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Corrine Hart is ready for few days off for rest and relaxation.
At the top of her to-do list is spending as much time as possible in tiger form
and doing her best to banish all thoughts of the mysterious Hunky Cupcake Guy
who spent the last two weeks driving her libido insane. 



 

Jett Montgomery-Murphy just wants to know if the tasty treats that keep
showing up at work are the same ones his best friend used to get while they were
in college. A trip out to Sweet
Confections confirms what he thought and brings him in close contact with
the one woman he’s secretly lusted after for years, his best friend’s sister
Corrine. 



 

A
late night tryst leads to two tigers finding their mates and two humans unsure
what to do next. Add in an overbearing brother, a best friend with her own
drama, and a crazy ex-girlfriend that has a checkered past and you have a
recipe for disaster. 



 

Will
Corrine and Jett be able to overcome the unexpected obstacles on their way to
falling in love? Or will they thrown in the towel before the relationship even
gets off the ground?
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Corrine Hart ambled up the
slope behind her sprawling two-story home. The rush of endorphins from the
evening run settled in her system sending pinpricks of sensation along her
skin, the hairs lifting on the back of her neck. It was a feeling she would
never tire of. The only thing that would have made it better was if her best
friend in the entire world had been running next to her, hanging out like they
usually did on a quiet Friday night. De-stressing from their hectic workweek
before starting it all over again.


Sadly, her friend had been
summoned home and one thing MJ and Corrine never did was disobey their parents.
Family was number one in both their lives. 


In all honesty, it was
probably best MJ wouldn’t be around the next couple of days. Corrine’s twin
brother, Sampson, was coming unexpectedly and she wasn’t in the mood to deal
with the chemistry that always vibrated between the two of them. Not that MJ or
Sam would ever admit to the attraction, and it didn’t help that her friend
couldn’t say a single nice thing to Sam or that he either acted oblivious to
her presence or teased her unmercifully.


Yeah, it was better this
way. She was all for less stress
right now. In an unprecedented move, she decided to shut the bakery down for
the long weekend and take some much-needed time for herself. 


Letting out a snort,
Corrine plopped down in the grass and stretched her limbs before settling into
the soothing task of grooming her front right paw. With each swipe of her
tongue her best friend, brother, the bakery and every other nagging thought and
task drifted from her mind. 


Minutes passed by in
complete silence, the repetitive motion calming her frazzled nerves. Eventually
there was nothing left to groom and Corrine was finally able to enjoy the
scenery. Off to the right, she could just make out the fuzzy shape of her
neighbor’s home in the distance. Close enough if there was trouble, still far
enough away to not disturb him. A look to the left and the wooded area came to
life as a warm breeze wound its way through the trees, limbs swaying and
beckoning her to come play.


This was why she moved to
Cascade, Colorado. The peace and quite of the woods mixed with a midtown feel.
Open spaces mingling with shops galore. What every female tiger shifter could
ask for.


Corrine rolled onto her
side, resting her head on the cool grass. Eyes closed, muscles relaxed she was
almost asleep when the image of a man flashed into her head.


Short, brown hair she
ached to run her fingers through. Golden flecked nut-brown eyes that melted her
insides when they locked onto her. Plus there was his sexy as sin smile that
crooked up on one side, drawing attention to his full lower lip.


A purr rolled from her
throat as she imagined him skimming his lips over her body. Stopping at her
aching breasts for excruciating seconds before gliding lower. 


At over six-feet tall, the
mystery man was built like a hard-edged linebacker: broad shoulders, thick,
muscular arms and legs, and she’d bet the bakery he had abs of steel. It would
take her days to kiss and explore every inch of his golden tanned skin. Days
she would happily give up to do just that.


She was dying to find out
if he tasted as good as he smelled. Even now, when she took a deep breath, she
could swear she smelled his rich, spicy musk. It had to be from her run-in with
him earlier in the day and the lingering memories dancing through her head.


He visited the bakery in
the flesh during the day and invaded her dreams at night. She was never able to
get him out of her thoughts. Not that she tried very hard. She was more than
happy to let him worship her body, if only in her imagination.


He was the kind of guy she
fantasized about meeting and falling in love with. Too bad any time he was
near, her knees went weak and her tongue refused to work. Not to mention the
most she got out of him was a wink and a smile. For two weeks she had been a
frustrated bundle of nerves on the verge of snapping. No amount of masturbation
would make the ache for him go away, and damn it all—she tried her best
to make that happen. She probably needed to replace the batteries in her
favorite vibrator again.


To make matters worse, her
tiger sat up and took notice, begging to be let out of its human cage the first
day he walked into the bakery. The tiger bumped at her conscience, urging the
human to shift. It took everything Corrine had in her to hold the randy girl
back. The reaction was something she didn’t get often, figuring out later when
the sexual fog cleared and her brain kicked into gear that it could only mean
one thing, her tiger recognized a possible mate and she wanted to play.


Corrine indulged in a
small bout of self-pity at not being able to attract a man like him. Maybe in
tiger form she could, but her human side didn’t have the same confidence.
Because of her tiger alter ego, she wasn’t a small girl, and no matter how
often she was told she looked good, she had a hard time agreeing. At five seven
she was curvy with a hint of what she lovingly called, pleasantly plump,
casting her as a size sixteen jeans wearing woman. By today’s standards she was
considered average. In her experience though, men did not want average.


It probably didn’t help
that she ran a bakery either. All of those tasty treats
sitting close at hand tempting her with their sweet aroma and sticky goodness.
She, of course, had to sample the products they created. She couldn’t have
people buying things she wouldn’t buy herself.


Men like him—smoking
hot, muscled brick houses—just didn’t settle for average women like her.
They always went for women like her employee Kacie with her skinny, confident,
flirty ass. She was the kind of woman a man felt the overwhelming need to
protect and care for. Corrine on the other hand was the type of woman a man
said things like I just want to be
friends or I cherish our friendship
too much to risk changing it.


Grunting at her train of
thought, Corrine got to her feet, heading down the slope and into the woods to
the small, tucked away lake. It had been a major selling point when she looked
at places to buy. A nice cool dip in the water whenever she wanted made her
tiger purr with contentment the first time she saw it. Right now it was just
the thing to wash away thoughts of her mystery man, or as she called him, if
only in her head, Hunky Cupcake Guy.


Padding to the edge of the
water, she dipped her paw in. A shiver ran up her leg. The water was perfect.
Cool but not cold. Exactly what she needed before crashing for the night.


Slowly, Corrine waded in,
letting the water enveloped her as she mentally shut down, intent on enjoying
the late night indulgence without thoughts of the man that would, without fail,
invade her mind later. 


She swam and dove to the
point of exhaustion before dragging her body out to rest on the smooth rocks on
the bank. The bit of warmth left in them from the sun was a balm to her now
tired muscles. Closing her eyes she let the surrounding nightlife lull her. 


Drifting in and out of
sleep, she was beginning to think she just might stay outside for the night
when a shift in the breeze brought a faintly familiar scent to her attention;
the same spicy musk that teased her senses earlier on the hill.


Jumping to her feet, she
turned her head in the direction of the smell. A rustling of leaves followed by
the unmistakable snap of a twig had her body tensing, ready to attack. Seconds
later a huge, formidable tiger stepped out of the woods and halted in the
shadows.


Corrine could just make
out his head tilting back, sniffing the air before slowly dropping it back
down. The tiger prowled toward her, eyes fixed on her frozen form. His gate was
fluid and powerful. Hunky Cupcake Guy popped into her head before she quickly
shook it away.


Oh shit! What the hell! - Her human-side panicked screaming they should run.
The tiger-side refused to budge. This was her territory and she was determined
to defend it. 


Standing her ground
Corrine repeated his action of sniffing the air. Musk permeated from the tiger,
washing over her in small waves. The aroma so strong it made her dizzy. This
was no female tiger – of that she was sure. 


Stepping off the rocks,
Corrine took the time to study the imposing male. He was by far the largest
she’d ever seen. Standing at least four and a half feet tall he was a head and
a half taller than her own three feet and looked to outweigh her by at least
two hundred pounds.


His coat was rusty-brown
with either dark brown or black stripes. It was hard to tell in the lack of
light. His yellow eyes, which bordered on amber, gleamed back at her, while his
tail swished behind him in a relaxed hypnotic rhythm.


The rational human in her
ran through escape routes. She could remain in tiger form, diving back into the
lake to head to the other side. Stay right where she was to defend herself and
her land. Or shift to her human form then run off screaming like a mad woman
and pray he left her alone. The last wasn’t really an option. She wasn’t afraid
of the tiger and would never actually run off like a lunatic, it would just
ignite his instinct to hunt down his prey. Plus there was the fact her human
form wouldn’t be able to withstand an attack from the tiger if he decided he
wanted a midnight snack. Hell, he was so big he’d knock her out just bumping
her casually.


Keeping her eyes on the
tiger, she tried to think of the last time she came in contact with another
shifter in tiger form. 


The only incident that
came to mind was two years ago, if not longer. Her brother brought his then
girlfriend, Bitsy, for a visit. Damn, she hated that scrawny bitch as a human and tiger. The memory of that ill-fated
visit took hold of Corrine’s thoughts blocking out everything around her. 


Bitsy the Bitch attacked
MJ while out for a run when they got separated from the group. All because
Bitsy could see how much MJ adored Sam and she wouldn’t stand for a Liger
stealing his affections away.


Bitsy
was a Purist and thought like the rest, hybrids should be destroyed. Thankfully MJ
survived the attack. The wounds on her ribs healing within
days. Her delicate feelings, however, never seemed to recover. 


Corrine shook the memory
away surprised to find the male much closer than before. Coming to a stop in a
shaft of moonlight fifteen feet away, he sat, head cocked to the side, giving
off an air that he was thinking. A silent hooray whispered across her thoughts
followed by a bit of alarm. If he were going to attack then he would have
already. Again, she wondered why he was there. Shifting her weight to her back
legs she was ready to spring forward if he made the wrong move. 


She’d lived in the house
for years and never had this problem before. Shifters were common in the world, hell her neighbor was a panther. A very popular male panther but even he
didn’t cross over into her territory. What had she done that made this male
think he could step onto her land?


Could it be the man from
the shop? She knew he was a shifter, the unique pheromones their kind gave off
alerted her of that fact, but why would he be here? All of his interest seemed
to be focused on Kacie, not that she blamed him. As much as she hated to admit
it, the woman was smart, sexy and a damn good friend. If she swung for the
other team, hell, she’d probably hit on Kacie too.


Oh god! What if he wants to get his groove on in
shifter form? No freaking way! That isn’t going to happen. 


One thing Corrine would
not do is hook up with another shifter as a tiger. That was too close to mating
and she had no designs on that happening any time soon.


Relaxing her pose as much
as possible, she stood staring at him, waiting for him to make a move. As
minutes ticked by, she decided she’d had enough. Keeping an eye on the male,
she moved to jump back in the water. He stood abruptly, chuffing at her, the
low snorting sound attempting to assert his friendliness.


As Corrine worked to stand
her ground, the male tiger shifted, leaving Hunky Cupcake Guy gloriously naked
in front of her. It was a wet dream come true until the shock of seeing him
quite literally in the flesh had her rear end thudding to the ground. The man
was even more stunning in the buff than he was clothed. 


The woman in her finally
surfaced from her panicked state and went right into horny slut mode. She
wanted to grab him and pounce, relieving the sexual need that had pressed on
her the past couple of weeks. The cat in her disagreed, she wanted the other
tiger to come back out. Now that her tiger was convinced she wasn’t being
threatened, she too wanted to frolic and flirt. 


Corrine huffed out a
breath, gaining control of her senses, struggling to put a lid on both sides of
her as much as possible. Her mother always told her the woman was Corrine’s
dominant side, that she would win a battle of wills if it ever came down to it.


“Hello,” he said. His
deep, smooth voice reached across caressing her ears. They flicked in response.
“Remember me? Been seeing you the past couple of weeks, trying to get you to
talk to me.” He chuckled like it was a bit of a joke.


He made it sound like she
didn’t want to talk to him when the opposite was true. He tied her in knots and
she didn’t know how to overcome it.


“I’m not here to harm you.
Just thought maybe if you weren’t working, you’d be able to open that pretty
little mouth of yours and we could get to know each other.” He held up his
hands in a placating manner. Apparently not caring he was standing in front of
her naked, and totally comfortable with letting it all hang out.


Her eyes drifted to his
crotch. Dear god the man is perfectly
proportioned.


His voice had her raising
her eyes to his face again. “Would you mind shifting? I’ve never been a fan of
talking to a tiger while naked for obvious reasons.” He motioned toward his
crotch and she tried her damnedest not to look again but couldn’t help it. The
human-side was just too strong to resist. 


“A swipe in the wrong
direction and our fun would be over before it even began.” A warm chuckle
tumbled out of him.


Inside, the woman giggled
at his cocky joke, pun intended. Outside, the tiger took control, gazing up the
man’s body. Inspecting every facet. 


He had to know what she
was doing. Dropping his hands to his side, he shifted his weight from foot to
the other, the muscles in his thighs bunching and flexing before relaxing
again. His thick penis lay flaccid against his inner thigh, providing a
tempting treat for her inner vixen. The things she wanted to do to him to make
him hard flitted around in her head. She could only imagine how large he would
be fully erect, no doubt tapping his belly.


Scanning up his washboard
abs and firm, bulging pecs, she landed on the broadest shoulders she’d seen to
date. Even the tiger in her appreciated his beautiful human form, chuffing low
in approval. She recognized a worthy mate in whatever form he took. 


No matter how good-looking
he was though, she was not shifting
in front of him. He was too beautiful and she…well she was just average. Looking
at his face she snarled, baring her teeth in a no-nonsense manner before
shaking her head. 


His brow furrowed as a
scowl formed on his handsome face. Propping his balled up fists on his hips, he
widened his stance. He looked like the most delicious, intimidating barrier she
had ever seen. 


“No Corrine. You don’t get
to run away. I’ve wanted to talk to you since the first day I walked into your
shop, but I was never able to get you alone, to put you at ease, loosen up that
tongue of yours. I watched every time as you tensed up, then clammed up. At
first I didn’t think you were interested but then I saw the heat in your eyes.
Your nostrils would flare when I would get close; I knew you were interested and turned-on. I could smell your
arousal over all of those sugary treats. Damn if it didn’t make me try even
harder but you stiffened up more and more.”  


“I figured the only way I
could get you to relax and talk to me was to come to your place after hours.
See if I could take you out for a coffee or something, but when I got here it
was later than I thought. There was no way I could turn around and head home
though. Not before I saw you”


Sure, buddy. Corrine inched a little closer to the edge of the water. The guy was
starting to make her question his sanity. Why track her down in the woods? Why
didn’t he just come up and ask her out or something? And why did he spend all
of his time flirting with Kacie? Did she interpret their interactions wrong?
There was really only one way to find out but she didn’t know if she had the
guts to do it.


Moving a fraction more
towards the lake she figured she could make the leap and be halfway across
before he knew what happened. She looked out at the water then back to him.


“Stop! Don’t go.” He
sounded panicked, the words rushing from his mouth. “Please. I swear my
intentions are good. My name is Jett. I actually know your brother Sam. We
played college ball together. Hell, we even shared an apartment for a while.
Surely he’s mentioned me before.” 


Corrine hesitated, waiting
for him to go on. Her brother rarely talked about people he went to college
with and she was positive he never mentioned another shifter. 


Well, that wasn’t entirely
true. He could have and there was a good chance she didn’t remember. Her eyes
tended to glaze over and her brain went on hiatus when he started talking
football, his favorite subject on the planet, and if anything came after that
she wouldn’t know it.


“Back in our college days
people called me Murph.” He stuck his hand out to introduce himself then drew
it back. 


Corrine wracked her brain
searching for a memory. A flash of a conversation flitted by, something about a
Murph and some crazy diva. It had nothing to do with her and was preempted by
‘my football buddy’ so she tuned out the rest. She had no way of knowing if he
was the same guy or if he was telling the truth unless she called Sam. If he
would just come back tomorrow when Sam got here all of this could be easily
cleared up. Now if she could just tell him that without shifting.
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The longer Corrine stood
in tiger form staring at Jett, the more ridiculous she felt. The minutes seemed
to grind to a halt. She didn’t know how long she sat battling with her
naturally cautious self. Making up her mind really shouldn’t be this difficult.
She panted over the man every day for the past two weeks and had erotic filled
dreams every night. 


Jett took a few tentative
steps forward. Oddly, the earlier panic she felt receded, morphing into comfort
the closer he got. “I’d really like to talk.” The sincerity in his voice hit
her square in the heart. Pushing her into decision mode.


He would have been able to
overpower her within minutes of showing up if he wanted. Imposing his will and
want on her. Instead, he took his time, gentled her with his voice, and his
gestures. There was no way he meant harm. She instinctively knew that in her
heart, still, a part of her resisted.


She had to be the dumbest
female on the planet to get naked in front of a stranger who didn’t feel like a
stranger, with no one around to rescue her if she needed it. The fact her tiger
didn’t feel threatened and was actually calm and content went a long way to
easing her concerns. It didn’t help that his scent was driving both sides of
her crazy.


It tempted her to go
against her reserved nature, to throw caution to the wind and do something
wild, be someone wild. A shiver worked its way through her—ending at her
tail. Her decision was made. It was time to do the unexpected. It was her one
weekend off and she was going to enjoy it in a very delicious way.


Heaving a sigh she shifted
in a matter of seconds. Rising to her feet she clasped her hands in front of
her; arms pressing against her breasts, hands in front of her pussy. Protecting
her body as much as possible. Nervous excitement raced through her.


She glanced at the water
out of the corner of her eye. It called to her like a siren’s song offering
escape. It took every ounce of control not to jump in once the transformation
was over. Just because she was comfortable with her body in private didn’t mean
she wanted to display it to the world. Which was exactly what she was doing. 


Looking at Jett she
noticed him perusing her as thoroughly as she had him. Clearing her throat she
drew his attention back to her face. “I’m Corrine Hart, but then you already
know that don’t you?” She let go of the death grip on her right hand, lifting
the left in a tiny little wave before clutching her other hand again. She had
no clue what to do now. With no clothes remotely close, she was vulnerable;
physically and emotionally, to anything he might have in mind. 


Jett silently sauntered
toward her, not stopping until he was a few inches away. He was so close the
heat radiating from his skin caressed her arms and chest. Her eyes locked onto
the base of his neck. Towering over her, she reassessed his height. He had to
be closer to six four.


A finger touched her chin,
with light pressure he tipped her head up so she looked into his eyes. “Yeah, I
knew that. I feel like I already know you. Your brother talked about you all of
the time. I always got an earful when a care package would show up. He would
tell me stories about you experimenting in the kitchen when you two were
growing up and how you used him as your guinea pig. He always said you had the
biggest heart and only thought the best of people until they proved you wrong.
Then you’re hard pressed to let them near you or the people you love again. He
had that digital photo frame filled with pictures of you and your parents. I
was mesmerized every time I saw you on the screen. I’m pretty sure a small part
of me fell in love with you then.”


Corrine was held immobile
by his words. His husky voice tickled down her body leaving shivers in its
wake. Her nipples hardened to points beneath her arms. Thank goodness she had
enough sense to cover herself up. If she hadn’t, he would know the effect he
had on her. Know that he could ask for anything and she’d give it to him
freely. He would know how well he was seducing her with mere words.


“I can’t tell you how guilty
I felt when Sam was talking about his adorable little sister and all I could
wonder is if you tasted as sweet as he said you were.” He shifted a fraction
closer. Bending his head until his lips barely touched her left ear. Her eyes
closed the minute his hot breath drifted over her skin. 


His voice dropped to a
whisper. “At night I would dream of licking your creamy body up one side and
down the other. I wanted to lap you up like a cat drinks cream. I would imagine
you moving under my tongue, mewling like a newborn kitten. Moaning my name.”


Corrine’s breath hitched.
Never had a man talked to her this way. Expressed his desire to worship her
body and hear his name on her lips. Heat rushed through her straight to her
core awakening the sexual needs she stomped into a corner so long ago. The same
needs she fought into submission since the first day he walked into the bakery.


The feel of his lips on
the left side of her neck jolted her. She swayed unsteadily on her feet. Her
body felt flush and excited. Jett’s hands cupped her shoulders keeping her in
place while her hands automatically moved to grip his chest. Her
cat instincts kicking in, reflexively kneading his flesh. 


Tilting her head to the
side she gave him better access on his journey over her heated skin. Relishing
the feel of his soft lips upon her as he licked and kissed a path across her
collarbone. It was better than her fantasies. With a firm grip on her ass he
pulled her against him. With his thick erection pressing into her stomach she
couldn’t stop a moan from escaping.


His body eclipsed hers.
She felt delicate and petite just like she dreamed she would in his arms. It
was one of her deepest wishes come true.


A fleeting thought crossed
her mind that if this was a dream she never wanted to wake. Jett’s voice
banished the unwelcome musing before it could take root.


“It took me a while to
connect those cupcakes everyone kept bringing to the office to you. For weeks
I’ve been haunted by sweet memories I couldn’t fully flesh out. I knew they
tasted familiar but couldn’t pinpoint when or where I’d had them before. Then
one day I caught a glimpse of the pink and white packaging and remembered them
from those care packages you used to send Sam. Sweet Confections.” He chuckled, the sound vibrating her chest. 


Her nipples beaded,
tightening even more. She pressed the tips into his chest trying to gain some
relief. His legs brushed against hers as he shifted his thigh between her legs,
the hair was rough and foreign, sending shocks of sensation straight to her
pussy. She was dying in his arms and all she could think was what a wonderful
way to go.


With as much sense as she
could gather, Corrine voiced the one thing that hadn’t flitted away the second
he’d touched her. She placed soft kisses along his jaw line. “Please say I’m
not making a mistake.” Then maybe I won’t
feel like a complete and utter idiot later.


“No mistake. This is meant
to be,” he grunted.


He placed a gentle kiss on
her forehead followed by light kisses to her eyes, nose then mouth. He licked
the seam and corners of her lips, all the while whispering to be let in.


Corrine was powerless to
ignore him. She opened her mouth surrendering to the need swamping her. Their
tongues tangled. Jett dominating as he swept over every inch of her mouth.
Gliding his tongue along her teeth, as well as her upper and bottom lip. She
skimmed her hands up his chest before wrapping her arms around his neck,
arching her back to press further into him. All common sense dissolving as lust
filled her being. Pulsing hot and insistent. 


It didn’t matter if she
knew him or not, the woman and tiger in her both agreed they wanted him. Needed
him to quench the all-consuming fire he ignited in her.


He devoured her lips and
mouth the way she hoped he would devour the rest of her body. Ripping his lips
away, a low growl rolled out of him. “God, you really are as sweet as those
damn cupcakes you make. Like vanilla icing on a moist cupcake. Once I figured
out it was you making them I had to come see you in person. See if the real you
and the fantasy you I created in my head, in my dreams, were the same.”


Before she could comment,
he robbed her of speech. Sucking the turgid tip of one breast in before letting
it pop free. “I watched you every time I came in the shop.” He blew across the peak
before moving to her other breast. “You were flustered and sexy, rushing around
trying to ignore me. I could feel my tiger calling out to yours. You have no
idea how hard I fought to keep him in check. How much I wanted to bend you over
the counter and fuck you until you paid attention to me. Talked to me.” He
flicked her nipple with his tongue before rolling it around his mouth. “You
can’t tell me you didn’t feel the same pull. The same internal fight. That your
tiger wasn’t clawing to get out.”


“Yes,” she moaned as Jett
bit her nipple. The quick nip of pain spreading to increase
her arousal, rocketing to her swollen clit. 


She wrapped a leg over
Jett’s hip, rubbing like a cat in heat, struggling to find relief. Her body
already knew nothing less than his thick shaft pumping hard and fast would
bring her the ultimate satisfaction.


“Yes to what Corrine? To
feeling the same pull?” 


With his hands still
firmly on her ass, he encouraged her other leg to wrap around his waist,
picking her up off the ground at the same time. “Or to this?” 


He slowly thrust through
her wet pussy lips, bumping her clit with the head of his cock over and over.
Small whimpering sounds gusted from her on each upward stroke. She had no idea
how he could restrain himself like he was. If it were up to her, she would have
him flat on his back while riding him into oblivion.


“Yes to all of it.
Please,” she whimpered. Silently begging him to take her, to move this
seduction along.


Moving to the grassy area
a few feet away, he dropped to his knees, carefully bringing her down with him.
Laying her in the cool grass before placing his hands next to her head.


He pumped his hips a few
more times before stilling, the head of his penis pressed against her clasping
opening. He captured her lips in a heated kiss that curled her toes. Breaking
the connection he put unwanted distance between them. She grabbed at his
shoulders to keep him close but she was no match for his strength. The
intensity with which he was looking at her made it hard not to turn her face
away. His eyes were filled with an emotion she couldn’t define and had no
desire to figure out. She wanted him in her. Giving her what she needed. Hot sweaty sex.


“Tell me you want me
Corrine. Tell me you want to do this. I’m clean. Haven’t been with anyone in
quite a while, I’ll understand though if you want to wait.”


Corrine could see unknown
emotions still clouding his eyes along with the one thing she could define.
Arousal. It glimmered from the amber hue around his pupils. Glowing brighter and
brighter by the second. She knew hers reflected the same. It happened when
shifters were intimate with other shifters.


She nodded, “I’m clean
too. And I don’t want to wait. I want you Jett.”


She barely got his name
out of her mouth before he was buried in her to the hilt. “Damn you’re tight,”
he breathed before gradually pulling out and thrusting in again. Over and over until he was slapping his balls against her ass in a
steady, easy rhythm. The arousal simmering low in her belly was a slave
to his pace. Never going higher than he allowed. He leaned down, nipped at her
lips then treated them to an assault of kisses.


She craved more. Knowing
he was holding back she released her legs from his waist, pulling them up
toward her chest lifting her ass slightly off the ground. 


She ran her hands over his
shoulders before threading them in his hair. Tugging his head back, she sucked
in a breath. His eyes were heavy lidded and glazed, the amber hue glowing
brighter than she had ever seen. 


“More.” It came out like a
demand.


“You want more?”


“That’s what I said.”


Jett sat up taking the
warmth of his heavy body with him. Grabbing the backs of her thighs he pressed
them down and apart, curling her up even more. With the angle of penetration
changed Jett hammered into her from above, grazing her clit with each thrust
in.


“Yes,” Corrine panted.
Finally getting the pounding she wanted.


Abruptly Jett let go of
her thighs, pulled out and flipped her over onto all fours. Gripping her hips
he slammed home, forcing the air from them both.


Corrine was able to suck
in a quick breath before he picked up his pace again. Her
arousal spinning higher and higher. Slipping his hand over her belly he
circled her clit pushing her closer to the edge. It wasn’t until he leaned over
her body and bit the soft skin where neck and shoulder met that Corrine flew
apart. 


Her violent scream filled
the air as stars dotted her vision. The rippling of her sensitive inner tissues
pulled Jett along with her into the violence. His hot cum bathed her inner
walls triggering a smaller but more painful orgasm.


Closing her eyes, she
collapsed to the ground, Jett following her down. Both fell silent in the
aftermath of their coupling. The only sounds to be heard were their harsh
breathing and the slowly returning melodies of the creatures of the night.


Jett rolled to the side
relieving her body of his weight. A warm breeze kicked up right then, brushing
her sensitive skin, calming it as it had done before. Chasing away her
momentary feelings of abandonment now that he wasn’t touching her.


Corrine opened her eyes to
see Jett’s golden sated stare. The amber hue
completely gone. Blinking to clear her foggy brain she began to panic. What was
she supposed to do now? Get up casually and say thanks for the fuck? Hop in the
lake and invite him for a swim? She just didn’t know. She couldn’t tell what
was going on in his head. Deciding to play the sophisticated, totally not needy
female, she spoke up. “We better get cleaned up. Do you have your clothes
nearby?”


Jett brushed a wayward
hair out of her face. The feel of his fingers against her cheek sent a wave of
need rolling again. “Back at your house. I wasn’t sure where you were until I
saw you sitting up on the hill behind your place. I shucked my clothes and
shifted. Your tiger was too beautiful not to follow.” 


Corrine’s cheeks burned
with a blush. Not many people saw her tiger form and she was oddly pleased that
he liked her brown striped, rusty-reddish coat. “Thank you.” 


“What’s the hurry though
kitten? I’m perfectly comfortable right here.” He trailed his hand down her
back, resting it on her ass cheek after a quick squeeze. “Besides, the night is
just starting — I hope.”


Corrine rolled her eyes.
It figured. He had gotten sex fairly easy from her and thought she’d roll
around more without anything more than a corny line. With a grunt and roll of
her eyes she pushed up from the ground. Bits of grass clung to her skin.
Avoiding his stare she brushed off what she could, taking as little time as
possible, then offered her hand to Jett. He took it and once on his feet pulled
her against him wrapping his arms around her. She tilted her head up to tell
him to stop when she was blindsided by a soft, lingering kiss. She couldn’t
help how her heart tripped over the unexpected tenderness.


“So can I stay longer?” he
rumbled out. His hands were making delightful circles over her flesh. Working
his way back down to her ass. He sure did seem to like that part of her body.


“Sure,” she groaned, “but
let’s go to the house.” The words slipping out without thought. 


He stopped rubbing, his
head jerking back. 


Uh oh. Maybe he didn’t
expect her to say yes. Maybe he really didn’t want to go to the house. It might
make it more personal, not that sex wasn’t personal,
but guys did seem to be able to separate sex and emotions. He might think she
wanted more–relationship wise. Sure her tiger was trying to tell her
something about him but the truth was she didn’t know what she wanted. Corrine
bit her lip, unsure of what was going through his mind. The longer he stood
there staring at her, the more uncomfortable she became.


Before she could stop her
overactive brain a nasty, wicked thought entered her mind. “You regret it
already don’t you?” she gasped. “You’re really not interested in heading to the
house are you? You were just scratching an itch, so you want to stay here in
case you need a quick getaway. Its not like anyone would raise an eyebrow at a
tiger prowling into town.” 


Damn. She didn’t know how
she got attached to him so quickly but the idea that he regretted what they’d
done hurt. Tears pricked the back of her eyes. She would not cry in front of
him. She struggled against him. Trying to get him to loosen his arms and let
her go. Instead, his arms tightened and his brow furrowed. He looked about as
confused as she felt at the moment.


She wasn’t ready to shove
him out the door, but he didn’t look happy about staying. The first
good—no, great—sex she’d
had in years and she wasn’t quite ready to pass up on more. But she didn’t want
a guy staying around when he didn’t want to. When he regretted it.


“Hold on there Corrine.” His hands moved over her back again. Long
soothing sweeps meant to calm her down. “The only thing I regret is not taking
it slow like I planned. But once I saw you, touched you, I just couldn’t stop.
You drive me crazy. I was just surprised by the offer. I didn’t expect it. I
want to stay and not just for sex. I’ve been tempted with pictures and stories
about you for too long to just hit it and run. I want to get to know you firsthand
through my own experiences with you. Not based on what your brother said. I
think we might have something special. I want to see where it takes us. I’m not
promising forever right now but ever since I saw your picture you’ve called to
me. I’ve told you that much already. Hell, even when I was in a relationship
with someone else I couldn’t stop thinking about you. Now that I have you
within reach I’m not letting go without a damn good reason. That okay with
you?”


Corrine searched his face
for the truth. The only thing she saw was definite interest and arousal. She
was okay with getting to know him better. She wasn’t looking for forever
either. Didn’t think she’d ever really find it anyway. “That’s fine with me
Jett. You just freaked me out a little when you got that look on your face.
Let’s head back to the house, warm up a bit and grab a bite to eat. I’m
starving for some reason.” Smiling she reached back to grab his wrist, pealing
it off her back before tugging him toward the house.


“What was your plan for
tonight anyway? You said things went faster than you were thinking. Plus, you
got here pretty late for a date.” She slipped her hand into his, threading
their fingers together. The rightness of being connected to him in this simple
way settled in her bones. 


“No real plan actually. I
just couldn’t go through the weekend without seeing you. I saw the note posted
that the bakery would be closed for the weekend and figured if I saw you
tonight we could make plans together. Spend the whole weekend with each other—hopefully.”


Corrine snorted. “Great non-plan there. What would you have done
if I’d already had something lined up for tonight? Or been on a date even?”


Chuckling Jett pulled her
against his side draping his arm across shoulders, her free hand landing on his
rock solid chest as he laughed. “When I mentioned I was interested in you, your
friend Kacie let me in on a few things. She told me you never go out,
especially on dates. She thought it was terrible you planned on staying cooped
up in the house with no one around. She thought you should be out having fun.”


“That’s what you two were
talking about? I got the impression you were flirting with her, and that you
were interested in her and were going to ask her out. That’s what most of the
guys who come into the shop do.”


He placed a finger on her
mouth to stop her from talking then planted a soft kiss on her lips. “Never
kitten. She isn’t my type. Too skinny and fragile looking.
I prefer women with curves I can explore and a woman who is strong in mind and
body.” 


“Sure you do,” she said a
little too sarcastically. “What’s wrong with hanging out at home and relaxing.
I’m not some crazy cat lady you know. Plus, it isn’t like I was going to be
alone the whole weekend anyway.”


He chuckled softly. “I
know. I’m here now.”


“Ha! Ha! Funny man. I
wasn’t talking about you. Sam called this morning to let me know he was popping
in for a visit. It was a last minute decision I guess and he’ll be here later…
well later this morning.”


 Corrine leaned in for one more kiss then forced herself to
lean away from all of his tempting flesh. She had an urge to bite and mark,
which was not good considering those urges fell in the mating category.


When he didn’t respond she
looked at his face. Lips clamped shut and turned down at the corners, his jaw
clenched and unclenched. The once tight grip on her loosened and his back
stiffened. The muscles bulging in his arms and chest turned rigid with tension.



Damn, I guess this isn’t going to end well.
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  Jett was
shocked to the core hearing Sam was going to be there soon. He thought he’d
have a little time to really figure out if Corrine was the one for him. His
tiger was positive she was, especially after seeing her feline half, the
human-side was still a bit gun shy. Being burned once by a woman was definitely
enough. And he wasn’t prepared to deal with the friend/sister issue unless
Corrine really was his mate.


  If she wasn’t then no one needed to know
they hooked up. It was a cold and probably callous thought; nevertheless it was
how he felt.


  Dropping his arm from her shoulder, he
adopted a calm, relaxed look. Hoping his voice would follow. “Later today?” he
asked as casually as possible.


Corrine
cocked her head to the side, eyes narrowing slightly. “Yeah. Later. He’ll
probably show up in time for breakfast like he usually does, hoping I’ll make a
huge breakfast just for him. Is that a problem?” 


He
could hear the challenge in her voice. Felt the pressure to make a choice he
wasn’t ready to make. Acid formed in the pit of his stomach and he felt sick.
Just thinking about committing before he knew for sure she was the one made his
head hurt. 


Without
thought he took a step to the side. Putting distance between them. He wasn’t
lying when he said he wanted to spend more time with her and not just having
sex. He just wasn’t going to be able to pledge his undying love, as Sam was no
doubt going to demand. 


Memory
after memory rolled through his head of Sam complaining about a guy Corrine was
seeing. How none of them were good enough for his sister and each and every one
of them were like dogs in heat. At the time, Jett laughed and commiserated with
him since he had two younger sisters of his own.


Now
he was the guy in heat and though he and Sam were friends, Jett wasn’t too sure
he would find him good enough for his sister. Sam knew all of the crazy things
he’d done and the women he’d messed around with. Hell, Sam had joined him a few
times with a woman or two, all in the name of having a good time. The women
knew the score. Some hot and heavy sexin’, no commitment involved.


Fuck
no. Having Sam all over his ass about his intentions wasn’t something he was
ready for. Not this early into a barely there relationship he wasn’t even sure
was going to work.


It
didn’t help that past experience had him on the run from the idea of settling
down with one of his kind and no mind-blowing romp in the woods was going to
instantly change that. With time, yeah, maybe. 


His
ex-girlfriend, Macy, did a great job fucking him up in the commitment department.
Her obsession and stalking after they broke up left him cold. After her, he
could only bring himself to casually date non-shifter women. They were safe
choices. He made sure they knew he wasn’t looking for long term and he didn’t
have to worry about his tiger popping his head up to check them out. 


Corrine
was the first shifter since Macy he’d had any interest in. When he walked into
the little bakery, he planned on finding out if it was Sam’s sister tempting
his sweet tooth. Then day after day he was compelled to stop in, his tiger
taking more of a notice on each visit. Craving more. Wanting to get to know
her—to get close to her. His tiger made it clear that he wanted out and
wanted Corrine. Which was damn difficult since his tiger-side was his dominant
half.


It
took him a week to even decide to come out here and take a chance. His issue
with Corrine being his friend’s little sister aside, the fact she was a shifter
and he was attracted to her was harder to deal with. He had to warm up to the
idea. Tell himself it was okay and that it was time to
move on, grow up a little. Remind himself that all
female shifters weren’t crazy like Macy. His mother and sisters were proof of
that.


Now
with Sam coming he felt boxed in. Panic reared its ugly head. If he pursued
Corrine and Sam found out, things would go much quicker than he was prepared
for. He just couldn’t do it.


“Jett?”
she asked grabbing his attention.


“Yeah?”
He focused on her face.


A
sad half smile curved the corner of her mouth. A flash of disappointment lit
her eyes before she blinked it away. “I guess it is a problem. Listen don’t
worry about it, I understand. You thought you’d say a few sweet words, we’d
have some fun and then you could move on. I didn’t think knowing my brother is
going to be here would put a damper on us already. Let’s just head back to the
house and you can grab your stuff and take off.”


Corrine
turned and walked away leaving him rooted to his spot. He watched her lush ass
swish from side to side. His hands ached to grip her hips again, to feel her
soft, supple skin beneath his fingertips. All he could do though was swallow
the bile rising in his throat and follow her with his gaze until she
disappeared in the thick trees.


She
was slipping on a robe by the time he caught up to her. He had taken his time
heading back to the house. His mind conflicted with what to do. Stay and
discover who Corrine was for himself, suffering the
consequences when her brother showed up, as there was no doubt in his mind he
would be staying the night. Or leave and miss out on getting to know the woman
who very well could be his mate.


It
wasn’t a decision he could make. Not right now. His mind was stuck, frozen in
his past and overcoming sheer hell. Silently he mounted the steps heading to
the bench where his clothes sat. Pulling on his jeans and t-shirt before
glancing at Corrine. She stood waiting, arms wrapped around her middle. Ready
to walk through the open slider door at a moment’s notice. 


The
light from the kitchen glowed behind her. Highlighting her shoulder length
auburn hair and the curves hidden beneath the short ivory-colored silk robe.
Nervous, sickly sweet energy rolled off her, the scent unmistakable to his
naturally heightened senses. 


“Um,
I’m not sure what you’re supposed to say in a situation like this but thanks
for the good time. It was a fantasy come true.”


Jett
moved toward her wanting to pull her back into his arms. Before he could, she
stepped inside shutting the door behind her. The snick of the lock telling him
he’d missed his chance. The light in the kitchen went out leaving him in
darkness.


What in the hell am I supposed to do
now? 


Visions
of what could have been bounced through his head. Taking Corrine back to the
house, laying her down on her bed while he explored her body with his lips and
tongue. Molding his hands to her curves, finding every sensitive spot to
exploit.


His
body came alive at his thoughts. Pulling a frustrated groan from his throat.


He’d
fucked her. Told her he wanted more then froze at the mention of her brother
and the ghost of Macy whispering through his head. He had no one to blame for
his current situation but himself.


Picking
his shoes up Jett trudged to the front of the house and started his walk down
the long curving driveway. He’d parked far enough away not to alert her to his
presence, hoping to catch her by surprise. Before he rounded the bend in the
drive he stopped, glancing back at the impressive two-story home. 


His
gaze couldn’t help but be drawn to the light shining in a room upstairs. His heart
stuttered to a halt when Corrine paused in the window. Her hand pressed against
the glass for a few seconds before dropping. She turned away dowsing the light
and any secret hope he’d had of her running after him.


Letting
out a slow breath, he struggled for control while his tiger clamored to get out
and go to her. He needed time to get his head on straight and giving in to the
tiger would only lead to someone getting hurt. And the last thing he wanted to
do was hurt Corrine again.



 

Thirty
minutes later Jett was back at his condo in town kicking off his shoes and
nursing a cold beer in his favorite recliner.


The
entire drive home his brain refused to work. It was clouded with the past,
mixing with the present. His commitment issues running
roughshod over everything. Now that he was away from the situation, his
head was finally clearing.


Damn
Sam from visiting unexpectedly and ruining everything. 


He
slammed the bottle on the coffee table. Spilling the amber liquid and not
caring.


Shit.
It wasn’t his friend’s fault. Jett just wasn’t ready to take the blame. 


He
scrubbed his hands over his face rubbing away ill thoughts of his friend. It
was too late at night to think straight or rationally. Another thing he could
lay at his own feet. 


The
impulse to go to Corrine’s had been too strong. It wasn’t until he parked in
front of her drive that he caught the time, a little after midnight. It took
five minutes to walk up the drive. And he spent another five minutes standing
in front of her door.


It
wasn’t until he saw her tiger sauntering into the woods that he even knew she
was home. Running around the back of the house he stripped and shifted.
Following a good ways back, he watched as she swam and dove in the water until
exhausted. Entranced by her grace and beauty, he wanted to join her so badly he
ached. When she finally pulled herself out, his restraint snapped. 


The
jasmine musk he’d become familiar with lifted off her body luring him in. He
couldn’t stay away a minute longer. The rest of what followed was inevitable—until
he’d messed it all up.


Jett
released a pent up breath before inhaling deeply. Jasmine rose through his
nostrils triggering a visceral reaction. His heart sped up, breathing shortened
and cock twitched in his pants. His body instantly recognized the scent of its
mate even if his mind hadn’t accepted it. 


“Fuck,”
he roared, jumping up from the recliner. He bumped into the coffee table
knocking over the forgotten beer. The liquid spilled over the custom built
table onto the hardwood floor.


Stomping
off to the kitchen he grabbed some paper towels. This was the perfect ending to
the night. Cleaning up beer stains, alone. This never would have happened if he
left well enough alone and stayed away. Which is what he should do now that
he’d bungled things.


The
errant thought was ridiculous. He would never be able to stay away from her
now. Not after having such a small potent taste. He had no idea how to overcome
his fear of commitment at this point. As much as he wanted to lie to himself
and say it wasn’t true, getting involved with a shifter meant more than just
hooking up. 


Dealing
with the mess that was Macy, though, made him never want to get serious with
anyone again. He couldn’t believe how stupid he had been. 


Tossing
the paper towels in the kitchen trash Jett shuddered thinking about the failed
relationship. 


For
two years he watched his back waiting for Macy to show up. She never did
though. No calls or slips of paper. No confrontations or bitter messages. It
appeared she had moved past it all. 


He
couldn’t though. He refused to even look at another shifter. Instead, opting to
ignore his tiger’s wants and needs completely. Based on his recent activity,
the tiger-side was tired of it, especially after tonight’s romp.


Corrine
flashed before his eyes. Sweetly curved and seductive, she beckoned him.
Heating his blood, raising his cock with just a thought. The air conditioner in
his condo kicked on, pushing the jasmine scent around some more. It had all but
gone away while he was lost in his head.


His
brain shifted into overdrive. Could Corrine really be the future? She was
definitely the one his tiger-side was looking for. And she was becoming the one
his human-side was starting to need too, even after such a short encounter. He
would never call it love at first site. Intrigue and lust though were a
different story.


If
only he could have unglued his tongue in time tonight. Told her it didn’t
matter about Sam. That she was wrong and he wasn’t just out for a good time.
She would still be in his arms at this moment. Moaning beneath him. Whimpering
his name.


Chills
raced down Jett’s spine. She inspired him like no woman had ever been able to.
Made him think that finding a mate might not be a bad idea and marriage was a
must. He could only imagine what spending more than a few hours with her would
do to him.


As
much as he hated to deal with his commitment issues and Sam, he knew he would have to. The sooner the
better. He didn’t think his tiger would sit in the background much
longer.


Shoring
up his nerves he decided to get hold of Sam. It had been a few months since
they talked and caught up with each other. Maybe he could mention the delicious
cupcakes he had at his office. Let Sam be the one to bring up Corrine. It would
be the perfect opening to get an invite out to her place possibly.


Smiling
to himself, Jett shut off the lights as he made his way to bedroom. Stripping
his clothes off along the way.


Slipping
under the covers he pictured Corrine next to him snuggling close, pressing her
silken skin against him while running her hands all over his body.


Damn
he had a good imagination. 


Throwing
back the covers he knew he wouldn’t get to sleep until he worked through his
fantasy. Gripping his shaft he slowly glided up adding pressure along the way.
Stroking over and over, picking up the pace all while visualizing Corrine’s
capable hands in place of his own, until he groaned in satisfaction. Hot cum
splashed across his chest singeing his skin.


Without
looking he plucked a few tissues from the box next to his bed, cleaned up and
tossed them in the wastebasket not too far away.


Body
overheated and sated, Jett threw his arm over his eyes and drifted to sleep. Thoughts of his lovely tigress chasing him in his dreams.
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incessant banging on the front door burst through Corrine’s dream. Her mind
revolted against the idea of making its way back to the land of the living.
Fighting every step of the way not to abandon the sex-filled visions she was
having.


Wrapping
her arms around her dream lover she crushed a shockingly cold pillow to her
chest. Her body jerked in reaction, sending a wave of pain through her. 


Dear
god she was sore. 


Memories
from the night before flooded her mind; swimming in the lake, bathing in the
moonlight, the large, intimidating tiger transforming into an equally large
hunky man. Followed by the best sex she’d ever had the pleasure of
experiencing. 


More
banging pulled her away from the lust-filled memories but not before a blush
bloomed on her body.


“Damn
the bad luck. It was just getting good. Now, who in the hell could be knocking
on the door so early in the morning?” She grumbled.


Rolling
over she blindly searched for the clock. Smashing her knuckle against it, she
cursed then grabbed it up. Pulling it within inches of her face she cracked
open one eye and saw it was nine in the morning.


Corrine
bolted upright dropping the clock on the ground. Her head swam, throwing her
off kilter from the sudden movement.


“Sam!”



She
completely forgot he was going to be coming. Which was surprising since he was
the reason Jett left.


Groaning
Corrine plopped back on the bed just as the pounding on the door started up for
the third time. Only this time, Sam added in yelling. “Corrine get your ass up
and let me in.”


She
stayed prone for a few more seconds before dragging her ass out of bed. Just
like her brother demanded. When had she ever not done something he said?


Heading
for her window she pushed it up, sticking her head out. “Hold on a second,
butt-head,” she yelled. Sam’s head popped up and he grinned.


She
couldn’t help but roll her eyes and grin back.


“Let’s
get a move on Rini, I’m hungry.”


“Whatever,”
she said before slamming the window. Quickly she changed out of her pajamas,
throwing on her favorite cut off sweats, a bra and the closest tank top she
could find. He wouldn’t care how crappy she looked.


Hurrying
down the stairs she unbolted the locks, flung the door open and caught a
glimpse of shaggy reddish brown hair and massive t-shirt clad shoulders before
being tackled to the ground.


Air
whooshed out as her back hit the hardwood floor, Sam’s heavy body crushing her
and cutting off her attempts to move. Grunting she pushed against his chest.


Sam
rolled off her laughing, totally unaffected by the crash to the floor. Nimbly
jumping up he offered his hand. 


“Jerk,”
she croaked once she caught her breath.


“Yeah,
but you love me.”


“Only
because I have to,” she grumbled. Not for the first time in her life she
wondered how they could be so different in personality and looks. Sam was fit,
without an ounce of fat on his body. Not to mention full of life, outgoing and
ready to take on any and every challenge thrown his way.


 Corrine, on the other hand, had curves
upon curves and would rather sit home reading a book or watch a spooky movie
than go out to be around strangers. Heaving a sigh she grasped his hand and
pushed up off the floor.


Sam
wrapped her up in a big brotherly bear hug. “Good to see you too sis.” He
pressed a quick kiss to the top of her head. Letting her go he closed his eyes
and sniffed the air.


She
stiffened, waiting for him to scent the spicy musk still lingering on her body.


Oh shit. Please, please, please don’t
figure it out. 


She
meant to shower once Jett left but instead, heartsick, she crawled into bed
after watching him walk away. Spending the next few hours reliving the evening
over and over again until she couldn’t keep her eyes open any longer.


Sam
opened his eyes leveling a curious look at her. “What’s going on? I don’t smell
anything baking.”


“Oh!”
She breathed a sigh of relief. “I slept in.”


Sam’s
brow crinkled and the corner of his mouth turned down. “Are you sick? Do I need
to call Mom and Dad?” He slapped his hand on her forehead. No doubt trying to
feel for fever.


She
swatted his arm away and laughed. “No. It was a really busy week. Plus, I
finally got to go running last night. Even had a nice swim in the lake.” Not to mention having the best sex ever with
your friend. She quickly turned away before the blush she felt creeping
over her face caught his attention. Heading for the back of the house and the
kitchen she called out. “I was exhausted by the time I hit the sheets. Come on
I’ll make you something before you die of starvation.”


Sam
quietly followed behind her. A bit too quietly actually. Something was going on
with him but her brain wasn’t functioning enough to figure out what it was at
the moment. Besides, she had her own issues to deal with.


In
silence, she started the coffee and got out the stuff to make pancakes. Once
the batter was made and griddle warmed up, the coffee was ready. She poured
them each a cup then turned to her brother.


He
sat at her dining room table staring out the slider door lost in thought. His
brow crinkled with worry. She knew that look. He was concerned or upset about
something. It was the same expression he held after the attack on MJ right
before he left the last time. 


Corrine
placed the cup of coffee in front of him before moving back to the pancakes,
pouring the first batch on the griddle. “So Sam, what brought on this last
minute visit? You know, besides your mad-love for you sister.” 


Sam
looked at her but didn’t answer her question. He picked up his mug and drank
half of the hot liquid before setting it down again. 


Flipping
the pancakes, she waited. He wouldn’t talk until he was good and ready. Lord
knew how long that would take. 


Puttering
around she got out butter, peanut butter, syrup and tableware—placing
them on the table before he finally spoke up.


“What
would you think about me moving to Cascade?”


Startled
by his words, she dropped the fork in her hand. The clang of it bouncing around
echoed in the room. The last thing she expected to hear from him would be that
he wanted to settle down in one spot. He loved to travel. With a degree in
business and finance paired with his passion for fitness he started his own
personal fitness business, going from gym to gym evaluating companies and
implementing new programs. He loved it. At least she thought he did.


Mentally
shaking herself, she bent down to grab the fork. Putting a smile on she stood
and looked at him. “I’d love it if you moved to Cascade. It would be great
having you close by.”


Sam
let out a long breath, shoulders relaxing. It wasn’t until now that she could
see the tension draining from his face. He couldn’t have been worried about her
not being happy. She was more puzzled than ever.


She
finished up the pancakes, carrying the heavy plateful to the table setting it
down between them before taking a seat across from him. Peeking at him as she
busied herself, she didn’t want to miss the tiniest reaction but didn’t want to
make him feel like he was being interrogated. Adopting an air of nonchalance
she voiced the question that wanted to pop out of her mouth when he said he
wanted to move to Cascade. “I have to ask. Why?”


Sam
piled a stack of pancakes taking his sweet time. The slow deliberate actions
wearing on her patience. 


Another
silent minute ticked by as he slathered his food with butter and syrup. Finally
answering when he was done. “I’m burnt out, Rini. Tired. No, make that
exhausted.” The last word coming out on a harsh breath.


She
was stunned by the turn of events in her brother’s life. “I thought you loved
the transient life. The whole ‘there’s no place that can hold my attention long
enough’ idea. Moss gathering on a rolling stone. You
know, all of that wanderlust crap you used to go on and on about.”


“I
do. Or did at least. I don’t know. I’m tired of hopping from city to city. I
don’t have a place of my own. Not even an apartment somewhere I can go back to
when I need a break. Plus, I have to admit I’m kinda
lonely. Not in the female department. I have the ladies…” 


Corrine
dropped the fork that was halfway to her mouth and thrust her hand out. “Whoa.
That is way too much information and I don’t want to hear it.”


Sam
snorted. “Anyway, do you know how hard it is to find a decent place to shift
and run without scaring some poor woman to death cause there’s a tiger roaming
free in the middle of her property? In Oklahoma?” Sam chuckled then scooped the
last bite of his pancakes into his mouth. Patting his flat belly he sat back
and grinned. “Delicious as ever. You gonna eat that?” He pointed to her full
plate.


She
scowled and took a bite. “ Yes,” she mumbled. 


Scarfing
down her food, she wanted to get back to the original topic, his coming to
Cascade.


Now I’ll never get to see Jett again. Her eyes connected with Sam’s as the thought flew
unbidden through her head. A blush warmed her cheeks.


He
looked at her curiously. “What?” 


“Huh?
Um, nothing.” Pushing back from the table she grabbed up their plates. Hurrying
to the sink.


The
scraping of Sam’s chair grabbed her attention. He was leaned back, the chair
balanced on two legs. She rolled her eyes. “You can stay with me if you want.
There’s plenty of room here.” 


“I
would take you up on that although I doubt your roommate would appreciate how kind you are. I was planning on
staying in town anyway.” The chair thumped and he walked to the counter next to
her. 


“Oh,
okay then. The door is always open.” Their breakfast dishes cleaned up and
everything put away, Corrine shrugged before wiping down the counter. 


She
saw Sam fidget slightly next to the counter before he adopted his usual
carefree stance leaning against the counter, hands tucked in his front pockets.
“Where is she anyway? Hiding out because I’m here? Or did she run off somewhere
like she usually does.” he chuckled.


“Don’t
be an ass. MJ didn’t run off. She had plans for the weekend. Should be back
Monday or Tuesday.”


Sam’s
chuckle died suddenly. “What do you mean she had plans?” 


“Don’t
fret, dear brother, it’s nothing for you to concern yourself about.” As much as
she loved him, MJ’s problems were for her to tell, not anyone else. She would
probably be embarrassed as hell if Sam knew her parents didn’t think much of
her abilities to attract a man; that they were trying to purchase a husband for
her. Stupid arranged marriages. 


Corrine
shook her head. “So where are you going to stay in town? Already make
arrangements to stay with someone or find an apartment?”


Sam
poured more coffee for them, holding her mug out for her to take. With a tip of
his head toward the slider she nodded following him out the door. Crossing to
the bench they sat, soaking up the morning sun. 


Cup
cradled in her hands, she pulled in a deep lung full of air allowing the pine
and earthy scents to filter through her system. She loved this time of the
morning. It was usually when she was taking her first break from the morning
baking rush—the sun slowly warming the day, and bringing to life
everything around her. The sights, smells and sounds helping
to center her mind.


She
let her mind drift, body relax. She forgot that he hadn’t answered her
question. Didn’t really care that he hadn’t either. Just having him here and
knowing he was going to be around more made her giddy and sad to realize how
much they had missed out these past two years.


Sam’s
voice brought her back to the present. “Damn this is nice. You did really well
sis. You have space and privacy and not too far from civilization. I plan on
coming out here a lot to run, and visit with you of course.” He snickered and
poked her in the ribs with his elbow. “Hey, maybe Murph will even come out here
with me. That’s the guy I’m hoping to crash with until I find my own place in
town. I’m not sure how much he lets his tiger out to run these days being
cooped up in an office all day.”


Corrine
raised her cup and was mid swallow when Sam mentioned Jett. The hot coffee went
down the wrong pipe and she was left coughing, eyes watering and struggling to
breath. 


Sam
reached over and pounded her on the back jolting her forward with each hit.
“Jesus, you okay.”


“Wrong…
way,” she gasped out. She took slow, short breathes while wiping away the tears
streaking down her face.


A
few minutes passed before she could speak. “A shifter? Named Murph?” She
croaked.


Sam
canted his head and looked at her. “You don’t remember me talking about him?
That’s strange. I’m sure I’ve told you about him. He was my college roommate.
We were on the football team together. Defensive lineman. Used to hang out all
of the time. Any of that ring a bell?”


Corrine
recalled snippets of conversations they had over the years but nothing solid
about Jett came to her. She forced a light laugh out. “If you said his name in
conjunction with football my eyes were probably glazed over and brain was
elsewhere. You know how much I don’t get your obsession.”


Sam
snorted. “That’s true. I think you chose not to like it because I loved it.”


“Maybe,”
she said with a slight grin.


“Anyway,
Murph’s a tiger-shifter just like us. He moved to Cascade not too long ago. A
few months back maybe. He’s a Software Engineer at a firm in town. He mentioned
looking at buying a condo in the last email I got from him. Said I could come
and crash anytime. I’m just hoping he’s actually bought the place or I will be moving in for a bit regardless
of what Mary Jane thinks.”


“Does
this Murph have a first name? Or is it the thing among men to go by their
college football nicknames for the rest of their lives? Should I start calling
you Big Smooth?” She pressed her lips together, holding back the giggle. Her
brother’s college nickname always amused her. He got it cause they said he was
smooth on and off the field.


It
was Sam’s turn to roll his eyes. “Don’t you dare call me that, especially
around MJ. She wouldn’t let it drop last time. Every time I turned around she
was calling me Big Smooth. It was ridiculous.” Sam clamped his mouth shut. It
was like he said more than he intended. After a moment he said, “His name is
Jett Montgomery-Murphy.”


Corrine’s
breath hitched in her throat. “Wait. From the Montgomery-Murphy clan? One of the founding shifter families? Jesus Sam, they’re
pretty much royalty.”


Her
brother shrugged like it was no big deal. “I guess. I’ve never thought of him
that way. He’s just a normal guy I used to hang out with all of the time. We
would drink beer and pick up chicks.”


She
dropped her head and squeezed her eyes shut. “Holy shit,” she said under her
breath. The thought that she hooked up with a member of royalty was really
throwing her for a loop. Panic set in as she went over what they did last night
and how she treated him after. Did she have anything to worry about? She didn’t
say anything wrong did she? Shit, shit,
shit.


“Hey,”
her brother said startling her. “What the hell is wrong with you? You’ve been
acting kind of weird all morning.”


Her
head shot up, eyes open. Sam was starting at her with
a narrowed look, suspicion written all over his face.


She
forced herself to smile. Pushing thoughts of Jett and her away. “Its just a
little freaky to find out a member of one of the founding families lives in
town. He moved here not too long ago you said?” It would account for why she
hadn’t seen him before when she went into town. She and MJ took turns heading
in to pick up supplies. The past couple times when it was her
turn MJ begged to go instead. Corrine was more than happy to let her.


I wonder why MJ did that? Maybe she
knew there was a new shifter in town and she had set her sights on him. Oh no! 


The
smile she worked so hard to keep on her face faded away. Frowning at the turn
of her thoughts she bit her lip to keep from saying more.


“Why
are you frowning? Something going on that I don’t know about.”


“Hmm,
oh, no. Nothing’s going on. I just thought of something for Tuesday. No biggie.
Why have I never met Jett?” Carefully she took a sip of her coffee. Just to
have the mug cover part of her face.


“The
only time you would have met him would have been graduation and you couldn’t
come remember.”


She
did remember. That was when she had just opened her bakery. There was no way
she could get away. Everyone knew that the first year was the hardest. Corrine
just couldn’t risk leaving. 


Sam
said he understood and a few weeks later visited with Bitsy the Bitch. The one time MJ didn’t scurry off at the mention
of Sam and she ended up getting hurt. Things after that were strained between
them all. It was only in the following six months that life began to go back to
normal. Except for Sam never coming to visit. 


“So
what do you think?” he was asking.


“Think
about what?”


“You
were off in la-la land again weren’t you and I wasn’t even talking about
football.” He laughed, slinging his arm around her shoulder, giving her a quick
squeeze. “I said, what do you think about having Murph come out sometime.”


“Sure
why not.” The words slipped out of her mouth before she thought better of it. 


“Great.
I think I’ll give him a call. I’m sure he’d be thrilled for the invite. We
didn’t cook much back then and I doubt he’s learned much since. I have no doubt
a great meal from you would probably be a welcome change. We should do it
today. Grill some steaks and potatoes. Follow it all up with a night run.” Sam
had jumped up from the bench and was pacing before her. Suddenly he stopped and
pivoted toward her. “It is safe around here right? You haven’t had any issues
with neighbors or animals?”


Her
brows furrowed in irritation, “Of course it’s safe or I wouldn’t be doing it.
Go give your friend a call and tell him not until later this afternoon. Like
two or three. I’ll see what I have in the fridge.”


“You’re
the best,” he said before dropping a kiss on the top of her head and heading
inside.


Corrine
couldn’t believe what an idiot she was. Stupid brain and
loose lips. Tipping her cup up she sucked down the last few drops of
cold liquid grimacing. She shoved off the bench making her way inside and
straight to the coffee pot. She definitely hadn’t had enough of the necessary
elixir yet.
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[bookmark: Craving_MoreChapter_5]Jett rolled his sensible four-door sedan to a stop
next to the familiar vintage 1969 black Charger. A slow smile lifted the
corners of his mouth as he remembered all of the good times he and Sam used to
have driving around town in the powerhouse car. When they weren’t playing ball
on the field they were chasing women and racing in the sleek, dangerous
vehicle.


The
door to the house burst open scattering the memories of his not so distant
youth. His eyes drifted from the car to the man who owned it. Sam loped down
the few steps of the porch and was next to his car before Jett could cut the
engine.


“What
the hell is this?” Sam exclaimed, arms akimbo. “I hope this is a rental and not
what you really drive. How the hell do you expect to pick up any women in this
thing?” Amusement glinted in his eyes.


Jett
snorted while popping the trunk, “Not a rental.” He swung the door open making
Sam jump back a step. Slamming the door shut he walked to the back of the car
grabbing out the two bags of groceries Sam asked him to pick up. He shoved one
in Sam’s direction. “It really is my car. I needed something reliable and good
on gas. It’s my grown-up car.” 


Sam
shook his head in mock disgust taking the bag and turning toward the house.
“It’s boring is what it is, you always were the slightly more sensible one.”
Sam looked at him over his shoulder, good-natured laughter shining in his eyes.
“Good to see you Murph.” 


“It’s
good to see you too, man.” He chuckled, a sense of contentment and home
settling in his soul. He didn’t know if it was seeing his friend again, a man
who was like a brother to him. Or if it was being back on the property, close
to the woman he was beginning to think held his future.


“You
didn’t have any problems finding the place did you? It’s a bit out of the way.”


Jett
followed behind Sam, taking the time to reign in his tiger who
was dying to get out and find his mate. Once he felt more under control he
answered his friend. “Nah, no problem at all. I’ve actually been here once or
twice. And it’s only on the edge of town, not in Timbuktu. You can’t miss the
pink and white Sweet Confections sign
pointing the way.” 


A
light breeze kicked up bringing with it the scent of jasmine. His tiger perked
up again, checking the surroundings for his feline friend. Counting backwards
from ten Jett worked to calm the beast down. He cleared his throat stifling the
growl that was working its way to the surface. “So this is your sister’s place?
I’ve only ever seen the bakery at the bottom of the driveway.” 


“Yep,
this is it. You never mentioned going to the bakery before. You must have seen
my sister there then. I can’t think of a time when she isn’t working.”


“Uh,
I might have caught a glimpse. Like I said, I only went a couple of
times.”   


Sam
turned and stared at him. His eyebrow cocked and a look of suspicion crossing
over his features. “Actually you said once or twice.”


“Once,
twice, a couple times. What does it matter? The cupcakes were delicious.
Someone brought them into work. They brought back memories of college and those
boxes you used to get.” Jett shrugged and did his best to smooth over his slip
like it wasn’t a big deal. He wasn’t quite ready for Sam to know he was
interested in more than the cupcakes. He knew he would have to talk to him
sooner or later. A decision he had come to in the middle of his sleepless
night, but knowing and doing were two different things. 


Sam
seemed satisfied with his explanation enough to turn and keep walking.
“Anyways, she built up quite the business from what she's told me. I just wish
it wasn't right next to her home though. It can’t be safe having everyone know
where you live. I plan on doing whatever it takes to convince her to open a
shop in town. Then I can start my business next to hers and scoop up all of her
sugar addicted customers.” Sam chuckled before opening the door.


The
aroma of baking bread hit Jett the second he crossed the threshold. As he
walked further into the house an undertone of jasmine drifted over him. He
wrinkled his nose, like his big cat would, pulling the scent in. Corrine. It was the same whiff he got
outside but stronger. He remembered it well. He could still smell her on his
skin hours after he left her place earlier. He spent the majority of the
morning dreaming of her. Her taste. Her feel. Her scent. It was intoxicating. Catnip for the tiger lurking within. It was only interrupted
when he caught an undertone of roses. It was faint but he could still detect
it. The scent was forever ingrained in his senses. He hated it with his entire
being. 


Releasing
a deep breath, he took tiny sips of air, relieved when jasmine filled his
lungs. He took a deep breath as Sam’s words sunk it. “Wait, you’re starting a
business here in Cascade? Does that mean you’re moving here?” Jett didn’t know
if he was happy his friend would be near by or annoyed that Sam would be moving
to town. All of his plans to play it cool and feel Sam out about dating his
sister went up in smoke. 


He
needed to ease into the relationship. See where everyone stood and make sure he
wasn’t getting in bed with another psycho. Though deep in his heart he knew
Corrine wasn’t but his brain was taking a little longer to get on board.


Walking
into the kitchen Jett stopped dead in his tracks. The woman he dreamed about
during the night stood with her back to them kneading dough on a marble
counter. She swayed back and forth shaking her ass, humming under her breath.
He could see the cord of a headphone snaking out of her ear.


Wearing
a pair of tan Capri pants that hugged her beautiful curves and a light pink
top, she was the picture of comfort and ease. Her hair was pulled back into a
braid, no doubt to keep it out of her way as she worked. 


Visions
of walking up behind her to nuzzle her neck while wrapping his arms around her
waist as she worked danced in his head. He could practically hear the family of
his future playing around them.


An
initial panic tried to set in but his tiger wouldn’t let it. The tiger knew
what the human was still too scared to admit; he was home. It was too
overwhelming for the human to deal with. Jett was completely unable to move,
encased in fear and hope, and no idea what to do. It was the second time in
less than a day that she’d brought him to this point. Complete brain and body
failure.



 

Sam
walked into the kitchen to the counter opposite his sister. Setting his bag
down, he pulled everything from it and looked up to see Jett standing
stock-still staring at the back of Corrine.


He
looked back and forth between the unsuspecting parties, both oblivious to their
surroundings. Jett looked dumbstruck. Like he’d never seen a woman before.
Which Sam knew was completely untrue. They’d both had their fair share of
run-ins with the opposite sex.


Sam
turned his attention to his sister who was lost in her own little world with
music plugged into her ears and beating the snot out of the dough ball in her
hands. Ever since he called Jett up, Corrine had been in the kitchen baking up
a storm. She claimed to be experimenting with new recipes but he knew she only
got like this when something was bothering her or she was nervous as hell.


He
knew something was off when he got to the house this morning. He vaguely
recalled scenting something on her. A scent that belonged to
the man staring at her back. 



What the fuck! Realization and shock rippled through him. He didn’t
know if he should beat the shit out of Jett or be happy that two people he
cared about were somehow involved with each other.


His
gaze swung between Jett and Corrine a couple more times. A slow grin kicked up
the corner of his mouth. He couldn’t wait to see what happened. 


This
was just the thing to help him forget the nagging emptiness that had been
plaguing him for the past few months. For the moment, he’d just hang out with
his sister and his best friend. Relax and watch the show.


Sam
drew his mind back to the present focusing on his friend again. “So Murph, how
do you like living here?” 


Jett
shook his head and looked over at him. He slid the bag across the counter as he
spoke. “I like it. The new job is great and I like the small town feel without
it feeling too small. Plus, the scenery is fantastic.”


Sam
saw Jett’s gaze move back to his sister as he said the last part. 


Interesting.


Corrine
had yet to notice they were in the kitchen with her. Sam couldn’t decide if he
should alert her to the fact or see if she would ever figure it out.


A
minute later the decision was taken out of his hands. She picked up the ball of
dough, raised it in the air and slammed it down onto the counter. Letting out a
whoop she picked the poor battered ball up and spun around. She saw Jett
standing there and screamed at the top of her lungs.


Sam
was laughing so hard he failed to notice Corrine whipping her head toward him.
Before he could react she nailed him in the chest with the dough hard enough to
knock the air from him. The dough plopped to the ground as he doubled over to catch
his breath.


“You
ass!” she yelled before growling and stomping off into the laundry room
connected to the kitchen.


A
few seconds passed before he could stand up straight. Jett was still standing
in the same spot, a look of shock plastered across his face.


“And
that, my friend, was my sister Corrine. As you can tell, she loves me dearly.”
He started to laugh again.


“I
heard that you jackass. I only love you cause we’re related and Mom would beat
my butt if she heard otherwise.”


Corrine
walked back into the kitchen with a shirt in her hand. She tossed it on the
counter next to him and moved back to the spot she vacated moments ago crossing
her arms and glared.


Sam
ignored the clean shirt she brought him, brushing at the flour splattered
across the one he was wearing. With his free hand he motioned to Jett.


“Corrine
this is Jett Murphy, college roommate and good friend. Murph this is my little sister, Corrine Hart.”



 

Jett
glanced at Corrine, her face an unreadable blank mask, and then shifted his
attention to her brother who was absorbed in cleaning his shirt.


“Thanks
but I guessed that. I have seen about a million pictures of her and feel like I
already know her based on all of those stories you used to tell.” Stories and
reality were two different things and he wanted to get to know her up close and
personal. Find out what reality was like.


“Oh
man, if you think you know me based on what my brother has said then I doubt
you know me at all. There’s no telling if he told you the truth. I know how he
is,” she said.


Sam
finally looked up at his sister. “Hey now. I didn’t tell anything embarrassing.
At least I don’t think I did.” He bent down and scooped up the dough, tossing
it to Corrine who caught it neatly. “You dropped something.”  


Jett
leaned his hip against the counter and watched the siblings interact. They were
a lot like him and his sisters, Jessie and Jamie. Biting at each other
playfully. He could easily tell how much they cared for each other.


“Whatever.”
Turning around Corrine grabbed a trashcan sitting nearby and chucked the ruined
dough in. “It’s nice to meet you Jett. Or should I call you Murph like my
brother does?”


Jett
couldn’t understand why she kept her back to him. Maybe she was regretting last
night and couldn’t face him. Shit. He
wished she would turn around and look him in the face.


“It’s
nice to meet you officially. I’ve caught a glimpse or two of you at the bakery.
Your sweets taste delicious.” Without meaning to his voice dipped. Thinking of
sweets reminded him of licking her skin, the honey taste filling his mouth. He
quickly cleared his mind and gathered his senses. “You can call me Jett. I
haven’t gone by Murph since college.”


“Too
grown up for that now?” Sam asked. His eyebrow raised, a queer look on his
face. 


Damn
it! He was beginning to think Sam was feeling the undercurrent in the room.
Jett vibrated with the need to get close to Corrine but with his friend
standing practically between them, it was impossible—unless he wanted to
put on a show and put his intention of courting Corrine out there. That was the
last thing he wanted to do, or thought he wanted to do. Seeing her again had
need coursing through his body. Without knowing what was going on in her head
he knew it would be better to stay back and stick to his plan. Scope everything
out; see how Sam felt about him seeing his sister. See if Corrine still wanted
him. Maybe she couldn’t face him now because she felt the same. Maybe she
wanted him as much as he wanted her and having Sam in the room was stopping
her.


“Murph?”



“What?
No. I only grew up a little. Though I have to admit, whenever someone calls me
Murph, I’m immediately thrust back into our college football, beer-chugging
days. For some odd reason they like you to be a bit more professional than that
at work.”


A
snort echoed in the room. Corrine was shaking her head, sending her braid
brushing side-to-side caressing her back. Jett’s gaze fell to her curves. The
need to grab and never let go arrested him. Small tremors shook his hands as he
attempted to keep himself under control.


Suddenly
Sam clapped his hands together, the loud noise causing Jett and Corrine both to
jump. “I’m gonna get the grill going so we can get the food on. You got it
handled in here right Rini?” Sam sidled up next to Corrine and planted a kiss
on her cheek. 


Corrine
shooed him away. “Of course. Why don’t you grab some beers and put them in the
cooler I put out back. I’ll finish cleaning up and be out in a bit. I need to
call MJ real quick and see how things are going. That should give you guys a
little time to catch up without having to gloss over the gory details.” 


Sam
moved past her, grabbed the case of beer and headed out the slider. “Hey man,
grab the steaks on your way out,” he said before slipping through the door.


Jett
stood staring at the back of Corrine’s head. He hesitated to move from the spot
he was rooted in. Afraid she would bolt if he did what his body and tiger were
screaming to do—to get close and touch every inch of her. He wanted the
scent of her back on his skin, clinging to him. More importantly, he wanted his
scent on her. Branding her as his to anyone who might think about getting
close. Clearing his throat he tried to get her attention. When that didn’t work
he called her name. “Corrine.”


Her
body tensed. Back straightened, hands fisted at her sides. “Turn around and
face me kitten.” He waited a few seconds before adding ‘please’.


Her
shoulders rose and fell in one big breath. Finally, after what felt like
minutes, she turned around, leaned back against the counter and looked at him,
a glint of nervousness shining in her eyes.


“Hello
Jett,” she said softly.


Jett
studied the woman in front of him, body rigid. Her gaze flicking to the slider
every few seconds when they weren’t hungrily roaming over his body. 


He
could only guess she didn’t want her brother to walk in on them talking.


“You
don’t have anything to worry about, I told him I’ve been to the bakery a couple
of times. He would expect we would have something to say to each other.” 


With
one last nervous glance at the slider she licked her bottom lip, her body
relaxing minutely. “It’s good to see you.”


Inwardly
he sighed, his tiger calming down a fraction. He could tell she was wound a
little tight, but took her talking and not yelling as a good sign. “It’s good
to see you too. I’ll admit though that I didn’t expect to see you again this soon.”


“Sorry.
That’s my fault actually. Sam was talking about you and I said he should invite
you over.” She dipped her head down taking great interest in the floor. “You
didn’t have to accept though if you didn’t want to come back here. I would
understand if you didn’t want to see me.”


Jett’s
body was in motion. She looked defeated and vulnerable. He snatched up the
steaks that were sitting on the counter next to him and walked up to her, crowding
her in against the counter. Electric currents shot through his body on contact.
Taking a deep breath he pulled in as much of her essence as he could, his eyes
rolling to the back of his head in sheer bliss.


He
dipped his head placing his lips next to her ear. “Of course I wanted to see
you. I couldn’t get you off my mind. I’m sorry about last night.”


Her
head shot up, emotions he couldn’t read fast enough passing over her face.


“Before
you even say anything silly, I’m not sorry about the sex. I’m sorry I reacted
so poorly to the news of your brother.” Unable to resist, he traced the shell
of her ear with his tongue. A gasp escaped her glossy pink lips, the sound
sending heat straight through his veins. Arousal stirred in his gut as his
dick, which had been getting harder by the second ever since he saw her again,
twitched behind the zipper of his shorts.


“Did
you miss me kitten? Lord knows I missed you.” 


The
quake of her body as he spoke was all the answer he needed.


He
checked to see where Sam was. When he didn’t see him, he knew they were safe
for now. Quickly he brushed his lips against her ear before moving down the
column of her neck. Sucking on the sweet spot where neck and shoulder met. The
spot he bit last night.


Corrine’s cool hand wrapped around the back of his
neck, holding him in place. “Oh,
god,” she moaned.


Jett
pulled away, licking the tortured skin before pulling back and forcing her to
drop her hand. Studying her face, her eyes were closed and mouth open slightly,
delight and arousal clearly stamped across every feature.


He
was satisfied with that reaction. “I think you did miss me.” With the steaks
still in his hand he stepped back and walked away. Needing to escape before he
let go and took her on the counter, regardless of where her brother was and
what he would do to him. At the slider he looked back at her. “You might want
to let your hair down and cover that spot on your neck.”


She
blinked a couple of times before speaking. “You might want to brush the flour
off your neck.” Pushing off the counter she walked out of the room as if the
hounds of Hell were on her feet.


Jett
pushed open the door, whistling as he walked out into the sun. It looked like
it was going to be a great day after all.
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[bookmark: Craving_MoreChapter_6]Corrine didn’t know whether to be pissed that Jett
was here and it was her own damn fault or that he’d revved her up so quickly by
doing so little then left completely unaffected. Damn man!


She
was really doing her best not to melt into a puddle of goo once she realized he
was there. That was one of the blessings about baking. She could forget
everyone and everything. The world could crash down around her and, as long as
her kitchen was intact and delicious treats were in the oven, she would never
know.


She
thought she was prepared to see him again except when she turned around and he
was standing right there, she freaked and screamed like a girl. Okay, granted
she was a girl but she didn’t need to act like a silly one.


Taking
her shock and frustration out on her brother did feel good though. So did the
completely unnecessary trip to the laundry room to wash her hands and grab Sam
a t-shirt. It gave her time to pull herself together and come up with a
temporary plan.


The
only thing she could think to do was turn away and not stare at him like a long
lost cinnamon roll. If she kept her back to him then she could think and talk
like a normal human being. Out of sight, out of mind would have to become her
new motto. At least until she knew she had her mind and body under control.


Heading
back to the laundry room again she took off her vintage apron. Without thought
she tossed it in the washer while peeking out the window of the laundry room
door to catch a glance of Jett.


Sam
stood at the grill, beer in hand, yammering away as Jett stood a few feet back
listening. They looked at ease and content. Like they were home. 


Her
heart skipped a beat as she took in the cozy scene while her mind created
images of future family gatherings—picnics and holidays, births of babies
and a myriad of other things. Corrine with Jett. Sam with MJ. It would be the perfect scenario, however
completely out of the realm of reality. 


Turning
from the view she grabbed up the rest of the aprons and threw them in the
washer. It needed to be done anyway so she may as well do it now. It would keep
her busy just a little bit longer. Stalling the inevitable when she had to face
him again.


 Finished with the task Corrine checked
on the guys one more time before strolling through the house heading up the
stairs to the safety of her room.


She
closed her door most of the way, leaving it cracked open so she could hear if
they called her name. It was a habit from her youth that stuck with her to
adulthood. Even when she was alone in the house, she kept it open a little. A quirk of her nature.


Flopping
on the bed she snatched up her phone and speed dialed MJ, who picked up on the
first ring.


“Please
tell me you need me home right this minute. That there’s some emergency you
can’t handle on your own,” MJ rushed out.


“Hey,
to you too. I take it things aren’t going well there.” Corrine couldn’t help
the light chuckle that came out. Just hearing her friend’s voice relaxed her
more than she knew she needed.


“Oh
my god, it’s even worse than I thought and no one is listening to me at all. They
think I’m acting childish and should be grateful they’re doing this for me.” MJ
released a sound of disgust. “I’m to the point I’m about to tell them I’m a
lesbian and you’re my lover.”


Corrine
couldn’t help, but fall into a fit of laughter. It wouldn’t be the first time
someone thought that about them.


“Stop
laughing, Rini. This is horrible. Plus, you would be lucky to have me as your
undercover lover.” 


They
both giggled and some of the tension Corrine felt coming over the line, died
away.


“So
tell me what you’ve been up to?” MJ asked on a huge sigh. “Did you finally get
out for that midnight run you’ve been dying for?”


Mention
of the night before brought back the sharp memory of being beneath Jett as he
pounded her from behind. A shudder worked down her spine.


“Corrine?
What’s going on? You made a funny moaning noise.”


“I
made it out like I planned.”


“There’s
something else. Something happened last night and don’t you dare try to deny
it. I’m in Hell right now and need you to take my mind off all of this.”


Corrine
could picture her standing there hands on her hips, eyes narrowed, refusing to
back down.


“Sam’s
here,” she said in an attempt to deflect her friend.


“Really?”



MJ’s
interest in that tidbit of news was too easy to hear. “Yeah, got here this morning.
He even asked about you.”


“He
probably wanted to know where I was so he could pick on me, the jerk.”


“No.
He did want to know where you were but got upset when I said you were out of
town.”


“Bullshit.
That man couldn’t care less if I was out of town.”


“That’s
not true MJ.” She hated that Sam and MJ were being so stubborn about each other
and their attraction. Before she could say anything else MJ spoke.


“Whatever.
Sam wouldn’t be the reason you just moaned.”


Corrine
closed her eyes and steadied her nerves. For a moment she was hoping MJ would
forget about the moan that slipped out. “Something did happen and I really
don’t know what it means.”


“I
knew it! Okay, hit me. I’m great with other people’s problems and apparently
suck at figuring out my own.” 


Corrine
heard her friend’s frustration. “You want to talk about it?”


“Don’t
try to change the subject again. I’m not ready or willing to talk about it over
the phone. I’ll tell you all about their twisted plan
when I come home. I need a little time to think about a few things anyway.”


“Whenever
you need me I’m here. I just want to put that out there,” Corrine said. Knowing
her friend already knew that.


“Quit
your stalling and just tell me. It has to be good if you’re being this
evasive.”


The
tiny chuckle MJ let out reassured Corrine that things weren’t too bad with her
friend yet.


“Fine.
Here goes. So I went out last night. Had a great run and went for a swim. After
I was done, I was moon bathing and just about asleep when another tiger came
out of the woods.”


“Holy
crap. No way,” MJ blurted out.


“No
interrupting or I’ll never finish this story.”


Corrine
waited for her friend’s agreement before going on. “Anyway, I’m standing there
not sure what is going on when he shifts.”


“He? Please say he was hot. And if he is
find out if he has a friend I can use.”


“Oh
he is hot. So damn hot. And if you need a man you can
use Sam.” 


She
heard a grunt from her friend. 


“Okay
then don’t use Sam. Back to my problem. You’ll never
guess who it was.”


“It’s
someone I know?” MJ’s shock bled through the line. “Well that narrows the
field. Let’s see. Hmm.”


Both
of them were silent waiting on each other. MJ was the first to break.


“Okay
I have no idea. The only tiger shifter I know that would be there is your
brother and I doubt you’d be dragging this out if it was just him.” The last word came out with a
little heat. Corrine wished the two of them would talk and figure things out.
Still, she vowed to stay out of it and maybe if she reminded herself enough she
would be able to keep that vow.


She
sighed, knowing she would have to admit it at some point. “It was the guy from
the shop. The big, beyond sexy one that came in every day and
bought us out. He’s a damn weretiger and was looking for me. Well, the
cupcakes really, but in a round about way—me. Shit, I don’t know.”


“No
fucking way. How come I never got the were-vibe from him?” MJ asked. 


“Your
guess is as good as mine. We both know your senses are a little off kilter.”


“Hmmm,
well I guess it’s hard to get the vibe from anyone when I stay in the back the
entire time now that I think about it. I did catch a glimpse of him a time or
two. His fine, firm ass that is. Khakis look good on
him. So that’s it? He came out and shifted? What happened next? Did he want
more cupcakes? Or to see what other sweets you’d be willing to offer up?” MJ
snickered.


“If
cupcake is the new term for sex, then yes. He was definitely after more
cupcakes.”


“Damn.
I leave and you find a guy. Maybe I am a man deterrent.”


“I
refuse to listen to you talk like that. We both know why you push guys away and
can’t settle on one. You’ve been in love with my brother for so long you can’t
see the forest through the trees.” Corrine heard the sharp intake of air but
plowed on. “Besides, it isn’t like Jett’s my boyfriend or anything. He talked a
good game, got me thinking he might want to get to know me when all he really
wanted was a good romp in the woods. We fucked and it was the best sex ever,
but as soon as he found out Sam was coming for a visit he panicked. I’m surprised
he didn’t shift right on the spot and run home.”


Corrine
slumped further into her bed. Shame washed over her as she thought about what
happened that night. How she let her guard down and actually hooked up with the
guy. It wouldn’t have been so bad if he hadn’t talked about getting to know her
and being friends with her brother. If he hadn’t made her hope for more even
though it was the first time they really spent time with each other. There was
a pull toward him she couldn’t explain. Something about him that made her want
to get near him. She felt it in the store but refused to put thought into it.
He seemed so interested in Kacie.


A
voice calling her name pulled her attention back to the phone.


“Rini!”
MJ snapped.


“Yeah?”


“First
off, we won’t be talking about your misguided ideas about my feelings for your
brother. At least not right now. Second and most importantly, you fucked him?
Shit girlfriend, I didn’t think you had it in you but I’m thrilled to hear it.
Not about the guy freaking out part but that you finally let your hair down.
And…was it really the best sex ever?” MJ asked in a dreamy voice.


“You
would ask that wouldn’t you?” Corrine rolled her eyes and laughed.


Corrine
and MJ talked for a while longer. Corrine tried to get more details about MJ’s
mystery man and her parents’ crazy plan. While MJ tried to get sexy hook up
details from Corrine. Something she wasn’t about to give her. At least not over the phone.


Corrine
didn’t know how long they had spent on the phone chatting before she heard Sam
call out her name—getting louder and louder.


“CORRINE!”



“What?”
she yelled back.


“Hey
watch the volume,” MJ complained.


Sam
pushed her door open. “Let’s go. The steaks are ready and we’re waiting for
you. I thought you said you weren’t going to be that long.”


“You
could have started without me. Not like you’ve ever waited before. Besides, I’m
talking to Mary Jane.” 


She
heard MJ snort. “You are so not funny.”


“Tell
Mary Jane you’ll talk to her later. You guys can’t even go a day without
talking can you?” 


Corrine
shrugged and stuck her tongue out at her brother. Very mature of her but then
he always brought out the childish antics in her.


Sam
narrowed his eyes at her. “You know you’re being a terrible hostess. What kind
of impression are you trying to make anyway?”


“I’m
not trying to impress him at all. He is your
friend. That in itself speaks volumes to his taste.
Now get out so I can finish my conversation.”


“Don’t
be a brat Corrine. Oh and tell Mary Jane ‘hey’ for me.”


Sam
spun around and left, leaving the door wide open.


“Shit.
Guess I have to go be sociable with them.” Corrine rolled to a sitting position
on the edge of the bed.


“His
friend?”


“Oh
did I forget to mention that my hookup, Jett, is Sam’s college roommate, fellow
football player and beer-chugging, girl-chasing best buddy? Sam invited him
over for homemade food and a midnight run. He got here a little while ago and
I’ve been keeping myself busy. I don’t even know how to deal with this. Just
looking at the guy makes my knees weak. Let’s not even discuss how my tiger
acts. She’s a shameless slut clawing to get out. How they can’t tell I’m about
to jump him is beyond me. It’s so bad I have to keep my back to him while I
talk or I know I’ll turn into an idiot. My nerves are completely fried.”


“Oh
honey. Make Sam go get something from the store then jump Jett’s bones. That
might help. Oh and make sure you shower before Sam comes back or he’ll smell
his friend all over you. I’d hate to see how that would go over. Actually, I’d
love to see it but since I’m here and you’re there, I can’t see and I refuse to
be left out of that fiasco.”


“Thanks,
you’re a ton of help. I’m afraid this is a huge mistake.”


“Chill,
my friend. It’ll all work out like it’s supposed to. Just remember to breathe.
Loves, Rini.”


“Loves,
Mary Jane.” 


Corrine
hung up. Making a beeline into her en suite bathroom she checked herself in the
mirror. The dark red mark Jett left stood out against her lightly tanned skin.
There was no way Sam wouldn’t notice if she didn’t try to cover it. Dabbing a
small amount of foundation on it, she let her hair down and called it good. She
finished freshening up before going downstairs.  


You can do this Corrine. Suck it up. Be
a man – uh - woman. Just pretend you aren’t attracted to him and that the
thought of having sex again isn’t crossing your mind every other minute.


With
a quick stop in the kitchen to grab the rolls she made earlier and a soda from
the fridge, she joined Sam and Jett at the patio table set up in the yard.


“It’s
about time. I’m starving,” Sam grunted.


Corrine
focused on her brother instead of the man whose heated stare she could feel
searing her body. “I needed to talk to MJ. She isn’t having the best visit and
I wanted to make sure she was okay. You know you didn’t need to wait for me.”


She
pulled out her chair and sat between the two men, her brother to the right,
Jett to the left. Figures they would sit across from each other giving her no
option but to sit between them. Scooting to the right of her seat in an attempt
to keep her knees from brushing against Jett’s, she banged into Sam. 


He
looked at her quizzically before digging into his food.


A
low chuckle came from her left. Darting a look in Jett’s direction, a knowing
grin graced his lips. Realizing how silly she was being she re-situated in the
chair, brushing her legs against him. Startled by the contact she abruptly
clamped her knees together before sliding her feet under her seat. Being this
close to him was going to be hell on her body and her imagination. She silently
prayed she could make it through lunch without making a fool of herself.
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[bookmark: Craving_MoreChapter_7]Jett held back a chuckle as Corrine shifted in her
seat again. When she first sat down at the table, he had to leash the need that
crawled through him. Everything in him screamed to grab her and pull her close,
keep her next to him. Hell, he’d like to keep her on top of him, but knew she
would fight it, at least in this situation, at this particular moment in time.
Sam sat across from him watching them both. The man had a keen eye, never
missing anything. It’s what made him a great quarterback.


Jett
took solace in the only thing he could think do to. ‘Accidentally’ touching
her. 


He
deliberately brushed his knee against hers sending yet another wave of heat
through him. As torturous as it was to his body, he couldn’t help but delight
in seeing the reaction in hers.


The
first time their legs brushed she pulled away, tucking hers beneath the chair.
The second and third time they touched she sat completely still, closing her eyes
as a blush slowly made its way over her face and chest. He couldn’t help but
wonder how far down the blush went. Wanting to follow it with his hands and
lips. 


This
fourth time, not that he was keeping count; she turned her head in his
direction. Eyes wide open, her lips tipped at the corners. There was no blush
creeping up her skin this time. “Not finding enough room at the table Jett?”


“I’m
fine. There’s plenty of room here. Why do you ask?”


“Oh,
no reason. You just seem to keep bumping into me.”


“No
kitten, you’re the one who keeps fidgeting and bumping into me.”  


A
shocked gasp escaped her lips. He realized too late that he called her by the
pet name. Silence filled the air around them all. 


Sam
cleared his throat drawing Jett’s attention. “Hey Jett would you mind taking me
as a roomy for a while? It’ll be easier to look for a place to live and set up
shop living in town.”


Jett
glanced at Corrine to see her reaction to her brother’s news that he didn’t
want to stay with her. She clearly wasn’t surprised by Sam’s request. She just
sat there quietly sipping her soda.


“Sure
man. You’re welcome for however long.”


By
the time they were done working out most of their plans, they had finished
eating.


Pushing
his plate away, Jett patted his belly, “Damn that was good. Thanks for the
meal. Been a while since I’ve had something home cooked.”


“You
still haven’t learned to cook?” Sam had that smirky look on his face.


“And
you have?”


“I
can grill the hell out of steaks and burgers. If it involves the kitchen, you’ll
have to hit up Corrine. I was never allowed in there when she was baking or
cooking.”


“Damn
right you weren’t. You either ate it all or tried to kill it by fire. You two
are going to starve. I can’t wait to tell MJ and see how this plays out.” The
throaty sound of Corrine laughing grabbed Jett by the balls. As casually as he
could he reached down to adjust his shorts. Things were tight enough already
and her laugh was making it worse. Whoever thought being laughed at would turn
him on.


Jett
looked at Corrine, choosing to ignore his dick and its wants. “I’ve been fine
on my own up to this point. As you can see I haven’t starved yet.” He cocked
his eyebrow, daring her to look at his body. From the hungry looks she gave him
earlier, he knew she liked what she saw. When she refused he felt a stab of
disappointed.


Sam,
either oblivious to them or not that bothered by what was happening, stood.
“The best thing after a great meal is a nap. Need to be rested for the run
later.” He looked at his sister. “You want us to help?” 


Corrine
pursed her lips, shooting a look of disbelief at her brother. “And have you in
my kitchen putting things where they don’t belong? No thanks.” Getting up she
snatched up her plate, leaving them and their dishes behind.


Shooting
Sam a questioning look the only answer he got was a shrug and a lopsided grin. 


“I
guess we just need to bring in our things. Come on inside. She’s still got
those huge couches in the basement. Perfect for a cat nap.”


Jett
picked his beer and plate up and followed Sam inside. Corrine was at the
counter, music pumping through her ears again. Her back stiffened the moment he
stepped inside. Proving, yet again, that she was just as aware of him as he was
of her. 


At least she isn’t completely
oblivious. 


Instead
of going to her like he wanted, he tossed the beer in the trash, set his plate
on the counter next to her and made his way downstairs after Sam. 


“Thank
god she didn’t get rid of these like she was talking about. I would have had to
disown her. I bet anything it was MJ’s idea anyway.” Turning the TV on Sam
threw himself down on one of the massive couches letting out a contended sigh.
“MJ hates anything I like.”


Jett
chuckled plopping down on the other couch. “I think I need to hear more about
this MJ. She sounds like a big part of your life.”


“What!”
Sam practically yelled. “Not my life! My sister’s life! They’re best friends.”


Jett
narrowed his eyes; something was definitely up with that. “Calm down dude. All
I meant was that I’ve heard Corrine mention her and you mention her so she must
be important to the family.” 


“Oh.
Sure. Yeah, she’s been around forever. Sorry.” Sam settled back into the couch
and flipped to a sports channel. 


They
both settled into silence. The cool room, comfy couch and mindless show helped
relax Jett more than he’d ever been in the last few years. It was easy to get
lost thinking about everything and nothing all at the same time.


He
was so lost in his thoughts that when Sam spoke; he jumped a little in his
seat. “Are you feeling it too?”


Shit. Jett cringed thinking about the conversation they were about to have.
He thought Sam might be a little suspicious but wasn’t sure since he hadn’t
said something. The odd looks Sam shot his way during lunch and how he seemed
to study him and Corrine gave him reason to pause. 


He
cleared his throat and cast a nervous glance at his friend. “Feeling what?” 


“You
know. That urge or whatever you want to call it to find ‘The One’. Dewasa?”


That
wasn’t what Jett was expecting to hear yet he could roll with it. “Dewasa? Damn. I have been a bit
restless. Started a few months ago. Things just haven’t felt right. I thought
it might be because of the move and getting settled in a new place.”


“And
now that I brought it up? Honestly, I should have expected it but shit - I
don’t know.” Sam puffed out a loud breath tipping his head back.


For
some reason Jett never correlated the restlessness in his life with turning
twenty-five. It should have been the first thing to pop in his head. With his
lineage, his family was steeped in the traditions and customs of shifters. They
made sure all of their children understood their past, present and how to mold
the future. His parents ensured their history was passed down to each
generation as their forefathers had taught them. Apparently he’d been too happy
to think work was the reason. 


The
natural order of things was for shifters to begin the transition from Remaja or juvenile to Dewasa, adult, before their twenty-fifth
birthday. He was told he would feel antsy; recognize that there was something
missing in his life. Once they celebrated their birthday that antsy feeling
would turn into a burning need; a fire in the pit of
his stomach that needed to be quenched. Only when they found their mate did
things calm down. Shifters of his species had until their thirtieth birthday to
find a mate. He couldn’t imagine not being able to find his mate and suffering
through five years of an unrelenting burning need.


Some
shifters used the entire time looking for the one that matched them, while others
already knew who the other part of them was. Luck of the draw, karma, whatever
it was, it was a journey they all had to go through. Though not everyone
adhered to the traditions.


“So
what do you think?” Sam asked. “You’re the one that’s supposed to know
everything. I remember you telling me how your parents pounded it into your
head. Do you think Dewasa could be
it?”


“Now
that you’re forcing me to think about it. Yeah. Shows you how much I was paying
attention.” Jett let out a snort. Rolling his eyes at his stupidity. 


“My
folks talked about it a lot too. Good to know I’m not the only one who’s
experiencing it though. I guess we should all be going through it soon. You,
me, and Corrine.” Sam said before
letting out a sound of disgust. “Great. I have to deal with finding my mate and
making sure Corrine doesn’t hook up with some sleaze bag or get hurt in the
process. You’re so lucky you have younger sisters and they still live at home.”



“Yeah.”
Jett’s gaze drifted to the stairs. His mind wandered to the woman upstairs,
setting him on edge. He didn’t want to imagine her looking for a mate. Of some
strange man touching her and getting a taste of her sweet skin and hearing her
throaty moans. The tiger in him demanded he
was the one for her. As much as his logical brain protested, he knew he would
have to come to terms with his tiger sooner or later.


“Maybe
things will happen quickly for her and you won’t have to suffer too much.” Jett
tried to chuckle and lighten the mood. It wasn’t working for him and by the look
on Sam’s face he wasn’t amused by the quip.


“Seriously?
She doesn’t date – ever. I can’t even remember the last time she was
interested in a guy – human or shifter.”


Jett’s
mood perked up at that tidbit of information. Knowing that she was interested in
him went a long way to soothing the tiger within.


“I
swear you’re the first male shifter she’s seen in years. The last Gathering we went to was four years ago.
There were guys checking her out and she didn’t even notice. I’m convinced once
she hits twenty-five they’ll be coming out of the woodwork.”


Panic
crawled through Jett’s chest at the mere suggestion. “Coming out of the
woodwork? Aren’t you being a bit dramatic?”


“No.
You didn’t see the way those horny tigers looked at her. Even in shifter form
they were interested. Sniffing around and asking if she wanted to go for a run.
Much to their disappointment, she laughed in their faces. She spent most of her
time hanging with MJ and when she wasn’t with her, she was with our parents.”


Jett
cringed. He knew what Gatherings were
like. Some guys thought it was a free for all to run around and hump anyone on
four legs. They’d chat up some female and hope to get lucky during a run. He
had acted the same way a few years ago. Something he was ashamed to admit.


“You’re
both older now. I’m sure those young cubs have grown up as well. I’m just
thinking that maybe it won’t be that bad when she finds her mate. Hell, you may
even like him.”


Sam
shot him a skeptical look. “Yeah right. I’m not even sure I’d let you date my
sister and I actually like you.”


An
uneasy feeling landed in the pit of his stomach. “You can’t stop the inevitable
Sam.”


“I
don’t plan on stopping it. Just slowing it down as much as possible. Maybe I
can convince the parents to come for an extended visit. Use my need to find a
place and start a business to get them here to help. We’d miss the next Gathering that’s coming up. Put off the
mating games for at least another year.”


The
plan seemed to soothe Sam enough for Jett to see him visibly relax. Sam closed
his eyes and was asleep in a matter of minutes. The snoring he remembered so
well from college emanating from the man’s mouth.


Jett
couldn’t find that same peace to sleep. The notion that he wasn’t the only one
interested in Corrine hit him hard. It never crossed his mind that there would
be competition for her affections. Affections he knew he barely held in the
first place. She was attracted although that didn’t mean anything in the grand
scheme of Dewasa. A feeling of dread
overwhelmed his senses, tightening his chest until he couldn’t breathe. The
tiger in him was restless and panicking as well. The creature protested
violently at the thought of other male tigers around her. Wanting to head
upstairs and stake his claim on his tigress.


Trying
to ague with the animal side was bound to be a losing battle. Giving in to his
dominant side Jett propelled himself off the couch. He needed to see her. Be
near her. Gather her in his arms and mark her as his own. The tiger wouldn’t
have it any other way. 


He
made his way past Sam and up the stairs with silence and speed. He heard
Corrine moving around in the kitchen humming along with her music. Moving down
the short hall that opened into the living room and kitchen, he leaned against
the wall and took her in.


Like
earlier today she had her back to him, hips swaying back and forth, as she
stared out the window above her workspace. Her hair pulled back in a low
ponytail. A bowl was tucked in the crook of her arm. The rich vanilla of
whatever she was mixing permeated the air masking any other smell.


His
heart stopped in his chest, the feeling of home and comfort shoved his panic
aside. He knew then he would have her for his own. Forever. There would be no
other man or tiger sniffing around her thinking he had a chance. His tiger had
made the choice for them and he needed to stop arguing with him. That elusive
peace he couldn’t find before settled around him quieting the restless beast
within and the human on the outside.


He
stood there letting the minutes fly by. Watching her. Studying her. She was so
different from any woman he’d been with before. Soft. Curvy. Loving. Sexy as hell without realizing it. 


He
struggled to stay where he was. Not wanting to frighten her and have her drop
the bowl, waking Sam up and ruining his chance to be alone with her. When she
finally set the bowl down he made his move.


Walking
up behind her, he slipped his arm around her waist. His body hummed in
appreciation the instant it made contact with hers. She gave a startled little
yelp and jumped but he kept his grip firm–keeping her in her place. 


He
planted a soft kiss on her neck before plucking the ear bud from her ear. “Hey
kitten.” 


Her
head twisted in the direction of the hall. No doubt worried about her brother
catching them.


“Don’t
worry. He’s sound asleep downstairs. And one thing I know for a fact is that
he’s dead to the world once he’s out.”


Corrine
let out a little nervous laugh, relaxing against him a fraction. “That’s true.”


Jett
smoothed his free hand over her shoulder and down her arm linking their hands
together. 


“You’ve
been ignoring me Corrine and I don’t like it.” He ran his tongue along her neck
before assaulting the silky smooth column with light kisses. 


“You
haven’t been here long enough for me to really ignore you,” she said in a
breathless tone. “What would you have me do anyway, Jett? Sit and stare? Maybe
make goo-goo eyes at you? Completely forget about everyone else in the house
– meaning my brother?”


“I’d
love your full attention on me and only me, but I understand you might want to
visit with your brother.” He nipped the lobe of her ear earning him a small
groan. “I’d be happy with a little conversation for now. Get to know you a bit
more. You do realize we let Sam do all of the talking during lunch.”


A
soft sigh left her lips as he pulled their laced fingers around her front.
Embracing her in a hug. “Not all of the talking. We tossed in a few words here
and there. Sam does love to talk though. I doubt he noticed our lack of
participation in the first place. Plus, don’t you think we blasted past the
get-to-know-you stage a while ago? That might have been a good place to start before we had sex.”


Just
the mention of sex had need tugging at his balls. Jett shifted to the other
side of her neck more as a distraction from the tightening of his body. Too bad
for him the move started a chain reaction of shivers working down her body
ending with her pushing her ass into his crotch. 


He
reeled her in tighter, pressing his growing erection against her. A small groan
left his lips. “Damn you feel good in my arms. You’re the perfect fit. I’d love
to take you like this. Up against the counter, nice and slow. Dragging the
pleasure out.” He slowly pumped his hips mimicking his words.


“Jett,
please,” she gasped. Her free hand slapped down on the counter, looking for
purchase but not finding any. “What happened to having a conversation? Getting
to know one another?” She wiggled a bit and he knew she was trying to torture
him.


He
was dying with her little twitchy movements. A glutton for punishment, he
couldn’t let her go. “We will, right now though, I just want to enjoy the feel
of you in my arms a little longer.” He placed a kiss on her cheek. “I’m sorry I
didn’t stay last night.”


He
released his grip on her hand, sliding his fingers under her shirt and up her
smooth, silky skin. Brushing against the bottom of her breast before he found
her lace-covered nipple. Slowly working it between his thumb and index finger
until it was hard and needy.


“I
told you I understood. You wanted an extended hook-up. That’s all you needed to
say. I’ve never been offered a ‘no-strings attached’ proposition so I probably
would have slept with you anyway.”


He
clenched his teeth at her words. Pinching her nipple harder than he intended.


“Oh
god that feels good!” She released a long groan.


He
opened his mouth to set her straight. To tell her he was just a little thrown
with the mention of Sam, that he knew what he wanted with her but a noise
caught his attention. With a healthy dose of reluctance he let go of Corrine,
taking a few steps backward.


She
sagged against the counter, head down, palms flat, sucking in a lungful of air.
“You’re playing a dangerous game right now. If you don’t want Sam to catch you,
you might want to stop sneak attacking me.”


Jett
gritted his teeth in frustration at Sam’s crap timing. Maybe I want Sam to catch us. I’m just afraid you don’t want me in the
way I’m beginning to want you. Damn, he needed to get his head
together.  


Crossing
to the fridge he pulled a beer out, standing in the open door for a few seconds
praying the cool air would calm his body down, knowing it would do little to
help his situation. He was just sitting down at the kitchen table when Sam came
in the room rubbing his hands over his face grumbling.


Jett
tipped the beer back, taking a giant swig, swallowing the beer and the words he
needed to say. The erection tenting his loose cargo shorts wasn’t going to go
away anytime soon and it didn’t look like he’d get more than five minutes alone
with Corrine to slake his need. His day was going to shit.


A
surreptitious look at Corrine showed she had already pulled herself together.
Going back to the forgotten batter and muffin tins.


“You
have a good nap there sleeping beauty?” Jett asked Sam.


“Har,
har. Did you sleep at all or were you up here bugging my sister the whole
time?”


Sam
grabbed his own beer, joining him at the table.


Jett
looked in her direction. He had to strangest urge to make her as uncomfortable
as he was. “Not bugging her. Just trying to get to know her one-on-one. Isn’t
that right Corrine?”


Her
back stiffened for a second before tossing an eye roll in their direction. She
let out a halfhearted irritated huff. “He wasn’t bugging me. Just standing
around clueless like most men in the kitchen,” she said, her voice light and
breezy.


“Clueless?”
he said questioningly. Waiting for her to turn her attention his way, their
gazes locked. “Next time you can give me a hands on demonstration of what you
like.” He winked before raising the beer to his lips.
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[bookmark: Craving_MoreChapter_8] Corrine
woke up at the crack of dawn Monday thrilled to get back to her regular
routine. She was only too happy to forget the chaos of her weekend. 


After
a quick shower and cup of coffee she made her way down to the bakery. The short
walk to the building always helped her focus on the tasks for the day. 


She
was popping the first batch of muffins in the oven when MJ sauntered through
the door. “Morning chickie. How great was it to sleep in your own bed?”


Corrine
wasn’t sure if the grunt that came from MJ meant good or bad. “Hey, you never
told me how things went at your parents’ place.”


“You
want to talk about my problems first?” Shaking her head MJ walked right past
her and straight to the fresh pot of coffee.


Setting
to work on the next batch of goodies Corrine grinned. “Yep. You told me you’d
tell me when you got home and I’m not ready to face my issues yet. Therefore,
its your turn to spill.”


MJ
snorted. “Let’s just say my parents have lost their minds and I’m not playing
along. Don’t get me wrong, the guy they want to marry me off to is a damn good
looking and fairly decent guy, but honestly, he didn’t have to look like he was
going to the gallows whenever we were forced together. Which completely pissed
me off more since this was his damn idea. Regardless, he isn’t the one for me
and I refuse to settle.”


“What
I don’t get is why they are trying to marry you off already? You won’t be Dewasa for a while and even then you
have some time.” Corrine moved about the bakery’s kitchen on autopilot, keeping
busy and her mind off her own problems.


“Come
on, Rini. You know my being a hybrid is an issue. My parents have been lucky
they’ve been allowed to stay within the Pride. When they met Devon a year ago
at his mate’s funeral, they found out how supportive Devon’s parents have been
of them. So when he approached them about marrying me last month, he told them
he wanted someone in his life and even though he would never fall in love
again, he would care for me and make sure all my wants were met. He knew my parents
lamented the fact that I would never find a mate. They thought it was the
perfect way to get those last few Purists off their asses
and for their daughter to gain the mate she would never get on her own. In
their minds its a win-win situation.”


“Except
for you,” Corrine said softly.


“Yeah,
what does my opinion matter? They have it set in their heads that I will never
find a mate and would rather me be with someone who will provide and protect me
than for me to be alone. Personally, I think they’re just trying to soothe
their own guilt about having me.”


“Oh,
MJ, that can’t be true. They love you to pieces.” Corrine moved next to MJ,
placing an arm around her shoulders. She could feel her friend’s pain rolling
off her. It was true her parents loved her but they tended to shove their foot
in it most of the time.


“They
love me because they didn’t think they could have kids and I was their big
surprise. It never crossed their minds that I would be a hybrid and how that
would impact me. It’s no biggie. I told them it wasn’t happening and to just
get over it.”


The
timer on the muffins went off interrupting them. “What did they say? I can’t
imagine your parents just backing off. And what about – what was his
name? Devon?”


MJ’s
mirthless laugh echoed in the room. “They didn’t take it well. Thought I wasn’t
giving the idea the proper consideration. As for Devon, I’m not too sure. I got
the feeling he understood, at the same time, he wasn’t
giving up on the idea. Which is just strange. There wasn’t one moment when he
was happy to be around me.”


They
continued working like they always did. Getting the first batches ready for the
morning crowd. Corrine zoned out, clearing her head of midnight runs, hot alpha
tigers and sex that just thinking about made her wet.  


A
thud shook the floor jolting her out of oblivion. Spinning towards her friend,
Corrine burst out laughing at the sight of MJ covered in a fine dusting of
flour from the sack that had fallen at her feet.


“Okay,
that does it. This is definitely a Monday—it’s break time. Take my mind
off my problems. Tell me about Jett
and what went down this weekend. And don’t leave anything out. Well, you can
leave talk of Sam out. He’s not interested in me. I mean he’s not very
interesting.” 


Glancing
at her watch Corrine noticed the time. Happy for the reprieve, she dashed out
of the kitchen grabbing some trays of goodies. “It’ll have to wait. Time to
open up and the staff should be here in a few minutes. And don’t think I’m
going to let that slip of the tongue go.” 


“Chicken,”
she heard MJ call out as the door swung shut behind her.


Depositing
the treats on the counter, she unlocked the front door then made her way back. 


The
bell over the door jingled announcing their first customer of the morning. The
tinkling sounds always a pleasure to hear. To her it was a sign that the
business was doing well. They were a success.


As
she called out a greeting over her shoulder, the one thing she didn’t expect
assaulted her. Air stopped up in her lungs and her heart went into overtime. Her
body tingled from head to toe as Jett’s scent flowed over her.


There’s no way he came here today. She refused to turn around. Not sure if she was
afraid he would be standing in the door or that he wouldn’t be and her mind was
playing tricks on her again.


All
through the night she swore he was lying next to her in bed. The heat of his
body draped over hers while in the kitchen was forever imprinted on her skin.
She even refused to shower before bed, using the lame excuse that she was too
tired, deep down knowing it was because she couldn’t bear to wash the lingering
spice, that was purely Jett, away.


She
jumped when Jett’s thick tanned arms enveloped her. Letting out a squeak when
his lips landed on her cheek. 


“Morning
kitten,” he rumbled in her ear. “Is anyone else in the shop yet?”


She
wiggled out of his arms, moving a few steps away. She faced him, hands clasped
in front to keep from grabbing him. She plastered on her best professional
look. “The staff is in back. Is there anything I can help you with sir?”


Jett’s
eyes narrowed as he stalked toward her. Taking a step forward for every two she
couldn’t help take backwards. “Don’t you sir me, Corrine. We’re way past
formalities. Now stop backing away and give me a proper good morning since I
wasn’t able to get one when I woke up.”


She
bumped into the serving counter stopping her motion. Her feet were rooted to
the spot, paralyzed by the hungry look in his eyes. He planted himself in front
of her, placing his hands against the counter on either side of her, trapping
her in. The familiar heat she was becoming accustomed to radiated from his
body, enveloping her.


Her
nipples beaded beneath the thin cotton of her shirt and apron. The latter
hopefully covering up his effect on her. The man was drop dead gorgeous in his
khaki pants and dark blue polo shirt. A hint of his family crest tattooed on
his chest peaked through the unbuttoned collar. She had the sudden urge to lean
forward and lick the base of his throat. 


“Wish
me the good morning I couldn’t have cause you weren’t in my arms when I woke
up,” he whispered a second before he slanted his head taking her lips in a
searing kiss. No other part of his body touched her and it was driving her
insane.


Giving
up all pretenses of the indifferent woman, she curled her fingers into the
front of his shirt, pulling him against her. Her body sighed in relief the
second she was nestled against him. She ached to get him naked again. This time
she would spend time exploring each and every inch of his body. Learn exactly
what she could do to drive him over the edge. 


After
Saturday afternoon’s encounter in kitchen, he’d kept his distance. She didn’t
know whether she was relieved or disappointed that he didn’t try to get her
alone again. She spent the rest of the day recalling the feel of his body
pressed against hers. His stiff dick nestled against her ass and wishing like
hell he would take her there. A place no other man had ventured, not for a lack
of trying though. It just didn’t seem right with any of them.


She
opted out of the Saturday night run. Letting the guys run amuck without having
to watch out for her. She needed the time away from Jett just to get her head
back on straight.


Sunday
he hung around watching sports with her brother while drawing her into idle
conversation about everything from when she was young to how she came to love
baking. 


There
was the occasional touch from him, nothing more than it being the normal, pass
the butter kind though. Jett never made a move to get her alone that day. As
frustrated as she was with his lack of interest, he was able to charm her with
stories about Sam and him during college. He got further under her skin when he
talked about his younger sisters and family. The love he had for them matching
the love Corrine and Sam had for their parents.


Somewhere
along the way she got comfortable with him being around, finding she wanted to
learn more about him. Craving more of his voice and wondering what it would be
like to be able to curl up next to him on the couch and cuddle without Sam or
Jett flipping out.


By
Sunday evening she was on edge, sexually and emotionally. Her human side afraid
she was falling in love with a man she barely knew. Her tiger side knowing
Jett’s tiger was her mate and clawing to break free.


When
her brother and Jett finally took off to head to Jett’s place she breathed a
sigh of relief and immediately took care of her sexual needs. The emotional
needs were too much to deal with yet.


She
was done recalling the feel of his touch. She was getting the real thing and it
was better than ever.


The
gentle flick of Jett’s tongue against her lips had her opening in welcome. He
was slow and methodical, taking his time exploring her mouth. The sensual slide
of his tongue over hers triggered a moan. As it escaped he took possession of
her mouth. Pressing harder. Delving deeper. Claiming her.


The
jingling of the bell over the door broke them apart. Jett stepped back a
fraction. Looking down into her face. His pupils dilated, eyes glowing gold.
Corrine’s fingers were still curled in his shirt. Wrinkling it without a care.


“Good
morning,” she said barely audible to her own ears. Thanking heaven for his keen
hearing and not having to repeat herself.


The
corner of Jett’s mouth kicked up in a satisfied smile. “I’ll take two dozen
mixed muffins and a coffee to go please,” he said. Voice steady, without an
ounce of arousal.


Corrine’s
jaw dropped open before she remembered the customer that just walked in. 


How could he act like nothing happened? 


She
let go of his shirt. “Your shirt is a little wrinkled. You might want to smooth
it out a bit.” Silently pleased her tone came out low and calm, nothing like
she was feeling inside.


“Thanks,”
he said before proceeding to smooth the garment out.


Walking
around the counter she grabbed a box, filling his order. Glancing up every few
seconds to keep an eye on him. Not that she expected he would do anything to
draw attention, but she did wonder if he was paying attention to her. From the
way he was studying his shirt she didn’t think so.


Ringing
him up she pushed the two boxes of muffins toward him along with his large
black coffee. Just like he took it when he was at the house.


Jett
looked up, a sly grin caressing his lips, tossing enough money on the counter
he winked before collecting his order and left without a word.


It
was all Corrine could do not to find something to throw at his retreating back.
Fortunately for him she had customers that needed help and could take her mind
off him, even if only temporarily.



 

Tuesday
rolled around and she was walking on a cloud. Jett called just as she was
falling asleep the night before to wish her sweet dreams. 


She
was dumbfounded that her voice was the last thing he wanted to hear before he
went to sleep. What she didn’t tell him was that she wished to hear his as
well. A whispered good night left her relaxed and content. It was one of the
best night’s sleep she had ever had.


Corrine
stood with her hand on the knob of the bakery door not remembering unlocking
it. Stepping into the kitchen she took a quick look around and didn’t see
anything out of place. 


“Maybe
MJ forgot to lock it. She was a bit distracted yesterday,” she said into the
silent room. 


When
no one offered his or her opinion back, she went to work on the baking of the
day.


MJ
showed up a couple hours later looking like something that cat dragged in.


Corrine
offered her friend a cup of coffee. “Bad night?”


“Yeah.
Parents called. Then Devon. Both pleading their cases but in completely
different ways.” She sighed dejectedly, a sound completely uncommon for her.


Corrine
wrapped her arm around MJ’s shoulders and squeezed. “I’m sorry. Want to run
away with me?”


MJ
snorted. “When do we leave?”


“Right
after the morning crowd. That way Kacie will be in and she can feed everyone
else then lock up after.”


Corrine
moved away, going back to the muffin mix she was stirring before. “Speaking of
locking up. Did you forget to last night?”


“No.
I locked up. Even double checked since I knew my mind was in a different
place.” MJ sounded shocked.


“Huh,
I must have unlocked without paying attention then.” She patted her pants
pockets. “Keys are still in my pocket. I must be more tired than I thought.”


Five
muffins tins and three sheets of croissants later, Corrine was being backed up
to the pastry counter by Jett again. His kisses as sweet and
addicting as ambrosia. His demeanor as cool and laid
back as the day before when they were interrupted by another customer.


That
evening he called just like the night before whispering sweet nothings through
the phone. And just like the night before, she fell a little closer to being in
love with him.



 

Wednesday
morning Corrine made sure she didn’t walk down to the bakery in a daze. The day
before had been a whirlwind of customers, chaos and thoughts of Jett. She
refused to let that take hold of her and bleed over. It was a new day with new
opportunities.


At
least that was what she thought as she walked into the bakery kitchen. As soon
as she unlocked the door, the faint scent of roses could be smelled. She knew
none of her staff wore perfumes while at work. They made it a policy so the
only thing customers would smell was freshly baked breads and sweets. They
didn’t want the cloying stench of something artificial to turn people away.


Methodically
Corrine inspected the kitchen, following her nose and the path of roses. After
thirty minutes she deemed the kitchen as all clear. Nothing was out of place or
missing. Even the aprons were still draped at each prep station just as she
left them the night before.


Making
her way into the store of the bakery, her nose lead her to the same spot Jett
had trapped her against at the pastry counter the prior two days. The scent of
roses was so strong she became light-headed. Pinching her nose she rushed to
open the front door, propping it open. Taking a deep breath of fresh air she
hustled back through the store and into the kitchen where she propped open the
back door.


“Hey
Rini. Whatcha doing? I don’t smell anything baking,” MJ said walking down the
last few feet of the path that lead from the house to the bakery.


Corrine
took a few cleansing breathes before answering. “That’s cause nothing is. When
I opened the back door I smelled roses. I’ve spent the last forty minutes
checking everything. It’s really bad on the store side. Had to prop open the
doors in hopes that it would clear out. I don’t remember it smelling like that
last night.”


“You
did spend most of the time in the back, and before closing Kacie told me about
some snooty woman with too much perfume. Guess she was a real bitch. Asked for
sugar free cupcakes and when Kacie said we didn’t have anything like that, she
made some comment about cows. I locked the front so you wouldn’t have been in
there to smell it.”


Corrine
looked around. Not sure that was the answer but it was better than anything she
would be able to come up with. Besides the smell of roses, nothing was
suspicious. Everything was in order. “If you say so. Let’s get a move on then.
I’m behind schedule.”


MJ
walked up to her and looped their arms together. “We’ll double time it,” she
said with a smile.


Corrine
looked sideways at her friend. “You seem chipper this morning.”


“I
am. I didn’t have any phone calls from my parents or Devon. So I slept great.”


Corrine
wasn’t so sure that was the reason. “There’s something else you’re not telling me.”


“I
tell you everything Rini. You know that.”


“I
still think something is up.”


“You’re
just a little freaked about the smell. Don’t worry. I’ll protect you from
vicious perfumes.”


Corrine
rolled her eyes and the two of them got to work. The pace was frantic, getting
the first batches done in record time. 


She
jumped when she stepped into the shop with two full trays of sticky, sweet
muffins almost dropping them to the floor. A large figure stood looming over
the sales counter. The morning sun shining in behind him blocking out his
features. It took her a second to realize it was Jett standing at the counter.
“Why was the door propped open?” His voice came out low and demanding, steel
threading through every word.


“Well
hello to you too.” Instead of walking around to great him, she stayed behind
the counter stocking the trays. She was too harried to deal with his irritation
this morning. Though she’d worked off most of her wariness, a small part in the
back of her mind still thought there was something else going on in the shop
and with MJ.


“Corrine,
I asked you a question. Why was the door wide open? I’ve been standing out here
for at least ten minutes and judging by how you reacted you had no clue I was
here.” 


“We’ve
been a little busy. Got a late start.” She placed the now empty trays on top of
the sales counter.


A
low rumbling growl caused her head to snap up. “That’s not good enough. Anyone
could have walked in. They could have threatened you, hurt you.”


She
took a second to look at him. Now that she was standing directly in front of
him and no longer distracted with work, she could see a scowl marring his
handsome face, his jaw was clenched and lips thinned in disapproval. His hands
were fisted on his hips, making his chest expand to an impressive width. The
golden hue of his eyes a good indication of how pissed he actually was.


She
never would have guessed what happened next.


An
unseen concentrated wave of heat and power hit her in the chest knocking the
air from her lungs. She winced from the pain before dipping her head in
submission as Jett’s Blood Legacy pulsed around her. The primal energy
emanating from him pushed her to bend to his will.  


Her
voice came out small, barely audible. “Its nothing. There was a strange scent
when I opened the shop. I had to air the place out and forgot to close the door
while we got caught up with the baking.”


The
heat and pain assaulting her receded. Her knees buckled and she damn near hit
the floor. With speed and grace Jett was behind the counter wrapping his arms around
her chest and waist. Pulling her back into his body rocking her gently. “Damn
it. I’m so sorry Corrine. I don’t know what came over me.” 


They
stood fused together. His whispered words of apology repeating over and over in
her ear as slowly she recovered from the effects.


“I
forget your lineage sometimes.”


“What?”


“You’re
from a founding family. I’m guessing you’ve entered into Dewasa and your Blood Legacy must be in full effect.”


“I
didn’t mean it to happen. Didn’t know…” he trailed off, confusion and distress
evident in his voice. “I hurt you. I was so angry that the door was open. That
someone could come in here and do heaven knows what to you.” He sighed; a
shudder wracking is body, shaking her as well. 


His
concern for her safety thrilled her. The fact he used his inherent strength and
power, even accidentally, to hurt her, scared the shit out of her. She couldn’t
help wondering if he would do it again when she didn’t answer a question right
away or to his liking, or when she did something he disapproved of. Her
emotions fought a hard battle for dominance, ultimately the fear won out. It
was her turn to shudder within the shelter of his arms. He took the reaction to
mean something completely different.


“Shhh
kitten. I’m here now.” He reached up with one hand stroking her hair. The
motion did nothing to comfort her.


She
fought hard to keep her nerves under control. Knowing the nervous energy
produced a sickly sweet scent and not wanting him to wonder or get upset again.
Taking a quick breath, she grabbed his arm still around her waist, pulling it
from her and stepping to the side. Immediately missing the feel of him pressed
against her but knowing she needed the space.


She
cleared her throat quickly. “I’m fine.”


Jett
opened his mouth to say something just as a customer walked in. Spinning away
she greeted the young woman effectively cutting him off. He walked past her
seconds later. The very faint smell of roses drifting through the air in his
wake.


Late
that night while laying in bed her phone rang. She glanced at the caller ID.
Jett was right on time. She debated on whether or not
to answer. Not sure how she felt about what happened that morning. By the
fourth ring she couldn’t stand it anymore.


“Hello,”
she said, trying to make it sound like she had been woken from her sleep. It
was a coward’s move and she knew it.


She
sat in silence as she waited for him to answer back. When nothing came she
called is name. “Jett? Are you there?”


Still
there was nothing. She waited a couple more seconds then sighed in
exasperation.


“Great
you must have butt dialed me. Night Jett’s ass.”


Hanging
up she put her phone on mute before placing it on the nightstand. Rolling away
from it she fell into a fitful sleep.



 

Thursday
morning there were no unlocked doors or mystery smells when Corrine opened up
the shop—only a grumpy and tired woman who needed more coffee than usual.


Prep
and baking went off without a hitch. When it came time to open the doors to
customers MJ offered to go out front but Corrine turned her down. 


Opening
was one of her favorite things to do. The place was empty and clean. Just
waiting for the rush of customers. It was the calm before the storm and her one
chance, after a backbreaking morning, to collect her thoughts and re-center for
the day. Not that she had been able to do that lately. With Jett showing up the
past couple of days and the strange goings-on, her days had been a whirlwind of
non-stop action.


There
was also the fact she never told MJ that Jett was showing up. MJ appeared to be
clueless about everything, not even noticing the blast of energy from
yesterday’s incident. As far as Corrine knew, none of the staff had seen the
two of them together and the customers that had, well, they really didn’t care.


After
filling the morning trays she sat down. Sun on her face she closed her eyes,
letting the quiet of the room and the familiar and soothing smells settle
around her. She just about dozed off when the door jingled its morning
greeting.


With
her eyes still closed she took a deep breath. Jett. His spicy scent mingled with the shop’s sweet one. It filled
her lungs, making her light-headed. The man had no idea how just the smell of
him could turn her on. Goosebumps rose on her arms while a tingling sensation
skittered down her spine. Her nipples puckered beneath her shirt.


The
fact that sight unseen she knew it was him proved
their connection was growing. Don’t get her wrong; she was still ticked at him
although not as much as she probably should be. He didn’t intentionally try to
hurt her. He was as surprised by the power leaching from him as her. By the end
of the day yesterday she had moved from fear to anger about him using his Blood
Legacy on her. The butt dialed call didn’t help matters. However, she just
couldn’t stay mad or afraid. Deep in her heart she knew he would never use his
gift on her intentionally.


She
kept her eyes closed. Knew when he was standing in front of her when he blocked
out the warmth of the sun. “Good morning Mr. Murphy. How are you this fine
day?”


“How
did you know it was me? You haven’t opened your eyes once since I came in. I
could have been a serial killer.”


“Silly
man. Did you stay up late watching murder, death, kill shows or something? I
could smell you of course. Oh, by the way, thanks for the butt dial last night.
Nice to know your ass was at least thinking about me.” She heard the sarcasm in
her voice but really didn’t care. She was too tired to coddle his feelings.


“My
ass was thinking about you but I
didn’t call. Couldn’t actually. I can’t find my damn cell phone.”


She
snorted. Typical man. They can’t keep track of anything. “Check your couch out
then. It’s probably in there. That’s where Sam’s usually is.”


She
finally opened her eyes. “Is there something I can get you this morning? Scone maybe and a large black coffee? You look like you need
it.”


The
usual glimmer was missing from his eyes. He looked as fatigued as she felt.


He
reached down and pulled her up by her arms. “How about a morning kiss. I slept
like shit last night and need something good and sweet to start my day off
right.”


She
opened her mouth to say the smart-aleck reply on the tip of her tongue but he
cut her off.


“And
not a scone or muffin or anything like that. I want one of your sweet kisses.”


She
hesitated a minute before wrapping her hand round the nape of his neck. She
needed it too. Tugging on the back of his head she brought him down to her. Her
plan was to give him a gentle, chaste, sweet kiss like he asked for yet the
second her lips touched his she was on fire.


She
slipped her tongue into his mouth, stroking inside like she wanted him to take
her. He groaned, wrapping his arms around her. Locking their bodies together.
She could feel his erection pressing against her belly. Hot, hard and
insistent. His hand drifted to her ass, palming it roughly before pulling her
harder against him.


Too
soon he lifted his mouth from hers. She wanted to scream in frustration.
Instead she buried her face against his throat and groaned. Lifting her head
back a little she licked the juncture of his throat and shoulder. Needing just
one more taste. It was hard resisting the urge to bite him and mark him as
hers. Instead, she nipped him gently before breaking his hold.


“Is
that better?” she asked. Her voice husky with lust.


“Damn,”
he breathed. “Hell yeah that’s better.” He glanced at his watch. “Shit, I need
to get going. Have a meeting in thirty minutes. Any chance I can get that scone
and coffee you offered up?”


She
rolled her eyes then walked behind the counter gathering up his order. Handing
over the bag she crooked her finger at him. He leaned in, curiosity stamped
across his features. Once he was close enough she planted a kiss on his lips,
drawing away before he could react.


“Just
so you know, I’m irritated with you, but since you kiss like a devil, I’m
thinking about letting it slide.”


He
cocked his head to the side clearly confused about what she was talking about.


“Have
a good day at work….kitten,”
she smirked. Shooing him out the door as couple of other customers came in.


Jett
didn’t call that night but then she expected as much. He’d probably have to
call out a search party to find his phone. She knew from experience that it
would probably take a woman to find it. She fell asleep early with thoughts of
Jett and hot kisses in her mind. Hoping to get a more in the morning.



 

Friday
rolled in and out without a word from Jett. He wasn’t the first customer to
walk through the doors and, by the end of the day, he never showed up. He
didn’t even call and she knew he had her number, at the bakery and her cell.


By
Sunday evening, and with still no word from Jett, she thought she finally had
the answer to one of her nagging questions. How long would it take for him to
lose interest? It seemed not very long.


At
one point during the weekend she built up the nerve to call his cell. He never
answered. She couldn’t help think he was avoiding her. She was never terribly
good at keeping a man around. That is, the few who were interested.


Lounging
on the couch in the basement she was surprised when MJ strolled downstairs with
Sam following. 


That
relationship was beyond rocky and the sight of them together grabbed Corrine’s
attention. Instead of asking what was up, in fear of breaking whatever spell
was over them that had them playing nice, she waited–playing it cool.


After
ten minutes of her ignoring them and pretending to pay attention to the crime
show on TV, Sam finally spoke up.


“So,
sis, what’s going on?” Sam fidgeted nervously next to MJ on the other couch.


Corrine
let out a grunt. “Nothing.”


“Really?
There’s nothing you want to tell us?” he probed.


Corrine
glanced at them. Both had serious mom and dad looks on their faces. She rolled
her eyes and focused back on the television. “Nope.”


“Are
you sure?” he asked. A hint of doubt lacing his voice.


“Oh
for god’s sake, Sam.” MJ huffed out drawing her attention. “What the hell is
wrong with you, Rini? You’ve been acting strange this whole week, even more so
today. And don’t even think of trying to tell me I’m wrong. I’ve seen that
flushed look every morning and it wasn’t because of how busy we were. Is it him?”


Corrine
was surprised how fast Sam’s head whipped toward MJ. “You told me something was
wrong with her. You didn’t say anything about there being a guy. Is there a guy
Corrine? What’s his name,” he demanded. His head whipping back over in her
direction.


Corrine
glared at MJ. “No. There’s no guy. Not one worth mentioning that’s for sure.”
She gritted her teeth as the lie came out.


“I
call bullshit.” MJ glared back at her. 


“Don’t
do this Mary Jane,” Corrine stressed.


“Sam
doesn’t even know, does he? That’s complete crap.” MJ stood, fists on her hips.


Corrine
jumped up from the couch adopting the same stance. “It isn’t Sam’s business. I
can do what I want. And I’m telling you right now there’s nothing worth
mentioning. Hell, he didn’t even show up Friday and hasn’t bothered to call in
four days. I’m fairly certain that means ‘kiss my ass’ in guy speak.”


“Oh
my god, that’s why you turned me down when I offered to work up front Thursday?
He’s been coming into the shop and you didn’t tell me.”


Sam
finally stood up. “So there is a guy,” Sam said. Half asking,
half stating.


Corrine
and MJ both looked at him and shook their heads. Men were clueless.


“What?
It isn’t like you’re having a private conversation. I’m just trying to wrap my
head around you hooking up with a guy, Cor.”


Corrine
turned her mounting anger on him. “What’s that supposed to mean? I’m so
horribly big and ugly no guy would be interested in me? I don’t believe this
crap. First off, it isn’t anyone’s business. Second, I can screw a guy if I
want. And that’s exactly what it was. A screw. Nothing
more—nothing less. He was out for a good time and we had it.
Third, and most importantly, we aren’t in a relationship. Won’t ever be in a
relationship. So there’s nothing to be concerned about. He was just out for a
little fun. Its over.” She threw her hands up in the air exasperated before
storming past her bother and best friend. “I’m outta here.” 


She
made it to her room, locking the door a few seconds before they came charging
after her.


“Go
away. I’m not speaking to either of you.” She called out, walking to the
bathroom to start a bath. Without shifting and running this was the only other
way she would be able to relax; hopefully, enough to calm her down so she could
get a little sleep before opening the shop tomorrow.


Corrine
stripped down. Sinking into the hot fragrant water she let it do its magic. It
was time for things to go back to normal. Maybe if she kept repeating it, she
would eventually believe it.
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[bookmark: Craving_MoreChapter_9]Jett popped the top on yet another beer, downing half
of it before taking a breath. 


What
an utterly shitty couple of days.


Closing
his eyes, he tipped his head back resting it on the couch. His mind went blank,
blocking all of the negative shit occupying his head. Slowly a vision of
Corrine filtered across his mind. 


She
was standing in the kitchen just like she had been that first Saturday he was
at her place, this time though, she was naked except for the apron wrapped
around her waist.


Jett
groaned and adjusted his thickening cock.


A
crash from the front door had Jett lifting his head up. Sam’s scent wafted into
the condo followed by the angry stomping man. 


Jett’s
burgeoning erection quickly died away, nothing like the brother of your fantasy
woman to kill the mood.


“Grab
a beer. Sounds like you need one,” Jett called out.


He
heard a grumbling sound from the kitchen. Seemed Sam was already headed there.


Sam
emerged with the now nine-pack under his arm. “Damn women,” he growled. 


He
set the beer on the coffee table, snatched one up and flopped into the recliner
next to the couch.


Jett
raised an eyebrow in question. “Care to elaborate?”


“Some
jackass literally screwed my sister, dumped her and she says it isn’t any of my business. I don’t know whose neck I
want to wring first. Hers for hooking up with some asshole of a guy out for a
good time or his for fucking and leaving her.” Sam shook his head and twisted
the cap off his beer.


Luckily,
Jett wasn’t drinking at that moment since he would have choked. What the hell! He cleared his throat.
“You mind repeating that? You sister slept with a guy? When?”


“You
heard me right—my sister and some guy. It’s just strange beyond words and
she’s keeping it a secret from everyone. You know, I couldn’t even get his name
out of MJ and I damn well know she knows.”


Jett
watched as Sam tipped back his beer guzzling it down. He let out a sound of
satisfaction before putting it on the table and grabbing another. 


“MJ
knows who he is?” he couldn’t help but ask as panic shot through his belly.


“I’d
bet the farm on it. Those two tell each other everything.” Jett’s brow
furrowed. “The most frustrating part is that MJ didn’t know the guy showed up
at the bakery everyday this past week except for Friday I guess, which means it
has to be serious. Corrine keeping secrets from MJ about a guy makes me
nervous. It isn’t like her at all. Fuck! I don’t want to have to kick some
dude’s ass and piss her off even more.”


They
sat in silence, each apparently lost in their thoughts. 


This
whole relationship with Corrine was going to hell before it even really got off
the ground. Jett knew he needed to talk to Sam about Corrine; he needed to come
clean and tell his friend Corrine was his mate. If he hadn’t been convinced
before, he was now.


Four
nights of not hearing her voice before bed and he didn’t know why he bothered
trying to sleep. Friday, when he missed out on seeing her in the morning, he
was antsy and ready for a fight, spending most of the day pacing his office and
scaring off the other employees. He would have left early to drive out to her
place but he had back-to-back meetings that he couldn’t get out of. 


If
he was honest with himself, he probably could have rescheduled. His biggest
reason for not running to her at the first opportunity was his run-in with his
ex, Macy, Thursday. He hadn’t even told Sam about that. Too afraid if he gave
voice to his worries they would come true.


He
was walking to his car after work when he spotted a woman leaning against the
diver’s side door. Her long blonde hair was scraped away from her face into a
tight ponytail. She wore a figure hugging black dress and a pair of killer
heels. She looked like the Macy he knew when they first started dating. She
seemed happy, calm and carefree; nothing like his last
memory of her. The psychotic woman from his last confrontation seemed to have
disappeared completely.


His
mind drifted back to his conversation with Macy.



 

“Macy?” He stopped at the trunk of the
car, nervous about getting any closer.


Macy turned her head in his direction,
a stunning smile on her lips. “Jett! I wondered if you were ever going to get
off work. Its so great to see you.”


Jett quickly glanced around to see if
anyone was near. Macy did always hate having people see her when she wasn’t the
picture perfect woman. With no one around he was no doubt going to get the
crazy bitch show.


She laughed lightly. “Oh Jett. I’m not
going to do anything to you. I just wanted to talk. I’ve been thinking over
everything while we’ve been apart. I really did get out of control there for a
while. I just want to apologize and hoped we could be friends of a sort.”


“Oh, I see.” A whisper of relief shot
through him as he tentatively took a couple of steps toward her. Still, there
was a part of him that told him to watch out, looks really could be deceiving.
“Things did get a bit intense between us,” he joked.


A self-deprecating smile appeared on
her lips. “Intense is one way to put it, but I want you to know I’ve moved on
with my life. I just want you to be happy.”


“Thanks. So, you’re really okay now?
Are you seeing someone new?” He silently hoped so. Macy hadn’t been so bad in
the beginning of their relationship. Maybe she really was back to her old
self.  


“Oh I’m not quite ready to see anyone
yet though there is a man I’m hoping will be in my life at some point.  Right now, I’m still testing out how it
feels to be single, making myself more independent and taking care of things on
my own. How about you? Are you seeing anyone?”


A nagging in the back of his head told
him not to say anything but he ignored it. “Yes, actually I am.” A quick flash
of irritation gleamed in her eyes so he backtracked quickly. “It isn’t really
serious though. We just started seeing each other and I’m not looking for
long-term commitment. It’s more of a no-strings thing, something to scratch the
itch once in a while.” The words tumbled out of his mouth as an act of
protection, hoping he sounded convincing. By the look on her face he was sure
she didn’t believe him.


“Well, like I said earlier I just wanted
to so I’m sorry. Maybe we’ll see each other again sometime.”


Macy reached out and enveloped him in a
hug. Her rose perfume wrapped around him, making him choke.  He swallowed down the cough that was
trying to come out. She placed a kiss on his lips before stepping back and
walking off. “Bye Jett.”


He cleared his throat. “Bye Macy. Good
luck with everything.” Reaching in his pocket he pulled out his keys while
unlocking the car. Once inside the vehicle he put the window down, made sure no
one was behind him and backed out of his spot before tearing out of the parking
lot.



 


 

Macy’s
attitude change had him on edge though even now. He had a moments panic at the
thought of not seeing Corrine. He definitely couldn’t ever imagine getting
bored with her and sending her on her way. He couldn’t let Macy know that’s
what he felt. The attack on his sister back in college would be nothing
compared to what she would do to someone he loved and was his mate.


Seeing
Macy brought back all of the bad and painful memories from the past few years;
his crazy ex-girlfriend attempting to destroy his life and anyone in it, the
easy no-strings attached emotionless hook-ups that left him wanting, the
depression and loneliness that plagued him when he walked into his empty
apartment after a long day at work, and no one to share his triumphs and
failures with.


He
had himself convinced for the longest time that he loved his life just how it
was. That he was a man living it up, free of any true responsibilities. He was
wrong.


How
much did he really want to change the status quo of his life? A lot. He was
unaccountably drawn to Corrine. She made him feel warmth and comfort,
happiness. Made him think of home and family. He wanted it all, with her.


Jett
mulled over everything that happened in the past couple of weeks. A week spent
at the bakery every day just to see her. Be near her. The late night phone
calls just so he could pretend she was next to him before he spent the night
dreaming of her body writhing under him. One amazing night cut far too short. 


He
was driven to see her every morning just so he could have that fresh picture of
her in his mind, have her scent imprinted on his clothes and body. He had a
bone deep desire to kiss her sweet lips and do nothing more.


Not
that the urge wasn’t there. Every day he wanted to drag her back to her house
and toss her over or on something and have his way with her. That was a
constant. He just found he was content to be with her and not expect more.


The
clanging of bottles broke through his thoughts. Sam was talking and he’d
apparently missed almost all of it.


“…guess there isn’t a problem then.”


Jett
shook his head. “What isn’t a problem?”


Sam
snorted. “I said I don’t think the guy is a problem. She said something about
this guy just being out for a good time. Corrine was pretty adamant the
relationship wasn’t serious on either of their parts and it was over. She said
he blew her off this weekend.” He shrugged and walked off to the kitchen. The
clink of the empty bottles hitting the bottom of the trashcan propelled him
into action.  


Jumping
up quickly from the couch he swayed a bit before regaining his balance. Shit. How much did I drink?


Thoughts
of Corrine sent him to the kitchen in search of Sam. He found him sitting at
the small table eating.


“Hey
can I borrow your phone?”


Sam
cocked his head in his direction. “Why?”


He
barely stopped his alcohol-drenched brain from getting him in trouble. “Uh, I
don’t know where mine is and I need to talk to her about making a custom cake
for one of my co-workers. I volunteered since, you know, your sister bakes.”


“At
this time of night?” Sam narrowed his eyes and glanced at his wrist. They both
noticed there wasn’t a watch for him to check the time on. “Shit, must have
left it out at Corrine’s. Probably in the couch. I
swear that thing is a black hole.”


“I
just need to talk to her before I forget. It slipped my mind until just now.”
Which was true since he spent most of his weekend holed up in his place peeking
out the window looking for Macy. Nothing else really crossed his mind.


Jett
knew this wasn’t the wisest decision but he couldn’t stop. How could Corrine
not think things were serious and that he blew her off? Didn’t she know he
didn’t do this kind of thing? Especially with shifters.
He never pursued a woman this hard. Spent this much time just being around a
woman without even having sex.


Of
course, how would she know? It wasn’t like they really talked about that part
of his life. Every time he was around her all he could think about was getting
a taste to tide him over.


 His heart lurched at the idea of them
being over. The hollow, pulsing ache that followed wasn’t something he’d felt
before. If it meant he couldn’t be without her then he was determined not to
feel it again.


He
rubbed his hand over his heart. A useless effort to ease the
pain.


Sam
looked at him a bit confused. “Sure man. You okay?”


Jett
blinked a few times. “What? Yeah I’m fine.”


“Whatever
you say.” Sam tossed his phone to Jett. 


Jett
took off to his room, scrolling through the contacts until he found Corrine’s
name. He shut his bedroom door, switched on the bedside lamp and moved to the
window before he dialed, staring out into the night. The
darkness beckoning him to shift and run. 


A
movement off to the side caught his attention. As the phone rang in his ear, he
narrowed his eyes searching for what it could have been. When the voicemail
kicked in he pulled his attention back to the phone, hung up and redialed. 


After
the third ring Corrine finally picked up. Her sleepy voice washed over the
line. “Whoever this is go away, don’t call back.” She hung up before he could
say a word.


Not
heeding her words he promptly called back.


This
time she was a little more awake. The rustling of sheets over the line had him
picturing her lush, naked body when she spoke. “I’m sure you have the wrong
number. Please don’t call back. I won’t answer.”


He
got her name out right as she hung the phone up for the second time.


“Fuck,”
he yelled. Frustration infusing his body. 


After
calling a local cab company he went out front to wait, seeing Sam asleep in the
recliner on his way out the front door.


Thirty
minutes later he was walking up the drive to Corrine’s house. The buzz from
drinking earlier still flowed through him. He felt warm and a little fuzzy. 


Again
a small voice in his head told him this might not be the best idea. Brushing it
aside, he took in the house looming in front of him.


A
thin stream of light could be seen from her bedroom window. He might have a
chance at not waking MJ and seeing Corrine alone.


He
knocked on the front door before stepping back far enough to see her window. He
called her number again. Despite her threat not to answer she picked up on the
second ring.


He
did the talking before she could start in on him. “Corrine kitten, come open the
door and let me in. I want to see you.”


“What?”
she whispered harshly. “Who is this? Why do you have my brother’s phone?”


“It’s
Jett, sweetheart. Look out your window.” He tipped his head back for a better
look, stumbling. It was that moment she peeked through the curtain.


“Jesus,
are you drunk?” she sighed.


“Nope.
Just feeling good. Come on, honey. It’s chilly out here. Let me in. Warm me
up,” he shamelessly pleaded.


The
curtain fluttered back in place. Seconds later the front door opened. His
beautiful angel stood in the doorway wrapped in her short ivory robe.


Corrine’s
mussed hair and sleepy eyes screamed for him to take hold of her and drag her
to bed. He wanted to claim her in every way possible. Mark her with his scent
so she would never forget whom she belonged to, then curl up around her and
never let go. He had no doubt he would sleep like he had never slept ever
before.


With
determination driving him on, he marched to the door. Just when she was within
reach, her hand flew out stopping his forward momentum.


“Just
what do you think you’re doing?”


“I’m
going to give my girl some love.” He tried stepping around her but was blocked
by her other hand coming up. “What’s wrong sugar?” he grumbled.


He
knew the alcohol was kicking in. Corrine’s face was getting fuzzier by the
second. It always took longer for it to hit a shifters system. Once it did
though it hit hard and fast and it would be an hour or two before the affects
would wear off. 


The
warmth that before was slight and comfortable, like a nice cozy blanket, bumped
up a couple of notches. Sweat was starting to pop up on his back and chest, his
shirt making him unbearably uncomfortable. 


Needing
to cool down he grabbed the hem, pulling the offending garment over his head
letting it dangle from his fingers. A gasp sounded from Corrine but he was too
busy focusing on his relief. He sighed as the night air caressed his overheated
skin. 


“Damn
you must be pretty smashed,” Corrine said. “I hope you didn’t drive.”


He
narrowed his eyes, attempting to focus. He zeroed in on her pouting lips.
“Nope. Took a cab.” He tapped his temple with his index finger. “I’m smart.”


“Not
lately,” she mumbled low although he still heard her.


He
shifted toward her quickly stumbling into her, breaking past the barrier of her
hands. He wrapped his arms around her waist. “Please honey. Let me in. I just
want to talk.” He dropped a kiss on her head.


Damn
he had missed holding her. Her soft body molded against him, the tension that
gripped his body the last few days, slowly seeped out. 


He
heard her deep sigh and knew he won this round. Too bad he wasn’t in much shape
to celebrate. If he could get her on a flat surface, one that didn’t move
around so much, things would be a hell of a lot better.


“Come
on. Let’s get you inside. I’ll call a cab to take you home. You shouldn’t be
here Jett. I’m mad at you and this isn’t making it any better.”


Slowly
she wrapped her arm around his waist and shifted to his side, helping him into
the dark house. Once inside she turned to the right, opening a door before
pulling him into what could pass as an office/spare bedroom. A dim light came
off a computer screen casting light onto the bed tucked into the corner of the
room. 


Shuffling
them to the bed she turned him, pushing him down, before he could pull her down
with him she skittered off, reaching for the phone on the bedside table.


He
didn’t want her to call him a ride. He came here to talk to her, straighten a
few things out. Now if only his brain would clear up so he could do that.


Mustering
as much clarity as he could, he grabbed her hand, simultaneously knocking the
phone down.


Using
his strength he pulled her over tumbling her onto the bed. Swiftly he covered
her with his body while his head swam with dizziness, his stomach rolling
uneasily. He slammed his eyes shut, squeezing them tightly until the nausea
passed.


“Damn
it Jett. Let me up,” she said through gritted teeth.


He
opened his eyes, staring down into her aggravated face. Her jaw was clenched,
nostrils flared. She was the most beautiful, angry creature he had ever seen.
He couldn’t mess this up. He had to make her listen to reason. 


“Not
until you hear me out. We need to talk about you thinking this is a one off
thing—some fun and games. I told you I wanted more so imagine my shock
when your brother came home telling me our relationship was over when we
haven’t had a chance to really start. Granted, he didn’t know I was the mystery man that screwed his sister then
blew her off, but that isn’t the point.”


“We
don’t have a relationship Jett. From what I can tell you just like to sneak
around kissing me and feeling me up. In my book that does not make us a couple.
And you did blow me off. I haven’t heard from you in days.”


He
nuzzled her neck and snorted. “You didn’t seem to mind my kisses or groping
before.”


She
wiggled beneath him, growling. He felt the sharp tips of her tiger claws dig
into his arms. Damn she was really pissed. 


“The
point is you weren’t at all interested in letting anyone know you were at the
bakery to see me. Coming in first thing when we opened and knowing no one else
would be there. Then the first sign of life from MJ or a customer and you’d
bolt out the door. All I could think was that you were ashamed to be seen with
me. Then you didn’t show up Friday. No phone call or anything. I haven’t heard
from you in days.”


“I
called. You just kept hanging up on me.” In his mind it sounded a lot better
than when it came out. He thought it would lighten her mood but by the grinding
sound of her teeth, it didn’t.


“That’s
because it’s close to midnight and I was asleep you idiot.”


“But
I called,” he said weakly.


“Four
days after the fact. I don’t think that counts since you’re drunk and I don’t
want to hear your excuses. You blew me off. I got the message. You’re not
interested.” 


He
looked down into her face, saw the anger get washed away with pain and hurt. It
killed him to know he’d hurt her again. His chest ached and his heart dropped
into the pit of his stomach.


“Please
kitten just hear me out,” he whispered. “I really do have an explanation. I ran
into my psycho ex-girlfriend after work Thursday. I freaked out a bit, got a
little paranoid. She seemed normal enough but she didn’t used to be. I didn’t
know how she would take it if she knew I found someone, so I stayed away.” He
dropped kisses onto her cheeks and nose. 


Corrine
quit squirming beneath him. He was oddly thankful, not sure how much more he
could take without the beast in him taking over. With his dick cradled against
her core he could feel the heat of her seeping through his jeans. He was stiff
and aching, dying to thrust into her welcoming body. She may not know it but
was only egging him on with each move she made.


Now
with her lying beneath him still as can be, he could concentrate on why he was
there. They needed to talk.


“What
do you mean, she didn’t used to be normal?”


“Promise
me you won’t hop up off this bed the minute I’m off you. I can’t think straight
with you under me.” To prove his point he pressed his hips against hers. The
erection he’d been ignoring prodded her pelvis. “I want you to know that this
thing between us is more than a one night stand.”


Corrine
gave a quick nod affirming her agreement. Rolling to his side he propped his
head on his hand, keeping the other arm around her middle. He tunneled his finger
inside her robe, rubbing circles with his fingertips against the smooth skin of
her bare belly.


Damn I hope she’s naked under this
thing. The thought rolled through
his head before he could stop it. He swallowed hard, gaining a modicum of
control.


Staring
at the glow of the computer he told her the story of Macy. 


“I
met Macy when I was growing up. She’s from the Larsen founding family. We’d
always been around each other. Sorta pushed together
by our parents in hopes of a great family merge.


I
was never that interested in her when I was young. I had better things to do
than hang out with a girl. She, on the other hand, said she was madly in love
with me since the first time we met and was planning our life together.


We
went to the same private schools but never dated. I was into sports and she was
Miss Popular. 


 When it was time to go to college I
wanted to break out of my shell. Picked a state university. I was surprised
when she followed along. I was sure she was going to take her parents up on
their offer of a year in Paris. I was wrong.


At
first it was nice having someone I knew around. In a way she reminded me of
home. I dated random women off and on the first couple of years at college.
That’s where your brother’s stories come in. We definitely did some wild stuff
back in the day.”


Jett
looked down to see Corrine’s full attention on him. Her hand was on his chest.
Just having her touch him of her own free will was comforting, making it easier
to talk about his past. He leaned down and kissed her on the forehead. A small smile tilting her lips.


“My
junior year I was buckling down. My parents warned that I needed to stop
playing and starting planning. They’d put up with a lot of my free will so I
did what they asked. I knew they wanted me to try and make a go of it with Macy
so I did. It was easy to fall into a relationship with her. She was around all
of the time. 


Almost
two years into the relationship things started to go bad. I knew it wasn’t
going to work. She swore it would.


She
was spending every minute of every day with me, completely foregoing her
classes and following me around instead. She moved herself into the apartment
without invitation, started rifling through my mail, checking my emails and
going through my phone to see who I was talking to.


At
first I didn’t care. She was always ready for down and dirty sex and having her
right there whenever I wanted was handy.” 


Jett
looked at Corrine when she flinched. “I’m sorry kitten. I just need you to know
what happened. Where my head was.”


“I
understand. Please go on.” He was surprised when she leaned over and kissed
him. Nothing consuming like the kiss in the bakery the other day. The kiss he
went to bed reliving every night. This was a sweet, gentle kiss. A show of support and affection.


He
cleared the emotion clogging his throat. “The more she intruded on my life, the
creepier it got to have her around. I couldn’t hang out with my male friends
without her asking a million questions. And heaven forbid I made friends with a
woman.


After
a while I started to ignore her. Brush off her touches or not answer when she
called. I didn’t care for her anymore and didn’t want her around. With Sam’s
help, we slowly gathered up all of her things and moved them back to her dorm
room a little bit at a time.


I
came to the decision I needed to break it off with her. I just didn’t know how
without hurting her feelings.


Things
kept going as they had been, Macy being possessive while Sam and I moved her
stuff. Until the day I walked in on Macy threatening my little sister who had
stopped in for a surprise visit. Macy was wielding a large kitchen knife, a
crazed look in her eyes as she told Jessie if she ever came near me again she’d
kill her.


I
defused the situation by getting the knife from her and introducing Jessie, who
she should have known and recognized since we all grew up together, but I
couldn’t take any more. I broke things off once I got my sister safely in
another room.”


Shaking
his head he tried to make the memories go away. It was no use. Once he started
down this path he couldn’t stop. 


“Sometimes
I can still hear Macy’s hysterical cries when I told her it was over; her
insane rambling about plans and soul mates. She kept repeating that we were the
perfect couple and I would never find anyone like her. 


She
ranted and raved for an hour while I just stood there between her and the room
I ushered Jessie into. Thankfully, Jessie called our parents and quickly
explained the situation. They sent someone from the Guild to cart Macy away.


I
never filed charges or anything like that. You know how we like to keep things
within the community. Deal with it internally. Plus, there was the fact that
she’s part of a founding family. It wouldn’t look good. I just wanted the whole
ugly situation to be forgotten, to go away.


Unfortunately
it didn’t. After a few blessed months being Macy-free, she started her stalking
campaign. She left small notes on my car and under my apartment door at first,
all of them begging me to take her back. The phones calls and messages were
next. She was sorry, vowing it would never happen again. She was just so in
love with me, knew that we were meant to be together, that she lost her mind a
little.


With
graduation just around the corner I changed my cell number. I was planning on
leaving the area. It became a habit to delete any messages on the machine in
the apartment. Eventually we just got rid of the home phone. It also became a
habit to toss any stray note lying around.


The
day I graduated college I packed my car and took off. I thought she wouldn’t
have a clue where I was going since I didn’t have contact with her, she found
out anyway.


One
day she just showed up, moving into the apartment across the hall from me. She
began following me to work, waiting for me in the parking lot and never saying
a word to me directly. She left messages at the front desk and on my new cell
phone. Always the same thing—wanted to see me, we needed to talk.


How
she got my number still escapes me. It could have been the woman at the front
desk where I worked at the time because I turned her down for a date. Or it
could have been some underling in the Guild hoping to gain favor with Macy’s
family.


Yet
again I was forced to change my number, making sure only my boss had it in case
of emergencies. I told only my parents and warned them about letting the Guild
have it. Surprisingly, they agreed.


Weeks
went by. I became accustomed to her presence no matter where I went. The day
she wasn’t waiting for me as I left work I breathed a sigh of relief. I had the
fleeting thought she was finally bored and moving on.


I
went home in such a good mood. Damn near whistling the entire way. When I
walked down the hall to my apartment I found Macy leaning on my door –
I’d had enough. I knew I needed to end it once and for all. Standing in the
hall we had a long talk about her needing someone who would love her and
worship her like she deserved. I pointed out all of my bad habits, the drinking
and flirting. How she always accused me of cheating and didn’t actually trust
me. How absolutely unromantic I was, forgetting her birthday or the anniversary
of the day they met. I thought of every small thing that I could to turn her
off. Making me sound like the worst guy out there, even going as far as to tell
her I wasn’t man or tiger enough for her.


In
the end she left without a fight, agreed with what I said. I walked her to her
car, ensuring she got in it and drove off. 


I
was relieved. I went inside to crack a beer and celebrate. When I opened the
door I found the place trashed. Barely anything left worth saving.


Two
weeks later I got another job offer in Cascade. Packed the few things I had
left and got out of town under the cover of darkness. Call me a coward but I
just couldn’t deal with her again.”


He
looked down into her face. Her beautiful brown eyes staring up at him. The
concern he saw glimmering in them a balm to his emotional wounds. “To have her
show up after I thought she moved on freaked me out. I started thinking about
us. What we have is fresh and new. I couldn’t take the chance she would do
something to you because of me. I admit I was scared. So I flaked on showing up
at the bakery. Didn’t call because I wasn’t sure what to tell you, how to
explain. There was also a part of me that was afraid you’d turn out like her. I
haven’t slept, dated or even been attracted to another shifter since Macy.
You’re the first one and I’m coming to believe the only one.”


“I
didn’t even think about what would go through your head. When your brother said
you thought I blew you off and was only after a one-night fling, I was shocked.
It hit me like a ton of bricks then. I’m done being scared of my past. I can’t
let some crazy bitch hold me back from my future. I needed to see you, talk to
you and beg you to actually give us a chance.”


Corrine
rose up and pushed him onto his back. Hovering over him, her eyes were narrowed
and he swore he was in trouble. 


“I
can see why you went stupid the past couple of days, that doesn’t explain your
actions the past couple of weeks though. I’m not Macy and you should have
realized that by now. I never asked or expected anything from you. Not marriage
or mating or any of that. Frankly, I don’t think that stuff is for me. What I
did want and maybe I should have told you, was for you to spend time with me and not just swapping spit when no one was around.
Not that I didn’t enjoy it for your information. I just don’t want to feel like
a dirty secret or some plaything you can toss aside whenever you want.”


“I
didn’t plan on sneaking around. It just happened,” he said. “I didn’t know if
we were going to last or how to tell my best friend that I’m interested in his
sister and not in a ‘she’s cool I wanna hang out’ kind of way. In all my male
logic, I thought if no one saw us together then I wouldn’t be put under a
microscope and be forced to explain my feelings when I didn’t even know what
they were.”


He
lifted his head placing a soft kiss on her lips. “You aren’t a dirty secret or
a plaything. You’re my mate,” he whispered before increasing the pressure.
Drowning in the taste, feel and smell of the woman he craved. In that instant
he knew he was home. She was the woman of his heart, the tiger of his soul. And
he was never letting them go.
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Corrine knew they needed to talk about that ludicrous idea before they went any
further. This was the second time he had said it. There is no way this gorgeous
man could think she was his mate after their very few encounters together. 


Sure
their tigers seemed to want each other and were really compatible but there was
more to picking a mate. Pheromones mixed and attracted but they had a choice.
Personality and physical appeal also played a part. Well, depending on what was
more dominant: Human or tiger.


Jett’s
tongue swiped across her lips. Without thought she opened her mouth, granting
him access. The tang of beer she tasted as she matched his tongue stroke for
stroke, reminding her he had shown up drunk. 


That’s why he thinks we’re mates, she thought. He’s
too drunk to know the difference. She bit back the sigh before it could
escape.


In
the back of her mind her conscience was telling her to stop, that he was using
her for sex again. Her body ignored it, responding to his touch, calling for
more. 


She
drew away from him. Staring down into his heavy lidded gaze. Without a word she
threw a leg over his hip straddling him, the robe parting just enough to show
the smooth lips of her pussy and a hint of the small patch of neatly trimmed
hair above.


She
watched as his gaze traveled down her body to the juncture between her legs. 


Gently
she lowered herself down over the ridge of his hard-on, which was visibly
straining at his zipper. The rough texture felt wonderful pressed against her
sensitive skin. The heat from her body collided with his, pulling a moan from
within.


Jett
grunted as she rocked slightly back and forth, slick arousal coating the
material of his jeans. She needed them off but hated to move. 


Reaching
down she flicked open the button before raising enough to carefully lower his
zipper. His erection sprang from the opening, practically begging to be
touched.


Thank god! Commando.


Wrapping
her fingers around his cock she raised up on her knees, using the tip to circle
her hard clit. He hissed at the contact. 


Tingles
shot through her, straight to her belly and the arousal curling, tightening
within.


“Please
baby, don’t tease,” he said, the strain evident in his voice.


“You’ve
teased me all week, Jett Murphy. Coming into the shop—kissing and
touching, never once seeming to want more. Then you leave me high and dry on
the weekend. No contact of any sort.”


She
released his cock, letting it thump against his belly. Jett released what
sounded like a pained grunt. A satisfied smile tipped her lips. It served him
right to be in a little pain. 


Too
bad she couldn’t stand to see him suffer. Her soft heart just wouldn’t let her
torture him more, at least not without gaining more pleasure.


Spreading
her nether lips with her hand she nestled over him. With a roll of her hips she
slid over his length, coating him with her arousal. Letting the sensitive head
of his cock bump her clit just like she liked.


She
had taken the backseat in everything they had done up to this point. Let him
lead, which had gotten them nowhere. It was time for her to take control of the
situation and get exactly what her body demanded every time he was within
reach. 


“All
week I’ve wanted you. Needed you,” she said as she rolled her hips faster. The thrill of being the one in control revving her arousal up
another notch. “We could have gone off anytime you wanted. I would have
left with you in a heartbeat,” she panted.


“I
didn’t know. Didn’t think past seeing you,” he murmured.


“Why
not Jett? I’m only good for a quick roll in the grass or couple of fumbling
touches when no one was around? Was the sex so bad you didn’t want more? Or are
you too embarrassed to be seen with me?”


“God
no. That’s not it at all,” he groaned as she ground against him. 


When
he didn’t explain she lifted off him completely. Planting her hands next to his
head she stared into his face, attempting to read his thoughts. “I’m not sexy
enough? Pretty enough? You couldn’t stand the thought
of seeing me naked in daylight?”


His
beautiful golden eyes popped open in shock. “Fuck no. That’s not it either.”


With
the speed of his cat he hooked her around the waist and flipped their
positions. His heavy body settling between her legs, his erection pressed
firmly against her belly. She felt overwhelmed by his masculinity and power and
loved it.


“You’re
beautiful, Corrine, inside and out. I’ve always thought that. You’re smart and
caring. Have a sly sense of humor when you want. A body I can get lost in and
that I’m not afraid I’ll hurt. I don’t know why I never drug you off and fucked
you silly. Or bent you over the nearest table regardless of anyone walking
through the door. What I do know is that I was hard as stone and pushing it to
get to work on time everyday. I mourned having to leave you every morning. I
was a man without a real plan. Just winging it like I did with other women and
I regret that. I was afraid to see what I knew inside, we are meant to be
together.”


Corrine
studied the man hovering over her, trying to gauge his sincerity. Biting her
lower lip she was unsure what to make of it all. It sounded great. Made her
heart skip a beat when he called her beautiful, said they were meant to be
together, but until she saw something different, something not laced in alcohol
and self-consciousness she couldn’t believe it. 


“I
can see you aren’t convinced.” His eyes dipped to her tortured lip. His nostrils
flared, a growl escaping his clenched teeth. 


He
shifted his hips back letting his erection dip down, pressing against her
center. “Oh!” she squeaked out as he lowered his head, stroking her lips with
his tongue. 


“Does
this feel like I’m not attracted to you?”


“Natural
reaction. It would happen to any guy in this situation,” she panted. 


“Hell
yeah, natural reaction. My body reacting to finally getting
you underneath me again. Where you belong.”


“I
just don’t know. Maybe you’re just feeling the affects of the alcohol. You
admitted that you haven’t been in the right frame of mind.” 


“I’m
thinking just fine now. It just took me a little bit to come to grips with what
my heart and tiger already knew.” A feral grin split his face. With a slow
thrust he nudged inside, one agonizing inch at a time. “I want to let the world
know you’re mine. I want to take it nice and slow,” he said pulling back until
only the head of his cock was lodged inside. With restraint she never would
have had, he pushed his thick length through her delicate inner tissues so slow
she was sure she would die before he was completely inside.


“I
want it all with you and I’m going to do it right. Dinner,
dancing, movies. Late nights at home eating popcorn.
Long runs through the woods and frolicking in the lake.
Hell, I want to declare my intentions to mate with you to anyone who will
listen,” he gritted out, pushing the rest of his cock in until fully seated.
“You’re mine Corrine Eleanor Hart.”


The
shock of his words hit her square in the chest. Her brain unable to grasp what
he was admitting, latching onto the one thing that didn’t scare the hell out of
her. “How in the world do you know my middle name?”


He
chuckled above her. “That’s all you have to say? I know you’re scared.” He
leaned down and placed a kiss on her lips. “Don’t worry though, I’ll be here
when you’re ready to admit the same.” With that he started a slow rhythmic
seduction. Rolling his hips, dragging his cock over the most delicious spots
within in.


All
thoughts of mating and middle names flying out the window. The only thing she
could concentrate on was the feel of him inside her.



 

Jett
cracked one eye open. He was flat on his back, covers pushed to his waist. A
warm naked feminine body curled up next to him, her head resting on his
shoulder. For the first time in a long time he was at peace. Completely relaxed
and with no desire to move from his spot.


The
warm body next to him moved, snuggling deeper into his side before letting out
a contented sigh. Glancing down he saw a mass of familiar auburn hair. Sex and
jasmine mixed in the air around him. Flashes of the night before danced in his
head. 


Corrine. 


He
vaguely remembered the alcohol-induced trip to her place and a conversation
about Macy. Clear in his mind was the mind-blowing sex. Corrine teasing and
getting off on being in control before his dominant nature snatched it back and
gave them both what they wanted. Exhausted they’d fallen asleep only to wake up
a couple of hours later to do it all over again. 


Corrine
blossomed when they made love. She did everything he asked from masturbating in
front of him to allowing him take her from behind while marking her. It was a
nice change from the disinterested sex he’d experienced over the past year or
so. 


He
could certainly sit and watch her play with her breasts for hours on end. The
sounds she made were another thing he could get used to hearing morning, noon
and night.


She
gave herself over to their passion and he reveled in it. Couldn’t help but get
lost in the moment, putting every emotion and feeling he had into their
lovemaking.


Corrine
shifted again. He knew exactly when she woke up. Her body stiffened and her
breathing stopped. 


She
must not have realized he was already awake. She slowly began turning away,
sliding the sheets off her body while trying to put her foot on the floor. He
needed to disabuse her of the notion that she could creep away and forget what
happened.


 Tightening his grip on her shoulder, he
pulled her firmly back against him. “Hey sweetheart.” He dropped a kiss on top
of her head.


“Hi,”
her voice cracked. Her body stiff against him again.


“This
is nice,” he said. Lightly massaging her shoulder.


“What
time is it?” Corrine asked. Apparently choosing to ignore his comment.


He
peeked over her at the clock. “Going on eleven.”


She
tried jumping out of his arms knocking the covers away. “Oh shit! I was
supposed to open the bakery this morning and now its already time for it to
close. MJ is going to kill me.”


He
chuckled at her panic. “Bit late now. I’m sure MJ took care of everything.”


“How
would she know to? Its not like she knew I would sleep in or that you were
here.” Her fingers tapped out a worried tattoo on his chest.


“Relax
Corrine. It’ll be okay.” He placed a finger under her chin tipping her head
back. He could see the worry in here eyes and wanted nothing more that to kiss
it away.


Which
is exactly what he did. Starting on her forehead he worked his way to her lips.
Stopping along the way to press kisses against her eyes and nose.


The
tapping stopped, replaced by her fingers sliding across his chest, up his neck
and finding purchase in his hair. The tug of her fingers could be felt all the
way to his groin. His cock stirred, he had to have her again. This time though
he wanted to play. Make her breathless and begging for him to slide his dick
into her wet, needy pussy.


He
pulled her up his body shifting them onto their sides. Aligning their faces. As
he peppered her lips and face with kisses he slid his hand down along her side.
Exploring every dip and curve she had to offer. He stopped at her left breast
plucking and pinching until the nipple tightened pulling a low moan from her.


Skimming
his hand further down he grabbed her left thigh, draping it over his hip
opening her to his questing fingers. 


He
combed through the small patch of neatly trimmed hair on her mound before
finding her clit with his middle finger. Swirling lightly over the growing
knot.


She
whimpered under his lips as he thrust two fingers into her wet pussy, dragging
his palm over the needy knot.


Her
clit plumped beneath the palm of his hand, continuing his onslaught with slow
grinding strokes, two thick fingers buried deep in her pussy. Gasps of pleasure
burst from her kiss-swollen lips.


Damned
if it wasn’t the sexiest thing he’d ever seen. And a sight he was determined to
see again and again.


The
relentless motions of his hand pulled her closer to the edge. He felt the
fluttering of her orgasm tightening around his fingers. 


She
tugged harder on his hair, her fierce grip sending shocks of arousal through
him. “Oh god Jett,” she sobbed.


“That’s
it baby. Come for me before I slide my cock in you. I want to feel you pulse
around me. Grip me with that tight little pussy of yours.”


Her
keening cry of release rent the air a few precious seconds before the door to
the room burst open.


A
confused and visibly angry Sam stood in the doorway. Jett could see MJ’s hands
gripping his arm, attempting to hold him back.


Corrine
whipped her head in their direction, a deep red flush rushing up her chest and
face. 


Jett
grabbed the covers, pulling them up over them both. This was definitely not the
way he wanted Sam to find out about him and Corrine.
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blinked a few times but the vision of his sister in bed with a man wouldn’t go
away. The sight and sounds she made were more than he could handle. Talk about
scarring a guy for life.


Here
he was innocently coming over for lunch. Hoping to spend some time with his
sibling. The next thing he knows, he’s being assaulted with – he stopped
the thought before it could fully form. He didn’t want to think it. Flat out
refused to even go there.


At
first, when he’d walked through the front door and heard the noises, he thought
it might be MJ, which curiously pissed him off. He was quickly cured of that
notion when she grabbed him, trying to drag him back out of the house.


Resisting
MJ’s plea to leave, he opened the door to the spare room and received the shock
of his life. 


Narrowing
his eyes he finally took notice of the man in bed with his sister. 


“What
the fuck Jett? What in the hell are you doing in bed with my sister?” 


That
first day Sam showed up tugged at the back of his mind. He had an inkling
something was up between them but didn’t think they had gone this far yet. From
the nonchalant way Jett acted around Corrine he had started to doubt Jett was
interested.


Jett
pulled Corrine closer to him. Sheltering her from what, Sam didn’t know.


“Calm
down Sam. This has nothing to do with you.” The level of calm coming from him
made Sam pause.


“The
hell it doesn’t. That’s my sister wrapped up in your arms.” Sam stalked into
the room, barely aware of MJ behind him picking up clothes strewn around the
room.


“Get
dressed Corrine,” Sam demanded. Averting his eyes when MJ handed his sister her
robe.


“Why
the hell should I? You’re the one interrupting. No one invited your ass over,”
she huffed out.


He
peeked in his sister’s direction. She had moved to a sitting position holding
the sheets over her chest. Sam was all too glad she had the decency to keep
covered up. Seeing a person naked before a shift is one thing. Seeing them
naked with your friend, completely different and so very wrong in his book.


“Without
Mom and Dad here you’re my responsibility Corrine. Now get your damn robe on.”


“Fuck
that. I’ve been taking care of myself for a long time. I don’t need you coming
in here thinking you can tell me what to do.” Corrine narrowed her eyes at him.
He could see she was gearing up for a fight. But first he needed to deal with
his so-called friend.


Sam
thrust his hand out in a stopping motion. “Get your ass dressed and get out of
here. I have a few words to say to your lover boy over there. I don’t need you
getting in the way either.”


“Oh
no you don’t.” Corrine jumped out of the bed, throwing the robe on. As she
finished tying it shut Sam grabbed her arm, pushing her out the door, closing
and locking it after her.


She
pounded on the door. “Damn it Sam. Let me in. I don’t stick my nose in your
business. So butt out of mine. I can fuck whoever I want.”


He
pinched the bridge of his nose. It was a feeble attempt to stop the headache
forming but he would try anything at this point.


“It
isn’t what you think, Sam.”


Sam
spun around to face his friend, who was now standing and thankfully wearing his
jeans. “Isn’t what I think? You don’t want to know what I think,” he said
shaking his head. The anger burning a hole in his gut grew until he felt he was
on fire. He knew the brown hue of his eyes must be pitch black. Letting Jett
know in no uncertain terms exactly how he was feeling.


“Take
a deep breath and calm down, man. Let’s talk about this like adults. Get the
yelling out of the way and then we can talk. Just get it all off your chest.”


Even
though Jett was acting calm and in control, Sam could see the man readying for
a fight. Feet spread apart, arms crossed over his chest. He was ready to stand
his ground.


“Oh
I’ll get it off my chest. You’ve lost your damn mind if you think I’m going to
let you run around behind my back screwing my sister, especially without
commitment. I know you man. You don’t do long term. Or see only one woman at a
time. Gigolo Jett and monogamous are never used in the same
sentence. And I’ll be damned if you pull that shit with my sister.”


“Wow,
you really cut to the heart of your problem with me. I’m different. She’s different.” Jett took a step
forward bringing them that much closer to impending disaster. 


Sam
fisted his hands at his sides controlling the urge to strike out. “Damn right
she’s different. She deserves a hell of a lot better than you.”


“Bullshit!
How many times have I heard you say you wished she’d find a guy like me? A straight-shooter. Hard worker. A guy who would stand by her
side and love her for who she is. Just like I did with Macy until the shit hit
the fan.” Jett ground out. 


Sam
couldn’t hold back the snort at his comment. “I meant a guy like you. Not you. You don’t fuck your
friend’s sister.”


From
the stubborn look on Jett’s face, nothing Sam had said so far was even making a
dent. It was time for a different tactic. Piss the guy off and see what
happens. He was itching for a good fight anyway. 


“Let
me put this in terms you might be able to understand. You’d be pissed if you
found me in bed with one of your sisters. Right?”


Anger
sparked through Jett’s eyes. “Fuck that! They’re too young for you. And I would
have skipped past pissed and gone straight to ripping your head off. You’re too
old and too much of a player.”


“As
much a player as you are. So you can see where I’m coming from then.”


Jett
stepped forward again. “You’re wrong. I’m so far away from that guy I used to
be I’m surprised you recognized me the day I rolled up into the driveway.”


“You
have been biding your time before Dewasa
starts. There’s no way in hell you’re even interested in Corrine. She isn’t
your type: Tall, blond and calculating. Not to mention skinny as a post. Did
you think you could just fool around with her until it was time to look for
your mate? Maybe just see what it was like to be with a shifter again? Lord knows
human woman aren’t as much fun in the sack.”


Jett
took that last little step forward. Just like Sam hoped. Finally they were nose
to nose and both ready to throw down.


A
low growl came from Jett. “Watch what you say about my mate.”


“What?
Your mate? What a crock of shit. Has it been that long
since you’ve been with a shifter that the first one you hook up with you think
is actually your mate?” Sam couldn’t hold his laughter back. 


He
saw the fist flying at him before he could react. The impact ricocheted through
his skull. His vision went fuzzy and his head swam. He dropped to his knees as
he tried to clear his head.


He
was vaguely aware of Jett brushing past him, heading out the door. Any
reservations he had about Jett’s feelings for his sister flitted away with the
slamming of the front door.



 

Vibrations
shook the floor beneath Corrine’s feet popping her up off the bed. The crunch
of gravel as someone stormed away drew her to her bedroom window. By the time
she shoved the curtain aside and lifted the window, Jett was rounding the
driveway curve heading out of sight. 


“Jett,”
she yelled.


He
kept walking. Never turning back or saying a word.


Her
heart crumpled as it realized she was played a fool again.


Sighing
she turned from the window and the man she knew without a doubt she was in love
with. Over the past two weeks he wormed his way into her heart with his light
kisses and sensual caresses. Waking up in his arms had been a dream. Yeah, she
tried to quietly get out of bed and leave but she didn’t want him waking up and
telling her it had all been a mistake.


She
should have stayed with her original thought that the sweet words from his
mouth weren’t really meant for her. They were the ramblings of a drunken man
trying to get in her pants. And it worked. 


Shame
coursed through her system. Still, deep down a small flicker of hope burned
that there was some truth to them. She tamped it out before the flicker turned
into an inferno.


Heading
for the bathroom she started the water, filling the tub. A few squirts of her
favorite bubble bath and jasmine infused the room—bringing with it its
purifying, soothing effects. 


Corrine
stripped down before sinking into the depths of the tub. Dipping under the
water, washing away the scent of Jett on her skin.


Surfacing
from her room a couple of hours and thousands of tears later, she made her way
to the basement. Searching out MJ.


She
found her curled up on the couch. Dead to the world. 


Settling
on the couch across from her, Corrine’s thoughts turned to Jett again and what
it had been like to be in his arms. To be the sole focus of
his attention. He made her feel beautiful and cared for and not just
when they were having sex. The more she thought of him, the further down the
path of depression she travelled but she refused to let it take hold. 


Springing
from the couch she pounced on MJ. “Wake up sleepy head. Let’s go. I feel like
running.”


MJ’s
eyelids popped open. Confusion shifting into recognition.
“Did you say running?” she asked groggily.


“Yep.
I need to clear my head. Soaking in the tub and crying my heart out didn’t
help. Figure this will. It’ll at least shut the human side off—I hope.”
She tugged MJ’s hand. Pulling her up from the couch with ease.


 Out on the back patio it was a race to
get undressed. MJ shifted and was trotting off to the tree line before Corrine
could get her socks off. Her laugh came out swift and unexpected. For a second
it even felt good.


Corrine
shifted. Ambling off into the woods after her friend a few seconds later. The
human side of her completely shut down. She intended to forget everything that
happened the last couple of weeks.
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[bookmark: Craving_MoreChapter_12]Sam tossed and turned on the too short couch.
Something was preventing him from going right back to sleep. And not just the inadequate furniture in the upstairs
living room.


Rubbing
his eyes, he sniffed the air. He smelled cookies and… smoke? His brow furrowed
in confusion.


Rolling
to his elbows he propped up enough to look towards the kitchen. Maybe Corrine
was back and taking out her frustration in the there. He heard MJ and Corrine
rattling around earlier talking about a run. For a second he thought he would
join them but there was no doubt in his mind that he’d acted like an ass. 


He
knew Jett cared for Corrine. Hell, if he had to admit it, he could actually see
it coming. While Corrine was up in her room crying, he recalled all of the
times he talked about her to Jett. Remembering the look in the man’s eyes
whenever Sam brought his sister up. The poor guy was in love with her before
he’d even met her in person.


Sighing
he sniffed the air. The smells weren’t coming from the house kitchen.


Sitting
up, he stared out the front window. There was only one other place the smell of
cookies could come from. A puff of smoke floated by and panic set in.


Heart
racing he jumped from the couch, throwing the front door open.


He
was down the path leading to the bakery in less than a minute. As he breached
the trees he could see the bakery slowly being engulfed in flames. Smoke
billowed from the top as the fire ate its way through more and more of the
building. 


Reaching
into his back pocket he pulled out his cell phone, dialing the fire department.
It would take them a while to get there. He feared there wouldn’t be anything
left of his sister’s livelihood. 


Running
to the pump house he busted the doors open, hooking up the hose he switched the
electric pump on. Dragging it as far as he could he sprayed
what he could in a hope to keep the flames at bay.


Seconds
later Corrine and MJ burst out of the woods, coming to a stop next to him.


“Shift
and get dressed,” he yelled, the crackle of fire and hissing water drowning
most of what he said. “I called the fire department already. Should be here
soon.”


Both
big cats tore off around the main house. 


Damn
he hoped it wouldn’t take long for help to get here.


Back
in human form and dressed, Corrine and MJ sprinted toward him, buckets of water
from the house in their hands.


As
Corrine approached, Sam caught her eyes. The utter devastation in them tore at
his heart. Her business and dreams were going up in flames. Just like her
relationship with Jett did that morning. This had to be the worst day of her
life.



 

Jett
drove on autopilot back to Corrine’s place. His mind too filled with thoughts
of his mate. He needed her back. He heard her call out to him as he left her
place. He just needed to leave and get away from Sam before he hurt him
further.


That
was the only thing on his mind as he walked away.


It
was a mistake to leave the house like he did. He should have stayed and talked
it out with her brother like he planned. When Sam made that comment about
thinking the first shifter he’d been with was his mate, something in him
snapped, he’d punched the man then wondered if he was right.


Once
he made it back to his condo it hadn’t taken long to figure out he was being an
ass again. Allowing Sam to make him feel unworthy, doubting he was good enough.
He wasn’t the same young, fast-talking, skirt chasing, no-strings attached man
he was when they were younger.


He
was at the top of his field making great money. Owned his own place, along with
the boring grown up car. Hell, he was a member of one the oldest shifter
bloodlines of their species.


If
he wasn’t good enough for Corrine, no one was. 


He
couldn’t forget the most important thing. She was his mate. The one meant to be
with him forever, that called to his human and tiger side. She held his fragile
beating heart in her hand.


So
caught up in thought, the horn blaring behind him took him off guard. Glancing
into the rearview mirror, the flashing lights of a fire truck nearly blinded
him. He drifted off to the side, waiting until they passed.


Minutes
later he was pulling into the driveway, noticing the large red fire truck.
Panic struck through his heart. Firemen slowly packed up their gear, none the
worse for wear. The bakery sat smoldering behind them. Forgotten by everyone
except the lone woman standing a few yards in front of it. 


Jumping
out of the car he made is way to Corrine. Taking a moment to notice MJ standing
off to the side, Sam’s arm wrapped around her shoulders as she openly sobbed. A
whisper of relief echoed through him knowing both were safe.


Snapping
his attention back to the dejected form of his mate, the ache in his chest grew
with each step closer. Stopping behind her, he wrapped his arms around her. She
stiffened momentarily then relaxed. Allowing her body to mold to him. Allowing
him to comfort her.


“It’s
gone,” she whispered.


“I’m
sorry, baby. What happened? You weren’t inside when it started were you?” He
placed a kiss on top of her head trying to keep the panic at bay. Tightening
his arms around her to reassure him she was okay. The thought of her being in
the bakery when it caught fire stopped the air in his throat.


“No.
We weren’t inside.” Her head turned toward Sam and MJ. “We were out running.
Sam was doing whatever. I don’t really know. He said he smelled smoke and came
out to find the bakery burning. By the time MJ and I got here half of it was
engulfed and Sam was trying to douse the flames. It didn’t work.”


“Do
you know how it started?” 


She
shuddered against him. Something was wrong. He could tell by the way she held
her body.


“The
fire chief said it was set deliberately. Arson. I don’t know who would do this
to me,” she sobbed.


Jett
turned her in his arms. Pressing her head against his chest. Soaking up her
tears with his shirt. Not caring if anyone was watching them.


The
fire crew finished packing up, the chief stopped by to let them know an
investigator would be coming out later to start going through things.


He
asked Corrine to make a list of the items lost for their insurance and to think
about who might have done this.


The
truck pulled away leaving them all standing, staring at the destruction.


Sam
walked over, pulling Corrine from his arms. He engulfed her in a hug. “I’m so
sorry, Cor. I know you loved this place. Why don’t you
come inside? I’ll make you something hot to drink.”


She
pulled away, taking a step back. “I’ll be there in a minute or two. Take MJ in.
She looks like she’s about to fall down.”


Sam
looked back at MJ, then over to Jett, eyes narrowing. “You okay with him here?”


Corrine
didn’t even look his way. “Yeah, I’m good. There’s nothing left in me to break
at this point.”


Sam
walked off, collecting MJ before going inside.


Corrine
stood stock still, a defeated look in her eyes as she looked around the
destroyed area.


“Corrine?”
Jett moved closer to her.


“You
can go, Jett. This isn’t your problem. Thanks for stopping by.” 


Pain
squeezed his heart at her words. He wanted it to be his problem. He needed to
be in her life and be the one to make her happy.


Refusing
to let her brush him off he walked up next to her and took her hands ensuring
she looked at him. “If it involves you it is my problem. I fucked up Corrine. I
shouldn’t have left. I shouldn’t have treated you like I didn’t want people to
know. You deserve everything I can give. Everything that’s
rightfully yours—my heart and soul. I’m letting you know now that
I’m fighting for you. I’ll do whatever it takes to convince you that I’m the
right man for you. That you’re my mate and no other man will love you as much
or as well as me.”


“I
don’t have time for this, Jett. I don’t have it in me to start caring for you
then have you walk off without telling me what’s wrong. I’m left in the dark
about what I did wrong and I don’t like it. ”


She
pulled her hands free from his loose grip. Flinging an arm out toward the
bakery remains. “Have you seen this mess? Your personal issues have nothing on
this. My business, my life was just burned down by someone and I don’t know
why,” she said in a raised voice.


Corrine
walked off heading to the building. Jett was hot on her heels. There was no way
he could walk away again or let her walk away from him.


Unease
skittered down his spine as his tiger picked up on an old, familiar scent. Jett
scanned the area but didn’t see anything out of the ordinary.


Scanning
the area for clues he ran through the lay of the land he’d committed to memory
his first time out here. Woods surrounded both the house and bakery with
rolling hills behind them. Anyone could hike through the woods or over the
hilly area, though they would be more noticeable coming over the hill. So they
couldn’t have come from that direction.


Jett
walked to the side of the bakery where the majority of the damage was. The
arsonist had to have come up on this side. They wouldn’t be seen from the
house, especially if they came from the main road through the woods.


He
released the tight hold on his inner beast. Allowing it to come to the front
though not close enough to shift. Sniffing the air he followed his nose, the
hair on the back of his neck rising as the scent got stronger. 


Finding
himself at the edge of the tree line that led to the pond, he turned to
Corrine. “Go back to the house Corrine and lock the doors.”


Instead
of doing what he said, she marched over next to him. “You don’t get to tell me
what to do Jett Montgomery-Murphy!” She sniffed. Her head reared back when she
caught what he smelled. “It’s that stench again?”


Jett
grabbed Corrine’s shoulder. “What do you mean again?”


She
tried to break free of his hold but he wasn’t allowing it. Something was
telling him this was important. “Jett. Let go.”


“No.
What do you mean again? Tell me Corrine.”


She
huffed out a breath. “From that day in the bakery. The one when you found the
door wide open. I told you I had to air the place out. It smelled like…roses.”


Jett
squeezed his eyes shut before breathing deeply. Forcing his brain to process
what the smell was. After a moment, realization hit him with force. Macy.


It
was her expensive, created just for her perfume. He had forgotten how heavy and
cloying the floral perfume was. Even when she was in tiger form he could still
smell it on her. It was odd though since she wasn’t wearing it when he ran into
her.


He
should have known she wasn’t the sweet and kind woman she attempted to appear
to be. She was a tiger who couldn’t change her stripes. He knew she would never
let him go. This needed to end and in order for that to happen he had to track
her down.


Digging
his new cell phone from his pocket, cause he never could find the old one, he
dialed his father. He would need his help when they caught Macy. There was no
way he would let her roam freely. She was a risk to him and the pride.


He
took a few steps away from Corrine, though never letting her out of his sight.
He spoke in low tones into the phone. Once he was finished he moved back to
her.


Jett
swept his arm around Corrine waist. The minute he made contact, the inner beast
in him settled down. She was right where she belonged and he refused to let his
crazy ex-girlfriend do anything to take her away. 


Pulling
her flush against his body he took advantage of her startled gasp fusing his
lips to hers in a searing kiss. Breaking away he said, “Baby, please head back
to the house. I want you inside by the time I shift.” He stroked down her back,
taking comfort in the feel of her while gathering the strength to confront a
disturbed woman.


“But…
but Jett,” she stuttered clearly flustered. She cleared her throat. “What’s
going on? Do you know who did this? Why they did this?”


“I
can’t explain now but I will. I promise. I just need to put the past to rest.
Once I get it settled we can spend as much time as you want talking.” He
dropped a quick kiss on her lips. 


“The
past? What does that have to do with me? This isn’t that woman from college is
it?” her eyes narrowed pining him in place.


He
nodded. “Yeah. It’s Macy. I’m sure she set the fire. Her scent is all over the
place. She has to know I love you Corrine. She was probably hoping you would be
inside when it burnt down.”


Corrine
looked about as shocked as he felt. 


He
lowered his face to hers. Nuzzled her nose then slowly took her mouth. Pouring
all of his emotions and love into the kiss. Not just to convince her to listen
to him but to also show her what he felt.


Corrine
was the one to break the kiss. She was breathing heavily, a glazed look in her
eyes.


“Now
please, one last time. Go inside and let me take care of this for us.”


“Okay,”
she said.


He
reluctantly let her go, swooping in for one more kiss before pulling his shirt
over his head. Once it was off, he couldn’t believe his eyes. Corrine stood,
completely naked in front of him.


Instantly
swamped with a need to take her to the ground and claim her, he had to force
the desire aside. “I thought you said okay.”


“I
did, but it was an ‘okay, let’s take care of this for us’. You want to be a
couple then we do this together. You’ve been driving me nuts Jett
Montgomery-Murphy and if she’s the reason I’ve been going through hell, then
I’m giving her a piece of my mind. And if you don’t watch it, I might let her
have you.”


“You
wouldn’t dare,” he growled. 


“Ha!
Try me. Leave me one more time without a damn good reason and that threat will
happen. I’m done letting you call the shots in this relationship.”


Quick
as lightening he had her lush, naked body pressed firmly against his. His cock
stirred on contact. She sucked in a breath, pressing her breasts harder against
his chest. His skin tingled in the wake of her hard nipples as she wiggled to
break free.


Snaking
a hand down her body he grabbed her ass while keeping the other in the middle
of her back. He pulled his head back to look down into her flushed face. “Now
listen closely so there isn’t a misunderstanding. I’m not leaving you ever
again. I’m here to stay no matter how tired you get of me. How annoying you
find me at times. Or how ticked you get that I wasn’t listening or when I
forget something important. From now on you’re mine—body and soul. Once
we get through sorting this mess out I’m going to love you long and hard. No
one will doubt that you belong to me. And that I belong to you.”


Because
he didn’t think he would be able to pull away again if he tasted her lips, he
pressed a kiss to her forehead and stepped back.


“I’m
going to allow you to go with me cause I don’t think I can stop you from
following, you damn well better stay behind me though. I don’t want you
confronting her. She’s unstable and I would die if something were to happen to
you. Are we clear?”


She
studied him for a moment and he prayed she would listen. He should have known
she would go with him and not back to her house like he said. She was too
independent and certainly not used to being told what to do. It was amazing she
let him hold the reins the last couple of weeks. With a quick nod of her head
she agreed to his demand.


He
grinned and peeled off the rest of his clothes. Seconds later they both
shifted. He bumped his shoulder into her before rubbing his face along hers.


The
rightness of being next to her in tiger form settled his nerves. She provided a
comfort he didn’t know he needed.


They
took off into the woods following the scent markings left by Macy’s expensive
perfume. 


Entering
the clearing next to the lake ahead of Corrine, he came to a halt. Leaving
Corrine hidden in the trees with no way around him, they finally found Macy.
She sat naked on one of the large rocks Corrine had lounged on their first
night together. Macy’s legs were crossed all prim and proper with a Cheshire
grin plastered across her face.


“It’s
about time you got here, Jett,” she purred. “I wasn’t sure how much longer I
could wait around. God, I forgot how handsome you are as a tiger.” 


Slowly
she stood, making her way toward him, a blatant sexual swing in her hips. The
overt gesture turned his stomach. He couldn’t believe he used to be turned on
by such a display.


“You
know your girlfriend is a heifer and such a cry baby. You should have seen the
way she bawled over that revolting bakery. I swear she must eat half of what
she makes to begin with.”


The
closer Macy got to him the more he noticed about her. He no longer saw the
beautiful, sophisticated girl he’d dated in college. The girl every guy wanted
but only he got to have. Now he saw her for what she really was. An unstable,
disturbed stalker who just wouldn’t go away.


Her
eyes had a crazed, paranoid gleam. Her hair looked dirty and
wild. Every once in a while she took quick frantic glances from side to
side like she expected someone to be next to her. Her fingers would twitch
beside her legs before he saw her pinch her skin. She didn’t seem to notice his
study of her as she continued to talk.


“Are
you sure your girlfriend and that other woman aren’t lesbians? Is that why
you’re with her? To see some girl-on-girl action? If I
had known you liked that I would have shown you a good time long ago. I know
plenty of women who would love to be with me.” She ran her hand over her hair
before trailing it down her body. Jett had no desire to follow her hand’s path
yet was unable to look away. Her hand bounced over her ribs, which were
sticking out. She didn’t look like she had eaten anything in weeks.


It
was a good thing Corrine was blocked in. He didn’t need her hearing Macy’s
crazy rambling. There was no doubt in his mind that Corrine would rip Macy’s
throat out if given the chance.


He
just needed to stall long enough for Consortium members to get there and take
Macy away. They would also deal with the fire and police departments. They had
a way of looking after their own. Keeping as much as they could in house.


Macy
stopped a few feet in front of him. “Come out and play with me Jett. You know
you want to fuck me.” She bit her lip and twirled her hair around a finger in a
practiced move that repulsed him further.


He
couldn’t believe this was what he once thought was the epitome of sexy. 


Jett
felt Corrine nudge him from behind. There was no way he was letting her get
near Macy. Taking a step back he bumped into her, emitting a low warning growl.


Macy,
still oblivious to Corrine’s presence, thought he was growling at her.


“Murph,”
she whined. The high-pitched sound grated on his nerves. In the past he either
put up with it or just blocked it out. Usually giving in. Not anymore though.
He was only too happy Corrine didn’t feel she had to needle him into doing what
she wanted. He would gladly do anything she asked to begin with. 


Before
he could cater to Corrine and anything she wished, he had to take control of
this situation. Keep Macy talking and occupied until relief got there. Without
thinking through what he was about to do, he quickly shifted. He chanced a
glance behind. Corrine still in tiger form stood swishing her tail angrily back
and forth.


He
spoke to her lowly, “I’m buying us some time. Stay hidden in the trees. Help is
on the way.” 


Swallowing his pride and revulsion, Jett walked
further into the clearing toward doom. 
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[bookmark: Craving_MoreChapter_13]Corrine was dumbfounded. What the hell! Oh no he did not just
tell her to stay put like a good little kitty!
That man may meet his death yet.


Still,
like the fool she was beginning to believe she was when it came to him, she sat
down, a large Colorado blue spruce blocking her from their view.


She
saw the look of triumph on Macy’s face when Jett’s naked ass walked her way.
Saw the way her eyes hungrily ate his body up. She just wished she could see
Jett’s face to know what he thought of Crazy Macy.


Low
murmurs reached her sensitive ears but trees buffered the words. It was all she
could do not to get closer and overhear.


After
a bit her curiosity got the best of her. Being careful to not make noise,
Corrine got up and inched forward. The closer she got, the more frustrated and
pissed off she became. She only had a clear view of Macy and Corrine had a
driving need to see Jett’s face. Giving up on her current position she circled
around to the side. Getting the clear view of Jett and Macy’s profiles she
desperately needed.


What
she saw was unexpected as jealousy took hold of her.


Macy
leaned into Jett, caressing his arm while laughing up into his face flirting
and batting her eyes. She pressed her small pointy breasts against his chest,
rubbing back and forth.


Corrine
couldn’t stop her tiger’s response if she wanted to. Her ears rotated and
flattened slightly, displaying her agitation. Teeth bared, a low, loud growl
escaped, as Jett did nothing to stop Macy’s fondling. 


Macy
glared in her direction. “I see your pussy is here after all,” she said loud
enough to be heard.


Corrine
stepped out into the clearing. Her stance aggressive, prepared to attack. The overwhelming
need to protect her territory and her home rode high. This was the bitch
responsible for burning down her business. Most likely the
reason for all of the strange things happening too.


She
was going to pay for it all and soon. Especially for thinking she could lure
Jett back to her side.


Corrine
let go of the doubt about Jett’s feelings for her. Let go of her hesitation to
commit and embraced what she knew within. They were mates. Meant for each
other. Forever. When this was over whatever happened in the past was going to
firmly remain there. They were going to work on the future. Together.


Crouching
low, her tail close to the ground twitching violently every few seconds.
Corrine kept her eyes trained on Macy, waiting for her to make the next move.
It didn’t take long.


“I
told you to stay back Corrine,” Jett said. “I’ve got this.” 


The
words were barely out of his mouth when Macy shoved him away with more strength
than Corrine thought she should possess. He landed on
his ass, clearly unable to be of much help.


Macy
shifted, mouth hanging open, revealing deadly, dripping canines. Hissing she
lunged straight at Corrine. 


Corrine
sprang to the side deftly avoiding the attack before shifting gears. Barreling
into Macy’s side, she knocked her off her feet. 


Corrine
took the precious seconds to ensure Jett was out of the way. Pleased when she
saw he was back on his feet, keeping a distance from the two fighting tigers.


Macy
jumped back up onto all fours. Rushing forward she swiped with her extended
claws. 


Unable
to move out of the way fast enough, pain lanced through Corrine’s leg. The flesh tearing on her right front leg. Warm blood flowed
down, pooling between the toes on her paw.


She
pushed the pain aside. Dropping down and rolling away before
the next attack. 


Out
of Macy’s reach, she slowly circled the crazed tiger waiting for the perfect
opening to attack.


Rustling
noises from the woods distracted Macy, allowing for Corrine to jump. Macy’s
strength reared its head. The woman had to be on something. No one this small
should have this much power. They wrestled on the ground, each struggling for
the upper hand. Growls and roars let loose by both of them echoed throughout
the clearing. 


A
group of men burst through the trees stopping right inside the clearing
garnering their attention. Corrine broke free of Macy relinquishing her
dominant position.  


She
kept a close eye on Macy as the tiger staggered to get her footing. Wobbling on
four feet, body shuddering, lungs laboring for breath. She looked wiped out but
not defeated. It was no less how Corrine felt.


Unexpectedly
Macy broke into a run, heading away from everyone. Corrine dashed after her
letting loose a ferocious growl.


The
men were behind her yelling and running toward them both. None of them would be
quick enough to catch them unless they shifted.


As
Macy was about to breach the wooded area Corrine leapt into the air landing on
the other tiger’s hindquarters while sinking her claws in. Stopping all forward
motion.


Macy
roared in rage before rolling onto her back showing her belly in submission. 


Corrine
not trusting her moved to her side and in a swift move clamped her powerful
jaws on Macy’s throat. Squeezing just enough to break the skin. A strangled
noise escaped. She placed her paw on the tiger’s exposed belly. Ready to rip it
open at the slightest flinch.


The
men skidded to a halt near them but none came close. Out of the corner of her
eye Corrine watched as Jett slowly approached them. Rounding them until he was
standing next to her, he placed a hand gently on her back. Moving it up
gradually in a soothing circling motion. Once his hand was on the nap of her
neck, she felt him drop to his knees next to her draping his body over her
back. His head close to her ear. The heat of his body melted into her. 


“Let
go baby,” he said quietly.


She
grunted low in her throat. Not quite ready to let go of her prey.


“Please.
I need you to let go so they can take care of her,” he pleaded.


Just
the thought of her being taken care of raised the fur on her back. She dropped
lower, her jaws closing on Macy’s throat a fraction more.


“Now
baby, I know she pissed you off but you aren’t the type to kill without
reason.”


Frankly
she thought she had plenty of reason and he should know that. Pulling her paw
back, she dug her claws into Macy’s soft belly. Puncturing the skin. The tiger
moaned and Corrine got the sick, fleeting satisfaction knowing she was in pain.
She wanted Macy to feel the type of pain she had been in at seeing her bakery
burnt down and her mate in the arms of another woman.


“Please,
honey, let go. These men are going to take her away. Get her the help she needs
and never let her back into the population. You know we have ways of dealing
with shifters like her.” He stroked his large hand down her back sending
spirals of pleasure through her.


They
were at a stand still. He hadn’t given her a good enough reason to let go. And
she couldn’t convince herself that Macy didn’t deserve swift punishment.


A
throat cleared to her left. A man approached tentatively. Tall and muscular
like Jett. He had the same rugged good looks. Chiseled
cheekbones and strong angular nose. It was Jett, just older. Gray
peppered his hair giving him an air of dignity and authority.


“Corrine,”
his deep baritone pricked at her ears. “I need you to let Macy go. Much more of
this and we’re going to have to haul you both off and I’d hate to do that to my
son. Seems he’s quite taken with you and I don’t want to ruin that.”


Corrine
grunted but still didn’t let go.


“You’re
a stubborn one aren’t you? Not too stubborn I hope. Jett needs a woman who will
stand up to him but not run right over him, attempting to control every aspect
of his life.” Jett’s Dad’s eyes hardened dropping to the tiger beneath her.
Bringing his gaze back to her it softened, “I think that woman is you. Now be a
good girl and let go.” The man had the nerve to wink at her. A
small smile tipping his lips. She snorted. As much as she wanted to be
ticked at the man’s attitude, she couldn’t help but be charmed. Just like she
was when Jett was acting like a fool.


Ever
so slowly she released her grip on Macy’s throat. Removing her claws from her
belly. At the same time, Jett moved off her back, giving her the space to move
away. 


Corrine
ambled to the side, plopping down a few feet away, worn out from the all of the
activity. 


The
contingency of men circled Macy. All of their attention, including Jett’s,
focused solely on her. One very unhappy man thrust clothes at the pathetic
looking woman.


She
watched in curiosity as Macy planted her balled up hands on her hips. Not
caring a wit that they were all staring at her. 


“Daddy,
can you believe that bitch,” Macy screamed at the man with the clothes.
Snatching the garments from his outstretched hands, struggling to pull on the
obnoxious bright pink velour sweat suit. “I’m bleeding and it’s all her fault.
I’m going to be bruised and scarred for life. She needs to be dealt with. I
could have been killed. Violent trash like that shouldn’t be allowed to mix
with the rest of us.” Her tone was haughty and self-righteous. 


Corrine
had enough. She was tired, sore and her wound was still oozing blood. Catching
a whiff of burnt wood, the destroyed bakery flooded back into her mind. Getting
up she sedately walked away. Leaving them all behind.


She
walked past the bakery, heading for the back of the house. She couldn’t even
bring herself to look at the place, feeling completely numb. 


In
the backyard she shifted. Finding her robe hanging on the outdoor hook on the
patio, she slipped into it. Instead of going inside like she planned, she
turned and trudged up the hill to her favorite spot. Needing the comfort and
peace she knew it would bring. Standing on the hill she mindlessly surveyed her
land. So lost in her own world she didn’t sense Jett’s presence.



 

He
found her standing on the hilltop looking lost and alone. He could feel the
pain radiating off her and it broke his heart. 


He
couldn’t believe he didn’t know she’d walked off. He should have felt it the
moment she left the clearing. He’d been too busy dealing with Macy and the
Consortium. Explaining what happened. 


The
minute he realized she wasn’t there dread set in and he put on the clothes his
father brought and took off. The others could deal with Macy. He was done
feeling guilty for her breakdown.


Climbing
the hill he walked up behind Corrine, slipping his arms around the tops of her
shoulders. Her startled jump confirmed what he already figured. She had shut
down. Was unaware of anything going on around her.


He
held her. Soaking in the feel of her body against his. She relaxed back into
him. Some of his tension releasing knowing she was comfortable with him again.


“Why
didn’t you let me know you wanted to leave? I would have come with you,” he
stated quietly. 


Her
chest rose beneath his arms before releasing on a heavy sigh. “Everyone was
preoccupied with Macy and I didn’t want to interrupt. I just wanted to get back
to the house and get this stench off me.”


“Why
are you up here then?”


“I
just came. I planned to hit the bath, which I still need to do by the way, and
was drawn up here,” she shrugged.


He
rested his chin on the top of her head, closing his eyes. The thought of
Corrine naked, slippery and wet in the bath did crazy things to him. His cock
stirred. Involuntarily pressing his hips against her ass.


Corrine
snorted. 


“What?”



“If
you think you’re getting lucky after the day I’ve had, you are sadly mistaken.”



Jett
didn’t answer. He knew she was trying to make everything that happened seem
like it wasn’t a big deal but he refused to play along. “You scared the hell
out of me Corrine. Why did you come out of the woods? I told you to stay there
and wait.” His grip tightened across her body. He relived the moment Macy
shoved him to the ground and he couldn’t do anything to stop her from going
after Corrine.


He
shuddered at the thought of a different outcome. Nevertheless, he should have
known his mate could take care of herself. 


Her
hands came to rest on his forearms. The gentle touch soothing him until he
looked down and saw blood on her right arm.


“Damn
it Corrine.” He spun her around, seizing her arm to inspect it. The large ugly
red lacerations stood out against her skin. Blood oozed and he strangely felt
faint.


“Uh,
Jett? You okay?”


He
tried to focus on her face but couldn’t seem to get his eyes to work. She was
wavering before him as the blood rushed out of his head. “Yeah,” he croaked.


She
pushed him to the ground and he went willingly. Seeing his mate hurt was
something he wasn’t prepared for. Something he didn’t know would affect him so
strongly.


“You’re
not looking so hot babe. Maybe we should go inside.” She framed his face with
her hands, her gaze searching his own. Shutting his eyes to keep her from
seeing his weakness, he let her touch abate the fear that set in.


He
took a deep breath before letting it slowly out. “I’m good. Really. Just
shocked to see you hurt.”


“I’m
a big girl. I’ll survive. No tiger comes out unscathed. Besides, it isn’t a big
deal. I’ll get the scratches cleaned up and dressed. Be good as new in a day or
two. Might need a tetanus shot though. No telling what that bitch is carrying.”
She chuckled softly but it didn’t lighten his mood.


They
sat in strained silence. He didn’t know what to say or what to do. He could
have lost her before he ever really had time with her. The thought was a blow
and huge reality check.


The
slight pressure of her lips on his took him by surprise. His mind and body
screamed for more. Deepening the kiss, he slid his tongue across the seam of
her lips. Delving inside when her mouth opened. They tangled and dueled
fighting for dominance. Pushing against each other’s tongue, biting and
licking.


His
balls tingled as cock rose to attention between them. Snaking his arms around
her waist he pulled her on top as he laid back. Her lush body
covering his hard planes. There wasn’t a better feeling in the world.


Pulling
back he gasped for breath, only to have Macy’s scent envelope him, breaking
through his lust. The cloying perfume was all over Corrine; the reason for it
twisted his gut. Corrine was injured because of him. And he was ravishing her
up on the hilltop in view of anyone who had an inclination to look. 


Gently
he rolled them to their sides. Taking care to not place her on her injured side
while putting a small space between them.


He
rested his forehead against hers needing to touch her in some way. “Don’t ever
do that again. You have to let me protect you. I couldn’t bear it if you were
severely injured or killed,” he sighed heavily.


She
blinked rapidly. The fog of arousal lifting from her mind.
She poked him hard in the chest with her finger. “You were letting her rub her
tiny titties all over you and didn’t do a damned thing. What else was I
supposed to do?”


The
vehemence in her voice brought his head up. How could she be angry with him
trying to protect her and stall for time? Didn’t she realize Macy did nothing
for him? There was not one thing on that woman’s body sexually appealing.


Corrine
was pouting with little irritated wrinkles in her forehead. It finally dawned
on him.


“You
were jealous!” he crowed. Reaching out he rubbed a lock of hair between his
fingers. Loving the silky texture. “I was just keeping her occupied until the
Consortium could get there. She has nothing on you, honey.” He looked pointedly
at her breasts peaking out of the robe.


“Jerk,”
she said lightly. Knocking his hand away.


He
sighed. Elated she was joking and not pissed off and yelling at him. He was
damn lucky to have Corrine. Now he just needed to ensure she stayed his. Forever.


With
Macy out of the picture for real, for the first time in years he felt free. He
could finally let the horrible experience fall into the background where it
should have been all along. Instead of letting it rule his life, his
relationships. He would take the blame for allowing it to happen too. He could
accept his fault in the whole ordeal. What he wouldn’t accept was letting it to
continue.


“I
love you Corrine. I have from the first time I saw your picture back in
college. I’ve been enchanted. I just didn’t know it at the time. I know we
haven’t officially entered Dewasa but
that doesn’t matter to me. You’re my mate. My soul. I don’t want anyone else.”


“What
about your friendship with my brother? You’d give that up to be with me. He
wasn’t too thrilled to find us in bed together, not that I care what he thinks,
but you guys have been friends for a long time.”


“Why
do I have to give both of you up? I don’t think he’ll be as upset as you think.
We can talk to him. The sooner the better. I’m not
sure how much of his attention we’ll have much longer. From what I can see,
he’s wrestling with some of his own demons.”


“What?
What do you know that I don’t?” She peered past him, toward the house. Concern
for her twin evident on her face.


He
pressed his thumb between her worried brows. Smoothing them out. “Nothing bad.
At least I don’t think. I have a feeling he’s in a similar boat as me. Falling
for someone he doesn’t think he should. That’s his problem though. Not ours.”


Grabbing
her hips he pulled her pelvis flush with his arousal. He may have cooled it
earlier but he was still hard as hell. His cock pressing
against the zipper of his jeans. Anytime he was near her he couldn’t
tamp down his hard-on. Her eyes snapped back to him. “Now back to us.” 


He
paused to study her expression, trying to gauge her reaction to being labeled
‘us’. It was completely blank as she stared back at him. Her
breathing normal. The pulse beating in her neck
normal. “There is an ‘us’, right?” He said it a little unsure.


Lips
pursed, eyes narrowed he wanted to squirm under her inspection. Wanted to kiss
her and break the spell. Remind her how well they went together. How she came
undone with a simple touch from him. 


Instead
he waited. Praying for her to answer with what he hoped.


Minutes
passed and his nerves frayed even more.


“I
forgive you,” she said softly after placing a quick kiss on his lips.


He
reared his head back, bewildered by her words. He wasn’t expecting that at all.


Giggling
she threw her arms around him, knocking him flat on his back.


“I
love you too Jett Montgomery-Murphy and if you so much as think of walking away
again there will be hell to pay. I don’t need Dewasa to tell me I’ve found the man and tiger for me. You’re my
mate and I wouldn’t have it any other way.”


His
heart sang at her words and he set out to show her how much she meant to him.
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END
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