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      Lula has a secret that could unravel everything on the island and cost her her life. But Xander won’t stop watching her, pushing for the truth, and making her feel things she shouldn’t. When she’s ready to run, she finds out there’s no escape. 

      Xander has never been mistaken for warm or charming and he likes it that way. Grouchy, brooding, rude? Yeah, that’s him all right. When the island doctor shows up, it sends his irritation into overdrive, especially when he realizes he’s in love with her.

      Warning: This alpha a-hole gets what he deserves and that’s the happily ever after we all want! Find out just how hard this grumpy hero falls...and what he’ll do when his woman is threatened. 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          Lula

        

      

    

    
      “She’s gifted, isn't she?” 

      I ignore my father as I sew up one of his men. He sounds so proud of me that you’d think he’d had a hand in helping me get through college, clinicals, residency, and everything else that came along with becoming a doctor. Now he’s going to have me losing it all. 

      Last week he showed up at my front door with a man who looked like he’d been in a car wreck. I could only guess he didn’t go to the hospital because he was responsible for the wreck. My father had a few marks on his face that night too, so I knew he was there. He didn't tell me what happened and I didn't ask. I knew better. I went to work fixing the man and getting them out of my home as fast as possible. I told my father never again after that night, but here we are. This time the guy has a gunshot wound. It’s a through and through at least, so I know he’ll make it as long as I stop him from bleeding out. 

      “She is something.” I glance up at the man who’s running his eyes over me. He looks to be about my age with short dark hair and a greasy smile that makes my skin crawl. I stab him a little harder with the next thread of my needle. He lets out a string of curses and I inwardly smile. 

      “Respect.” My father punches him right in the mouth and I jump back as the man reaches up to cover his face. He rips a few of the stitches in the process and I clench my teeth to keep from saying something. Not because I feel bad for one of my father’s goons but because now it will take me longer. 

      “Sorry. Ma'am,” he says to me. 

      “You’re not going to ask me how Will is doing?” My father’s voice is calm like he’s over for tea and not because someone got shot. 

      I take a step back to where he’s lying on my dining room table. I never used the thing but now I’m really never going to use it. Between long shifts at the hospital and my father randomly popping up, who has the time? Besides, I live alone so who would sit at the table with me? 

      “I could lose my license over this,” I tell him for the twentieth time and ignore his question. I could care less how Will is. When he left here he was alive. 

      It was a curse the day my father came into my life. I didn't know about him until a year ago since I was raised by my mom. She spent her whole life working hard to provide for us and I worked hard so that one day I could provide for her. I finally could but then she was gone. The same day I put her into the ground there he was. 

      My father came to pay his respects and apologized for never being in my life. He said he had no idea my mom had me and my mom had told me that my father was dead. She also told me he wasn't a good man and it was why we never talked about him. We don’t talk ill of the dead, I think were her words. But looking back, I think she just didn't want to talk about her life. At first I was angry with her but now I understand. She didn't want me to look for him and now I see why. 

      My father is a terrible man and I wish he were dead like my mom told me. Instead the fates took her and left me with him. Now he uses me the way I’m sure he once used her. I can tell this is his way and I’ll be discarded as soon as I’m no longer useful. I think my mom might have been his mistress when she was younger, but I don’t know much about his dirty deeds. But now that he’s in my life I have blood on my hands and I can attest to the things he’s done. 

      From what I’ve learned she got pregnant and took off, knowing he’d either make her get rid of me or raise me in his world. At the age of eighteen she picked up and ran. I don’t think he saw her as a threat so he didn’t go looking and I’m thankful for that. She built us a life and it was one that was safe and let me pursue my dreams of becoming a doctor. But even after all that I wasn't able to save her. 

      “No one will ever know,” he scoffs, thinking he’s untouchable. “Will they, Lula?” I shake my head no and get back to stitching this guy up so they both can get the hell out of my house. Now even I need to get out of this house because I know he’s never going to stop. 

      Fear has taken hold and now I’m worried he’ll follow me or hunt me down and kill me for going against him. All of these things are possible. 

      I started digging after I found out who he was and turns out he’s just a thug in a suit. But I can't start over after how far I’ve come, and the thought makes me want to cry. I’ve worked so hard to get to this point in my life and become a doctor. Now it’s all slipping through my fingers. 

      It was all supposed to be so different. This is the part where I got to slow down and enjoy more time with my mom. Now that all my training was complete, I could start to date and have a social life, but it’s all been for nothing. Sure, I could start over somewhere, but I wouldn't be a doctor anymore. It would be a whole new life and not being a doctor would feel like losing a part of me. 

      I suck in a breath, trying to curb an anxiety attack. I started getting them since my mom died, but so far none have happened when I was at work or with a patient. My throat starts to close up and I feel the pressure on my chest. I can stitch with my eyes closed if I need to, so I let my fingers do their job as I take my mind to a happy place. 

      In my dreams I’m on an island and it’s far away from all of this. It’s where I can hear the sound of the ocean and feel warm sand between my toes. My heart rate begins to slow and my fingers stop threading as I tie off the end. 

      “Done,” I announce, pushing back from the table. 

      “I bet you won’t have a scar,” my father brags as he inspects my work. 

      He’ll have a scar. I’m good but I’m not doing anyone any favors that I don't have to. I worked fast, not delicately. 

      The man grunts as he sits up and I take another step back. I pull my gloves off and toss them onto the end of the table. My father motions for the man to leave and he does it without question. 

      “You can’t keep coming here. I won’t do it again.” 

      My father moves and before I know what’s happening there’s a smack so hard to my face that my eye feels like it could explode. I cry out and grab my cheek where he struck me. 

      “You’re my daughter and you’ll do as you're told.” My eyes sting with tears. “Understood?” 

      I nod as I try to blink, but the sting makes it impossible. 

      “Don’t bring this up again.” He walks out without so much as a backwards glance.  

      I don’t let out the breath I’m holding until I hear the door close. I run to it after him and bolt the lock as if it will really save me. I slide to the floor, holding my cheek when the tears begin. I have to leave. This is only going to get worse and there’s no other choice. 

      I close my eyes and say a prayer to my mom just as my phone rings.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Xander

        

      

    

    
      The day Doctor Lula Eckhart landed on this island my world was turned upside down. Not only because of the reason she was here, but because of the things she stirred inside me. 

      After our mother died of cancer and our father followed almost immediately after, Kade was left in charge of Vaughn and me. He took care of us even though he was still just a kid himself. I was barely eighteen and not at all ready to step up and become a man, but we didn’t have much of a choice. Thankfully, we somehow made it through college and went on to become a success with the legacy our parents left behind. 

      When Kade found the island I wasn’t sure why the hell we needed it, and thought of about a million other ways we could spend that kind of money. But the day the three of us stepped foot on the white sandy beaches we knew. This island was more than just a vacation spot; it was a place for us to remember what family means, and that the rest of the things happening around us were just bullshit. To me the island symbolized our safety net and if all our plans went to shit, we’d always have it. 

      Every few months we’d visit as brothers and unplug from the real world. We’d fish and hike and camp out on the beaches as we talked about what was on our minds. I never told my brothers, but sometimes I would come to the island for a few days without them just to feel that peace. Being here was my safe place and it holds some of the happiest moments of my life. But now everything has changed and it’s all become threatened as this one woman tries to bring it all down. 

      Lula. 

      The pact we made the day we bought this place was no women, only wives. That was the rule above all rules, and we’ve stuck to it. This wasn’t a party place to bring randoms to; it was meant for one woman we were going to be with forever. I didn’t know that Kade was serious about his wife Collins until he and I came to blows, but I can admit to being a little hardheaded at times. 

      “I don’t have much experience with Botox, but I’m sure I can read up on it and help you out.” 

      I scowl at Lula as she doesn’t look up from her clipboard and scribbles something on it. 

      “I can hear your forehead wrinkling even from this side of the room, Xander.” 

      She says my name like she hates me and she probably does. I don’t blame her, but I won’t do anything to change her mind. I also don’t do much talking when I’m around her, but she’s never far from my sight. She must sense me or my scowl because she didn’t look up and I know I was silent when I walked into the infirmary. 

      I watch as she moves around the shelves taking inventory and doesn’t give me a second glance. I hate the way she ignores me, but I think I hate it more when she gives me her full attention. Who has eyes that sharp and why do they cut through me like a knife? The way she moves her body is infuriating. Why does she have to bend over so much and stretch her legs out like a gymnast? Is she trying to prove that she can bend in every direction with my cock buried inside of her? 

      The thought has me adjusting myself and trying to name baseball players. Why am I here again? 

      “Vaughn snuck out last night to go get Berkley.” My voice is low and it sounds like I’ve been eating rocks because it’s so unused. 

      “I thought that might be what would happen.” She hums as she walks over to a chair and puts it in front of one of the tall shelves. 

      “You knew he would leave?” Why does everything I say to her sound like an accusation? 

      “Well, yeah.” She looks over her shoulder and her eyes pierce me right in the chest, but I lose my breath as she shrugs. “It’s pretty clear he’s in love with her.” 

      “He doesn’t even know what that is.” I dismiss my brother’s attraction to Berkley just like I did with Kade and Collins. 

      She smiles at me like I’m a child she’s trying to explain something to. “Did you ever think maybe you’re the one that’s mistaken?” 

      “No.” My answer is too quick and she sees right through it. 

      She turns away as she positions the chair in front of the shelf and proceeds to climb on top of it. I’m across the room in half a second and my anger flares as I stand behind it. 

      “What the fuck are you doing? This stool isn’t meant to be stood on.” I grab the wobbly wooden seat as she goes up on her tiptoes. 

      “If these shelves weren’t so tall I wouldn’t need it.” As soon as I see her lift one foot I freak out and grab her leg. 

      “You’re going to fall!” I shout at her as she wobbles in the air. 

      “Stop! You’re going to make me fall!” she shouts back and my blood boils. 

      Who the hell does she think she is coming in here, climbing on this fucking rickety chair, and then shouting at me not to save her? I swear to God, if she falls it will be because of her own doing. And how did she even become a doctor without the slightest bit of self-preservation? 

      “Xander, let go of me!” Her other foot tries to kick out just as I grab it but my arms are too strong and she loses her balance. “Ahhh!” 

      She screams as she topples backwards but I’m right there to catch her in my arms. She lands with an oomph and suddenly her face changes from fear to outrage. 

      “Put me down, you big grumpy ox.” She shoves at my chest as I put her on her feet and take a step back. 

      “I didn’t exactly come in here to save you,” I snap back at her and she pokes my chest. 

      “The only reason you ever come here is to scowl at me like I’m stealing gauze.” 

      “You might be!” I shout and I know it’s ridiculous, but I can’t take it back. 

      “Do you have any idea how much your brother is paying me to stay here? Why the hell would I steal medical supplies?” 

      “I don’t trust you,” I say, leaning in closer. The scent of lemons and fruit invades my senses and I hate how much the familiar smell drives me crazy. 

      “The feeling is mutual.” Her voice is so cold she might as well have slapped me. Why do I care so much about what she thinks of me? 

      I open my mouth to tell her she’s not welcome, but the sound of her stomach growling interrupts me. She slides her hand over her waist, and as our eyes meet I see there’s a glint of humor in them at me hearing the noise too. 

      “I guess time got away from me and I forgot to eat.” 

      “You’re supposed to eat.” It’s the only thing I can manage to say, even though I want to tell her to get off this island and never come back. I want to tell her about how much I hate what she does to me, but instead my mouth has other ideas. “Come with me to the kitchen.” 

      “I can find my own way there.” She crosses her arms over her chest and it’s a protective stance. 

      “I’m on the way there, and I want to keep an eye on you.” I use the lie to cover for wanting to see what she likes to eat. 

      “Fine.” She rolls her eyes as she pushes past me, and I hate the way my body warms at her slightest touch. “There’s no use in arguing with you, it’s a waste of time.” 

      “Glad you see things my way.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Lula

        

      

    

    
      See things his way? Okay, I guess we can call it that. Whatever gets me food at this point. I follow him back up toward the main houses. It’s lovely how they have them set up. Each brother has a home of their own but in the center sits a fourth house that everyone tends to linger around in. It’s where most meals are shared, but afterward everyone goes back to their own space. 

      I’ve taken up residence in one of the rooms in the main house for now. This place has been a saving grace for me. If Xander thinks hovering over me with a glare is going to get me to leave he’s in for a rude awakening. He’s got nothing on my father. I’m not going anywhere, so he’s going to have to deal with it. 

      “You can’t not eat.” He mumbles the words and stomps like a child as he walks in front of me. 

      “I forgot!” I throw my hands up even though he can’t see me. He’s a good three paces ahead of me and I can’t keep up with him. “Why do you even care?” 

      “You’re a doctor, aren't you? I think if anyone knows how important it is to feed the body it would be you.” 

      I stop walking and fold my arms over my chest as I glare at his back for a moment. Then I decide to turn around and walk back the other way.  

      “Where are you going? The kitchen is this way!” he shouts a moment later when he realizes I’m not following him. How is he shocked I’m not following one of his orders? I never do and it’s my small way of rebelling against him.

      “Yeah, but you’re not this way,” I toss back over my shoulder. 

      I’m not going to stand there and let someone question my being a doctor. Yes, I know a person needs to eat, but I also know my body forgets because it’s been trained to stand in an operating room for over twelve hours. I couldn’t even leave to take a piss! When I go into work mode it steals all of my focus. I don’t stop until the job is done because that’s how I was trained. 

      “Why are you so mouthy?” he grunts. 

      I scream as I suddenly feel him pick me up and lift me over his shoulder. I’m momentarily shocked as I lie draped over him staring at his very nice ass. 

      “If I’m so annoyingly mouthy, why are you following me around?” I huff. 

      I could fight him to put me down, but I don’t fight battles I know I’m going to lose. I let him carry me, which is fine because my feet hurt anyway. I spent the day getting the medical center organized. I want to be prepared for anything, especially with Collins being pregnant. Kade has given me free rein to order and redo anything I want to make sure we have everything we need. When it comes to his wife and the safety of his family, he isn’t messing around. He doesn't care how many millions it would cost to get some of the things I need here. I bet I’ll have them within days of giving him the list. 

      “I’ve got to keep an eye on you. Do we really even know who you are?” 

      My whole body stills for a moment. I try to release it as quickly as I tensed up, hoping he doesn't notice. No, they don’t really know who I am. Hell, I didn't even know over a year ago myself. 

      “Kade checked me out.” My record is clean and no one can connect me with my father. Except for my father. I’m here because Kade needed a doctor on the island to watch over his wife. It wasn't until I was here that I realized the reason Kade’s sweet wife Collins was hurt in the first place was because of my father. I’m still trying to wrap my mind around that coincidence. 

      “Sometimes people miss things.” 

      I swallow hard but there’s no way Xander knows who I really am. I’m being overly sensitive to his comment, but how can I not be? If they found out who my father is, they’d have me off this island in two seconds. I really should start thinking of an exit strategy in case that does happen. 

      “Like missing that you’re an asshole?” Now he’s the one who tenses for a moment. 

      “Nope, I know I’m an asshole.” 

      “Look at that. We both agree on something,” I say dryly as I try to not stare at his ass or think about how hard he feels under me. How much does he work out? How can he be so grumpy all the time if he spends so much time in the gym working out his aggression?

      We enter the main house and he goes straight for the kitchen. When he drags me over his shoulder he slides me down his body. I have to bite down on my tongue so I don’t gasp at the feel of his hard body rubbing all over mine. I never thought I had a type, but I’m starting to think maybe Xander is what I’m attracted to. I tried to date a few times in college but I was too busy. My roommate at the time told me I picked men knowing a relationship would go nowhere with them. She was right because it always fizzled out. They also weren’t smug like Xander, but I’m not sure what that means. 

      His arms stay wrapped around me as I’m pressed against him. I stare up into his dark gaze and my eyes flick to his mouth. His bottom lip is still busted from when he and his brother got in a fist fight. I’m just glad they hugged it out not long after. This family fights hard but loves harder. I don't understand the chip on Xander’s shoulder and why he has so much anger. From the moment my feet touched down on the island he was pissed. Maybe I remind him of someone he used to date? Gross. 

      “Are you on steroids?” I ask, wanting my mind as far away from him and other women as possible. 

      “Are you fucking serious?” 

      “The anger.” I poke his giant chest. “The muscle mass.” He steps back as if my finger actually assaulted him. “You know what that does to the body?” Against my better judgment I glance at his crotch. He turns before I can get a good look and I wonder if he’s hard. “Are you turned on?” Oh my God, why do these things keep popping out of my mouth? “It’s completely normal. If you’re a heterosexual man and the way you carried a woman over your shoulder, and well—” 

      “Just stop.” 

      “I’m a doctor. These—” 

      “Doc. Sit. Down.” He cuts me off again. This time I manage to actually shut my mouth as I take a seat at one of the bar stools. 

      “Wait.” 

      “Oh God. She can’t help herself,” I hear him mumble. He’s still got his back to me, but I can see he’s running a hand down his face. 

      “I was just going to ask who’s going to cook if Vaughn isn't here?” He’s the master chef and I can’t cook for shit. “If Berkley wasn't so sweet I’d be mad at her for stealing him away. I guess she didn’t steal him since he’s stalking after her. I’m really going to miss him.” My stomach growls in agreement. 

      Xander turns around to look at me. I think he’s given me a hard look before, but this one is killer. 

      “What did I do now?” I roll my eyes because I can’t win for losing with him. 

      “Do you have a thing for my brother?” His eyebrows pull together as he glares at me. 

      “Which one?” He’s got two, and though I’m not into either of them, I like being precise. 

      “Which one?” he repeats. 

      “Of course I don’t have a thing for Kade. Besides, he’s married,” I remind him. I reach for a grape from the bowl on the counter. I’m guessing Xander can’t cook and he probably just drinks protein powder or eats dry chicken. 

      “Vaughn?” 

      “Yes, I have a thing for Vaughn.” I nod. I reach for another grape but the bowl is swept off the counter and crashes to the floor. It bounces and I’m shocked it doesn't shatter. “I was eating those.” He stares at me as if I’m the one who’s lost their mind. “Roid rage?” I try and glare back at him but he’s fuming.

      “Vaughn is halfway in love with Berkley.” 

      “Nah, he’s full-on in love,” I correct. Vaughn was a goner the second he saw Berkley. He followed her for days like a love-sick puppy.  

      “And you have a thing for him?” 

      “Just his cooking.” I sigh dramatically. “I’m going to starve to death.” 

      Xander drops his fist down onto the counter. “Yeah, well, you’re going to be the death of me.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Xander

        

      

    

    
      “I need to learn how to cook,” I spit out as I fall back on the couch in Kade’s living room. 

      “You also need to learn how to knock. I’m married, remember?” He rolls his eyes as he walks in the room and flops down beside me. 

      “I saw her leave.” I grab the remote and flip through channels without really looking at the television. “I’m surprised you weren’t hot on her tail.” 

      “She’s going to the main house to get a pedicure with the doctor. I’m planning on giving her seven whole minutes of uninterrupted girl talk.” To make his point he looks at his watch and hits a button as if starting a timer.” 

      “She’s really got you by the balls,” I huff and shake my head as I stop on a cooking channel and lean in closer. It can’t be that hard if Vaughn can do it.

      “And I’ll gladly place them in her hands. Now do you want to tell me why the fuck you’re watching someone make baked Alaska while you insult my marriage, or do you want me to just kick your ass again to get it out of you?” I glance over at him and he’s smiling as his eyes narrow. “You know how much I enjoyed it last time.”

      “Fuck off.” I toss the remote down thinking I can just watch YouTube videos to find out how to cook. 

      “Don’t come in here like a sour asshole and expect me to keep the kid gloves on.” He sighs as he throws a pillow at me. “Has the doctor got you all worked up?”

      I grumble as he turns off the television, but I don’t look at him. “Are we sure she’s been given a proper background check? I’d like to run my own. I mean, do you really want some random person who may or may not have passed medical school caring for your pregnant wife?” 

      Kade sighs as he shakes his head. “I’m not doing this again with you.” 

      “Doing what?” 

      He shakes his head as he checks his watch. “We’ve been over this. She’s more than qualified and I trust her with my wife’s life. That should tell you everything you need to know.” He gives me a hard look and I ignore it. “I’m not sending her away, X. Lula is here to stay.” When I don’t say anything else he lets out a long sigh. “I can show you how to make pancakes. Vaughn showed me and it seems to impress Collins.” 

      “Okay,” I agree as I follow him into his kitchen area.   

      “Tell me why you’re so desperate that I send her away, yet you want to impress her.” I open my mouth to deny it and he cuts me off. “Don’t tell me you decided you’re tired of your personal chef creating all your meals and you want to starve to death?” 

      “No.” I make notes on my phone of the ingredients he’s getting out of the cupboard and setting next to the bowl. “Maybe I just don’t like Vaughn being better at something than me.” 

      “Vaughn is better at a lot of shit than the both of us.” He raises an eyebrow and I don’t correct him. 

      “I don’t like that she misses him.” I hate how the words feel on my tongue. 

      “They became friends when you all but glared at her every second of every day. What else was she supposed to do with her time here?” 

      “Keep to herself.” I look around as if that’s the logical answer. “This is paradise. Is it so hard just to be alone and be happy?” 

      “For some people it is.” He chops strawberries and I make another note in my phone. “Like you, for instance.” 

      “Me? I’m perfectly content to be alone.” 

      “And yet here you are.” He cocks his head to the side and I ignore him. 

      “You know what I mean.” 

      “I know that she is a good person that is stuck on this island because I pay her an ungodly amount of money to stay. What other options does she have if she wants to make this place her home?” 

      “Her home?” My brows furrow at the thought. 

      “Have you not thought about the fact that even after the baby is born she may decide to stay, that I’ll pay her enough to keep her here?” 

      “I don’t know. I don’t think I got that far.” 

      I’ve thought about hardly anything else but her since Lula came to the island. I don’t know why the idea of her making this island her home never occurred to me. I was so busy going between not letting her go and packing her bags for her, I never really stopped to think about what this all must be like from her perspective.

      I’m suspicious as fuck of anyone who comes in contact with my family, but what if she has a family of her own and she’s giving them up to stay here because of the money? What kind of situation was she in before that caused her to pick up everything and leave? 

      “Are you getting all this?” Kade asks as he pours the batter. 

      “Ugh, yeah.” I make a few more notes and try not to let my thoughts distract me, but I can’t help but wonder what she’s doing now. If she’s happy here or if she’s just sticking this out because of the paycheck. 

      “When I met Collins, I didn’t know my own name.” Kade has his back to me as he flips the pancakes. “She made me forget everything I knew all at once and I didn’t know which way was up. It was confusing, and if I was more like you, then maybe that might have made me angry.” 

      I take in his words and though I don’t want to admit that he’s right, he’s definitely hitting the mark. 

      “I know you, Xander, and your reaction to change is to keep a cautious distance. I think your reaction to what you’re feeling for Doctor Lula right now is exactly what I would predict it to be.” 

      “I never said I felt anything for her.” 

      He looks over his shoulder as he puts the pancakes on the plate. “I would ask you if I look stupid but we both know I’m the handsome one in the family.” I shake my head as he places strawberries on the stack of pancakes and pushes the plate to me. “Try them.” 

      I cut a wedge and take a bite. They’re pretty damn wonderful but I would never give him that much credit. “Passable,” I say around a mouthful as I go in for another bite. 

      “Sure.” He sees right through my bullshit but doesn’t call me on it. Instead he looks at his watch, then starts to clean up the kitchen. “My wife is going to thank you for the extra alone time with Lula. Do you want to go with me to break up their good time?” 

      I think again about Lula being stuck here and trying to make friends. I think about how I’ve been with her, and how hard I’m making it for her to stay. What are her reasons for coming here, and am I standing in the way of her happiness? 

      The thoughts that swirl in my head don’t paint me in the best light. Maybe it’s time I try another approach, but the thought of her getting close to me makes my body tense. Is it because I want to push her away or because I want to pull her to me? 

      “Right behind you,” I agree as I decide it’s time to find out.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Lula

        

      

    

    
      “I love that color on you.” I pull my hand away from the fan to look at my blue nails that have finished drying. 

      “Thanks.” I smile at Collins, thinking it was sweet of her to ask me to come with her, but I think it might have been a sympathy invite. “You miss your sister?” I ask. 

      That’s who she really wants to get her nails done with. I could see their bond while they were on the island together. They could share a whole conversation in one look, and I was so envious of it. I wonder if that’s a sister thing or if it’s a bond that comes over time. I’ve never had either so I wouldn't know.

      “Yeah.” She drops back in her chair. “It’s bittersweet getting to see her for a few days, but I know she’s in good hands with Vaughn.” She lets out a long sigh as her hand comes to rest over her stomach. “Berkley needs to finish what she started.” 

      “She’ll be back soon,” I reassure her. The last thing Collins needs is stressing over her sister so early in her pregnancy. “We can try the ultrasound machine. I’m sure it will be here by the time she gets back.” 

      “How soon can we tell the sex of the baby?” She perks up at my idea. 

      “Early, I’m sure. We have the luxury of playing with the ultrasound machine as much as we want. Not to mention your husband wasn't messing around when he bought the best.” I don’t want to know what all the machines cost. I only told him what I would need and what would be nice to have on hand. He got it all. 

      “He’s protective.” She rubs her hand over the baby bump that isn't really there yet. 

      I understand it because he almost lost her. Kade is pulling out all the stops when it comes to keeping his family safe. That’s another thing I long for in my life but something I’ll never have. The threat of my father will always loom over me as long as he’s alive. Hell, even dead it would because if people knew I was related to him I’d never get a job. He will forever haunt me. 

      “Protective. Sure, we can call it that,” I laugh. It’s more than protective but it’s also sweet and I’d be a liar if I said I didn't find the way Kade worried over his wife endearing. I’m surprised he’s left her alone this long as it is. 

      “You want to get something to eat?” Collins pushes to her feet and I nod my head. I’m starving and I’m always down to eat. 

      “We don’t have to if you’re busy,” I offer, not wanting her to ask me because she’s just being polite. 

      “Are you playing hard to get or something?” She smirks at me. 

      “What?” I ask, confused by her question.

      “I’m trying to make friends with you and you’re running away.” She reaches out and grabs my hand. She’s got one of those smiles that lights up a room and you can’t help but return it. “You’ve been hanging out with X too long.” She squeezes my hand. 

      “What? No!” I panic for a moment wondering why she would she ask me that. It feels like I’ve been caught with my hand in the cookie jar. “He can’t stand me. He stomps from the room when I enter or stares a hole into me if he has to be in the same place I am. You haven't noticed?” 

      “I’ve noticed,” she laughs. “He’s like a bear with a thorn in his paw. You can’t miss him.” 

      Isn't that the truth? He’s always lingering somewhere close but he can’t get away from me fast enough. He’s never far and it’s weird. 

      She gives my hand another squeeze, “That’s what I mean though. You’re always running from me so I wondered if you picked up Xander’s bad habits.” 

      I snort a laugh, understanding what she’s saying. “I’ll be honest with you. I’m an only child and I’ve spent my life invested in school and work. My social skills aren’t always on point.” 

      “Ahh, finally an imperfection. I dig it.” She loops her arm with mine. “I didn't think you had a single flaw.”

      “I have tons of them.” 

      “Me too. I’m a clinger, although Kade enjoys that one. At least when I’m the one doing it to him.” She winks at me. Yeah, they cling to each other all day every day which is still kind of adorable. 

      “So not an imperfection?” I tease her back as she leads us down the hallway. 

      “You’ll have to let me know.” She nudges me. 

      “I don’t think your clinginess will bother me either,” I admit. “If you’re okay with someone who often gets lost in their own head and will forget someone is talking to them.” 

      “Is that why X’s staring doesn’t bother you? You’re lost in your head and don’t notice him.” I don’t know if she’s joking or being serious. “Because I would have smacked him by now if I was you.” 

      “I’m a healer.” I lace my tone to be extra sweet, making her throw her head back and laugh. I’ve thought about smacking him a few times, but he stays out of reach. 

      “What’s so funny?” My stomach flutters at the sound of his deep voice. 

      “Not you.” Collins tries to hit Xander right in the stomach as she walks past him, but Kade grabs her and pulls her to him. Her arm untangles with mine as she lets him take her. “We’re getting food, put me down.” Her protest is half-hearted. 

      “I can be funny,” X responds, actually sounding offended. 

      “Ha.” Collins barks a laugh. “Wait, that was kind of funny. You thinking you can be funny.” She wiggles to get away from Kade, but he doesn’t let her go. “Food.” She elbows him but he doesn't budge. 

      “I can cook,” X offers. 

      I shrug at Xander before I go to the kitchen. He’s not funny but I have a whole list of things he is. I wrote them down so I wouldn't forget and the list was confusing. I balled it up and threw it away because it made my head hurt. The same things I dislike about him are the things I like about him. It makes no logical sense in my head. How can I like that someone is grumpy? How can I still find it adorable? 

      “I’m serious.” X stomps behind me. I don’t have to look to know he’s following me. Those stomps are always hot on my heels.  

      “I’m starting to think you like me, X,” I throw over my shoulder. “I can’t turn around without you being up my ass.” 

      “I am not,” he defends, and I stop suddenly as I turn to face him. He almost runs right into me, proving my point. 

      “Show me how serious you are and make me something to eat. God knows I can’t cook.” I walk back toward the kitchen and smile to myself. “Try not to assault any fruit this time.” 

      He follows.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Xander

        

      

    

    
      I look over my shoulder and see Kade walk with Collins out to the golf carts. Once the door closes behind them and we’re alone, I turn my attention to Lula. 

      “Okay that’s enough,” I snap, and it’s enough to stop her in her tracks. 

      She turns slowly to look at me and when she sees me standing there she crosses her arms over her ample chest. “Excuse me?” 

      I take a heavy footstep toward her and I see her eyes widen just a fraction as I move closer to her. “I said that’s enough.” 

      She rolls her eyes but then they come right back to me. “Look, you need to slow your mood swings because they are making me dizzy.” 

      “You have no idea how much you frustrate me.” I take another step closer and this time she backs up. 

      “Me? I’m not the one breathing down your neck while you’re trying to work. I’m not the one constantly grouchy just because I exist on this island.” She raises her beautiful chin in the air but it does nothing to make me lose my focus. 

      “I breathe down your neck because I can’t breathe when I’m not near you.” The confession falls from my mouth before I can stop it, but by this time her back hits the wall and I’m closing in on her. “I’m grouchy because you’re here and although I don’t know a damn thing about you, I can’t get you out of my mind.” 

      With her body pressed to the wall, I place my palms on either side of her so she can’t get away. Her arms drop between us and I move in so that my chest is pressed to hers. 

      “I’m not angry that you exist, Lula. I’m angry that you existed for so long without me knowing.” 

      Without a thought to what I’m about to do, or that this might be a big mistake, I lean in and cover her lips with mine. I tell myself to be gentle, to be patient, but it’s no good. My body has demands that can only be met with aggressive domination and control. I move my hand and place it on her chest just below her neck. My fingertips rest against the pulse there as I lick her bottom lip and then demand entry. I feel her pulse quicken as she gasps and I take what she not-so-willingly offers me. With my chest to hers, I feel the swell of her breasts and the curve of her body as she moves her lower half against mine. 

      There’s no time for me to stop this, and I couldn’t if I wanted to. My hand on her neck is firm while holding her in place and letting her know I’m in charge. I’ve got this burning need inside of me to not only dominate her but to have her belong to me. I’ve never been possessive of a woman, certainly not enough to make me react without thinking. But Lula is so different, and the way I feel about her is unlike any emotion I’ve ever had. 

      I drop my other hand from the wall and slide it around the small of her back and I press her lower half against mine. There’s an ache between my thighs that hasn’t been satisfied since the day she stepped on this island. No matter how many times I jerk off thinking about her long legs opening for me, I can’t ease that throbbing need. Even now as her hips roll forward in search of pleasure, I know that it won’t be enough until I’m buried as deep as I can fit inside her tight body. 

      “Xander,” she whispers against my mouth, and the way my name tastes on her tongue makes every muscle in my body rock hard. 

      I want to take her to the floor and cover her with my weight. I want to rut and fuck and taste every wet inch of her. It’s the alpha in me that needs her submission and though I’ve never played with that at all, I want to now. 

      Her lips are soft and wet as I suck on them and then slide my tongue across hers. Her fingers dance along the edge of my shorts and I feel the shiver in her spine. She wants me, wants this, and if I pushed her for more she might just give it to me. 

      But is she ready for what I’m demanding? Am I? 

      Where we’re at isn’t all that private and I have a feeling if I try and make her come back to my place, it will give her too much time to change her mind. This is the main house and although Vaughn isn’t here, Kade and Collins could come back. Hell, some of the staff could walk in at any moment. Somehow that only heightens my arousal and my need to take her while I have the chance. 

      I pull her close to my body and lift her off the ground. Her gasp into my mouth is the only acknowledgement she gives as my hand slides up her shirt and I start walking. 

      The pantry is right next to the kitchen and the closest door to us. I wrench it open and walk into the dark room as I pull it closed behind us. There’s no lock on the door, but it’s about as private as we can get and I’m not about to lose this opportunity. 

      The word “consequences” floats around in the back of my mind, but I ignore it. Those are thoughts for later, because right now the only thing that matters is Lula. 

      “What are we doing?” Her question is breathy, and before I can answer her I’m kissing her again. 

      As we kiss in the dark surrounded by shelves of dry goods, I reach down and fumble with the button on her jean shorts. 

      “The only question I want to hear you ask is can you do that again?” 

      With those words I fall to my knees and yank her shorts and panties down with me. She gasps, but before she can say a word I bury my face between the warm soft skin of her thighs and lick her sweet center. 

      She cries out as I pull her leg up and throw one over my shoulder to open her up. Her wet lips part and I cover her pussy with my mouth, rolling my tongue over her clit. I hear things falling off the shelf as she leans against it for balance. I ignore all of it as she calls my name and I push my thumb inside of her. I’m aggressive and not the least bit careful with her, going after what I want. All this frustration that’s been building up is finally cut loose and I can’t rein it in. 

      Her pussy tastes like maple and butter and goddamn do I love it. She’s so fucking sweet and slick, my tongue is lapping it up as my thumb sinks deeper. My finger slides back and rubs across her tight bud, and when I press at the entrance she cries out. I smile against her pussy and I can taste her getting wetter. 

      “Rub it on my face,” I growl and she does just as I ask. “Good girl.” The two words of praise cause her to move faster against my mouth and I wonder if she’s loving this taste of power as much as I am. 

      More things fall off the shelves and I hear what must be rice or pasta scatter on the floor around us. It’s all just background noise as I rub her tight little ass and lick her pussy until she purrs like a beautiful little kitten. 

      “I think—shit,” she squeals as I push in with just the tip of my finger, but she doesn’t back away. Instead she rolls her hips and rubs her pussy against my tongue. “X, I’m cumming!” 

      Her scream echoes in the small room and more boxes fall off the shelf. But nothing else matters besides the taste of her orgasm in my mouth and the feel of her pussy squeezing my thumb. It’s so fucking hot and tight my cock is thick and hard with the need to cum inside of it. 

      “Goddamn.” I kiss her pussy like she’s my most prized possession and just as I’m about to take her in my arms and carry her to my room, the door of the pantry flies open. 

      “Shit,” Lula curses, but all of her is blocked by me in front of her so no one else could see. 

      “I’m so sorry!” I hear a woman’s voice call out just before the door closes. 

      “Fuck,” I mumble as I realize it was Elise, the older woman on the island who brings us fresh bread each day. She’s pushing ninety and I probably gave her a heart attack. 

      “This was a mistake,” Lula says quickly as she jumps out of my grasp and begins to tug on her shorts. 

      “What?” is the only thing I can manage to say as I stay kneeling on the floor like an idiot. I stare at her while she hops on one foot until she’s got her shorts on and then bolts past me. “Hey!” I call after her as she flings open the door and bolts out of the pantry. I know this is an island so she can’t go far, but I’m still pissed as hell she’s the one running out of here. I don’t know what kind of plan I had, but that sure as hell wasn’t part of it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Lula

        

      

    

    
      I race out the front door knowing if I go up to my bedroom he’ll only find me faster. It’s only a matter of time anyway because it’s an island. I can’t stay hidden forever but I need to collect myself. I have no idea what happened back there. My body still hums with pleasure and suddenly the girls in my college dorm all make sense. I overheard them talking about how it was a way for them to wind down after a crazy week in clinicals. I never believed them until now. My mind blanked when X kissed me. Everything else faded away while I got lost in him and enjoyed what he did to my body. His dirty talk surprised me but really it shouldn't be a shock. X always does and says whatever he wants. 

      I start to run toward my office but make a sharp left knowing that’s where he’d go first. If he’s even looking. I have no idea what got into him. Not in a million years did I see that coming. I’m going to chalk it up to pent-up frustration he didn't know how to handle. That’s what it has to be. X hates me and it’s better that way.  

      There’s no way I can go down this path with him because it will only lead to heartbreak. He thinks he has a dislike towards me now, but if he ever found out who I was he’d loathe me. Xander is a grumpy asshole on his own, but if someone messes with his family he turns into a bear. I swallow, wondering what it would be like to have someone care for me that much. 

      No matter how this plays out it will end in heartbreak. It’s better we don’t go down this path and I took off before he let it go further. Let's say he doesn't find out who I am because I have no plans to leave the island. What if this all goes badly and he wants me gone when it’s over? He could get his brother to find another doctor, but where would that leave me? 

      Before I realize where I’m headed I’m on the beach. The moon is sitting over the water and the light spreads across the beach. I close my eyes and suck in a deep breath as I try to get my breathing and emotions under control. I reach up and touch my mouth and I’m shocked as flashes of the kiss enter my mind. I never would have guessed X to taste sweet. He kissed me as though he wanted to own me. But even with all the possession and need he poured into the kiss I could tell he was holding something back. I have no idea what it might be, but it’s probably the fact that he doesn't really like that he’s attracted to me. It’s driving him nuts and this must be what people call “hate fucking.” He probably wants to work me out of his system. 

      If Elise hadn't shown up I might have let him take me to the floor on the pantry and have his way with me. The throb between my legs comes back and I can only imagine how good it could have been. I can’t spend my whole life a virgin, and who knows how long my life will be at this point? I’m not sure which would hurt worse, though, falling for X or never having a piece of him. He will break what’s left of my heart since my mom took a part of it with her when she left this earth. Now my asshole father has the rest of it in his hands. I’ve been left in a state of purgatory that I can never move on from. 

      I reach my hand up to wipe away the tears that always come when I think of my mom. I’m a world away from my father and he’s still controlling my life. 

      “You don’t want X,” I lie to myself, but it felt so much more believable before he kissed me. I’ve never felt anything as powerful in my life. I swear it was so deep it touched my soul. Things could be so different if I wasn't his daughter. Then again, I might not be on this island if it wasn’t for him. I’m not sure if I would have taken Kade’s offer with more of a level head and without the threat of my father looming over me. Honestly I think X can tell something is off with me. He doesn't know what it is but something is telling him I’m wrong. I think that inner voice is what’s making his attraction to me so upsetting. 

      I think of all the rude things he’s said to me as I head back towards my room. I can’t hide out on the beach forever. If he’s looking for me it won't take him long to find me even out on the beach. When I think of all the times he was a jerk I smile at how much I enjoyed giving it back to him. Was this our weird way of flirting with one another and today was the breaking point? 

      I enter the back of the house trying to sneak in without being noticed. Elise looks up from the kitchen counter, giving me a knowing smile. “He’s not in the pantry.” I can tell she’s fighting a laugh. 

      “Sorry.” I start to move toward the pantry, knowing we left a mess in there. I don’t want her to clean up after me and I work here too. “I’ll clean it up.” I’m not sure what we knocked over but I recall quite a few spills. 

      “He cleaned it,” she says and I stop. 

      “Oh.” I look around. 

      “He headed that way.” She points down the hallway and I guess he must have gone home. “Can I make you something to eat?” 

      “No thank you.” My hunger has disappeared and in its place is a gigantic knot. Am I upset that he hasn't chased me? 

      Elise nods and goes back to wiping down the counter. I make my way to the stairs thinking it’s too early to turn in. I could put my pajamas on and read for a bit. Maybe my hunger will come back and I’ll sneak into the kitchen later for a snack. 

      I stop when I reach the top of the stairs and I see Xander sitting in front of my door. He looks up when he hears me and his eyes lock on mine. 

      “What are you doing?” I take a step back down the stairs as my pulse spikes. 

      “Come away from the stairs before you give me a heart attack. It's not as though you can run this time.” He stands up and his big frame fills up all the space. “I’ll catch you.” 

      “I wasn't going to run,” I blurt out. Actually I have no idea what I was going to do. I’m trying to put distance between us, but there’s no room. He bends down and picks something up. 

      “I made you something to eat.” When I see a tray in his hands I take a step back up the stairs. 

      “You cooked?” I raise an eyebrow at him. 

      “It’s getting cold.” He balances the tray on his hand as he opens my bedroom door. I bite my lip, debating if this is such a great idea, but my feet start moving without my permission. 

      “Is it edible?” I look down at the pancakes that actually look pretty good. In fact they look perfect. The bacon doesn't look as though it fared as well. I bite my lip to keep from laughing because he did try. It’s sweet and also very unlike him. “Did you poison it?” 

      “I think we both know I’m not trying to kill you.” 

      I peek up at him feeling a touch shy. My eyes go straight to his mouth and I wonder if he can still taste me there. I rode his face just a little bit ago and the thought makes my heart start to race. My nipples tighten and I want more but we can’t. Or we shouldn't. 

      “In.” He nods toward my room, and for once I do as he tells me. He follows me in, kicking the door shut behind us. 

      “I’m not sure this is a great idea.” 

      “Eating? I thought you always want to eat.” He smirks at me, actually smirks. 

      Someone could knock me over with a feather as I watch him set the tray down on my bed. He sits down next to it and pats the spot on the other side of tray. 

      “Come eat and make fun of my cooking. I know you want to.” My stomach lets out a loud growl and his smirk turns into a full-on grin. I sit down and he cuts off a piece of pancake as he brings it to my mouth. It’s warm and buttery and so damn sweet. 

      “I think you can cook,” I admit as he brings another bite to my mouth, then another. 

      I let him feed me, which is something that I shouldn't be doing, but it feels good being taken care of. I can’t remember the last time someone cared for me. I clear the plate as he feeds me bite by bite and he doesn't say a word as he does it. 

      When the plate is clear he picks up the tray and leaves me on the bed. He carries it over to the small table I have in here and sets it down. He turns around and leans up against it to stare at me for a long moment. Now I understand the look in his eyes. He’s not so much angry as he is hungry for something more. Part of it might still be frustration at his desire for me, but the way he’s looking at my body has me heating up. 

      “I’m not sure this is a great idea.” I repeat the same words from before. Every part of me is screaming this is a great idea and quite possibly the best one I’ve ever had. 

      He clears the space between us in two long strides. “Tell me to leave then.” 

      My mouth opens but no words of protest come out. 

      “I didn't think so.” I narrow my eyes at his cocky tone but before I can get a smartass remark out, his mouth comes down onto mine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          Xander

        

      

    

    
      “What are you doing?” she moans as my mouth moves down her neck and I push her back onto the bed. 

      “I don’t know, but I can’t stop.” Somehow this woman has possessed me into acting like I’m a sex-starved lunatic. She’s the magnet, I’m the metal and I have no choice but to follow her. 

      When I was younger I had my fun, but the past few years my brothers and I have been focused on work. I didn’t have time for women and I didn’t have the desire either. I knew when it was time to settle down, I would make the decision and logically weigh my options. But in came Lula and she turned all of my years of carefully constructed plans into dust with one look. 

      My hands move on her waist and I push her shirt up above her bra. The white lace underneath glows against her dark skin and I’m reminded of the torture of seeing her in a bikini. 

      “Fuck.” I don’t know what else to say as I look down on her curves and bare skin under me. 

      Sliding my hand behind her I unclasp her bra and pull it from her along with her shirt, leaving her topless. Her dark rose nipples are tight as I palm each breast, testing its weight. 

      “Maybe we should slow down?” Her words barely come out as I lower my mouth onto her nipple and suck on the tight bud. “Shit,” she hisses, spreading her legs and raising her hips under me. 

      I love her dirty mouth because she can’t control it when she’s turned on. I look down and her little jean shorts are the only thing that are keeping her from me, and that just won’t work. I don’t have a plan for how all this is going to go. I just know that a switch has been flipped and I refuse to go back into the dark. After this, things are going to change around here. 

      “I need you naked.” I move to her other nipple as my hands go to her shorts. “I need to see all of you.” 

      “Oh God.” Her back arches as I graze my teeth along the underside of her tits and nibble at the tender skin. 

      She wiggles out of her shorts and panties and I toss them across the room. She won’t be needing those anytime soon. I sit back on my knees and for a moment I just stare at her. Her nipples are wet from my mouth and when I look lower I see her pussy lips are too. I push her thighs apart and just stare at her and drink in just how fucking beautiful she is. 

      “Xander?” she whispers, and I shake my head. 

      “Just give me a little longer.” I rub my hands over her knees as I memorize every curve of her body and burn it into my memory. When I close my eyes at night, this is the only thing I want to see for the rest of my life. 

      I want to be on top of her with my skin on hers and I want to feel just how soft her body is under mine. I look at her pussy and think about how sweet she tasted, and how tight she’s going to be with my cock in her. The thought of fucking her bareback makes me grunt in anticipation. Would she like the idea of me getting her pregnant? What if we got to that point and I came inside her, what could she say? It would be one way to secure her, make sure she can’t take off because a baby would bind us. 

      The thought of having a family was something in the back of my mind when I thought about the future, but suddenly it’s all I can think about. 

      “Are you on the pill?” I blurt out, and her eyes widen. 

      “Um, no, but uh, there’s condoms in the infirmary. I did the inventory last week since some of the guys on the island asked for them.” 

      “Good.” I pull my shirt off and throw it to the ground as I unbuckle my belt. 

      “Do you want to go get one?” She watches me undo my shorts and push them off of me as my cock springs free. “Do you not wear underwear?” 

      “It’s too hot,” I say as I reach down and stroke my shaft a few times. “And no, I’m not going to get one.” 

      “But—” Her words stop as I lower my face between her legs and lick her sweet honey hole. “Damn, that feels good.” 

      I put both my hands under her ass and lift her a little as I suck on her pussy. I slide two fingers inside her and one to her ass as I work her into a climax. She’s already so damn wet she’s not far from the edge, but I want to taste it when she cums. 

      “I plan on fucking you raw, Lula.” I rub my thumb across her clit and she cries out. “About a dozen different times and about a dozen different ways.” I do the same move and her back arches as she whines with need. “I don’t know which way it will work best, so I’ve got to try them all.” 

      “W-what?” She’s panting and so close that I really shouldn’t play with her. 

      “This is mine.” I grip her pussy, lowering my mouth to suck on her clit. 

      “Xander!” she screams, her body giving itself over to my touch. 

      While her pussy is still pulsing and nice and soft, I move up her body and swipe the tip of my cock through her folds. Her orgasm is still rocking through her as I thrust into her tight pussy all at once. 

      “Fuck!” Now it’s my turn to cry out as I put my weight on top of her and hold myself deep. 

      She tenses under me and I feel her nails score my back, but I hold her close as I kiss her to try and take the pain away. 

      “I didn’t know,” I whisper between kisses. “I should have known but I didn’t. I’m sorry.” I kiss her gently and the taste of her pussy passes between us. “I should have been gentle, but I couldn’t wait.” 

      The feel of her virginity breaking on my cock is a moment I’ll treasure, but I should have slowed down and made it better for her. Fuck, I’m an animal because even now knowing that she was untouched makes me want to fuck into her deeper and harder. Thoughts of getting her pregnant during her first time make me smile and I wonder if she’s ovulating. 

      “It’s too big,” she says as I kiss her neck and push her thighs open wider. 

      “You’ll take me.” I rub my nose along the hollow of her throat and kiss her collarbone. “You’ll take all of it, Lula.” 

      “I’m so full.” Her voice catches as I grind against her clit. “It’s huge.” 

      “Keep talking like that and it’s only going to get bigger.” 

      She moans when I flex my cock inside of her and then pull out a little. “Let me make it good for you.” I reach between us and stroke her pussy a little and I feel her body relax. “All you have to do is lie here and let me do the work.” 

      “Good, because I can’t move.” I hear the smile in her voice as I nibble on the shell of her ear. 

      I pet her gently, moving in and out inch by inch. It’s absolute torture for me, but when I look down and see the tinge of blood on my cock I get harder and a little cum pulses out of me. It’s primal seeing her innocence on me and I have an overwhelming desire to eat her pussy again. But the need to cum in her is winning and I keep on rocking in and out. 

      When her pussy squeezes me in pleasure I know she’s getting close. Her legs spread wider and her hands rest on my shoulders as her body takes all of me now. I’m thrusting hard and pinning her to the mattress as her climax and my own build. The bed slaps against the wall and I’m heavy on top of her, grunting and driving into her. 

      She closes her eyes tight and calls out my name when her climax grips my cock. I hold her hips steady and line up with her cervix as I pump my seed into her. When she feels the heat of my cum, her eyes spring open and we stare at one another, knowing exactly what I’m doing. 

      “Open for me,” I demand, and she raises her hips and does what I say. She tilts up and welcomes my cum into her with both of us knowing what could potentially happen. 

      My cock gets harder and more cum enters her with her participation. It’s so hard and deep that it’s almost painful, but I hold still as I finish. Her pussy is so soft around my cock and even after her climax is over I can feel her trying to suck me in deeper. 

      “Now I want you to do the same thing on top,” I say, rolling us over and holding her hips. “When you cum again, I want you to hold still just like that. Got it?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          Lula

        

      

    

    
      I lie with my head resting on Xander’s chest. I woke up thirty minutes ago but couldn't bring myself to move from him. I suck in a deep breath, breathing him into my lungs. Last night was incredible. In all my life I’ve never felt so connected with someone. I didn't know that level of intimacy existed and it was more than I could have ever dreamed of. I tilt my head to look up at him and he’s sound asleep. His deep, even breathing lifts me with every inhale and I notice he’s smiling. 

      I didn't know someone could smile in their sleep and my heart clenches that I gave him that peace. He wasn't a bear with a thorn in his paw now, and whatever walls he was holding up have crumbled away. I don’t think he’ll try and rebuild them today, not with the way he touched me and the things he said to me. No matter how many times we made love last night he couldn't get enough. There was no satiating his need for me. In fact, I think he was growing hungrier for me with each touch he let himself have. At least I know that’s how I felt last night. 

      I run my hand up his broad chest, enjoying the feel of him under my fingers. I think I’m in love with him. I swallow the lump in my throat that forms at the idea of loving him. I’m playing a dangerous game since Xander has finally let his guard down with me. If there’s one thing I know he’ll always put his family first. If he knew who my father is he’d have me off the island before I knew what was happening. It’s going to suck living in constant fear of my secret being found out, but it would suck more to not have Xander even for a short time. 

      If I’m even halfway in love with him it’s going to hurt when our time comes to an end, so I might as well enjoy the time we have. It was selfish when I didn't protest about him cumming inside of me while I let him take me bare. I couldn't help but think if I got pregnant he couldn't banish me from the island because Xander would never do that to his child. 

      What if he keeps the baby but drops me back in the States? I close my eyes, making myself believe that Xander would never take a child from its mother. To be honest, after last night I have no idea how Xander would react to such news. I would love to think I’d come before everything else to him but I know that’s too much to ask for. The man only came to terms with wanting me yesterday. It wouldn't be too hard to send him right back into not trusting me. I can't blame him, because my father tried to kill his brother and almost killed his sister-in-law. I bet if he found out about my father he’d think I was a spy for him or something. He’d never believe that I, too, like the rest of them, was hiding from him. I would all be just too coincidental in his eyes. It’s hard for me to even wrap my mind around. 

      “Lula!” I hear my name shouted and I start to rise but Xander is faster than I am. He rolls over and pins me under him. 

      “Don’t come in here!” he shouts back. 

      “X?” I hear Kade say and my door opens. 

      “I said don’t fucking come in here!” 

      “Calm down,” I tell him gently. “It’s just Kade.” 

      “And you’re naked,” he reminds me. I have a blanket and he’s covering me like a shield. I don’t think anyone can see any part of me but Xander. 

      “You okay, Lula?” Kade asks. 

      “I’m fine.” My face heats, knowing he has to know what Xander and I did. Why else would grumpy-ass Xander be in my bedroom?

      “Kade, get the—” I reach up, covering Xander’s mouth with my hand. 

      “Is everything okay?” 

      Why else would Kade be coming up to my room? Since I’ve moved here he’s never done anything like that, so it probably makes him think something’s wrong. “Is Collins okay?”

      “She’s throwing up,” he responds instantly, and I bite my lip to keep from laughing as Xander removes my hand from his mouth.

      “Isn't that what pregnant women do?” Xander says dryly. I bury my face in his chest to keep from laughing because Xander is right. That’s exactly what they do, but I don’t want to laugh at Kade. The way he worries over his wife is adorable. 

      “I don’t like it.” Kade’s voice comes out sounding like Xander’s when he’s in a bad mood, which is most of the time. 

      “I can give her something. I’ll grab it from the infirmary and meet you at your place,” I tell him. 

      “Will you hurry?” I push on Xander’s chest to try and get up, but he doesn't move. 

      “The sooner you get the fuck out of her room, the sooner I will let her out of bed,” Xander answers for me. 

      “Fine, but I want to talk to you later, X.” The door shuts before Xander can agree. I think because it’s not really a request but an order. I know Xander could take any of his brothers head on, but for some reason they tend to listen to Kade for the most part. 

      Xander stares down at me, not moving. “Good morning.” I give him a soft smile, unsure what else to say. 

      “Morning.” A slow smile spreads across his face as he leans down and kisses me. I hum with pleasure and I don’t want to get up, but I know Collins needs me. 

      “I’ll let you up, but let's make this quick.” He rolls off me and stands on the side of the bed. I turn on my side and take all of him in. His body is a work of art and I got to enjoy every detail of it during our late shower last night. I still can’t believe he fit inside of me. I mean, I know he did because he proved that half a dozen times, but damn, his cock is huge. 

      “Keep looking at me like that and we’re never going to leave this room.” He offers me his hand and I take it as he pulls me from the bed. He gives me another one of those kisses as he brings me flush against his hard body. I moan into his mouth and warmth blossoms through me.  

      “Tell me this isn't only a fling. That I mean more than that to you.” His hand slides between us and his fingers graze across my stomach. 

      “I think I made it clear last night this isn't a fling.” It isn't an I love you because I know it’s too soon for that and I can’t expect him to feel those things. I shouldn't be feeling them at all, but I am. I try and tell myself I’m so needy for affection and attention that I’m clinging to this like it could be love but I should know better. He kisses me again, proving his point and leaving me breathless. 

      “Get ready or we’ll be back in the bed and Kade will be banging on the door again. This time it will end with the two of us fighting.” He gives my ass a smack and I jump because I know he’s right. Those brothers will full-out fight and then act as though it’s no big deal while their noses are busted and bleeding everywhere. 

      I dart into my closet and pull on a pair of white shorts then grab a bra and shirt before slipping on some shoes. When I come out Xander is dressed in his clothes from yesterday and somehow looks even sexier. 

      “Almost done.” I go to the bathroom and get myself together then settle with pulling my curls up because they are not going to be tamed quickly. “Let’s roll,” I say when I walk out. 

      He takes my hand as he leads me out of the house and over to the golf cart. It takes no time to get to the infirmary and grab what I need. Within just a few moments we’re at Kade and Collins’s house and we barely get the cart to a stop when Kade rushes out to us, looking irritated. 

      “I got it.” I hold up the pack of pills. “I’ll check on her.” I walk past him. 

      “She’s in the master,” Kade says, and I nod and open the screen door. “You. In my office.” I look over my shoulder to see Kade stepping into Xander’s path. 

      “I’ll see you later,” I tell Xander. He doesn't look like he’s okay with that, but he gives me a soft smile before he turns his head to glare at his brother. “No fighting,” I shout as I head up the stairs to find Collins. 

      The bedroom door is open so I knock on the frame. Collins sits up immediately and her eyes widen. 

      “You slept with Xander,” she hisses in a low voice. I guess Kade likes to gossip. 

      “I thought you were sick?”

      She waves her hands at my question. “I threw up a little bit but I’m fine now. You know how he is.” I step into the room and walk over toward her. 

      “Well, if it happens again you can take one of these. It dissolves in your mouth so you don’t need to swallow,” I say, setting the pills down on the nightstand. 

      “Forget about the pills.” She grabs my hand and pulls me down onto the bed to sit next to her. She wiggles all around, clearly excited about Xander and me sleeping together. 

      “Tell me everything.” 

      “Ahh…” I stall, not sure what I should say. 

      “Come on, Lula. I need the girl talk, so spill. I want to know everything,” she says, leaning closer to me. “You don’t have to tell me all the dirty details but give me something. I can’t even picture Xander with a woman.” 

      That makes me smile so I tell her some of the details and actually enjoy having a friend to talk to. In the past twelve hours I’ve gone from feeling so alone to feeling like I have people. It’s almost like having a family, but as much as I love it, I’m scared. I’m getting a taste of what life can be and I know I could easily lose it all.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

          Xander

        

      

    

    
      “You care to tell me what the fuck you think you’re doing?” Kade crosses his arms over his chest as I take a seat in the chair next to his desk. 

      “You walked in the room, Kade. If you don’t know what that was I’m afraid to ask how your wife got pregnant.” 

      His anger builds and I watch his face redden as he uncrosses his arms and stomps over to his desk. “This is serious, Xander.” 

      Normally I’m not the one that needs to be told to take things seriously, so this is a bit of a role reversal for the two of us. “It’s also none of your goddamn business.” 

      He begins to pace as he talks, which is what he does when he’s trying to process information. “I can’t believe you. I brought her here to care for my wife and then you’re going to fuck her? Are you completely without self-control?” He’s not really asking me the question as he continues to pace. “There are plenty of women on the island that would be more than happy to keep you company, but no, the one woman that I absolutely need here to make sure nothing happens to Collins, you have to go and fuck her.” 

      “You do realize Collins is only having a baby. Millions of women do it every day.” 

      He stops his pacing and turns his glare on me. “Only having a baby? Do you have any idea of all the things that could possibly go wrong? Did you think about how impossible it was for me to find the best doctor out there to agree to come live here and be on call twenty-four-seven? Do you have any idea the danger you could put my wife in if Lula decides to quit because you change your mind and go back to being an asshole, or did you just think about getting your dick wet?” 

      I’m out of my seat and across the room before he has a chance to blink. I’ve got him pinned to the wall and I’m in his face, but I see in his eyes what he’s trying to hide. He’s afraid. 

      I take a deep breath and let him go as I step back and really look at Kade. His clothes are a mess, there are dark circles under his eyes, and he hasn’t shaved. He looks really fucking tired and it’s not like my brother to be so stressed. 

      “It’s not like that,” I admit and shake my head. “I don’t know what it is, but this isn’t casual, Kade. You know I didn’t date or take random women to my bed in the States. Like we’ve always said about this island—wives not girlfriends.” I swallow hard before I say the next words. “I think she’s the one.” 

      As I say it out loud I know it’s true. Somehow in all my resistance I’ve fallen in love with Lula. I don’t know how I haven’t seen it before but maybe it’s because I’ve never felt like this. I would get so angry with the way she looked and walked and talked, but deep down I knew it was because none of it was for me. I wanted her to look at me, walk with me, talk to me, and the fact that she kept on ignoring me made me grouchy as hell. 

      “You think?” He looks surprised as his eyebrows pull together. 

      “I know,” I admit. “You shouldn’t be the first person to hear this, but I want you to know how serious I am. I love her, and I don’t have any intentions of letting her leave this island.” 

      “Damn, brother.” He walks over to his chair and falls down in it. “I did not expect that.” He runs a hand down his face and then a smile tugs at his lips. “Well, I guess that solves that problem.” 

      “What problem?” 

      “The one where I was going to kick you off the island so she would stay.” My mouth falls open and he shrugs. “There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for Collins. Especially now that she’s pregnant.” 

      I take a seat beside him and lean forward on my elbows. “You know she’s going to be okay, right?” 

      “I’m just really worried about her.” He puts his face in his hands and I reach out and rub his neck. 

      “Kade, she’s going to be fine. She’s a strong woman and she’s got the best care we can provide. Not only with Lula, but there’s a medical team on this island ready and waiting along with a boat that’s gassed up and planes fueled for any emergency.” I shake my head. “If we were in the States the control would still be out of your hands. You can’t predict what’s going to happen, but if you worry about things happening the whole time, you’re going to stress Collins and the baby out.” 

      He looks up as if only just now realizing that. “Damn.” 

      “You have to be at one hundred percent so she can lean on you. Now is your time to be her rock and you can’t do that if you’re not sleeping.” 

      “There’s just a lot that can go wrong.” He shrugs, but I can see I’m getting through to him. 

       “There is, but you’re not alone.” I think about Lula and what it will be like when she’s pregnant. I know that I’ll be just as worried as Kade, but I also know he would tell me these same things. “I’m here and Vaughn will be back soon. There’s nothing we can’t do together, right?” 

      “Right.” He nods and lets out a sigh of relief. “Thank you. I’m just going a little crazy but I know you’re right.” 

      “I love it when you say that.” 

      “Damn, she really did a number on you.” He shakes his head and laughs. 

      “What?” 

      “I don’t know, but I can’t remember the last time I saw you smile like that.” 

      “Yeah, me either.” Lula makes me want to be a better man and I can’t say that’s a bad thing. “Maybe you should go in there and take a nap with your wife,” I suggest, and he nods. 

      “That sounds like a great idea.” He yawns and maybe now he can relax and get some sleep. 

      We stand up and as we walk out of his office my cell phone rings. I check it and see it’s my friend Sam from back in the States. 

      “You okay?” Kade asks on his way out. 

      “Yeah, I’m gonna take this. You go ahead.” Kade nods as he walks out and I answer the phone. “Hey man, how’s it going?” 

      “Pretty good, just calling back with that information you wanted me to look up.” My stomach tightens when I remember why I called him to begin with. 

      Sam and I go way back but we still keep in touch even though he travels a lot for the military. He does intelligence work for the feds when they need an expert and I knew he was the only one I could trust to help me out. 

      “And?” I’m not one to beat around the bush with him, and I don’t want to start now. 

      “So how do you know this chick you wanted me to look up?” he hedges. 

      “Does it matter?” 

      “I’m not sure how you got tangled up with the daughter of a mob boss but you might want to sleep with one eye open, if you catch my meaning.” 

      The knot that was forming in my stomach drops as I stand there completely still and listen to the rundown on Lula. She’s the daughter of Peter Guzik, the man who tried to kill Kade and then Collins. The man who was last seen in Europe, exactly where Vaughn and Berkley are right this very moment. Chills cover my body as Sam keeps telling me things I don’t want to hear, but I stand there silent as I listen to them. Once he’s finished my mind is a complete blank as I stare into space. 

      “Xander, you okay?” 

      I swallow hard and clear my throat just as the door to the office opens a little. I look up in time to see Lula standing there with a bright smile on her face. Her hair is in a messy bun and her cheeks are pink and all I can think about is how beautiful she is. 

      “Yeah, I’m good,” I say and hang up the phone. 

      “Everything all right?” She walks up to me and puts her hands around my waist, going up on her tiptoes to kiss me. 

      I kiss her back and don’t answer her because I don’t know if everything is all right.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Ten

          

          Lula

        

      

    

    
      “I’ll learn to make more things,” Xander says as I take my last bite of pancake and lick the syrup off my lips. 

      “I think I can live off your pancakes and you for the rest of my life.”

      His hands free my messy bun and curls go everywhere as he kisses me. The change in him has been a one-eighty. Almost. I’m happy about that, but I still love the bossy side of Xander. He gets grumpy when he doesn't get his way with me, but it’s kind of adorable. 

      I pull back and lick the seam of his mouth. “What are we going to do for the rest of the day?” 

      My eyes close as I put my mouth back on his before he can answer me. I had no idea just kissing could be so intimate and it could make me feel so much. 

      “We can do whatever you want to do, love.” My breath hitches at the word love. 

      Earlier when I checked on Collins she was more than fine. I enjoyed getting to gossip with her, but more than anything the more time I spent with her, the more I realized I want what she has. Xander and his brothers are so different, but at their core they’re the same. I have no doubt Xander would cherish the woman he fell in love with, but what if he found out the woman he loves isn't the woman he thought she was?

      “What if I want to go back to bed?” 

      Before I can finish what I’m saying, he has me out of my seat and he’s climbing the stairs to my room. He tosses me onto the bed before going back and locking the door—I’m sure so no one can walk in on us again. It reminds me of how Kade pulled him aside to have a little chat when I was checking on Collins. 

      “You’re back in bed.” Xander smirks as he prowls towards me. “Are you sure you’re not too sore?” He licks his lips. “We could always do other things.” 

      My whole body heats as I sit up, wanting him to do all of those other things. But like always, my mind rules the decisions. 

      “I feel fine.” I should probably be sore, but I’m not. The pleasure Xander gave me far outweighs the small amount of pain. I look down at my hands that I’m wringing together and my eyes linger on my bare left ring finger. It’s stupid to think of Xander putting a ring there. Not only is it too soon, but he has no idea who I really am and it would change everything. 

      He reaches out and tilts my chin up so I look him in the eyes. “What’s wrong, love?” There he goes again with that word. My heart aches every time he says it and my eyes sting as I fight tears. I won’t let them spill because then he’ll know I’m hiding something from him. 

      “What did Kade want?” I blurt out, pretending that was totally what I was going to say. 

      Xander’s hand drops from my chin and I wonder if I’ve gone too far. Whatever was said between the two of them was family business, and to the Warsaw men family always comes first. I’m not family but I think I might fall under the girlfriend category. 

      “He wants to make sure I wasn’t fucking around with you.” 

      “Is that what we did?” I tilt my head to the side as I think about what the two of us shared. “Were we just fucking around?” 

      I tilt my head up higher, not sure what I want him to say. I want him more than anything, including the affection and care he’s given me. It’s been so long since someone truly cared for me and that’s what he’s been doing. I get this softer side to Xander and I want it all to myself, even if I don’t deserve it. 

      “Lula, I’m sure there will be times when I fuck you and take you hard and fast. When we don’t have much time, like before our kids come barging into the room, or before we have to be somewhere. I know there will be times when I need you so badly I can’t wait.” 

      My intake of breath is sharp, but he keeps going. 

      “But what we did last night was far from fucking. I was claiming you and worshiping your body. I showed you I was an asshole when you first got here, but I’m going to make it right. Last night was the first step in who I can be for you, if you let me.” 

      It’s so hard to fight back the tears now. “I don’t know what to say to that.” I swallow the lump that’s lodged in my throat. 

      “Say you love me like I love you.” I close my eyes as tears begin escaping. 

      He loves me. I shake my head no because this can’t be happening. I want this so badly, but I can’t say those words back to him without him knowing the truth. 

      When I open my eyes again Xander is looking at the floor. I’ve never seen him so defeated before. He’s always ready to take anyone on. 

      I love him more than anything in this whole world and he’s made me feel alive again. He’s made me feel like I haven't been robbed of a future and that maybe because of my asshole father I’ve found my destiny.

      None of that matters because Xander will hate me if he knows the truth. How could he believe that this was all a coincidence? He thinks he loves me, but he doesn't know all of me. I’ve worked hard to hide the dark parts and uplifted my whole life to keep on hiding from the rest of the world. 

      “Give me time. I know I’ve been a jerk since you got here, but let me prove it to you.” 

      “It’s me that needs time.” I sit up on the bed and lean close to him. I brush my mouth against Xander’s, knowing this might be our last kiss. “Will you give me some time to think? I need to process all of this.” 

      “I don’t want to give you time but I told you I’d give you anything you asked for.” He drops his mouth back down onto mine and kisses me deeply. I cling to him as I memorize every part of his touch. When he steps back I hate the space between us, but it’s exactly what I asked for. 

      “I’ll go home and try to master something besides pancakes.” He tries to make his tone light and teasing but I know it’s forced. “I’ll see you later.” 

      “Bye,” I manage to say as I nod in agreement and he backs out of my bedroom. 

      “I love you,” he says softly before leaving me alone in my room. 

      I drop down onto my bed and let the tears come, crying into my hands. I know what I have to do and I’m a coward for it. I can’t bring myself to tell Xander the truth and see the way he looks at me change. I don’t want that to be the last thing I have from him. Right now I have him telling me he loves me and teasing me about us having kids. 

      I wipe my face and steel myself before walking to Kade’s house. 

      When I knock he answers the door and lets me in. “How’s Collins?” 

      “She’s napping.” 

      I’m selfishly thankful because I don't want to tell her the truth either. It’s my father who almost killed her and I’m not sure how Kade is going to handle the news, but he’s the only way I can get off the island. It will be best for everyone. 

      “Can we talk?” 

      “Of course. Did Xander fuck things up already?” he teases with a smirk and I shake my head.

      “This one is on me,” I admit. He motions for me to enter his office and I sit down in front of his desk.

      I take a deep breath and then spill everything. The words come tumbling out of my mouth, but I don’t leave anything out. The entire time Kade leans back, listening to me without even a twitch of a muscle. Once I’m done, I feel like I’ve purged myself of some kind of evil, but I just sit there staring at the unmoving Kade. I keep waiting for him to explode, but he stays still the whole time. 

      “I should leave. But don’t worry because I don’t even know where this island is located so your secret is safe with me.” 

      His voice is even and calm as he leans forward. “What about you, Lula? What about your safety?” 

      I hadn't thought about that, but it’s probably because the only thing going through my mind is being without Xander. 

      “That’s not anyone else's problem here.” I look out of Kade’s office window that has a beautiful view of the ocean. “The longer I stay here, the worse Xander and I will get hurt. It’s better to break it off now.” I look back to Kade. “When he finds out the truth, he’ll hate me anyway. He hasn't trusted me since I got here and he was right not to.” I stand up and hold my hands out. “Will you help me get off the island?” 

      “You’re not a captive, Lula.” Kade rises from his seat too. “I can get you off the island but I really think you should think this over. Nothing good ever comes from making rash decisions in the heat of the moment.” 

      “I’ll think while I pack my things.” I step away from my chair with my mind already made up. “Thank you for everything, Kade, and for being so understanding. I’m so sorry for what my father has done to your family.”

      “I’m sorry for what your father has done to you.” His voice is soft, and my eyes start to water all over again. This would be so much easier if he was mad. This is not how I thought this would go. “I would never punish someone for the sins of their father. My anger lies with him and him alone.” 

      “Thank you,” I say again. “I’m going to pull together a list of people that I think would love to have this job. I’ll have it for you before I leave.” 

      “Don’t worry about it.” He waves his hand. 

      “Are you sure?” 

      “It will be handled, I have no doubt about that.” He gives me a soft knowing smile. 

      “Tell Collins I'm sorry too.” 

      “Stop apologizing, Lula.” 

      I open my mouth to apologize for apologizing but catch myself. “It was a pleasure meeting your family,” I say instead and turn to leave. 

      As I make the walk back toward the main house my feet are heavier than ever before. 

      I freeze when I enter my room to see Xander throwing all my things into boxes and bags. 

      “You know,” I whisper as he turns and faces me. Did Kade call him that fast, or was he listening at the door? 

      “Of course I know.” He tosses more stuff into a box and I stand there watching him pack my things at record speed. 

      I’ll be off the island in no time at this rate and my heart breaks as I watch him clear my room of my things. I knew this was going to hurt, but I didn't want this to be my last memory of Xander. When he drops the last of my things into a box, he turns around and faces me. 

      In two long strides he’s in front of me and the old Xander is there in all his glory. He’s as pissed as ever with all tenderness gone. “You were just going to leave?” he grits out. 

      “It’s for the best.” I lick my dry lips and Xander clocks the movement. 

      “You can run, Lula, but I’ll find you.” 

      “What would you do if you found me?” I can’t help pushing him just to the edge. 

      “I’d bring your ass right back here where you belong,” he answers as his mouth descends onto mine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eleven

          

          Xander

        

      

    

    
      “Xander, are you—”

      Her words turn into a moan as I graze my teeth along her neck and follow the trail with my tongue. 

      “Am I what, love? Desperate for you?” I grind my hard cock into the juncture of her thighs, but the sudden pleasure does nothing to ease the ache. 

      “All my stuff.” She swallows hard when I thrust against her again. “Oh God, you are, I mean, you were packing my stuff.” 

      “When I saw you walking toward Kade’s house I knew what you were going to do.” 

      I reach my hand between us and cup her sex over her cut-off shorts. “You think I’d let this get away?” I kiss her neck again and this time I bite the shell of her ear. “You think I’d let any part of you run out on me?” 

      “But-but—” 

      “No matter what you think was going to happen, the end result was you moving in with me, taking my last name, and having my baby.” I unbutton her shorts and push them off of her hips to the floor. “I was speeding up the process and moving to the end result.” 

      “Oh God.” She hisses as my fingers slide in her panties and between her slippery folds. 

      “I know all of it and I don’t care, Lula.” Her eyes snap open and connect with mine as I slide two fingers inside her. “You’re mine and nothing about your past will ever stop that from being true.” 

      “I love you, Xander,” she says softly and relief fills my chest. 

      “I love you too.” I keep my eyes on her as I kneel down and drag her panties off. “Let me show you just how much.” 

      Gripping the front of her panties, I tear them off of her and throw the scrap of fabric over my shoulder. She’s standing there with her lips swollen and pink, ready for my mouth. 

      “Look how pretty you are,” I coo, sliding my fingers in and out of her. “Is all of this just for me?” I raise an eyebrow and she nods as I lean forward and lap at her dew. “Take your top off. I want to see your tits while I eat you.” 

      She does as I ask while I slide my tongue over her clit. With her standing in front of me, she’s so fucking tight on my fingers, but I love how she looks in this position. Her head falls back as I rub that spot inside her she loves so much. I feast on her sweet taste and moan as I swallow it. 

      I brag to her about how her body is mine and all the things I’m going to do to her. “Tomorrow I’m going to marry you, Lula.” She gasps and her hands cling to my shoulders. “But tonight I’m going to put a baby in you.” 

      Her legs widen with my filthy words as if inviting me to make good on them. Her back arches and I have to hold on to her as her orgasm hits and she comes apart in my mouth. 

      “That’s it, love, soften her up for me.” 

      I kiss her wet pussy and nuzzle against it as her climax goes on and on. By the time I’ve wrung the last of her orgasm out of her, she’s boneless and hardly able to stand. 

      “It’s okay, I’m taking over from here,” I say as I stand up and strip off my clothes as she watches me with hooded eyes. 

      I make a show of taking my cock in my hand and squeezing it a few times to ease the ache. The only thing it does is cause pearls of cum to bead at the tip and roll down. I swipe at one of them and smear it across her bottom lip as I pull her against me. I watch her tongue dart out and she licks it off. 

      “Good girl.” I watch with pleasure as her cheeks redden but I don’t give her time to be embarrassed. I grab her by the waist and lift her up before I slide her down on my length. My cock is hard and hot for her tight sheath and when I feel its grip surround me I finally relax. Being connected inside of her is the only way to calm my inner animal and I plan on staying this way for most of our lives. 

      “Don’t drop me.” She moans as I lift her up and slide her back down. 

      I laugh without humor as I move her body up and down my cock. My legs are thick and strong as the muscles flex with each thrust. My arms tighten their hold, but she isn’t going anywhere. I stand there and fuck her hard and fast because the fear of losing her was too damn much for me to take. 

      There’s no time to take her over to the bed or even find a flat surface. I want her right here, right this second, and I’ll take her exactly how I want it. 

      Her body curves to mine and her hands rest on my chest. Her tits bounce and I grunt in pleasure at seeing her taking all of me. She’s hot and sweaty and her soft skin slides all over me. My need for her is so strong I can feel my body burning up. My cock is swollen to a size I’ve never been before and it’s because it’s inside of her. It’s thick and long and so goddamn heavy right now. All the need I have is weighing it down and making each thrust into Lula stronger. 

      “Fuck.” I grind my teeth as she rolls her hips and the break in rhythm is too much. “Fuck, don’t do that or I’ll nut.” 

      She gives me an evil grin and does it again. 

      “Goddamn it.” The sight of me about to lose it must turn her on because I can feel her pussy get wetter. The slick sounds of my cock going into her get louder and it somehow makes me impossibly harder. 

      “Cum in me,” she whispers, and I feel her pussy squeeze me as I bounce her on my cock. 

      The simple words are enough to make me lose all control, and as if my dick is under her command, I go over the edge. 

      I roar so loud and long that it echoes in the room, but I still manage to be aware enough that I’m triggering her orgasm with mine. We cling to each other, and I manage to stay standing up through it all. I’m breathing heavy and I feel like I’ve just walked off a roller coaster, but my heart is so full all I can do is smile. 

      “I love you,” Lula says again, and I close my eyes, wondering if I’ll ever get tired of hearing her say that. 

      “You ready for me to prove it again?” I flex my still hard cock inside of her, and she giggles, then moans. 

      “This time I want you on all fours.” I grip her ass with both my hands as I walk us over to the bed. “I want to spank you.” 

      “For what?” She pretends to be shocked as she digs her nails into me. 

      “For trying to leave me.” 

      “What if I promise to never do it again?” She pokes out her lip and bats her eyelashes at me. 

      “Oh, I know you won’t do it again, but you can act like it if you want.” I toss her onto the bed and give her round ass a slap. She squeals and tries to wiggle away, but I pin her to the bed. “I like the chase, love.” 

      “I guess it’s a good thing I like you catching me.” 

      “Forever,” I say as I lean down and kiss her lips.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

          Lula

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Six months later…

      

      

      I stare down at my phone, not knowing where my husband has been for the past twenty-four hours. He slipped from the bed in the middle of the night after kissing me sweetly and saying he had something to handle and he’d be back soon. 

      His eyes were soft and loving but I knew the kind of business he was taking care of. One that would likely leave blood on his hands. 

      My Xander will always have a small piece of him that’s dark and hidden from me. It’s part of who he is, and no matter what, I love all of him. Maybe it should bother me more since I spend my life healing, but I knew what he was going to do when he left and I didn’t say a word to stop him. 

      My father needed to die. I was told he was in prison where he belonged, but it didn't feel like enough for me or for Xander. Not when I told him everything my father put me through. Once I laid that on Xander, coupled with what he’d done to everyone we love, I knew there was no stopping him. And once we found out I was pregnant it was game over.  

      It would have been almost impossible for my father to ever reach me again, but that wasn't a chance Xander was willing to take. Since I’ve gotten pregnant I’ve had nightmares of my father showing up that have jolted me from the bed. Xander took them as a premonition and he’s been silently plotting ever since. 

      Very few people in the world know about the island, but still my hormones are ruling my mind. Xander went to put an end to me ever having one ounce of fear over my father—a man that doesn’t deserve the title. He was never a part of my life until I was an adult and like everyone else in his life, he used and abused me until Xander gave me a new life. But without my father coming into my life I might not have ever met Xander. It’s funny how fate can work sometimes. I can only think that it was all part of a bigger plan, not only Xander and me meeting but for my husband to put an end to my father for good. 

      I skim the article on my phone, reading about my father being found dead in his prison cell. The news is saying it was a heart attack and after I read a few more lines I put the phone down. I read what I needed to and now I know he’s gone for good. As much as I hated him, it looks as though Xander made it quick. I don’t like to think of anyone suffering, even if they deserve it. 

      “Wife,” Xander says as he comes up behind me. He smells soapy and clean like he’s just taken a shower. He moves the hair off my shoulder and kisses my neck. “I’ve missed you.” 

      I turn in his arms and wrap my hands around his neck as I stare up at him. 

      “I’ve missed your cooking,” I tease. 

      “Are you hungry?” He goes to pull away, but I don’t let him. 

      “I’m teasing you. I missed you too.” I smile right before he kisses me and I moan happily that he is home safe in my arms. We’ve gone from avoiding each other when we met to almost being inseparable. 

      “I love you,” he says against my lips. “You still love me?” he asks, and I can see the real question burning in his eyes. Do I still love him after what he’s just done? 

      “Xander, I’ve loved you from the moment I met your grumpy ass.” 

      He lifts me, sitting me on the counter in the medical center where I was organizing things I’ve organized already. I was only trying to keep busy while he was gone, and this was a mindless task I could do in silence. Both Collins and Berkley tried to keep my attention off Xander being gone, which was easy for a little with babies around, but my mind always went back to my husband. 

      “Liar.” He gives me one of his smiles nobody else gets to see, and no matter how many times I see it, it makes my insides melt. 

      “I didn’t want to make it easy on you. A chase is good for a man every now and then.”

      “And I chased you everywhere.” 

      I throw my head back and laugh harder because he did. He might have stomped around while he did it, but once I pulled that thorn out of his paw his whole attitude changed. With no more walls between us we were free to have what we wanted so badly. Each other. As different as we can be at times, it’s those differences that make us whole. It’s why we fit together so perfectly.

      I think it was shocking because Xander was rough around the edges in general, but with me, my husband is pure sweetness. He gives his brothers a run for their money in their silent competition as to who’s the better husband. They all win because each one of us needs something different and each of us gets those things from our husbands.

      “No more chasing.” I pull him down for another kiss. “At least for today. I’ve gotta keep my husband on his toes.” I wiggle my eyebrows at him. 

      “You don’t need to be running anywhere.” He rubs his hand over my small stomach. “Were you in here trying to get a peek at the sex of the babies?” 

      I give him a look because that’s something he’d do, but he’s not carrying the babies around so he can’t go sneaking a sonogram without me. I made sure Doctor Jane has my file sealed up tight. She came to the island with her husband to enjoy the beach and help oversee me giving birth. 

      “Do you really want to know?” I’ll open the file and find out if he wants, but I thought it would be fun to have a surprise. 

      “No. What I want is to take my wife home and make love to her and cook her pancakes.”

      “That sounds perfect,” I admit. His face grows serious for a moment.

      “Are we really good?” he asks before I start to slip off the counter. 

      “I’ll always stand with you, Xander. You did what you had to do to protect this family. Warsaws stop at nothing to make that happen.” I’m happy to be one of them and I feel as protective over them as they are over me. They’re my family and I’m theirs.

      “Doctor Warsaw.” He smirks at me. “I never get tired of calling you that.”

      “It never fails to turn you on either.” 

      “It’s been twenty-four hours and I haven’t gotten to touch my wife. You breathe and I’m turned on.” He lifts me up and into his arms. 

      “You’re in luck, husband of mine. I think I have a cure for the problem,” I tell him, licking my lips. 

      “No, you have relief. I can promise you there’s no cure for what I have for you.” 

      “Then take me home, feed me pancakes, and keep me in bed all day.” I touch my lips to his. “That’s doctor’s orders.” 

      He shakes his head and laughs as he carries me home.
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          Xander

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Eight Years Later…

      

      

      “I know you’re trying to get me pregnant again,” Lula says as she leans against the bathroom counter. 

      “So?” I grab my towel and dry off after my shower and I don’t miss how her eyes follow the water drops down my chest. 

      “So? The twins are eight this week, Xander. I think if we were going to give them a sibling we should have done it before now.” 

      “You went off the pill.” I cock my head to the side and raise an eyebrow. 

      “That’s just because it was messing with me.” She looks down and inspects her fingernails—something she does when she’s trying to lie to me. 

      “Why was that again? It was giving you pimples?” 

      “You know women are entitled to look their best. Adult acne is no joke.” She crosses her arms over her chest, pushing up her tits. She’s not wearing a bra under her thin tank top and I can see the color of her nipples. The fact that she’s only got on a tiny little thong doesn’t help either. It’s making my mouth water and my dick ready. 

      “We’re calling one pimple adult acne?” Again I challenge her but she’s still pretending. “Care to explain why you crawled on top of me last night and rode my cock until I came inside that unprotected pussy?” Her cheeks redden but she shrugs. “You slept like a baby after you got my nut.” 

      “You were the one sleeping with an erection.” She shrugs. “I didn’t think it should go to waste.” 

      I hang my towel up and walk slowly over to her. “Any other reason you came in here while I was in the shower wearing just enough to get you in trouble?” 

      “In trouble?” She looks down at my cock that’s pointing right at her. “I don’t even know what that means.” 

      “I think you want another baby and you’re trying to sneak it out of me. What’s got you all worked up?” 

      “I just thought you might want some company in here, but it’s fine, I’ll go.” She raises her chin in challenge but doesn’t make a move to leave. 

      “Could it be the fact that the twins are having their eighth birthday this week and you maybe aren’t ready to say goodbye to that baby stage yet?” 

      “No,” she says too quickly and we both know it. 

      “How about this?” I move in front of her, so close my cock is right in front of her pussy. “You pull those panties to the side and I’ll give you what you want. No questions asked, not a single argument from me. You put that pussy on this cock and I’ll make sure I get it right where you want it.” 

      “Xander,” she whispers, and her mouth opens a little. “I just, I mean—” 

      “That’s all you gotta do, love. It’s yours.” 

      We lock eyes for a moment and ever so slowly she slides her hands down between us. I wait for a long silent second until she moves the little triangle covering her warm pink center out of the way. 

      “There she is.” I smile at her as she licks her lips. “Now put it on me.” She moans as she pushes her hips forward and the heat of her pussy surrounds my cock. “Fuck, that’s it.” 

      I slide my hand around to her lower back and pull her the rest of the way. With one hard thrust I’m seated inside of her and she’s not going anywhere. 

      “Now tell me why you want it.” I start thrusting hard and heavy as I look into her eyes. “Tell me, Lula.” 

      “I-I think I want a baby.” She groans as I hitch up her thigh and push her ass back against the counter. 

      “I know you do. That’s why you went off the pill.” My voice is low as I lean in and kiss my way up her neck. “There’s nothing about you I don’t know.” 

      “Xander.” Her pussy grips me tight as she calls out my name. 

      “It’s why I’ve been saving it up for you instead of cumming on your tits or in your mouth.” She moans as I thrust harder. “I knew what you were after and I haven’t spilled a drop unless it’s in your pussy.” 

      She thrusts with me and I slip deeper inside. I can feel her body open up for me, and the second she’s ready I’ll give it to her. 

      “You know I want as many babies as you’ll give me, but I’ve been waiting on you to lead the way.” When I kiss her I slide my tongue over hers and taste her need. “Cum for me, love, and let me give you what we both want.” 

      She cries out my name as I hold myself deep, and she finally gives in to her body’s demand. I feel her orgasm coat my cock and I go over the edge with her. 

      We stay locked in that position for a long time after, just kissing and petting. I want my seed to take root, so I’m in no rush to pull out as her warm, soft body wraps around me. 

      “Do you hope it’s a boy this time?” She looks up at me and bites her bottom lip. It’s cute how she’s so shy about this, but I know it’s because she’s afraid to wish for so much when we have so much already. 

      “I hope whatever we have has your brains and my good looks.” I smirk at her and she slaps my chest playfully. Our twin girls look exactly like their mother and I wouldn’t have it any other way. 

      “You’re lucky I don’t leave this island.” She pretends to sigh and roll her eyes. 

      “Like I wouldn’t hunt you down and bring you back.” 

      “True. Then I guess I’d be stolen just like your brothers’ wives.” 

      I shrug as I lean in close. “Stolen to love,” I say before I kiss my way down her neck. 

      “That doesn’t sound too terrible.” 

      I begin to thrust again and her laughter turns into a moan. “Forever, love.” 

      “Forever.”

      

      
        
        THE END!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Lassoing the Virgin Mail-Order Bride

          

        

      

    

    
      When Clare Stevens walked onto the McCallister ranch, she expected her life to be a certain way. She was the mail-order bride of the owner, and she was to fulfill her duties. Clean the house, cook for his men, and warm his bed at night. What she didn't expect was the beefy cowboy who walked in and literally swept her off her feet.

      Cash McCallister didn't have time to date and find a wife. So a mail-order bride seemed the easiest way to find a partner. He thought he'd made a mistake until he laid eyes on the little piece of sunshine that lit up his life. He never imagined a true love like this. He never knew an obsession could take hold so tightly.

      When drama hits the farm and their fast love is threatened, can Clare and Cash hold it together?

      Warning: This is literally as cliché as it sounds...and just as awesome. It's country living with high-calorie foods and easy sunsets. Come sit on the porch and stay a while. You'll like what you see.

    

  


  
    
      This book is for those of us lucky enough to have a night under the stars while sipping Boone’s Farm. Here’s to the backs of trucks, cowboy hats, and tight jeans.

      Yeehaw!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Clare

        

      

    

    
      “Miss Clare Stevens?” I turn my head to look at the man who said my name. The sun blocks my view until he takes another step forward, his cowboy boots tapping on the concrete of the train station’s entryway. His movement gives me a clear view of him now, and I’m taken aback by the sight of him.

      He looks like he could be my father’s age. Not that I knew my father, but if I had to guess how old he was, he’d be around this old. Instantly, the little bit of the fear I’d been feeling slides away. The man looks nice. The laugh lines around his mouth are evident, even with all the wrinkles. His grey hair is cut short, his skin is deeply browned by the sun, probably from years of working out on the land.

      “Yes, that’s me.” I rise from the bench I’d been sitting on for over an hour. I was starting to wonder if my soon-to-be husband was coming or if maybe he’d changed his mind. The worry had grown worse with each ticking minute that had gone by. I didn’t even have enough money to catch a train back out of Lobo, Texas. I would have been stranded in a town in the middle of Nowheresville.

      “Sorry about that, ma’am. One of the fences broke this morning and we had hogs all over the place. Had to round the bastards up.” He cringes slight at his own curse. “Excuse my language, ma’am.”

      I smile, letting him know it doesn’t bother me “Don’t hold back on my account. I grew up on a farm with ten ranch hands. I’ve heard it all.”

      “That so?”

      I nod. “Yeah, until my mama got sick and we had to move to the city.” I can still hear the pain in my own voice. It’s still fresh. I can’t hide it, even if I wanted to. She left me all alone a little over a month ago, and I don’t have anyone now. The ranch I’d grown up on was gone. It wasn’t our ranch, but it felt like it after all the years we poured into working there. The ranch hands there were the only family I’d ever really known, but the Blackwells upped and sold the ranch last year and there wasn’t the option of going back to work there now.

      I’d found myself up the creek with no paddle.

      “Sorry about your loss.”

      I just shrug my shoulder because I really don’t want to talk about it.

      “That all you got?” He nods at the one bag I have sitting next to the bench. That all you got? The words burn.

      “Yeah, that’s all I got.”

      He studies me for a second, his eyes going soft.

      “He’s never going to see you coming.” He laughs, and the lines around his mouth are more prominent now. I know he’s talking about my future husband, Cash McCallister.

      “Pretty sure he knows I’m on my way.” I go to grab my bag, but the man beats me to it.

      “Name’s Earl,” he says, picking up my bag and giving me a wink. “And no, I’m not sure he knows you’re coming.”

      With that, he turns, bag in hand, and starts heading out of the train station. I follow him as we make our way towards a black truck. He throws my bag into the back before opening the passenger door for me.

      He actually has to give me a little boost to get inside. This thing needs a freaking stepladder or something.

      Closing the door behind me, I slip on the seatbelt while he climbs in the driver’s side. He buckles his own belt before he turns the key and the truck comes to life.

      “It’s about an hour’s drive out to the ranch. It’s nothing but farmland once we pull out of this town. You need anything before we go?”

      “Where is he?” I don’t know why that’s my response, but I’m hurt that the man I’m supposed to be marrying isn’t here to pick me up. I actually thought we’d be tying the knot before heading out to his ranch. That’s what the email had said.

      “Got held up,” is his only reply as he pulls out of the train station, getting right on the road out of town.

      I bite my lip as I look over at Earl, who shoots me another wink. I debate whether I should try to grill him for information about Cash or let it be. He’d probably tell him everything I’d said. Besides, Cash told me how this marriage was going to work and why he needed a wife.

      A marriage of convenience. Someone to warm his bed and cook his meals. He hadn’t said it in such blunt terms, but I could read between the lines. Though I didn’t know why a man as handsome as Cash needed a mail-order bride. Handsome was putting it mildly. He’d given me one picture of himself and said it was the only one he had. It looked like it was taken without him knowing. He was on top of a horse, a stern expression on his face.

      I couldn’t make out his hair with the Stetson on his head or his eye color, but there was no hiding he was attractive and massive. Intimidating was the best word I could use to describe him in the picture. I couldn’t imagine a man like him needed to get a mail-order bride, but here I am. Something about not needing the tangles of love. This wasn’t going to be hearts and flowers. We would each do our part.

      His words were cold, and at that, I’d pushed the idea of finding my Prince Charming out the window. When I’d first found out about the Cowboy Mail-Order Bride Program, I’d let those little romantic ideas dance around in my head, but it was clear from the emails and the fact that he couldn’t even bring himself to pick me up today that he hadn’t been lying. This is all for convenience.

      He didn’t even ask for a picture of me. All he wanted to know was if I could cook, clean, and work a computer. That had pretty much been the gist of it. The agency did a background check, and I’m not sure what-all they’d given Cash of it.

      I close my eyes, and soon the hum of the truck puts me to sleep. I don’t know how long I drift, but the touch of a hand to mine wakes me from my sleep.

      “We’re here,” Earl says. I look out at a large ranch-style home made completely out of wood. A deck wraps around the whole thing and I see white swings on the porch. The double front door is a dark blue, giving the home a welcoming feeling.

      I open the truck door, wanting to see more, but Earl grabs me by the wrist.

      “Wait for me.” He exits the truck, coming around to my side to help me down.

      There’s land as far as I can see, with barns speckled here and there.

      “It’s beautiful here.”

      Earl just nods in agreement before going back to the truck and getting my bag. A few men step out of the white barn closest to the house. Both raise their hats, saying hi. I nod back at them.

      One thing I’d always loved about growing up on a ranch was that there were always people around. And I love to cook. Mama and I could cook for hours for the men, and it was worth it to see their faces light up when they came in after a hard day of work. It made me feel needed, a part of something. I want that feeling again.

      “Let me show you inside.” I follow Earl up the porch stairs. He opens the doors to the house, leading right into the living room. Everything is minimal. It looks like a woman has never even stepped foot in here. The walls are bare, and the only furniture consists of three sofas facing a giant television screen. The living room is open and connected to the dining room and kitchen.

      The dining room has a wooden table that could probably seat fifteen people at it, but the kitchen steals the show. I find myself standing in it, not even realizing I’d moved. The countertops are all granite. The island has a sink of its own. One wall has four ovens built into it. The stainless steel appliances practically sparkle. I think I’d marry Cash just for this kitchen alone.

      “Brand new,” Earl says, breaking through my kitchen high.

      I turn to look at him still standing in the living room as he watches me.

      “How many hands are here?”

      “Total is eighteen people if you count yourself, ma’am.”

      I could definitely handle eighteen people in a kitchen like this. I glance over at the clock. It’s already one in the afternoon.

      “Dinner time?” I ask as I start to pull open drawers, looking to see where everything is.

      “Six,” I hear him say from behind me as I find an apron and pull it on, tying it behind my neck and making sure not to catch any of the blonde spirals that have come loose from my ponytail.

      “Well, I better hop to then if I want to have dinner done by then. I’m guessing that my adoring soon-to-be husband has no plans to marry me today since he couldn’t even be bothered to pick me up.” I turn, putting my hands on my hips.

      Earl just smiles. Again.

      “No, I don’t think he has plans to marry today.”

      I give a curt nod before getting back to the task at hand. Not even married and I’m already mad at the man. But I think this is how our marriage will be. I’ll see him at meals and when he comes to bed. A bed I’m sure I’m supposed to be in. That was never outright said, but that is what married people do.

      I’d made plans for that as well, making sure I’d gotten myself on the pill before I’d come out here. I might have landed myself in this situation, but I wouldn’t bring a child into it with me. This was about surviving, and Cash had never said anything about children.

      I go to the pantry and look to see what I have that could feed almost twenty people. After looking over the shelves in here and in the kitchen, I decide on burgers with baked fries and a pasta salad. I’ll need to go to the store soon, but I have enough for tonight and breakfast tomorrow. But I need to start with the pies to get them into the oven.

      When I come out of the pantry, I scream. Caught off guard by a young man who looks to be about my age or maybe in his early twenties. I’m still a few days shy of my twentieth.

      He holds his hands up at my shriek.

      “Sorry, ma’am. I was just coming in for the first-aid kit.” He wiggles the kit he has in his hand. “Barbed wire got his calf.”

      “Sorry, you just scared me. I didn’t expect anyone.”

      He gives me a crooked smile. “So the boss went through with it. Got himself a wife.”

      “That’s me,” I confirm, though we aren’t married yet. I go over to the sink and pull out a dish towel I saw in the drawer, wetting it with warm water.

      “You might need this.” I hand him the towel.

      “You’re mighty small.” His eyes run over me like I’m hiding size somewhere. I am small. I’m barely five foot two, and I used to have a little more meat on my bones, but when money runs tight so does food.

      “I think I can handle my chores while still being small.” I reply, not sure where he’s going with this.

      “Oh, I’m sure you can. I just meant…” He looks back at the front door like he suddenly wants to leave and not finish what he was saying.

      “Well?” I push, wanting to know.

      “I should really go.” He backs up out of the kitchen, first-aid kit in one hand and towel in the other, before he darts out the front door. And I stand there, wondering what he meant.
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