, some time out in the cabin might be helpful to you. Take a break and you can think about things and read to your heart’s content. I’ve already mailed you the keys, so we’ll leave very early tomorrow morning. You can move in anytime after about eleven tomorrow morning. Those keys should arrive first thing tomorrow morning, and once they arrive you can start that awful drive. Don’t forget Dominic, the lazy ass, hasn’t fixed the lock as of yet. It might stick a little, so don’t be afraid to jiggle the key. He swears to have it fixed by the time we leave, but I’m not holding my breath. Oh, and one more thing—”
“Mmmm?”
“Be careful in the woods Thursday night. It’s the full moon.”
“Oh. Right. Sure.”
Chloe wasn’t really sure what more to say. She believed Mary, who insisted Dominic was a werewolf. Yet at the same time, she didn’t believe her. It was rather confusing and she didn’t think about it much. Mary had assured her they weren’t the werewolves of movies—insane killers and feasters of flesh. But rather, insisted they were mostly normal men, who happened to turn into wolves and run around in the huge national park on the evenings of the full moon.
Chloe didn’t like to think of it any more than she wanted to think about Dominic’s brother, Samuel. She had been Mary’s bridesmaid, and Samuel had been the groomsman. She had spent most of the wedding avoiding the drop-dead handsome man.
It had been the strangest feeling, walking down the aisle ahead of Mary, feeling proud and sad at the same time. She was overjoyed for Mary finally finding the love she deserved. Yet, having her brother and cousin moving to the other side of the state to be with this family had made her feel slightly odd.
She was happy for them, but sad at the same time. She wasn’t sure what she thought of the large, boisterous family. She certainly liked them, but also resented them slightly. That resentment ate at her and made her feel awful and mean.
She had been determined to like and get to know the family her cousin was marrying into, and had been doing an admirable job—until she had met the elusive Samuel. Standing next to Dominic, in a navy blue suit just like his brothers, he had taken her breath away.
Taller by a few inches than Dominic, he was lean and athletically muscled. His shoulder-length hair had been restrained into a short ponytail. Staring at him, he made her heart stutter out an unusual rhythm, and, temporarily, she wondered if she would faint from lack of oxygen.
Quickly snapping back to reality, she continued to her designated spot a little faster than the priest had asked. Watching Mary walk down the aisle, her face alight, looking beautiful in her wedding gown, Chloe forgot Samuel and concentrated on her cousin.
The rest of the afternoon, however, hadn’t been so easy. Samuel hadn’t been an easy man to ignore, sadly for her peace of mind. They had politely conversed through a number of light, noncommittal subjects such as the weather, and didn’t Mary look stunning, throughout the small reception.
Yet the underlying sexual tension between them had been almost impossible to ignore. She was sure he felt it too—yet when he made no mention of it, she stubbornly refused to bring it up either.
Chloe had quickly left the following morning after helping Mary pack for her brief honeymoon. She had been trying desperately not to think of Samuel ever since.
Somewhere inside her, she was honest enough to acknowledge that part of the reason she accepted Mary’s invitation to spend the extended weekend in the cabin was the potential to meet up with Samuel again—maybe to try and sort out the strange chemistry between them.
Chloe had no intention of fucking him out of her system—look where that had got Mary! Married to the man.
Yet for six interminable months as she taught twelve and thirteen year old children to bake cookies and muffins, and safely use an oven and burners, the wretched man had hovered around the edges of her thoughts, teasing her at odd moments and causing more than a few nights of intensely erotic dreams and consequential early morning cold showers.
More and more she had found herself thinking of him last thing at night and would wake up with him on her mind early in the morning.
It was slowly driving her insane and ruining her for other men. She had finally had enough. She didn’t have a particular plan, but her plans rarely panned out anyway. She would simply wing it, like so much of her life.
“Helloooo, you still there? Have you even heard a word I’ve said?”
Chloe cleared her throat.
“Umm…sorry. I was zoning.”
Mary sighed.
“Just remember to be careful driving over, okay? Go grab a pen and paper, brat, I’ll give you detailed, explicit instructions so even you couldn’t get lost.”
Laughing, Chloe stretched for the pen and pad of paper she always kept near the phone. If nothing else, four days in the secluded cabin would be perfect for her to catch up on her reading. Her pile of books to-be-read had dramatically increased over the last six months, threatening to take over her small room.
Jotting down directions and odds and ends she thought of to pack, Chloe smiled at her cousin’s thoughtfulness. Even if she didn’t manage to talk to Samuel, an extended weekend of rest and contemplation was exactly what she needed to recharge her batteries.


Chapter One
Late Thursday Evening
 
Chloe had been driving for what felt like years—or weeks at the very least. Her eyes were gritty, her arms and legs ached from being cramped in her small car for hours and hours with only toilet breaks. She desperately wished for a decently cooked meal, and not drive-thru rubbish.
Ten minutes ago she had just turned onto the gravel road her directions stated ran past the outskirts of the park. From what Mary said, ten miles up this main road was the turnoff to Artemais and William’s house. About a mile before that was a much smaller dirt track leading to a narrow, winding road that split. Left was to Dominic’s cabin, right was to his brother, Samuel’s cabin.
The throbbing ache behind Chloe’s eyes grew worse as she strained to catch a glimpse of a sign. Sighing, she pulled her small car over off the road. With one thing after another, it had taken her forever to get on the road. It would be beyond stupid if she crashed her car into a tree less than ten miles from her destination.
It was already past midnight, another twenty minutes to stretch her legs and relieve herself wasn’t going to make much difference. Besides, her needs had passed beyond urgent about an hour back.
The full moon hung so low and bright in the sky she decided not to take her flashlight with her. Pulling her huge coat from the backseat, she locked the car and looked left and right. The woods were far more dense on the left. Knowing she would only be going fifty feet or so into them, she wrapped herself up in her coat and headed towards them, eager for any sort of break to stop the monotony of simply driving along the road.
When her small car was only just barely out of sight, she stopped and looked around the moonlit woods. It truly was beautiful. The moonlight and stars above glowed down onto the earth, as if bathing it in its safety and care. The forest felt alive. Small animals made noises, owls hooted, and Chloe could almost feel the tension and life hidden beneath the surface.
Smiling, she stretched her legs and rubbed her eyes, taking a few more steps into the woods, being careful not to stray too far.
Maybe ten, maybe fifteen minutes later as many of the kinks as she could fix had left her legs. At least her more immediate problem of her filled bladder was also taken care of.
Her back still ached from all the driving, but at least her eyes had adjusted to the beauty of the woods and felt slightly less gritty. Reluctantly, she admitted to herself she would a) freeze to death and b) be eaten alive by bugs if she simply lay down in this beautiful woodland area and fell asleep.
Deciding to try and remember the placement of this beautiful spot to revisit later, Chloe began to turn back to her car when she caught the white glow of another human. Startled, Chloe stopped. Thinking it must be another person, maybe lost in the woods, she was about to call out and offer help, when the man turned around and she recognized who it was.
Samuel.
He was so handsome it was hard to catch her breath for a moment. His chest was bare, giving off a pale glow from the reflected moonlight. Even though he had a light tan, in the silvery moonlight he looked ghostlike, pale. Her mouth dried up, and Chloe couldn’t move her eyes, even when he began to unbuckle and remove his jeans.
Her lust-numbed mind briefly wondered why the hell he was standing in the middle of the forest, stark naked, but she was enjoying the view far, far too much to be too bothered by it.
Chloe rested against a convenient tree, licked her lips and prayed he would stand like that for another twenty minutes or so while she looked her fill. He really was a most stunning man. Why the hell hadn’t some lucky woman snapped him up yet?
He obviously hadn’t seen her yet, and she liked that just fine. Being able to watch him without him knowing of her presence made her feel decadent, naughty. His shoulder-length dark brown hair glowed darkly in the moonlight, caressing his shoulders in a flirty way she briefly envied.
Why was it men’s hair always behaved, no matter how badly they treated it, yet women would pamper and coddle their hair from age about ten onwards, yet it never did what they required from it? Men with long hair never had bad hair days. Or bed hair. Chloe smiled as she mentally recited the indignities women put up with.
The thought of bed hair briefly sidetracked her, however, and made her wonder how Samuel would look, rumpled, first thing in the morning after a long, intense night of loving. The mental pictures whizzing through her mind had her blood heating and the chill of the night air suddenly became a much-needed breeze rather than a freezing wind.
Far too soon for Chloe’s liking, Samuel started stretching his muscles and shimmering.
Shimmering?
Chloe rubbed her eyes, damning how tired and worn out she felt after a full day of driving. If the gorgeous hunk in front of her was shimmering she must be far more tired than she realized. Maybe she should just bunk down for the night in her small car.
One minute Chloe was rubbing her eyes, hoping to refocus on all that gorgeous naked masculinity, the next she was staring open-mouthed at the largest wolf she had ever seen.
The wolf was huge, far larger than the few specimens she had watched at a safe distance behind a fence at a zoo or parkland reserve. Chloe frantically looked around for where the naked Samuel could have disappeared to.
He was nowhere to be seen.
That so did not happen. I’m overtired. Or over-stressed. Or something. No way in Hell did Samuel just turn into a wolf before my very eyes.
Too panicked to think about anything except the instant denial hammering in her brain, Chloe stood rooted to the spot.
When the wolf-Samuel—he is so not that wolf, her brain injected—turned to stare directly at her, then sniff the air, Chloe couldn’t help the girlish gasp that escaped her lips.
Oh shit, he’s scenting me.
Unsure and uncaring where the thought came from, Chloe tried to gather her wits.
The wolf silently padded over to her. Frozen in terror, Chloe mentally begged her legs to run, to move. Never in all her years had she felt so terrified she could not move. She had always been in full control of her body. She didn’t enjoy the feeling of helplessness her terror caused her.
In less than a minute, the wolf had come right up to her. Yet it was not growling, its hairs were not raised in anger or threat. Chloe blinked, totally confused.
Why wasn’t the animal threatening her?
Like a gigantic dog, the wolf stuck its muzzle into her hand, making her pet his head. Despite herself, Chloe felt the warm, silky fur covering the giant beast. For the barest moment, wolf and woman stood in the woods, frozen together.
When a piercing howl broke the silence of the night, Chloe snapped back to reality.
She was standing in the middle of the woods petting a wolf.
Bad idea girl, the big bad wolf ATE Red Riding Hood’s grandmother.
Jerking her hand back from the silky head of the wolf, she turned and fled back to her car.
For a few paces the wolf loped after her, as if they were playing a game of Chase. As her car came into view, she continued running, panting for breath and the wolf fell behind. Digging her keys from the pocket of her coat, Chloe rushed to open her door. Jerking it open, she was about to jump in, when some niggling sensation made her pause and turn back.
The wolf stood there, on the edge of the forest line. Fierce and proud, he stood watching her. Woman and beast stared at each other for a moment, while time seemed to stand still.
Chloe was scared, but unafraid at the same time. It was the strangest sensation. Not once had the beast growled at her, threatened her in any way, yet he was a wild beast, who hunted and killed smaller animals. And when that wolf in the distance had howled, she had felt very much lower on the food chain.
Coming to her senses, she climbed into her small car, closed the door and roared the engine. Dirt spewing everywhere, she made a 180 degree turn, coming perilously close to a number of trees, and headed back out of the forest.
Driving as fast as she dared, she headed back down to the main freeway, as far away as possible from the strange sensations that Samuel and that wolf had invoked in the forest.


Chapter Two
 
Samuel stared at the retreating car. Strangely, he felt relieved and sad at the same time. Since first catching sight of Chloe Dennison at her cousin and his brother’s wedding, she had been invading his thoughts and his mind.
This unnerved him on a number of levels. His gut screamed in warning that she was his One, his mate. No matter how hard he tried to push that thought away, it crept back to haunt him at the most unusual times, mostly just before he closed his eyes to sleep at night.
It also unnerved him from the knowledge that she alone could change his well-structured world. Samuel freely admitted he loved his life. He had his freedom in his own small cabin, yet with the vibrancy and love of his family so close at hand when needed. Largely he lived as he pleased, and while he worked hard and well, he still retained plenty of time to party just as hard and still do the things that pleased him.
If his three brothers were any indication, when one mated and fell in love, one became a blindsided sap. Samuel loved his brothers, and liked and respected their respective mates. Yet surrounded by so much mush and happiness, he couldn’t help but wonder if they had all lost their minds.
Any woman who could mess with his well-ordered and much loved world posed a problem. Yet even knowing this, Samuel still found himself entranced with Chloe, wondering what it would be like to have her wild in his arms, to scream for him and arch into his body…
Musing so long on his human thoughts, the wolf instincts of Samuel’s current form finally kicked in.
He raised his head to the full moon, drawn in by her glow and beauty. The scents of the forest seemed to suddenly come back to life, and his mind was easily, thankfully diverted.
Contemplation could come later. Right now he simply had to follow the rabbit as it darted across his peripheral vision and chase it down.
Bounding off, Samuel felt relieved to let his wolf side take over his human one. Mooning over Chloe Dennison was not how he wanted to spend his evening.
* * * * *
Chloe pulled up to Dominic and Mary’s small cabin. After drinking the last of the herbal tea in her thermos and eating her last granola bar, she had come to her senses.
She had been a moron.
Sure, it had taken her the best part of forty minutes hell-for-leather driving, twenty minutes of munching and drinking almost-cold tea, and another hour driving back, but at three a.m., who the hell was counting?
Deep inside herself, she had known since her conversation with Mary that the Rutledge men were…different. Seeing it up close and personal wasn’t a cakewalk, but neither was she a swooning southern belle from some cheesy, cheap novel. She was a mature twenty-six, had held any number of jobs, and was a capable, efficient modern woman.
What was a little fur between friends? It wasn’t as if she would be seeing much of any of the Rutledge brothers. She was here for some quiet contemplation. She needed to make some goals, sketch out some plans.
Like most other women, she had always assumed she would graduate from school, get a job, meet some nice young man, get married, and have kids and work part-time to put them through a decent college.
Instead, she had worked through a large number of jobs, unable to settle down in one area. Mary insisted it was because she hadn’t found her passion, hadn’t found her niche. Chloe, in return, insisted it was because she simply didn’t have a long attention span and got bored easily. What was the use of settling down in one job when so many had such appeal?
Chloe knew she needed to reassess her goals, make some plans for the next five years. She needed to find where her passion lay, and find something she could happily settle on doing for the next few years.
In any event, she couldn’t turn around and drive the long distance home, certainly not because she got a little scared seeing Samuel turning into a wolf. Mary would never have sent her here if the men were dangerous when they turned.
A few howls and a bit of a shock was a small price to pay in return for a long weekend in seclusion, with nothing more stressful than reading and self-reflection on the menu.
Chloe picked up her small backpack, with her necessities and a few half-read books, and opened the car door. A long, hot shower and a long night of sleep would restore her brain capacity. The following morning was soon enough to unpack the trunk and get her larger bag, also filled with books and a few changes of clothes. Mary had insisted on filling her fridge and cupboards with food, so she hadn’t bothered to bring more than her favorite chocolate bars with her.
Crunching her way up to the front door of the cabin, she pulled out the spare keys Mary had lent her. Fiddling around in the moonlight, she found the correct key for the front door.
Inserting it in the door, she was briefly surprised when it didn’t turn the lock. Remembering Mary’s warning of how the lock sometimes stuck, she jiggled the key around, leaning on it to give it more pressure.
When neither maneuver budged the key even an inch, she swore under her breath. Chloe stepped back under the bright light of the full moon and checked the other two keys. Neither of them would open the door, so the first key must be correct.
Trying once more, jiggling the key with as much force as she dared, she eventually pulled back in disgust. Staring at the lock, Chloe realized it had a dead bolt, effectively squashing her chances of being able to pick the lock open.
Sighing heavily, Chloe pocketed the useless keys and walked around the side of the dark cabin to find an accessible window. It was cold, she was tired, and she refused to sleep the night away in her small car, even if she had thought about it earlier.
All she wanted was a long, hot shower and a soft, warm bed. Chloe knew she was fairly proficient at picking locks, but surely some of the windows would be accessible?
Finding the perfect window, Chloe peered in the room. The pale moonlight made shadows, but she thought this was the bedroom. Pulling her lock picks out of her backpack, grateful she always kept them handy for practice; she easily opened the small catch and raised the window.
Muttering curses about Mary under her breath, Chloe threw her small backpack onto the floor wincing at the thud of it falling to the floor. Taking a deep breath to steady herself, she rested her hands on the windowsill.
Thankful she had worn only her old black jeans and a light sweater for the long drive, she easily pulled her lithe frame up through the window. Panting with the exertion, dragging a bit of dust with her, she landed with a thud on the cabin floor next to her bag. Standing quickly and brushing the barely existent dust from her jeans, Chloe turned around to close and lock the window behind her, a tired but happy grin on her face.
Just as she lowered the window, she felt thick, heavy arms trap her own arms at her side and lift her from the ground. Before she could even think of her self-defense moves, Chloe found herself being held firmly on a soft bed, a large, heavy body pressing her into the mattress.
Desperately trying to push up against the wide shoulders, Chloe found the mattress made poor leverage.
“Since when did you take up breaking and entering, little girl?”
Chloe felt the tension seep out of her body. Samuel.
“Since the keys Mary gave me didn’t fit her damned front door. Since when did you need to use brute force to get a little action?” Chloe felt her breath hitch as laughter rumbled through Samuel’s chest, still firmly pressed up against her breasts.
“I don’t need force, little girl. I merely didn’t want you trying those silly self-defense moves on me, potentially giving me a bruise. Mary has been very vocal in her pride on your self-defense skills.”
Chloe squirmed. If she could just get some sort of leverage…but with her entire lower body twined in Samuel’s and her arms caged in his huge embrace, she didn’t hold out much hope.
“What are you doing here?” he breathed in her ear. The teasing puff of his breath made her heart beat accelerate wildly. Chloe couldn’t tell if she was annoyed or incredibly turned on by the situation.
If the heated blood flowing through her system and the dampness in her panties were any indication, she had a sinking sensation she was more turned on than offended by the heavy press of Samuel’s body.
Unfortunately, much as she would love to shed her clothes and inhibitions, she didn’t think simply having a fling with this man would work, certainly not in the long term. Mary had insisted on merely having one night with Dominic. Nearly a year later they were happily married and expecting their first child.
So much for a one-night stand with a Rutledge man!
Chloe took a deep breath, the one from the bottom of her diaphragm her Tai Chi instructor had taught her a number of years ago. A calming breath.
“I needed a break. Mary offered me the use of her cabin, as she and Dominic are going away for the long weekend. I didn’t realize you’d be sitting inside it waiting for me. May I get up now?”
She couldn’t see Samuel’s expression in the dark, but she could almost feel his puzzlement, the weight of his stare as he looked at her. She dug into her jeans pocket, withdrawing the keys Mary had lent her that had been so useless.
“Here. Mary’s keys. Believe me now?”
Suddenly, Samuel’s large, comforting weight was removed from her body and she simply lay on the bed.
“My apologies. But obviously you got the directions incorrect. This is my cabin. Not Dom’s. You must have made a wrong turn at the fork in the road.”
Chloe felt heat rise in her cheeks. What he must think of her! Panting after him like every other bimbo he encountered. Well, she would squash that rumor before it could truly begin.
“I…umm…well! I must be off, lots of sleep to catch up on, and it is rather late. Sorry for intruding…”
Wriggling off the bed, she stepped quickly over to where her backpack still lay by the window, scooped it up and turned in what she hoped was the direction of the door.
Before she could take another step, Samuel’s large, lean body blocked her way.
“Hmm…I haven’t been real hospitable, have I? Shame on me. Dom would be upset; and Artemais would shake his head in that arrogant way of his. Let me make this up to you for my earlier lack of manners.”
“Oh no, no! Really. If the situations had been reversed and a strange man had crawled through my window I’d have done the same thing. Honestly! I’ll just head back down the road and crash at Mary’s.”
Samuel took a step closer to her, causing her to step backwards. Another step, and she was backed up against the wall.
“Uh, Samuel.”
Very carefully, he leaned both hands against the wall, effectively caging her for the second time this evening.
She could feel the heat in his body—feel it radiating to ensnare her, draw her closer to him. Despite herself, she closed her eyes and breathed the scent of him into her, enjoying the masculine warmth he emitted.
She felt her legs tremble. The desire to give in to temptation and wrap her arms around him, to pull him closer, was immense.
“Samuel, this really won’t work. I didn’t come out here to start some sort of sexual odyssey with you.”
Chloe cringed as he began to nibble his way down her neck, right into that sensitive spot at the juncture of neck and shoulder. Hearing the breathiness in her voice, she cleared her throat and tried again.
“Seriously. I’m here to look at my options. I need some personal time, personal space. I…uh…need to…ooh…make plans…”
Chloe gave up trying to speak as Samuel ran his hands up and down her sides, fitting them into the groove of her curves. Just the lightest touch of his hands—even through her jeans and thin sweater—sent electric thrills racing through her.
It was the most bizarre feeling, but she could swear she felt the electric attraction rush between them. It was as if they were connected somehow through their lust and mutual attraction.
“I’ve been thinking of this since the wedding. You were always so careful to not get caught with me alone. Did you really think you could avoid this? Avoid me, little girl?”
Chloe wanted to protest the endearment. Yet he didn’t say “little girl” with contempt or patronizingly. It was said caressingly, as an acknowledgement of the almost ten year difference between their ages.
For a moment she considered pretending uneasiness at the large difference between their ages. From one gasp to the next she discarded the idea. She doubted she could carry off the outraged maiden act. He would undoubtedly know she was quite mature for her age and always preferred company of anyone, male or female, a number of years older than herself.
“I would hardly call twenty-six ‘little’, Samuel.”
“At almost thirty-seven it seems young enough.”
Chloe shivered. His voice was so sexy! Mary had mentioned he sang vocals for their band. She could well understand that voice crooning, beckoning, to females everywhere. Thankfully, it was that thought more than any other that snapped her back to reality.
The thought of the hundreds of other women who had fallen under his spell; the thought of that beautiful voice and sensually caressing hands being used on hordes of other women, was better than a bucket of cold water.
Chloe pulled herself back. Samuel still retained hold of her body, but his lips were thankfully not connected anymore.
“I need to be heading back to Dominic’s cabin. I have to call Mary, leave her a message to say I’ve arrived safely.”
“Call her from here.”
Chloe rolled her eyes and dodged out of his embrace. Samuel was a heady temptation, she needed the fresh air to cool her off.
“Sure. Have your number come up on her cell phone’s caller ID. I don’t think so.”
She could feel the weight of Samuel’s stare on her back as she crossed the room to pick up her backpack. Seeing the messed up bed sheets as she passed back by the bed made her blush.
Even though he couldn’t have been asleep for that long, as it had only been less than two hours since she had last seen him, she felt that strange sensation of having woken the sleeping wolf in his lair.
Maybe if she could simply get out of here and sort her screaming hormones out, she could start to relax again. Briefly, she wondered if she had packed her vibrator and spare batteries.
As she scooped up her bag, mentally running through what she had packed, and then unpacked, it took a moment for Samuel pulling on a sweater and sneakers to register.
“What are you doing?”
“Putting on sneakers and a sweater. It’s a bit nippy outside.”
“Don’t be stupid, you’re not coming with me.”
Samuel raised an eyebrow cockily.
“Of course I am. Dominic would have my head if I simply let you run wild outside alone. A gentleman always escorts his lady home, or so Artemais and William have always insisted.”
“But—”
“Besides, there’s a shortcut I can show you. It’s not precisely a track, but your car will get through it with no problems if I drive.”
Chloe sighed. Arguing with him would only delay them longer. “And you can walk back by yourself?”
Samuel grinned cheekily. Instead of answering yes or no, he simply stated, “It’s only a little over a mile.”
Satisfied she could withstand any further seduction attempts, Chloe nodded and slung her backpack over her shoulder. She was tired and hated sleeping through the day. If she didn’t get to bed really soon, the dawn would crack before she crawled into bed and sleep would become impossible.
“Then lead on, Macduff.”
“Ooh, Shakespeare. Be careful, little girl, or you might just turn me on.”
Chloe laughed and rolled her eyes, slamming the door shut behind them.


Chapter Three
 
Chloe cringed at how easily Mary’s keys turned the lock in her real front door. Dominic must have fixed the lock after all. Chloe sighed; she could be such a moron sometimes. She must be more tired than she realized.
Swinging the door open, she turned around, slightly breathless at the nearness of Samuel and his large body.
“Thanks for the escort. I think I can take it from here.”
Switching on the hall light, she illuminated the foyer and main room. From the front door, she could see the kitchen and living room, and the small hall that led into the bedrooms.
Turning back with a firm smile planted on her face, she looked up to Samuel. He was studying her, his eyes roving over her face as if searching for something. She started mentally reciting French conjugation, determined not to let a speck of the lust she felt show in her eyes.
His deep blue eyes glowed with a heat and hunger. Chloe wondered if French conjugation was enough to keep the insane feelings of lust out of her eyes and mind.
Samuel leaned forward, and planted a soft kiss on her cheek. She felt heat swell up inside her again. How the hell does he do this to me? One tiny caress and I simply melt inside?
Chloe pressed her lips together, determined not to moan or give herself away in any other way. As he pulled back, she could see the male amusement in his eyes.
“I assume you’ll want to go on some long walks tomorrow morning, to aid your contemplation and search, right?”
Frowning at the mental jumps needed to following his reasoning, Chloe simply nodded. “Probably, though not too early as it’s rather close to dawn right now. Why?”
“I’ll come by around breakfast time, lead you around. An unwary little girl could get lost in these big woods. We wouldn’t want a big bad wolf to gobble you all up, now would we?”
Chloe stepped back, so she stood fully inside the cabin.
“The only big bad wolf around these parts is you, Mr. Rutledge. I’m not afraid of you, Samuel. Neither am I one of your stupid groupie girls, desperate to fall neatly into the palm of your hand. Sure. Come by tomorrow, or rather today, around nine. We can go on a nice long walk, and then you can leave me alone for the rest of the day. Deal?”
“The rest of the day?” he repeated. Nodding, he conceded to her wishes. “We have a deal. Until later, Chloe.”
With that, he stepped back and Chloe shut the door, resisting the impulse to slam it in his face.
She’d show him! He obviously thought he could seduce her with barely a word or gesture. Well she had much bigger fish to fry this weekend. Handling one horny Rutledge man should be easy when faced with all the things she wanted to organize in her life.
Taking a lovely hot, though damnably brief shower, Chloe breathed deeply in her meditation and calming exercises. The shower more than anything else helped her relax, made it far easier for herself to slip into that sleepy, hazy state. Curling up in the soft guest bed, she left the curtains open, wanting to have the last of the moonlight glow protectively over her as she slept. She wasn’t sure what was so soothing about the moonlight tonight of all nights, but it made her feel protected and loved.
She slept deeply and dreamlessly.


Chapter Four
Friday Midmorning
 
Samuel leaned over the kitchen counter and tried not to leer at Chloe. In snug-fitting jeans and a brightly patterned sweater, she made a cheerful picture first thing in the morning. She was running a brush through her light brown locks, the early morning sunlight highlighting blonde tresses among the brown.
Samuel found himself captivated by the simple action of her running the brush through her hair. He squashed a slightly disappointed feeling when she pulled back the mass into a ponytail, ending the little show.
“Ready to go walk, little girl?”
Chloe rolled her eyes, causing him to grin. He could tell from her drawn out groans and overreaction that she didn’t really object to him calling her “little girl”. She would have decked him, or tried to deck him he consoled himself, if she really had a serious problem with it.
The overreaction, the rolling of her gorgeous eyes, the loud, long sighs were all indications that while she might not enjoy the nickname, she didn’t really want to admit to liking it. Even with the potential to upset her, the reaction he elicited from her every time he called her the endearment tempted him to continue.
It had been a long time since he’d sexually craved a woman whom he felt comfortable enough with to tease and taunt. It made the hunt that much more enjoyable.
This particular hunt seemed to be so unique, so tempting and exciting, he felt himself enjoying all sorts of things and thoughts he had never previously entertained.
His brain shied away from its knowledge of just how very different this particular hunt was becoming. Time enough to ponder those sort of thoughts later.
Samuel blinked. Chloe had walked over to the back door of the cabin and was standing there, waiting for him.
“Having second thoughts? Surely such a little girl as me can’t be a threat to your masculine ego?”
Samuel grinned and dropped a hasty, chaste kiss on her cheek as he walked past her out the door.
“Not at all. I fully intend to have to carry you part of the way back here. I plan to take you on a circular trail Dom and I often run through when we feel particularly energetic.”
Chloe laughed and slammed the back door behind her, throwing the lock without thinking about it.
“I can’t wait to make you eat those words! You have no idea what sort of feminine monster you’re creating here.”
Samuel laughed and led them both down a narrow, barely there trail.
“It will certainly be interesting to see whose knees give out first—won’t it?”
Enjoying his double entendre, and the blush that appeared on Chloe’s cheeks, the pair set off into the woods.
* * * * *
“That was absolutely fantastic, thank you, Samuel.”
Still unbelieving of the amount of energy she held inside that slight frame, Samuel took the keys to the cabin from her hand. Gallantly opening the door for her, he stepped aside to let her enter first.
“You’re a lot more fit than I realized, little girl. How the hell can you do a six mile hike on an empty stomach, talk the entire time and still not be out of breath by the end?”
As Chloe brushed past him he felt his cock harden even more. Samuel had grown increasingly sexually frustrated as the walk had worn on. He had assumed his physical strength would be much greater than Chloe’s. Through the long night, he had entertained any number of fantasies, all strangely revolving around Chloe getting tired and needing them both to stop for frequent rests.
He could have massaged her aching legs, or back, run his hands all over her smooth, lovely skin. Admittedly, most of his fantasies had led him to stripping her of her clothes and making passionate love to her on the grass of the forest floor, but a man needed goals!
Instead, Chloe had kept pace with him. While he had shortened his stride to make it easier for her, he still had been quite surprised at how easily she had kept up with him. He hadn’t the heart to set too punishing a pace, yet neither had they dawdled.
Even harder for him had been following Chloe’s conversation. She neatly sidestepped all his sexual innuendos, making him feel like a gauche thirteen-year-old again. She also diverted each and every personal topic of conversation he initiated.
Instead, she rambled on about her schoolchildren, the home economics class she had taught the previous semester, and the numerous other jobs she had held down over the last few years.
He had found himself disturbingly entranced with her humor and witty outlook on life. She freely laughed at herself and some of her clumsier antics, joked about her inability to sustain interest in a single job, and basically chattered on, blithely unaware of the reaction his body had to her nearness and scent.
Subtlety being his middle name, Samuel had tried to delve deeper into Chloe and her views, hoping to find a reason for his fierce attraction to her. He understood why he was physically aware of her, but he couldn’t put his finger on the deeper attraction she held for him.
Irritatingly, the closest to personal conversation she had shared had been after his comment of how varied her jobs had been. She insisted Mary’s opinion of her never having found where her passion lay was partially correct, but also the fact she had never taken a job diverse and interesting enough to hold her attention.
This rang true to his mind, as Chloe was a bubbly, full-of-life girl. It stood to reason that she would need a job that was dynamic, so she would be constantly challenged and surprised.
Yet, still he hungered for more knowledge of her—and not just in a sexual sense.
The more sexually aware of this amazing woman he became, the more frustrated he felt at her refusal to speak to him on more than a casual basis. It was as if she were holding him at arm’s length.
As she possibly should.
Samuel had no idea of what he wanted from her. He didn’t want to mate and settle down, yet the more time he spent in her presence, the more appeal that heretofore disgusting thought had.
Samuel gently shut the door behind him as he followed Chloe into Dom and Mary’s small cabin. He honestly admitted to himself he was one confused puppy. He didn’t want to settle down, yet he craved Chloe with a fierceness he wouldn’t be able to suppress for long.
However, instead of chasing him and throwing herself at him like every other woman he had known, she was holding him at arm’s length and insisting on the most casual and platonic of relationships.
None of his brothers had ever warned him women were such contrary creatures! He had quietly, and at the most annoyingly interesting times not-so-quietly, laughed at each of his brothers, in turn, when they had fallen hard and fast for their respective women.
He had fully supported them, while relishing the role of being able to jeer and tease each of them. The thought of turning to them now for help in sorting himself out was enough to make him turn an interesting shade of green.
“I suppose since I demolished all your weak-little-woman fantasies and made a positive step forward for your understanding of feminism at its best, the least I could do is cook you up some brunch, huh? It’s a tad late to call it breakfast.”
Samuel tried not to drool at the picture Chloe made in front of him. In a midriff T-shirt, jeans and hiking boots, she looked fresh and clean, despite the taxing hike they had just taken. A few stray wisps of hair escaped her ponytail, but otherwise she looked fresh from the shower.
“I never held weak-little-woman fantasies about you. On the contrary, I have little use for weak women. They tend to have insufficient stamina for a man of my tastes.”
Chloe opened the fridge and began removing items, stacking them in partial disarray on the counter. She merely harrumphed her assent, refusing to rise to his sexual bait again.
Samuel felt surprised at the amount of food piling up on the counter. Bacon, eggs, hash browns, sausages, tomatoes…just like the sorcerer’s apprentice the food kept on coming.
With her head stuck in the fridge, Samuel admired her ass. While Dominic was generally held to be the ass-man of the family, Samuel had to admit in this case he could see his brother’s affinity for a luscious ass.
“You really didn’t expect me to keep pace with you, did you?”
Samuel pulled his mind from the gutter and tried to concentrate on Chloe’s conversation.
“You have to admit, it’s not everyday one comes across a woman not only willing, but able to go on long hikes in the forest not long after the crack of dawn. It’s not generally held to be a female accomplishment.”
Slamming the fridge shut, Chloe rolled her eyes.
“Oh please. It mightn’t be important to your little groupies, but some modern women enjoy being fit. Going to the gym is a great pastime many women enjoy nowadays. Trust me, if you go to the gym long enough, no matter how lazy you are, you soon become fit, whether you want to or not.”
Samuel laughed. “Speaking from personal experience?”
“Absolutely. I am the Queen of sitting on the bicycle machines and either reading or watching the latest soap. Who needs all those silly weight-lifting machines anyway? Too much like hard work for me.”
Samuel sat at the bench and watched as Chloe started cracking eggs and laying strips of bacon into the pan. She had unknowingly given him more information in that one scornful sentence than in the long hike they had just taken.
Yet watching her crack eggs into the pan and begin to lay out bacon strips seemed like such a homey scene, Samuel didn’t know if the flutter in his stomach was arousal or panic.
What the hell was he doing? He certainly couldn’t just seduce this woman and cast her aside. Not only would Mary cut off his balls, but Dominic would undoubtedly go a few rounds outside with him as well.
Even with this knowledge hammering the inside of his skull, the thought of not becoming intimate with Chloe had him breaking out in a sweat of panic. For the first time since losing his virginity at the tender age of thirteen, Samuel had no idea what he was going to do or how he was going to go about seducing a woman.
“Helloooo, anyone home? Samuel, are you feeling okay? You’re looking a little pale.”
“I’m fine, just…uh…thinking about a…um…case I’m working on.”
“Case? What are you working on now?”
Samuel perked up, back on well-known territory. Managing to look both offended and outraged at the same time, he clasped a hand over his heart.
“No! Please don’t tell me you have been a part of this family for nearly six months now and no one has told you my life story.”
Chloe returned her attention to the eggs and laughed.
“Matthew only talks about Dominic and how marvelous his computer skills are and how dull college is compared to working with you both. I know you’re a private eye of some sort, so go on and boast away, tell me about this so-interesting case of yours.”
Samuel shrugged and sat back into his seat. Watching Chloe set up the eggs, bacon, sausages and hash browns onto two large plates, he leaned over the counter to take out napkins and cutlery for them both.
“Much of the work we do is fairly regular. Taking photos, following people to gather evidence for custody battles, or to help one party of a divorce get alimony from the other party. Exposing fraudulent worker’s compensation claims, etcetera, etcetera. Dominic, and to a smaller extent Matthew, take care of the more computer side of the business. Searching out hackers, updating and protecting the security company and clients.”
Chloe sat down and indicated for him to dig in. Spearing a mouthful of eggs, Samuel closed his eyes and moaned as they melted on his tongue. He tried to think the last time someone other than his sisters-in-law had cooked for him.
He might be having trouble working out exactly what he wanted with Chloe, but in that instant he knew he would be doing his damnedest to keep her around for a while. Women who cooked, and cooked well in particular, were thin on the ground nowadays.
A man needed priorities, and Chloe’s cooking had instantly leapt right up to the top of his list, directly competing with making her come until she screamed, and having them both fuck madly until they expired from exhaustion.


Chapter Five
 
Chloe watched Samuel put away a staggering amount of groceries. The man might be lean, but he ate enough food to keep an entire football team satisfied! A niggling voice at the back of her head insisted it was a dumb idea to feed him, that like a stray or wild animal, he’d keep on coming back for more now that she had relented and fed him once.
Surprisingly, even though she had no intention of letting him seduce her, the thought of Samuel coming back to keep her company didn’t panic her. It’s not as if he would force her, or rape her, and as long as she held some semblance of control, she was willing to play the game.
When the object of her thoughts finally sat back, let his cutlery drop onto his plate, and rested his hands smugly over his nonexistent belly, she smiled, satisfied.
“Sure you’ve had enough?”
Looking around the kitchen warily, Samuel raised an eyebrow.
“I thought that was all you cooked?”
“I think there are a few blueberry muffins in the pantry, if you’re still hungry.”
Startlingly, Samuel seemed to consider the notion for a moment. She raised her eyebrows, disbelieving.
“You can’t possibly still be hungry?”
“Hey,” he started, feigning offense, “I’m a man of healthy appetites.”
Standing up, she picked up both their plates and cutlery. Rinsing them in the sink and placing them in the dishwasher, Chloe took her time turning around. Crossing her arms over her chest, she leaned back against the sink.
“Well?”
“I might give the muffins a pass. You might want them for a snack later on.”
Despite herself, Chloe grinned.
“You’re too kind.” She checked her watch. Nearly noon. Time to start some serious relaxing and reading.
Thankfully, Samuel seemed to take the hint. Standing, he stretched his tall, lean frame, scratching his belly in the self-satisfied way males around the world do after a decent home-cooked meal.
“Well, I’d best get off to work. It has been a true pleasure, and vastly interesting. I’ll be back after sunset for a light supper. Want me to bring the wine?”
Caught off guard, Chloe took a moment for the words to sink in. “Excuse me?”
“Our deal, you said breakfasts and not during the days. That leaves the nights.”
Shocked by his audacity, Chloe didn’t know whether to laugh or throw a pan at the man.
“When I said you’d leave me alone the rest of the day, I meant you wouldn’t be back at all. Breakfast was only supposed to be today, after the hike.”
Samuel grinned down at her.
“Come on, love. You’re going to go on a hike tomorrow morning too, surely?”
Chloe frowned. “Maybe, but I certainly wasn’t planning on going with you. I don’t think I could get too lost around here.”
“Think of how much fun it will be. And as a reward for letting me tour you around the woods and small trails around here, you can help me try out this new game Dominic has found.”
“What new game?”
“I’ll bring it tonight. It’s a kind of card game.”
“I thought you had graduated from the high school mentality years ago. Surely don’t expect me to fall for the old strip poker thing?”
Samuel laughed. “I don’t think so, but there’s no telling with Dominic. Come on, give it a shot. If you get offended or it really upsets you, I promise I’ll leave when you order me away.”
Chloe tilted her head, considering. She wasn’t used to being totally alone. She enjoyed her freedom and having time to herself, but after a whole day of lazing around reading and thinking and going on much shorter hikes, she might enjoy the company.
It wasn’t as if Samuel was going to seduce her, she wouldn’t let him.
Anyway, it might be interesting to tease the beast and then send him away with a raging hard-on. “You swear you’ll leave when I tell you to? No cajoling like this, no sad puppy dog eyes and pleas.”
Samuel laughed. “I don’t beg. Ever.”
Chloe nodded. “Me either. You have a deal then. Come on over and we’ll try out this game of Dominic’s. I take it it’s an ‘adult game’?”
Samuel took Chloe’s outstretched hand and shook on it.
“They’re the only kind Dominic knows to my knowledge.”
“Well, at least this shouldn’t prove boring.”
Walking Samuel over to the door, she let him kiss her cheek again in farewell. She stood and watched him walk back into the brush. The sunlight shone down brightly, but not too hot. When he was out of view, Chloe stalled a minute longer. Shaking her head and muttering to herself, she reentered the cabin, keeping the door open for the warm breeze.
Curling up on the couch she opened her first book. Determined, she skimmed the previous page and caught up on the hero and heroine’s current predicament.
Ensnared, she began to read.


Chapter Six
 
Chloe opened the door that evening in the same jeans and bright sweater she had been in when he had left earlier that day. Samuel smiled, a bottle of red in one arm, a small box in his other hand.
“You don’t waste any time, do you?”
Samuel looked behind him, and the just-set sun. The sky still held traces of pink, red, and orange from the spectacular sunset.
“Sun’s set, hasn’t it?”
Grinning, he held the bottle of red out to her.
“You eaten yet?”
Rolling her eyes, Chloe grabbed the bottle from him and stepped back to let him enter the cabin.
“Let me guess, you’re one of those men who constantly eat? I did warn you I wouldn’t cook anything other than breakfast. You should have eaten before you came over.”
Chloe turned her cheek for Samuel’s kiss as he entered the cabin. She frowned when she realized she now expected the chaste greeting. Slowly, she closed the door and turned to face Samuel.
She had better be careful, she warned herself, next thing she’d know she would start taking other liberties for granted. Samuel seemed to be growing on her when she wasn’t paying attention.
Shaking herself, she remembered she was the person in charge here, not Samuel. He had promised not to step over the line she drew, and she trusted him to honor that promise.
As she raised her eyes to meet his, she saw him pleading silently. She doubted the man could read her mind—so he obviously was begging for food, not sex. Then again, knowing Samuel as she did, she bet he wouldn’t turn down either if she offered.
She sighed. “I suppose I might have some cheese to go with this red. Let me check.” Feeding the man currently seemed like the lesser of two evils.
Instantly the pleading look vanished, and Samuel shone a bright smile on her. “I knew you wouldn’t let me starve. I brought the game. Here, I’ll grab the glasses, you get the cheese and a cutter.”
Chloe sighed, trying to hide her laughter, and headed into the kitchen. Digging into the fridge she found some cheese, way in the back. Silently heaping grateful blessing on Mary for the find, she found a sharp knife and a cutting board. As she headed back into the living room, Samuel had set the box on the coffee table and found two wineglasses.
Chloe eyed them, worried. “Weren’t those wedding gifts? Can’t we use something else? I’m much too likely to break them and that would really upset me.”
“Nah. These are old drinking glasses of Dom’s. It’s what he used to use to impress the ladies he brought back here. I left the really good stuff back in the cabinet. Mary would likely try to skin me if we broke one of her precious crystal goblets.”
Chloe nodded and sat down. Taking the smallish box from the table she opened it and looked through the cards as Samuel poured them both a glass of wine.
The cards seemed to be color-coded into three sections. Cards with a blue border each had the title Beginner: Getting to know each other, green borders held the title: Medium: for a little more intimacy, and red borders read Advanced: for those who dare.
Flicking through them, not reading them in any depth, Chloe understood enough to gather that some of the cards held dares and others simply had questions written on them. Putting the box of cards back, she looked at the cover.
A dating, getting-to-know-you game for all levels, the cover declared.
“So remind me again, why are we playing this game of Dominic’s?”
Samuel handed her the glass of wine and sat back in his own chair. Clearing his throat, he looked almost sheepish for a moment. “Uh, it’s not precisely Dominic’s.”
Chloe just sat back and waited for the rest of the explanation.
“You see, it was Dominic’s game, but he sort of gifted me with it after he married Mary.”
Chloe felt her stomach twist. “You mean he played this game with Mary? If this is something they did I’m not sure I really want to follow after them. The mental images won’t be pretty.”
Samuel started to blush, both worrying and amazing Chloe. “Uh…no…you don’t fully understand. Dominic…used…this game before he met your cousin.”
Blinking, Chloe finally fitted the pieces together. “Oh. I understand. It’s one of those pick-up games? Where forced intimacy and a sharing of confidences brings a couple together. Eventually one thing leads to another and the couple end up in bed screwing madly. How close am I?”
Samuel cleared his throat. “Uh, fairly close, I believe.”
Chloe nodded. “I’ll remind you of your promise to leave when I’ve had enough.”
Samuel nodded curtly.
Chloe shrugged. If Samuel was still willing to leave when she told him to, she didn’t mind prying into his psyche. She was prepared to let him into a little of her mind as well. Fair was fair after all.
Choosing a blue card, Chloe sat back to read it thoroughly. Absently, she checked with Samuel.
“We’re starting out on the blue ones, right? No sense in spoiling the fun and jumping the gun to the medium or advanced dares right away.”
A strangled grunt was the only reply she got. Looking up, she saw Samuel’s face scrunch as he sipped too much wine.
Shrugging, she returned to the card. “What is your favorite sexual position?”
Chloe turned the card over. The back was blue, the front white with the simple words written neatly. No indication was given as to whether Chloe answered the question herself or asked Samuel for his answer. Smiling, she figured with the lack of directions, she might as well make it up on the spot.
“So, Samuel,” she purred, enjoying playing the vixen for once, “tell me all about your favorite sexual position.”
Samuel took one more sip of his wine, then set the glass down on the coffee table. Sitting back, he removed his sneakers and relaxed his posture in the chair. Steepling his fingers to support his head, Samuel seemed to take the question very seriously.
“My favorite…hmmm…you certainly don’t pull any punches, love. I suppose if I simply had to cut it down to one favorite position, I’d prefer the woman on top. I love seeing a lady astride me, pumping away, taking her pleasure and giving me incredible pleasure in return.”
Chloe felt her mouth dry slightly at the mental images she found searing across her mind. Herself, astride Samuel, thrusting down upon him to make him reach deep, deep inside her. Licking her lips, she tried to drag her mind away from the heated images.
“Mmm…yeah…gotta admit a woman on top is probably my favorite position. What about you?”
“Pardon?”
“You, little girl. What’s your favorite sexual position?”
Determined to be just as blatant and casual, Chloe sat back in her own chair, tucking her legs up underneath her. Mentally she ran through the list. Missionary was too ordinary, and though she enjoyed it, she liked to be a bit wild. Doggy style was fun, but certainly not her favorite. She enjoyed being on top, but refused to copy Samuel and appear as if she were copping out.
“I’m not sure it’s my favorite favorite, but it certainly gets me hot and going every time. So I suppose in that sense it’s the best. There’s something about being backed into a wall that drives me crazy.”
She paused for a second, gauging the reaction this caused in Samuel. A fire sparked in his deep blue eyes, hot and molten. She noticed his breaths were coming slightly faster, and every inch of his attention was firmly focused on her. Taking confidence in his obvious attention, she continued.
“One of the first sexual encounters I had was in a shower. We were rather inexperienced still, so it was more a farce than a heated sexual odyssey. But being gently backed up against the wall, with the water streaming down around us, even though we fumbled and groped, and the tiles were uncomfortably cold…it still gets me hot every time I think about it. I suppose it’s got something to do with the fact that up against the wall has the naughty factor of a quickie, along with that ‘woman under submission’ thing without actually getting involved in all the bondage games.”
She shrugged, blushing slightly. Samuel was still staring intently at her, soaking up every word and nuance. It made her feel a bit odd, being under his undivided attention. Determined to turn the spotlight from herself, and feeling as if she had certainly answered her part of the question fully, she waved her hand at him.
“Well, go on. Pick a card.”
Samuel opened his mouth, but she glared at him and crossed her arms over her chest. She hadn’t exactly meant to give quite so much detail to him. But now that she had, she refused to enter into more conversation about it. With luck, the next card would be a little less personal.
Who was she kidding? The voice inside her head silently mocked. The game is designed to create intimacy, she reminded herself. Remember your own mocking of enforced intimacy bringing up situations like this?
Chloe ignored her own doubts, and smiled brightly at Samuel, causing his eyes to narrow slightly. For a moment, she could swear he could hear the almost panicked fighting going on in her brain.
With a very small smile on his face, he leaned forward and picked up a blue- rimmed card at random. For a moment, he simply stared at it. Chloe stared at the black backing, wishing desperately that she too could read the card. She wasn’t the most patient person on earth, and the excited suspense was driving her insane as the seconds ticked by.
After what was probably only a minute or so, but felt like a small eternity, Samuel huskily said, “What’s you favorite time of day to do it?”
Chloe took a breath, unaware until then she had been holding it. Her favorite time? Did women have favorite times?
Thinking about it, Chloe realized she didn’t really have one at all. For the right man under the right circumstances any time was her favorite time. She didn’t, however, want to come across as a sex-craving maniac.
“Uh…well…assuming we’re talking about someone I’m sexually interested in, first thing in the morning is always nice. It sort of starts the day off right, you know?” At Samuel’s raised eyebrow, she continued. “And last thing at night is always nice. Relaxes you into a nice sleep with interesting dreams. Nothing wrong with having some nookie to complete a girl’s day.”
“Let me guess. You’re also not opposed to a nooner now and then, or maybe middle of the afternoon perhaps?”
Chloe tried hard not to blush. “And how about you, Mr. Stud Muffin? Or maybe we should say when isn’t your favorite time?”
Samuel’s grin was slightly feral in its intensity. “Damn straight. With the right woman, any time is my favorite. There’s nothing in that to be ashamed of. That’s how you really feel, isn’t it, little girl?”
Chloe nodded curtly, not knowing why it felt weird to admit it. She kept her eyes away from Samuel and reached forward to pick up her glass of wine.
“I guess so. I suppose I’d never really thought about it. With the right person it doesn’t seem to matter what time it is when you get together, the sex is always good and always welcome. I think women are just expected to not want it all the time. Men can be a bit weird about that.”
“Weird how?” Samuel also picked up his glass of wine, content to continue the conversation.
Chloe thought for a moment before she spoke. “Well, if a man is horny all the time, that’s just expected. Men think about sex all the time, men want sex all the time. It’s a fact of life and no one thinks they’re strange if they admit to such. But for a woman, we’re supposed to be…I don’t know…more restrained, purer than that somehow. We’re not supposed to daydream about sex all the time, or feel horny all the time. Women who do, throughout the ages, have been thought of as whores or sluts.”
Chloe took a sip of her wine, watching Samuel digest what she had said.
“To a degree, yes, I think you’re right. But I also think you’d be surprised at how many men would love to be with a woman who enjoys her sexuality, who knows what she wants and isn’t afraid to go after it. Sexually, there are few things that are a greater turn-on to a man than a woman who would whisper in his ear naughty things she wants to do, and then proceeds to do them to herself or him.”
He shifted uncomfortably in his chair. Chloe looked at him and realized he had a raging hard-on from their conversation.
She smiled. “I can see that it’s one of your fantasies, anyway.”
He smiled at her. “Chloe, it’s not the thought of just anyone whispering naughty suggestions that’s giving me this boner—it’s the thought of what sort of naughty things you would whisper in my ear.”
Startled, Chloe took another sip of wine to give her hands something to do. Before she could stop herself, she imagined some of the things she might whisper in his ear. She had always wanted to wear a dress with no panties on underneath, go out to dinner and casually whisper the secret into her partner’s ear. Watch the reaction she received.
Or maybe whisper her fantasy of being taken hard and fast as soon as she and her partner entered her small apartment after a night out somewhere. That thought immediately brought back her fantasy and enjoyment of quickies up against the wall.
Strange how things tended to click together after a drink or two of wine, she silently laughed at herself.
Forcing her mind away from her heated fantasies, she reminded herself that a few nights with this man could be a dangerous game to play.
Clearing her throat, trying desperately hard not to squirm in her seat to relieve the wet ache between her legs, Chloe tried forcing her mind back to the game they were playing. Sharply realizing her turn had come again, Chloe leaned forward to take yet another card from the box.


 Chapter Seven
 
Samuel casually crossed one large leg up over the other in a vain attempt to hide his incredibly hard cock.
Chloe might be young when compared to his years, but her package sure packed a wallop. She was the perfect height for him, five-eight to his six-four, slim but curvy in all the required places. Not for the first time today, he wondered if it was genius or self-inflicted torture playing this game of cat and mouse with her.
He had never found himself particularly confused when contemplating the opposite sex. Either he wanted to bed them, and proceeded to do so to both party’s mutual satisfaction, or he felt more a friendship bond rather than a sexual one, as he did with his few female friends and his sisters-in-law.
His uneasiness with Chloe, he was almost certain now, stemmed from the fact she didn’t fit neatly in either box in his mind. He felt a sexual attraction to her, got a raging boner when he thought too much of her or found himself in her presence.
Yet, he also felt the softer, more friendship-based feelings he felt for his sisters-in-law. He felt both styles of emotion when in her presence, and this confused him and made him hesitate to either become close friends with her, or drag her to the nearest bed-like piece of furniture and fuck her senseless.
In some respects, this card game was perfect for him. He hoped he could decide through the sharing of small intimacies and confidences whether he wanted a friendship-based relationship with Chloe or a sexually based one.
His mind shied away from a deep enough relationship where they would be both friends and lovers. Treading down that path would ultimately only hurt both himself and Chloe, and he had no wish to hurt her. Fuck her ‘til they both dropped from sated exhaustion, yes, but hurt her, no.
Samuel realized Chloe had been staring at her particular card for a few minutes now. Lost in his own thoughts as he had been, he hadn’t noticed the passing of time.
“What is it? Come on, don’t kill me with the suspense.”
He watched her shift uncomfortably. She shifted her legs underneath her and finally looked up from the small card.
“Describe one of your favorite fantasies.”
Samuel grinned. He had checked with Dominic before he and Mary had left that there wasn’t anything too personal on the cards. His brother had grinned in that charming manner that used to have women falling at his feet, and declared some of them came close to too personal, but nothing he hadn’t been able to handle.
Samuel had grinned back at his brother, determined to pick up the gauntlet that had been thrown down.
Samuel smiled into Chloe’s slightly worried eyes, sat back, and closed his own eyes. He tried to clear his mind—to picture a favorite fantasy—but nothing sprang to mind.
He had a zillion fantasies, but he wanted a special one for Chloe. Thinking of her, picturing her naked and waiting for him, a scene began to form in his mind. He spoke aloud as the scene unfolded.
“I’m naked and lying back on something soft. Bed, couch, rug—it doesn’t matter what it is. My fantasy woman kisses me, and I hungrily kiss her back, gently biting her soft lips.”
With his eyes closed, Samuel could mentally see Chloe kissing him. He could feel himself tasting her soft, full lower lip. He tried not to groan and shifted in his chair.
“She pulls back, and with lots of skin-on-skin contact, she strings kisses down my chest, arrowing downwards.” Samuel built the fantasy in his mind. He pictured Chloe kissing her way down his chest, wet kisses, nibbling, taking her time and enjoying the process.
“My fantasy woman takes her time, draws out the moment. I think we’re in firelight; I enjoy the glow of the crackling flames shedding light on her brown hair. She nibbles me and kisses me. She works her way down my chest until she reaches my cock.”
Pausing for a moment, eyes still closed, Samuel imagined what it would feel like to have Chloe pause for a similar moment as her chin lightly grazed his hugely erect staff.
It would be painful ecstasy. Samuel cracked one eye open, gazed over at Chloe, still sitting with her legs crossed under her. Her eyes were wide and slightly glazed. Obviously she, too, was picturing what his fantasy would be like.
Before he could lose the moment, Samuel re-closed his eyes, delving back into the fantasy that was quickly becoming his favorite.
“She teases me a moment, but not for long. Before I need to guide her with my hand, she lowers her head and takes the whole head of my cock into her mouth. She’s warm, wet. I imagine it’s her pussy she’s taking me into.
“Without real thought, I tilt my hips and try to get more of myself inside her. I can’t help it. The soft inner walls of her mouth are so wet and sucking on me. Her tongue flicks out and creates an electric reaction through me. I feel it arc from my toes all the way up through my cock. The tight contractions of her mouth as she sucks me harder drive me wild. I can feel the heat and urgency mount inside me, filling my whole body with the need to draw her closer and ram deep inside her.
“It starts in my balls. I can feel them tighten and rise up in a salute to the woman. But soon the heat and energy course through my iron-hard shaft. Next thing the heat and urgency are in my belly, twisting and causing me to moan, to thrust myself harder and deeper into her. I can’t get enough of her wet heat, I feel the urgency grow and grow.
“Thankfully, she relaxes her throat and accepts me, accepts my desires and needs, and embraces me. The strange thing is, the more she accepts and embraces me, the more I want and need her. The more urgently the demands of my body rage.
“I can feel myself climbing up the peak with startling haste. The fire in my balls and stomach rages hotter. I start to pump faster and deeper. I start to cry out, any release to keep the pleasant pressure in my balls intact.
“When my cries hit a certain note, my fantasy woman knows I’m about to explode. She pulls her mouth away from me, and the cold, the loss, the emptiness is like a bucket of ice water. This time I cry out in loss and devastation.
“Before I can do anything, she has straddled me and is plunging her cunt deep, deep down onto me. My back arches with the fiery pleasure. I can barely believe the change from pain and loneliness to warmth and the close embrace in such a blink of an eye.
“I crack my eyes open, to stare at the beautiful creature riding me, taking her own pleasure and giving me so much. She rides me, hard and fast. It’s exactly what I need right now. No gentle caresses, no teasing bites. Just hard, raw, deep fucking. Within seconds all the heat and fire is back inside me. My balls are so tight I think they’re going to explode. The fiery pain is in my stomach and my cock is as hard as iron. I can feel the beginning trembles, the shakes that indicate I’m about to explode.
“I warn the fantasy woman, I tell her something to indicate I’m about to explode. Just like with her mouth and her body, she embraces my passions, my wild side. She simply keeps on thrusting down on me, over and over, pushing me beyond control and over the edge.
“I come inside her like a geyser. Pumping load after load of my seed inside her, I bathe her insides with my essence. Shouting my joy and grasping her hips to get even deeper inside her, I hold her tightly so she can’t move, can’t escape me or my passion.
“Coming for a man is intense. It’s this huge release of pressure, both in the body and mind. For a moment, after you’ve shot your seed deep inside your chosen woman, you feel lightheaded and like the king of the world. And then you feel deflated and empty. That’s why many men don’t mind a bit of cuddling after exploding inside a woman. It lets us regroup. I pull my fantasy woman close to me. Hug her close for the warmth of her skin, massaging her back, smelling the sweet scent of her hair.
“It’s only then that I realize my woman didn’t come. As I stroke her back and nuzzle her curls, I feel a much more lethargic sort of passion fill me. It’s that satisfied sort of passion. Not as urgent, not as primal. Now the most urgent part of my own lust has so kindly been taken care of, it’s only fair I return the favor to my magnificent fantasy woman.
“I flip her onto her back and spread her lusciously long legs wide, wide apart. I see that her light brown fur down there is trimmed, but not fully shaven. I love a woman who is trimmed. The delicate pink of her clit draws me to her. I bend down and start to lave and suck at her erect clit.”
Samuel, now onto the second part of his fantasy, wanted to see Chloe’s reaction. He had deliberately described himself coming first, even though he rarely let it happen in reality. He knew when it came to Chloe, she would hold out on the sexual side of their relationship as long as possible. So by the time they finally came around to fucking, more than likely he would be so desperate to come inside her, he wouldn’t be able to control himself.
He was not a selfish man, almost always he was more concerned his partner find sexual satisfaction over his own. Yet with Chloe, he knew he would need to get some of his own pent-up lust sated, even in a fantasy, before he could try to seduce Chloe with a clear mind and willing body.
Looking over at the object of his fantasy, he smiled in masculine satisfaction to see her eyes were dilated and a delicate flush had crept up her face as she became more and more involved in his fantasy.
“I lick and suck her to my heart’s content, thrusting my fingers inside her. I have three, or maybe even four fingers curved and fluted inside her so they stretch her to capacity. I continue to tease her and pump her until she screams and begs and drags me so close to her core we smash together in that wet, sucking way only oral sex produces. With my face pressed against her clit and my fingers soaked, covered in her juices and the remnants of my own seed, I finally so-gently bite down on her clit. The pain mixed with the pleasure forces her over the brink of climax, and I return my thanks to her for the incredible joy she has given me.”
Samuel ran his eyes heatedly over her lithe figure. How he wished he could get up, pull her out of the chair and down onto the floor and plunge his aching self into her over and over until they both screamed with the satisfaction.
“With the Goddess’ help, my cock is again at full attention by now, and on the tide of her orgasm I can thrust myself so deeply inside her we both ache with the power. I would ride her hard and quickly, so she would have yet another climax directly on top of her oral one, and her sweet body contracting around my hard meat would send me over the edge as well.”
Trying to ignore the sweat trickling down the side of his face, and also ignore the fire in his groin, desperate to be put out with this sweet woman, Samuel grinned a large, hungry, purely wolfish grin.
“Then, Goddess willing, we would be able to catch our breaths and start all over again.”
Samuel laughed as Chloe’s eyes widened, either in disbelief or jealous lust. Or maybe both. Taking a deep breath to calm his racing heart, he placed his leg back onto the floor and bent forward resting his arms on his legs in what he hoped was a casual stance.
“So, darling,” he purred, “do share. I’ve done my part. Describe to me one of your favorite fantasies.”


Chapter Eight
 
Chloe tried to calm her hammering heart. Ignoring the sweat trickling down her back, she swallowed.
If exercise could be defined as one’s heart rate accelerating, then she had probably had her week’s worth right then. Either Samuel was the best spinner of tales, or he had purposefully done a magnificent job turning her on, simply by describing the hottest, most erotic fantasy she had ever heard.
And now he sat there, appearing totally calm, waiting for her to return the favor. The man obviously had no idea of how hot he made her. The thought rankled, yet conversely made her feel safe at the same time. Besides, she wasn’t perfectly sure she could return the favor of a similarly hot, sexy fantasy, surely not as well as he had just done for her.
She glanced at the clock, hoping she could put him off while she desperately sought to think of something even half as erotic as his little tale.
She heard him tut at her.
“Now, now. No escape for you, little girl. I upheld my end of the deal. I’m breathless with anticipation to hear one of your fantasies. Just sit back, relax, and tell it to me.”
Determined not to wimp out, Chloe moved her feet into a more comfortable position underneath her. She leaned back in the overstuffed chair, closed her eyes and let her mind wander at will.
A picture began to form in her head.
She seemed to be in the woods at night—just like the original night she had arrived here. The rich brown of the soil beneath her feet was soft and moist. The grass was a dark, beautifully rich green color. Large, towering trees rose up all around her. The night sky formed a midnight blue blanket around her. Chloe looked around her small fantasy world and realized a huge wolf was padding out of the trees, heading towards her. She recognized him as Samuel.
He halted a few feet from her, and began to shimmer, much as he had that first night. Between one blink and the next, he stands before her, gloriously naked, with the moon shining on his lightly tanned skin. Lean muscles gleaming, huge cock fully erect and drawing her closer to where he stands.
She takes a step closer to him, seemingly drawn by his handsomeness, the electric connection they seemed to share. He also takes a step towards her, bringing them so close together she could lean forward just an inch to rest her head against his strong chest.
Just as her imaginary Samuel reaches an arm out to touch her, caress her, she pulled her mind away from the potent fantasy. Part of her desperately craved to indulge in the fantasy, to let him draw her up into him and kiss her senseless, yet she couldn’t indulge herself right now.
Reality was Samuel sitting opposite her in her cousin’s cabin, waiting for her to share a fantasy. This particular fantasy, she knew, was one to re-create and wallow in alone with her vibrator long after he had left, not to be spoken aloud and held answerable for.
Pulling her mind up and away from the drugging intensity of that particular fantasy, she opened her eyes, grateful she hadn’t become so ensnared in her own fantasy to have spoken it aloud to Samuel.
“You going to tell me that one?” he queried, staring intently at her with a familiar flame burning deeply in his deep blue eyes.
“Uh, no. I think I’ll keep that one to myself.”
Samuel seemed to think of that for a moment, then nod. “Fair enough. But you better have something good to replace it with. From over here that looked like a mighty fine fantasy.”
Chloe smiled, relieved to be let off the hook.
“Well, one of my long-standing fantasies is to do it in the ocean at nighttime. A pool would suffice in a pinch, but the real fantasy is the ocean. I love the wildness one can find in the ocean, and I specified nighttime because something about the night lets me relax and break free for a bit.”
Samuel smiled lazily. “Do tell.”
Closing her eyes, she thought of the rolling dark ocean on a lovely hot summer’s night.
“Imagine being in the ocean on one of those lovely hot, balmy summer evenings. The air is hot, the sun’s just set, so the sky still has traces of light, but is that lovely twilight, dark blue color. A few scattered stars are out, only the largest and brightest. I love the ebb and pull of the ocean. I could stand in the waves, the water up to my neck, for hours and just let the ocean push and pull me around. I love the sound of the waves crashing on the sand, loud, but so sweet to one’s ears, don’t you think?”
Silently, Chloe built the image in her mind. Remembered every beloved vacation as a child, every escape she had made down to the coast. She imagined herself standing in the ocean, warm, but cool at the same time, surrounded by such a mass of water. She could hear the crash of the waves, smell the tangy salt in the air.
“Mmm,” Samuel murmured, “I agree there are few things more seductive than standing in the ocean at dusk on a hot summer night. However, I must admit to being more interested in what your fantasy man does to you in the ocean.”
Chloe smiled and opened her eyes, looking over at the hunk sitting opposite her.
“Why Samuel, what a one-track mind you have. Couldn’t my fantasy man and I simply stand next to each other in the ocean, enjoying the ebb and pull of nature’s waves? Enjoy the beauty of the night?”
Samuel grinned. The toothy grin reminded her of how he might smile in his wolf form. “I might be able to stand there platonically,” he raised an eyebrow at her muffled laugh, “but you on the other hand would likely do something to distract me and ruin my good intentions.”
Chloe grinned, totally missing the reference to them being together in her fantasy.
“Maybe. Maybe not. Depends on how easy it is to distract you.” Sitting back, she smiled at him.
“I suppose I have the same sort of fantasy every women does. I would love to have total, unrestricted access to my man. I wouldn’t want to have my hands pushed away with a fierce ‘Not here!’ or ‘Not now!’ hissed at me. Or worse, to be grudgingly allowed to tease and feel my way around and be stoically put up with. Just like men want women who are open and honest with their feelings, so do women want to be embraced and allowed to explore their own desires. I think one of the biggest factors turning women off exploring their men is the fear they’ll be turned away or told they’re doing it wrong.”
Samuel raised an eyebrow in total disbelief. Chloe frowned.
“Don’t look like that. I’m serious. I’ve dated a couple of guys who were far more interested in their image than in exploring the more sexual side to a relationship. Guys like that really are out there. Believe it or not, just like there are women with high and low sex drives—so too are there men around who simply have more important things on their minds than sex.”
Samuel thought about her words, and then grudgingly nodded. “Now that I think about it, I agree with you. It’s just not something one comes across regularly in a man.”
Chloe nodded. “True. But having been with a few men who had a different sex drive to mine, that sort of compatibility isn’t something I take for granted anymore.”
Samuel grinned. “With the right man, sexual compatibility won’t be an issue, I can guarantee it.”
Chloe smiled, more than certain Samuel’s sexual drive was a match for her own. “I believe you.”
“Do go on, little girl. You hold me breathless with anticipation.”
Chloe raised an eyebrow.
“After all the luscious details I gave you about myself and my fantasy woman, I would dare to say you owe me a deeper description of this fantasy man you explore in the ocean.”
Chloe smiled and went back to her fantasy.
“When my fantasy man and I are in the ocean, I’d love to softly feel the muscles in his legs, work my way up massaging his calves and thighs. I’d love to fondle his cock, feel him grow iron-hard in my hand despite the chill in the ocean. I’d enjoy staring up at the sky as it grew darker, watch the stars begin to shine, and then look back in his face and see his passion and impatience grow.
“I’d love to bring him along, step-by-step, and maybe even make him come without laying my lips on him to begin with. The power of knowing I could bring him to climax by neither kissing him nor sucking on him, but just with my hand. Oh, I’d love to do all that later, spread out on a large towel with no one around. But part of the fantasy is to feel that momentary power, knowing I could bring my man to climax with just my hands. I would wallow in the knowledge that he wanted me and lusted after me that much, it would give me the confidence in return to follow and fulfill all his own fantasies.”
Chloe let her mind wander over how lovely the fantasy would be, let it play out in her mind, keeping silent, assuming the visuals she had built would be enough for Samuel to use his own imagination.
Samuel looked slightly crestfallen. “That’s it? You’re leaving me hanging here?”
Chloe smiled and shook her head. “Obviously I’m going to have to spell it out. I forgot men have less imagination than women.”
Samuel looked a bit put out. He pouted, but ruined it by the grin that shone through.
Chloe shook her head. “You big baby. Okay, let me spell it out for you in minute detail.”
He shone a happy grin over her, settled himself in his chair and closed his eyes, obviously looking forward to her words.
“Imagine you’re standing in the ocean. Your feet are braced apart, to keep you upright as the waves gently pull you back and forth. The ebb and flow of the water is so subtle, you don’t really notice it or think of it. Yet at the same time, it is powerful enough that you must dig your feet into the sand and use a lot of your strength to keep from being knocked over.
“That subtlety, that powerful, strong-yet-still-subtle movement is more of what I’m talking about. Imagine having the hot night air around you, and the cool but still warm water surrounding your body, and having female flesh pressed up against you. Say you’re holding her, arms wrapped around her waist. She slowly starts caressing your thigh. Such a small, light caress you barely even notice it. Just like the pull in the water, it is gentle, soft, barely noticeable. Until you suddenly realize your cock is half-hard.”
Chloe looked at Samuel and realized he had opened his eyes to watch her as she described her fantasy. His gaze was hot as he became more ensnared in her descriptions, as they lost themselves in her fantasy. Men, she knew, were more visual creatures. So while she could use her own imagination to fill in the blanks of her own fantasy, she realized she needed to describe her thoughts into words to let him get the full impact of what she was trying to convey.
“Her light, gentle massaging is merely building the fire inside your groin, not putting it out. After a few minutes, not even the cool chill in the water can dampen the sexual arousal. Yet you can’t make her work faster, or stroke harder. She is gently caressing your thighs, working her way up. Soon she will reach your cock. Yet she won’t dip her hand into your trunks, she will simply massage you through the Lycra.
“You’re starting to breathe harder, the fire in your cock is getting hotter. Your lover is still massaging you, gently caressing you, but the hunger, the arousal and ache inside you is growing stronger. Her caresses aren’t relieving the stress. You’re in the ocean, maybe the odd person now and then walks by you on the beach, calling out ‘Good evening’ so you can’t pick her up and fuck her wildly on the beach. You have to stand and take her explorations.”
Chloe enjoyed dragging the fantasy out, fleshing out more and more details to drive her point home to Samuel. The way he shifted on his chair showed his jeans were obviously becoming too tight.
“So maybe instead, you growl at her to hurry up and fist you. She smiles up at you, and reminds you that you promised her she could take her time, explore you in the relative safety of the ocean. You can’t go back on your word, of course. So you must stand there, with the waves ebbing and pulling at you, a beautiful woman in your arms slowly driving you wild, and the odd night stroller walking down the sand. You can’t take her, you simply have to let her sate her curiosity. I’d be willing to bet her exploring you would quickly drive you insane.”
Smiling in a slightly smug manner, Chloe leaned forward, balanced on her legs.
“So, Samuel, think it’s a tame fantasy of mine now?”
He swallowed, stunned for a moment. With obvious effort he collected himself, swallowing a few more times, until the fire in his eyes became banked. “It’s definitely worth a thought or two. Except there is one point you missed.”
Chloe frowned. “It’s my fantasy, I can’t have missed anything.”
“Sure you could have. If that man was me, and the woman driving him wild was you, then I would have had a simple solution when I truly couldn’t take any more.”
Chloe raised an eyebrow arrogantly. “Oh?”
“Yeah,” he drawled. “I would have ripped off those tiny bikini panties, stripped out of my own trunks, and driven myself so far inside you your screams would echo across the beach.”
Chloe swallowed, easily picturing in her mind Samuel doing just that. It certainly had a devastating effect on her heartbeat.
“Well, that is one solution. I hadn’t quite gotten that far in the fantasy, but your input is noted and will be attended to later. I was thinking more along the lines of teasing you until you came under the water. I’m sure it would be a novel experience for most men.”
Samuel stood up. “I’d much rather the novel experience of coming inside you, little girl.”
Frowning, Chloe stood up. “I’m not sure—”
Samuel leaned forward and pressed one finger across her lips, silencing her.
“Let’s not go there tonight. It’s late now. What say you come over to my cabin for dinner tomorrow? We can go on a dusk walk, work up an appetite and I’ll cook you some dinner. We can move onto the medium cards, the ones with green borders.”
Chloe looked at the box of cards. She certainly had no intention of chickening out now. She had survived tonight intact, heart-whole and with a strong sense of self-confidence she had never really felt around this man.
Sure, she was horny as hell and relieved she had the forethought to pack spare batteries for her vibrator, but she hadn’t cast herself at his feet begging to be fucked. One must look on the bright side here.
Maybe she had blown the whole situation out of proportion in her mind. Being with Samuel and keeping her heart away from him hadn’t been quite as hard as she had feared.
“Okay. I’ll probably be itching for a walk by then anyway.”
“Head on over anytime after five. We can go for another walk down into the forest.”
Nodding, Chloe stood up and followed him to the door. She held herself still when he bent down to give her a kiss.
Even the chaste goodbye kiss made her toes curl, made the hair on her nape stand up. She resisted the impulse to touch her lips when his finally left hers. With a wave and a quick backward glance, Samuel was quickly swallowed up by the night. Chloe shut and locked the door, wondering at the wisdom of a short-term fling with the man.
It had been far too long since she had indulged in anything other than her vibrator. A real flesh-and-blood man in her bed would be a welcome change. Yet she was wary, as Mary had insisted on having only one night with Dominic. They had somehow fallen in love during that one night. Even though they were very happily married, Chloe had always wanted to retain her independence, something that too often disappeared when one became heavily involved with a man.
The thought of falling in love with a man like Samuel, the most confirmed bachelor probably in the entire state, was a scary proposition. Men like Samuel Rutledge did not fall in love; they had lustful affairs and then moved on, leaving a trail of broken hearts.
Yet what harm could a few nights do? The little demon in her head whispered. She lived on the other end of the state; she had her own home, her own life, far, far away from here. It wasn’t as if a few nights of incredible sex would shatter her heart, she tried to convince herself. She was a big girl now.
Showering and changing into the old T-shirt and flannel pajama pants she slept in, Chloe mulled over the pros and cons of sleeping with Samuel.
As she lay her head down on the pillow, still wrestling with her desires, she finally decided to go for it. It wasn’t as if the man could cast a spell over her, or ensnare her and bind her to him with pure sex alone. She would never live with, or marry a man who wasn’t one hundred percent devoted to her and in love with her.
As there was little doubt Samuel would ever be either of those, then there wasn’t really any risk, was there?
The silence in her head might have worried her if she hadn’t been so tired. Her little voices weren’t arguing with her, yet, nor were they agreeing with her. Chloe’s physical cravings had finally silenced them all.
Chloe slept dreamlessly yet again.


Chapter Nine
Saturday Morning
 
Chloe sat in the dirt in her oldest paint-stained pair of jeans and a torn T-shirt. Digging in Mary’s woefully unkempt vegetable patch, she happily weeded as she thought.
The two main issues buzzing in her head were vastly different, yet both were knotty problems and seemed incredibly hard to work through.
For the moment, however, she was ignoring her decision to seduce Samuel tonight. Instead, she was trying to figure out what she wanted to do with her life, where she wanted to head. Not quite the same squirm-worthy thoughts, but she reminded herself the whole reason for her wanting the peaceful solitude of the cabin was to work out what she wanted for the next few years in her life.
Talking to the vegetables as she fiercely pulled weeds was proving far more soothing and helpful than driving around the too well-known local blocks, or sitting back at home on her bed or in her favorite chair, mulling over her options had ever been.
“Stop procrastinating girl, and work this out,” she muttered as she pulled yet another weed out and placed it on the heap that soon would be transferred to the compost pile.
“Teaching had been fun,” she acknowledged to herself and the scattered vegetables, “but it was only subbing, so even then I still simply played at it. The real question is, do I want to spend years and years getting my degree? It would be better to try teaching younger kids, maybe even the elementary classes, but I’d still require official training even in that.”
Mulling this over and weighing the pleasure the thought brought her, she nodded her head. As she often did while alone and contemplating deeply, she began to talk to herself.
“Yeah, teaching brought me a lot of satisfaction. Maybe I should look into subbing in the local elementary school back home or something. There’s always room for a substitute somewhere in elementary schools, those kids transfer sickness like the plague. Also a bonus for me, it’s not like I could get bored with changing classes all the time, and it’s something I can start as soon as I head back, subbing doesn’t require a degree or anything.”
Weeding now with a vengeance, Chloe thought through her decision. She had a feeling that teaching kids, helping them grow and develop would soon prove to be a passion of the heart.
She had performed so many jobs it would be fairly easy to give a personal account to the kids of all the different styles of jobs one could take and roughly what they all involved. Guiding the next generation of workers might be fulfilling indeed.
Chloe found herself smiling. The more she thought about becoming a “real” teacher, instead of simply playing at it for a six month stint for a friend who had the gall to tromp off to Europe for a term, the happier she became. As usual, she smiled at the irony of simply falling into a job. That’s always how it seemed to occur for her.
A long time later she stood up to stretch the kinks out of her legs. Vainly trying to brush some of the dirt from her jeans, she surveyed her hard work. There was nothing like weeding a desperately needy garden to clear the mind.
Chloe smiled in satisfaction, both of the newly weeded garden, as well as her new direction in life.
Now she just had to resolve the small issue of major sexual tension between herself and Samuel. Her plans to seduce him tonight would relieve some of that stress. While she wasn’t stupid enough to think one night would be enough, with luck having a brief affair would work. She was only staying for a few more days—she would have to make the most of their time together before she went back home and began her newly found career as a substitute teacher.


Chapter Ten
Dusk that night
 
Samuel was startled to find himself restlessly pacing up and down his living room. Having dutifully given his small cabin a quick cleaning, showering and dressing in jeans and a casual shirt, he had moved to the living room for a soothing drink of scotch.
Having taken a sip and replacing the glass, he had finally let his thoughts take over.
To seduce, or to not seduce.
This dilemma had been the main topic of conversation in his head since heading off late last night into the dark woods, leaving behind the object of his lusts and fantasies.
His hard-on, which he had been wearing for the better part of two days now, was eagerly interested in the seduction. Any seduction as long as it resulted in thrusting itself to the hilt in the so-sweet Chloe.
His confirmed bachelor ways, however, were firmly pointing out the downside to seducing a virtual member of his family. If he were to seduce her, fuck her senseless, then find himself growing bored with her, as so often happened, then Dominic, not to mention Mary, would likely want to kill him and the very first Rutledge shotgun wedding in history would occur.
And so his brain tried to act as umpire between the two warring parts of him. His cock was desperate, yet for the first time he could ever recall since trying to decide between the luscious Cindy and the devastatingly gorgeous Trudy when losing his virginity, he hesitated.
What if he grew tired of Chloe within the week, as usually happened? How could he let her down easy? What was worse was the nagging, constantly squashed worry, what would he do if he didn’t grow tired of her.
What if he set out the ground rules, insisted on only a few nights of fantastic, mind-blowing sex, and then he realized he wanted more.
Samuel halted as he found himself pacing yet again.
He cringed with the realization no woman had ever had him pacing so restlessly, not even his sisters-in-law. They often had him wanting to run wild or smash his fist into a wall, but no woman he could recall had ever had him pacing a hole in the floor.
Just as he resumed his pacing, driven nuts by the thoughts in his head and the wicked fantasies his cock obviously reveled in, the door knocker sounded.
Muttering a curse and adjusting his jeans in the vain hope Chloe wouldn’t notice the bulging hard-on he wore, he crossed over to let his guest in.
He opened the door and vaguely felt his mouth fall open. Chloe stood on his doorstep in the tightest pair of dark blue jeans he had ever seen. They molded her long, very long legs, showing the nicely toned flesh encased within. Certainly not model-slim, as his women usually were, but the sheer length of the legs she showed had him drooling like a pup.
A short-sleeved silk shirt fluttered in the slight breeze, hinting at the luscious breasts he just knew were waiting beneath.
A handful, his brain registered, definitely a handful.
Snapping his mouth shut, Samuel grinned. It looked to him as if little Chloe had decided for them both how the evening would progress.
Fantastic. If she’s made the decision to seduce me, then I can certainly return the favor and seduce her!
“Good evening, Chloe. You look fantastic.”
For the first time ever, he felt his legs wobble oh-so-slightly as she grinned up at him. She looked him over, head to foot, in a manner he was more than used to from women, just not from her.
“Good evening, Samuel. You’re looking in mighty fine form tonight yourself.”
This was directed down around his cock-level, and his already painful shaft simply swelled and grew with the praise. He tried not to wince at the pain the restraining jeans caused him. When Chloe’s knowing grin brightened even more, he wasn’t certain he had hidden the wince perfectly.
Stepping back, hoping to readjust the pressure in his jeans, he waved her inside his cabin.
“Please come in. Let’s skip the walk. Dinner will be ready in a minute, and the game is waiting.”
Chloe entered the door, brushing herself up against him as she came forward to plant a small kiss on his cheek.
Damn, he thought, dazed, she’s using my own tricks back on me!
Feeling a grudging respect for the woman, he acknowledged she was certainly a woman on the hunt tonight.
He grinned as he followed the deliciously feminine, totally bite-able, female swaying ass into the living room.
He loved a challenge.


Chapter Eleven
 
Chloe swallowed the brief flare of panic she felt at the heated lust raging in Samuel’s eyes. She sincerely hoped she wasn’t playing with the proverbial fire. A girl would have to be blind not to notice the stupendously erect cock inside his jeans, and from the look of wild lust shining in his eyes, Samuel was more than ready to explode at any given second.
The scent of tomatoes and meaty pasta wafted into the small living room from the kitchen. The normal, delicious scent helped her regain her equilibrium, and gather her nerves tightly under control. Sniffing appreciatively, she smiled as she turned back to her host, nerves fully under control.
“That smells delicious. I didn’t realize you could cook.”
Even though the grin Samuel gave her was half-hearted, it still took her breath away. Damn the man for being so sexy, I can’t keep on losing my mind every time he looks at me.
“Gramps made sure all four of us could cook. Insisted it was a life skill. That’s my infamous lasagna you smell. A rare treat indeed.”
Chloe smiled. “Well, I am truly appreciative. Let’s eat while we play, hmm?”
She slowly followed him into the small kitchen, prepared to help out in any way. She noticed the two dinner plates already set out with salads, and stood back to watch as Samuel put on oven mitts and withdrew a huge dish of lasagna from the oven. A flick of his wrist turned the gas off, and Chloe stared at the enormous dish.
“I really hope you’re eating most of that. It looks fantastic, but it would take me over a week to get through even half of that.”
Samuel chuckled. “I always make twice as much lasagna as I need. The kids always come over for leftovers—they can scent my lasagna from a mile away—and I, myself, enjoy eating it cold for breakfast or lunch the following day.”
Nodding, Chloe watched as he expertly sliced two large portions, and took the plate he offered her. With cutlery and napkins, she followed him back into the living room where a coffee table had been drawn up with the box of cards sitting in its middle.
She took her seat next to him on the couch, at the other end so they both had room to spread out a little and start their lasagna.
Chloe blew on it a moment, enjoying the fresh, steamy pasta smell. So very fresh from the oven, she knew intellectually it was too hot to eat, but it smelled too good to wait around for.
Blowing as daintily as she could onto the piece on her fork, she finally decided to risk burning her mouth and she took her first bite. Without even meaning to, she closed her eyes in ecstasy as the meat, tomato and parmesan mixed and melted on her tongue.
It was delicious! The pasta was soft but not limp, the tomato sauce accentuated the meaty bolognaise making it seem more hearty and richer. Cheese had been liberally strewn over the top and throughout the meaty sauce so it dripped over the side of the slice and meshed with her salad.
Altogether it was a decadent, delicious slice of lasagna, the best she had ever tasted.
Chloe swiped her tongue out to catch the parmesan as it threatened to drip out of her mouth. Picking up a fresh roll from the basket Samuel had carried over with him from the kitchen, she dunked it unceremoniously into the meaty sauce oozing out the side of her slice of lasagna.
Either Samuel had been given help, or he was the best lasagna maker she had ever met. Considering his pride in the dish, she felt it a fair bet to think he had made it from scratch himself.
After a number of mouthfuls, she managed, “This is fantastic. Is the recipe a family secret, or can you teach me it later?”
Samuel smiled. “It’s not exactly a secret, but it’s not written down, either. I can jot it down for you and try to show you another time.”
That said, they both dug back into their respective plates. All too soon she was full to bursting and had to sit back, placing her hand on her belly.
“If I eat another bite I’m going to explode, but it’s just so good I’m not sure I can help myself!”
Samuel was mopping up the last of his meat sauce with a crust of bread. He glanced up with a smile.
“I’ll take that as a compliment.”
“Oh, do! It was fantastic. I really want to eat more—but I’ll never be able to move again.”
Samuel swiped at the last of his sauce, and popped the crust into his mouth, chewing on it. Gallantly, he picked up her plate and, along with his own, carried them through into the kitchen where she heard the water running.
“Leave the dishes,” she called out. “I’ll do them after we let this meal settle down.”
In an instant she heard the water shut off. He came back through the door.
“Now there’s an offer I can’t refuse. I just wanted to rinse them before the sauce dries on the plates. Personally, I hate doing dishes.”
Chloe grinned. “I don’t mind cooking, but I don’t do it too often anymore, living alone. I usually prefer washing up after a really good meal. I just don’t think I’m capable of moving yet.”
Samuel grinned and sat on the opposite end of the couch. Bending forward, he brought the box of cards over to the edge of the table, so they both could reach into it easily. Chloe made herself comfortable, half turned towards Samuel on the couch.
“Shall we start, little girl? Now that we’ve both been fed, we can concentrate on other matters rather than our empty bellies.”
The grin he shot her was huge and sexy. “Ladies first,” he insisted, offering her the box of cards as if it were the Holy Grail, or Pandora’s box of sin and temptation.
Shooting him a cheeky grin, she smiled brightly. “Why, thank you, kind sir.”
Being careful to select a green-edged card, she withdrew one at random and eagerly sat back to see how the evening would begin.


Chapter Twelve
 
Samuel watched with growing lust and uncertainty as Chloe read and then reread her card. She seemed faintly shocked, but he could scent her lust and desire seeping from her very pores.
She smelled delicious to him. Fresh as the wind, yet with the faintly flowery, feminine scent that was sweet and uniquely hers. Overriding all these scents was the salty tang of her lust and cream.
He so wanted to spread her legs and taste her. It was a burning in his gut, an ache in his loins, and the fiercest craving he’d ever had, all wrapped up into the one package.
The pause dragged out until he could feel the pulse beat in his head and echo down in his cock. If she didn’t talk soon he’d go mad, he knew. After an eternity of lustful waiting, she cleared her throat.
“Uh, I’m not sure we can do this one—do you have shot glasses?”
Samuel blinked, startled and slightly confused. “Well, yeah. Why?”
Chloe finally raised her eyes and looked at them. A vortex of emotions swirled therein. He could read lust, excitement and a sparkle of mischief within her dark, deep brown eyes. He felt certain if he stared in their depths long enough he would be able to read her soul.
Without a single word, but with a mischievous, almost impish grin on her face she bent forward, her legs grazing his own much larger ones, and she handed him the small card she held.
He must drink a shot from between her breasts.
That single, oh-so-simple sentence had his cock so hard and long he feared he would come in his pants. Never, in all his life had he come in his pants. The images, the simple words and the erotic pictures they conjured in his head had his cock fit to bursting.
At this rate he would spew his seed far and wide before even entering Chloe’s lush heat. With an iron will, he pulled his thoughts away from sinking himself balls-deep into Chloe and stood up.
Silently commending himself for his strength of will, he muttered something vaguely along the lines of, “I’ll get the glasses”, and headed off into the kitchen. He needed the moment to splash cold water on his face and regroup anyway.
Pulling his jeans away from his engorged cock, he dared not touch himself for fear he would explode under the pressure.
“Don’t forget something to drink,” Chloe called out from the next room.
Picking up a bottle of vodka from his highest shelf—where much younger, busy and eager little hands couldn’t reach it—he snagged two shot glasses and headed back, determined to keep his control until Chloe was in the same state as himself.
Returning to the living room, sitting down on the edge of the couch, Samuel watched with undisguised desire as Chloe unbuttoned the top of her shirt. She bent forward to the table and poured half a glass full of the vodka, then carefully arranged the shot glass within her cleavage.
Grinning, she gingerly withdrew her hands, slowly, to make sure the glass was firmly entrenched between her beautiful breasts. The silk shirt still hid most of the mounds from his view, but the healthy show of cleavage was all his poor system could currently cope with.
If he could see any more of her silky smooth skin, if her scent was any further in his system, he would pull her down, tear the clothes from her sweet body and fuck her wildly until they both screamed and collapsed from exhaustion.
“Okay, you can go for it now, just be careful not to spill too much. I have a feeling spilled vodka on skin will become rather sticky.”
Nodding curtly, not trusting his voice to do anything but growl in sexual hunger, he held her waist steady. His hand easily cupped the rounded flesh, the sensation of palming her skin, even through the thin fabric of her shirt, had him incoherent in his lust.
He dipped his head, determined to drink the shot of vodka and leave her be.
His head bent down, angling between her breasts and he inhaled a pure shot of her scent. It invaded his system like a drug, made him higher than any steroid or amphetamine ever could. He closed his eyes, certain the color in the world just got that much brighter, that much more vivid.
Riding the wave of lust and painful pleasure, Samuel took a moment to gather himself.
Thrusting his tongue in an imitation of what his penis desperately wanted to do, he lapped at the vodka between her perfect breasts.
It was on his second foray he realized she wasn’t wearing a bra. Both her hesitancy, and her unwillingness to remove her shirt became clear. The knowledge that she was naked under the shirt had his cock hardening even more.
A dozen more laps and Samuel sat back. The vodka ran through his system, energizing him and making him even more lightheaded. Or maybe that was still her scent driving him wild.
Blinking, trying to clear his head, he poured the other shot glass half-full of vodka. Offering it to her, he insisted.
“It’s better we stay on an equal footing if we’re to be drinking. No chance of one of us taking advantage of the other that way.”
Removing the shot glass from between her breasts, Chloe smiled and left her shirt half-unbuttoned. As she swapped her empty glass for the full one he offered, she grinned. The shirt gaped, showing a slice of her delicious breasts.
“Sounds fair to me.”
With one smooth motion she poured the shot down her throat, swallowing the fiery liquid. Samuel gulped, imagining her swallowing his own seed with much the same casualness.
Carefully placing the shot glass on the table, he picked up a new green-edged card and sat back on the couch.
He hoped to hell “Fuck madly until you are both exhausted” was an option sometime soon, or he was likely to be a candidate for the funny farm before the night was out.


Chapter Thirteen
 
Chloe felt the burn of the vodka slide down her throat. She wasn’t a huge fan of the liquid, but there were much worse things to drink. She didn’t think there’d be much drinking going on through the night anyway. Samuel already looked drunk on lust—with luck she could make a move sooner or later and they could release some of the sexual tension crackling in the air.
She watched Samuel’s reaction to the new card. He seemed to think for a few moments, then smile, a very male, self-satisfied smile. He stood up, and walked into the kitchen, saying, “I’ll just be a second,” over his shoulder.
She sat back, curled her legs up underneath her. She pondered for a moment what his card might say. She heard the fridge door open and close, and his rattling around in cupboards.
Growing more and more intrigued, Chloe twisted around, hoping to catch a glimpse of the man in the kitchen. Not seeing anything through the small door, she turned back around.
A minute later she heard Samuel crossing back to the couch. He held a banana in his hand.
A banana?
Chloe resolved if she was to stick it anywhere near her body she would refuse. A girl had to draw the line somewhere.
He handed it to her and she looked suspiciously from it to the man.
“Eat that,” he commanded softly.
Eat it? Her brain echoed stupidly. After that huge supper? Ahhh…eat it and turn him on, be suggestive, she realized. She swallowed a giggle. This should be fun.
She snuggled into the couch cushions and watched Samuel. She expected him to sit back down, but he simply stood in front of her, almost vibrating with intensity.
“Go on, sit down, Samuel. I’ll make a little show of this for you.”
He stayed there a moment, clearly undecided, then nodded and sat back on the other end of the couch.
Chloe smiled and licked her lips, wetting them for the coming entertainment. She was a tad nervous, but really, it felt a little like “Truth or Dare”. How hard could it be to turn on an already impressively turned-on man? A little nibble and wiggle of the eyebrows and maybe he’d even be coming in his pants.
Chloe smiled at her strange thoughts.
This should be lots of fun.


Chapter Fourteen
 
Samuel watched his vixen lick her lips in anticipation. Was she simply wetting her mouth for the coming show, or was she already trying to drive him wild? Not that it mattered either way, he had been hard for nearly two days now—anything she did turned him on.
He fidgeted on the couch. His cock was being truly unruly and making his life miserable. With every twitch, every move, his cock pained him, reminded him how much he wanted this woman. He simply had to have her and damn the consequences. All he needed now was a break, an excuse, any reason to kiss her over and over again.
He watched, like a man in a trance, as her delicate fingers slowly broke open the skin of the banana. The soft cracking sound echoed through his head. All of his senses were heightened in his lust-crazed state. He could hear the faint tearing of the skin as she peeled it down the flesh of the fruit.
Samuel imagined her clothes would make a similar tearing sound as he shredded them from her body, revealing her soft satin skin to his eyes and mouth. Much like Chloe peeling the skin from the fruit revealed its soft flesh to her eyes and mouth.
Slowly, slowly, slowly she peeled the skin down, until finally the fruit was bared to her. Samuel licked his own lips, finding his mouth dry with anticipation.
For a minute, and then two, she turned the naked fruit this way and that, looking at it from all angles. Samuel could feel his heart pounding in his chest. Would she simply take a bite and ruin the fruit? Crushing it under her sharp little teeth? Or would she treat it with the respect and reverence it deserved?
Samuel shook his head. This was a banana, not his cock. The difference seemed blurred in his ultra-heightened state.
Second by second he felt the moment drag on, until finally she opened her mouth wide, jaws unlocking as far as they could, and with her teeth still protected by her soft, soft lips, Chloe lowered her mouth over the banana, closing her lips gently yet firmly over the fleshy fruit.
She held there a minute, and Samuel could feel his heart trying to pound through his chest. His blood raced through his veins, his breath came in short, sharp pants. Oh he was a goner. He craved the feel of those soft lips around his shaft, sucking gently as he could see her cheeks cave in from the suction she was giving that lucky banana.
He felt his face flush, whether in arousal or annoyance he couldn’t say. Annoyance that she was lavishing such affection and attention to a stupid piece of fruit, yet the arousal coursing through his system was a heady thing.
If she could give such pleasure to a piece of fruit, the pleasure she could give his cock would be astronomical.
His cock twitched in fierce agreement. Samuel could swear he felt a tiny pearl of seed spurt from his cock. He swallowed, mentally protecting himself for the sights to come.
So very slowly, Chloe raised her head, showing an inch, then two of the banana as she lifted her mouth, caressing the fruit all the way. Samuel swallowed. As a form of self-inflicted torture, there was nothing better.
He felt a lump form in his throat as she lifted her head, then swiped her tongue out to caress the fruit. Samuel felt sweat break out on his forehead.
Then fiercely, she opened her lips again and plunged her mouth back down the fruit.
Samuel gulped, imagining that silky smooth mouth plunging down around his cock. He would fist her hair in his hand, pull her closer, so she was as deeply embedded on his cock as possible, mouth, ass, cunt, anywhere and everywhere.
For the next few minutes, Samuel watched in awe, lust, and jealousy as Chloe gave head to the fucking banana. He wished with a painful desperation that it was his own massive staff receiving the attention.
Not that he could blame anyone but himself. He had insisted on playing this stupid game, he was the one who had gone off to get the banana instead of taking another card claiming he had none to perform the dare on.
Samuel sighed in frustration.
He was a complete moron.
Finally, driven completely bananas—he nearly howled at the pun, even his mind was against him—he leaned forward and grabbed the stupid piece of fruit from between her lips.
“Stop it! You’ll drive me insane.”
He grabbed the piece of fruit, wincing as Chloe closed her teeth over the end, tearing its tip off.
She smiled wickedly, chewing the tasty fruit. Samuel looked down at the now mangled phallus object and muttered a foul curse under his breath.
Standing up, adjusting his jeans, totally uncaring of Chloe sitting beside him, he stalked over to the kitchen and happily threw the offensive fruit away in the trash.
He stormed back into the living room and threw himself down on the couch, facing the woman who was driving him nuts.
She was happily chewing on the banana tip. She swallowed and grinned. “I hadn’t finished that.”
“You’re more than finished, woman. Go get the next card before I really lose my temper.”
Chloe clucked her tongue. “For someone who initiated this game, you’re an awfully sore loser.”
“Just get the card, Chloe, or we won’t be playing anymore.”
Putting a strong emphasis on the word “playing”, indicating how close to the breaking point he really was, he watched Chloe weigh her options. For a second, he hoped she would make the first move. After teasing him with that damned banana, he was in just the mood to wrestle with her, winning, for once, and then plunging his aching meat deep, deep inside her.
Luckily, or maybe unfortunately, after looking at him very carefully, she nodded once and bent forward to get another card.
Samuel sighed and wondered how long he could play the gentleman before his inner beast broke free and he simply bent her over the nearest surface and fucked her madly.
If the ache in his jeans could be taken as an indication, it wouldn’t be much longer.


Chapter Fifteen
 
Chloe read the card and tried to suppress her gleeful look. Samuel was fit to bursting, and with luck this would push him right over the edge.
Okay, so maybe she had gone a little far with the banana. But she didn’t want some tepid listless fucking from Samuel. He probably gave that to every other woman he came across. She wanted raw, fierce, primal loving. She wanted everything he had to give her, and maybe even a little more.
And so, she had resolved to push him to his absolute limit, to break his restraint. If she was only having a short time with him, she wanted it to be the absolute best it could be.
And here was her chance.
Determine her bra size.
There was only a handful—she snickered at the pun—of ways for a man to ascertain a lady’s bra size, and if she played her cards just right, they could end up determining far more than her 36-C status.
She carefully placed the card on the coffee table, face down, so she could drag out the moment.
Samuel eyed her warily, probably wondering what she was up to. She smiled and leaned back, thrusting her breasts up through the thin silk shirt.
Tilting her head to one side, she smiled seductively. “I hope you can ad lib, Samuel darling,” she purred, “because this is a good chance for you to answer some other questions you might have.”
He raised his eyebrow and looked very interested in what she had to say. “Do tell, vixen.”
Chloe smiled. “On the surface, it’s a very simple request. But I think we can both make the best of it. You, dear boy, must determine my bra size.”
Chloe watched his eyes narrow and hone in on her pert, definitely eager breasts. She could feel her nipples erect and scratch against the material of her shirt. For one very long minute they both sat there—Chloe waiting expectantly, Samuel gazing at her breasts.
Then, very, very slowly, he leaned forward.
Chloe sat still, eagerly waiting for Samuel to make his move. He paused above her, hands hovering within reach, but neither of them touching the ultra-sensitive tips of her breasts.
Samuel reached out one hand and undid the next button of her shirt. With a healthy amount of cleavage now exposed, Chloe found her breath accelerating.
Samuel bent his head, and through the thin silk, he took a mouthful of her breast. Wet heat encased her breast and Chloe found her back arching. Even through her shirt, she could feel the intense heat of his mouth, could feel the dampness seep through the silk.
She moaned at the hot sensations. Samuel sucked her breast, releasing some of the flesh but concentrating on her nipple. Chloe felt her nipple tighten and draw up even more as her back arched her breasts further up into his mouth.
Chloe pressed into him, desperate for more of his heat. She felt Samuel reach around her back, to support her and pull her closer into his embrace. The other hand slid inside her shirt to palm her other breast.
As Samuel sucked and sucked on her breast, Chloe felt her control snap. She needed to feel this man, needed more of his hot flesh for her to touch. She began to fumble with the belt of his jeans.
Without even bothering to lift his head from her breast, Samuel let go of her other breast and quickly tore her shirt apart. Lifting his head only long enough to remove the silk from around her chest, he bared her to his view and lowered his mouth back to her naked breast.
Chloe cried out. Her breasts were so sensitive it was unbelievable. She had thought his mouth hot through the silk of her blouse. Unprotected, his mouth was like a furnace. The pressure from his sucking sent electric shocks from her nipple through to her clit and down to her pulsing pussy.
Samuel sucked and sucked and as the pressure inside her increased and the minutes passed, Chloe felt her brain shattering. Screaming, she came, totally shocked.
Blinking and trying to catch her breath, Chloe looked up at Samuel. His face was flushed a deep red from his restraint, his breath was coming as fast as her own.
“Did I…? Did you…?” Chloe cleared her throat, trying to string a coherent sentence together.
A smug smile blossomed across his face. “Yeah, you did. Let’s do it again.”
Chloe smiled and started unbuckling his jeans again before he could distract her. Finally pulling the belt free, she unsnapped them, enjoying the feel of the silk boxers he wore.
He groaned as she pushed the thick material down his legs, and lifted himself up onto his arms so she could clear the jeans from his legs.
Grateful he wasn’t wearing shoes in the house to slow her down, she eyed the impressive length of leg and tight, taut buns showing through his boxers.
Before she could come back to dip her hands inside the silk boxers, he was tearing her own jeans from her body. Obviously in a rush, he pulled first one leg out, then the other. Chloe chuckled as he struggled to remove her shoes through the jeans.
“I’m not going anywhere, you don’t have to rush like this.”
“I don’t know about you, but I’ve been wearing my hard-on for more than two days. Time and restraint are not things I have in vast quantities right now.”
Chloe lay back down on the couch and let him strip her jeans from her.
“Well then, what are you waiting for? I’m already as wet as I can be.”
Samuel finally freed her legs and tossed the jeans casually aside.
“Ah darlin’, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet. I’m gonna make you so wet you’ll worry about dehydration.”
With that, he easily picked her up and headed off for his bedroom.


Chapter Sixteen
 
Samuel carefully deposited Chloe on his large bed. In nothing but a skimpy pair of blue panties, she looked luscious and willing. Exactly how he liked his women. In the back of his mind, he knew this was special, knew there was something more going on here. But he refused to think about it. He didn’t want to spoil the moment.
He would be forever grateful she arrived tonight dressed for seduction, as he wasn’t sure his noble gesture would have lasted through the night. Thankfully, neither would ever really know.
Stripping out of his boxers and pulling his shirt over his head, a split second later he joined Chloe down on his bed. She opened her arms to receive him and he felt like he finally had come home. Kissing her, he slid his tongue inside her mouth. Lapping her, he enjoyed her unique taste.
Keeping control of himself, Samuel stroked his hands up and down her arms, her sides. Trying desperately hard to go slow, he sensitized Chloe’s skin, hoping to steam her up just like he was, and about to explode.
He pulled his mouth from her, began to string nibbling kisses down her neck. So engrossed in keeping his restraint, he was shocked when Chloe grabbed his head and lowered him.
“What are you doing?” he growled against her skin.
“You’re going too slow. I thought you were a man of action.”
“Trying not to rush you,” he muttered.
When Chloe pulled her panties off and spread her legs wide, he nearly swallowed his tongue.
“Trust me, Sam, I don’t need slow right now. I need a good, hard fuck. Taste me, see how wet I am. Then decide for yourself.”
Unable to resist the temptation, he lowered his head to her neat curls and took a long lick.
Oh yeah, she was more than ready. Wet and moist and totally open to him, exactly as he had been fantasizing about for days now.
Samuel indulged himself a moment, licking and sucking at her damp, soft flesh. Chloe bucked her hips and moaned, enjoying his attentions. Each lick of her skin tasted like spicy honey, each buck of her hips drove him nearer to madness.
His boner would go down in personal history as the biggest, hardest hard-on he had ever experienced.
When he could stand it no longer and Chloe was tugging on his hair, he lifted himself up her body, laying soft, teasing kisses on her stomach.
“Was there something you wanted?” he teased.
He gasped and nearly came as she gently grabbed his cock in her hand. Resisting the urge to spend right there in her soft little hand, Samuel bit the inside of his cheek.
“Yeah,” she huskily murmured, his brain hardly registering his words, “there is something you have that I want. Wanna share?”
Samuel grinned around his grimace. So she wanted to play rough, huh? He pulled her legs together, surprising her. Flipping her over, he laid her on her stomach and pushed her legs up so her ass rode high in the air.
“Uh…Sam…?”
Ignoring her, he then spread her legs, so she could feel the slight pull of muscles just at her entrance. Doggy style was one of his favorite positions, and with one’s legs drawn right up, the muscles stretching, the pleasure was that much stronger.
“I’m always willing to share with you, little girl. Anything and everything I have.”
With those heated words whispered in her ear, he thrust himself inside her to the hilt. She cried out, her position intensifying the pleasure. Grabbing her thighs, Samuel very slowly, very gently, pulled her legs back a fraction.
He wanted to stretch her hips and buttock muscles, but not enough to cause her pain. When her groans and screams reached a certain pitch he stopped, and let himself pulse inside her.
Her pussy clenched him like a tight fist, her inner walls milking him, urging him onto his own release. Samuel gritted his teeth, and slowly began to pull out.
“Oh no! No, no, no, no, no,” Chloe muttered, barely lucid. When only his tip was lodged inside her, he held her hips and legs steady and plunged directly back in.
“Yes!” she screamed, nearly sobbing with the pleasure.
Over and over he plunged into her, in and out, in and out. Until finally her walls started contracting around him, squeezing his breath from his lungs.
Once more, he promised himself, let him hold on for Chloe one more time. Obviously his vixen had other ideas. As she came, she tightened her own muscles, causing the pressure on his cock to increase and his own control to snap.
Grabbing her hips much harder than he had intended, he held her in position and plunged inside her, erupting within two strokes.
Over and over he came, until he felt his seed trickling out her pussy and down his own thighs. He filled her, both physically and with his seed.
Exhausted, they both collapsed on the bed.


Chapter Seventeen
 
Man, thought Chloe, if that was fast and out of control, I can’t wait till he really tries to fuck me hard and long.
Stretching her legs she felt the age-old twinge of a well-fucked woman. Grinning, she looked up at Samuel. The color in his face was dying down, and neither of them was panting quite so hard anymore.
She let her eyes roll over his face. He was staring at the ceiling, seemingly in shock, so she let her gaze linger.
He was certainly handsome—all the Rutledge men were—but there was something extra that drew her to this particular brother. Chloe assumed it had nothing to do with him being the single one, but more to do with the electric feeling in the air when they shared the same space.
As she pondered this feeling and its possible ramifications, Samuel turned onto his side and looked at her. Gently, he began to caress her cheek.
“I’m sorry.”
She blinked, wondering if she had only caught the second half of his comment.
“Sorry? Huh? About what?”
Samuel continued stroking her cheek. If he kept that up she’d jump him for real this time… Hmmm…she pondered.
“I meant to take you more slowly,” he continued to stroke her cheek, moving up to her hairline where he started running his long fingers through her hair. “I meant to make this last longer.”
Chloe rolled out from under his arm and sat on her knees. The bed was huge, she realized as she looked around. Ducking the hand he reached out, she knelt between his legs, nudging them wider apart.
She watched him grin and preen.
“Something on your mind, love?”
She grinned back. “Something,” she agreed.
Bending down, she inhaled his musky scent. She could smell her own lighter scent on his skin, and in a strange way that pleased her. She could smell their sweat and commingled juices, all overlaid by Samuel’s unique, masculine scent.
She bent her head in an imitation of what Samuel had previously done to her, and nuzzled his lightly furred balls. She saw him clench his fists next to her on the sheets, saw the slight arching of his back.
It amused her to see the power she held over him. Yet strangely at the same time it created a warm fuzzy feeling deep inside her chest. Firmly, she pushed that thought aside. No sense in going there.
Letting his soft hair rub over her nose and cheek, she inhaled him deeper into her system.
After a moment of enjoying this, she let her tongue trail oh-so-lightly around his soft skin, now slightly firmer, around his balls.
Licking them and toying with him with her tongue, she indulged herself for a moment, before quickly encasing him in her mouth. For just a moment, she enjoyed the strange sensation of sucking a man’s balls. Never having done it before, it was strange, but fun at the same time.
After a minute of rolling the strange sac around her mouth, being careful to keep her teeth away from the delicate skin, she removed her mouth. A groan of disappointment slipped from Samuel’s mouth, but before he could complain she quickly enveloped his half-erect cock in her mouth instead.
Warm and damp, she sucked tightly on him, creating exquisite pressure while gently sheathing her teeth. When Samuel groaned, sounding as if he were about to die of pain, she loosened her suction slightly.
“No!” he cried out. “Don’t stop! Please!”
Realizing it was a pleasurable pain, Chloe instantly returned her mouth’s pressure, twice as hard. Bobbing her head slightly, and licking as much of the head as she could reach with her tongue, Chloe enjoyed the salty, manly taste of Samuel’s pre-cum, mixed with their fluids from earlier. It was a strange taste, yet oddly pleasant.
As she felt Samuel harden to rock-like proportions, she felt some indescribable emotion well up inside her.
She had come here this weekend to work out what her heart’s passion was, what her life passion could become. While teaching certainly fulfilled part of that passion, Chloe had the strange sensation that this also was a part of her destiny.
She felt such a connection to Samuel, had felt this connection since Mary’s wedding where she had first met the man.
Sucking him and gently fisting his huge length in her much smaller hand gave her such a feeling of power, of satisfaction. She took him further into her mouth, determined to swallow as much of him as possible without making a fool of herself and gagging.
She smiled around his huge thickness as she decided to use the intimate knowledge of Samuel’s fantasies to seduce him into a willing love slave. If she could fall head over ass in love with him, then the least he could do would be to return the favor.
Now, what was that fantasy he described? Ah yes, a wanton, beautiful woman astride him, taking her own pleasure from him, on top of him, and giving him immense pleasure in return.
Chloe snickered.
Piece of cake.
She grinned as her inner wanton unfurled and took over her mind.
Relaxing her throat muscles and inhaling deeply through her nose, Chloe took Samuel even deeper down her throat. Sucking tightly and letting her tongue caress the throbbing veins along his shaft, she mentally plotted her next move.
Let the games begin.


Chapter Eighteen
 
Samuel closed his eyes and tried not to writhe in pleasure. Chloe had virtually swallowed his whole shaft—no mean feat—and the pleasure her tongue was giving him, not to mention the suction she wielded like a pro, was going to be the end of him. His balls were tight and fit to burst, and in about a nanosecond he would be shooting his seed down her throat.
Before he could reach that incredible peak, however, Chloe continued fisting his shaft, but removed her warm, wet, indescribable mouth.
“No…” he gasped, totally out of breath from the pleasure, “please don’t! Chloe, don’t leave me here!”
He, who prided himself on his control and skills between the sheets, was reduced to begging. If he wasn’t so in love with the girl he might resent the power she wielded over him.
When he could breathe again, think coherently without desperately craving to drag her underneath him and fuck her raw, he intended to seduce her and keep her here with him—somehow. It was a problem for later.
“Patience, Samuel, I thought big-shot private eyes knew how to be patient.”
Samuel choked on his laughter. “My dear, no man alive is patient when having his cock sucked so perfectly. Anyone who says differently is either bragging or an outright liar.”
“Hmmm…” she murmured, her face lost in contemplation. Samuel stared at her, at the angles of her face, at the dark, soulful brown of her eyes, and the blonde highlights in her hair. While lost in the lust of his thoughts, he barely noticed Chloe sitting upright. When she began to stroke his shaft again, oh-so-lightly, he writhed in the pleasure.
“Do you remember what you said one of your favorite fantasies was?”
Samuel nodded his head, too caught up in the sensations to verbalize a response.
“I think it’s only fair of me to make one of them come true for you. So hold on tight.”
With that, she angled his cock just right, so she could impale herself on him. They both moaned, him in abject pleasure as his shaft was embraced in her tight, wet heat, her at the incredible hardness and pressure from the different angle.
She sat down fully on him, and he stared up at her. The warm lamplight made the blonde in her brown hair come out, cast a glow on her skin. He reached up and noticed his hands were shaking slightly. He palmed her breasts and enjoyed their smooth softness.
She sat up slightly, pulling away from him and replaced his hands with her own. Enchanted, he let his hands fall away and stared like a man possessed.
Slowly, she began to ride him, up and down, up and down, creating friction and the best sort of pleasure a man could hope to receive. She played with her breasts, tweaking the nipples already standing out for attention. Up and down, up and down she rode, driving him out of his mind.
Samuel felt the pressure begin to build yet again, but this time was determined she find her ultimate pleasure as well.
“It’s better,” he panted, “if you angle yourself like this.”
And with that he held her hips just a moment and turned her slightly, so he could penetrate her deeper.
She cried out, her hands falling away from her breasts as she grabbed his waist for stability.
“Oh my, yes,” she panted. “That is definitely a better angle. It’s amazing how deep your knowledge of a woman’s anatomy is.”
Holding his waist for the new angle, she lifted herself and rushed back down onto his huge shaft. Moving faster now, not so intent on teasing anymore, she worked them both faster, sweat beginning to bead on her flushed skin.
“I can feel you so deeply, Samuel. This is incredible!”
“Move faster, Chloe. I’m burning up here.”
Grunting and moaning, they both moved together in synch. The sound of flesh hitting flesh, their panting breaths, filled the small room, and Samuel worried he would explode before Chloe could find her own satisfaction.
Thankfully, when he began to think of taking control of their lovemaking, Chloe threw her head back and moaned from deep in her throat. He felt her walls contracting around him and he sat up to get as deeply as possible inside her. Put off-balance, she grabbed his back, holding onto him so she wouldn’t fall.
In a single motion once her contractions eased, he laid her back and came down on top of her, thrusting himself the entire way up inside her. Finally able to release himself, he came in a single thrust. Yelling his release, he spent himself inside her, and collapsed, completely exhausted.
After a moment, Chloe wriggled and he turned onto his side. Gently, he stroked her sweat-slicked skin, enjoying the soft, satiny feel of her.
“That was fantastic. Thank you, Chloe-girl.”
She smiled.
“You gotta stop stroking me,” she mumbled, her eyes still closed. “I’m tired, I don’t have your stamina. Let me nap a bit and wake me later.”
Still stroking her, he kept his touch light to let her ease into sleep. He certainly would wake her later, but being a true gentleman, he let her sleep for now. After two rocketing orgasms, he could afford to let her sleep.
For half an hour or so.


Chapter Nineteen
Early Sunday Morning
 
Chloe sat in the tiny café and sipped her cup of English Breakfast tea. Eyeing the full pot in front of her, she hoped she wouldn’t burst if she drank the lot. Tea had a tendency to soothe her and help her think, something she needed a lot of right now. The only problem with drinking tea and thinking was as soon as one stopped drinking, one had to rush to the nearest restroom.
She looked outside the café windows at the weak sun trying to shine through the morning fog. She had a feeling the fog would burn off as the day wore on, and the thought of sitting out in the newly weeded garden in the sun made her feel a little lighter, but really her mind was on other things.
Last night had been so full-on, so intense she had felt the need to be alone for an hour or two this morning. It had seemed every time one or both of them had turned around they were caressing each other, Samuel would be suckling her nipples or she would be stroking his shaft.
She had no problem with their intense lovemaking—it was more she needed a breather, needed to clear her head. With Samuel thrusting inside her, or even laying calmly beside her in his huge bed, everything was jumbled. She couldn’t possibly think straight.
And so she had pleaded exhaustion—which was truth—and decided to take a drive. She hadn’t gone with any direction or intention, she just needed some air. She had ended up back in the small village she recalled passing on her way to Mary and Dominic’s cabin.
A few small shops and a scattered bunch of houses made up the small village. She remembered wishing she could stop at the café for a bite to eat on first passing through, but it had been closed at the late hour she passed.
Now seemed the perfect time to pop in and drink a cup of tea and contemplate the world.
Sighing, she took another sip, wondering where the waitress had gone off to. It was admittedly quite early in the morning, but looking around the shop, Chloe realized it was just she and a very old looking woman sitting over in the other corner of the shop. No one else could be seen.
As her eyes fell on the old woman she lifted a hand and waved Chloe over to her. Mentally shrugging, she picked up her cup and the pot of tea and headed over. Even though she really wanted to think her situation through, conversely she didn’t really feel like being alone.
Chloe grinned. Sometimes she just couldn’t be pleased.
Setting the pot down in the middle of the old lady’s table, Chloe gently put her cup down and sat opposite the lady. Noticing the other diner’s empty cup, she offered, “Would you like a nice hot cup of English Breakfast, ma’am? I have a pot here.”
The old crone smiled happily. Her eyes were the very palest blue Chloe had ever seen, and very slightly cloudy. The sparkle inside them, however, was sharp.
“I would love a cup, dear. That silly young chit has gone out back to talk to her lover, so it will be a while before she gets back.”
Chloe happily poured the other woman a cup of tea, grateful to be sharing the huge pot.
“I’m so glad, I was wondering how I would drink the lot of it. I’m Chloe by the way—Mary Rutledge’s cousin.”
“I know who you are, dear. I’m Old Mona. Been around these parts forever. You’re that rascal Samuel’s mate, aren’t you?”
Chloe blinked, not knowing what to say and still be polite. Taking a sip of tea instead, she pondered her responses. Old Mona seemed like such a nice old woman, she didn’t want to upset her by trying to explain the more modern concept of taking a lover.
“Umm…I’m more of a casual acquaintance actually.”
Mona waved her hand as if to cast the lie from the air.
“Oh posh! You’re not merely lovers. Women have been taking on lovers for centuries, my dear. There’s nothing new in that. But finding a mate, now that is a rarer occasion. Particularly finding one’s True Mate, one’s heart’s passion. That takes a mixture of patience, determination, and pure luck.”
Chloe felt a niggling worry at the term “True Mate” and “Heart’s Passion”. It was well and good to realize she finally had found a heartfelt passion for teaching, and wanted to truly make her career out of it. But to associate such strong terms to a man who had easily had over a hundred lovers in his life, and had never felt the need to commit to any of them, that was a lot scarier.
Almost as if she had read her mind, Mona put down her cup of tea and leaned forward. Chloe had the distinct impression the old woman wished to shake her like a silly five-year-old.
“Don’t be crazy, my dear. Men have always played the field, or ‘sowed their wild oats’ as we called it in my day. Once they find The One, they settle down and become respectable men, or a whole lot more respectable than the rogues they were. All those Rutledge boys have turned out beautifully, even if they were hellions as children and teenagers. Everyone despaired of them when they caroused well into their late twenties and in Dom and Samuel’s case—early thirties.”
The old lady shook her head, but Chloe noticed a twinkle in her eye.
“Only their Grandpa Zach and I didn’t worry about them. Those boys had been through enough—they deserved their time. And both he and I remembered well how one’s True Mate merely pops up when one least expects it. You can’t force something like that. We knew that sooner or later those boys would meet their match, and who were we to try and force them down a path they didn’t want?”
Chloe frowned, only understanding a bit of the conversation, and not having a clue where it was leading.
“And so, young lady, you have some decisions to make.”
“Me?” she queried.
Mona rolled her eyes, not unlike how Mary often did when she was being most dense.
“No, the ghostly spirit over there in the corner. Of course you, girl!” With the way this conversation was going, Chloe turned around to look behind her, half expecting some ghostly specter to be fluttering in the corner. Thankfully for her sanity, nothing was there.
“Well,” she started, feeling strangely safe talking to this woman, “I had expected to take some time out up here. I needed to find a passion for something in my work. I’ve been casting about for years now, just flitting from one job to the other. None of them really touched me, deep in here,” she rested one hand over her chest, near her heart.
Feeling a bit silly, she picked up her cup and sipped her tea again. Realizing the cup was empty, she poured another, refilling Mona’s at the same time.
Carefully replacing the half-empty pot, she lifted the thin china to her lips and took a sip.
“While weeding yesterday, I finally hit upon teaching. I subbed for a friend last semester, and really liked it, but I think I’d prefer the younger kids. Get them to love learning and teach them how to deal with life and all it throws at you. I really think it could be a passion, but at the same time I’m not sure if I should go back to college to get the diploma.”
Mona nodded as she drank her tea, patiently waiting for her to work through her thoughts.
Chloe squirmed, instinctively knowing what Mona was waiting for.
“I feel very deeply for Samuel… Umm…he’s a great guy…but…umm…”
Mona put her cup down and rolled her eyes.
“Oh for goodness sake, girl! The youth of today! He won’t bite you, not unless you ask nicely. He’s an upstanding, decent man. He’s certainly half in love with you, and quite possibly pacing his floor as we speak trying to convince himself to take a risk on you. It’s a bit different for us wolves. We feel the mateship bond a lot more intensely than you humans do. We can’t just put it off or talk ourselves out of it.”
Obviously picking up on how rattled Chloe was becoming, the old lady sat back and picked up her tea again. Sipping it thoughtfully, she started again.
“How about we make a deal? You think about whether you can take a chance on the boy, and give him a chance when he talks to you?”
Chloe chuckled and drank the last of her tea. “Are you considered the town’s matchmaker?”
Mona chuckled, obviously picking up the teasing quality in her voice.
“Not at all child, I’m considered the Pack’s interfering old lady. I don’t limit myself merely to matchmaking. I interfere in every aspect of their lives. I grouch when they don’t eat properly, when they carouse and make fools of themselves, and when the young ones don’t treat their passing fancies right.”
Chloe laughed outright. Pouring the remaining tea into their now empty cups, she replaced the pot and sat back.
“I bet the Rutledge men just loved you!”
The old lady chuckled, the gleam in her eye more pronounced.
“Those young lads still cringe and stand taller when they see me coming. They fix their jeans when they’re with their mates and inevitably hold their babies so I can’t demand a hello kiss. They’re a big bunch of babies. Their wives are good girls though, your Mary included. They spoil me rotten, and the babies are gorgeous.”
Chloe smiled and was going to ask a few questions, when Mona put her cup down.
“Well, I’d best be off back home. Tom and Zach will be dropping by soon to make sure my cupboards aren’t bare. Silly things, as if I’d ever starve!”
Chloe helped the old lady stand, anxiously fluttering around her.
“Are you sure you don’t want a lift home, or I could do some shopping for you, if you’d prefer?”
“Posh, don’t be silly girl. You go back and think over what I’ve said. There’s a lot there you need to go over, and a lot you need to organize before your cousin comes back tomorrow, hmm?”
Chloe smiled and wondered where Mona had heard when Mary was coming home. Mona turned around after a few steps.
“Oh, I nearly forgot. The reason I asked you over was to tell you the local town, back down that track a ways, is looking for an elementary teacher. Nothing full-time. The local school closed down years ago—so all the kids head off into the city to learn. As there’s so many from around these woodland parts, they try to keep the teachers of the babies local. It was just a thought, but I think you’d have made it on your own. Just wanted to let you know.”
With that the old woman exited the café and hobbled across the street. Chloe sat back down and stared at the empty cups. The local school was looking for a new teacher?
She hadn’t thought to inquire around the local area; she hadn’t thought she would be staying. Now she had a head full of questions and no idea where to start.
The waitress chose that moment to come back into the café, rather rumpled and her bun askew. Looking faintly flushed and very satisfied, she headed over.
“Oh, I’m glad you shared your tea with Old Mona, she doesn’t get out much and really enjoys talking people’s ears off. I hope she didn’t freak you out, she’s a little weird.”
Chloe smiled a bit frostily, feeling very protective of the old woman.
“Not at all, she’s the sanest person I’ve spoken to in months.”
Handing over a few bills and some change, she stood up. The waitress looked a bit embarrassed.
“I just meant she sometimes weirds out the outsiders.”
“Ah, but I’m not exactly an outsider. I’m a cousin of the Rutledges.”
Suddenly the waitress was looking her over carefully.
“You’re house-sitting for Mary and Dom, aren’t you?” she nodded as if confirming something in her own mind. “That explains it.”
Losing the thread of the conversation, once again, Chloe smiled and figured it was way beyond time to finish her shopping and head back. She had a special dinner to prepare and a seduction to plan.
Saying goodbye to the waitress, she headed over to the small grocery store, hoping to score a few deals for the dinner she had planned.


Chapter Twenty
 
Chloe lifted the Dutch oven’s lid and gave one last stir to her beef goulash. She was expecting Samuel to arrive any minute now and she wanted everything to be ready before they started tonight. As she dipped her knife into the large pot, she felt that womanly pride as the beef fell apart at the slight touch. It was cooked to perfection. The potatoes were soft and just fine. She turned the heat down to a low simmer and placed the knife in the sink to be washed.
Pleased with herself and the way her meal turned out, Chloe turned around to open the fridge door. There was a knock at the front door just as she was lifting the large bowl of tossed salad out of the fridge.
“I’ll be there in a second!” she called out. Placing the bowl on the counter, she wiped her hands on a towel and crossed over to the door. As she swung it open she saw Samuel on her front porch, sniffing the air appreciatively.
“Ever thought to be a cook?” he greeted her. She stepped back and smiled.
“Nope. I couldn’t bear to work in a boiling hot kitchen day in, day out. That and it’s too cutthroat working your way up. Far too many secrets, and tempers, and jealousy in a kitchen. You know the saying—too many cooks and all that.”
“Mmm…I brought the game.”
Chloe waved a hand to the small coffee table. “Just leave it there, I figured you’d want to eat first. I cooked up a huge amount, I know you so well.”
She was startled when he bent over her, carefully holding her chin still so he could lean down to kiss her. The tenderness she felt in the kiss, the gentle, almost sweet exploration of her mouth had her flush with surprise.
This wasn’t a simple hey-there-good-to-see-you sort of kiss. No. This was more of a missed-you-like-crazy-why-did-you-take-so-long style of kiss. An affirmation of the night they had spent together as well as an indication of more to come.
Chloe felt quite dazed as he pulled away. Blinking, she tried to gather her thoughts. She had planned to feed the man, make sure he was comfortable and then tell him her plan to talk to the local school principal and submit a request to teach in the local school. As their relationship was barely a weekend old, she hadn’t thought it much of his business whether she left or stayed.
That kiss, however, showed her he was more than interested in what her plans were, as well as his intention to stay in her life. She had had every intention of continuing their relationship—but it seemed as if he was moving a little faster than she had anticipated.
She had thought of maybe renting a cabin in the region somewhere, dating the man for a few months. Having a normal, ordinary courtship to see if they worked well together.
What was it Mona had said?
Ah, yes. “We feel the mateship bond a lot more intensely than you humans do. We can’t just put it off or talk ourselves out of it.”
For a split second, Chloe worried that Samuel was moving too fast. She was brought back to reality, however, when he pulled her ponytail gently.
“Hey there, little girl! Don’t freak on me, it was just a kiss.”
Chloe laughed and shook her head. She was being silly. “Go and sit down before my goulash burns. I’d never forgive you for that. It would be so embarrassing.”
Samuel grinned cheekily. “Hey, it wasn’t me staring off into space, looking ready to bolt, and chewing on my lower lip.”
Chloe shrugged off his teasing and went to serve the dinner.
* * * * *
When Samuel finally rested his fork on his plate and sat back with a satisfied sigh, Chloe breathed a sigh of relief. For a moment there she had worried he would want fourths, and while there was a small amount of the goulash left, there wasn’t enough to fill his plate a fourth time. He had inhaled his huge first serving, automatically checking if she wanted seconds and heading back into the kitchen to replenish his plate.
After a second serving of both the goulash and salad, mopping up the remaining gravy with the last crust of the French roll she had bought them, he had held up his plate in an imitation of Oliver Twist.
“Please, miss. I would greatly appreciate some more.”
Chloe had taken in her own empty dish, leaving it to soak in the sink, and heaped his plate a third time. Thinking to teach him a lesson, she had filled the plate, as full as she had the first time, nearly—but not quite—emptying the large pot.
Seeing his eyes light up as she placed the plate in front of him, she had marveled how such a lithe, slim man could pack away such a vast quantity of food.
She had debated for a moment if she should warn him of the ice cream and cream puffs she had picked up for dessert, but as she wouldn’t be able to squeeze a bite more in, she figured to leave it for later.
They had talked politely over dinner. She had explained about her previous careers, how nothing had really grabbed and held her attention until she had found teaching. But far more interestingly, Samuel had opened up about his work as a private investigator.
She found it so interesting, the security work he did with his brothers, how in the beginning when he had been building his reputation and starting out, he had followed around cheating spouses and proving false claims.
He insisted much of it was incredibly boring—paperwork, research, and very little action. But she was still entranced by the work. He had laughed when she divulged she had learned to pick locks from a former boyfriend back in high school.
“Finally full?” she teased as she grinned at him.
He patted his totally flat stomach. “Gotta keep my energy up. You certainly wouldn’t want me to falter and run out of energy at a critical time, would you?”
Chloe laughed as she picked up his plate. “No. I certainly wouldn’t want you to deflate at the wrong moment.”
Chuckling, she rinsed his plate and placed it in the sink to soak with the other dishes.
Walking back into the main room, she was surprised to find him already sitting on the couch, arm spread out, inviting her to sit right beside him.
“Eager tonight, are you?” she laughed.
“Come on, we have stuff to do. Don’t want to waste all that warmth and energy that delicious meal gave me.”
Laughing, she sat next to him and relaxed into his warm chest. When his arm gently curved around her, she felt as if she had finally come home.
“You mentioned how much you enjoyed teaching. Are you going to continue it, even though your subbing is finished?”
She leaned back to look up to him.
“I met this really wonderful old woman at the café today. Mona. She said there was a need for an elementary teacher in the local school back in the main town. It’s a fairly short distance from here, only about an hour. I might rent an apartment in the city, or maybe a cabin halfway between here and the town, so I can be closer to Mary. Matthew is already in town, and will be heading back off to college again soon.”
She shrugged. “I’m not sure they’ll even hire me, but I really think I’d enjoy it. I think I’ve finally found where my passion lies.”
Samuel started nuzzling her neck. She giggled as he growled and gently nipped her neck.
“Surely not all your passion is in teaching kids?”
Giggling, she wriggled, trying to escape out of his arms. He tightened his hold and continued nipping her neck, insisting on a response.
“Well, I seem to have a lot of other passion for one long, thick, warm object. But at the moment the teaching is looking really promising.”
Laughing outright as he growled and rolled them both onto the floor, she wriggled as he trapped her body underneath his own much larger one.
“Only teaching is looking promising, huh? What do you say we go back to playing Dominic’s card game?”
Without lessening the pressure on her, he lifted one arm up, felt around until he held the small box of cards, and pulled off the lid.
Only a single card was inside the box. It had a red border, with “Advanced: for those who dare” emblazoned on it.
Chloe sobered up, her laughter dying away. She had a funny feeling about this.
Samuel sat up, sitting on his knees on the floor and offered her the box, looking incongruous with its solitary card inside.
Chloe reached out to take the card, idly noticing her hand shook very faintly as she reached for the card. Picking it out, she turned it over.
I love you. You are my heart’s passion, Chloe. Marry me. Please.
The script was not the typed print of the other cards. Obviously the game had come with a number of red-rimmed cards that were blank, for the man or woman to fill in themselves.
The bold, masculine script could only be Samuel’s.
Chloe looked up to the man who sat opposite her. Opening her mouth, she tried to form words. Nothing would come. She was so totally shocked.
Samuel stared at her, his beautiful blue eyes piercing her with his intensity.
“It’s simple, Chloe. I love you. I think I fell in love with you at Dom and Mary’s wedding. I just didn’t want to admit that such a young, willowy woman could bring me to my knees. I want to help you reach your dreams, want you to realize all your passions, particularly those of your heart. But most of all, I want to be your heart’s passion.”
Chloe felt a tear trickle down her face. Sitting up she threw her arms around Samuel.
“Oh my, that was the most beautiful proposal. You are my heart’s passion, Samuel. Your fantasies make me so hot I want to bring each and every one true. I want to come home from school to see your smiling, cheeky face. Yes. I’ll marry you.”
With a groan, he swept her close for a soul-searing kiss. Plucking the card from her hand, he let it drop to the floor and rolled them over so she was astride him.
“Ride me, baby,” he groaned. “Ride me until we both burst.”
Eagerly, they stripped each other until they were both naked. Chloe pumped his cock with her hand, once, then twice. As a tiny pearl of pre-cum squeezed out of his tip, she murmured and bent down to lick it up. Rolling it around in her mouth, she reached up and kissed him firmly on his mouth, letting him taste their mingled essence.
“Please, baby,” he groaned, tilting his hips suggestively at her.
Grinning, she teased his nipple.
“Patience,” she intoned.
“Fuck patience,” he muttered, bending his head to take her nipple in his mouth. She gasped at the shock that ran through her body. She felt the world moving, and realized it was only Samuel rolling her underneath him, pushing aside the coffee table with a loud thunk, so they didn’t hit their heads at a busy moment. Laughing, she caressed his shaft and balls.
“What happened to me riding you?”
“Next time,” he promised.
With one, fierce thrust, he was inside her, both of them moaning in pleasure. Chloe stroked the delicate skin between his shaft and balls, and he lightly fingered her clit. She was amazed at how quickly she felt herself spinning out of control. Before she could even catch her breath she felt her head arch back into the rug, her back bow out and the climax tear through her.
A split second later, Samuel was shouting, thrusting even deeper inside her, his seed erupting deep inside her.
He collapsed on top of her and they panted, catching their breaths. Chloe resolved to turn him over as soon as her lethargic muscles would move.
The air was pierced by the shrill ringing of the phone. Chloe frowned.
What the hell?
She looked at Samuel, who shrugged.
“No one knows I’m here. It’s not for me.”
“But no one knows I’m here either.”
Lifting himself up on one arm, cursing at the coffee table, Samuel looked around until he saw the phone on a small table by the window. Getting up, uncaring of his nudity, he picked it up.
“Hello?”
Chloe could hear a feminine voice on the other end. She sat up, wondering who on earth it could be. Before she could wonder and begin to panic, Samuel laughed out loud.
“Really? What were the two of you doing this time?”
More talking from the other voice.
“Ahh…I understand. Yeah, she’s here, hang on.”
Samuel crossed back over to her, taking the cordless phone with him. He sat back down on the soft carpet and handed her the phone. He mouthed the word, “Mary”. Understanding dawned, and then embarrassment set in.
“Uh…hi, Mar. How’s the dirty weekend going?”
“Pathetically. Never make love out in the rain. It’s romantic, but messy as hell and now Dominic has a bad cold. We’re coming back tonight. I take it you’ve had an interesting weekend yourself?”
Pretending to misunderstand, Chloe agreed.
“Oh yes. I’ve decided to do elementary teaching. There’s an opening back in town. It’s not that far from you, and Matthew is back there after all.”
Mary laughed. “Fine. Be that way. Can you spend the night at Samuel’s?”
Chloe looked over at him, and drew a quick breath as he started sucking her nipple again, waggling his eyebrows in a comical manner.
“Umm…probably. I think we’re going to get married a little later.”
Mary laughed.
“Just wait until I tell Dom. He owes me twenty bucks now.”
Chloe frowned.
“Huh?”
“We knew something was up at the wedding. I said it was love, Dominic insisted it was lust and Samuel would forget it. I gave you both ten months to work it out, so I win the money. I’ll split it with you. If you get married within six months, I get a further fifty.”
Chloe laughed.
“I’ll think about it. We haven’t set a date yet, but it’s a pretty safe bet to be within six months. You owe me a night on the town, maybe something new and exotic for the Hen’s Night.”
Samuel jerked his head back and frowned menacingly, waggling his finger in a comical manner. Just to tease him, Chloe continued over Mary’s voice.
“Maybe we can call in a few favors. I hear there are some fantastic strippers in town. We can work out the details later.”
As Samuel reached out to grab the phone, she laughed again. “Gotta run, see you tomorrow.”
Pressing the end button, she hung up as Mary protested.
Grinning hugely, she explained to Samuel.
“Your brother bet Mary that it was just lust between us. She bet him twenty bucks we’d be together within ten months, and an extra fifty bucks that we’d be married six months after that. Surely you can’t blame me for their deal?”
“No,” he growled as he rolled onto his back and pulled her on top of him, “but you’re not to go to a bar, and you certainly aren’t going to see any damned exotic stripper. You realize we’re the only ones who haven’t met in a bar? I don’t want to tempt fate. Anyway, if you want to see a stripper I’ll be happy to oblige you.”
Chloe smiled and bent down to kiss him. She had months to talk him around if she chose to.
“You’re my passion, Samuel. There’s no need to worry. We can work it out later. Right now, there’s a certain fantasy I recall you mentioning. Something about a woman pleasuring herself as well as her partner…”
“Mmm,” he agreed, “later sounds good. So does that fantasy, but right now I have a much deeper need to be inside you, not being teased out of my mind.”
Chloe smiled, letting him have his way this time. She didn’t protest when Samuel lay her down on the soft rug, covering her body with his own. He dipped his head to her pussy, kissing her in the most intimate way a man can, and then raised himself to cover her again.
Kissing her mouth this time, he shared their mingled tastes with her. Chloe enjoyed the tangy yet sweet taste of them joined. It soothed her. She arched as his wicked hands began stroking her. Her sides, teasingly over her breasts, he warmed her with his intimate, knowing touch.
When he moved his head down to the juncture between her neck and shoulder, she moaned. Like most women, she was particularly sensitive around there.
She felt shocked when she felt a tiny sting of sharp teeth, then a soothing, warm laving of his tongue. She felt…filled by Samuel, but not in a sexual sense. It was as if he had left a part of himself in the small bite.
“What…?”
Samuel lifted his hand to her ear. “I marked you, love, mingled our essences and souls. We belong to each other.”
Raising an eyebrow, not sure if he was being poetic or dead serious, Chloe decided to let it ride for now. There was something much harder that she wanted.
Deciding enough foreplay had occurred, they could always take it slowly next time, she assured herself, she gently took a hold of his cock. Lightly teasing him, running her slightly cold hands up and down the hot shaft, she snickered at his hastily indrawn breath.
“You don’t want to get me started too quickly, baby,” he warned.
“Wanna bet?” she teased.
“Fine, don’t blame me then,” he replied, turning her over onto her hands and knees. Chloe arched her back so she wiggled her ass at him. She was dripping and more than ready for playtime to begin.
With no more caresses, no preliminaries, Samuel thrust balls deep inside her. Chloe arched even more, cried out, and without thought closed her eyes. The pleasure radiated out from her and she couldn’t believe how intensely she felt Samuel filling her from this position. Just his first simple thrust had her feeling the beginnings of her orgasm just out of reach.
It started in the pit of her stomach, the growing, electric feelings of the wave of satisfaction. It hovered just a moment out of reach, until Samuel withdrew himself slightly, and then plunged back in.
Chloe felt shocked, surprised really, as his second thrust was enough to push her over. She tightened her muscles, squeezed her ass and stomach, and made her insides squeeze his cock.
She assumed it worked as Samuel let out a low, almost painful-sounding groan and held her hips tightly as he plunged deeper inside her, erupting and filling her with his seed.
They collapsed together on the rug, panting and sweating. Samuel pulled her close, spooning her and holding her tightly.
“We need to get a ring,” he said panting.
Chloe simply nodded, still trying to stop her head from spinning from the intensity of the climax.
“We need to get you that teaching job and signed up for classes for your diploma, as well.”
Chloe smiled sleepily, glad Samuel took such an interest in her and listened to what she talked to him about.
Chloe closed her eyes, thinking wistfully of a warm bath and nap in a warm bed. Before she could begin to fall asleep, however, there was a strange buzzing noise coming from the dinner table.
“Shit,” Samuel complained, “who the hell…?”
Regretting the loss of his warm body, Chloe snuggled deeper into the rug, determined to catch the nap she had thought about.
“We need to get the hell out of here.”
Chloe opened one eye at Samuel’s words. “Mmm?” she inquired.
“That was Dominic IMing me. ETA 10 minutes, he says. Which means we have to get dressed and clean the signs of debauchery. Maybe even put the cooking pans to soak.”
Chloe blinked again and reluctantly pulled herself into a sitting position.
“How about you put the stuff to soaking while I grab a quick shower?” At the sparkle and mischievous look in his eyes, she hastily added, “Alone! Just think of how shocked Dominic would be to find us making out in his shower. He’d never let us live it down.”
Chloe smiled as Samuel pouted, but obediently moved into the kitchen, pulling his jeans back on as he went.
Chloe gathered her clothes and headed into the bathroom, throwing things in her suitcase as she went. Peering at the small bite mark on her neck in the mirror, she smiled. It wasn’t exactly how she had planned her time away, but somehow everything managed to be cruising along just fine.
Life was odd sometimes.
Good, but odd how things always managed to turn out well.
Smiling, she jumped into the shower. She needed to be at her best when Mary came in with that smug, “I told you so” attitude.


Epilogue
 
Zachariah Rutledge stared deep into the flames of his fireplace. Shifting slightly on his cushion, he cursed his old bones and worn-out flesh.
He couldn’t pass on just yet. The pieces were all in place. He had done his best. Roland and Helene were happy and secure. Roland had finally healed, forgiven his past, and embraced his future. Zachariah had redeemed that small piece of his own soul from his past mistake.
Yet, it was the mental picture of Edward who grabbed his attention deep in the flames. Young Edward. Even had he not been born when Roland returned, Zachariah would still have healed the man, still have repented the mistake he had unwittingly made with Roland’s father and mother.
However, upon first seeing the child Edward, still a mere infant back then, he had known the boy’s future and the future of Zachariah’s own kin were intertwined. Zachariah knew he had what they used to call The Sight. All of his grandsons had it to some degree or other, yet he had it strongest. It was a knowing, an intuition. All he knew was that the very first time he laid eyes on young Edward he had known his future was tied with that of his kin.
And so his desire to help out the floundering family became even stronger.
He only hoped he had done what was right—what was good. He had always striven for that, for the best. Yet often one’s intentions were not enough. In this instance, he hoped it was.
When baby Christiana had been born and presented to him, he had again intuitively known she was tied up in all this somehow. A part of him suspected both she and Edward were linked spiritually, souls as well as destinies. Yet, it wasn’t for him to meddle. He had repaid his debt to Roland, and in turn young Edward. He refused to tamper with Fate and Destiny any more than he might have already done.
He shifted his body, uncomfortable even on the cushions and in front of the fire. He was just too damn old.
He had done his best, had set the pieces all up, nurtured them as best he could. He had been alone for so long. He could still feel his beloved Naomi beside him, calming him, supporting him. He knew he would be returning to her soon. With luck, his best would be enough this time around.
Zachariah closed his eyes, his meditation finishing. He let his favorite fantasy wash over him. His luscious Naomi, all soft curves and big smiles—forever loving him; holding him, embracing him. Even at his well-advanced age, he still lusted for her, loved her. Such was the bond of a mated werewolf pair. No other woman came even close for him. No other women, human or wolf, would ever be a tiny speck on his beloved wife.
He indulged himself in the fantasy, felt again her soft curves embracing him, felt her heated kisses along his neck. Felt her desire and love consume him in the best kind of flame. The flame of eternal love.
Yes. He would be joining his lost love very soon.
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