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Touch Of Alpha 


BBW New Adult Paranormal Shifter Romance


 


By Catherine Vale


 











Chapter One


 


 “Have you heard the
news?”


The giddy voice whispering in
the farce of a confidential tone couldn’t belong to anyone other than Kayla
Mills, and Violet winced, having intentionally chosen this spot far from the
main lunch crowd to avoid company. She just wanted to be alone with her
thoughts today, especially while she was still struggling to recover from yet
another heated dream from the night before. It was the same as it always was
– her and an old flame in the throes of passion, a flame that never
really existed beyond friendship, a flame that even now caused her cheeks to flush
and her pulse to quicken. 


Violet tried hard not to be annoyed
as Kayla plopped onto the park bench beside her, void of an invitation. She
continued to stare forward at the thick grove of trees. 


“Heard the news about what?”


She could see the exaggerated
eye roll out of the corner of her vision. Kayla was just a young pup, and at
times, she couldn’t seem to control her melodramatic responses, and as usual
she was a bit over the top in her excitement to share that latest gossip. 


“Storm passed away last night…
it’s time to appoint a new Alpha.”


“What? Seriously?” She hadn’t
known their pack leader had died, but it certainly came as no surprise. He’d
been ailing for quite some time, and the entire clan had been in a holding
pattern for months, waiting for the change in command – to be given a new
leader. She’d heard quite a bit about potential Alphas and, while there were
plenty of strong members to choose from, she didn’t think too many of them
deserved to get their hands on so much power. But there was one she knew
was destined to lead them. 


Kayla didn’t give her a
chance to reply as she continued, her voice rising from a whisper to an almost
frantic cry, “It looks like they’ve been talking about it for awhile, and
they’ve got a couple of candidates they’re considering as a replacement.” A
sudden gasp from the girl’s mouth finally got Violet’s attention, and she
turned to find a horrified expression on her face. “What on earth are you
eating?”


Violet looked down at the plastic
container nestled on her lap and wrinkled her own nose. This wasn’t the most
appetizing meal in the world, but it was necessary. “A green salad. Why, what’s
wrong with my food?”


Kayla made gagging noises as
she bit down into a roast beef sandwich. “I would hardly call that food,” she
said around a mouthful, “unless you’re a rabbit.”


The girl was right, but Violet
was tired of looking at the extra pounds in the mirror. In wolf form, she was
beautiful – lean with a thick, soft coat. But for some reason, she
couldn’t seem to get her human side to comply, and her size eighteen waist was
becoming uncomfortable. Add to that the fact that the men of the pack didn’t
seem to be paying much attention to her, confirmed her insecurities. But she
couldn’t explain all of that to Kayla, who was barely out of puberty and still
growing out of the wiry, gangly phase into what Violet was certain would be a
stunningly beautiful woman.


 “So, who are they
thinking of appointing as the next Alpha?” 


Of course, there was only one
name she really cared about, but before Kayla could answer, a deep, rumbling
voice caught her attention. It was as though Denver could sense her thinking
about him and then suddenly appeared, standing just a short distance away.


Turning her head, she watched him for a moment, struck by how handsome he was.
It had been hard to keep her eyes off of him throughout the years. There was an
unpredictable quality that made her shiver with just a glance from his
impossibly blue eyes, and the sexy curve of his lips. She’d wanted to reach out
to him more times than she could remember, to try and squelch the fire that
threatened to singe her flesh if she got too close, and see what it would be
like to finally make a move, to discover if there really was something real
between them, but she hadn’t dared. Then, as the years went by, they had grown
apart, and despite both being teachers at the same school, they barely spoke
anymore, running in different circles, interested in different things. But one
thing was certain: she’d never met anyone like Denver before, or after; the
guys she knew were all predictable and safe, boring…Denver seemed anything, but
boring. 


She watched the rippling muscles in his
arms as he coached his students through a series of agility exercises, teaching
them to use both their human traits, and their special skills as shifters. He
taught them to be faster, stronger, and more adaptable to their environment.
They literally lived in a dog-eat-dog world, and between herself, Denver, and a
half dozen other teachers at the school, they were charged with preparing the
youths for a tough life ahead. 


“I wouldn’t be surprised at
all if coach was at the top of the list. He’s a powerful man,” Kayla mused next
to her, though Violet barely heard her. “But there hasn’t been a lot of talk about
it. I would guess Trevor would be a consideration, too, and maybe even Parker?”


Violet pursed her lips. Parker
was a fool who had everyone eating out of the palm of his hand, right up until
his claws came out and he struck you across the face with them. If he’d made
the short list for Alpha male, then there were too many members of this pack
who were willing to buy the sheep suit he wore, and she would resolve to defect.
There were other packs, up north, and she’d find one to take her in rather than
sit here quietly under Parker’s thumb, abiding by his rules and need for power
and control.


But Denver…well, he was the
real deal, the most loyal man she’d ever known, the most honest. He had an air
of easy authority about him, but was never arrogant, and while he was gentle in
his application of it, he was also confident and forceful, when necessary. No
one disobeyed a command he gave, and rarely did they ignore a suggestion either.
On top of that, the man was absolutely beautiful, sculpted in raw power and strength.
In human form, he could grace the cover of either GQ or Men’s Fitness, with
perhaps the most enviable physique of all the male shifters. As a wolf, he was
absolutely fearless, a born hunter with unfailing instinct, and zest for life.
He was also perhaps the largest wolf in the pack standing above them,
emphasizing his power.


“You know what the most
interesting part about choosing a new Alpha is, don’t you?” Kayla’s lilting,
sing-song voice told Violet the teasing words to follow would likely not be as
amusing to her as they were to an adolescent girl.


But humoring what was perhaps
her best student, Violet looked at her and smiled.


“What’s that, Kayla?”


The girl actually blushed
slightly as she gave Violet a Cheshire cat grin. “No Alpha can be unmated. So,
whoever they choose as our new leader has to then choose a mate to be named
into his new position.”


The teacher in her was proud
of Kayla for paying attention in Cultural Education, a course only taught here,
in the school on their pack grounds, which had been, for safety purposes,
designated a Native American reservation. It was true enough; wolves had
inhabited this land far longer than men. 


But the woman in Violet
cringed as bile rose to her throat. She gazed longingly at Denver again, a
profound sadness engulfing her. They’d been close once, when they were younger,
and that was when Violet had fallen in love with him. He’d had big dreams and
aspirations, as had she, but she’d been unable to keep up the pace with the
lifestyle he led, and eventually, they’d grown apart. It still stung,
especially since they still spoke in passing and about school matters. Denver
was always polite toward her, and that hurt most of all, to be treated like any
other female in the pack, rather than as the intimately close friend she’d once
been.


Of course she believed Denver
should be the new Alpha. There was no one in the pack as strong, no one with as
diplomatic a mindset, no one as worthy of the position. But she couldn’t bear
the thought of Denver choosing a mate. It would break her heart. After all,
there was no chance she would ever be his choice, not with the plethora of beautiful,
alpha females he ran with these days.


As if on cue, one of said
females swayed into the courtyard, and what little appetite Violet had left
quickly disappeared. Ravenna had legs as long as most women were tall, and a
dark, thick mane of hair that seemed to float like silk around a set of pouty
lips and a patrician nose, topped by bedroom eyes so dark they were nearly
black. Even in wolf form, she managed to be seductive and sensual, and Violet
got the impression she was chasing the Alpha, whoever that turned out to be,
with obvious intent.


“Did you hear me?” Kayla’s
tone was irritated. She’d been expecting a response, and Violet looked back at
her with a sad smile.


“Yes, I heard you, and I see you’ve
been paying attention to all that you’ve been taught. I’m proud of that.”


But Kayla’s face fell. “Yeah,
well not that it really matters. I have no chance of ever mating with an Alpha.
I’m too young now, and by the time the new leader falls, I’ll be old and gray.”
She brightened almost instantly, though, and Violet nearly laughed out loud at
the emotional theatrics of a teenage girl. “But you’d be perfect, Violet.
You’re just the right age, and you’re one of the prettiest women I know. Plus,
you’re strong and smart.”


It was a kind thing for her
student to say, but Violet felt deflated at the thought. The truth was, she
didn’t hold a candle to someone like Ravenna, and the only man she wanted probably
didn’t even consider her a viable option for anything more than an associate at
this point. 


“That’s sweet of you, Kayla.
Now, you should run along and get some exercise. The full moon hunt is only a
few days away, and you want to make sure your muscles are loose and ready to
go.”


Reluctantly, Kayla walked
away, and Violet watched her, knowing that one day, Kayla would be a raving
beauty. Of course, people had thought Violet would be as well, and look what
had happened to her. With a sigh of regret for what could have been, she closed
up the mostly uneaten salad and put it back in her bag before heading toward
the building and her classroom, where she was sure several of her youngest
students would be waiting for the spelling test she’d promised.











 


Chapter Two


 


Standing back, Denver crossed
his arms over his chest and watched his class as they ran off into the woods
with strict instructions to stay to the path and make three laps, shifting to
wolf form for the second, and back again to human form for the third. They were
all good kids, and most of them were getting the hang of changing form at will
with few hiccups. He took pride in his work; it was his life.


At least for now.


Taking a deep breath, he
leaned against the side of the building, his mind wandering to the meeting he’d
been invited to last night with the pack elders. He’d known they had an eye on
him, but the confirmation had rattled him, and now he felt like his whole world
was turning upside down, quickly spiraling out of control, and while it thrilled
him, it also secretly frightened him. Becoming Alpha Male would be an honor
that also came with many burdens and responsibilities, and he just wasn’t sure
he was ready.


Denver glanced over to where Violet
sat, chatting it up with one of the bright young girls who seemed to idolize
her. They’d been close once upon a time, and since Violet was a bit removed
from the politics of the pack, he wondered if he could talk freely to her, as
he once had. She had always been one of the most honest, trustworthy people he
knew, and he really missed the idle fun they’d had together, before adulthood
and responsibility had gotten in the way.


He took a step toward her,
but paused as another familiar scent assaulted his nostrils. Each wolf had his
or her own brand of scent, and some were more unique than others. He couldn’t
miss Ravenna’s smell, though, as she approached with a confident strut that
reminded him of a bird of prey rather than the beasts they were. Her hair
flounced around her shoulders in long, luxurious dark waves, and while he
didn’t particularly find her to be the most attractive woman in the pack, he
couldn’t help but notice her impossibly blue eyes that shone wild and bright.


Her broad smile revealed
perfectly aligned white teeth, surrounded by flawlessly painted red lips.
“Hello, Denver.” Her voice was like warm honey, and Denver couldn’t tell if it
was something she’d learned to do or just a natural inflection in her tone.
“How are you today?”


He cleared his throat, a
little annoyed at the interruption, just when he’d made a decision to take a
big, uncomfortable leap of faith and talk to Violet. Still, he greeted her
warmly. “Hi, Ravenna. I’m good, thank you. What can I do for you?”


She tapped her chin with long
fingernails, painted in the same shade as her luscious, full lips. 


“Well, Serena felt ill this
morning, but insisted on coming to school anyway. I was worried, what with our
grandfather…” She trailed off, her eyes brimming with tears, and Denver winced.
It had slipped his mind that Ravenna and Serena had come down from Storm’s
line. His death last night had been hard on the family, and he hadn’t taken any
compassion on Serena today. Though, admittedly, she hadn’t seemed any worse for
the wear.


Her voice shaky, Ravenna
continued, looking up at him through long, dark lashes, “Anyway, I just wanted
to come by and check on her, see how she was doing now.”


Not knowing what else to do
at this point, feeling like a heel for his lack of compassion, he offered
Ravenna a sympathetic and encouraging smile. “To tell you the truth, she’s
holding up well, acting like her usual self. She’s off on a run with her
classmates now. They should be rounding the first lap in a couple of minutes
before they shift and make a second round.”


For a moment, Ravenna’s eyes
glowed amber, and her scent grew wildly strong around her. Denver knew, if given
the choice, Ravenna would live most of her time on four legs, and it was
regrettable they couldn’t do that and still maintain the secret of their
existence. But it faded quickly as she regained control and gave him another
grin, this one smaller and much less bright. “I appreciate you looking out for
her, Denver. That’s why you’ll have my full support if you choose to become
Alpha.”


Denver swallowed hard. He
didn’t want to discuss politics with Ravenna. She was too close to the elders,
her lineage directly from an Alpha, who had been bred from the line of a
previous Alpha before him. In fact, the only reason the decision wasn’t
automatically passed down to one of Storm’s descendants was because his son was
too old and had never shown the level of leadership required, and he had no
grandsons.


Quietly, he nodded. “I’m
grateful for your support, Ravenna.” He wanted to end the conversation and
continue with his day. He knew Violet was headed back to class soon, and he
really wanted to catch her during her lunch so he could ask to see her later.
But Ravenna stepped in front of him, blocking his view of the courtyard below
and demanding his complete attention.


“You know, Denver, I have a
lot of pull with the council of elders. My family’s been around a long time,
and we’ve always held more than a modicum of power. The only thing that works
against you right now is that every other candidate on the list is seeing
someone and likely leaves no question as to who will be his mate upon being
chosen. You, however, haven’t been dating anyone or even shown any real
interest in anyone in particular woman as I have seen.” She shook her head with
a mocking sad look. “If you choose the right alignment, you’re a shoe-in, Denver.
All you have to do is show a little interest.”


The seductive look she gave
him wasn’t the least bit subtle. Damn, he thought. He knew Ravenna had been on
his tail, probably longer than the council, and she’d been sniffing around him
more and more lately. But he hadn’t expected an overt come-on, especially while
he was working. 


“Thanks, Ravenna. I’ll keep
it in mind. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got to speak to one of the other
teachers before my kids circle back around.”


He stepped around her, noting
the disapproval on her face for the dismissal, and looked for Violet, cursing
under his breath to see she’d already vacated the courtyard. Now, he’d have to
make sure and catch her after school. He watched with a deep sigh of annoyance
as Ravenna swaggered away, her hips swinging in a tight A-line skirt that
hugged her rear. She probably hadn’t meant to come on so strong, but somehow,
her behavior around him was always so dramatic and over-the-top. But if he were
completely honest with himself, he would have to admit that she was certainly sexy,
and would definitely be the perfect political alignment to assure himself the
charge of the pack.


But to commit to her, to
mate with her when he knew to the depths of his soul that she wasn’t the one
for him…


He would never fall in love
with her, not with her haughtiness, or her egotistical nature. He admired
confidence, but Ravenna went far beyond that. Was he willing to take up a
position that demanded he do what was best for the pack, only to his own
detriment? Denver didn’t want to be miserable. His parents had mated in the
traditional sense, a truly loving relationship, and he knew it probably sounded
weak and romantic – things not expected of an Alpha male –
but he wanted the same in his life.


Besides, he couldn’t imagine
Ravenna bearing him cubs. The thought almost made him laugh through his anger
and confusion. And before he could think any further, his class came around the
corner, most of them shifting from human to wolf fluidly in midstride with two
or three stopping and forcing the shift before continuing with their run. Pride
swelled in his chest again, and he was completely consumed by the job once
more.











 


Chapter Three


 


Marking the grade on the last
of the papers she’d collected today, Violet stacked them neatly and stuffed
them into the class folder to return to her students tomorrow. It was time to
head home, and she was starving. Not eating her lunch had really affected her
this afternoon, and she felt weak and a bit lightheaded. She reached into her
desk drawer and pulled out some beef jerky to snack on until she could get home
and sear a steak for herself.


She wasn’t expecting anyone,
so the knock on her classroom door made her jump. “Come in,” she called, and
when Denver stepped inside, her mouth went dry. She couldn’t imagine what on
earth he’d want with her; she couldn’t remember the last time they’d spoke in
private. But she certainly wouldn’t turn him away.


He looked a little sheepish,
but offered her the winning grin that put dimples in those perfectly sculpted
cheeks of his. “I hope I’m not interrupting anything.”


She shook her head and
reached up and combed through her straight blond hair, hoping it wasn’t too
ratty after a long day. 


“Not at all, Denver, come on
in. I’m just finishing up with some work and heading home.”


“I won’t keep you long. I
just wanted to ask a favor.” For a moment, Violet wasn’t sure who was more
shocked at his statement, her or Denver. He didn’t fidget, but she could tell
he was uncomfortable. Denver had never been one to ask for help in anything,
and the fact that he came to her and no one else spoke volumes about who he
felt he could trust. And he was right; if he went to the usual crowd for a
favor, they would likely label him as weak and use it against him politically.


Taken aback, Violet nodded.
“Sure, Denver. I’ll do whatever I can for you. What’s going on?”


Denver rubbed the back of his
head, wishing things were simpler. He hated relying on anyone else for any
reason, and even though he trusted Violet, he didn’t really know her that well
anymore. Her acceptance and willingness were both welcomed, if a bit hard to
believe. 


“Listen, Violet, I know we
haven’t been the best of friends in awhile, but I trust you, and I know you’ve
stayed distant from all the political talk in the pack. So, if it’s okay with
you…I just thought I might be able to get your opinion on a few matters.”


Suddenly, Violet understood.
“You need someone not politically affiliated who can give you an objective
opinion.” He nodded, looking relieved, and while she was more than happy to
help and warmed to know he felt that comfortable with her, a part of her died
inside, that last little glimmer of hope that had kept her believing in the
remote possibility of a future with Denver. “Sure, I can help with that.”


Denver knew he’d made the
right choice, but the words from Violet’s mouth made his heart squeeze a
little. “Great. Can you meet me tonight? I don’t think it’s a good idea to talk
here… too many people around. I’ll be at the old mine entrance around nine
tonight, if that works for you.”


Nodding, Violet agreed. She
wasn’t a fan of the old mines, but if Denver needed her, she’d do what she had
to do. Maybe she was a fool, or a pushover, but the feelings she had for him,
whether reciprocated or not, wouldn’t allow her to ignore the request. 


“I’ll be there.” The
three-mile jog would give her a chance to stretch her limbs, as well. She
watched him leave, her throat tightening at the loss she shouldn’t feel,
considering the man had never shown an inkling of interest in her. And yet,
somehow, she felt like she’d gone wrong somewhere along the way, whereas she
should have managed to latch onto him and make him hers.


Denver paused outside the
classroom door, leaning against it and savoring the scent of evergreen and
limestone that blended with Violet’s perfume, which lingered in his nose and
filled his senses. It was a sweet, lovely scent, one he remembered from long
ago.


That’s how he’d known he
could come to her. Even watching her from a distance, he’d seen her blossom,
and he’d watched the bright young girl maintain her ethics and determination,
even if she hadn’t remained confident, as she grew into an amazing woman. Of
course, the time and distance, as well as the friends they’d made and the
directions they’d taken, didn’t allow for them to keep close as they had been
in school.


But he didn’t want to dwell
on the past, and he strode out into the night with a smile on his face before
sliding easily to all fours as thick, silver-gray fur began to cover his entire
body. He sprinted home, letting his mind drift and his thoughts dissipate into
the cool breeze that blew over his skin and tickled his ears. He enjoyed his
human existence, but this part of the day was his favorite, those few moments
he could be in his animal form and shake off all the stress and all the weight
he carried with him.


So many people thought of him
as a careless, easy-going, charismatic man. And he was all of that. But so many
people missed seeing the man beneath the exterior, the man who would do
anything for a friend, would give his own life for his pack, and worried about
those he couldn’t care for on a daily basis. It was a heavy existence,
especially alone, and a part of him wanted to be forced into mating, simply so
he could have someone share that burden.


Violet still saw that side of
him…remembered it from years gone by. It was clear in her eyes and in the way
she would smile warmly at him as though time had stood still and they were
still the close friends that they once were. But there was more to her gaze
than that...much more. He felt such strong desire when he was in her presence,
a heated passion that he hadn’t felt before and it both thrilled and confused
him. He wished desperately that he had the option of choosing someone like Violet
as a mate. She was strong and healthy, with a balanced perspective and enough
compassion to make up for where he lacked.


As he reached his house, he
stood and shook, his body returning to human form as he stepped through the
door, where he had clean clothes waiting for him. He ignored them, heading to
the shower. For some reason, he wanted to be clean and fresh when he met Violet
tonight. He was sure she’d be at her best, as she always was, and since she was
doing him a favor and meeting him in a place he knew she hated, he wanted to be
respectful of her generosity.


At least that’s what he told
himself as he shaved, and put on cologne he hadn’t worn in years.











Chapter Four


 


As Violet sliced into her
steak, and watched it bleed on her plate, her stomach growled and her mouth
watered. At the same time, she knew if she didn’t get the food down quickly,
her appetite would die, her nerves getting the best of her. She didn’t
understand why she was so anxious, or why she felt the need to be dressed in
her favorite pink jogging suit, other than that she felt it was slimming. Not
that it would matter. This wasn’t a date, and she doubted he’d take notice of
her anyway.


Still, she had to believe in
something. Without hope, life wasn’t worth living, and until she found
something else to hope in, she’d hold onto that last thread of possibility that
something could ever come of her and Denver.


She downed the steak, knowing
she hadn’t put away enough calories to make the run to the mines thus far today
and needed something to fuel her. She methodically cleaned up after herself,
and checked the time. It was just after eight, and time to head out. Drawing on
every last bit of strength she had, she stepped outside and turned her face
toward the moon, letting the reflected light of it soothe her as she dropped to
hands and knees. In slow, smooth motions, her body changed, her face elongating
and her elbows and knees reversing direction.


Her rust-colored fur covered
her, and she let out a howl of delight as power flooded her body. She leapt off
the porch and ran full steam toward the far southern edge of their reservation,
feeling much more confident in the perfection of her lupine body than in her
human form. Everything she lacked in beauty and figure as a human was erased
when she became a wolf. On top of that, her power was almost unmatched among
the females of the pack. The night called to her, the trees whispered to her as
she sped between them and through the soft grasses and fallen limbs of the forest.


It seemed like no time before
she arrived, and rather than transform, she remained the beast, her raw form
comfortable, like a skin she’d shed for too long. Her senses were intensified
this way, and she heard the long strides she recognized as Denver’s from miles
away, and she waited with ears up and forward as he approached.


The sight of his shiny coat
made something inside her clench, and if she didn’t know any better, Violet
would have thought it was the quickening of a mating call. But that sensation
would have to be mutual, and as Denver moved toward her, the muscles in his
shoulders and back pumping and flexing, she didn’t believe for one second he
felt anything similar.


It had been a long time since
Denver had gotten a good look at Violet like this. She glistened in the
moonlight, and her eyes were a light green that was almost eerie, even to him,
exuding power and knowledge. He sat down in front of her, nosing her neck with
his snout in greeting, and she snorted a breath at him in return.


He simply stared at her for
several moments before he stood and slipped from his animal skin back to human,
clad in the dark green shirt and jeans he’d chosen for the night. He smiled
down at her long, lithe body as she, too, rose and let the transformation crawl
over her with grace. Her hair was pinned back with a clip, leaving her face
completely exposed, and the pretty pink jogging suit made him take notice of
her curves and the perfect hourglass figure she had.


“Thanks for coming,” he
greeted, his voice a little gruff with all the exhilaration of his travel here.
“It means a lot.”


Violet shrugged, having
difficulty meeting his eyes, which still held a hint of the wolf he was, the
pupils elongated into slits. “Well, it means a lot to me that you asked me.” She
looked around, trying to ignore the cavernous hole with the rotting wooden
buildup around it behind her, and decided to take a seat on a nearby fallen
log. Propping her elbows on her knees, she leaned her head in her hands and
looked up at him in expectation. “So, talk to me, Denver. What’s going on?”


She seemed a lot more relaxed
than she had this afternoon, and it almost felt like old times as he took a
seat on a large rock near her. “I’m sure you’ve heard about Storm by now, and
that the council’s talking. They pulled me in last night and told me I’m on the
short list, Violet. It’s between me and three other guys. Now, I know I have
the ability to lead the pack, but I’m not sure if I want that on my shoulders.”


Violet was both touched and
taken aback that he would confide in her like this. “Oh, come on, Denver, you’d
make a perfect Alpha. You know that as well as I do. Why would you hesitate to
take it if, it’s offered?”


He shook his head. “That’s a
lot of responsibility, Violet. I mean, being Alpha means always doing what’s
best for the pack, even if it’s not necessarily something I want to do. I want
to make sure the pack is well cared for, and sometimes, I feel like I’m too
selfish for the job. What if I was appointed and then, because of my own childish
nature, I made a decision that’s more about my happiness than the good of the
pack?”


Violet scoffed. “You would
never do such a thing. You’ve always done what’s best for everyone else in your
life, Denver. It’s part of what qualifies you for the job, more than anyone
else. Who else is on the short list?”


The question made a muscle in
his lower jaw twitch as he thought of one in particular he was sure would be
the ruin of the pack should he be chosen. “Parker’s a candidate. I would stand
behind just about anyone taking lead, except him.”


Violet nodded in agreement.
“If he takes over, we can defect together. I can’t put any sort of faith in him
after the crap he’s pulled with empty promises, like he’s trying to woo
everyone.”


Denver shrugged anxiously.
“That’s basically what he’s done, and the elder council has pretty much bought
right into it. But other than that, there’s Eli, who really doesn’t stand a
chance. He’s powerful, but he’s no leader. He’s all brawn and no real capacity
to make decisions.” Denver shook his head. He loved his old hunting buddy, but
Eli didn’t belong in a leadership role.


Violet waited for him to
continue, but he didn’t and she frowned. “I thought there were four on the
list. That makes three, including you. Who else, Denver?” His reluctance to say
anything caused her nerves to tense as she tried to pick through her brain at
which one of their pack members would bother him so.


After a long silence, Denver
told her, his voice barely above a whisper, “Trevor’s been put on the list.” Violet’s
eyes widened, and he completely understood. Trevor was far too young to really
be in charge, barely out of adolescence. He had immense raw power but not a
great grasp on controlling it beyond what Denver had taught him. But he was Storm’s
cousin’s son, the only remaining male lineage with an ounce of Alpha in them.


Electing him Alpha would mean
he was the pawn of the council, which was not how things worked. The council
was the reinforcement for the decisions made by the Alpha, not the dictating
law body. Trevor would be swayed to do their bidding, maintaining no control of
his own, and when things went wrong, he would either die young as another pack
member stepped up to challenge him for the role, or would remain a lame duck at
the council’s disposal until he died, during which time the pack would suffer.


Both of those scenarios was
cause for upset, and frightened Denver in a way he never wanted to admit. But
as he met Violet’s gaze and saw the same reflected in her eyes, he knew she
completely understood his struggle. He’d always enjoyed how she emoted through
her eyes; no matter how stoic her expression, anyone who knew her could see her
heart in those orbs.


As far as Violet was
concerned, this was a side of Denver she hadn’t seen in ages and wasn’t sure
anyone else had ever been privileged to witness. He was known for his
decisiveness, his strength, his assurance in all things. There was nothing
vulnerable about him, and to Violet, it only made him more attractive that he
could have so many facets to his personality…that he could feel so deeply. She
wanted to reassure him, but she didn’t always trust the judgment of the elders,
either. And she could tell there was more bothering him, more he wasn’t saying.


Standing and pacing slowly in
a small circle on the ground between their seats, she considered what he’d told
her and what he could possibly be leaving out. “I don’t think Eli has a chance.
I can’t remember the last time he even attempted to lead anything. And as for Parker,
I know there are enough members of the pack who would protest that, even if he
was named to the position, he’d be out on his ass in a heartbeat.” She chewed
her right thumbnail. “As for Trevor, I think he’s too smart to let the council
put him in a position to be used. He knows the drill, and he knows he’s still
got a lot to learn.”


“So, you think there’s no
question I’ll be appointed.” It was a statement, not a question, and the idea
of her firm belief both fueled him and incited his nerves. “You know, I have a
disadvantage in all this, too, as it was so kindly pointed out to me.”
Ravenna’s words and offer slithered through his mind once again as Violet
stopped moving and looked down at him with her head cocked to the side. She
wore a questioning frown, and while he wanted to confide in her, Denver knew
this was probably not an aspect of the situation that would be comfortable to
chat with her about. Not when his feelings toward her were unresolved.


No, they’d never dated, but Denver
had always found her attractive, and if he hadn’t been young and foolhardy, he
would likely have fallen madly in love with Violet years ago. Maybe he still
had a chance with her now, but between the politically charged environment he
was in the midst of and the fact that he was going to be forced into a decision
and didn’t want her to think that was the reason he’d chosen her, he couldn’t
imagine anything working out between them now.


Feeling sheepish and almost
awkward, he looked up at her. “I don’t have a mate.”


Violet’s heart skipped a
beat, but she showed no outward sign of being flustered by that statement. It
was something she already knew, and she was well aware of the rules the council
had in place. She also knew they were for the protection of the Alpha and the
pack. A mated wolf looked nowhere else for fulfillment, but his or her own
mate, and that meant there were no distractions in terms of love or sex to keep
the Alpha preoccupied. It made sense, but she didn’t need to regurgitate that
information to Denver.


“Neither are any of the
others on the list,” she replied calmly. “You would all have to announce a mate
and finalize the bond in order to accept the offered position. How does that
put you at a disadvantage?”


Now, Denver stood and began
to pace, his steps more agitated and longer, bringing Violet up short as she
stood and watched him. He shook his head. “Parker and Gina have been together
for years. It’s a non-decision for him. Trevor’s young, but he’d just set up
shop with Lauren. They’ve been sweet on each other since grade school. And as for
Eli, he started dating Maria about three months ago. He doesn’t have much work
to do, either.”


Violet felt like her heart
was in her throat, about to choke her. “And what about you? Are you going to
tell me you aren’t seeing anyone? There’s no one who interests you as a mate?”


He turned and locked gazes
with her, his stare intense, and he held her captive. He couldn’t tell her that
the last person who had interested him had stepped out of his life long ago,
and he wasn’t sure he could win that person back. “I haven’t dated in a very
long time, Violet. And while there may be a lot of good women in the pack,
there aren’t a lot of women who interest me. I’m behind the curve because I
don’t have an immediate answer as to who my mate would be.”


Something in the air changed,
something in Denver’s demeanor, and Violet sniffed at it, trying to place it.
He was angry, that was a given. But there was something more, and as she tried
to place it, her insides warmed, her chest heaving with the effort, and her
vision sharpened again, her eyes changing to wolf. She watched as Denver’s
followed suit, and it was all she could do to maintain her gaze with his. When
she spoke, her voice was deeper, with a rough tone to it. “If you aren’t
particularly interested in anyone, then you might want to consider a political
affiliation that would assure you the position.”


The low growl that rumbled
from him as he bared fangs sent a shiver down her spine. “Sacrifice for the
good of the pack, is that what you’re saying? Because that would make you the
second person to allude to that today.” He was hard to understand, his voice so
gravelly and affected by the wolf coming out that Violet had to strain even her
animal hearing to comprehend what he was saying.


She shook her head, her gaze
never wavering. “I want what’s best for you, Denver. I always have. But in
order to assure the best for the pack, you need to choose someone. With no
other emotional ties, wouldn’t you want to make this an easy transition?”


Denver couldn’t really
process what she was saying, his rage at the whole situation overwhelming at
the moment. He didn’t want to make decisions that he wasn’t qualified to make.
And when it came to choosing a mate, he wasn’t qualified. He had never actually
been in love, and he had no interest in the person who would assure him the
Alpha appointment. And dammit, he was too proud to put himself out there to try
to change the past and risk rejection.


Suddenly, Violet was there,
right in front of him, and she put a soothing hand on his shoulder, her eyes
softening to human with that slight preternatural glow. “I trust you, Denver,
and everyone I know feels the same. You are an amazing man with strength and
power and intelligence, as well as a sense of altruism that can’t be beat.
Whatever choice you make, it will be the right one.”


He felt his anger dissipating
with her gentle words, the delicate touch of her fingers, and the look of
complete confidence in her eyes as they continued to bore into his. Without
thinking, he reached up and caressed her cheek with the back of his knuckles,
and he watched as her eyelids fluttered, falling closed for the briefest moment
as he did. It intrigued him. “You know, Violet, you’ve always been the only
person to put such complete faith in me. And in turn, you’re the only person
I’ve ever respected and trusted completely.”


Violet almost bit her lip to
keep it from trembling. She wouldn’t cry, wouldn’t get emotional. He’d come to
her for strength, and that’s what she’d give him, even if it meant holding her
breath until she passed out to avoid showing any weakness. “Thank you, Denver.
That means a lot to me.”


The feelings that tore
through Denver’s chest were unfamiliar, a raw ache of emptiness that was
instantly followed by heat so great it threatened to blow up his heart. He
couldn’t breathe as it surrounded his lungs and squeezed, and for some ungodly
reason, he thought he could relieve the pressure if he just sipped from Violet’s
lips. Cupping her cheek, he leaned forward and brushed his lips against hers,
letting them linger for several seconds as fresh oxygen flooded him and
lessened the painful sensation.


Violet’s heart thundered, and
her stomach churned, and while it wasn’t a heated, passionate kiss, something
was exchanged that made her feel as though she were floating. But just as
suddenly as he’d come to her, Denver backed away, rubbing the back of his neck
as he began pacing again. The shock was enough to make her need to sit back
down, and as she did, she watched him, his shoulders slumped and his face contorted
with what looked like pain.


“I’m sorry, Violet. I didn’t
mean to put you in any kind of awkward position. Thank you for listening and
being supportive.” Before he risked giving into his desire to stay and hear her
response, he dropped to all fours, shifting instantly, and took off through the
woods toward his home.


Blinking several times, Violet
tried to make sense of what had just transpired, but all she could think was
that, for one brief moment in time, she’d glimpsed the wonderful future that was
possible, just to have it ripped away with the reality of rejection. How cruel
life could be, she thought as she allowed the tears to fall freely down her
face. Wrapping her arms around her knees and pulling them to her chest, she
huddled there, on the log, for a long while before shifting and making her own
way back through the reservation to her place.


She knew for a fact, sleep
would evade her tonight.











Chapter Five


 


For a kid who should have
teenage angst and overwhelming emotions, Ravenna found her younger sister’s
even keel as they sat down to dinner a bit suspicious. After all, even Ravenna
herself was a bit sad at the loss of her grandfather, who had been a loving old
man. She eyed Serena curiously as the girl’s appetite seemed unaffected, the girl
ravenous and shoving her pork loin down her throat as fast as she could while
they watched some young adult soap opera Serena had recorded during the day.


“How are you feeling?” she
asked, needing to assure that the younger girl wasn’t hiding anything or using
any substances to kill her emotional pain.


Serena smiled up at her with
wide, innocent eyes. “I’m fine, Ravenna. I wasn’t that close to Granddad, you
know that. I mean, it’s sad, but I don’t feel the need to go through any sort
of intense mourning process.” She nudged Ravenna. “What about you? I know he
looked to you because he didn’t have any grandsons, and the two of you were
close. How are you holding up?”


Ravenna didn’t answer right
away. She’d never been the overly emotional type, and that was something that
worried her about Serena. So far, she’d been an average kid, but this sudden
coldness reminded Ravenna too much of herself. And considering the direction
she was headed, she didn’t want to have to concern herself with the possibility
of her kid sister having personality issues that she’d have to help the girl
figure out. This was going to be her time to shine, just like her grandfather
had wanted for her.


“I’m doing okay. I’m really
going to miss him.” Serena offered her a sympathetic look before changing the
subject. “So, what’s the council going to do now? Are they keeping things in
the family, or do they have someone else in mind to follow in Granddad’s
footsteps?”


Turning away so Serena
wouldn’t see, Ravenna curled her lip in disgust. “Trevor’s the only option
still in the family, and there’s no way he’s capable of running a pack this
size. It’ll be someone else.” 


But there were other ways to
keep things in the family, to have influence, and to assure that the bloodline
stayed clean. She’d seen her grandfather as a King, not just a leader, and
that’s what an Alpha should be. Her bloodline was royal, and while that didn’t
carry over into any of the candidates chosen, she could keep the line pure by
making sure the council chose the right man for the job.


And at the same time, she’d
get what she wanted. She could only imagine the kind of lover Denver would be,
and the kind of leader. He was everything she wanted in a man, and all she
needed to do was convince him that he’d be making a decision that was right for
the beloved pack. Ravenna could always make him fall in love with her later.
She’d seduced many a man into at least believing for a short time they loved
her. She was more than confident she could create that particular emotion in
true form in a man like Denver, who was the strongest male in the pack and yet
still had a heart of gold.


This time when Serena spoke
up, her voice was more timid. “Who do you think it’ll be?” Like Ravenna, Serena
had never even considered the idea of having a different Alpha until recently.
When you were born into a pack with a leader as young as her grandfather had
still been, it wasn’t at the forefront of your mind. In fact, there were
hundreds of members who were a little concerned at new leadership, having only
been under one ruler.


But Ravenna offered her
sister a comforting smile. “I’m sure whoever the council chooses will make a
great leader. He’ll be different because every leader is different, but they’ll
make the right choice.” Ravenna was determined to make sure it was someone that
cared for the good of the pack…and someone she could control through her own
wiles. It was why she had pinpointed Denver many months ago and brought him to
the council’s attention, as soon as her grandfather had fallen ill the first
time.


Yes, things were going
smoothly, and she simply needed a little time to concentrate on her plan so
that her secret desires became a reality. With that in mind, she finished her
dinner and headed for her room, picking up the phone to call Denver.


 











Chapter Six


 


Denver stared down at the
furry hands Austin held out to him. The boy was embarrassed, and he hated to
see that. “I practiced last night like you told me to, but this happened about
an hour before I went to bed, and I can’t get them to change back.”


Nodding, Denver asked, “Have
you tried shifting into your wolf form and back again?”


Austin nodded, looking glum.
He was thirteen, and he’d been having a little trouble from the start with the
whole idea of shifting at will. He managed to do it most of the time, but it
was never a smooth transition for him. Of course, he was in the throes of
puberty, and Denver knew he had a lot of stress otherwise, helping his single
mother care for the rest of her pups. He was the oldest of seven, and he carried
a lot of responsibility.


With a deep breath, Denver
took hold of the boy’s hands. “I can fix this, but it’s not going to feel good.
I just want to warn you about that.” Again the boy nodded, and Denver’s heart
went out to him. “Breathe in and count to three.” He watched as Austin followed
instructions, then sent a surge of his own energy through to the boy. Austin
jumped as if he’d been zapped with a heavy jolt of electricity, then shook his
now-human hands. His expression was one of awe and gratitude, and Denver smiled
at him. “It’s something you’ll eventually learn to do for your children, as
well. Now, I want you to take a break. No more shifting until the full moon
hunt this weekend, okay? Your body needs to rest sometime, and since you’ve got
so much going on, I think that’s the best way to do it.”


Disappointed, Austin nodded.
“Do you think I’ll be okay for the hunt?”


Ruffling his hair, Denver
laughed. “If you have any trouble, you find me, and we’ll do it together, okay?
We don’t have to tell anyone. It’s not like you can’t do it. There are just
outside factors involved.” He nudged his student along, out of the gym and
toward class, and Austin took off running down the hall. Denver’s first class
was due in the next fifteen minutes, and he’d decided it would be a field day,
with all the kids taking wolf form and wrestling or chasing each other.


“You weren’t home last
night.” The sultry voice stopped Denver, and he turned to find Ravenna decked
out in a red dress that showed off her slender body to full advantage, her hair
twisted up on top of her head with tendrils falling around her face. “I tried
to call you.”


He cleared his throat. “Yes,
I had somewhere I had to be last night. What are you all dressed up for?”


She shrugged, her expression
a simpering pout. “I have to go over to Doc Lindstrom’s today to help my father
with the arrangements for my grandfather’s funeral.”


Somehow, the bright red and
the high heels didn’t seem appropriate, but Denver kept the comment to himself.
If he went through with the idea of naming a mate solely for the purpose of
pleasing the pack and keeping the bloodline, he would tame this wild beast
after he claimed her. “Well, I hope everything goes smoothly for you. It would
be a shame for anything to make this harder on you and your family. Will Serena
be going with you?”


Ravenna shook her head,
making the curls bounce. “No, she opted to come to school. I think she’s
grieving in her own way, letting it out by surrounding herself with her
friends.” She took a few steps in his direction, striding in a way that crossed
one leg in front of the other. “Have you considered what we talked about
yesterday? I mean, the council is a little under the gun, and the elders are
really leaning toward you as their top candidate. It’s just the one little
detail standing in your way.” She punctuated each word of the final sentence
with a gentle poke of her index finger in his chest.


Her touch burned with
seduction, and Denver could almost feel the words dripping from her tongue.
This was a woman who knew how to handle a man, and she had no qualms about
letting you know it. At the same time, she had a reputation for also proving
her abilities, and that didn’t win her any points with him. “I’ve thought about
it a little. Listen, Ravenna, I have a class that’s about to start, and I have
a lot on my mind because I do have things to consider. Why don’t you go take
care of your personal business and, maybe, we’ll talk more later?”


She raised a perfectly
sculpted eyebrow and gave him a salacious smile. “Talk, huh? Well, then, I’ll
look forward to speaking with you later.” She blew him a kiss as she strode
away, and he shook his head. The truth was, last night when he’d left Violet,
she was the only thing he’d thought about. There had been no consideration of
how to handle the nomination, no weighing out the options in terms of choosing
a mate. He’d simply held onto the feel of her lips against his and the way it
made his body react.


He truly didn’t understand
it. He had thought perhaps it was the quickening, the recognition of a mate he
was destined to be with, but from what he knew, that didn’t hurt in any way.
This had been painful, a dull ache in his chest, as if someone had reached
inside and tried to rip his heart out, leaving a big, gaping hole to be filled.
Only then had the pleasure consumed him, and that was what had sent him
running. It had been such a cowardly thing to do, and even at a distance, he
could feel Violet’s pain, a pain he knew he’d inflicted in his rash behavior.


This afternoon, he would seek
her out and apologize, and he might ask her what she’d felt in that one moment
where things had sparked between them. He needed an explanation, for both the
sensation and the fact that he couldn’t get her out of his mind. It was as if
nothing else mattered, and she was his lone focus. He hoped talking to her
would ease that for him so he could continue about his life in a normal
fashion.


There was too much at stake
for him to shirk his responsibilities.











Chapter Seven


 


Out of Denver’s sight,
Ravenna stalked through the halls, angry and out for blood. He was blowing her
off, and that was completely unacceptable. She pulled her sunglasses out of her
handbag, and put them on, hiding the raging wolf in her eyes. She hated hiding
her true nature. It didn’t make sense that she had to do it here, on their
land, away from regular humans where nosy people couldn’t barge in and discover
their secrets.


In her haste, she all but
shoved students out of the way, and as she rounded a corner, she forgot to look
where she went and smacked straight into Violet. She backed up, starting to
offer a sweet smile and an apology, but when she realized who had gotten in her
way, she snarled.


“Sorry, Ravenna, I’m running
late and should have been watching more closely.” The puttering nonsense made
Ravenna glad she was wearing her glasses, and she rolled her eyes at the
pathetic excuse for a wolf. 


But then, she realized that,
if anyone in this building held sway over Denver, it was Violet. Maybe they
didn’t talk much, but they used to, and they still exchanged words from time to
time, more so than Denver did with the other teachers here. Her interest
piqued, Ravenna pasted on that winning smile, her voice dripping with sugar. 


“Oh, it’s alright. I was in a
hurry myself. I just wanted to speak with Denver quickly this morning about the
decision coming down from the council. You know, we bury my grandfather
tomorrow, and they’ll want things to move quickly after that. I don’t want to
see Denver left in the dust because he hasn’t made a decision as to whether to
accept Alpha should it be offered to him.”


Violet swallowed. As much as
she hated to admit it, Ravenna was right. Denver needed to be on top of things
if he was going to get the backing of the council. 


“Denver will always do what’s
right for the clan.”


Ravenna scoffed. “I’m sure he
will.” She eyed Violet up and down, a look of distain smeared across her face.
“And what’s best for the clan is that he chooses me as his mate. My blood line
is strong, our cubs will be born leaders.” She stepped closer to Violet, her
eyes blazing with jealousy and hate. “I’m sure you agree?”


Violet sucked in a breath,
reflexively backing away.  Ravenna was nothing, if not intimating, and she
knew she would be no match for her. Steeling herself, intent on standing up to
the hateful woman, she met her gaze, her eyes locked onto Ravenna’s face. 


“If Denver wants you as his
mate, then the clan will support his decision,” Violet replied, her heart
aching with the words that lacked authenticity. “But that is his decision, and
his alone.”


Ravenna laughed, her lips
curled into a smirk. “Well, of course it is.  But if you want what’s best
for your friend you’ll convince him that I am the right choice.  It’s not
like the likes of you could ever help lead this clan.”


With that, she spun on her
heels, all but laughing with glee. Denver would be hers. It was just a matter
of time.











Chapter Eight


 


“Well, there you are.”


 Startled, she looked up
at the unexpected visitor. She’d found what she thought would be a quiet, out
of the way spot, nestled amongst the lush of the forest where she could lay on
a blanket and be alone with her thoughts. And yet, here Denver stood, having likely
followed her scent. “Violet, I’ve been looking for you.”


Knife. Heart. Stabbing
pain. Violet felt like
she was already bleeding, and he’d just punctured the preexisting wound. 


“Why were you looking for
me?” Her voice was hoarse after all the tears she’d cried through the night,
and right now, she didn’t really care. She needed to talk to him anyway, though
she seriously hated that she would be backing someone like Ravenna.


Denver cocked his head.
Although he knew he’d made a mistake last night, he hadn’t expected this much
of a cold shoulder from Violet. She’d never been cruel a day in her life and
had given everyone multiple chances to prove themselves. “I wanted to talk to
you about last night.”


She shook her head. “There’s
really not a lot to say. We were both in the heat of the moment, and you did
something you regret. You have to move on and do your duty, and that certainly
doesn’t involve any kind of fling, and especially not a romantic relationship
with someone like me. It’s okay, Denver, I understand. Really.”


She sounded like a robot,
reading a prewritten statement in monotone. And maybe he would have said that,
if he were any other guy or she was any other girl. But there was some aspect
of all of this that eluded him, and he intended to dig it out and face it down.


“It’s not like that, Violet.
Would you just listen to me for a minute? Last night, I felt something I can’t
explain, and I need to figure out what it is.”


If only Violet thought his
feelings came anywhere near matching hers. With a sad smile, she finally met
his gaze. “Come on, Denver, you admitted you haven’t dated in awhile. It was
probably just hormones overreacting at the prospect of being close to any
woman, heightened by how close the full moon is. You know how these things
work.”


It was a simple explanation,
but he’d been overrun by fleeting desires before, and this feeling was nothing
like that. Gritting his teeth in an attempt to remain patient, when all he
wanted to do was kiss her again, he replied carefully, “Seriously, Violet?
Hormones? This…thing between us. It goes well beyond hormones.” 


Kneeling in front of her and
resting on his haunches, he touched her face, the only concession he would give
himself right now, and he could feel the instant racing of her heartbeat
beneath his palm. “See? You feel something, too. Your heart reacts to my touch.
Admit it.”


She blushed and looked away.
“I don’t know what I feel.”


Wanting to growl and tackle
her to the ground to make her see things his way, make her admit that something
was going on between them, he closed his eyes and shoved the beast down,
determined to remain both human and civil. 


“Violet, I don’t know what
love and desire really feel like because I’ve never pursued either one. But I
know that something about you makes me react differently than I have ever
reacted to any other woman. Stop trivializing it.”


Tears threatened to spill,
and that aggravated her, since she thought she’d emptied herself of them last
night. She took his hand from her face and placed it back in his lap.


“I’m sorry, Denver, but
you’re wrong. And even if you aren’t wrong, there are bigger, better things
waiting for you right now. You should do what needs to be done to assure the
pack has a good leader. That’s all that should matter to you right now.”


Denver’s heart sank. He
couldn’t believe Violet would negate his interest and reject him so completely.
It angered him because he didn’t want to admit how much it hurt, and he backed
away from her standing and turning to walk away. If this was the way she wanted
it, he’d respect that, and he’d remove himself from her life completely. And
he’d take her advice, moving forward with a self-sacrificing decision that
would aid in assuring the security of the rest of the pack.


But as he took several steps
away from her in silence, something held him back, and that anger shifted to
indignation. He’d never denied anything he fully believed in, and he hadn’t
known Violet to do such a thing, either. Lying to herself wasn’t in her nature,
and he had to be sure she meant what she said.


Stalking back over to her
with crisp, determined steps, he pulled her to her feet, making her eyes go
wide, and pulled her lush body against him. Holding her like this, pressed to
his chest so he could feel her ample curves, lit a fire that awoke the wolf in
him, and he knew he wasn’t holding it at bay as his vision sharpened. His nose
also flooded with her scent, uniquely hers, with the pine and earth of the
woods clinging to her lupine nature.


Shaking her head and trying
to pull away, Violet protested, breathlessly. “Denver, I…” He squelched her
words with a demanding, dominating kiss that made her whole body surge with an
energy far more potent than anything she’d felt last night, and she melted in
his arms, responding in kind, as her racing heart began to beat in sync with
his. This was the quickening, there was no doubt about it, and she wanted to
belong to him with every fiber of her being.


All the emotions Denver had
spent years denying and tamping down inside came flooding to the surface as he
explored her mouth, tasting her and coupling in a tango with her tongue that
fulfilled one desire while heightening so many more. He clung to her, wrapping
her in a tight, needful embrace, and she threw her arms around his neck,
threading her fingers through his hair and raising goose bumps on his skin.


He pulled away from the kiss,
only because he was afraid of losing control and slipping into wolf form
without his consent. She raised too many instinctual reactions in him, things
unsatisfied that responded only to her. Breathless and gasping, he slowly
released his hold on her and allowed her to put an inch of space between them,
painful as it was.


Violet stared at him, shocked
to her core and unsure what he’d been thinking. While she could easily define
what she wanted from him, how sure was he of where he was going with his life?
Hell, he’d come to her for advice in how to handle his future. Quite likely, he
was confused and had acted on emotion he didn’t understand, the passion of the
animal rather than the logic of the human. But as she watched his eyes shift
back and forth between wolf and human, she noted a subtle difference in them
from the night before. Rather than a question and a little bit of pain, she saw
sincerity, and something she couldn’t quite define that gave her a warm feeling
within.


Denver stood firm and locked
gazes with the beautiful woman who had always been a perfect match for him, if
only he’d been able to address his own feelings and needs. “If you insist on
turning me away, Violet, I’ll respect your wishes. But be aware that, if I walk
away from you, it will be completely because I can’t move on with my life if
you’re at all in it. I can mate with anyone, Violet. But I’ll never feel about
any other woman the way I feel about you.”


She didn’t know what to say,
stunned and feeling as though she’d been stabbed through the heart. Had Denver
really just admitted to being in love with her, or was that her active
imagination grasping at straws in what he’d just said so she could hold onto
hope? She shook her head, unable to really process the new information
completely. “Denver, you couldn’t possibly be in love with me. Look at me. I’m
nothing like the rest of the women in the pack. I’m overweight, and I don’t
play in the big leagues. There’s no way I can be an asset to you as an Alpha.
Why would you even consider being with me?”


Denver hadn’t realized how
insecure she was. “Dear God, Violet, you’re beautiful! You have the most
amazing curves, and…you’re just amazing. I’m sure there are a lot of people who
underestimate your strength, but I’m not one of them. I know you, and I know
what you are capable of.” He reached out to her, cupping her chin in his palm
and making her look up at him as she turned her face to the side and down,
blushing. “I’ve been in love with you for years, Violet, and I’m just sorry I
didn’t act on it sooner.”


Taking a deep breath, Violet
let it out shakily. “What about Ravenna? I know she wants you, and she would be
such a better political alignment. Don’t you have any interest in her?”


Frustrated, he shook his
head. “Ravenna? Oh God, no. She’s the type of person who only looks out for
herself, and I can’t imagine being tied to someone so selfish for the rest of
my life. I would much rather have someone honest and good, who understands me.
And that’s you, Violet. Only you.”


She wanted to cry, but she
held back. This was so sudden, she wasn’t sure it wasn’t just acting on an
emotional need. “Come on, Denver, you’ve never expressed this interest before.
Are you sure this isn’t just some desperate need to fulfill an obligation so
you can assure yourself the Alpha position? I mean, it would be completely
understandable. I just don’t want you to do something you’re going to regret.”


Unable to contain his
frustration, he let out a growl. “Dammit, Violet! I already regret how long
it’s taken me to be honest with myself, with you. Last night, I felt the
connection I’ve always known was there, and it was so strong I couldn’t ignore
it. For the first time in my life, I had to stand up and take notice. Don’t
tell me you didn’t feel it, last night and again today. We’re supposed to be
mates.”


Yes, they were, but she
couldn’t help being skeptical. Her mother had felt the quickening with one man
and yet, trying to assure that her children would have the best possible lives,
she’d mated with another man. There were regrets to be had from following your
heart, and her mother had been the first to make sure Violet knew that. The
older woman never regretted the choice she made, and she didn’t want Denver to
wonder how much more fruitful his life would have been had he chosen a more
respected mate.


“I’m crazy about you, Denver,
and I felt it, too. I felt the quickening. But just because we want it doesn’t
mean it’s what’s best for you. I don’t want you to ever resent being with me,
if that is the decision you make.”


“Do I need to kiss you again
to remind you that you’re the one for me? If so, I have no problem with that.”


Even in the moonlight, Violet
felt her pulse quicken as Denver gave her that sexy grin that made her stomach
flutter.


“Come here,” Denver growled,
stepping forward and pulling her into his arms. Her body slid slowly down his
and she felt every ridge and muscle, bringing the flush of desire to her cheeks
as her feminine core trilled. “Enough talking. I want to feel myself inside of
you.”


He looked down at her, the
gleam in his eyes revealing his desire. “Though I’ll have to first get you
naked for that.” His hands already moved for her buttons.


Violet gasped, but not out of
fear. She wanted to get naked and feel Denver’s muscular body against hers. For
the first time, she wasn’t even thinking about how she looked or whether he’d
be disgusted. In that very moment she knew that his feelings were true, his
love for her pure and real. Out here, with Denver, she felt she could face
anything, surrender to everything he had in store. She just hoped her wobbly
knees wouldn’t give way in the process, as his capable hands gently pulled at
the hem of her shirt.


His lips brushed against
hers, rubbing back and forth, slowly coaxing her to open her mouth. When she
did, his tongue snaked stealthily inside to tangle with hers. She let out a
soft moan and captured his tongue between her teeth, lightly biting down and
suckling.


Denver groaned as Violet
suckled his tongue sweetly. The need to rip her clothes off and shove his cock
deep into her wet pussy was almost more than he could handle—he’d never
felt so out of control with a woman before. But he refused to give into it.
Much as the wolf inside him wanted to, he had no intention of taking her rough
and quick like the animal he was. This was their first time, and he wanted to
savor it.


He kissed her until they were
both out of breath and panting with need, then carefully pried her lips away
from him. He felt satisfied as he looked down at her flushed cheeks, swollen
lips, and into eyes that glazed with desire. Wanting to gaze upon her naked
flesh, he reached down to unzip her pants and shifted down so he could slide
the material down her legs, trailing open-mouthed kisses down one of them as he
went. He smiled as he heard her shallow breathing and felt her body tremble
beneath his touch. 


“Please, Denver,” she
breathed.


“Soon, sweetheart,” he
soothed. But first he was going to make her say his name a few more times. He
loved the sound of it on her voice. Straightening, he pulled the t-shirt over
her head until she was left with nothing but her bra and panties. Frowning, he
peeled them off, baring puckered, pink nipples that begged for attention.
Unable to help himself, he lowered his head to catch one between his teeth,
biting down gently.


“Denver!” Violet gasped, and
he reached up to roll the other nipple between his thumb and forefinger. He
swirled his tongue around her nipple and then sucked hard, eliciting a long,
low cry from her. He pinched the other nipple before switching his mouth to it
and giving it the same treatment.


“Turn around,” he commanded,
tearing his mouth roughly away from her.


She obeyed, and he gripped
her hips, lifting and positioning her on the ground so her torso curved downwards
with it, and propping a blanket under her hips to thrust her pretty ass high
into the air. He spread her thighs apart, and drew in a ragged breath at the
sight of her glistening pussy bared before his hungry gaze.


“Your scent is intoxicating.”
Desire ripped through him at the realization that he was about to make love to
the woman he’d wanted for half of his life. 


A shiver rolled down Violet’s
spine at his tone—dark, dangerous, and possessive. “I want to feel you, Denver,”
she whispered.


 She heard him unzip his
pants to free his cock, felt him spread her legs wider, tilt her ass further
into the air, and then his hard cock was brushing the entrance of her pussy.


“Denver!” she gasped as he
began to slowly ease himself inside her slick folds. He fed it into her inch by
torturous inch, so slowly she thought she might just have to kill him if he
didn’t put her out if her misery.


“Do you like that, baby? Does
it feel good?”


“Yes…Oh, God, yes,” Violet
pleaded desperately. “Harder.” She barely recognized the words that were coming
out of her mouth—they were wanton and utterly out of control. She
honestly didn’t know this wanton woman was hidden inside her, but now that she
was out to play she was going to enjoy every minute of it.


“Like this?” He slammed his
cock roughly inside her, and she screamed as shockwaves of pleasure radiated
through her body. He then began to pull out, slowly again. “Is that what you
want?”


“Yes!” 


The wolf inside Denver
growled as he buried every inch of his cock deep inside her, reveling in the
scream of pleasure and triumph from Violet that was music to his ears. Lifting
her hips higher, he gripped her flesh, as he pumped in and out of her,
listening to the wet slap of her ass cheeks against his flesh. “God, you’re so
tight,” he groaned, leaning over her and reaching one hand forward to stroke
her clit, the other to play with her nipples. “Do you like this?”


“Yes, yes, oh God, yes!
More!” she cried, pumping her hips back to meet him stroke for stroke, her ass
bobbing up and down in the air in a way that drove him absolutely nuts. He
watched as she threw her head back, long hair spilling over her shoulders and
removed a hand from her breasts to grip a handful of it, pulling so her back
arched and she was forced to support herself with the palms of her hands.


“Tell me no one can ever make
love to you the way I do. Tell me I’m the only one who’s ever made you feel
this way.” He growled, panting as he continued to slam himself inside her,
watching as her entire body quivered in pleasure. “Tell me that you’ll be my
mate.” He tugged on her hair again. The wolf inside him wanted—no, needed—her
to give him a declaration before he claimed her. “Tell me.”


“Yes!” Violet sobbed, and
while she would have said anything in order to keep him pumping her full of his
hard, thick cock, this had the ring of truth to it. No lover had ever made her
burn so hot, throb so badly, ache so hard for him like he did. And the hand he
had buried between her legs, stroking her clit in time to her thrusts, had her
nearly diving over the edge. She doubted anyone else would ever make her feel
so much. “I’m yours!”


A shiver racked her body as
he howled—a sound that was both triumphant and inhuman. He slammed into
her one last time before leaning over and sinking his teeth into her shoulder.
She screamed again as that bite catapulted her into the most intense orgasm
she’d ever had. 


Wave after wave of pleasure
buffeted her until her mind couldn’t take it anymore, and she mentally
shattered. The last thing she was aware of was Denver roaring as he spilled
himself inside her before she blissfully blacked out, tumbling into an utterly delirious
heap of exhaustion.


 


*
* * 






Hours later, he placed a
gentle kiss on her nose, drawing her gently against him and tucking her head
into the crook of his shoulder in a comforting manner. “Don’t ever doubt my
love for you again. The only regret I would have, would come from not being
with you. Promise?” He held her for a long time, until he forced himself to let
her go.


She stepped out of his arms
and looked up at him. “I promise.”


His lips curved into a smile,
and his breathe washed against her neck as he leaned toward her, drawing her
tight against his chest.


“I need you to be at the
ceremony where they announce my decision, Violet. I’ll have to present you as
my choice of mate.”


The thought frightened Violet,
knowing it would stir things up and that not everyone would be supportive,
especially not Ravenna. The last thing anyone would expect would be for her to
take her position standing beside the Alpha of the pack. But if that’s what Denver
wanted, she was more than willing to comply. 


“Don’t worry. I’ll be there.”











Chapter Nine


 


“The council is making the
appointment tomorrow.” Denver looked up from his computer, where he was filling
in notes to discuss on parent-teacher conference day to see Ravenna watching
him expectantly. His office seemed awfully small as her perfume wafted in his
direction and she slunk through the door with a sultry smile. “I assume you’ve
made your decision?”


Leaning back in his chair, he
gave Ravenna a broad, sincere smile. “Yes, Ravenna, I’ve done a lot of thinking
and decided that it’s important to take on this role with a sense of authority,
making the needs of the pack my top priority, so I’ve definitely come to the
right conclusion.”


Ravenna practically purred,
wanting more than anything to cheer out loud right now. Of course, she couldn’t
do that, and she really couldn’t show any sort of affection right now, with the
possibility that anyone else might come in to speak with him while he was at
work. 


“That’s wonderful, Denver.
You’re guaranteed the appointment, then.” She leaned over his desk, offering
him a prime view down the front of her blouse, and she was sure he was looking.
“If that’s the case, would you like to have dinner tonight?”


Denver chuckled. “No, thank
you, Ravenna. I have far too much to do here. Besides, I think I’d like to hold
off until after the appointment and all the ensuing announcements to make any
moves.”


That was fair she supposed,
though it disappointed her and made her pout. “Very well, then. Have a good
evening, Denver, and I’ll see you at the ceremony.” He nodded at her as she
left, and her confidence soared as she exited the school. Damn, she was good!
It hadn’t taken any work at all, and she knew to the depths of her core that
convincing Violet to back her in pushing Denver to make his decision had been
the smartest move she’d made.


She kept that buzz going,
straight through to her arrival at the ceremony the following evening, watching
with bright, wolf eyes as the council filtered into the ceremonial circle where
about a quarter of the pack had gathered. She’d wanted a bigger turnout for the
announcement, but this was actually a lot of people. It was common for children
to stay home, as well as the older and ailing pack members, any time a big
celebratory decision was being made.


Ravenna pushed her way to the
front of the crowd, putting herself in prime position to move forward in front
of the onlookers when Denver made it known that they would be mated. She could
barely stand still, so excited and anxious to take her place as an authority
figure with the pack. This had been her dream, and she wanted to make her
grandfather proud.


The council didn’t make a big
long speech about their choice. Rather, they listed their criteria for the
candidates and almost immediate brought Denver out to take his initial vows.
They solidified his agreement to take what was essentially the throne of power,
once all the details were completed.


As Denver was sworn to
receive the appointment, he turned to face the crowd, and he found Ravenna
front and center, as he’d expected. He locked eyes with her, watching her glow
with expectation. The head of the council addressed him directly, but he didn’t
break that eye contact as he listened. “Denver, there is one issue still
pending in your appointment. Before you can take the role of Alpha, you must
appoint a mate. It is essential to assuring you are committed to continuing the
bloodline. It is my understanding you have chosen one?”


He nodded. “Yes, sir, I have
chosen the woman who will stand by my side throughout my leadership, and
throughout my life.”


“Very well. Who is to be your
mate as Alpha?”


As Ravenna stepped forward,
anticipating his announcement, Denver took great pleasure in responding with a
smile, his eyes still boring into hers. “I’ve chosen Violet Forrester.” For a
brief moment, as Violet stepped out of the crowd to his left, Ravenna continued
to smile and move forward, but as his words sank into her, he watched a look of
horror, and shock replace her confidence. 


Violet approached, and he
wrapped a protective arm around her shoulders, pulling her against his side.
“Keep in mind that a challenge or threat to my mate is a challenge and threat
to the Alpha and is punishable by death.”


As the crowd cheered, he
watched Ravenna back away and disappear into the throngs of those who supported
both the council and Denver, the new Alpha. He wrapped his arms around the
woman he’d waited far too long to claim as his own, and he kissed her heartily.


Violet giggled with
happiness. Tonight, they would be mated, and tomorrow, Denver would officially
take his place as the Alpha male of his pack. It was a life she’d only dreamed
of, and she still couldn’t believe it was actually coming true. Shaking her
head, she gazed up at him with more love than she’d ever known was possible. 


“I love you, Denver.”


He kissed her passionately,
his eyes blazing with desire. “I love you, too, Violet. And I intend to spend
the rest of my life proving that to you. Starting right now.”


 











Chapter Ten


 


“You…” Denver growled,
continuing to grind his cock against her bottom as he pleasured her breasts.
“Your taste, your scent, is addicting. I won’t stop if you don’t tell me to.”


“Then don’t stop,” Violet
panted, pressing herself against his erection. She was rewarded with a groan. “But
we have to be quick.”


“Don’t say I didn’t warn
you,” he murmured huskily in her ear before tracing her ear-lobe with his
tongue. One of his hands trailed down her abdomen and delved between her
thighs, parting her folds and finding that sweet spot he now knew all too well.



“Yes,” she moaned, rubbing
herself against his hand. “Oh God, Denver.”


He smiled at the sound of his
name on her lips. “Say my name again.”


Her cheeks burned, but she
wouldn’t take the words back. “Denver,” she breathed. “It feels…”


“Good?” He rolled her onto
her back, and then lowered himself on top of her, resting his weight on his
knees and elbows. “We haven’t even gotten started, woman.”


Crouching, he spread her
legs, loving the silky weight of her rounded thighs in his hands, and then
lifted her hips to meet his mouth. He tongued her pink, glistening folds and
felt her body grow taught like a bowstring as she cried out.


“Denver!” she gasped. She
knew they’d be late to their wedding reception that was due to begin at any
moment. “Wait…we can’t.”


His yellow-gold eyes met
hers, stealing her breath with the lust shimmering within.


“We can, and we will.” He
made such an intensely erotic image, crouching in the middle of the bed, her
thighs resting on his shoulders, his mouth vibrating against her core as he
spoke, that she couldn’t form the words to deny him.


Satisfied that she would not
protest, he continued to pleasure her with his tongue, fingers digging into her
hips as his tongue flicked that sweet spot, and soon she was bucking against
his mouth, nails digging into the sheets, eyes closed as she writhed
mindlessly. She looked like some pagan goddess, with her long hair in pleasing
disarray, her cheeks flushed, her lips glistening. He realized that he had yet
to kiss her— a mistake he would have to rectify. He sucked hard on her
sweet spot, and she came with a long, loud shriek, her knees clamping around
his head hard enough to grind bone. He barely noticed the pain as he lapped up
her juices.


He crawled up her body and
claimed her mouth ruthlessly; sucking on her bottom lip and drawing her mouth
open so he could plunge his tongue into her mouth. She tasted herself as well
as him as her tongue tangled with his—heady, musky, spicy, sweet. His
hands slid up her sides, pushing her dress up past her breasts, and then he
tugged her up so he could pull it over her head.


“So beautiful,” he rumbled,
taking in her creamy, flushed skin, her dusky nipples, and her flared hips. 


Violet leaned over and tugged
his leggings down his hips. “Off.”


He laughed, jumping off the
bed so he could remove his leggings. Violet stared boldly as he revealed the
rest of his body—a tightly muscled rear and legs, all dusted with hair,
and his manhood, which jutted proudly into the air. As he returned to the bed,
she felt it brushing against her thigh, slightly damp at the tip, and shivered.


“I love your body,” she
murmured, wrapping her fingers around his hard cock. She marveled at the
feel—hard like granite, yet warm and silky as her own skin. She caressed
the tip with her thumb, taking away the drop of moisture that beaded there, and
brought it to her lips. “This is all mine.” She smiled.


Denver groaned at the feel of
her hand sliding over him. He was going to come right there if he didn’t get a
hold of himself. “Enough of that,” he growled, spreading her legs once more,
positioning his cock at her entrance.


“Yes,” she hissed as he
rubbed himself at her entrance, sending shocks of pleasure through her.
“Please, Denver.”


He surged inside her, and she
stiffened, a cry of desire dropping from her lips. He started off slow, then
picked up a steady rhythm, each thrust punctuated by a feminine gasp. Violet
clutched him with her whole body, clamping her legs around his hips, pressing
her breasts against his chest, digging her nails into his back. He was drowning
in her—her taste, her scent, the feel of her silky skin, the sound of her
breathy moans—and he couldn’t get enough.


Violet locked her legs around
his hips, not even trying to fight it, and gripped the sheets tightly as he
fucked her, crying out as her entire body was wracked with pleasure. This was
too good.


He wanted the moment to last
forever—just him and this woman, with none of the problems they’d left at
the doorstep before he’d climbed into bed with her—but soon enough she
was stiffening in his arms, her body bowing with the force of her release as
she cried out


He rocked his hips against
hers, trying to set a steady pace, but it quickly turned into a frenzy of
movement as he pounded himself inside of her tightness, with relentless, steady
strokes. Violet didn’t complain; on the contrary she clawed at him, begging him
to keep going, crying out for mercy before returning to the groveling that he
must continue…must please give her more, and not ever dare stop. He pushed them
both to the edge, and she went over into the deep, dark abyss, crying out his
name. It didn’t take long before he followed, coming harder than he had ever
before, his body shuddering against her, his panting breath hot against her
neck. 


Seconds later, he rolled onto
his back exhausted, and they lay on the hardwood floor together, their rapid
breathing the only sound echoing throughout the house. 


 


*
* *


 


She turned her head after a
few moments to look at him, and her breath caught at the tenderness in his
eyes, which were yellow. “This is crazy,” she murmured, tracing his cheek with
her fingers. “So much has happened, so quickly. I honestly can’t believe that
I’m here…mated…to you.”


He caught her hand with his
own and pressed it more firmly against his cheek. “If you’re having second
thoughts...” Her voice was a whisper.


Denver smiled, and Violet’s
heart swelled with joy to know that she had put that look on his face. “What
did I tell you about never doubting my love for you? You’re going to drive me
crazy woman, because if you keep doubting, I’m just going to have to keep
proving it to you over…and over again.”


She couldn’t help but giggle
“Good to know. Think you have time to prove it once more?”


He arched a brow. “I thought
you wanted to get to the reception?”


Violet rolled over and
stretched her body over his. “There’s plenty of time for that later. Right now
I’ve got a gorgeous wolf in my bed, and I’m going to take advantage of that for
as long as I can.” She nipped his bottom lip and ran her hands down his torso,
smiling as he shivered.


His large hands came around
to grip her hips. “That sounds like a plan to me.”
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Pack Justice


Chapter 1


 


Kane paced the clearing the Bright Moon
wolf pack called home, a brooding expression on his face. The clearing was deep
in the woods and I knew he’d chosen it for its seclusion so no one would see us.
Solitude was a good thing when it came to hot trysts out in the wild, but other
times, it just meant there were no witnesses and no chance of escape.


Nervous, I licked my lips and scanned the
trees, sensing danger, but unable to see much past the headlights of Kane’s
Jeep. He hadn’t sounded like himself when he’d asked me to meet him. The
baritone timber of his voice had been strained and unhappy. Worse, instead of
his usual happy smile upon seeing me, he’d scowled. Something had changed
between us and I had a sinking feeling I knew what it was.


I’m not ready for this.


He cleared his throat and came to stand
in front of me, crowding me slightly so that I stepped away, giving ground
until I felt a coarse tree trunk at my back. I fought the urge to cower, but my
gaze dropped down to stare at my shoes anyway. He was my alpha and I submitted
to him.


“Imagine my surprise, when I meet a guy
from the Huntville pack and he tells me his girlfriend has a sexy little mole
right here.” Kane touched my pubic mound, pushing against the fabric of my
jeans. “I say, that’s strange because my girlfriend has a mole like that too.
And then he shows me a picture of his girlfriend, only it’s you.” He waved at
the darkness behind us. “Come on out.”


Mason emerged from the shadows, a wicked
grin dancing across his lips and his biker leather outlining his broad
shoulders. I’d held onto those shoulders countless times as he’d driven into me
and claimed me as his.


He grabbed me by the chin and held me in
place, his gaze boring into mine. “What a coincidence, don’t you think,
Cherie?” He leaned in close, breath hot on my cheek as he whispered, “Or do you
prefer Sabrina?’


I jerked my head out of his hand and
remained silent. It chafed though, because I wanted to know how it was they
were talking about me naked when they barely knew each other. They would smell
any lie I told them, though, making it smarter to keep quiet. Tonight, I needed
to be smart, not sassy. My life might depend on it.


Mason pulled a cell phone out of his
pocket. “I suggested we get everyone together and see what the truth was. Why
don’t I give my girlfriend a call and invite her to join us?” He dialed and my
cell phone rang, a shrill tattle tale that made even the crickets pause at its
dark truth.


I slumped and ground my teeth into my
bottom lip. Shit. My double-dating had caught up with me and there would be
hell to pay. Wolves don’t share and mates are just more territory to defend.
With a sigh, I flipped open my cell phone and hit ignore. “Let’s stop playing
games. You got me.”


Kane gave me a hurt look. “Why Sabrina?”


I held up my hands in a helpless gesture.
“I liked you both. Too much to choose one over the other.”


“And we didn’t deserve to know that?” Mason
also looked hurt.


My heart twisted at seeing them both so
upset and knowing it was my fault. “I know how wolves are.”


“Stupid?” Kane’s gaze narrowed and he
stared at me until I lowered my eyes in submission.


“Not stupid, Kane. Just possessively
monogamous.” They said monogamy was in the wolf DNA. The only problem? I seemed
to be missing the genetic code that bound me to just one mate.


A picture flashed through my mind of the
three of us together, a tangle of flesh and sensation. I squashed it before
desire ran away with me. That will never happen. You’re about to be dumped
by the only two men you’ve ever been faithful to and maybe even kicked out of
your pack.


Noticing my thoughts had turned inward,
Kane snapped his fingers. “Sabrina? Are you with us?”


I nodded and pulled away from my fantasy,
coming back to the present. “Yes.”


“Well, as the Bright Moon pack leader,
it’s up to me to administer justice.” He turned to Mason. “I hold you innocent,
there is no betrayal from your pack. But I would ask your help in Sabrina’s
punishment.”


Mason nodded. “Whatever you need.”


“Did you bring your things?”


Mason disappeared for a moment and
returned, tossing a black duffel bag into the clearing. “Everything you
requested and more.”


I gulped, knowing what the bag held. Mason
had an extensive collection of toys and we’d played with many of them over the
course of our relationship. Why did he bring them here?


Kane focused on me again. “Is it true,
Sabrina, that you liked it rough with Mason? He’s told me some kinky stories of
spanking and being tied up.” He ran a hand down my cheek and my breath
quickened as my alpha’s scent crowded my nose. He smelled of hot sex and fresh
kills, of violence on the brink. My beast quivered inside me, ready to jump
through my skin, but I shoved her back. Now was not the time to change. In wolf
form? Instinct would cause them to tear me apart. Keeping everyone human was
key to my survival.


When I didn’t answer, Mason said, “She
comes when I spank her like the bad dog she is.”


“Why didn’t you tell me? Why didn’t you
give me the chance to give you that?” Kane’s gaze probed my face, looking for
answers. He no longer looked angry so much as sad.


“I didn’t know how to tell you anything,”
I said. Mason had introduced me to spanking and I was only just coming to terms
with how much I wanted his rough hands on my ass. Whispering, I added, “Other
than I love you.”


He snorted. “That was a lie.”


“No, it wasn’t. You’d smell it on me,
right?” I met his eyes, defiant.


“She told me she loved me too.” Mason
shook his head in disgust. An owl hooted above us, heckling.


“I never told either of you a lie. I know
better than that.”


“Are you saying you love us both?” Kane
furrowed his eyebrows, confused.


“Yes.”


“How can that be true?”


I shrugged. “I don’t know, but it’s been
hell to live with.” Tears pricked my eyes. I’d been expecting this
confrontation for months, unable to commit to just one wolf, unable to find a
way out that didn’t get ugly.


“Did you think you could keep it a secret
forever?” Mason crossed his arms, the muscles of his forearms rippling.


“Just long enough to figure things out,”
I said, head bowed.


“You’ve been dating us for at least six
months, Sabrina.” Kane sighed, exasperated. “How much time do you need?”


“What if there are wolves who aren’t
meant for one mate?” I asked softly.


“That’s not possible.” Mason dismissed my
question with a wave of his hand.


“It’s against pack law,” Kane added.


“I did some reading, trying to make sense
of things. Sometimes real wolves aren’t faithful either.” My voice was a soft
murmur, fear stealing volume.


My alpha shook his head. “And that means
you don’t have to be?”


“No, I just wanted...” I trailed off.


“An excuse?” Mason frowned at me.


“To understand why I was different.” I
closed my eyes and swallowed hard. Every other wolf happily bonded to their
mate and never looked back, but I couldn’t do that. Had never been able to do
that, not until Kane and Mason. “What if... I need you both? What if you’re
both my mates?”


“You want us to share?”


I nodded and Mason shot a glance at Kane
who raised his eyebrows in response.


“How many other wolves have you lied to,
Sabrina?” Kane asked.


“It’s always just been you two. No one
else.” I looked at him, unblinking as he sniffed, smelling the truth of my
words.


Kane rubbed his chin, a thoughtful
expression on his face. Mason watched him, waiting to see what he would say.
Above us, bats whipped the air with their wings, their sonic screeches, grating
on our ears, making us all wince.


“What do you think, Mason?”


“I’m always up for a good time, but she
still has to be punished.” Mason gave me an impish grin, and from the amusement
dancing in his eyes, I knew he wasn’t mad anymore. But then he was no stranger
to odd bedfellows, being heavily into the kink lifestyle. Kane’s more
traditional worldview was a concern, though. I liked his stability, how I knew
what to expect, but sometimes he resisted new things, preferring the old ways. 


“I think the punishment would be part of
the fun.” Kane also smiled at me, his gaze smoldering, not with anger, but
desire. I blinked at him, stunned, but, of course, I knew how seductive Mason
could be with his promises of hot pleasure by way of pain. If they’d compared
notes on my mole, other details had surely been shared too, and Kane would have
to be dead not to realize how scorching sex with Mason could be.


“A pound of flesh would go a long way to
making things right with me.” Mason cocked one eyebrow at me in a come-hither
look. “It’s just a question of who wants to go first.”


“I’ll leave the how and what to your
expertise, Mason. Just tell me what you want to do.”


Relief washed through me. If they were
negotiating logistics, the worst was over and maybe I would come out of this
all right. Maybe they were really saying what I thought they were, what I most
wanted to hear: That the three of us were a possibility.


“Mind you, Sabrina, if I couldn’t smell
the distress on you, or the truth of your words, I would be banishing you from
the pack. But I hear you. You are lost and scared. Maybe Mason and I can help
you find out what or who you really need.” Kane laid a gentle hand on my
shoulder and gave me a reassuring squeeze. 


I sniffed, but not fast enough to keep a
few tears from dripping down my cheek. Kane was such a good, stand-up guy. I
really didn’t deserve him, especially since I’d had so little faith in him that
I couldn’t even be honest. Guilt twisted inside me at that realization and more
tears welled up in my eyes.


Mason stepped closer and wiped them away
with his thumb. There was tenderness in his eyes, but no mercy and I didn’t
blame him. “You need to undress now.” His tone was matter-of-fact.


I complied and removed my clothes,
tossing them into the soft earth. The wind blew a cool caress that made my
nipples jut out and I shivered.


Mason went to unzip the duffle bag,
pulling out some things I recognized--floggers, hand cuffs, rope--along with
other items I had never seen before. Kane guided me between two saplings and
fastened a rope around each wrist. I had enough slack to move, but not enough
to go far.


“You will be punished for your lies and
failure to seek the counsel of your pack leader.” Kane removed a flogger from
the bag and slapped it gently against his thigh. “If you had come to me first,
we would have avoided all this. In the future, if you continue to keep secrets
like this, you will become a stray, a wolf with no home and no pack. Understood?”


“Yes, sir,” I said. My throat was so
tight with emotion, my voice was a strangled whine.


Mason came over and growled at me, “On
your knees, wolf.” To Kane he said, “If you want to stand in front of her,
she’ll suck and I’ll flog.”


I dropped to the ground as Kane handed
the flogger over to Mason with a nod. Then he shed his clothes, muscles flowing
like water under his skin as he did so. Naked, he moved to stand in front of
me. I licked my lips, anticipating the taste of his salt, wanting to bury my
nose in the scent of his musk. Where Mason’s cock was thick, Kane’s was long
with a bit of an angle that made my pussy spasm just at the sight of him. I
covered his shaft with my mouth, smiling round its girth as it bobbed with
enthusiasm against my tongue. 


“I’ll set the pace with the flogger, you
suck no matter what. Do you understand, Sabrina?” Mason came to stand behind
me, trailing the flogger down my spine and over my ass.


I nodded my agreement and braced myself,
not knowing what to expect. The floggings I’d had with Mason had always been
sensual, never punitive. He’d told me once that there were many kinds of
floggers; some soft, others hard enough to cause damage if not wielded
properly. Which had he brought tonight? What would he use for my punishment?


The first hit came and I relaxed. The
sensation was not one of pain, rather it was more like when someone pats you on
the shoulder. There was pressure, just not to the point of hurting. A soft
flogger then, I thought with relief. Just like all the other times.


As if reading my mind, Mason said, “The
flogger is a warm-up. It will bring all the blood to your skin and then you’ll
really get a spanking.”


My mouth was too full of cock for me to
do anything other than murmur my understanding. I took Kane as deep as I could,
desperate to please my alpha, to absolve my sins in his pleasure. As he had
promised, Mason set the rhythm with the flogger, using it to push my body
forward and causing me to take Kane deeper. Over time, he used more force and
the flogging began to sting, edging into pain. Nervous about how far he would
take it, I sucked my alpha’s cock for all I was worth, pleased to see his hips
squirming as my ministrations did not go unnoticed.


Kane came with a guttural sigh, hips
pumping up into my mouth as Mason drove me down with the flogger. I did my best
not to gag, and swallowed as fast as I could. The flogger rained down faster,
making heat throb over my ass and up my back. He stopped when Kane pulled out,
his shaft glistening with my saliva. I took a deep breath, relaxing into the
reprieve. I hoped I wouldn’t be too sore and that my punishment was almost at
an end.


My hopes were dashed when Mason pulled a
long thin stick out of the duffel bag. He’d never used anything like it with me
before. It looked like a tiny fly swatter and, despite its small size, it made
me nervous. My wolf paced inside me, nervous and shrinking back. I took a deep
breath to steady myself. I could do this, I resolved. I would make things right
and, if it took pain to do so, then so be it.


Mason held it up for us to see. “This is
a crop. It stings like a son-of-a-bitch, especially when being punished. You
are going to help Kane learn how to use it.”


I remained silent, but fear made my heart
race. I caught a glimpse of Kane out of the corner of my eye. He watched the
pulse flickering at my throat and my eyes widened as I recognized the look of a
predator locking in on prey. I gave a silent prayer of thanks that we had kept
human form.


“You will stand with your legs spread and
you will not move, no matter what.” To Kane, Mason said, “We’ll start with the
legs and ass. You can hit pretty hard there, but other areas require a lighter
touch.” He handed over the crop and Kane went to stand behind me, his gaze
heavy on my back as I climbed to my feet.


“You count, I’ll say and,” Kane said
moving to join Mason behind me.


“What?” I asked, confused, but it was too
late, the crop had already stung me. I hissed and arched my back, trying to
escape.


Mason crossed his arms and shook his
head. “What number was that, Sabrina?”


“One,” I said, unable to keep the
resentment from my voice.


“And,” said Kane after which the second
hit came.


The crop slapped all over my ass and the
backs of my thighs. It felt like someone was snapping big rubber bands against
my skin or what a bee sting might feel like if it was as big as my hand, the
stinger as thick as toothpick. 


I was crying by the tenth stroke. By the
twentieth, I could no longer stand still and tried to dodge the crop, even
though I knew it was impossible.


“Don’t move,” Mason said stepping around
and crowding me, so I had no choice but to step back toward Kane. When I still
couldn’t comply, he produced another crop and every time I moved to evade Kane,
he snapped it across my stomach or my inner thighs. He also hit harder than
Kane. Or maybe the spots he struck were just more tender, I couldn’t tell.


Now I had to choose; Kane or Mason or
both? I squeezed my eyes closed and took a deep breath, focusing everything I
had in remaining still and submitting to my punishment. I deserve this,
I thought, my lies caused pain, it’s only right that it comes back to me
this way. The crop rained down on me and my tears with it, dripping from my
cheeks to hit my breasts in warm drops. I wrapped my bonds around my wrist so I
could grab onto the rope and hold it like an ‘oh shit’ handle in a car.


Mason had been right, this was
punishment. There was no desire stirring in me, no want for sex. I just wanted
it to be done.


“Please forgive me,” I said, my voice a
soft rasp.


“I’m sorry, what did you say?” Mason
flicked me on the inside of each thigh.


“Please forgive me,” I repeated. I opened
my eyes to meet Mason’s gaze and did my best to beg like a naughty puppy.
Behind me, Kane continued to smack me with the crop. My body shuddered with
each blow, stinging and burning under its touch.


Mason raised his hand. “Kane?”


“Yes?” The cropping stopped as Kane
peered over my shoulder at Mason.


“She seems contrite.” He leaned over to
suck my nipple into his mouth, whipping it with his tongue until I quivered. “I
forgive you, Sabrina, but don’t think we’ll stop just because you’re sorry.”


“This punishment ends when I say, not
when you want it to.” Kane emphasized each word with a strike of the crop.
“Understood?”


I sniffed back tears and nodded.
“Understood.”


Mason motioned for Kane to come round to
the front. “Let’s work on her clit. It’ll give you a chance to practice that
softer touch and make her ready for what’s next.”


At that, I closed my legs tight. No way
in hell was I going to let them zap my clit with that nasty crop. Mason had
never spanked me like that, never gone straight for pain like he was now. It
scared me, although, if I was honest with myself, it also excited me. I was at
the mercy of the two men I loved most and they would have their way with
me--punishment and pleasure--no matter what.


Mason must have anticipated some
resistance on my part, though, because he pulled a bar out of his bag. “This is
a spreader bar, it’ll keep her wide open for us to use her as we see fit.”
There were cuffs on either end and he squatted down to fasten one around each
ankle, spreading me wide. Now I couldn’t move my legs to protect myself and the
crop was coming for me with its sharp sting.


“Please don’t. This is too much.” I said,
a note of desperation in my voice. It was wrong to beg, because it only
increased their excitement. Their breath came fast and hard, flaring their
nostrils, and making their scent even stronger. There was a fine line between
hunting prey and playing sex games. It would appear tying me up and making me
helpless was a tantalizing gray area.


Kane shook his head and ran his hands
over my body, teasing my nipples with his thumbs. Pleasure tugged at my core,
melding with the heat of my punishment into an enjoyable buzz. I gasped at the
sensation, unprepared for the sudden rise of desire. This was the magic of
spanking, a magic Mason had introduced me to; in the moment, you thought it
hurt only to find it just made you hotter than ever.


My alpha pinched a nipple, pulling until
I arched forward to relieve the pressure. “You think we don’t know what we’re
doing? Are you questioning pack justice?”


“No,” I said, my voice a keening moan.
Kane’s wolf rode high in him and his musk radiated from his skin to crowd my
senses. If I’d been in wolf form, I would’ve rolled on my back and exposed my
stomach, legs spread wide in submission His scent alone had that much power.


Mason came over and touched me too, only
with the crop instead of his hands. The end was a flexible piece of leather and
it slid across my skin raising goose bumps as it went. “There’s a difference
between something hurting and being hurt. This punishment won’t hurt you even if
you don’t like how it feels. Besides the orgasm will be amazing, and isn’t that
what you wanted? A little two-on-one?”


“Yes,” I breathed, relishing both their
hands on my body at the same time and wanting--no needing--more.
Suddenly I didn’t care what it cost in terms of pain.


“If we stop, it ends now. You’ll never
have us again. Do you want to stop?” Kane asked, a hand going between my legs
and the slick heat of my core. I was primed and ready to come if the glistening
juices on his fingers were any indication. “You’re a wet puddle, Sabrina. I
could drink you up if I wanted to.”


Mason saw my surprise and said, “You
didn’t know how wet you were did you?”


I grimaced and shook my head as Kane
brought his fingers to my mouth, pushed them between my lips and commanding me
to, “Suck.” Lapping my tongue along his finger, I tasted my own juices, the
flavor of my desire making me even wetter. After a second, Kane stepped away
and Mason took his place.


He tucked my hair behind my ears with a
gentle movement and rested his forehead against mine, starting intently into my
eyes. “Remember how angry you were the first night we were together? You wanted
to come and I asked you to trust me to make it good. I need that trust now. I
need you to remember how great the sex was because this is going to be harder
than that, but worth it. So worth it, Sabrina.” 


I frowned, but nodded for them to continue.
I turned my head to the side and closed my eyes tight, bracing myself against
the ropes.


“You’ll want to use less force, gentle is
better than hard,” Mason instructed. “When she starts dancing, you’ll know
she’s feeling it.”


My eyes fluttered open to see Kane nod
and look at my pussy, spread wide just for him. Only his gaze was not one of
lust, but the way a hunter considers his target.


He didn’t slap me to start. First, he
pushed the crop between my pussy lips to stimulate my clit. The sensation was
rough, but tolerable. Maybe if he’d kept at it, there could’ve been pleasure,
but he pulled back and then smacked me with a swift underhanded stroke.


I gasped and panted my way through the
sting, thankful he was at half power. My clit burned, but I could also feel it
swelling, ripening under the harsh impact of the crop. After that first hit,
Kane struck in a steady rhythm. He would give me a few seconds to absorb the
blow, to work through its effects, and then strike again.


I don’t know when my body crossed the
line from pain to pleasure, but the hits just didn’t hurt anymore. Shocked, I
realized my body had become accustomed to the pressure and intensity. With the
pain fading to a dull roar, a heightened pleasure came to the forefront,
searing my nerves.


It reminded me of how I liked to really
grind my clit on either Mason’s or Kane’s pubic bones when I was on top. A
pressure hard enough to toe the line of pain, but without crossing over. With
the crop, I’d way crossed that line, but had then reached the point where each
slap brought a burst of pleasure with it too. 


I began to understand what Mason had
meant by his dancing reference, because I couldn’t stop moving. The pace Kane
had set was too slow for me to do anything with those little bursts of pleasure
and my hips were on an involuntary search for a way to string everything
together into an orgasm.


By then, I was moaning in tandem with the
crop. From the corner of my eye, I saw Mason watching with a satisfied smile on
his face. He had taken off his clothes and had one hand wrapped around his
cock. What I wouldn’t give for him to be inside me, expanding my pussy from the
inside out. My stomach clenched as I imagined what it would be like to have
them both at the same time. I would take all sorts of punishment for that kind
of reward, I decided.


Time ceased to exist. Or rather, its
measurement changed from the tick of seconds to the thwap of the crop
against my skin. I was lost in sensation, in a world where I welcomed the pain
greeting it with soft sighs, begging it to love me harder. 


In the end, they untied me and removed
the bar keeping my legs apart. I collapsed to the ground, my arms and legs
tired from all the physical tension and the strain of holding one position so
long. Mason gave each of my wrists a gentle massage and then did the same for
my ankles, helping bring them back to life.


“Get on your hands and knees,” he
ordered, helping me into position. He kneeled behind me and grabbed my hips,
cock just touching the entrance to my pussy. “Kane is going to keep your
breasts bouncing while I fuck you like a wolf.”


“Can I come?” I asked, knowing from our
previous sex play that I couldn’t take any orgasm for granted. And just then my
priorities were tightly focused on my pussy getting the release it needed.


“Oh yes, many times over.” With that he
entered me in one smooth move, pulling my hips back as he did so. At the same
time, the crop zapped a nipple and I yelped, but Kane ignored me and kept
zeroing on my sensitive nubs, which just made my pussy ache even more for
release.


Pleasure and pain mingled as Mason pumped
behind me. His cock filling me was bliss and my pussy squeezed him tight. Kane
worked my breasts over with the crop, keeping that direct line they had to my
core alive.


My body strummed with pleasure, the
contrast of the intermittent pain from the crop heightening my senses. The
sting blended into the coming orgasm and now I craved its cruel touch.


Mason slapped my ass, alternating cheeks
as he rammed in and out. Somehow there was a spot on each ass cheek that, like
my nipples, fed the liquid heat of my pussy. With Kane at my breasts and Mason
smacking my ass as he filled me with his cock, the stimulation brought me to a
quick and harsh climax.


My body shuddered just before I came,
completely overwhelmed with sensation and desperate to find a way to relieve
the pent-up pressure. When the orgasm hit full force, I bucked and screamed,
half sitting up. Mason pushed me back down and grunted his own release,
slamming me down his shaft with a hard pull on my hips.


He rolled off me to be replaced by Kane.
I was still coming when my Alpha entered me and it caused pleasure to reach to
another peak again before beginning the slow spiral back down to normal. Mason
returned though and upped the ante. He handed something to Kane and said, “Use
this and watch her go.”


A second later, Kane’s hand went to my
clit and a vibrator sent a strong vibration through me. I gasped and writhed as
the last vestiges of my orgasm roared back to life. Spurred on by the vibrator,
I pushed back to meet Kane’s thrusts, increasing the speed, reaching for
another climax.


Mason sat in front of me and reached out
to grasp a nipple between his fingers. Now when I moved back, it meant my
nipple was stretched taut in his hand. If I went too far, it hurt. If I didn’t
push back far enough, Kane’s cock didn’t hit my g-spot.


I glared at Mason who responded with an
innocent smile and by taking the other nipple in his hands. I tried to inch up
toward Mason and have Kane follow, but my alpha just grabbed my hips and held
me back. I realized, then, that they were colluding.


Damn.


The thing was, I needed Kane’s cock more
than I needed to keep my nipples pain free. Decision made, I adjusted my stance
so his cock penetrated me to the hilt. While my nipples were uncomfortable at
first, same as the crop, it all morphed into hot pleasure. Mason kept things
interesting by periodically changing the direction of tension or twisting my
nipples slightly.


Soon I was throwing my head back and
moaning as my orgasm gained speed. Kane slipped a finger into my ass, something
that caused me to pause and open my eyes wide, but the double penetration felt
good, so I resumed the rocking motion we had settled into. I was filled with
sensation and pleasure pulsed through me in a continuous loop. Kane’s finger
wiggling in my ass, his cock pounding my g-spot, the vibrator whizzing away
while Mason made sure my nipples didn’t feel left out, meant I screamed and
panted through the rush of another climax, my stomach dropping as if I was in a
car cresting a hill at hundred miles per hour. When it was over I sank to the
ground, hips writhing as the vibrator kept sending shockwaves through my over
stimulated system.


With gentle strength, Kane lifted me back
up on my knees and removed the vibrator. He was still hard and pumped in and
out of me for a few more minutes before shuddering his own orgasm.


We all fell to the ground in a heap, like
a litter of puppies. Kane lay against one side of me with Mason on the other,
just the way I had often fantasized. I looked up at the full moon above us and
resisted the urge to howl.


“Thank you,” I said.


“Justice had to be served.” Kane craned
his neck to look at me.


“But you could’ve done it differently.
Thank you for listening to me.” I kissed each of them in turn, tongue probing
their mouths in a languid caress. “I really do love you both.”


Hands travelled my body in such quantity
and at such speed, I couldn’t tell who was who. All I knew was that I had the
two wolves of my dreams in my arms and somehow everything was going to be okay.


-The End-
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Prologue





 


Somewhere between Virginia and
California 


 


It happened in a nowhere town at a
shithole bar off the main highway somewhere between Virginia and Los Angeles.
Jared Kohl pulled off to get a drink and a burger. Okay, more than one drink,
and a pile of burgers. But a werewolf had to eat and it took more than just one
shot to get him buzzed. Whatever the case, he never did get to order. 


The bar was dim and cheap with its 60s
themed movie and rock posters, and a jukebox pumping out Jimi Hendrix and The
Stones. Jared took a seat at a corner table where he could stretch out his long
legs and appreciate the classic image of Marilyn Monroe and her billowing white
dress. 


As a stranger to this community, he
was bound to attract attention. Jared measured a neat six-four and two hundred
twenty pounds of pure sinewy muscle. His dark brown hair had gotten too long,
so stubborn curls tumbled across his forehead. His neat mustache and beard
covered only his chin, framing his mouth. He was handsome and knew it. He had
his father’s good looks—broad forehead, strong nose, generous mouth, and
square jaw. From his mother, he’d inherited startling topaz eyes. A cleft
divided his chin. 


As distracting as all the eyes upon
him were, Jared got hard the second he scented her—rich and musky and
designed for fucking. His posture remained relaxed as she walked up behind him.
He did not glance up until she ran a hand over his shoulder. Her fingernails
were painted fire-engine red and sharpened to points. The light scratches she
left on his skin healed thanks to his regenerative ability. 


“So a werewolf and a werecat walk into
a bar…” Her voice was low and husky, pitched to create a seductive resonance
within a man’s crotch. Beneath the pheromones, he smelled sadness and anxiety,
which intrigued him more than the blatant come on. She seemed more complex than
she wanted to let on. 


Jared looked up from his drink to get
hung up on a pair of pretty knees clad in white stockings and red lace garters
encircling slender thighs. Her plaid skirt was the right length of short,
stopping just shy of crotch level, low enough to tease him. She wore a prim
white button-up shirt with a collar and rolled sleeves. Her skin was Asian
mocha, and her hair was black and worn in pigtails secured with red ribbons.
Her almond-shaped eyes were bright blue with slit pupils. The ornate gold
collar around her neck seemed incongruous with the outfit. She was working the
Japanese schoolgirl angle hard, but he judged her to be in her early twenties.
Sometimes with shapechangers, it was hard to tell. 


“Let’s cut to the chase,” Jared said.
“Does the wolf eat the pussycat?” He smiled, showing a hint of fang. It had
been a while since he’d eaten, and he was hungry enough to consider her the
entrée. Jared met those cobalt eyes but did not worry about dominance. He was
smart enough not to get into a staring contest with a cat. 


“Does the wolf want to eat the
pussycat?” She trailed a suggestive hand down his chest and then sat on his
lap. Unless he was mistaken, she wasn’t against the idea of being splayed and
licked. Hell, she might go for biting if her kink was pain. 


“It’s been a while since I last ate,”
he said. She wasn’t what he expected of a werecat. But then he’d never met one
until she walked up and sat in his lap, so he was free of preconceived notions.



“You’re new to town,” she said. “Are
you here with your pack?” Oh man, she was leading him without any subtlety. He
smelled the trap big time. 


“I’m on my way to LA,” he said.
“Sorry, but I’m afraid it’s just me.” He watched her reaction, trying to figure
her angle. She had fire and spirit, and the air of a creature abused. 


Her smile widened. “So, you’re a lone
wolf?” 


“Not exactly,” Jared responded with
caution. He shrugged. “It’s more a matter of circumstance than choice. It’s
complicated.” 


“I like complicated men.” On his lap,
she shifted, rubbing her buttocks against his swollen cock and working the
denim for friction. 


Jared sucked in air between his teeth.
Oh yeah, a baited but obvious trap. “What’s your breed?” 


Anger flared in her cobalt eyes. She
withdrew several inches away from him. He held up a staying hand. “I only
meant—” Fuck, what had he meant? “Are you Persian? Burmese? You smell
like a purebred.” 


“You know cats?” She seemed thrown.
Mistrust glittered in her pretty eyes, causing her mask of sophistication to slip.
“I’m Siamese.” 


He grinned. “My mom had a Siamese. He
was a crazy cat.” 


“What happened to him?” she asked in a
way that could only be described as catty. “Was he eaten by a werewolf?” 


“Sol passed away at the ripe old age
of twenty-one,” Jared said. At twenty-six, he had grown up with the cat and
loved it a great deal. 


Restless, the werecat shifted. He
smelled her fear—fear of him. His protective instincts rushed to the
fore. He opened his mouth to ask why when she twisted on his lap to straddle
him. With a glance, he got a good look at her crotch as the skirt bunched up
high across her thighs. She had no panties on and a manicured
pussy—Brazilian waxed. 


“Want to fuck me?” 


Jared swallowed hard. She hadn’t
bothered to ask his name. No doubt, it was a trap. Jared nodded and followed
her out of the bar anyway. He wanted to fuck her that bad. 





“Sweet ride,” the cat said, rubbing
her painted fingertips across the leather seats of Jared’s ’67 Pontiac GTO, a
classic American muscle car. 


“Thanks, she’s got a V8 6.6 liter 360
horsepower and Rally II wheels. I rebuilt her transmission myself,” Jared said
with a wolfish grin. He reckoned that the amused glimmer in the cat’s bright
eyes was at his expense, but he could have cared less. He loved his baby. 


“Show me how fast she goes,” the cat
said. Her hand caressed the gear shift, and then slid to his denim-clad thigh. 


“Oh yeah.” Jared swallowed so his
Adam’s apple bobbed and stepped harder on the gas. He felt ready to explode. It
was a fucking miracle he hadn’t wrapped the car around a tree. 


As it happened, the werecat lived in a
mansion outside of town. Jared parked in the gravel driveway beneath a willow
tree. He followed her inside, cautious but confident in his ability to handle
any trouble the cat might throw at him. 


“Nice place,” Jared said, glancing
around at the antique packed main room. “Does it belong to your grandmother?” 


The cat shot Jared a glance over her
shoulder. “My aunt,” she said. Her scent and body language underwent a subtle
alteration. 


Jared gave her a sharp look. He
smelled the lie. “Really?”


“Great aunt.” She poured him a drink
of dark amber liquid in a brandy snifter. She hadn’t asked if he wanted one;
she prepared it. 


“Did your aunt give you the fancy
collar?” Jared envisioned a strand of blue sapphires about her slender throat
instead of the gold necklace. 


“It was a gift from an admirer,” the
cat said. 


“No offense, but your admirer has
gaudy taste.” Jared allowed his glance to shift from the collar to their
surroundings and the bright floral wallpaper. In his mind, the existence of a
great aunt remained very much in question. 


“That’s true.” She laughed with forced
humor. She placed the drink in his hand and then ran her hands over his body,
seeking to distract him. It worked. 


“What’s your name?” Jared asked. He
slammed the drink back before glancing around the room. Unlike her, he kept his
hands to himself. The scent of fear remained prominent about her. She aroused
his protective instincts and compelled a sense of caution. If curiosity killed
the cat, Jared would be the next victim. 


“Does it matter?” she asked, cocking
her head. 


His brow rose. “Hell yeah, it
matters.” Jared sniffed and then sneezed. The room was stuffy and dusty, and a
blanket of incense obscured everything else. It reminded him of a funeral home
or a Catholic church. 


“Is that frankincense?” He sniffed
again and identified an underlying odor. Something…dead. Jared worked to
identify the source of the offensive scent but was distracted as his vision
blurred and his thoughts clouded. He dropped the brandy snifter, and it
shattered on the hardwood floor. 


“You drugged me? Why?” 


Jared stared at her, surprised in
spite of everything. He staggered, fighting to keep his balance as the potent
drug sapped his strength. 


She stared at him with great blazing
blue eyes and bit her lower lip. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I had no choice.” 


Jared opened his mouth to reply, but
nothing came out. He blacked out before he hit the floor. 












 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Day 1





 


Jared woke on his back to a cold
cement floor. He still had his clothing, but everything else—his watch,
cell phone, and wallet—was gone. He noted the silver bracelets on his
wrists in spite of the throbbing in his head and aching of his body. 


Jared had almost rolled over when the sound
of angry female voices stopped him. He laid still and listened, hoping to
recover his faculties before they noticed he was awake. 


“Mistress, please, I beg of you! Let
me live! The male I’ve brought you is as fine as any cat.” Jared identified his
treacherous werecat by her voice and scent. 


A different, more refined woman
laughed. It was a cruel sound, and the scent of death lingered about her like
heavy cologne—vampire. 


“Oh please!” she said. “You must be
delusional, except even you aren’t so stupid. This wolf is unacceptable. Do you
think I haven’t learned about werewolves in the last fifty years? They’re
killing machines—tanks with claws and fangs—and they hate vampires.
You’ll bring an entire rabid pack down on top of us!” 


“No, Mistress, please,” the cat
pleaded. “All wolves aren’t the same. This one is submissive. He claims no
pack; I asked him myself. He’s traveling alone. Only a low status wolf driven
out of his pack would do so. I believe he’s some pack’s castoff Omega.” 


“Where do you come by your
information?” the vampire demanded, sounding skeptical. 


“I did some research,” the cat said.
“I saw a documentary on wolves, and I looked it up on the Internet. Please,
believe me. Give him a chance. He can be trained to fulfill your needs.” 


From his posture of dead opossum,
Jared almost blew it then and there. He developed a painful stitch in his side
and bit the inside of his mouth to stop the laughter. 


“I don’t think…” The vampire trailed
off, voice full of temptation and doubt. “Werewolf blood is said to be a rare
delicacy.” 


Jared chose that moment to issue a
dramatic moan and roll over. He opened his eyes to survey his surroundings. The
room was no more than three-hundred square feet. He was inside of a smaller
iron-barred cell with walls but no windows. The cell contained a cot and a
folding chair. A small doorway showed a bathroom with a toilet, sink, and
countertop with a chipped rectangular mirror. There were wall-mounted security
cameras outside the cells. 


Jared grabbed hold of the iron bars
and exerted his massive strength. They held. He would not be able to bust out
using conventional werewolf tactics. Both women fell silent, watching him. 


Across the hall, the werecat occupied
an identical area. The cat paced near the bars and no longer looked human. She
had shifted to a form midway between human and feline. She wore no clothing but
remained bipedal with arms and legs, hands and feet. Her fur was short and
fine; cream-colored on her main body and dark on her face, ears, legs, and tail.
From the look of it, she was a seal point Siamese. Oh, and a fucking anamorphic
wet dream. Screw the stupid schoolgirl uniform. 


Jared stared at the vampire through
the bars. She was no more than five feet tall and of slender build and willowy
limbs. Her straight chestnut hair fell past her shoulders and parted in the
middle at her widow’s peak. She wore an old-fashioned rose-colored chiffon
dress. Her floral perfume could not mask the underlying scent of death and
decay. 


The vampire’s eyes were light brown,
and Jared met her gaze without hesitation. He more than halfway expected to
feel something—awe, hypnosis, or a contest of wills. “Heh, not even
tingles,” he bragged with a wolfish grin. 


The vampire pursed her lips and glared
harder, staring him straight in the eyes, hoping to accomplish…something.
Finally, she sighed in disappointment and rolled her eyes. 


“What’s wrong? Can’t command me?” 


“Cats are my animal,” she said. “Don’t
let it go to your head, wolf. The silver bracelets will prevent you from shifting,
and if you are unwise enough to persist, then they will cut off your hands.” 


Jared glanced at the silver bands on
each wrist. “Good to know,” he said with a careless shrug. “What’s your name?” 


The vampire betrayed her surprise.
“You’re not what I expected for a werewolf.” 


He mustered a weak smile. “I’m Omega,
right? Omegas are the most subservient of wolves. Miss Kitty seems to have me
all figured out, so what’s the point of faking a display of aggression or
defiance? The bars are too strong to break, so I’m gonna do whatever you say
anyway.” 


The vampire frowned. “You could be
lying.” Her doubt betrayed her youth and impotence. Older vampires could smell
a lie. Jared made note of the information; no doubt it would prove useful. 


“Lying about what?” Jared asked. “If I
were a dominant then I’d be making threats and ripping out the fixtures.” 


“Why aren’t you?” the vampire asked.
He noticed the hunger in her expression when she looked at him. Her gaze
lingered on his throat at the pulse point. 


He put his hands on the bars and
attempted to shake them. “This feels damn solid to me, so it’s obvious I’m not
going anywhere. I have to live in here so if I trash it, then I’m hurting
myself. Besides, if I were to get out, I’d have to get past you, the other vamps,
and the silver jewelry that stops me from changing. So it seems like I’m
stuck.” 


“I find your agreeable attitude
pleasing, wolf,” the vampire admitted with a smile. “I am Evangeline.” 


Jared gripped the bars in both hands
and leaned forward, pressing his face close to the bars. “Pleasure to meet you,
Evangeline. I’m Jared.” 


“Are you hungry, Jared?” As she spoke,
fangs peeked from beneath her upper lip. Clearly, her focus on food stemmed
from a personal interest. 


“Hungry enough,” Jared responded. His
posture appeared relaxed, his long body at ease. She couldn’t dominate him, but
he wondered how he might affect her. Deciding to test the waters, the werewolf
allowed his power to seep into the room, casting his net. 


The vampire met his gaze and then fell
under the sway of his magnetism. “You have the most remarkable eyes,”
Evangeline murmured, strolling closer. 


“Have you ever sampled a werewolf
before?” Jared asked, careful not to push too hard. A vampire was not a human
to be manipulated or cowed. If Evangeline realized his game, it was all over. 


The flash of greed on Evangeline’s
face betrayed her. “I have heard it is a…powerful elixir.” 


“I’ll tell you what,” he said. “I’d
like to demonstrate my cooperation. If I submit and allow you to feed from me,
then I’d ask for a token in exchange.” 


Evangeline licked her lips. The
vampire’s eyes flashed red, and she could not disguise her bloodlust. “What do
you want?” 


“I want the cat who betrayed me. I
overheard your conversation. You’re going to kill her anyway, and I’d like to
play with her before I eat her.” Jared turned his head to stare straight at the
treacherous cat. 


The werecat flinched in fear, and her
fur rose across her entire body. The cat’s eyes widened with absolute terror,
and she emitted a long hiss. “No, Mistress, please. I beg of you!” 


Jared glared at the cat. “I will make
you pay,” he promised. The scent of her fear was delicious. 


Evangeline smirked. “Done.” 





Josephine huddled in the corner of her
cell, watching with horror as the werewolf bargained with the vampire. The
wolf’s power was greater than Josephine had imagined. How had he hidden it? The
enormity of her miscalculation frightened her senseless. Jared’s stare was
hard, cold, and blood-thirsty. Once the bars were no longer between them, those
topaz eyes promised to exact an awful vengeance for her duplicity. 


“Put your arm out through the bars,”
Evangeline commanded the wolf, “and bare your wrist.” 


“Really? You don’t prefer a major
artery on the neck or inner thigh?” Jared teased with an easy charm. The
werewolf was confident and seductive, radiating a casual self-assurance.
Unfortunately, Evangeline was too stupid, too greedy, and too far under his
spell to see it. 


“Maybe after I’m sure you’re
submissive to me,” Evangeline purred. 


“It’s sweet, you taking your time with
me since I’m a virgin to this,” Jared quipped. He shoved his arm between the
bars of the cell as instructed, wrist angled up. 


The vampire caught his arm in both
hands, one holding his wrist, the other his forearm. She flashed fang, eyes
glowing red, and hissed serpent-like. Then she bent and sank her teeth into
Jared’s flesh. 


Jared grimaced and the wolf flashed
across his features. Josephine witnessed everything that Evangeline
missed—the elongation of his teeth, the golden glow of his eyes, and the
ripple of muscle beneath his skin as the transformation began and then halted.
Through an amazing act of will, Jared reversed the change, grinding his teeth,
and submitted as the vampire sucked his blood. 


As the vampire fed, Jared turned his
malevolent gaze toward Josephine. “Gonna getcha, cat,” he mouthed, sending
chills up her spine. 


Evangeline released him and emitted a
long, satisfied hiss. The vampire glowed in blood-sated pleasure. Jared yanked
his arm back, giving the bite wound a cursory examination. “I’ll need to eat to
keep my strength up, especially if you want to feed often,” he said. 


The besotted vampire smiled. “I’ll
have food brought,” Evangeline promised. She went to the wall and pressed the
intercom. “Carl, come here now.” 


Silence reigned as they waited. Carl
arrived with two other minions. “The wolf is now my favored pet,” Evangeline
declared. “See to it that he is fed twice a day.” The vampire began to leave,
and Josephine held her breath, hoping and praying she had been forgotten. 


Evangeline paused at the base of the
stairs, her foot hovering over the first step. She glanced back at Josephine
with an evil smile. “Oh, and give him the cat.” Then she departed, moving
faster than the feline eye could follow. 


Terrified, Josephine backed into the
farthest corner of her cell, sinking to a crouch. Her fur rose as her tail
puffed and lashed in anger. She hissed and yowled as the cell door opened and
the three men approached her. Carl held a cattle prod, which he shoved toward
Josephine, delivering a nasty jolt of electricity. The attack rendered her
senseless, and she dangled in the men’s grip as they dragged her from the cell.



“Stand back,” Carl warned Jared. The
human servant waved the cattle prod at the werewolf through the bars. Jared
moved back into the cell and the vampire’s servants swung the door open. They
tossed in Josephine, slammed the door shut, and locked it. Amazingly, Jared
caught her slight form midair and held her limp body against his chest. 


“Thanks, guys,” Jared drawled. “So,
does this count as my first meal or can you get me some cheeseburgers?” 


Carl glared at Jared’s insolence, but
the servant knew his place. He would not risk the wrath of his capricious
mistress. “Any preferences?” 


“Not really,” Jared said. “Oh, and
don’t forget fries. And a chocolate milkshake.” 


Josephine trembled as the servants
departed, leaving her alone in the grip of the wolf. She fought to hold back
tears but failed. His hands were strong and intimate on her skin as he lowered
her to the bed. Jared sat on the edge and leaned forward, inspecting the burn
mark on her shoulder. 


“Shh, don’t cry,” he said, strong
fingers wiping a tear from her cheek. “I won’t hurt you. I promise.” 


“I don’t believe you,” Josephine
hissed as more tears fell. She hated herself for being so weak. “Sooner or
later you’ll tire of this game and then you’ll hurt me.” 


Jared sat back and smiled. “Well,
then,” he said, “it’s in your best interest to appease me. Right? So I don’t
get bored too soon.” He leaned forward and Josephine flinched, expecting a blow
that never came. “What’s your name, little one?” 


She bit her lower lip and decided to
be compliant as he had suggested. It might keep her alive a while longer, at
least until she could figure out how to get herself out of this mess.
“Josephine.” She gritted her teeth, tasting bitterness. Names were very
personal for her people, and she did not want him knowing hers or using it. 


“Josephine,” he said, testing it out.
Then he grinned. “Seriously? Josie the Cat?” 


Josephine emitted a loud, miserable
cry of protest at being demeaned. “It’s Josephine.” She trembled and yawned,
fighting heavy eyelids. She was exhausted, hurt, and her body required sleep. 


“Josephine,” Jared repeated with an amused
chuckle. He pulled a blanket over her and tucked it under her chin. 


Those amazing topaz eyes gazed down at
her from a face so handsome she ached. Why, just once, couldn’t life be kind?
She needed a hero, not some sarcastic, sadistic wolf. 


Right before she fell asleep, she felt
his warm lips against her forehead. “Sleep tight, Josie Cat.” 





Josephine awoke, stretching and
yawning long before she opened her eyes. Memory returned through the haze of
lethargy and then the scent of food inundated her nostrils, bringing her to
complete alertness. Sniffing, she sat up and followed her nose to the edge of
the bed until her vision focused on Jared with a white paper bag. He had an
open cheese-burger wrapper in his hand and a container of fresh French fries on
his lap. She froze and stared. 


“Hey,” he said, “are you hungry?” 


She hissed in response and backed up
on the bed. Jared gazed at her and then sighed. His topaz eyes were sorrowful
as if he had witnessed far too much suffering for one life. She hardened her
heart. She would not fall for his sad face. 


“Yeah, well, in case you change your
mind.” Jared set a cheeseburger on the edge of the bed. Then he left his chair
and moved away. 


Josephine waited, paranoid and scared,
expecting him to jump her the second she let her guard down and displayed an
interest in the food. Besides, it was junk. She had no interest in a greasy
hamburger and French fries. She waited, nose twitching and stomach growling in
protest. It smelled so…delicious. Finally, her willpower crumbled, and she
pounced, snatching and devouring the cheeseburger so fast she ate at least two
bites of paper wrapper. 


“When’s the last time they fed you,
Josie Cat?” Jared asked after witnessing the cheeseburger carnage. 


Josephine sniffed. “I eat all the
time,” she lied. 


He laughed, a rich sound, stroking her
fur like a friendly hand. Josephine glowered. His eyes danced with deviltry,
and his mouth was 100% kissable. He had big hands and strong arms; a lap
designed for straddling. His animal magnetism oozed from every pour. And oh,
how she hated him! 


Time passed before they spoke again.
“Why did you do this to me?” he asked. 


Josephine stared at Jared. Her great
blue eyes filled with tears that she fought against. “You see this collar?” she
asked. 


He nodded. “It’s hideous.” 


“That’s not even the half of it. That
demented vampire can suck the life from me any time she wishes if I disobey.” 


“Why don’t you turn into a cat and
take it off?” Jared asked. 


“Don’t you think I’ve tried? This is
as far as I can shift.” Josie indicated her cat-woman form with a quick gesture
and scrubbed at her tears. “I didn’t want to bring you here. Evangeline ordered
me to find her someone new. She was already angry with me because I—” She
bit her tongue to keep from saying too much. 


“Because you what?” Jared asked. He
sat on the floor with his back against the wall, knees bent, and arms dangling
between them. His manner was mild and curious, as if they were discussing
trivia instead of the betrayal that had landed him here. 


“Because I had already made her mad,”
Josephine finished. She knew it was a lame excuse. She stared at the ground and
then looked up at him. “I’m sorry. I had no choice.” 


Jared flicked an imaginary speck of
lint with his fingers. “It’s okay,” he said, and she didn’t believe him for a
second. 


Sinking to a crouch, Josie wrapped her
tail about her body and covered her nose. Jared deserved his anger. She
despised herself for what she had done to a fellow shapechanger. 





An hour later, Jared stood, and the motion
caused Josephine to stir from her catnap. She opened her eyes and found Jared
standing near the entrance of the bathroom. 


“Hey, Josie,” he called in a soft
voice. “Come here a second.” 


Cautious but curious, she rose. She
had stopped expecting him to jump her a while ago. “Why?” she asked,
approaching the bathroom. “What is it?” She peered past him through the half
open doorway. 


“Is this the only place without
cameras?” he asked in a low voice. 


“Yes,” she said, peering at the
werewolf. What was he up to? 


“Are there any microphones down here?”
he asked. 


“No, the security system is ancient.
It has video but no audio,” she said. “Why?” 


“I want privacy,” Jared said. His
hands closed on her upper arms in an iron-strong grip she had no hope of
breaking. A jolt of pure terror hit Josephine. She panicked and hissed, and
then yowled as Jared shackled her against him with his hands. 


“I’m sorry, Josie.” He dragged her
into the bathroom and shoved the door closed behind them. 


“No, Jared! Please, don’t—” Josephine
fought him with frantic determination. Her claws scored his forearms, and she
sank her teeth into his throat, drawing a hiss of pain from the wolf. Josie
yowled in distress, and her struggles were all that much more frantic because
there was no one who would come to her rescue. 


“Jared, please! Please don’t hurt me!”



Jared pinned her beneath him against
the dirty tiles. Josephine shredded his shirt with her claws and left bloody
gouges across his chest. She bit his face and fought with all of her might
until the werewolf immobilized her on the hard floor. 


His naked chest pressed against hers,
and his considerable weight held her down. Arms pinned above her head,
Josephine could only sob and scream as his crotch pressed against her pussy.
Through the denim, she felt his straining cock. He was huge, hard, and primal.
She waited for him to finish undressing, for penetration, for the inevitable
violation that never came. He remained rigid above her. His breath was short
and labored, and his entire body dripped with sweat. 


Eventually, she dissolved into tears,
and he rolled off her, apologizing. “I’m sorry, Josie. I need for that bitch to
believe I’m using you. My scent must be on you.” 


Josephine turned away from him and
pressed her face against the cold tile. Her heartbroken sobs echoed through the
small bathroom. What he had done, cruelty following kindness, was so much worse
than any torture Evangeline had ever devised. Josephine knew she wasn’t strong
enough or brave enough to survive him. If she couldn’t be rid of him, he’d do
worse than kill her. He’d break her. 












 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Day 2





 


The next evening found Josie curled on
the hard floor of the cell because she had refused to share the uncomfortable
cot with Jared. After the incident in the bathroom, the werewolf’s behavior had
reverted to laidback and flippant. He offered her food, which she refused. He
attempted to engage her in small talk, which she ignored. He had shown his true
colors; she would not buy into his deception again. 


“How long have you been here, Josie?”
Jared asked with transparent irritation. Repeated failed attempts to engage her
in conversation seemed to be wearing down his patience. 


Boredom was the enemy of any cat.
Josie glanced his way, tired of staring at the water stain on the wall. “Three
years,” she said with a flick of her ear. “Maybe longer; it’s hard to keep
track of time.” 


Jared stretched his arms and back.
Muscles and joints popped as he worked out the kinks. “Does anyone know you’re
here?” 


Josie blinked against more tears and
shook her head. 


“No family? No friends?” 


She bit her lip. “Werecats are like
werewolves. We’re born, not bitten. I was born feline; I don’t remember my
mother. I spent the first twenty years of my life with a sweet old lady from
Pensacola. I knew what I was, but I was content to spend most of my life as a
cat. I only shifted when I wanted to open a door or get into the fridge. I made
sure my owner never saw me change. She thought there was a ghost in her house.”



Jared chuckled and grinned. “That’s so
you, Josie Cat.” He paced the length of the enclosure once, stretching his
legs. His movement brought him too close to her. 


Jared sank to a crouch. “How did you
get here?” 


It was more personal information than
she had ever meant to share but then no one had ever cared enough to ask
before. She found herself answering against her better judgment. “One day I was
kidnapped by vamps and then sold to Evangeline. I’ve been her blood pet ever
since.” She stopped. “Until recently, that is. She’s done with me now.” 


Disgust crossed Jared’s mobile
features. “Have you been alone the entire time?” he asked. “Or have there been
others?” 


Josie shot him a sharp, hateful
glance. Trust the wolf to sniff out the topic that hurt the most. “There was
another cat when I got here,” she informed him. “He’s gone now. Evangeline
killed him.” 


Jared did not take the hint. “What
happened to him, Josie Cat? What happened to you?” 


Josie’s fur stood on end and her tail
lashed. His ability to penetrate her defenses angered her beyond the point of
caution. “I know your secret,” she hissed. Taunting him was the height of
stupidity, but he refused to leave well enough alone. 


Jared cocked his head to the side,
regarding her with an intent stare. “Which one would that be?” he asked, ironic
and dangerous. 


“You’re not a submissive wolf, Jared.
Any fool can see it.” 


“What are you going to do?” he asked.
Jared’s body had grown stiff and he towered over her. 


The sounds of approaching footsteps
cut their confrontation short. “Josie, don’t tell,” Jared warned, intimidating
her with his topaz stare. 


Evangeline entered the confinement
area with Carl and two of her other minions. Josephine flew at the bars and
gripped them with both hands. “Mistress, please, let me out.” 


The vampire regarded Josephine with
disdain. “Why on earth would I do that?” she asked. “Frankly, I’m surprised to
find you still alive, Josephine.” She sniffed and then smiled. “The wolf has
been making good use of you, I see.” 


“It’s boring in here,” Jared said with
a shrug. “Can I have something to read?” The werewolf’s audacity was
unbelievable. Josephine did not dwell on it. She could smell his anger and knew
he intended to kill her. 


“Mistress, please, I beg of you. The
wolf hasn’t been honest with you. Just let me out—” The werecat clung to
the bars, prepared to beg on her knees if necessary. 


Evangeline regarded her and sneered.
“I’ll admit, I’m intrigued to hear what you have to say. Do you have a secret,
Jared? What do you think Josephine has to tell me?” 


Jared had not moved from where he
stood. “I can’t say, but it’s probably a lie. As far as I can tell, she can’t
be trusted,” he said with a chuckle. 


“She is a treacherous creature. Come,
Josie, let’s hear it,” Evangeline said. 


“Let me out of the cage first,
please,” Josephine begged. Her fear of the unpredictable werewolf was greater
than for the familiar vampire. Evangeline might be moody and cruel, but at
least she was a known quantity. 


“Open the cell, Carl,” Evangeline said
with a small gesture. 


Carl opened the cell door and grabbed
a fistful of Josephine’s hair. He held the cattle prod ready to keep the
werewolf at bay. Josie scrambled from the enclosure, and Carl locked the door
behind her. Josie cowered at the vampire’s feet. 


“Let’s hear it,” Evangeline demanded. 


“Take off my collar first,” Josephine
demanded. Removed from Jared’s reach, she moved on to her next highest
priority. The collar represented a constant threat to her life. 


Evangeline’s lips compressed. It was
clear the vampire had not yet eaten and her patience was thin. However, she
bent to work the combination lock on the cat’s collar. Josephine had spent
endless hours playing with the antique lock, spinning the numbers in an attempt
to find the right code. The vampire removed it within seconds. 


Josephine gasped and reached for her
bare throat, feeling matted fur where the collar had encircled her neck. It was
exhilarating to have the heavy weight removed. She felt able to breathe again
for the first time in weeks. 


“What is he hiding?” Evangeline demanded.



“Jared is a dominant wolf. He’s not
his pack’s Omega at all,” Josephine blurted out, casting a quick glance at the
werewolf. With a start of fear, she found him standing much closer to the bars
than before. He was within arm’s reach of her. 


Evangeline arched her fine brow.
“Really,” she said, casting a skeptical glance at the werewolf. “Jared, what do
you say?” 


Jared rolled his eyes. “You’d think
she could come up with something more creative.” He leaned against the bars and
offered his arm. “Would it please you to feed, Mistress?” He spoke with exactly
the right amount of humility and submissiveness. His entire body language
communicated sensuous indolence; he was pure seduction. 


Evangeline beamed, both distracted and
pleased. The vampire wrapped her hands around the werewolf’s arm and tilted
back her head, mouth opening as her fangs extended. She bent forward, burying
her fangs in his muscular arm. 


Jared grunted and turned his head to
the side to conceal his expression from the minions across the room. 


While Evangeline fed, Jared stared at
Josephine with malevolent topaz eyes. He froze her with his gaze, and she
discovered green and red specks within the golden irises. Josephine’s terror
escalated with each passing second, leaving her trembling. 


Evangeline finished and used a
handkerchief to dab at her mouth, wiping away a small amount of blood. She
smiled at Jared with girlish adoration. Jared maintained a demur stance at odds
with his blatant masculinity. 


“Carl, bring Jared reading material,”
Evangeline instructed. “Find out what he likes.” 


“Yes, Mistress,” Carl said. 


“Can I please have my cat back?” Jared
asked, keeping his eyes lowered in an ingratiating manner. 


Josephine shook her head in silent
denial. Evangeline did not even look at the werecat. “Carl, put her collar back
on.” 


A wail of denial rose from Josephine
as the human servants surrounded her. She got in a couple good scratches before
a solid kick to the stomach left her doubled over. Before she recovered, Carl
snapped the hated collar back on Josephine’s neck. 


“Let this be a lesson to you,”
Evangeline said. The vampire extended an open hand toward Josephine. The collar
about Josephine’s neck glowed white hot, and excruciating pain lanced through
her body. It felt as if the vampire were ripping her apart from the inside.
Josephine screamed and grabbed for the collar, making a futile attempt to be
free. 


Jared surged against the bars,
creating a resounding clash as his full weight struck steel. “Mistress,
please—” 


Evangeline turned her attention to
Jared, and Josephine’s pain stopped. Panting, the werecat went limp. “I want to
kill her myself,” Jared pleaded. 


“An admirable desire, my wolf,”
Evangeline said. “Carl, give Jared his cat.” With a flip of her hand, the
vampire departed. 


Always obedient and efficient, Carl
dragged Josephine to the cell. “Ought to kill her and get it over with,” Carl
advised Jared. Forcing the werewolf back like a lion tamer with a chair, Carl
wielded the cattle prod before him and backed from the cell. He slammed the
door shut behind him and locked it. 


“Yeah, well, I like to play with my
food,” Jared replied. “Get me some sports magazines, some porn, and a copy of
Shakespeare’s works, okay?” 


“Shakespeare seems a mite highbrow for
a wolf,” Carl said. He dropped Josephine to the ground. She welcomed the cold
cement to the human servant’s cruel touch. 


“What can I say, I’m trying to better
myself,” Jared quipped. 


He did not come close to Josephine
until the servants departed. She shrank from him, quivering with fear and
loathing. She hissed when he touched her but lacked the strength to lash out
and was forced to endure his examination. 


Jared checked her for injuries and
inspected the collar before he picked her up off the floor. “Josie, Josie,” he
said, settling her against his chest. “What am I going to do with you?” 


Josephine turned her face to the side
in an act of passive resistance. Tears trailed along her cheeks and down her
neck to the hated collar. Jared’s gentleness was a form of torture. The waiting
was destroying her. “Just get it over with,” she said, once she was strong
enough to lift her head. 


He carried her into the bathroom. She
supposed he wanted someplace easy to clean up afterward. Or maybe he liked
privacy for the act. He set her down on the counter next to the sink. As he
reached past her to the faucet, Josephine got in a clean swipe at his face. Her
claws gouged four parallel incisions across his cheek from below his eye to his
jaw. 


A snarl erupted from Jared; his lips
peeled back in a bold show of teeth. His wolf rose, and those topaz eyes turned
on her with restrained violence. He grabbed her arms, capturing and pinning her
against the countertop. Josephine fought but he was too strong. “I ought to rip
out your throat and eat you alive,” he said. “That makes twice now that you’ve
betrayed me.” 


He imprisoned her wrists with one hand
and positioned her so he stood between her parted thighs. Josephine wailed and
struggled as his muscular body surged against hers. He pressed his chest to her
breasts and then released her wrists. Once freed, she gouged his shoulders,
leaving deep scratches, as he buried his face against her throat. 


Josephine waited. She waited for his
teeth to rip out her jugular. Maybe he intended to take her body first. She
waited for the inevitable violence and abuse she knew must be coming—it
was all she had ever known. With a tired sigh, Jared turned his head to the
side and rested his bloody cheek against the top of her head. His breathing was
deep and steady and his touch comforting. 


“I don’t understand,” Josephine said,
crying again but for different reasons. It had been far too long since another
person had held her. 


“You’ve been abused, Josie,” he said.
He lifted his head to look down at her; already his cheek had begun to heal. 


As she gazed upon the bloody
scratches, Josephine cringed with guilt. Thank God she had missed his beautiful
eye. 


“I realize it’s going to take time to
win your trust, but time is the one thing we don’t have a lot of. You’re the
most gorgeous creature I’ve ever seen, and I admit I want you, but not like
this. If something ever happens between us, I want you to want me too.” 


Josephine opened her mouth to
apologize, but the words got stuck behind a mountain of mistrust. This might be
another game. Once he’d won her trust, then he would kill her. It was a
scenario all too easy to imagine. 


When she made no reply, Jared grunted,
conveying disappointment. “Hold still a second,” he said, reaching for her
throat. Josephine remained motionless, submitting to his touch. She felt his
fingers on the collar, turning it, fumbling with the combination lock. 


“Got it,” he said, and the collar came
free in his hands. He grinned. “I was paying attention when the vampire took it
off.” 


Josephine stared at him in disbelief
and reached up to feel her bare throat. Then, Jared snapped the collar back
into place, closing the lock before the cat had a chance to react. She gazed at
him in absolute hurt and disbelief. 


“If I leave it off, the vampire will
figure out that I’m deceiving her,” Jared explained with an ironic smile. He
backed away from Josephine. “Somehow, I think you can be trusted not to tell
Evangeline I know how to take it off. I’m getting out of here, Josie. You can
bet your sweet tail on it,” he said. 


Somehow, she believed him. Abruptly,
Josephine realized the enormity of her mistake in trusting Evangeline instead
of Jared. She wanted him to be the real deal; she needed to trust her
attraction to him. But it was impossible. She had betrayed him twice. He had no
reason to take a back-stabbing cat with him when he left. 


“How the hell am I supposed to trust
you?” Her own outburst caught Josie by surprise. 


Jared stared at her with unblinking
topaz eyes. “You think it’s any easier for me, pussycat?” 












 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Day 3





 


It was a day much like the one before
in the werewolf’s cell. Hours passed like molasses. Carl brought Jared
fast-food that he then shared with Josephine. Evangeline returned when the sun
set. Jared flirted and submitted; the vampire fed and left in a hurry. 


“I’m bored,” Josephine said, pacing
the floor. The cloying heat and humidity made her fur damp. She never felt
clean no matter how many hours she devoted to grooming. 


Jared looked up from his magazine and
heaved a sigh. The werewolf straddled the single chair, leaning with his chest
against the back. His skin glistened with the sheen of sweat, emphasizing the
corded muscles of his throat and arms. “At least you’re still alive to be
bored.” 


The cat swung on him. “You think
that’s some sort of consolation?” 


Jared smirked. “Why don’t you come
over here? I could do with a quick snack.” 


“You’re all bark, no bite,” Josie
snapped. Her ears flattened, but she no longer believed he’d eat her. He wasn’t
above taunting her with it though. 


Jared’s sultry chuckle caused her fur
to ripple and her tail to kink. “I’ve got plenty of bite.” His teeth snapped
together, mocking a bite. 


His provocative teasing only earned
him a tail smack across the lower jaw. With lightning quick reflexes, he caught
the tip between two fingers. The scent of his arousal was thick on the air; his
gaze smoldered as it lingered on her tail and backside. “I can think of ways to
pass the time.” 


Damn him. Josie snatched her tail away before
her wanton nature got her into more trouble than she could handle. But, ooohhh,
how she’d love to throw caution to the wind. She’d bet one of her nine lives
that her big bad wolf would be worth the ride. 


Fuming, Josephine sat on the cot
opposite Jared. Out of desperation, she decided to try a different tactic.
“Where are you from?” 


His eyes narrowed with suspicion.
“Why? Do you need more information to sell to the vampire?” 


Her ears flattened. “Fine,” she
huffed. “You were the one who wanted to talk yesterday.” 


“Gee, I wonder what could’ve changed.”
Jared’s sarcasm was sharp and pointed. 


Josie’s ears flattened further, and
she sighed, falling silent. She needed his goodwill and seemed to have
destroyed any chance of obtaining it through her own machinations. She wanted
so much more from him than simple kindness. 


Remarkably, Jared relented. He tossed
his magazine into the pile of reading material Carl had provided. “Roanoke,
Virginia.” 


Josephine’s ears sprang forward. “Why
were you heading to LA?” 


His lips curved into a smirk. “You
could say I had an important engagement.” 


His private joke irritated Josephine.
Her tailed lashed, but she refused to succumb to the temptation to pursue it. 


“Wouldn’t it have been simpler to fly
to LA than drive?” 


He licked his lips. “I have a thing about
airplanes.” 


“Oh, really? Are you scared?”
Josephine taunted. 


Jared snickered. “Scared of damaging
the airplane while it’s ten thousand feet in the air? Oh, yeah, I’m scared.” 


The man was impossible. “Are both your
parents werewolves?” she asked. He had spoken of his family with affection.
Maybe he would open up if she worked from a different perspective. And it
worked like a charm. 


“Just my mom; my dad is human. They
retired to Florida a couple years ago to operate a boat charter service for
scuba divers.” 


“Do you have any littermates?” 


Jared snorted and grinned. “I’m an
only child.” 


“What do you do for a living?”
Josephine asked. 


His smile widened. “I’m a fireman.” 


He was a hero? It was not what she had
expected. Slacker would have fit better with her image of him. “Are you the
type of fireman who runs into burning buildings or a paramedic?” 


“Burning buildings, but I also perform
building inspections, search and rescue, and respond to medical calls.” His
stare grew pointed. “Sometimes I even rescue little cats.” 


Josephine blushed and bristled. “No
one asked you to rescue me.” 


Jared snorted. “I wouldn’t be in this
mess if it weren’t for you, so I’d have to disagree. Although, my life would be
so much simpler if you were stuck up a tree.” 


She turned her nose up. “Humph.” 


“My turn,” Jared said, licking his
lips in an alarming way. His regard had become a little too hungry for her
taste. 


“Your turn?” 


“You’re the one angling to get on my
good side,” Jared reminded her with a smile that made it clear he harbored no
illusions regarding her motives. “I answered your questions; turnabout’s fair
play.” 


“Okay,” she agreed with reluctance.
“What do you want to know?” 


“Why does the vampire use a gold
collar instead of silver to control you?” Jared asked. 


The question surprised her. Josephine
had expected something more…personal. “Evangeline had the collar made special
for her pet cats,” she said. “She feeds exclusively on cats—or
has—up until now. But usually one cat at a time.” 


“She’s been a vampire fifty years?” he
asked. 


Josephine indicated agreement with a
flicker of her ear. 


“And you’ve been here three years?”
Jared asked, gaining control of the conversation. Josephine did not understand
how, but she felt obligated to answer. 


Her chest hurt from a crushing
pressure, restricting her breath. “I’ve survived longer than most,” Josephine
whispered, turning her face away to hide her tears. 


“So that’s at least sixteen cats she’s
used and killed—maybe more,” he said. 


“Yes, many more,” Josephine agreed,
scrubbing at her leaky eyes. Soon her name would be added to that list. 


“Silver doesn’t affect you the same as
it does me,” he concluded, “which explains why the collar is made of gold.
Evangeline has no experience dealing with werewolves, does she?” 


“She’s clueless,” Josephine agreed,
stiffening her spine. She turned a baleful gaze on the wolf. “And poor. I’d be
surprised if those cuffs you’re wearing are more than silver-plated.” 


Jared nodded. His expression was one
of thoughtful calculation. Josephine realized that his questioning had nothing
to do with hurting her and everything to do with escape. 


“Do you heal when you shift forms?” he
asked. 


“Yes,” she said. “It takes a lot of
energy, but shifting heals most injuries. Why?” 


“Just curious,” he said with a shrug.
Then he was quiet, thinking again. 


“The shotguns are loaded with regular
ammo,” she volunteered, seeing an opportunity to be helpful. “Werecats aren’t
vulnerable to silver, but normal ammunition kills us just the same, so
Evangeline’s never had a reason to spring for the expensive stuff.” 


Jared fixed those unsettling topaz
eyes on her. Then he smiled and she flushed with pleasure. “Thank you, Josie,”
he said. “That’s useful to know.” 


Before she formulated a reply, Jared
stood, shoving the chair aside with his foot. His tension communicated his
intent, along with an obvious reluctance, as he adopted an aggressive stance.
She sprang off the bed, and they jockeyed for position for a few seconds. 


“I don’t want this.” 


“I don’t want it either, but that
skank vampire is just looking for an excuse to waste you.” 


“Wait, Jared.” His proximity excited
her but did not eradicate her fear. Josie wanted to touch him but not like
this. Not again. 


Josie opened her mouth to reason with
him, but the words jumbled together in her head. The distinct scent of his
arousal made it worse, because she knew the rough play turned him on. 


“I’m sorry, Josie.” His muscles
bunched and he lunged. 


Josephine sprang backward and evaded
his first grab. He backed her into a corner and caught her on the second
attempt. The werewolf secured a hold on Josie’s waist and dragged her toward
the bathroom. 


He left her arms free and his upper
body undefended, maybe on purpose, out of shame or contrariness. For a split
second, Josie considered raking her claws across his beautiful face and putting
out his eyes. Her stomach turned at the image her imagination conjured. 


Instead, she offered up the obligatory
resistance, fighting him with all her strength. She wailed at the top of her
lungs and hit his shoulders and chest with closed fists. He succeeded in
shackling her wrists within one fist. 


“Please, not on the floor,” Josephine
begged before he took her down. The dirty tile of the bathroom floor offended
her fastidious nature. 


Surprise flashed in Jared’s eyes, but
he complied with her request. Pressing her against the countertop, Jared pinned
her squirming body beneath his own. He never crushed her, using his strength to
hold most of his weight off of her. 


Josephine wrapped her legs about
Jared’s waist, hooking her ankles behind his back, so her crotch rubbed against
his cock. She mewled in need as his jeans created friction and the bulge in his
pants rubbed against her clit. Yes, there… 


“Jesus, Josie,” Jared growled. His
topaz eyes blazed. “You’re killing me.” 


Her blue eyes flashed. “Don’t complain
to me about your predicament. I didn’t ask to be here in the first place.” 


She shut him up. Jared turned his face
into her throat. Josie tensed as his weight shifted, and he pressed harder
against her core. His naked chest flattened her small breasts. It took her a
minute to realize the wolf was enjoying her fur against his bare skin. 


“You feel like a rabbit,” the wolf
murmured, rubbing his cheek against her shoulder. 


Josie suppressed a shiver of delight.
“Well, I don’t taste like rabbit,” she snapped, clinging to the vestiges of her
anger. 


Jared’s entire body shook with
laughter, and he removed his face from her throat. “Rabbits taste gamey. I’m
betting you’re…rich. Creamy.” 


Josephine heard the smile in his
voice. For a tease, the werewolf had an abominable sense of what was funny. She
sighed. “Must we do this every day? This is no fun for me.” 


Jared lifted his head to stare down at
her with patent disbelief. Thankfully, he released her hands. “Do you think I
enjoy this?” 


She sniffed her disdain and rolled her
hips to make her point. Jared sucked in a wet inhalation through clenched
teeth. “It’s pretty obvious this turns you on.” 


At least he didn’t deny it. “So I’m
male. Sue me. I can’t help being turned on by a beautiful naked woman.” 


She experienced a thrill she’d have
preferred to deny. She hid her smile and feigned indifference. “My fear turns
you on too.” 


She scored a direct hit. His shoulders
hunched in shame. “I’m a predator. I’m sorry I still scare you.” 


She huffed. “You enjoy it. Everyone
knows dominant werewolves are bullies.” 


His eyes narrowed. “I never said I was
dominant.” 


“Please, I’m not stupid like
Evangeline,” Josephine said. “You’re not just dominant. You’re uber-dominant.”
Staring up at him in such close proximity, she found his steady gaze
disturbing. The desire he aroused in her was bad enough. When he stared into
her eyes, it was as if he could see straight through her soul and knew all of
her secrets. She hated the thought. 


“I know your other secret too,” she
said, indulging a tendency to brag, which she regretted as soon as the words
were spoken. Jared’s eyes narrowed, intent and threatening. 


“What would that be?” he asked. He had
her pinned so it was impossible to evade him. 


“Your hands—you can still shift.
You’ve grown claws twice while we’ve been in here,” she said, stuttering a
little. “The silver in the bracelets isn’t enough to hold you. Like I said,
they’re just silver-plated.” 


Josephine knew her life was in danger.
Jared had her in the perfect position to rip out her throat. “Jared, please
don’t hurt me,” she pleaded. Her small hands supplicated against his chest. She
loved touching the defined muscles, the soft chest hair, and his smooth skin. “I
can be good.” 


He snickered. “I very much doubt
that.” Then he sighed. “Have I hurt you yet?” 


He moved a small distance away, not
much but enough to remove the implicit threat to her throat. Jared excelled at
the nuances of nonverbal communication. 


She licked her lips. “No, not yet.” 


Those remarkable topaz eyes captured
hers, quiet and intense. “Thank you for not scratching me.” 


From the expression on Jared’s face,
she’d done more to win back his trust with that simple act than any amount of
wheedling or scheming could have accomplished. 


Josephine blinked and her lips parted.
He healed so fast, she wasn’t sure he’d noticed. “You’re welcome.” 


Jared’s voice dropped in a ploy
designed to tempt her cat curiosity. He leaned in and whispered, “Want to know
another secret?” 


Her ears shot forward, tall and erect,
and her tail lifted. “What?” Josephine asked in spite of herself. 


Jared smiled and eased closer to her.
He brought his lips to her ear and resumed his former position between her
thighs. Despite her better judgment, Josephine opened for him, welcoming the
return of those lean hips and the button fly straining against his erection. 


He waited. He pressed against her,
stroking his hands over the soft fur of her haunches, teasing her nipples with
his chest hair. Josephine’s breath hitched more than once, coming faster until
she felt lightheaded. Her tail crept around his thigh, twining there. 


“What secret?” Josephine demanded,
ever impatient. 


Jared nuzzled her cheek, his lips
lingering in a long kiss, and the tip of his tongue tasted her flesh. The
gentle caresses were a bright promise and so very tempting, because Josephine
craved intimacy more than anything. Too long denied a kind word or a caring
touch. At the same time, he frightened her because if she let her guard down,
he’d possess the means to destroy her more thoroughly than killing her. 


“Jared?” Josephine grasped his face
and pulled his lips from her skin to stare up at him. “What secret?” 


He gave new meaning to a wolf smile. He
had such big teeth. “I’m not the only one aroused, little cat.” 


Mouth open in shock and attempted
denial, Josephine stared as he walked away. 












 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Day 4





 


Jared quelled his annoyance as Josie
paced past him for what must have been the thousandth time. Fucking crazy
Siamese. The little cat went stir crazy about the same time every day,
walking the floors, the bed, and the bars—every imaginable surface on
which a cat did and did not belong. Bowing to the inevitable, Jared closed his
book and set it aside. Evangeline was due soon for her daily feeding anyway. 


Jared shifted on the mattress, seeking
to ease the strain on his swollen cock. He resolved to wear looser jeans in the
future. Lately, his attempts to read were for show. His choices were to stare
at the pages or follow Josie’s every movement with all too transparent lust. 


The springs of the cot released a
sharp squeak as he sat up and Josephine reached the end of the cell. She cast a
glance over her shoulder in sultry appraisal. Her position granted him a picture
pretty enough for a magazine spread. She held her tail high, revealing a
delicate pink slit and tight mahogany knot. The powerful muscles of her legs
bunched as if preparing to leap. 


Jared’s nostrils flared as he exhaled
and fought to keep a cool head. Days of having her prance about naked under his
nose—a juicy look-but-don’t-touch temptation—had convinced him of a
new definition of hell. 


The vampire’s impending visit filled
them both with increasing tension. Jared cast the cat an uneasy glance. Would
she keep her mouth shut? He had no way of predicting what the moody, irrational
creature might do from moment to moment. 


“Josie,” he called, keeping his tone
soft. She turned toward him, head cocked and tail twitching. He patted the
mattress beside him, inviting her to join him. Following a split second of
hesitation, she leapt up beside him. He longed to reach out and scratch behind
her ears to see if he could coax a purr but refrained. He didn’t want to push
her. 


“Are you going to tell Evangeline?” 


Her ear flicked, but otherwise she
gave no outward sign of reaction. “What if I do?” 


“You will get me killed this time. I
can deny being a dominant wolf. I can fake submission and I’ve got a measure of
influence over Evangeline, but it’s tenuous.” 


“So?” Her blue eyes never blinked.
Josie stared at him, expression cat-blank, and he saw more of his own soul
reflected in her luminous eyes than hers. 


“If they push me too hard then I will
shift,” Jared said. His topaz gaze was stern. “You might get yourself killed
too.” 


“She might reward me,” Josie taunted. 


Jared’s fists started to clench and he
forced his hands to relax. He throttled the impulse to threaten or terrify her
into compliance. Both tactics had already been tried and failed. Besides, he
wanted…needed her trust. 


“And she might kill you,” Jared
retorted. “Like she intended to before I bartered for you. She will hurt you,
the same as yesterday.” 


The cat stirred. He’d managed to
provoke a reaction. Her eyes flashed and her head whipped around toward him.
“You keep claiming you asked for me to protect me, but I can tell you’re lying,
Jared. There’s more that you’re not saying!” 


Deliberating, he stared at Josie, and
then decided to go out on a limb. He needed to win her trust and so far his
endeavors had fallen flat. “Okay, yes,” he said. “I have a use for you. You’ve
been here a long time and you understand how things work. I need your help to
get us out of here.” 


Her eyes narrowed. “Still lying,” she
hissed. “You want me for more than that.” 


Confusion left him quiet and
contemplative. Then, finally, the light bulb came on and he grinned. “I want
you, Josie,” he said and laughed. “I want you just for you, because you’re
gorgeous. And more than that, I admire your spirit and your fire.” 


Josie appeared poleaxed. Her entire
body temperature shot up, the result of a deep blush. Rarely, if ever, did he
manage to catch the cat so off-guard. “You’re telling the truth,” she said,
still staring at him with suspicion. 


“Of course I am,” he said. “Look at
you. You’re a walking wet dream. What straight guy wouldn’t want to hit that?”
He aimed a pointed look at her backside. The cat turned to follow her tail as
if it were a separate entity. 





Josephine glanced down, watching her
long dark tail twitch to and fro, as though with a mind of its own. Then she
looked further and harder, considering her feminine curves, muscular limbs,
perky breasts, and pretty pussy. Her only covering was her fur. 


His appreciation provoked such
pleasure that it was all she could do not to purr. Jared’s skill for disarming
her defenses scared Josephine to death. “That’s it?” she said with an irritable
swish of her tail. “I’m gorgeous?” 


Jared threw back his head and laughed,
warm and silky, causing her fur to ripple. “You’re smart, clever, and
infuriating too. Is that enough or do you want more?” 


“I want to get out of here.” Josephine
looked anywhere but at his face, afraid to show how much the praise meant. 


“I do too,” he agreed. 


She stared at her hands again. “Even
if you escape, you won’t take me with you.” 


Jared sat up, startling her. Most of
the time, he took great care not to make unexpected movements around her. She
squeaked as his hand caught her wrist. Fingers under her chin forced her to
meet his gaze. 


“Who betrayed you, Josie? Who hurt
you?” His expression was compassionate. He breached her defenses and shattered
them. Josephine trembled and stared at Jared with tear-filled eyes. 


“His name was Nate,” she said. “He was
a coyote and he was here before you. I helped him get away. He promised he’d
come back for me.” Her tears spilled over. “He lied.” 


“Oh, Josie,” Jared murmured. His kind
eyes held sympathy. He released her wrist but only to secure a grip on the back
of her head. She resisted, but the wolf pulled her onto his lap and cradled her
head against his chest. “I’m so sorry, pussy cat.” 


She knew from long experience that she
could not overcome his strength. So she acceded and rested against him,
allowing the tears to come. Unbidden, a connection opened between them. His
energy washed over her, like the lapping waves of a lake, soothing and warm.
Her skin tingled from scalp to toe, as if every part of her body had fallen
asleep, and yet she sizzled with vitality. 


“I won’t leave you behind, Josie,” he
whispered, rocking her. “I promise.” 


“You will,” she insisted, small and
stubborn. 


“Are you going to betray me again?”
Jared asked. 


“No, never,” she said, clinging to
him. He’d shown her the first real kindness to come into her life in years. She
couldn’t repay him with another betrayal. 


“I’m gonna take you with me. That’s a
promise you can count on, Josie cat.” 


The energy moved again. He surrounded
her, dwelt within her and without, making her feel safe. Josephine might have
panicked except she had no sensation of drowning or obliteration of self. There
was completeness and comfort. 


“What is that?” she demanded. 


Jared stiffened. To her regret, the
elusive feeling vanished as if into thin air. “I’m sorry,” he apologized.
“Wolves are pack animals. We connect with one another.” 


“I’m a cat,” Josephine said in a rich
over-statement of the obvious. His apology stung. Did he mean to imply she
wasn’t good enough to connect with? 


Jared sighed. His fingers caught her
twitching, angry tail and soothed the fur. “Don’t kink your tail, Josie. I
wasn’t trying to offend you. I just didn’t want you thinking I was trying to
control you.” 


“Oh.” She crouched in his lap and
crushed the desire to ask him to open to her again. She would not beg. 


Her inability to trust seemed so petty
and petulant when compared to Jared’s courage. “I’m so sick of being afraid.
I’m such a coward.” She rubbed her eyes, attempting to scrub away the tears. 


“I know you are. But you’re not a
coward, Josie. You’ve survived three years in this hellhole. That took courage.
Believe me, I understand.” 


Josephine shook her head. “I don’t
know how you can, Jared. You’re not afraid of anything. Not even dying.” 


“I don’t like flying.” 


“That doesn’t count. A werewolf
worried about damaging an airplane is like an elephant afraid of crushing the
scales.” 


Jared chuckled. “Touché.” 


“Name one thing you’re truly scared
of. I dare you.” 


He hesitated. Subtle tension passed
through his muscular frame, then he lowered his head. “I worry about the people
under my protection getting hurt.” 


Josephine drew back to meet his gaze.
“You mean as a fireman—the people you’re trying to help.” 


His topaz eyes were inscrutable.
“Yeah. That’s what I mean,” he agreed. He lied. 


Hours later, she lay awake wondering
why he’d chosen to lie about that, of all things. 





Just after sundown, Evangeline arrived
in her usual fashion. The vampire drank from Jared’s arm, and the werewolf once
again submitted. Josephine watched the entire exchange with a horrified
fascination, feeling like a bystander at a train wreck. She understood better
than ever how Jared fooled the vampire. He chained Evangeline with a primal
animal magnetism, the seductive energy he wielded to both awe and dominate. 


Jealousy ate at Josephine until Jared
turned his head away from the feeding vampire and stared at Josephine with eyes
so cold it chilled her blood. His expression revealed callous
hatred—directed at her. Her precarious trust in the werewolf collapsed.
Frightened senseless, Josephine flattened her ears and crouched as far from
reach as possible. 


Once she finished feeding, Evangeline
dabbed at her mouth with a linen handkerchief. The vampire’s malevolent gaze
turned on Josephine. “Why isn’t the cat dead yet, Jared?” 


From her corner, Josephine emitted a
slick hiss, and her fur bristled, standing on end. As fast as she was, there
was nowhere to run. Then, to Josephine’s confusion, Jared stepped between her
and the vampire. 


The werewolf lowered his head and
captured Evangeline’s gaze. “She’s the only thing I have to fuck in here,”
Jared growled. 


Evangeline’s face twisted with
disgust. “Don’t be crude!” 


“I’m sorry,” Jared apologized with
soulful eyes. When he tried, the werewolf could employ his good looks with
devastating effectiveness. 


“It’s just that I’m bored,” Jared complained.
“When are you going to let me out?” He offered a seductive glance from beneath
lowered eyes. “Wouldn’t you like to feed from my throat, Evangeline?” 


The vampire laughed. “Be patient, my
wolf,” she teased. “Two more nights, I promise. I’m throwing a little soiree
and inviting some friends over so that I can show you off. I’ll bring you out
of the cage then.” 


“Oh, wonderful,” Jared said,
projecting boyish excitement. “I just love parties.” He waited until Evangeline
departed with her minions and then spun, pacing hard and restless. He thrummed
with contained violence. 


Josephine watched him with a sinking
feeling in her stomach because she knew his opportunity to escape would come
sooner than expected. She lay awake all night worrying. When the vampire fed,
Jared looked at Josephine with pure hatred. He might even believe they were
okay, but deep down he despised her for betraying him. 


When the time came, he would leave her
behind. 












 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Day 5





 


“What’s the first thing you plan to do
when you get out of here?” Josie asked. She’d finished the meat and cheese but
left the bun and toppings. 


In contrast, the werewolf ate
everything in front of him and still managed to look hungry. Intrigued that
Josie would breach the taboo topic, Jared decided to indulge her. He cocked his
head. “Kill vampires.” 


“I meant after that.” Delicately,
Josie began to groom her paw and used it to clean her face. 


The sight of her small pink tongue
moving across her silken fur called to mind other unsatisfied hungers. Jared
got hard watching her, forcing him to draw up his knees to conceal the erection
straining against his blue jeans. 


“Drink a beer.” Jared was sick to
death of water and soda. Carl refused to bring him anything but, claiming
Evangeline disliked the taint of alcohol in the blood. 


“I’d have thought it would be to
shower.” Her superior look was nothing short of catty. 


Jared chuckled. “Okay, shower and then
a beer.” He finished his French fries and eyed Josie’s unfinished food with
predatory greed. With a sigh, she shoved the container toward him. 


“What about you?” Jared watched her
for any sign of fear or deception. It was risky, but maybe he could use the
ploy to convince the silly cat he was committed to winning her freedom as well
as his own. 


Josie stopped grooming. Her huge blue
eyes got bigger. “I’d like to go to school or get a real job.” 


Jared performed a double take. “You’re
kidding?” 


“No.” Her expression was dejected.
“I’m sick to death of being someone’s pet or possession. My entire life, I’ve never
been independent.” 


She glared at him, expecting to be
laughed at or mocked. Instead, Jared regarded her with renewed respect. “You
should pursue that. What would you like to do?” 


Her ears perked up and her tail
lifted. “I’d like to drive race cars or become a dancer or maybe wrestle
alligators like that Australian man on TV.” 


Jared choked as he swallowed a
mouthful of French fries. He coughed into his fist and tears threatened.
“Crocodiles,” he said when he could speak again. 


Josie stared at him. She did not
blink. 


“In Australia, they have crocodiles.” 


Her ears flattened and her tail
lashed. “Whatever.” 


“Josie, do you even know how to
drive?” 


She huffed. “No.” 


Jared’s laughter subsided. “When we
get out, I’ll teach you.” 


Josie gazed at him, hopeful and
distrustful all at once. “Promise?” 


“Promise.” He crossed his heart. 


She beamed and blushed and then
changed the topic. “I’m sick to death of cheeseburgers.” She crunched the paper
bag with appropriate passion and cast the crumpled ball between the bars. 


Jared laughed. “I thought all cats
loved cheeseburgers.” 


“Internet lies and fabrications.” 


“I’ll complain to the staff.” The
werewolf disposed of his own garbage, scoring a slam dunk in the trash can
across the hall. 


“No, seriously,” Josie said. “Can’t
you ask for chicken? Or fish? Anything but cheeseburgers. I’m ready to eat my
own tail.” 


Jared stood and his humor took a turn
for the grim. “I guess I always have the option to eat a little cat,” he
teased. It pleased him when the werecat regarded him with distinct irritation.
A few days before, such a remark would have sent her into a panic. In a twisted
fashion, it had become their personal inside joke. 


“Asshat,” she snapped. 


“Your bones would stick in my teeth
anyway.” Jared grimaced and braced. They both knew what came next; he suspected
he dreaded it more than she did. He closed his eyes and then opened them again
and reached for her, securing a firm grip on her shoulders. 


As if a switch had flipped, Josie
erupted in loud hisses and growls, coming at him with a whirlwind of claws.
Those feline talons connected with his chest, and he ground his teeth, bracing
for the familiar lancing pain, but trusting her to keep her promise. Instead of
gouging him, she left behind light welts that began to heal immediately. 


The scuffle continued for a while, but
it lacked the vicious conflict of days past. They were both creatures of
supreme speed and sublime strength. The confrontation fell somewhere between
rough housing and a courtship dance. Jared ignored the implicit eroticism and
concentrated on the end goal. 


He cornered Josie and secured a grip
on her waist. He hauled her into the bathroom, slamming the door shut behind
them. To spare her the floor, Jared sat her on the sink and stood between her
legs, pressing his torso against her upper body. 


The swell of her beautiful breasts
against his bare chest was torture. His cock strained full and hard against the
denim of his jeans. His nostrils flared, drinking in the pungent scent of her
arousal. She wanted him. The knowledge sent his fragile self-control
spiraling. A shudder passed through Jared’s body, and he steeled his will. She
was going to kill him. 


“Thank you,” Jared said, reaching up
to scratch behind her ear. It was a curious gesture, and she submitted to his
caress. A purr emanated from deep within her chest, causing Jared to grin. 


“You’re welcome.” Her hands sought and
settled upon his shoulders. 


He couldn’t resist the temptation to
turn his face against her throat, rubbing his cheek against her downy soft fur.
He inhaled her scent. So familiar. So right. The rumble of her purr
continued, a rich and vibrant sound reverberating through his entire body,
pitched to make him ache. 


Against him, the little cat was
restless, writhing and twisting, unable to sit still. Each bump and grind of
her pussy against his crotch was torment. Hell, days of holding her like this
were torture. His reasons for restraint grew more elusive with each passing
second. In desperation, he clung to his resolve not to take advantage of her. 


A roll of her hips smashed his balls
so hard that a warning growl rolled from Jared’s throat. He yanked his head up,
flashing fangs, and pulled away so a couple inches separated them. 


“Sit still,” Jared snarled, glaring.
He made eye contact and attempted to dominate her into submission. His ego fell
flat when she laughed at him. 


He sighed, committed to enduring in
silent agony, staring straight at his reflection in the mirror behind them. His
eyes went wide with disbelief when her small hands tugged open the fly of his
jeans. 


“Josie.” He said her name as a
warning. 


“Stop being such a stick in the mud,
Jared. I wanna play.” Josie had his pants down around his knees before he could
react. He always went commando to make shifting easier so there were no
barriers between them. 


Boldly, her tail snaked between his
legs and wrapped about his thigh. The furry end brushed against his
buttocks—whisk, whisk, whisk—and then dipped to caress his ball
sac, feather-soft and wispy. Her dense fur felt like mink on his bare skin. 


“Jesus, ahh. Fuck, Josie,” Jared
swore. “You’re making this hard.” He thrust his hips against her, penetrating
the outer folds of her pussy with the head of his cock as his hands dropped to
her shoulders and then her hips. He intended to stop her; he wound up dragging
her toward him. 


She laughed at him. “Hard is the
operative word, isn’t it? Poor Wolfy, is you frustrated?” The tail stroking his
balls pressed harder; her pussy creamed against his cock. 


“You can’t tease me and expect to get
away with it,” he threatened. Jared shot her a killing look. Unfortunately, at
some point, the damn cat had stopped fearing him and decided to tease the hell
out of him. 


Josie dropped her gaze to his chest.
“Are you going to hurt me, Jared?” She tilted her hips forward. “Are you going
to…eat me?” 


“Fuck, yes,” he said, because he could
no longer stand it. “I’m going to eat you.” Startled, the wide-eyed cat jumped,
attempting to get away from him, but Jared had anticipated her movement. His
hands locked on her hips, pinning her in place. 


He went down on his knees and slid his
hands to the insides of her thighs, splaying her legs wide and exposing her
heated core. Her pussy was pretty and pink and glistening. Jared opened his
mouth and tasted her with his tongue. He started at her anus and licked forward
to her clit. The stroke of his tongue caused her hips to buck. 


“Jared!” Josie yelped and reached for
his head. Her claws pushed from their delicate sheathes, gleaming sharp and
wicked in the flickering light, and scraped across his temples. Then her
fingers laced through his dark hair. “Wait, please. I’m sorry. I didn’t
mean—I only wanted to play—” 


“You wanted to tease, but no worries,
Josie,” he drawled. “Now we’re playing. My my, look at you. The prettiest
little pussy I’ve ever seen.” He parted her labia to expose her clit and
flicked it with the tip of his finger. She gasped and thrummed, and he used the
reverberation of her body to set his rhythm. 


Mouth open wide, Jared thrust his tongue
into the delicate folds of her pussy, tasting her spice and heat. Josie mewed
and moved against his face, fucking his mouth with her rocking hips. Her tail
twitched like crazy, communicating a rhapsody of need. 


Jared eased one finger inside her
silken channel. He fucked her with the single digit, moving in and out at an
easy pace, well aware that it wouldn’t be hard or fast enough to arouse
anything but frustration. 


Josie arched against him and gazed up
with amazed blue eyes. Her hips begged for more, lifting toward his mouth.
“Jared, please,” she pleaded. 


He chuckled, a low and throaty sound
emanating from deep in his chest. “Tell me what you want.” 


Josie whimpered, and her tail thrashed
in aggravation, lashing his leg. Abruptly, her tail wrapped serpentine about
his thigh, constricting with impressive strength. The fingers in his hair
punished him for his audacity, yanking hard on the captive strands. Jared
withdrew his finger and her resistance crumbled. 


“I want to come,” Josie begged.
“Please, Jared. Fuck me with your mouth…” 


Pretty begging deserved to be
rewarded, and Jared returned one finger to her pussy and then another, entering
her with a firm, twisting thrust. She moaned her satisfaction and he repeated
the motion. “Fuck, I could play with you all night, Josie.” 


On the fourth thrust, her vaginal
muscles went into spasm, a small contraction at first. Then another followed,
faster and harder, and Jared laved his tongue across Josie’s clit, savoring the
honeyed ambrosia. 


Josie climaxed, and her tiny body
writhed in ecstasy. She arched her back so her hips lifted from the counter,
every muscle drawn taut. Jared stroked his hand across her hip and lower back,
massaging the straining muscles. 


Jared kept pace on her clit,
tormenting the tiny bud without mercy, and used his long tongue to penetrate
her tight pussy, exploring every nook and cranny of her sex. He held her fast
as she reached a second orgasm, feasting on her pretty pink clit. 


“More? Do you want to go again,
Josie?” Jared asked, tilting his head. The sound of Josie’s racing heart filled
his ears, a most erotic music. When he turned his face, the soft fur of her
abdomen rose against his cheek, the product of her heavy panting. As Jared
eased his ministrations, Josie’s body subsided. 


“No,” she said. Her fingers tugged on
his hair, urging him higher along her body. “Jared, I need you. Fuck me.” 


Jared rose and tilted her hips back on
the counter to get a better look at his meal. His compliant, pliable werecat
rolled her hips, obeying his touch, limp and gorgeous in the awful artificial
light. Josie wore his scent—his pretty little pussy, his treat, his toy,
his friend. He ran his hands over her beautiful breasts, agitating her nipples
with calloused palms, deriving satisfaction from the way she mewled and gasped.



He locked his hands on her hips and
pulled her toward his erect cock, which stood straight out from his body. He
positioned the head against her pussy. Josie’s blazing blue eyes opened, and
she blinked until her vision focused on his face. 


“Jared—” she whimpered. 


“Ah, Josie, you were made for
fucking.” Jared gripped her hips and yanked her to him. He rammed his stiff
cock home to the balls. Those slick, tight muscles grabbed hold of his rod,
leaving him panting. He remained still, allowing her body to adjust, relishing
every small contraction of her pussy. 


“What do you think now, Josie? Are we
playing like you wanted?” Jared asked, running praising hands across her small
breasts. Her nipples were perky nubs, begging to be tasted, and he lowered his
mouth to flick one with his tongue. 


Her head came up, blue eyes blazing.
Josie regarded him with a wicked smirk. “I got what I wanted,” she boasted.
With the uncanny limberness that blew his mind, she sat forward and twisted.
Her hand snaked between them and gripped his balls and the base of his cock. 


His ability to think, to speak,
dissolved into a red haze. Jared’s jaw worked but he submitted to her touch.
Obligingly, he slid a few inches out of her pussy to enable her exploration. Her
clever fingers caressed his balls and then encircled the base of his shaft. The
all-consuming throbbing between his legs demanded satisfaction—to take, to
impale, to use her for his own pleasure. The violence of his beast
frightened him, and he muzzled it with his last ounce of self-control. 


Josie satisfied her curiosity and
smiled up at him with her eyes and her lips. “My, what a big tool you have,
wolf,” she teased as her hands settled on his hips. 


“All the better to penetrate you with,
kitty.” Jared laughed, savoring her submission, for however long it lasted. He
thrust his hips against her core once, taking great care not to hurt her. 


Then he caught a glimmer of
determination in her eyes and her legs wrapped tight about his hips, locking at
the calf. She rocked against him, and he responded with a shallow thrust of his
hips. 


“Josie,” he ground out. 


“Jared,” she snapped. “Shut up and
fuck me.” 


Damn cat intended to kill him. Jared
closed his eyes, breathing slow and deep. He restrained his impatient wolf and
shoved it deep down, suppressing his worst impulses. It was difficult, but when
he opened his eyes again, only the man remained. 


He stayed in her for a long time,
riding her with small, controlled thrusts. Sweat created a vibrant sheen on his
skin, and the exertion became painful. And Josie fought him, straining to take
more of his cock, pulling him to her with her hands and legs, pitting her not
inconsiderable strength against his. 


Her stamina gave out long before his;
Josie finally stopped pushing for more and submitted. Her supplicating hands
slipped down his chest. 


“Jared, please,” she begged. “Make me
come. I want to feel—” 


Jared grunted and leaned back to slide
his hand between them, brushing her experienced fingers aside. He was at the
end of his rope anyway. Parting her pussy, his fingers found her clit and
closed on the nub, thrumming to heighten her torment. 


“Beg pretty,” he commanded. 


“Please, please, please…pretty
please,” Josie chanted, fucking herself on his cock with her helpless writhing.
He wound her up, causing her to sweat and moan and finally quake in pleasure.
In the end, she screamed for him. 


The contraction of her tight vaginal
walls around his cock pushed him over the edge. The spasm started in his balls,
moving through him like a chain of lightning. His vision went white so he
closed his eyes, and every muscle in his body grew rigid with the physical
exertion of remaining still. 


He growled, long and low, declaring
his dominance with a cry as primitive and primal as the blood of the wolf
running through his veins. In that moment, Jared died inside her sheath. Josie
wrapped herself around him like a mink and purred loud enough to send
reverberations through the tiny room. Panting, Jared met his own accusatory
gaze in the mirror. So much for good intentions. 












 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Day 6





 


“Ooph.” Jared’s breath expelled from
his lungs with the sudden addition of Josephine atop his chest. The cot creaked
under the strain of their combined weight. 


The curious blue-eyed cat shoved her
head between the werewolf and his book. He had been ignoring her for hours to
read. It was unacceptable. “Whatcha doing?” 


“Plotting to take over the world. What
the hell does it look like I’m doing?” He closed his book. 


“Don’t be surly.” She stuck the pad of
her palm against his chin and brushed his lips with her knuckles. “No one likes
a grumpy werewolf.” 


“Funny, I don’t recall ever worrying
about my popularity.” 


“You should.” Josephine watched as he
set the book aside. “Does Shakespeare say anything about cats?” 


Beneath her, Jared contemplated in
silence, his chest rising and falling with comfortable regularity. “In Othello,
he says, ‘Drown thyself? Drown cats and blind puppies.’” 


“Ouch! Hey, no claws!” Jared jumped as
Josephine’s claws dug into his bare chest; he grabbed her and lifted her. His
laughter echoed through the small cell. 


“Something more flattering.” 


“Henry IV: ‘I am as vigilant as a cat
to steal cream.’” He lowered her to rest upon his chest again. 


“Better.” Josephine allowed a purr to
erupt from her throat, demonstrating her pleasure. “You’re growing a beard,”
Josie said, stroking her palm across Jared’s cheek. His facial fur was short
and rough, but she liked it. It was good to be able to touch him whenever and
however she wanted. 


“It happens when I can’t shave,” he
replied with a grunt. Her wolf regarded her from beneath lowered eyelids. He
looked sleepy, but the tension in his long body said otherwise. 


Footsteps sounded from above them. 


“They’re coming. Get over in the
corner and cower.” Jared sat up on the cot, dislodging Josephine in the
process. Naturally, she landed on her feet, but she resented the loss of her
lover’s comfortable chest. Jared seemed to have no issues at all about being
used as a mattress. 


“Ask for something other than
cheeseburgers,” Josephine told him, retreating to her appointed corner. 


“Shut up and try to look submissive,”
Jared shot back. 


Josephine opened her mouth to make a
pithy reply, but then Evangeline entered the basement with her guards. The werecat
shut her mouth; she was smart enough to know when it was safe to sass back. 


“Jared, isn’t it a wonderful evening.”
Evangeline said. The vampire wore a long blue chiffon gown that dragged on the
floor behind her. 


“Oh yeah, it’s a lark,” Jared agreed.
His sarcasm passed so high over Evangeline’s head, it soared. 


The vampire beamed as she talked about
her party—decorations, music, the guest list—she went on and on.
Jared all but yawned. “I’ve invited a dozen guests to my party, including three
of the most prestigious of my kind in the county,” she prattled. 


“You’re one of them, right?” Jared
asked, arching his brow. 


The vampire stared at him. “One of
who?” 


“Naturally,” Jared said with a bland
smile. “You’re one of the most prestigious vampires for miles in every
direction.” 


Shoving her hand into her mouth,
Josephine stifled a laugh. At the same time, she bit her fingers. Jared’s
cavalier attitude scared her. If he pissed off Evangeline before he got out of
the cage, he might never escape. 


The cat’s tiny motion attracted the
vampire’s attention. Evangeline glared at Josephine. “Why is that still
alive?” she demanded. 


Jared’s entire demeanor transformed
from haughty to submissive. It was an abrupt and awkward transition. “Mistress,
as I explained, I get bored. And Carl here keeps me well fed.” 


Evangeline sneered. “Perhaps I should
have Carl cut back on your rations.” She glared at Josie. The werecat dropped
her gaze and did her best to vanish. “I think maybe I’ll have cat for dinner
instead of wolf.” Her tone signed Josie’s death warrant. 


Josephine shook in outright terror.
Jared would do his best to intervene, but there wasn’t much he could do if
Evangeline decided to drain her. Even her wolf had limits. 


“Mistress,” Jared said. He stepped
between Josephine and Evangeline. His wolf rose, dark and powerful and
seductive. “Evangeline,” he said, speaking as a lover did. He made eye contact
and had her. The vampire gazed at him as if bewitched. 


“Don’t waste your time with the cat,”
Jared said. “Come to me. I need to feel your touch.” He extended his hand,
coaxing the vampire through the bars. 


Josephine stiffened and bit back a
caterwaul. Abruptly, she was in the grip of a green-eyed monster, ears flat and
tail twitching. She knew—knew—it was all for show, but she
longed to gouge the vampire’s eyes out. She wanted to rush over and claim
Jared—mine, mine, mine. 


“Open the cell door,” Evangeline
commanded. 


Carl stirred and seemed about to
argue. “Let me fetch the cattle prod,” he said. “And the shotguns.” 


The vampire glanced at her servant,
irritated and impatient. But Evangeline retained enough sense of
self-preservation to agree to the safety precautions. She waited until her
servants were in position, shotguns held at ready, and then she entered the cell.



Evangeline rushed Jared. She seized
the werewolf and pulled him into an open-mouthed kiss. Jared was already
bare-chested; his shirt had been shredded in a bathroom skirmish days before.
The vampire clawed at his pants, ripping open the buttons of his fly. The blue
chiffon dress tore at the hem. 


“Evangeline,” Jared managed, allowing
the vampire to shove him toward the cot. Evangeline finished stripping his
jeans. Jared had to resist…not to resist. Josephine’s stomach churned and
nausea besieged her as she crouched, helpless, watching while the vampire
mauled Jared. 


Evangeline pushed Jared into a sitting
position on the cot and kneeled between his open thighs. Evangeline shoved his
legs further apart and flashed fang, bending to sink her teeth into the femoral
artery along his inner thigh. 


The wolf’s mouth twisted in a silent
snarl, and his eyes turned solid gold. Jared seized Evangeline’s hair with his
hand, forming a fist. His cock was flaccid. Features twisted with hatred and
disgust, he turned his gaze to Josephine and pinned her with his topaz eyes. 


Evangeline drank her fill and finally
rose from her crouching position between Jared’s thighs. The vampire wore a
rapt expression and her unseeing eyes failed to register her victim’s misery
and lack of physical interest. 


“It’s true—werewolves are
ambrosia,” Evangeline said to no one in particular. Her human servants did not
dare respond. Carl opened the cell door for his mistress and stood aside as she
passed. Josephine fancied even Carl appeared disgusted and uncomfortable with
her depravity. 


After Evangeline departed, Josephine
remained crouched on the cold cement floor, too sick with guilt to move. Jared
lurched to his feet, ignoring the blood flowing from the bite wound on his
thigh. He staggered into the bathroom and retched in the toilet. 


How many times had she reacted in a
similar way to such a vicious violation? 


Crawling, Josephine followed him and
shoved the bathroom door shut behind her. She found him beside the toilet,
kneeling with his forehead against his knee. Hand shaking, Josie reached out to
touch him and stopped, unable to complete the act. 


“Just worshipping the porcelain
goddess,” Jared said. He looked up and his misery made her weep. “Don’t cry,
pussycat,” he said. “Not worth it.” 


“Submissive behavior hurts you.” 


“Not exactly.” He shook his head.
“I’ve observed it enough, though usually from the top-down perspective. I
understand it well enough to fake it.” 


“You’re an amazing actor.” Josie
sighed in despair. Her hands touched his arm, withdrawing twice before settling
against his clammy skin. 


Jared forced an ironic smile. “I was a
theater major in college. I love Shakespeare.” 


“I hate seeing you like this,” Josie
whispered, fighting a new wave of tears. 


His face turned toward the outer cell.
“Being close to that walking corpse—” He shuddered and his entire body
convulsed. “Letting her touch me like that…I’d rather die than be violated like
that again.” 


“Raped,” Josie supplied. She knew the
right word; she understood the feeling well. Evangeline had fed on her for
years. Daily. She knew what it meant to be raped of her blood. 


The wolf’s expression turned
murderous. “Is this how you feel about me?” Jared demanded. 


The question came from so far out in
left field Josephine could only gape at him. “I—what?” 


“Yesterday, you came onto me to
ingratiate yourself,” Jared ground out. “To make sure I won’t leave you behind.
I knew it and had sex with you anyway. Hell, I took advantage of you, as if you
haven’t lost enough to this hellhole already. You must hate me, Josie.” 


“Jared, I—” She balled her
fists. “Why did you submit to her? You could have torn her limb from limb. The
shotguns aren’t loaded with silver bullets. They’d hurt, but they wouldn’t kill
you.” 


“You might have been killed in the
crossfire,” Jared said. “I couldn’t take the chance.” 


“Whenever Evangeline bites you, you
look at me,” Josephine continued to speak with an excess of nervous energy.
“With so much hatred and—No, please don’t interrupt. Let me finish. Every
single time, you’ve stared at me as if you wanted nothing more than to kill
me…” 


Her voice broke and tears flowed. She
hiccupped. “I just don’t understand you, Jared. I know you blame me for getting
you captured. How can you hate me one second and protect me the next? It
doesn’t make any sense!” 


“I don’t hate you, Josie Cat. Hell, I
don’t really blame you for getting me into this. Much. Though, an apology at
some point would be nice,” Jared said with a smirk. In the face of Josie’s pain
and confusion, his misery was forgotten. His gaze was calm, cool, and
confident. “I hate her. I only stare at you to remind myself why I’m not
ripping out her heart.” 


A hand crushed the already broken
heart that life had shattered years before. Josephine tilted forward and pushed
her face into Jared’s throat. His hands rose in surprise, but he opened his
arms to take her in. 


“If I could do it over, I’d have asked
for your help in that bar. At the time, it wouldn’t have occurred to me that
such a thing was possible,” she said. “I’m so sorry I got you into this mess,
Jared.” 


His grip on her tightened. “It’s
okay,” Jared said, and for the first time, Josephine believed him. He eased
away enough so she could see his face. His smile was crooked. “Meeting you has
been worth it.” 


His sincerity left her speechless.
Tears filled her great blue eyes, and a lump filled her throat. No one had
ever valued her above their own welfare. No one. 


“Jared, how I feel about you,”
Josephine began, and Jared stiffened. She tightened her grip on him, clinging
with small strong hands. “I think you’re giving me too much credit. I wasn’t
thinking about anything but teasing you, and when it happened, it was
like—” The best damn thing in her miserable life. “I’m not sorry, Jared.”



Smiling, he gathered her into his arms
and rose from the dirty floor. “Then I’m not sorry either,” he said, pressing a
kiss to her cheek. 


It was too much honesty—this
overload of intimacy—and way more than any cat could handle all at once.
But she might never have another chance. “Jared, if I had a hero, you’d fill
out his blue jeans just fine,” she said. 


He laughed. “Thanks, I think. Speaking
of blue jeans, I want to put my pants on.” She slid down his body to stand, and
he peered at her. Those unblinking topaz eyes looked straight into her soul.
“Are you done being scared that I’ll leave you?” 


“You won’t leave me,” Josephine said.
“I trust you, which scares me way more than dying.” 












 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Day 7





 


“What time is it?” Josie asked, taking
a nice long stretch on the cot. The werecat lifted her head; her blue eyes were
hooded. 


“Ten minutes after the last time you
asked,” Jared said with a glare. Waiting, waiting, waiting…It was driving them
both insane. “Since there’s no clock, I have no means of knowing the exact time
any better than you.” 


“Mrrow,” Josie growled. “Someone has
his boxers in a twist.” She turned over and then turned her head in the
direction of the stairs. The werecat’s big ears made her hearing better than
his. 


“Don’t wear any,” Jared informed her
even though it wasn’t necessary. She knew the state of his underwear—or
lack thereof. 


Jared stopped his restless pacing to
listen. The werewolf had stalked the length of his cell for hours through the
late afternoon. The footfalls overhead were heavy and human, preceding Carl
into the room. 


The human servant carried a folded
stack of clothing and a small brown paper bag sat perched atop the pile. “That
cat still alive?” he said in what had become his customary greeting. 


“For now,” Jared replied. “I’ll eat
her before the party, so don’t worry about bringing dinner.” 


Carl chuckled. On the bed, Josie
hissed and puffed up, ears flat and tail lashing. Jared did not smell fear; it
was just for show. They were a team instead of rivals. 


“Here,” Carl said, offering the stack of
clothing through the bars. 


Jared shifted, uneasy because it was a
casual gesture, very unlike the man’s usual caution. After a slight hesitation,
Jared accepted the clothing, quelling the desire to reach out and snap the
other man’s neck. 


“I’m supposed to dress up?” Jared
surmised, inspecting what he had been given. It wasn’t much: black leather
pants, black boots, and a studded black collar. The paper bag contained
personal grooming supplies, including a bottle of body oil. 


“Evangeline wants you to oil up nice
‘n shiny for her guests,” Carl said. Then he stopped, about to say more, but
hesitating. 


“Yeah?” Jared said. 


Carl glanced over his shoulder. “Look,
I have a pretty good idea what’s gonna happen tonight. I’ve served her for
years, but my situation isn’t much different from yours. We’re just on opposite
sides of the bars.” 


Jared stared at the man, keeping his
expression flat. “What are you saying?” 


“Nothing,” Carl said, “except, please
don’t kill me tonight when you take Evangeline down. I have a daughter in
Nogales. I’d like to go stay with her and her family. Start over doing
something decent. Maybe be a janitor or a mechanic. Please, let me live. I’m
keeping my mouth shut.” 


“As soon as I’m upstairs tonight,
clear out. Leave the party, get out of town, and don’t look back. I won’t
follow you,” Jared said. He allowed his wolf to rise, displaying the natural
cockiness he’d been hiding for the last week. The human’s face drained of
blood, and he cowed in instinctive response. 


Carl nodded, backing away. “You won’t
ever see me again.” 


“After tonight, you’d better hope so,”
Jared said. 


“Tonight, there will be two vampires
with me when I come to escort you upstairs. They’re supposed to help keep you
under control.” 


“Okay, thanks,” Jared said, filing the
information away. He watched the other man leave and then turned to Josie. The
werecat sprang off the cot. 


“Was that smart?” Josephine demanded,
rushing at Jared with concern. Her hands grabbed for his chest. “What if he
changes his mind? He could betray us!” 


“He won’t,” Jared said. 


“How can you be sure?” she asked. The
cat was close to hysterics. 


Jared sighed and set the clothes and
bag aside. He placed a hand on either side of Josie’s face and gazed into her
eyes. “Trust me,” he said. “Trust my instincts. Can you do that?” 


Her breathing grew steady and even as
she calmed. Her lips twitched and her tail followed suit. She wanted to argue
with him but nodded and resisted the impulse. 


“Good girl,” he said, and pressed a
kiss to her forehead. “Come into the bathroom with me?” 


“What happens next?” Josephine asked.
She reached up to grasp his arms, settling her fingertips against the inside of
his wrists. She hadn’t consented to accompany him, and he didn’t want to go
through their usual production. Not tonight. 


“Josie, please.” He kissed her neck
below the ear and then her throat above the jugular. Her fur felt velvet soft
beneath his lips. “I need you to trust me.” 


Her eyes narrowed with suspicion.
“See? Talk like that makes me trust you less.” 


He sighed. “Do you always have to be
so contrary?” 


“I’m a cat,” she said. “It’s
expected.” 


“Right.” His mouth twisted in a
grimace. Out of patience, Jared picked Josie up and tossed her over his
shoulder.


“Hey,” she hissed, writhing so the
muscles of her backside bunched and her tail flexed. He got hard just watching
her squirm. “This wasn’t part of the plan!” 


“Plans change,” Jared said. He swatted
her rump once hard for the simple pleasure of watching her jump. Then he
carried her into the bathroom and shoved the door closed for the little privacy
it afforded. 


“Put me down, you Cromag wolfman.” She
threatened him with the glide of claws across his bare back. Jared didn’t
flinch. He trusted her—more than she did him. It wasn’t a wise choice,
but he obeyed his instincts. 


Hefting her off his shoulder, he set
her down, placing her feet firm on the tile floor. He exhaled hard so his
nostrils flared. He looked down at her and remained silent, thinking hard. She
claimed to trust him. How much? Fuck, he loathed having to destroy any of her
hard-earned trust. 


Josie’s eyes grew round, and she
backed away from him, staring with a fearful expression. “Jared? Okay, now
you’re scaring me for real…” 


He held up his hands in a staying
gesture. “Josie, would you do something for me? Please? Just once do as I ask
without a thousand questions and arguments.” Out of desperation, he attempted
to use his wolf to soothe her, allowing his power to flow across her tense
frame. It was risky. His attempts to treat her as a submissive wolf tended to
provoke a negative reaction from her. 


She stopped retreating just before she
ran out of bathroom. “What?” she asked. Her mysterious cat mind was
philosophical. To trust? Not to trust? That was the question. 


“Shift fully to human,” Jared said. He
waited. Time passed and he realized she wouldn’t do it for him. Her half-cat,
half-human form was her armor. 


Trust had been a mirage in their
personal desert. 


Frustrated, he closed his eyes,
sorting possibilities and attempting to revise his escape plans into some kind
of workable strategy. The odds of getting out and keeping Josie alive in the
process seemed insurmountable without her cooperation. 


“Jared?” 


He opened his eyes and found her in
human form. She held her head high and stood with her back straight, enduring
his inspection. She was petite and whip-thin with high pretty breasts and a
tiny waist. Her skin was a dusky mocha, and her short black hair sleek and
shiny. The clunky gold collar around her neck contrasted with her refined beauty.



“Josie, you’re gorgeous,” Jared said.
He beckoned her to him, not bothering to conceal his arousal. “Why don’t you
want me seeing you like this?” As a rule, shapechangers had no taboos about
nudity and little personal modesty. 


His cat took three nervous steps
forward, entering the circle of his arms of her own free will. “I
feel…exposed.” 


“You’re gonna need to stay like this
for my plan to work. Just remember, stay human no matter what. They’ll know
you’re not dead if you shift,” Jared said, reaching for her throat with his
hands. 


“Plan? What plan?” she asked. Her
pulse accelerated but then settled as he fumbled with the collar, working the
combination lock so that it snapped open. Jared pulled the hated thing from her
neck and then tossed it into the trash. 


Josie blinked, her breath hitched, and
her blue eyes glimmered with unshed tears. Jared ran his fingers over the red
indentation the tight collar had left on her delicate flesh. 


“Never again, Josie Cat,” he promised.
“No one will ever put a collar on you again.” 


Josie reacted with something between a
meow and a growl. Then her small hands were between them—insistent and
urgent—tugging at the fastening of his pants. She ripped open the button
fly, freeing his cock, which sprang into her open palm. Her fingers wrapped
around his pulsing rod, and she squeezed hard enough to make him gasp. 


“Fuck, Josie,” he snarled. His eyes
flashed with pent up aggression. “I don’t want gratitude sex.” 


“Jared.” She flashed small, sharp
teeth and her hand imprisoned his cock. Her other slipped between his legs to
cup his balls. She had him; oh, she had him good. “Don’t be an ass. Shut up and
enjoy the fucking blow job.” 


She bent her head and he ground his
teeth, expecting the punishing nip of her feline teeth, and yet he made no move
to shove her away. He definitely trusted her more than she did him. 


Her silken tongue passed over the head
of his cock, tasting the pre-cum beading there, as the tip delved into his
slit. She worked him with her hands, fisting his shaft and massaging his balls.



Josie’s mouth closed on the head of
his cock and Jared’s last coherent thought went south. He moaned and rocked his
hips in rhythm with her hands and mouth. His wolf longed to bypass the light
stuff and plunge his entire shaft down her throat until his scrotum seized. 


The violence of his urges scared him.
Bending, Jared pried Josie from his cock, freeing first her mouth then her
hands. 


“Jared, what’s wrong?” She sounded
confused and maybe hurt. 


“Nothing’s wrong. I’m just too close.
I want to be inside you when I come,” he assured her, hauling her up his body.
His hands gripped her buttocks, and she wrapped her arms around his neck and
her legs around his waist. It was strange to feel her smooth skin against his.
No fur; no tail. 


Damn, he missed her tail. 


Being careful with her required a
great deal of effort and caused his hands to sweat. With all of the strength
and precision he could muster, Jared guided the head of his cock to the
entrance of her tender pussy; he must not be rough. He fumbled a bit,
negotiating angles of entry and depth. Got in an inch, then two, then withdrew.



“Stupid wolf,” Josie hissed. With a
sinuous twist of her hips, she rose and sank down on his shaft. Half in, she
wailed. Jared felt his eyes cross and his heart tried to leave his chest. 


“Tight, so fucking tight,” he managed,
and it was all he could do to hold on and remain still while Josie negotiated
his cock. The werecat was so tiny he feared splitting her in two. The urge to
fuck her as hard as he could—to see if he could—terrified him. 


Josie dug into his shoulders with her
fingernails, drawing blood, and she came down on him again with a look of
fierce determination. She rocked her hips and sank until fully impaled, mewling
in mixed pleasure and pain. 


She did not give herself time to
adjust. She rode him, rising and falling with tiny thrusts. Her taut pussy
tugged his cock, causing Jared more torment than satisfaction. Somehow she
pushed him right to the edge of darkness and then over. 


His control slipped, and he started to
change, transforming into a wolf. His teeth lengthened and sharpened into
incisors, and his fingers grew about two inches, most of it claw. His eyes
turned gold, and his muscles rippled, and bones threatened to crack. Every part
of him lengthened and thickened with the change. The silver bracelets cut into
his flesh, causing his wrists to bleed. A howl rose from his throat: the proud,
confident song of a dominant wolf. 


In his arms, Josie froze and watched
wide-eyed as he struggled to regain control. He slipped far enough to be more
animal than man, and then managed to halt the transformation. His cock no
longer fit inside her sweet pussy, even though the head was against her cervix.
He had inches left and nowhere to go unless he rammed into her womb, and the
temptation was unbearable. It was all he could do to hold onto his humanity. 


Josie panted and sweated, shaking with
reaction to the strain. Every inch of her pussy was stretched around him. Her
small human hands clung to him, but it was his strength alone controlling the
depth of his penetration. Jared expected Josie to react with disgust or fear
and to flip out on him at any second. Instead, she gazed up at him with awe. A
smile lit her face. 


Jared shifted his hold on her ass,
being ever so careful not to nick her soft skin with his claws. He lowered his
head, inhaling the scent of her skin and her sex. Cat. Companion. Friend.
Lover. Mate. How the hell would he ever explain her to his parents? 


“Fuck me, Wolfy. Fuck me hard,” Josie
teased, pressing a kiss to the underside of his throat. For a wolf, it was a
sign of submission. 


Howling loud enough to raise the roof,
Jared surged against Josie’s core, eliciting a scream from the werecat as his
cock slammed her pussy. He took her with powerful thrusts, claiming her in the
most primal way possible. He stood with his head thrown back and his hands
supporting her buttocks, maintaining a precarious balance. His hips undulated,
driving the rhythm and the pleasure that defied reason. 


Josie held her own, demonstrating a
sinuous limberness. Her ankles were locked across the small of his back; her
powerful thighs gripped his hips. She slid along his length, owning him,
redefining the very act of copulation. Together, grunting and sweaty, they
strained until Josie climaxed with a long wail of pleasure. 


The second before his balls tightened,
Jared turned his face into the curve of Josie’s neck. He snarled, and his teeth
flashed, ripping out the side of her throat. Her blood burned his mouth. She
tasted of copper and sex and life and death. Her body convulsed with
inseparable pain and pleasure as blood gushed from the wound. Jared threw back
his head to release a triumphant howl and then everything went white hot as his
climax crested. 





Jared left Josie in a pool of blood on
the bathroom floor. She lay on her back with her hands clutched to her torn
flesh. Her breathing was fast and shallow, and her heartbeat labored. Cheeks
wet with tears, her expression was one of pain and despair. He’d done worse
than rip out her throat, he’d broken her heart. 


He sank to one knee beside her,
leaning over to whisper into her ear. “Don’t shift until I’m gone.” He did not
apologize for being a bastard; the anger would keep her strong. The cat glared
at him with baleful eyes, accusing him of being a wretched traitor. The worst
part? She had been right from the beginning. 


He washed in the sink and then went to
the outer cell area to dress, leaving the door wide open behind him.. The black
leather pants and boots were skin tight and not something he would have chosen,
but he pulled them on anyway. 


Jared finished rubbing the oil onto
his chest and shoulders, giving up on his back with a shrug. So what if the
fang gang was disappointed because every inch of him wasn’t shiny? In an hour,
they would have much bigger concerns. Jared had picked up the studded leather
collar to examine when Carl entered the basement. As predicted, there were two
vampires with him—Evangeline and a strange male. Both of the leeches picked
up on the blood scent. 


“Smells like a fresh kill,” the male
vampire commented, sniffing with interest. “Evangeline, you never said you were
feeding your wolf live food.” As he spoke, his eyes flared and his fangs
elongated with arousal. 


“Jared, you finally ate her.”
Evangeline smiled. The vampire wore a black gown, and her chestnut hair was
pinned up in an old-fashioned hairstyle. 


“I didn’t leave enough for you,” Jared
informed the male vampire. He deliberately did not look back, ignoring the body
in the bathroom. 


Carl stared at Jared with disbelief
and maybe disappointment. “I didn’t think you’d really do it,” Carl mumbled,
staring toward the bathroom. 


Jared shrugged. “Payback’s a bitch.
She had it coming, and she’d served her purpose.” 


“I couldn’t be more pleased,”
Evangeline said, running her hand across Jared’s bare chest. He endured her
molestation for the moment. 


The human servant regarded the wolf
for the longest time. The stench of Carl’s fear was thick in the air. “You
gonna take me up?” Jared asked, cocking his brow. 


“You gonna keep your word?” Carl
asked, digging a finger into the neckline of his shirt to vent his sweaty
throat. 


“His word on what?” the male vampire
asked. 


“He promised to behave.” 


“Of course he’ll behave,” Evangeline
said, shoving Carl toward the cell door. 


Jared smiled and showed fang. He no
longer bothered to hide his power, allowing it to rise to the surface and fill
the space. He dominated everything around him, including the vampire.
Evangeline’s susceptibility to his sway made it almost too easy. “I always keep
my word. Just ask her.” Jared indicated Josie. “I promised I’d make her pay.” 


Carl recoiled and opened the cell door
with shaking hands. The human made way for the werewolf, cringing and skulking,
displaying subservient behavior. Jared decided then to let the man live. There
were too few creatures who knew their place. 


Carl started to swing the cell door
shut. “Leave it,” Jared commanded. The human looked at him and then walked away
from the door. 


Jared cast one final glance over his
shoulder at Josie. He hesitated and then gathered his resolve, ascending the
stairs two at a time. The vampires followed him up. 





Jared’s betrayal hurt worse than the
wound to her throat. Josephine remained supine and motionless with a hand
pressed to her throat, staunching the blood. The bite wound was low and close
to the shoulder. He had missed the vital areas higher up. 


Don’t shift until I’m gone. 


His final words to her were more real
than the voices not too distant outside the cell. She heard Jared and others,
but they might as well have been on another world. She focused on the sound and
registered his hurtful words. 


Payback’s a bitch. She had it coming. 


Tears flowed down Josephine’s cheeks.
God, how could she have been so stupid? How could she be so naive to think for
a second that the bastard had forgiven her betrayal? Her willingness to believe
his lies demonstrated the extent of her weakness and neediness. 


For unknown reasons, Josephine obeyed
Jared and remained still, not shapechanging until the voices had grown distant,
indicating they were heading upstairs. 


Then she gathered her strength and
rolled to the side. Free of the imprisoning collar, she slipped from her human
form into feline. Unlike a werewolf, her metamorphosis was not a horrifying,
bone cracking thing. Her cat flowed across her skin as fast and easy as water. 


The magic transformed her flesh, and
her throat was healed when the change completed. Blood saturated her fur, but
the flesh beneath was whole. Later she would be voracious, but she was
otherwise unharmed. 


As a cat, Josephine weighed no more
than eleven pounds. Her registered pedigree was as a seal point Siamese, which
meant her points were black and her body cream-colored. She fit between the
bars of the cage and ran for the stairs. Free at last! 





Carl waited at the top of the
staircase. Jared came up behind the human, and the vampires followed the
werewolf. 


“Party is through there,” Carl said,
pointing the way. “You need anything else from me?” 


“No, I’m good,” Jared said. His hands
turned to claws. 


Carl stank of fear. With a final look,
he turned and ran, departing without a word. 


The vampires reached the top of the
stairs. “What’s going on?” Evangeline demanded, suspicious of Carl’s abrupt
departure. 


“I think he said something about an
appointment with God.” Jared turned and swung his arm in an upward arch, coming
in low and fast. His claw punctured Evangeline’s gut before the vampire spoke
another word. 


“You should have followed your
instincts and left me alone,” Jared told her. His lips curled back in a snarl,
and his eyes glowed golden. The werewolf shoved his forearm deeper into the
vampire’s abdomen as Evangeline gaped at him in disbelief. Her flesh was thin
and brittle so it was like ripping through tissue paper. Jared’s claw located
the vampire’s heart. It was hard and shriveled and did not beat. He pierced it
with his claws, dragging out the excruciating execution. 


“I am Alpha of the Roanoke Pack,” he
snarled into Evangeline’s horrified face, speaking around protruding teeth. He
stared into her eyes, making sure she understood who she had screwed
with. Only when he saw comprehension on her face did he yank his claw from her
chest, ripping her shriveled heart from her body. Screaming, Evangeline
exploded into dust. 


The shocked male vampire reacted,
hissing and sporting fangs. He swung at the dust cloud and hit Jared in the
shoulder with a random punch. Arms raised, Jared plowed straight through the
dust, using it for cover. Werewolf claws caught the vampire in the throat,
cutting deep incisions through flesh and bone. The beheaded corpse collapsed in
upon itself, sending up a second cloud of ash. 


Jared emerged sneezing from the cloud
and snorted, trying to blow vampire dust from his nose. His eyes were irritated
and watering. He grabbed hold of the silver bracelet on his right arm and
twisted the band until it broke. Then he did the same with the other. 


A scurrying sound caught his
attention, and he glanced down in time to catch a glimpse of a slender Siamese
cat as she shot past his feet. Jared paused to watch Josie flee, figuring it
was the last time he’d ever see his cat. She was free and alive. If he died in
the coming fight with the other vampires, then his honor remained intact,
though sullied. 


Once past him, she stopped to stare
back. The elegant creature was long and thin in profile. Shifting had healed
the wound on her throat. “You’re smaller than I expected,” he said with a
smirk. Josie laid her ears flat. He did not apologize. 


A shout came from the end of the
hallway, and Jared turned, seeing three more vampires coming toward him. A roar
resounded from his chest, challenging the vampires to fight. His pants split at
the seams, falling from his body. Jared allowed the transformation to take him,
embracing his very angry wolf. 


He cast one final glance at Josephine,
but she was gone. Howling at the top of his lungs, he charged into battle. 





Josephine slunk through the parking
lot, moving unnoticed beneath the vehicles. In the distance, screams and angry
growls carried well through the clear night air. More than one pair of feet ran
past her hiding spot and once a car sped through the lot. 


She came upon a pair of familiar feet
beside a battered white pickup truck. It was Carl, making a lot of noise as he
fumbled with a rifle, attempting to load rounds into the chamber. His hands
shook, and he dropped a handful of bullets. 


A silver bullet rolled to a stop in
front of Josephine. Carl stooped to pick up his dropped ammunition, and
Josephine froze. She had chosen a hiding spot right behind the left rear tire.
If Carl looked close enough, he was sure to see her. 


Carl scooped up the bullets near his
feet. Then the human grunted and bent, shoving his arm beneath the vehicle in
search of the missing bullet. His menacing fingers groped closer and closer to
Josephine, threatening discovery. 


Ears flattened, she issued a silent
hiss and batted the bullet with her paw, sending it into Carl’s open hand. The
man released a rumble of satisfaction and closed his fingers around the prize. 


The offending hand withdrew, and a
second later Josephine heard the distinct click of the bolt sliding into place.



Carl moved away from the vehicle, his
footsteps loud and then fading as he headed back toward the house. Josephine
agonized for several vital seconds. She had a good idea what Carl intended, and
a vengeful part of her wanted to let it happen. But ultimately, she couldn’t
stand by and do nothing. Josephine shot out from under the vehicle and followed
Carl, catching up and keeping pace. 


As she rounded the corner of the
house, Josephine caught sight of Jared. The werewolf had a male vampire pinned
against the side of the house. An assortment of broken furniture littered the
ground, the remains of a patio set. A body floated face down in the pool,
darkening the pale blue water with fresh blood. 


The vampire hissed and slugged Jared
in the throat, causing the werewolf to gag and stagger. Carl stopped short of
the fighting pair and brought the rifle up, aiming the gun at Jared’s back. 


Josephine did not hesitate. She
shifted to half-cat, half-human and leapt on Carl’s back. The muzzle of the
rifle swung to the right, and the shot went wide. Carl lurched beneath
Josephine’s weight, cursing a blue streak. 


The vampire leapt at Jared, attempting
to secure a bite hold on the werewolf’s throat, attacking with hands extended
and jaws parted wide to reveal gleaming fangs. One of Jared’s hands caught the
vampire’s face, hooking his mouth. The undead creature screamed in agony as
dagger-like werewolf claws punched holes in the vampire’s cheek and ripped his
face in half. 


Carl bucked and twisted, attempting to
retain his hold on the rifle as Josephine forced his arms down. Her heart raced
with the excitement of the hunt and kill. Her feline nature had been too long
denied. The man’s mouth dropped open, and he shouted when he realized the
identity of his attacker. 


“What the fuck,” Carl shouted. “What
the hell is your problem, cat? He betrayed you. I’m trying to take care of both
our problems.” 


Jared’s claw punched into the
vampire’s chest, reaching for his heart. The vampire’s life ended with a
sickening slosh—a sound rather like a flesh bag full of fluids bursting.
Jared’s triumphant howl announced his victory for all within hearing range. 


Josephine glared at Carl with
glittering blue eyes and released a long drawn hiss. “Three years of your
abuse—do you recall that cattle prod? And you have to ask why?” 


She drew back her arms and lashed out
with extended claws. Her cat reflexes were superior to the human’s reactions.
Her claws sliced parallel cuts through Carl’s throat, and he died with a
stunned murmur. His body fell forward to the ground. 


For several seconds, dead silence
reigned. She stared at Jared, and he at her across a small divide. With a
snarl, Josephine tossed back her hair and whirled upon her heel. She beat a
hasty retreat toward the parking lot, tail held high. 


She might have saved Jared’s life, but
he had not been forgiven. 





Josephine watched the remainder of the
carnage from a juniper bush, crouching on bark dust next to a sprinkler head.
She moved through the grounds, following Jared from a safe distance and
watching as the werewolf left a pile of bodies—human and vampire—in
his wake. She saw him return to the house and emerge a short time later wearing
his blue jeans. 


Josephine ambushed him near the
garage; an eleven-pound cat sprang out to deal a punishing bite to the
werewolf’s calf through his pants. His blue jeans smelled of sweat and sex and
blood from a week’s wearing without washing. He had reverted to human form. All
of the vampires were dead or fled, and maybe it was difficult for a full size
wolfman to fit behind a steering wheel. 


She wanted—no, needed—his
attention, so she leapt out and bit him and then sprang away. Hers was a
sprightly spring charged with enthusiasm for revenge. 


“Damn cat,” Jared said and stopped. He
bent and peered into the bush where Josie had taken refuge. His smile
infuriated her, and at least he had the sense not to “here kitty kitty” her. 


He waited and time passed. She debated
whether to come out and wondered how long he would wait. He remained, kneeling
on the ground and watching her with his topaz wolf eyes. 


Finally, he heaved a sigh and sat on
the ground. “Josie,” he said in that fuck-me voice that she both adored
and despised. “Josie, Josie, Josie—you’re pissed. I get that, I do. You
have every right to be. 


“I made choices without asking you.
It’s a habit, I suppose, and maybe it doesn’t seem fair or right to you. But
I’m used to making decisions for the people under my protection. It’s who I am.
I am the Alpha of my pack. 


“Everything about you fucks me up and
twists me around inside until I have no idea which direction is up. I never
wanted to hurt you, Josie Cat. The first thing to draw me to you was your
fear—I wanted to save you. I wanted to protect you—from me, from
life, from everything.” 


And still he waited. At least an hour
had passed before he stood, dangling his car keys from his fingers. He started
to walk away when Josie came at him, shifting to her cat-woman form which
facilitated speech. She rushed Jared in a flurry of claws and fangs, leaping
straight at him. She gouged scratches on his chest and lacerated his face
without the slightest regard for his sight or his beauty. She fought him with
all of her might, uncaring of whether he chose to retaliate and take her life. 


Jared subdued her, pinning Josie to
the ground, her wrists secured at her sides and her lower body beneath his. It
was just like old times. His blood got all over her; her tears on him. He
kissed her face and licked away the tears. “I’m so sorry, baby. Please believe
me; forgive me. I never wanted to hurt you.” 


“Liar,” she screamed and sobbed.
“Liar! You deceived me. You tricked me, and then, when I finally trusted you,
you betrayed me. Do you have any idea what it took for me to trust again?” 


“You told that vampire I had it
coming,” she said through her tears. He had broken her heart. “You set out to
find the worst possible way to hurt me and then took revenge.” 


Jared released her hands. “I owe you,”
he said, “a debt of honor. Do you want my eyes, Josie? My throat? My life?” He
rolled, bringing her with him so she was lying on top. He raised his arms,
hands beside his head, and assumed a position of submission. 


Her skin vibrated with the force of
his power. Josie stared at Jared, disbelieving, and her claw snaked out to
caress his cheek. Pliant, he turned his head to the side. He did not flinch
when she passed a razor sharp claw over his eye. She rested the needle point of
her nail against his closed eyelid. She could blind him. Such injuries did not
regenerate. 


“You’re an Alpha—leader of
your pack. Not just a dominant wolf, but a fucking Alpha,” she said.
“Seven days and you never saw fit to mention it?” 


He did not turn his head and kept his
threatened eye closed. Jared’s heart rate remained slow and steady; she could
not scent a hint of fear. He wasn’t afraid of her at all. 


“I’m an Alpha wolf; you’re a cat,” he
said. “You don’t like being told what to do; issuing orders is what I’m
accustomed to. I didn’t want to make you feel more threatened.” 


“Where is your pack now?” 


He flashed his teeth in a wolf smile.
“By now, they’ve noticed I’m missing. The pack is probably somewhere between
here and Virginia, shredding everything in their path. See, there was a degree
of urgency to getting out of there on my own. Being rescued would’ve been damn
embarrassing.” 


“I see.” Her laugh emerged as a bitter
sound. Her claws retracted, and his eyelid twitched beneath her fingertip. She
stroked the silky lashes. 


Josie couldn’t stand to gouge one of
those beautiful eyes. She reached for his throat instead and settled all of her
claws against vital points, considering…It was so much more appropriate. She
could bite him, but she doubted her mouth could damage his thick neck. 


“When did you decide to play Russian
roulette with my life?” she demanded. “Seven days ago?” 


He turned his head and looked up at
her. “Tonight, when Carl told me about the vampires who would accompany him and
that he wanted out,” Jared replied. His answer had the ring of honesty. 


“I knew then I had a chance to get you
out, so I improvised. If they thought you were dead then there was no reason to
lock the cell behind me. The wound was severe but not lethal. I know how to
bite without striking a major artery.” 


She sucked in a sharp breath and
tightened her grip on his throat. “You trust your judgment that fucking much
that you’d risk my life?” 


Jared met her eyes and never blinked
or wavered. “Yes.” 


Her confidence faltered. Tears
resurged along with doubt and fear and desire. She despised her weakness and
his strength. Damn it! Damn him! She needed something more than this
wolf’s unshakeable confidence in his own judgment and ability. 


“There’s more, isn’t there?” she
asked, furious with him again. She allowed the tips of her claws to pierce his
throat opening eight pinpricks, each shedding a single drop of blood. Abruptly,
the werewolf’s entire body tensed as he took her threat seriously this time. 


He shook his head once. “There’s only
this,” he said. He braced and waited to see if she’d rip out his throat. 


“This…this…What is this?” Her claws
sank deeper, and he flinched, sucking down a hard breath. Beneath her hands,
his pulse raced. Still he waited, and finally, she understood. 


This was dominance and submission. He was a
wolf; he was Alpha. And he had rolled onto his back, offering his eyes, his
throat, and his life to an unpredictable Siamese cat. Josie had seen what
submission to Evangeline had cost him—how it made him feel. He had
endured the vampire’s blood rape for Josie’s sake. 


Her breath exhaled in a whoosh, and
she removed her claws from his throat, settling her palms against his bare
chest. Josephine did not surrender her position astride him. “I betrayed you
twice; you got me once bad,” she said. “Can we be even now?” 


The tension bled out of Jared’s body.
“I forgave you days ago. Can you forgive me?” 


“Maybe,” she said. She had already
forgiven him but had no intention of telling him that. He could suffer for a
while first. He had it coming. 


“Josie,” he scolded. Those topaz eyes
allowed no evasion. 


“I need for you to be sorry! Not
right.” 


His head tilted forward. “I’m so damn
sorry I hurt you, Josie, I don’t have the words.” 


She blinked back tears. “Fine, I
forgive you.” 


He smiled. “Can you trust me again?” 


“I don’t know,” she said. She glanced
to where the cars were parked. “Were you going to leave me?” 


“No. I was going to call my pack,
regroup, get some new clothes, and then find you,” Jared said. “I figured I’d
give you some time to cool off and then try to apologize. To explain.” 


“You were walking away,” Josephine
said, choking on grief and uncertainty. “I thought you were leaving me.” 


“Josie.” He met her gaze. “I wouldn’t
leave you like that. You matter too much to me.” 


“Honest?” Josephine marshaled a smile.
She despised her own whininess, the part of her still living inside a cage. 


“Honest.” He grinned. “Besides,
walking off was just a ruse to draw you out. I was getting tired of sitting
there.” 


“Oh!” She smacked him on the chest.
“Don’t pretend for a second that I’m predictable.” 


“Not for a second.” His smile turned
to laughter, and she joined him, laughing until she gasped for air. Their humor
was short-lived, but she breathed easier afterward. 


“What next?” Josephine asked. 


“How are you feeling?” 


The question took more courage to pose
than Josie possessed. The reality of life outside of a cage wasn’t something
she’d fully grasped or considered just yet. She searched her heart and found
both fear and hope for the future…with him. 


“I’m frightened.” She felt uncertain
and fragile. The world was a huge scary place after three years in captivity.
Jared, a complete stranger and a werewolf she’d known for a week, represented
her only link to the outside world. “I don’t have anywhere to go.” 


“I don’t want you coming with me
because you have no other options. That’s just another cage,” he said. “I’ll
take you wherever you want, help you get settled. Or I can give you money if
you want to go on your own.” 


His offer hurt more than she’d have
thought possible. Either he wanted to be rid of her or he believed she couldn’t
stand him. Her emotions were battered, and her body exhausted. She could not expend
any more energy on these games. 


The werecat’s shoulders slumped, and
she crossed her arms, sliding backward and off Jared. “Whatever you want,” she
said. “I can take care of myself.” 


He sat up. Rough arms halted her
retreat and hauled her back. Jared placed Josie on his lap and wrapped his arms
around her, creating a cage and a sanctuary. “If it’s up to me, then I’m
keeping you. Josie Cat, you’ve turned my whole world upside down in just a
week, and I very much want you to stay,” he said, pure male in his assertion of
his rights. 


Josie stiffened her spine and her
resolve. “I want more than to be some werewolf’s fuck toy,” she told him,
narrowing her blue eyes. “As if it’s a step up from being a vampire’s blood
donor.” 


His hands framed her face and did
something he hadn’t done in their week together: he kissed her. His lips were
full and firm. Her wolf kissed with his heart and his soul, transforming it
into a simple act of honesty. Desperate to believe it was real, Josie grasped
at his chest with her hands, kneading the solid muscle of his pecs. 


Jared broke contact and nuzzled the
side of her face, still more wolf than man. His gaze reflected a powerful,
scary devotion. “Josie, you’re so much more to me than that.” 


Josephine already understood that Jared
put more stock in actions than words, but it also created uncertainty. She
needed to believe it could be real. 


“No more secrets? No more lies?”
Josephine asked. 


Jared hesitated to answer, and the
look on his face set off alarms. “Oh no,” she moaned, fighting down a tide of
panic. “What else? What aren’t you telling me now?” 


Jared exhaled, slow and hard, so his
nostrils flared. “I don’t want to scare you away.” 


Josephine opened her mouth, but before
she made a reply, a tsunami of energy engulfed her, the same as she’d
experienced before but a thousand times more powerful. The air crackled,
causing her fur to rise, her skin to tingle, and her entire body to vibrate. 


She fell against Jared’s chest,
gasping for air. A connection opened between them. The metaphysical link gave
her a window straight into his heart. She knew him—his unshakeable
self-confidence, his sense of honor and fair play, his protectiveness and
playfulness, and even his wicked humor and horniness. 


“What is that?” Josephine demanded. 


“That’s the mate bond,” Jared
explained. “Wolves mate for life. It’s your guarantee that I could never act
against you or harm you in any way.” 


She trembled and stared at him with
great rounded eyes. “How did this happen?” 


His lips twisted in a sardonic smile.
“I’m not sure. At some point along the way, my wolf chose you. By the time I
figured out what had happened, we’d already had sex and sealed the bond.” 


He stared at her with that uncanny
perception, no doubt reading her fear and apprehension. “You don’t have to be
afraid, Josie. You can walk away any time you want. You’re not a wolf.” 


“What about you?” Josephine asked.
“What happens to you if I leave?” 


His mouth set in a grim line; his eyes
were sorrowful. “If you leave, I’m screwed. Wolves mate for life. There will
never be anyone else who can replace you in my heart or in my bed.” 


The truth of his words resonated
through the connection. Feeling ill, Josephine looked away and then back at
him. She bit her lower lip. “I don’t want you to be bound to me, Jared. You’ve
already lost enough of your freedom because of me.” 


The tension around his eyes eased.
“The mate bond is a choice made of free will, Josie. I chose to tie myself to
you, even if I wasn’t consciously aware of doing so at the time.” 


Her eyes brimmed with tears. She
refused to blink and shed them. “Will you let me go?” 


His vast hurt and disappointment
reached her through their empathic bond. “Yes,” Jared said, and he meant it. 


“Josie, I’d love for you to stay with
me, because I believe together we have something real, something worth fighting
for. But more than that, I want for you to be free. If that means you want a
job or to drive or to fly, then I’ll do whatever I can to help you. Even if it
means letting you go.” 


She stiffened in disbelief, and then
turned into him, safe within his arms. Josie thrust her face against her wolf’s
neck, nipping at his throat with sharp teeth. Her great big badass
werewolf. A purr of pleasure erupted from her chest. 


“Okay, then,” she said, “I guess being
a werewolf’s fuck toy isn’t so bad.” She loved him. She couldn’t say it
yet. Maybe she didn’t need to thanks to an unshakeable bond and unlimited
trust. 


Besides, she was sure that he knew. 


Her wolf threw back his head and
roared with laughter. Then he climbed to his feet and gathered her in his arms,
carrying her…wherever. So long as they wound up there together.


 












ALSO AVAILABLE





 


The Mating
Game


 


by Melissa
Snark


 


ISBN(s):


978-1-62830-378-0
Paperback


978-1-62830-379-7
Digital


 


 


Two males…two friends…a competition
for the right to claim The Heart of the Iron Stone Pack.


An alpha female at her core, Theresa
Sanchez struggles to protect her young daughter, but rivalries and politics
create volatility in the pack. As Theresa comes into heat, lust and need rule
her body. Her pack demands only the most virile male have her. How can she
choose only one mate when her body craves two—the virile beta and the man
she loves?


Zachary Hunter will do anything to
take Theresa as his mate, even if it means killing his best friend. However,
Robert Blane is just as determined to ascend to Alpha. Both their beasts howl
to mark her flesh, but only one can survive to claim her.


But with enemies circling, they must
fight…for the pack, for Theresa, and for a future together


 











 


ABOUT THE
AUTHOR


 


Melissa
Snark is a paranormal
and romance author with a particular interest in werewolves and Norse
mythology. Her Loki's Wolves series combines elements of both in a
contemporary fantasy setting. She lives in Northern California with her
husband, three children and a glaring of cats.


 


Visit Melissa
at


http://www.melissasnark.com/  or  http://www.thesnarkology.com/


 


Join her mailing
list to be notified
of new releases.


 





 


BOOKS
BY MELISSA SNARK


A Cat's Tale


Learning to Fly


The Mating Game


Cuffed (Free Read)


The Child Thief (Loki's Wolves #0)


Hunger Moon (Loki's Wolves #1)


 Battle Cry (Loki's Wolves #2)


 







Wild for the Lion


 


By Kristen
Strassel


 











 


Chapter One


“You better watch out, Daphne,” my mother raised an eyebrow as my little
sister did a dance in front of me. I’d just sat down at the kitchen table and
she couldn’t
wait to give the piece of paper she was holding. “I think
somebody wants to steal your boyfriend.”



“Oh yeah?” I
took the present Dakota so proudly offered me. It was a crayon rendering of a
lion, complete with the full artistic license only a five-year-old could get
away with. “Thank you! Is this for me or Leo?” 


“For Leo,” Dakota
scoffed, like it should have been obvious. Chloe, my best friend, laughed from
across the table. 


“She’s been
drawing pictures of him ever since you brought him here for Christmas.” My mother sighed in defeat. It wasn’t
bad enough that one of her daughters had fallen in love with a lion. Two out of
four girls in the family was a pretty high percentage. My sisters and I were does,
and even though many residents of Woodland Park shifted into some animal,
mating outside of species was simply not done. Until this fall, anyway, when I
did it. Mom was usually pretty open minded, but even she was having a hard time
with this one. So Dakota fangirling over Leo was pretty hysterical.


“You have?” I
pulled Dakota into my lap, tickling her until she squealed. “How
about I bring you up to the mountain before the season ends and Leo can give
you a snowboarding lesson?”
Ever since the mate, I’d
been living with Leo on Soldier Mountain. Now that the worst of winter had
passed, I was able to come back into town to help Chloe get ready for her
bonding ceremony.


Dakota’s
eyes grew wide, like I’d just told her she’d
won the kindergarten lottery. “Awesome!”


“He’ll be
super excited to see you.”
I slid her off my legs. “Now
go draw a picture for me so I can talk to Mom and Chloe.”


Chloe was
absolutely beaming. We’d been friends forever, and it made sense
that we shifted the same year, even though I was three years younger than her
at eighteen. Spend too much time together, you get on the same
cycle. Deer in our herd shifted with the intention to find their mate
and have babies. Chloe had always been obsessed with the mate, she thought it
would be like her very own fairy tale. I’d always thought it sounded like some
sort of backwards arranged marriage. 


Things didn’t
go as either of us expected, but we’d both found our mates. Chloe was
pregnant and bonding with Cane. Leo and I…well, that was a little more complicated.



The ceremony was
going to be in Chloe’s grandmother’s
back yard, small and intimate just like she always wanted, and my mother had
volunteered to make the food. The two of them worked together planning the
menu, and as her maid of honor, I made notes on what I needed to do. 


“We should head out.” I said after I’d joined Dakota at her little table. As
promised, she’d drawn me another lion. I chuckled to
myself, looking over the drawing to Delilah and Darlene, my other two sisters.
We looked like one of those Russian doll sets with the identical pieces that
fit one inside of the other. Long, straight brown hair and our telltale huge
brown eyes. There was no denying we were doe. “I don’t
know how many more days I’ll be able to get down here, and we have
a ton to do.”


I wanted to make
sure Chloe got the fairy tale she’d always wanted.


My mom stood up
and hugged me. “Be careful, up there on that mountain,” she said. “I worry
about you, all alone with those lions.”
She spit out the last word.


I tried not to
take it personally. “I’m not
alone, I have Leo.”
I smiled, hoping she would,
too. She didn’t.
“And they don’t bother me.” That wasn’t
exactly true, but she worried enough already without hearing all the details. 


“Does that happen to you?” I asked Chloe once we got back in the
car. “She always makes me feel guilty every
time I talk to her.”


“At first, Gram had her doubts.” Chloe and Cane had got off to a rocky
start. “But once Cane showed her he was serious,
she changed her tune.”


I sighed.
“Maybe if Leo and I had a bonding
ceremony, everyone would take us a little more seriously.” He hadn’t
brought it up. It didn’t bother me, after all it was really just
a piece of paper and a party. It wouldn’t change how we felt about each other.


Chloe bit
her lip. “I don’t
know if you’ve talked to anyone else in the herd, but
they’re all freaking out about you being with
Leo. They think you’re shunning the herd’s
traditions. That’s
why your mom is so on edge. They probably wouldn’t even let you get a license.” That was one of the things on our to-do
list today. “The only reason I’m
getting one is because Gram works at town hall and she can push it through,
since Cane’s only half buck.” 


“Oh.” My heart sank. I hadn’t
talked to anyone in the herd outside of my immediate family and Chloe. Leo and
I had been in our own little world, and I liked it there. “I
didn’t realize everyone was so pissed off
about this.”


“I didn’t want
to say anything, but you need to know.”
Chloe reached over and
squeezed my hand as we sat at the stoplight. “But you
and Leo are meant to be together, and it will all work itself out.”











 


 


 


Chapter Two


Leo met me at the
bottom of Soldier Mountain that evening in an ATV. This
time of year it was the only way to climb the snowy brae to the hamlet of cabins.
He kissed me like I’d been gone a month instead of an
afternoon.


“I missed you,” he said against my lips, his blonde curls
tickling my cheeks in the wind. “How did it go?”


“Okay,” I hesitated. “It
was really good to see everyone.”


Leo drew away
from me, his hands still cupped my face. “But?”


I didn’t
want to tell him. “I’m tired
of defending myself.”
I looked down. “Us.”


“You don’t
have to explain yourself to anyone.” Leo turned to the steering wheel, shaking his head. “Let’s get you home.”


He drove up the
brae faster than he should have, probably as stuck in his own head as I was in
mine. I followed him into our cabin, and he backed me against the wall. Pushing
a knee between my legs, he rested his arm over my head and picked up where he
left off at the bottom of the hill, running his fingers along the seam of my
lips. He covered them with his own, running his tongue over my bottom lip
before coming inside. 



Heat radiated from his body,
mixing with the cold air that still rolled off of his ski jacket. This wasn’t
much different than any other night. I always liked to welcome Leo back home
this way, but after seeing my family today I was aware of how different my life
had become since I’d found my mate.


“What’s the matter?” Leo could tell I was distracted. 


I smiled up at
him, and gave his jacket a yank. It caught him off guard, and we both laughed
as he stumbled into me. Leo didn’t miss a beat, unzipping my jacket and
sliding it off my shoulders. We let it fall to the ground. 


“I was thinking.” His grin was devilish and his breath
became noisy. Whatever he was thinking about made him purr. I liked it already.
He pulled my sweater up over my head, and it joined the jacket on the floor. He
ran one cool finger along the edge of my bra cup. My body came to attention
under his touch. “I want you to shift.”


I closed my hand
over his and held it close to my chest. My heart thundered beneath our palms. I
needed him to help me keep it in. “Why?”
I asked. I’d
only shifted twice in my life. Once to doe when it was my time for the mate.
And then when Leo, my mate, found me, I shifted back to my human form.


“I’m going
to do it too.” He took advantage of my parted lips,
catching the bottom one between his teeth. The purring grew louder. I loved
when he made that sound and his body vibrated just for me. “You won’t be alone.”


I knew he said
that to comfort me, but it sent a shiver down my spine. Leo was a lion and I
was a doe. In human form, our animal attraction was magnetic. But in our primal
form, he was a predator and I was his prey. 


“Don’t you
think it’s dangerous?” I asked. Leo shifted often. Always to
hunt. I hated it when he came home tasting like someone else’s blood. “What if
we can’t control ourselves?”


“That’s what I’m kind
of hoping for.”
He pushed my bra straps down
my shoulders, his purring louder now. “Why do does shift in the first place,
Daphne?”


I unhooked my
bra, dropping it to the pile of my clothes on the floor, and surprised Leo by
moving past him to the couch. I needed to think, not breathing in his air,
under his spell. He followed me, stripping off his jacket and sweatshirt. His
muscles were so taut from a long season of snowboarding. I couldn’t
wait until this summer when his body would be kissed by the sun.


“To find our mate,” I said slowly when he joined me on the
couch. I wasn’t sure where he was going with this. Leo
was the only man I’d ever been with, and the only one I ever
planned to be with. Sometimes this being sexy thing came with a learning curve.



Leo took my hand
and lifted it to his mouth, he kissed each of my fingers. “Exactly.
Lions don’t only shift to hunt. We’re
not that different than deer. It’s foreplay for us as well.”


As he came closer
to me, I leaned back on the couch. His hand was on the small of my back as I
hit the cushion, and his lips danced against mine after we fell. I fumbled with
his fly, he was still wearing way too much clothing. After he kicked off his
pants, I wrapped my hand around his shaft, and started to move my fingers in
the same frantic rhythm as our lips. 


He gasped when he
pulled away from my mouth. I followed his momentum, then fell back on the
couch, but I didn’t let go of his cock. “Not so fast,”
he panted. He squeezed his
eyes closed, it was taking all the control he had to tell me to stop. “Shift
with me, Daphne. Please.”


Something inside
me was rising. I’d felt it several times since I’d
met Leo, and the same thing always made it stir. Fear. I wasn’t
afraid of him at all, but we’d run into some shifters who would be all
too happy to take advantage of me as a doe. I’d
always managed to push it down before I turned, because Leo was there to
protect me, every time. “Okay.” My voice was raspy, doubting the words it
was saying. “I’ll
do it.”


Leo’s
hazel eyes lit up, and the purest smile spread across his face. Like the first
snow fall of the autumn. He rolled back on his heels, and even though he hadn’t
shifted, his body was absolutely majestic. Power and control coursed through
him. Broad shoulders, rippling muscles leading to his narrow hips. And that V.
I could hardly take my eyes off of it. I sat up, pulling my ponytail over my
shoulder, and twirled my fingers through it while I stared at his still rock
hard shaft. I’d
rather stay here and finish what we started, but whatever was rising in me
couldn’t be stopped.


He caught me
off-guard by cradling my face in a kiss. “This is going to be amazing.” Leo looked around the room, his hands
still on my cheeks. “We’ll shift
here, it will be completely safe.”
This obviously wasn’t
the first time he’d thought about us shifting together. He
rested his forehead against mine. “We’re
totally in control of this.”


I nodded. My doe
side frightened me. I’d resented its possibility my entire
life, and once it happened, I pushed it down every chance I had. Leo was right.
I needed to embrace being a doe. 


Leo got up and
opened the front door just a crack. Smart thinking, since in a few minutes,
neither of us were going to have thumbs. Then he came back to the couch, and
hooked his fingers in the waistband of my pants. His gaze warmed my skin. “These
need to go.” 


I lifted my hips
and let him strip me bare. We’d
done this so many times, pretty much every night since Leo had found me as a
doe in the forest. But tonight wasn’t like any other night. I was finally
going to let myself be wild. 











Chapter Three


“We need to figure some things out before
we do this.” Waves of animal energy rolled through my
body, and we were running out of time. Unless I slammed on the brakes, I was
minutes away from turning doe. “We won’t
be able to talk to each other when we shift. How are we going to communicate?”


Leo furrowed his
brows, he hadn’t considered that. “Stay
close to me,” he said. “Tap me
twice with your hoof if something’s wrong. Three times if you want to come
back to the cabin. I’ll do the same for you.”


It wasn’t
a great plan, but I didn’t have any better ideas. I nodded then
slid off the couch, landing on my knees in front of Leo. He smoothed my hair as
I began to shake. The last time I went this far, I had no idea what was
happening. Now I did, but it didn’t make the panic subside. 


My fingers
retracted into my palms, and rock hard hooves burst through my skin. I
screamed, but the sound wasn’t human anymore, it was doe. With my
mouth open, my face twisted, reforming. My skin rippled, fur settling in its
place. 


No going back
now. 


In full doe form,
I stood up in the middle of the living room. It seemed so much smaller looking
at it through my animal eyes. Leo was still human. He ran his hand through my
fur, manipulating my ear between his fingers. If I could purr as a doe, that
would have been the noise I made. It felt that good.


“I’ve never
had a chance to really look at you like this before.” Leo placed a kiss right above my nose. “You’re so
beautiful. I mean, you’re always beautiful, but like this it’s
magical.” Another kiss. “I’m psyched that you’re
doing this with me. But being so close to you like this I need to change, too.”


Leo dropped down
on all fours, his whole body shaking. I stepped back, more of a gallop,
surprising myself by how awkward yet graceful moving my legs felt. It had been
four months since I’d last shifted, and everything was
foreign. My eyes were glued to Leo. Claws broke through his fingers, and he
held his hand up to his face, the leather pad of a paw covered his palm. Blonde
fur covered his skin and his body expanded right in front of my eyes. He threw
his head back and his roar rocked the cabin. When he quieted, his face was
fully lion, a golden mane framing his face like a halo. 


A rumble came
from his throat and I jumped. Being so close to a lion was always going to be
unsettling, but Leo had always taken care of me. I had to remember it was him
inside of that animal.


And being with
him like this I think I actually loved him more. I didn’t know that was even possible.


With a shake of
his mane Leo trotted to the door, pulling it open with his paw. The snow
crunched under my hooves. The air tasted crisp and clean. 


I let Leo take
the lead. This mountain was his home, and he knew all the trails. He led me
behind our cabin. The terrain was steep, and we climbed down the brae slowly,
winding through the trees. 


Once the ground
leveled, Leo rolled on to his back. I nudged his face with my nose, and he
nipped at me. I jumped again, and he stood back up, rubbing against me, purring.



We may not have
been able to speak to each other, but that I understood. 


Leo broke away
from me, trotting down the path. I chased after him, my hooves moving so fast I
felt like I was gliding over the snow. He stopped short and circled me. When he
closed in, I went down on my front hooves. He nuzzled my face then settled in
front of me. Now I felt comfortable enough to play with him. 


Our heads bumped,
and Leo curled his body around mine. We pawed at each other, both of us seemed
to know the rules of a game that didn’t exist before this evening. Time didn’t
move the same way for us like this, and I had no idea how long we’d
been out there when I lay my head against his shoulder, his mane tickling my
face. My body vibrated in rhythm with Leo’s purring. 


We weren’t
alone. I jerked my head up at the sound of rustling leaves, trying to figure
out who the footfall belonged to. Hunting season was over for humans, but that
didn’t mean that everyone followed the rules.
And on Soldier Mountain, guys with guns were the least of my worries. 


A very feline
howl shattered the silence. Leo tapped me twice, then tapped me three times. Danger.
Go home. I jumped to my feet, and he nodded, and I was pretty sure he
intended for me to go first. Leo stuck close to my side as I trotted up the
dark path. I bleated with every unfamiliar roar, the echo making it sound like
there were lions everywhere. 


I wasn’t
completely sure where I was going, but Leo had yet to correct me. I knew our
cabin was at the top of the brae, so that’s where I headed. Up. Leo quickened his
pace, cutting me off, and tapping my leg twice.


Danger.


I looked up at
him, cursing that we couldn’t speak to each other. He had already
been noisy when we lay in the snow. Before it had been purring, now a growl rumbled
through his body.


Three lions broke
through the brush. None of them had long manes like Leo. Oh, crap. These were
cougars. Before I moved to Soldier Mountain, I’d never
realized that the women of Leo’s pride preferred to be referred to as
such. Or that every single one of them would hate me. 


My fan club had
arrived.


I didn’t
know who was who once they’d shifted. But I knew from their angry
snarls they weren’t happy to see us. Or maybe they were way
too happy. Both scenarios terrified me. 


Leo roared,
matching the ladies snarl for snarl. He hadn’t left
my side. I was afraid to take my eyes off of the cougars that blocked our path,
but there was a good chance they weren’t working alone. If Leo challenged them,
then he’d have to leave me unprotected. Any lion
on the mountain could easily overpower me, no matter what how hard I fought. I
hoped Leo had a better solution than I did. I had nothing. 


Their argument
wouldn’t end.
My heart raced, Leo’s body tensed beside mine. After a blood
curdling screech, the lions scattered into the trees. Leo tapped my leg three
times, and I ran faster than I thought I could to keep up with him as we
climbed the brae.


I kept expecting
to have a lion cross my path, or attack me from behind, but it looked like the
cougars just meant to scare us. We were still in animal form when we returned
to the cabin. We’d left the door open, and Leo smartly
combed each room to make sure we didn’t have any unexpected guests. 


He shifted back
to human form easily, standing filthy and naked in the middle of the living
room. I wasn’t exactly sure what to do.


Last time I
shifted involved a chase, too. That night I’d just
wanted to be human, and it worked. So I concentrated hard on my regular life,
thought about my sisters and Chloe. I couldn’t believe
it was just hours before that Dakota drew a lion for me. The drawing was still
in my purse.


It worked. My fur
broke away, my hooves turned to fingers, and everything was back to normal. I
collapsed on the floor in front of the couch, still gasping for breath after
our cougar encounter.


Leo knelt down
beside me. “You okay?”


I nodded. “That
could have been really bad.”
My whole body trembled. If
one of those women caught me, they wouldn’t think twice about snapping my neck. It
went without saying I didn’t
want my neck snapped. 


A growl caught in
Leo’s throat. “They
wouldn’t dare.”
He wrapped me in his arms. “They
just wanted to scare you.”


“It worked.”


Leo shook his
head against mine. “No. I told them to leave you alone. You’re my family now. They have to respect
that.”


I took a
deep breath, Chloe’s words echoed in my head. If any of the
bucks in my herd stood a chance against Leo, they would have dragged me away
from here months ago. “My herd isn’t
on board with us being together, either.”


“So they’d rather
see you unhappy?”
Leo sighed. “It’s foolish. I’d
never claim someone I didn’t love.”


“I know.” I
snuggled against him tighter. I’d crawl inside him if I could. “I don’t see why it’s
so hard to understand.”


Leo picked up a
clump of my ponytail with two fingers. My hair was nasty after shifting, and
his curls were plastered to his head. We were so gross right now. I laughed
when the hair dropped back to my shoulder. “Let’s
get you cleaned up,”
he said.


Helping me up
from the floor, Leo led me into the bathroom. The spray from the shower fogged
the room as soon as he turned it on. He must’ve had a chill after dealing with those
cougars, too.


Stepping into the
shower, I moaned when the hot water hit my skin. I never realized how bad being
dirty felt until I was clean again. The water hit my skin from every angle, and
I picked up the wash cloth to scrub the rest of the shifting goo
away. 


“I want to do it.” Leo took the cloth from my hand. He squeezed body wash into the cloth and rubbed it into a lather.
The way he manipulated the cloth, and knowing what he intended to do with it
made a whole different sensation rise in my core. My stomach clenched, and I
moaned when Leo began moving the cloth across my body. It all started
innocently enough. Still I trembled as he held my hand in his and cleaned each
finger, moving up my arm, and then massaged my neck. 



“Does that feel
good?” His lips
were inches from my ear. My muscles were still tense from the shift. I nodded. “Turn around,” he instructed, put his hands on my
shoulders to guide me. I faced the wall, and he made little circles across my
shoulder blades before changing to long strokes down my back.


Each time the
cloth dipped a little lower, but he stopped at the curve of the top of my
behind. His fingers brushed my ass and little spasms erupted just below the
surface of my skin. I gasped when Leo stopped, but it was just temporary. He
moved my leg, giving himself more room for his mission. 


Needing balance,
I put my hand up against the wall. Leo purred and I wanted to scream when he
ran the cloth along my shoulder blades again, but I was familiar with his
technique. It wasn’t long before his strokes dipped low
enough that the cloth was between my legs, moving in a circular motion. 


My core throbbed
under his touch. He dragged the cloth back and forth slowly, then dropped it. My
hips bucked when he slipped a finger inside me, hitting the spot that made me
cry out. Adding another finger, he repeated the motion until I couldn’t
see anymore. 


Leo knew exactly
what he was doing to me, and he wrapped his other arm around my waist as he
kept thrusting. I bit my lip, holding in a moan.


“Don’t hold
back, Daphne. I want all of you.”
he nipped my earlobe and I
shrieked. “Yes.”


Leo slid his
fingers out of me, and started circling my clit so slowly my knees shook. He
knew my body better than I did, and I could barely catch my breath. He steadied
my hips, and ran his shaft the length of my sex before entering me.


My body craved
him, expanding to welcome him home. My moans echoed in the small room, which
just made Leo thrust harder and faster. My hands slid down the wall, and I
completely belonged to him. 


Fireworks started
going off in my brain, and my body throbbed around his shaft. “Not yet.” Leo slid out of me and I groaned. He
kept one arm around my waist, I was a quivering mess, trembling from looking
over the edge and not being able to jump yet. With his other hand, he gathered
my hair and placed it over my shoulder. “I want to wash your hair first.”


Leo lathered the
shampoo between his fingers before bringing them up to my scalp. His thumbs
traced small, slow circles down the back of my head, his fingers kneading just
above my ears. Once he was satisfied that my hair was saturated in frothy
shampoo, he let the soapy bubbles slide down my body and rinse away.


I turned to Leo
and put my arms around his neck. I always had to go up on my tiptoes to kiss
him. I needed to taste him. All of him. Our tongues tangled, and he pulled me
against his body, all of it rock hard and still ready for more.


It wasn’t
easy to stop, but I was on a mission. “You’re still
dirty, too.” My lips moved against his, and I smiled
against his cheek, giving him a quick peck before sinking down to my knees in
front of him.


Taking a fresh
washcloth, I made a show of wetting it, sneaking a peak up at Leo with a sly
smile. He watched me with wide eyes, and his stomach trembled with his breath.
I bit my lip, and Leo chuckled. It wasn’t often he gave up control, but right
now, as I brought the cloth up his balls and draped it over his sack,
that control was all mine. 


With soapy hands,
I stroked his shaft back and forth, circling my thumb over the tip. Leo threw
his head back, a noise caught in his throat similar to a strangled cry. I
stilled my hand, running the other one up his leg. “No
holding back,” I reminded him. “Tonight
we’re wild.”


“Yes.” The word was little more than a hiss, hot
air turning to steam when it hit the water. “Just
keep doing what you’re doing.” 


I blinked rapidly
and my devious smile was back. “Are you sure?” I again ran my thumb over his tip.


His eyes closed
and he gasped. “I’ve never
been more sure of anything in my life.”


“Open your eyes, baby.” In case he didn’t
understand my request, I quickly ran my hand down his shaft, to down to the base.
“I have a better idea.”


I waited until he
followed my instructions. His breath stuttered in his chest as I licked tip of
his cock, and then closed my mouth over it. Never taking my eyes off of Leo’s,
I continued my mission. 


Leo groaned,
cupping the back of my head and guiding me. His breath grew noisy, and he
leaned forward, his hands falling to my shoulders. I knew he wasn’t
going to last much longer, and Gods, I love that. To be able to give back a
little of what this beautiful man gave to me.


He eased his body
away from my mouth, and dropped to his knees in front of me. His whole body
vibrated, his purr almost a roar. Taking my mouth in a hungry kiss, he led me
down in a backbend. He caged me in with his arms, never breaking the kiss as he
thrust his shaft deep inside me. 


Leo swallowed my
cry. He was too close to the brink to worry about being gentle. His hips
slammed back and forth, and all I could do was curl my fingers into his
shoulders and hang on for the ride. 


It didn’t
take long for his shaft to swell, and his hot release flooded me. I lay panting
as Leo reached up to shut off the water. 


We’d
just done another dangerous thing tonight. But right now, I was too exhausted
to speak. 


“That was amazing.” Leo still hadn’t
caught his breath when he smoothed a piece of hair away from my face, kissing
the bare skin left in its wake. 


“It was.” I picked up my hand and laughed, turning
it so he could see. “We are so pruny.” 


“Yeah we are.” Leo laughed. “It
was worth it.”


Once we were out
of the shower, I wrapped my hair in a thick towel, and Leo swaddled me with
another. He patted slowly, erasing the water droplets from my skin. He paid
special attention to my breasts, circling each nipple. 


“That wasn’t enough
for you?” I still hadn’t
totally caught my breath yet. 


Still dripping
wet and bare, Leo brought his nose to mine, moving it back and forth. “Never.” He smiled, the towel still moving around
my breast. 


I put my hand
over his, stilling it, then stealing the towel away from him. “We
have to talk about what happened tonight.”
I pulled the towel around my
body and turned away from him. I wasn’t sure what I was going to say yet. 


Leo sighed, I
watched his fuzzy reflection in the mirror, still obscured with a layer of
steam. He leaned against the counter, his head bowed. “I
didn’t think we’d see
anybody tonight,”
he finally said. “I
run that path all the time. There’s never any cougars down there. That’s
why I chose it. I’d never intentionally put you in danger.” 


I handed him a
towel. “What did they say to you?”


He scoffed and
shook his head. “The usual crap. Nothing they could
possibly back up.”
He tied the towel around his
waist and watched me walk out of the room.


“Daphne,” he called after me, frustrated. I sat
down on the bed, hugging the towel to my body. His eyes were so sad when he
came around the corner. “I’ve been
dealing with these bitches ever since I moved to Soldier Mountain. They’re
bullies, and there’s a reason why they’re
alone.”


“I don’t
think we should make it easy for them.”
I couldn’t
meet his eyes.


“We’re not.” He cupped my chin, and turned me back to
him. “Leaving the mountain, breaking up—“ my eyes grew wide and he shook his head, “—which is not going to happen, that would be making things
easy on them. They’d get what they wanted. They’d
win.” His lips were so close to mine. “We’re not going to let them win.”


“I want to be able to live a normal life
with you.” I didn’t have
one friend here, and no one from the herd would come visit me since mountain
was filthy with lions. “I don’t
want you to have to babysit me every time I leave the house. I feel trapped.”


Leo walked over
to the French doors that led out to the balcony and threw them open. The night
air prickled my skin after so long in the steaming hot shower. He disappeared
on the balcony. I wasn’t done with this conversation, so I
followed him to the open door.


“Come out here,” he said quietly.


I looked down at
my towel. “Like this?”


He nodded. The
cold didn’t affect me much, especially since I’d
just shifted, so I stepped out into the night. Only an overhead light
illuminated the balcony. It cast a few long, lonely shadows over the trees
below us, but everything else was blanketed in thick blackness. 


“Look at how big the mountain is, Daphne.
The pride is what? Two dozen people? They don’t own
this mountain.”


I stepped to the
railing. In the dark, the mountain could’ve gone on forever. I looked back to Leo.
The strong line of his jaw cast a black line into the night. “Has
anyone ever told them that?”
I asked.


Leo
laughed. “They know. Why else would they be so
insecure?” He turned to me, and his towel fell in a
damp heap at my feet. He ran his finger along my collarbone, and for the first
time since I came out on the balcony, I shivered. “There
are so many animals on this mountain. I’ve seen fox, lynx, bears, a few deer—“


“Really?” I’d
love to find them. 


“I don’t
think they’re shifters.” His thumb brushed my lips. “And
there’s a whole other world down by the stream.
We don’t have any more claim to this land then
any of them. We just run the ski area.”



The towel on my
head started to slide to the left. Leo caught it before it went over the
railing and tossed it toward the open door. One side of his mouth turned up as
he hooked his finger at my cleavage, pulling the towel away from my body.
Instinctively, I moved to cover myself, but Leo was faster, catching my hands
and squeezing them. “This is your home now, Daphne. I want to
share it with you.”


The cold air made
his slow kiss taste even sweeter. I pressed my body against his, embracing everything
about him. We stayed out there kissing for a long time. Leo pulled away with a
gasp, pushing my hair away from my face. 


My body ached
from the shift, and the rest of the day had left me exhausted. But there was
one more thing that couldn’t wait. “We didn’t
use anything in the shower.”
We always used condoms. I’d
go on birth control, but there was no such thing for does. We were meant to
mate. 


“I know.” Leo’s nod was small. “Does
that bother you?”


I had to think
about my answer. “I don’t
know what will happen.”
I’d
actually looked up what happened when a lion mated with a doe on the internet.
Everyone around here only insisted that it simply didn’t
happen. Besides a few videos of animals doing the nasty on YouTube, I didn’t
find anything to prove them wrong. No mixed babies. I was sad just thinking
about it. “I’m not in
heat anymore, but you’re my mate.”


“I want to take the next step with you.” Leo brushed his lips against my cheek. “No
matter what it is.”


I wrapped my
hands in Leo’s hair as he dropped to his knees in
front of me. Butterfly kisses started at my neck, took a detour at my breasts,
and then resumed their trip south past my belly button. His fingers started to
make slow lazy circles around my sex. A moan slipped from my throat, and I leaned
back against the railing as Leo brought his tongue to my clit. 


Everything was in
shadow anyway so I squeezed my eyes closed and focused on the sensation. Leo
stilled my bucking hips, holding me completely still while continuing to taunt
me with his tongue. 


A howl sliced the
night. My eyes flew open. “What was that?”


“Hmm?” Leo purred against my slit. 


“You didn’t hear
anything?” He shook his head and went back to what
he doing. I pulled him away from me by his hair. “It
sounded like a cougar.”


“It probably was.” 


“What if they can see us?” My heart throbbed as fast as my core.


“Let them watch me make love to
you.” Leo growled. “Maybe
they’ll finally understand that you’re mine.”











 


Chapter Four


Neither of us
wanted to get out of bed when the alarm went off. My head was still heavy with
sleep when Leo sat up. Most mornings, I got up with him, but today, I wasn’t
sure I could move. 


“Stay with me,” I mumbled. 


“You make a very tempting offer, but I can’t.”
Leo leaned down to kiss me. “I
have the little kids coming for their snowboarding boot camp. They’d
be crushed if I blew them off.”


“I guess that’s
a good reason.”
Which reminded me. “So
Dakota’s got it
bad for you. She’s been drawing pictures of lions
constantly since Christmas. She gave me one for you.”


“Oh yeah?” Leo
raised an eyebrow. “Did you tell her I’m
madly in love with another woman?”


My heart swelled.
“No. She’s the
only one I’m willing to share you with.” I giggled. “And I
may have offered your services in the snowboarding department.”


“Bring her up here. Have her spend the
night. It’d be
fun.”


My mother would
never allow my baby sister to spend the night in lion country. I smiled sadly. “I’ll see what I can do.”


Even though I
stayed in the cabin, my days were pretty full. I’d
signed up for online classes this semester, and I spent a lot of time working
on conditioning. I’ve been a competitive gymnast for most of
my life, and I wanted to stay in the best shape possible. My dream was to
qualify for the national team, and I wasn’t willing to give up on that yet. 


Which made what
we did last night weigh heavily on my mind. We’d see what happened.


I made coffee and
oatmeal while Leo got ready for work. He was feeling it this morning, too.
Neither of us were moving very fast, and if he didn’t
hurry, he was going to be late. 


Once he left, I
cleaned up the breakfast dishes. I liked to set up my laptop on the kitchen
table. I could spread out everything I needed there. 


Leo forgot his
gloves. Crap. 


Getting dressed
quickly, I hurried over to the ski area. I had to go on foot since Leo took the
ATV with him. I jogged most of the way there. If Leo started his lesson,
chances are I wouldn’t be able to find him. The cold didn’t
affect him like it would a human, but I wanted him to be comfortable. 


I made it just in
time. All the kids were strapped into their snow boots, carrying their boards
over to the training hill. 


“Hey.” Leo jumped when I approached him. “You
forgot these.”


“Thanks.” He leaned in and gave me a quick peck.
The kids oohed and ahhed. My face turned bright red. “Do
you want to take the ATV back?”


“I think I’m
okay.” I’d never
driven that thing, and it felt so good to be outside I was actually looking
forward to the walk back. It was nine o’clock. Hopefully any of the cougars that
had taken issue with us last night had something better to do this morning than
bother me.


“Be careful.” He squeezed my hand. “I’ll see you tonight.”


I’d
never had a chance to explore the mountain. It was really beautiful up here,
the peaks and valleys still dusted with snow. Once I walked away from the ski
area, I had it all to myself.


Or not.


“Look who it is.” Three
blonde women I didn’t recognize strutted toward me on the
path. They looked like they were dressed for skiing, with heavy jackets, hats,
and snow pants. “The brave little doe.”


“I didn’t know
there was venison on the menu today,”
one of the others added. “I’ve had a
craving.”


My mouth went
dry, but I couldn’t let them know I was scared. It was bad
enough they’d probably be able to smell my fear. “Who
are you?”


They laughed. “You
better know who we are, doe. We saw your little show last night on the balcony.
You’re getting awfully cocky.”
The one who spoke began
circling me. “I bet you thought you could hide behind
your lion forever.”



My choices weren’t
good. I had no idea how far these cougars intended to take their threat. Even
in human form, it was likely they could outrun me. Leo was busy with his
lesson, and I wasn’t sure where any allegiances lie at the
ski center. I was on my own. “What are you going to do about it?” I asked.


“We’re going
to claim what’s ours.” The one who’d been
quiet up until now spoke. The other one stopped circling me, and ran her finger
along my cheek. I recoiled, but I knew better than to throw a punch. It was
exactly what she wanted. A reason to attack.


“I don’t
have anything that belongs to you.”
I tilted my chin up. “So
good luck with that. If you’ll excuse me.” I started to walk way. 


The two women
blocked the path. “Didn’t
Leo teach you anything about lions?”
the one who touched me said.
“What we like to do?”


I took a deep
breath. “Yeah. You toy with your prey before you
kill it.” That animal feeling started to rise and I
needed to push it down with everything I had. “Is that
what you’re
going to do? Kill me?”



“Oh, not today.” The women laughed. “But
you’re right. It’s
much more fun if you wonder every time you set foot outside of the cabin if you’ll
ever make it back to your precious Leo. We want to see those doe eyes nice and
wide,” she paused. “Yeah,
like that. You’re so pretty. I can see why he likes you,
doe. You’re foolish and proud. You’ll
pay for it in the end.”


I had so many
snappy comebacks at the tip of my tongue, but I wasn’t
giving these crazy bitches any ammunition. 


“What do you know about pride tradition?
Oh, that’s right, nothing.” They all laughed again. “We
can challenge any female who can’t produce offspring. Lion cubs, not some
freak of nature. And I’m going to tell you a little secret.” The one who’d done
most of the talking leaned in close, like she was doing me a favor. I winced as
her breath stung my cheek.


“What’s that?”


“Every single one of us wants a crack at
you.” Her smile was so ugly. “It’s a fight you can’t
possibly win.”


Something inside
me broke, but it wasn’t my doe rising, it was anger. I’d
had enough. I pushed passed the three of them, causing the mouthy one to
stumble back. “We’ll see
about that.”
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Prologue


 


The world of the supernatural exists all
around us, but we don’t see it. Even if we catch a glimpse of it, we refuse to
admit that’s what we saw. Not all humans are allowed to go about their mundane
existence in complete ignorance. My family was just minding their own business
when a werewolf bit one of us, changing her life and ours, forever. A bite
won’t always do that, but this time it changed their world too. My cousin Ariel
changed into a snow white wolf. White wolves were a powerful bloodline believed
extinct, but now that we’ve been found we are pursued relentlessly. Many of us
snubbed wolves, as they preferred to be called. I was one of those who chose to
stick with my own kind. My name is Sue Ellen and this is the story of Luke and
me.











 


 


 


Chapter 1


A Rendezvous


 


What the hell was she doing here? She was
not this kind of girl, why in the world did she agree to do this? She paced
back and forth in her expensive hotel suite waiting for a man she didn’t know.
Maybe he wouldn’t show. All this worry could be over nothing. She’d read
somewhere that ninety percent of the bad things people worry about never
happen. She might wake up and this might all just be a crazy dream. There were
six of them that had made an agreement to do this. Why did she have to be the
first one? It was her typical bad luck that was why.


They had all had some success in their
respective fields and wanted to reward themselves. She just didn’t understand
why they chose this way to do it. Who had even come up with this? She just
couldn’t remember. Had she even agreed at the time? Probably. It probably
helped that they were all drunk. A sane, sober person wouldn’t come up with
such a thing. It was the kind of thing you fantasized about, but were smart
enough never to do.


They were all sitting around drinking and
complaining about their pitiful love lives. The group ranged in age from
twenty-eight to nearly forty. They were all feisty when they got together and
anything was liable to happen. What was happening now had to be extreme even
for their rowdy group. She thought it might have been Kimmie that had suggested
they do something to break out of their dull personal lives. What they decided
was way more than insane. She pulled at her mask, it was annoying her but that
might be because it represented how crazy she was behaving. She should have just
said no!


Yet here she was in a luxury hotel room,
dressed in the raciest lingerie she had ever seen, waiting for a man she knew
nothing about that had been matched to her by someone else she didn’t know.
That’s what they had all agreed to do, live out a fantasy with someone sent to
them by this matching agency that Kimmie, my cousin, had found. It was called
Erotic Fantasies and the name said it all. For a nominal fee they would match
women with the men of their dreams for one night of anonymity and mad,
passionate sex.


She was wearing a mask and he would also to
keep up the illusion of anonymity once the night was over. It was the number
one rule, anonymity for the night. Afterward they would decide whether to share
their identities or not by contacting each other, but it needed to be mutual.
They even had a website set up for the contact if it was requested. Everything
was so organized, but what kind of demand could there be for a business like
that?


She was wondering what kind of crazy guy she
could expect to meet under these circumstances, but who was she to be throwing
stones? She was sitting there dressed as provocatively as possible, masked and
ready for anything. She admitted a small thrill of excitement ran through her
as she heard the knock on the door. This was her last test, would she open it
and let him in? Her mask gave her strength since no one would know who she was
she could do anything with no fear of embarrassment or recriminations. He would
arrive as if he were attending the masked ball downstairs. There was one held
at the hotel every month and that was the night the fantasies were granted. The
men who came here to make a woman’s dreams come true wouldn’t look out of place
wearing costumes and masks. Of course they wouldn’t be attending a dance. They
would be living out an erotic fantasy.


She was guaranteed a perfect match for her,
but how could they really do that? A man who would be attractive, her type
and would make her sexual fantasies come true. If she was honest, as nervous as
she was, there was also an element of incredible excitement. She braced herself
before she opened the door and caught her breath. He was tall, well over six
feet and she had to look up, way up, to look into his deep brown eyes. His lips
were full and she felt the urge to kiss them. She stepped back to let him in.
No need to be shy since she had decided to do this and enjoy every second of
it.


Her fingers itched to slide into his curly
black hair. They really had picked a man that was her perfect match. He reminded
her so much of her secret crush Lucas, but it just couldn’t be. She wondered if
he had not resembled Luke, would she have even let him in? Maybe it wasn’t fair
that Luke was on her mind, but that’s who she would imagine she was with. Hot,
sweet, sexy Lucas whose only fault was being born not just a wolf, but an
alpha. Since her cousin Ariel had become mated to a wolf and they had
discovered she was a white wolf, a powerful blood line thought lost to their
world forever. Her eyes had been opened to a secret world existing right beside
that of humans. It was a world she had no desire to become part of, not now,
not ever!


The man moved in and owned the room. The
spacious hotel room seemed to close in on her as she took in the large and in
charge presence of the man in front of her. Nervously she stepped back to widen
the distance between them hoping he’d say something, anything, to lighten the
awkwardness of the moment but he just stared at her with those cinnamon colored
eyes lit with an overwhelming lust that brought out a matching one in her. He
stepped closer and she stepped back almost like a choreographed dance. She
wanted him even if he would only be a substitute for the man she would never
have. The man who lived in a world she chose never to be a part of not even for
his sake.


He had backed her up against the bed and
their dance ended. She waited, unable to think or breathe as he seemed to
consider his next move and his eyes slowly worked their way down her body. It
was like being lapped by flames as his look consumed her and her heart
thundered in her ears. He had not even touched her yet and she was hot and
slick, her body prepared to be taken in any way he desired. He moved forward,
close enough to touch her. His hand reached out to stroke her cheek softly, so
softly it felt like a feather. She felt a zing shoot through her and his eyes
widened telling her he had felt it too. She just wanted to lean forward so her
body touched his and beg him to take her now. She wouldn’t do that of course.
She had her pride even if it had made for a cold and lonely bed each night.


She examined him, he was close enough she
could see every detail. He was dressed as Zorro which made her think of the
masked ball going on downstairs. He would draw no attention because of his
mask, only his incredible good looks would draw the eyes of any woman with eyes
to see. His tight black pants seemed to struggle to hold a rather large package
from escaping. They showcased his well-muscled legs and she’d bet that he had
the kind of ass women would drool over. His loose fitting white shirt was open
at the top showing off a tanned chest with a light sprinkling of dark hair.
Shiny black boots covered his feet, a black cape was slung over his shoulders
and a black bolero hat sat jauntily on his head. His black mask gave him a
sense of mystery that drew her in even deeper and she would admit to a certain
sense of excitement from the taboo nature of what they were about to do.


She saw him draw in a deep breath and she
would swear he growled which made her worry he might be a wolf, but she decided
it didn’t matter since after tonight they would never see each other again. She
didn’t want to mate a wolf and that was all any of them wanted from her, but to
experience a wolf with no strings attached, the thought made her panties
melt. He moved unexpectedly as if he had just decided what to do and couldn’t
wait another second to carry out his carnal desires. He pulled her into his
arms and she felt an unnatural heat rush over her. She couldn’t decide if it
came from him or if her dirty thoughts were sending a wave of heat through her
body. She did know her body was the neediest she could ever remember it being
and that she might scream if he didn’t do something soon.


He put his lips on hers and he branded her
with a kiss unlike any she had ever experienced. She’d heard the word devour,
but now she understood what it really meant. Her breath came in pants and
he was equally affected. Her heart pounded in her ears as she looked in his
eyes and had the feeling she was looking at the baddest predator around. Just
for one night, she would do the things she had always imagined without letting
fear get in her way. She watched him and she saw a man that could make any
woman’s wildest fantasies come true. She closed her eyes and surrendered to
whatever he had planned.











 


Chapter 2


The Plan


 


Lucas threw back another whiskey and enjoyed
the burn as it hit the back of his throat. He wouldn’t get drunk, alcohol had
little effect on shifters. He looked around the table at the males he’d become
close to over the last few years. It was unbelievable that they hadn’t even
known each other to begin with, at least not well. Now their personal
situations had made them band together like brothers. Each of them had found
their mates only to meet with human rejection. He wasn’t sure if it was fear,
arrogance, or uncertainly that caused these females to turn their back on their
soul mates. It was hard to figure out since they never bothered to explain. The
rejection hit them all hard and at a level deep down in their hearts where it
was hard to heal. The pain was unimaginable.


He had heard of humans begging to be turned
but these females, even though they carried the powerful legendary white wolf
blood, refused to even consider it. His female, yes she was his no matter how
much she refused to admit it, seemed to be the worst one of all. The lovely Sue
Ellen dodged him at every turn. They worked together in the same office
building. He was on the second floor where his physical therapy practice was
successful in many ways. He made good money, okay very good money and he was
able to help people reclaim their lives.


His sweet Sue Ellen worked on the third
floor directly above him. She was a psychiatrist who specialized in attention
deficit hyperactivity disorder or just attention deficit disorder. She was also
successful in helping people that had challenges to overcome live a regular
lifestyle and she earned a good living doing it. She was the best there was and
she was often booked up months in advance.


He had become the stalker she didn’t know
she had because he invaded every part of her life he could looking for a way
in. He was bound and determined to make her his. To overcome every obstacle that
she put in his way and there were many.


They had a lot in common since they had both
chosen the medical field and their particular specializations dealt with long
term relationships in patients sometimes kept indefinitely. They also enjoyed
sports, both watching and participating. Sue Ellen was an outdoor person like
he was and that would make things easier when he changed her. She thought she
had discouraged him, but she had only made him more certain that she was his
mate and that he would have her.


He couldn’t remember who had suggested the idea
only that they’d all been depressed and trying to get drunk with no success.
They got together weekly, this group of six males that had all found mates who
refused to consider becoming wolves. He remembered when he had met Paul. He’d
been at a local bar staring holes in the back of Sue Ellen’s head when he’d
looked up from the object of his misery long enough to notice someone else. The
poor guy sat with a sad look on his face staring at the six females who were
out for a good time half-drunk off their asses. Luke worried at first that he
might be a rival for the fair Sue Ellen so he moved closer and nodded to
acknowledge him. The scent of a wolf, hit him, alpha without a doubt.


“Which one?” Luke asked staring over at the
wild bunch of females.


“Kimmie, she doesn’t even see me.” He
admitted.


“My names Luke and my cousin runs the
McDougal Pack. Does she know you’re a wolf?” Luke asked. He wondered if this
poor wolf knew that it was the very thing most wolves were proudest of, their
duel nature, that was keeping his chosen mate from his side?


“I’m Paul and I moved down here with Blake.
We’re some kind of distant relation. I just moved down a few months ago to be
the pack attorney and met her my first night out with Blake and Ariel. I
thought things were going to be wonderful until Ariel explained that Kimmie has
a thing about wolves. She doesn’t want to date one and she doesn’t want to be
one.”


Luke thought that about covered things with
Sue Ellen too. Later they met the other four guys under similar circumstances
and formed a group of broken hearted, mateless wolves. He couldn’t remember
when their meetings had shifted from Misery Loves Company to
strategizing how to claim the females they loved. That was what had brought
them to this point where Paul got the great idea of establishing a business
that dealt with female fantasies. He’d argued that it was an underserved area
since everyone was focused on men’s fantasies. They would start the business,
work out the kinks and then see if they could trick their females into the
erotic trap. At the least they would have a fabulous night to remember and who
knew, maybe they could use sex to reel in their one true mates.


It sounded stupid at first. Not the company,
that part sounded cool and Luke knew a witch who would be great for matching
couples up. They all had money and they’d go into this equally. The stupid part
was thinking they could lure six intelligent, well-adjusted women who seemed to
have everything they could ever want, into a night of sex with a stranger who
would walk away in the morning. Luke supposed that just showed how little he
really knew or understood the woman that had erected the towering fence between
them.


They immediately divided up duties among
them. Luke’s was to find the appropriate employees and define their duties.
Roger would find the building they needed and deal with that. Dilbert, who we
called Dillie, would handle the advertising. Paul would do the contracts and
handle anything legal. Fancher or Fan for short, had his own CPA firm and he
would handle all the bookkeeping. That left Ven in charge of the computer
system and its security.


Dillie owned an internet advertising company
that had a good steady business. That’s where he’d met Sara who owned a coffee
shop outside of Blue Eye Missouri. She was looking to increase her business and
they had gone out on two dates before she found out he was a wolf and he
discovered her white wolf secret. They’d really hit it off before that point
and Luke would swear sometimes he’d catch her looking longingly at the wolf
she’d tossed away.


Fan had met Skye when she became a customer
of his firm. An accountant had been sick and he’d taken over the appointments
for the day. They’d agreed to go out for a drink after work, but she’d called
later and cancelled. “I don’t date wolves.” She had explained. He had wondered
how she’d known until he found out about her connections.


Ven owned a shop that sold motorcycles and
any gear that you might want for rider and passenger. He’d met Sharon when
she’d come in to trade her old bike in for a new one. He’d been hit hard, but
he gave her a hell of a deal and they went out for a drink to celebrate. They
went to Junior’s which was a local hangout for supernaturals, but the white
wolves also hung out there. Sharon went to the bathroom and when she came back,
she explained her policy on wolves and then she left.


Roger was in real estate and he met Suki
when he sold her a house. He’d been smitten completely and they’d gone out on
several dates. He’d taken it slow which turned out to be a mistake, but how was
a wolf to know? She’d dumped him immediately once she found out he was a wolf.
She’d walked out of his life and it looked like she’d never looked back.


All their stories were similar and all of
them were drowning in heartache as the poor wolves inside them howled at the
moon like they were the only lonely men in the world. It was no wonder they’d
been drawn together, the six of them. Those six girls were close and they had
brought their six rejected mates together. It was a sad brotherhood of sorts.


The business? It was a resounding success
and now it was time to move ahead. They knew Kimmie was the wild one that would
take it and run with it. The only salve to their hearts and their pride had
been that their females spent their nights alone. It was those lonely nights
that would lure them into the perfect trap. Kimmie was the youngest of the
group and the most enthusiastic. She also went out without the group the most,
so it was easy to set her up.


Luke and Paul had to be there to watch and
see that the plan was carried out perfectly. The two girls that Paul had hired
came in and sat near Kimmie and her new friend who were getting to know each
other on a girl’s night out. They could hear Kimmie and her friend talking about
work and the people they both knew.


Cindy, a girl Paul had hired who looked like
the girl next door type, spoke to her friend Lenny. “They have this place
called Erotic Fantasies and my buddy Lily went. She said it was incredible. The
guy was so fucking hot and he did stuff to her she’d only dreamed of before.
She’s going to do it again sometime. She says she doesn’t care if it’s the same
guy or not because she heard they are all incredible.”


Kimmie and her friend had shut up and were
listening to Cindy intently. “Hey where’s that place you girls are talking
about?” Kimmie asked.


Cindy gave her a card. “If you use the card
when you book you will get a discount and I get a credit. I can’t afford a
fantasy right now but if I get enough credits, well who knows?” She said to
Kimmie with a wink and a grin. It looked like things were finally working out
for the underdog …er wolf.


As they watched Kimmie and her new friend who
had just started working with her, hurry out talking about erotic fantasies in
loud excited voices, Luke began to feel like the plan might actually come
together. He and Paul knocked back a few more beers and then left for home in
high spirits.


His spirits began to fall a bit when a week
passed with no word and no appointment. They met for a bitch session and all of
them were feeling the disappointment by now. Ten days had passed with no
results, other than that, business was booming. It was surprising how many
couples decided to meet after their erotic experience and many ended up in
relationships. They had done a good thing by starting their business and many
lonely people from all kinds of backgrounds had found someone they could love
that would love them back. They did make one decision and that was the business
would continue regardless of how things turned out for any of them. They were
helping others and making good money doing it. It was a win/win situation and
if love wouldn’t visit them, well after this Luke knew he was giving up and
settling for someone stable and solid.


Not everyone would get a soulmate, sometimes
you had to take what life offered you. Luke had no problem attracting the
ladies, his problem was not wanting anyone but Sue Ellen. It was something that
he might have to get over. If he couldn’t have his love he would learn to love
another. He knew he couldn’t go through life alone, he just wasn’t cut out for
it.


At the two week mark, he started making a
list of possible females to date. It was hard to think of being with another,
but he was beginning to accept his mate would never want him. His wolf however,
was going a bit crazy.


He put the empty list down and got ready to
turn in for the night. He told himself tomorrow he’d make an effort to flirt
with a female, any female. It would get easier, but for now he’d just take baby
steps. He sent up a quick prayer to the goddess to guide him in the proper path
and he went to bed where he tossed and turned trying to get the sleep he
desperately needed. Sometime before dawn he slept. It was just enough sleep
that when he woke he was irritable and difficult.


The first person he saw at work that day was
Sue Ellen who was already on the elevator as he entered. Talk about bad luck!


He nodded to acknowledge her. It seemed they
had little to say to each other these days since she had made her opinion more
than clear to him. He had pretended to move on and treated her like the barest
of acquaintances. What else could he do when it ripped his heart out to see her
after she had become so cold and distant herself? It didn’t matter since it looked
like the last plan they would ever try had failed miserably and she would never
be in his arms, his life, or his bed. The six of them had been foolish to think
such a simple plan would work on such complicated females.


He was the first to arrive on his floor and
he stepped off the elevator without any further acknowledgement to her. If he
did as he wished, he would have swept her into his empty arms and kissed her
until she admitted they belonged together. In the old days he would have gotten
by with such behavior, but those days were long gone. It was a new era that was
upon them and it was one where females were beginning to claim the rights that
human women had had for years. It was a good thing, mostly, but it took away
what would now be his only way to claim the stubborn woman that had stolen his
heart.


He remembered his decision to start by
flirting with some females and he tried. It amazed him how readily they reacted
to the slightest encouragement but he wasn’t ready for that. He’d just admitted
to himself that he had to move on, but to actually date another female, that
was far too big a step so soon.


It was a relief to be done with his day even
though he usually loved his work and got great satisfaction from it. Today was
different and he wondered if his personal situation would sour all aspects of
his life but he decided he wouldn’t let that happen. He might not be able to
control some parts of his life, but he could decide how he would react to that.


He went home and got ready to meet the guys.
They would sit, drink a beer and try to cheer each other up. This latest
failure wouldn’t sit well with any of them. He couldn’t say who would take it
the hardest since they all had been committed to doing anything to claim the
mates that refused to be caught. He wondered if he had done something bad that
the goddess was punishing him for because he couldn’t imagine a greater
punishment than this.


He was the last to arrive, but he usually
was since he had scheduled appointments which the other guys didn’t usually
have. It seemed his success was measured with more work while theirs was
measured with less. He could take on an assistant to help, but as bleak as
things looked, time off to wallow in self-pity was the last thing he needed.


He could feel the buzz of excitement running
through the guys before he reached him. Dare he hope the females had taken the
bait? The rowdy feeling of celebration suggested they had. Paul waved madly to
get his attention and in seconds he would know what was going on.


“The plan is a go. Sue Ellen will be the
first one. Congratulations Luke, she’s as good as yours!” Paul said.


Euphoria shot through him followed quickly
by doubt. It was true that wolves were known to be exceptional lovers almost to
the point of being addictive. It was also true that as soulmates there were
additional attractants, a term used by wolves when discussing mating, at work
that would lure her in and bond her to him.


Having said that, there was her stubborn
nature and some kind of family resistance to the thought of mating a wolf. The
prevailing theory was that it was based on a family memory from ancestors who
were forced to mate unwanted partners. In their dark history, many white wolves
had killed themselves to escape sadistic mates who resorted to torture to keep
what they considered theirs. Some escaped taking with them any offspring and
blended in with humans in big cities where wolves hated to go. That was the
accepted theory anyway although the whole truth might never be known.


His brothers in this cause sat around him
celebrating but he thought the battle was still far from over. He would be
devastated if he came this far only to lose her because nothing he did could
convinced her to bond with him. His wolf whimpered and that was the saddest
thing of all. A proud alpha reduced to such a pitiful state by a female.
Nothing else could bring his strong wolf so low. He’d fight a bear without a
second thought, but facing his female in a winner take all mating game, that
shook his tough as nails wolf to his very foundation.


“Hey Luke. You should be happy. A chance at
love is better than nothing at all, which is what we had before.” Dillie the
optimist, pointed out. Luke had to admit he was right and if all his eggs were
in one basket, he’d best plan to make that one tough basket.


He would approach this like any fight,
because once Sue Ellen knew what he was after, she would fight against it with
everything she had. She’d be a worthy opponent, strong, smart and beautiful. He
would be distracted by her beauty and her delightful scent that washed over him
every time she was near and begged him to come closer. She had never understood
the torment being close to her had put him through because if she had felt even
a fraction of it she would have melted in his arms the first time they met.


The building had been new then, two long
painful years ago. He thought she’d been around thirty and she hadn’t known
right away what he was when they had dated. She’d played hard to get and had
told him she wasn’t the type to just fall into bed with just anyone. He’d been
understanding, just like a complete fool. He was sure they’d been close to
consummating their relationship when she had found out she was a white wolf.
She’d backed off, not because she knew what he was, but because she was no
longer sure what she was. By the time she came to terms with her own identity,
she had somehow discovered his. It was over that quickly and it seemed she
didn’t even want to be friends.


He’d resentfully compared it to an illness,
like she thought she might catch being a wolf from him. She avoided all contact
and kept a distance from him that everyone had noticed. They all assumed he’d
done something bad, but all he’d done was have his heart broken because he’d
been too much of a gentleman to push her out of her comfort zone and take her
when he’d had the chance. He was done with that, it was all’s fair now and she
would see how a wolf denied behaved and she would love every minute of it.


His wolf howled in agreement. This had been
a long time coming and there was no doubt it was his final chance to claim what
was his. He would take her slowly in every way a male could possibly take a
female. He would claim her and she would submit, it would be the most wonderful
feeling in the world and he would finally be complete.











 


Chapter 3


Mating Magic


 


Luke was filled with an excitement that he
could barely control as he slipped on the mask and took a final look. He
wondered if she would guess that it was him behind the mask and costume. If she
did would she be tempted to continue anyway? He hoped she would with all his
heart and soul because he knew deep down, that she was the only one he would
ever be truly happy with. He had tried to imagine his life with someone else
and simply could not do it. He grabbed his hat from the chair as he left, he
would put it on later when he arrived at the hotel.


He made good time getting there, he wouldn’t
ever keep her waiting. His whole body thrummed with energy and he knew that
even if they never saw each other again, this night would be worth more than
any other night for the rest of his long life. He pulled into the parking lot
and made his way to the room number he had been given. He stood before the door
ready to knock yet reluctant to do so. All his earlier doubts assailed him, but
he knew it was do or die because he was sure he couldn’t survive without her in
his life. He also knew to give up without trying would be something he’d regret
forever.


He knocked on the door trying not to give
the impression of either weakness or excess aggression. He took a deep breath
and tried to prepare himself for anything. When she opened the door his eyes
nearly popped out of his head. Sue Ellen had always been conservative around
him and he would have sworn, before seeing her like this, that she didn’t own
any sexy lingerie and that she would never purposely try to inflame a male to
the point that he might lose control. What he saw right now was making him
reassess the female he thought he knew. Three or four inch fuck me all night
long, black heels and fishnet stockings adorned her legs. The purple satin bra,
panties and garter belt with black lace and stitching was damn, just damn! The
bra had half cups and her breasts were pushed up making them look as if they
might fall out into his hands like an offering. Her nipples had to be right at
the edge of the cups and he so wanted to see if they were the pretty pink he’d
always imagined they would be.


Her blonde hair hung in waves over her
shoulders and he had an incredible urge to run his fingers through the silky
strands. She had blue eyes, pale as the sky on a sunny day, which blazed with
the same passion he felt running through him. Her full pouty lips would soon be
swollen from his passionate kisses and he intended to run his hands over every
inch of her milky smooth skin. She was tall for a woman at nearly six foot in
height and her body was lithe and athletic. She was thin, but not because she
didn’t eat, she kept busy and was constantly on the go.


He suspected that energy would feed her passion
and once she got going there would be no stopping her. She stepped back in
silent invitation to enter so he stepped in. Now that she had allowed him into
the room, he started feeling like this might actually happen. He might actually
possess this spirited female if only for one night. She looked nervous and he
suspected it had taken all her bravado to carry this off. He stepped forward
wanting to take her in his arms to comfort and reassure her, but she stepped
back. He waited a second and angled himself to herd her exactly where he wanted
her to go. He took another step. She was retreating but her eyes urged him to
follow her and give her everything she’d ever wanted and dreamed about.


He continued to stalk her just like he would
prey until the back of her legs hit the mattress. The stunned look in her eyes
almost made him laugh but he knew she wouldn’t appreciate his humor, not right
now. He took a deep breath and growled, he just couldn’t help the effect her
enticing scent had on him. It was like cherry and vanilla ice cream on a hot
summer day. It hung in the air tempting him to take a taste and savor it and
taste he would.


He pulled her into his arms and gorged upon
her lips, feasting upon her mouth in true wolfish fashion. He couldn’t get
enough of her as his tongue possessed her mouth and his teeth nibbled on her
lips. The kiss was all consuming and made them both want so much more. He
sensed her surrender and his wolf was thrilled. He knew before this night was
done that whether they remained together or not, they would own a piece of each
other at the soul deep level. He nibbled down her neck and felt her shiver as
her skin broke out in goose bumps.


“So lovely.” He whispered in her ear, his
voice low and hoarse.


“You’re not bad yourself.” She said, as her
eyes ran over him appreciatively. She wanted him and that’s where he would
start.


He tossed his hat like a Frisbee and it
landed on a nearby chair. He toed off his boots and although he made it look
effortless it was anything but easy. He shed his shirt and pants then he pulled
her into his arms again.


He loved the outfit she wore, but it limited
his contact with her gorgeous body. Her panties would have to go to start with.
Everything he planned to do called for her to be accessible there. Would she be
pissed off or turned on? He grabbed her panties and tore them off. When she
glared at him he smiled with satisfaction.


“You’re not going to need those for what I
have planned.” He growled.


She flushed a lovely shade of pink all the
way down to the top of her breasts making him wonder if they turned pink too.
He picked her up and placed her on the bed with her legs hanging over it. He
knelt on the floor in front of her and pulled her legs up over his shoulders.


Her core was right in his face, exactly
where he wanted it to be. The scent of her arousal wrapped around him and he
leaned his nose in and nudged her sex as he breathed in deeply. Dear goddess
he thought he might cum just from her heavenly scent! He flicked his tongue
out and tasted her. Mm, he moaned at the delicious flavor and he went back for
more. He licked along her crease and his tongue gently pushed inside. An
explosion of salty sweet flavor hit him and he moaned sending vibrations
through her sweet juicy pussy.


He tongue fucked her vigorously and she slid
her fingers through his hair pulling him closer as she arched up toward him
making encouraging noises in the back of her throat. His cock was hard as a
rock and he wanted to slam it inside her so bad, but not until her sweet love
juice coated his face with her climax. He wanted to be covered in her sexy
scent and he wanted her to have a screaming orgasm that made her lose complete
control. He put his finger where his tongue had been and moved his tongue to
her love button. He finger fucked her as his tongue and lips worried her sweet
nubbin, bringing her closer to her release. He slid in another finger because
she was so damn tight he feared he wouldn’t fit if he didn’t stretch her a
little and she moaned long and low. He curved his fingers to hit her special
spot as he nibbled her clit and felt her body tense.


She was riding the razor’s edge and he was
ready to push her over so he slammed his fingers in hard and fast as he gently
worried her bundle of nerves between his teeth. She bucked off the bed with a
low keening sound as her body froze for a second before she thrashed wildly
caught in the throes of a marvelous all-consuming orgasm. He didn’t hesitate or
wait for her to ride it out, he immediately slid up and slammed deep into her wet
heat, groaning at the incredibly feeling being inside his mate gave him. His
eyes rolled back in his head from ecstasy and he held still as her orgasm
continued to roll over her.


He started pumping in and out gaining speed
with each thrust until he was drilling in and out of her with lightning speed
and intensity. He tingled all over and a female had never given him this level
of pleasure. He was at that point where he could barely hold himself back but
he had to so she would get her pleasure first. He rolled his hips so he would
hit a different spot and she tensed and mewled. Now he knew just where to
pleasure her. He thrust and ground into her driving her wild. Once, then again
as she jerked and clenched, squeezing his cock so tight he expected it to be permanently
flattened, but she just squeezed the orgasm right out of him.


He bucked and seized never having felt such
a surge of pleasure roll through him. He emptied every drop of seed deep inside
her core and jerked some more long after there was anything left to give. He
looked at her and she seemed to be in a bit of a daze. That more than anything
assured him she wasn’t immune to the strong connection he’d felt between them
or the sexual attraction that two soul mates felt. She’d been strong to resist such
a pull but he was sure she wouldn’t be able to resist it anymore.


He had been so crazed by desire he hadn’t
even remembered to cover little Luke. He wasn’t worried about disease since
wolves didn’t carry and couldn’t catch STD, but pregnancy was a real concern.
He wouldn’t mind having a child with her if she would stay with him. That was
the real question, would she be his? He slid onto the bed next to her giving
her time to catch her breath and wondering if she was on birth control. If she
wasn’t, would she freak out?


Her breathing finally came under control and
she turned to look into his eyes. “I’m on the pill and have been since I was
sixteen. I don’t have any diseases and at this point I’m hoping you don’t
either?” She questioned.


“I’m clean.” He whispered. He was keeping
his voice low so she wouldn’t recognize it. So far that seemed to be working,
but she had to realize he resembled the man she saw at work five days a week.
Either she had decided it was a coincidence or she just didn’t care.


He reached over and cupped her breast
squeezing gently. She exhaled sharply and drew in a deep breath. She rolled on
her side and ran a hand down his arm. He closed his eyes and just enjoyed the
touch of his mate. He might never have this opportunity again and he wanted to
lose himself in it. She responded to him as if made just for him and he knew
she was the one the goddess had planned to be his for all time. He unsnapped
her bra pulling it off and his breath caught as her delightful breasts with her
nipples fully distended came into view. A lovely pink just like he had imagined
in all the vividly erotic dreams she had starred in.


He leaned over palming one breast and
pinching the already stimulated nipple while his mouth tugged hard on the other
one. He loved her sweet goodness and he sucked as if he could receive
sustenance from it. In a way he could, just touching her gave him strength and
pleasure. He was ready to go another round even though he had just drained
himself into her completely. He’d heard it was that way between true mates. She
was his and maybe before he was through she’d actually know it. He moved one
hand down and cupped her hot pussy as he slid one finger in and started getting
her worked up to the same point he was. He was panting hard and ready to lose
himself deep inside this female that brought out a passion he couldn’t control
no matter how hard he tried.


“Sweetheart, I’m going to sink this hard
cock into you so deep you won’t know where I end and you begin.” He promised,
his voice low and hoarse with need. She gasped but he felt her grow wetter as
he continued to dip his finger in and out of her tight channel.


He moved positioning himself over her and
slammed himself into her with one hard thrust. Her body squeezed around him and
she groaned with him as he bottomed out. Her wet, snug sleeve wrapped around
his hard cock and he felt like he was home. He was torn between the desire to
stay right where he was, not moving and the need to move and send them both
hurtling to their rapture. The need for release finally won after just lying
there enjoying the feel of being wrapped in the warmth and security. He started
to move slowly and built up steam until he was pounding hard and fast into her
delectable body. Sweat soaked him and dripped onto her as he moved with
lightning speed and perfect precision hitting her sweet spot every time. She
was fighting the orgasm wanting to drown in the pleasure as long as possible
and he couldn’t blame her.


Their love making was a beautiful thing, not
just physical. It touched him in his heart as no female had ever managed to do.
He knew no other female would ever again manage to do it because this was the
only one for him. It was a blessing and a curse since he didn’t know if he
could convince her to be his and his alone. He tingled but she was still
fighting the undeniable. He slammed in hard and nibbled on her nipple as she
exploded all around him unable to stall for one more second. The tingle was
almost painful when he let go and joined his love as rapture consumed them
both.


They dozed off, or at least he supposed they
must have. He woke her with steamy hot kisses all over her body and then he
pulled her on top of him. Some alphas resisted this position but he’d always
looked at it in his own unique way. He was male enough to let a female do what
she wanted once in a while and admit he enjoyed it.


She moved into the position she needed to be
in to impale herself on his throbbing length and it aroused him greatly to
watch her do it. She lowered herself onto him then rocked against him, rolling
her hips from side to side as he relaxed and let her take him for a spin. Her
pussy massaged him and it felt absolutely delightful. Heat and tension built as
she rode him for all she was worth. Her exclamations and groans of pleasure
filled the air as he sensed her impending orgasm.


He fought against his so she could find her
pleasure first. It caught her off guard as she cussed and jerked violently
pulling his climax right out of him too. Her head was thrown back with an expression
of pure rapture and her lips were slightly parted. Her skin held a sheen from
the sweat caused by her exertions that gave her a surreal glow. He’d never
wanted something to last forever before, but he never wanted this moment to
end.


Before the night was done, they had tried
out every position imaginable and a couple that weren’t, at least not for the
average person. He had become familiar with every inch of her body and had
fought his need to claim her with everything inside him. The desire was almost
overwhelming but he had overcome it.


He dressed and looked at the gorgeous female
passed out on the bed. He wondered if she would want to pursue a relationship
now that they had become so wonderfully intimate. He slipped out before she
woke, he would leave their fate up to her. The last time they had made love,
she had screamed his name when she had cum. She either knew it was him, or he
had been on her mind and in her fantasies. He would be approachable and
friendly, but everything, their future and his happiness, was now in her hands.
He could only hope she would make a decision they could both live with.


He slipped out of the room and took off his
mask. The damn thing had been annoying and he swore it gave him a rash. He was
almost tempted to throw it away but he couldn’t. He would keep everything he’d
worn last night because it reminded him of her. Some of it even held her
precious scent and he couldn’t be sure that he would ever get close enough to
smell her again.


His cell phone buzzed and he checked it
seeing all five of the guys had called him early this morning. He knew they
were dying to know what had happened and if he held out any hope. The truth was
that he had no idea what she’d do. All he did know was he had fallen deeper in
love with her than before. He felt a burning ache in his heart that only Sue
Ellen could ever heal. Did he regret it? No, if that was all he could ever have
at least he had a sweet and loving memory to give him comfort as he grew old
alone.











 


Chapter 4


Falling Apart


 


Sue Ellen woke with every muscle in her body
aching but happy. How she could feel so achy and yet so good didn’t occur to
her right away. She remembered and her face flushed with a mix of excitement
and embarrassment. She’d been so forward and she’d done things she had never
thought she would. He’d been so damn sexy, completely perfect and as she
reached out her hand she realized he was gone. It was hard to say how long he’d
been gone but the place where he’d lain was cold as ice. She knew she should
get up, clean up and go, but she felt bereft without his warmth next to her.
Maybe he was a witch not a wolf and had cast a spell on her.


She finally managed to get ready and as she
looked around the room before leaving, she saw it happening like it was a video
playing in her mind of everything they’d done. She remembered having sex on
every surface in the room, on her knees, her back and in a sitting position.
She had worshipped every inch of his glorious body and she had felt a bond snap
in place. How silly was that to feel attached to a one night stand? She stepped
out the door wheeling her small case behind her. She closed the door and she
refused to look back. She’d lived in the moment and she wouldn’t regret it. Now
it was time to move on.


She knew that the girls would descend on her
and Kimmie would be the worst, questioning everything because she was set up
for her own night in a month. She would tell Kimmie that it was a night she
would never forget, but she would never admit that she ached and burned for the
man she had just met or that she wasn’t sure he wasn’t the man she had
fantasized about for months. If Kimmie thought that Sue Ellen had been set up
with Luke, she’d never go through with her night and she, more than any of the
others, would always regret it. She got in her car and drove to her empty
lonely house. It was nice, a two bedroom which was plenty large enough for one
person. One person who would always be alone.


One week later she was at the bar with her
cousins. She was quieter than usual since she was spending more time in her
memories than anywhere else.


“Cat got your tongue?” Kimmie asked.


More like a wolf was her thought. Sue
Ellen smiled at her. “Just tired, what about you? Are you looking forward to
your fantasy night?” She teased.


Kimmie blushed which told her she was.


The rest of the girls were dancing and
carousing, enjoying their time away from work as much as they could without a
man in their life. When had their party nights begun to feel so empty?


She’d begun to be more certain that Luke had
indeed been her mystery man and the heated looks he shot her at work were panty
melting. The jealousy she felt when women stared and smiled at him was gut
wrenching. It was almost killing her and the life she had treasured before her
fantasy night now seemed to be no life at all. She left early, no longer
finding any fun or satisfaction in those kinds of pursuits.


Another week passed and then another. Soon
it was only a week until Kimmie planned to have her night of pure carnal
pleasure. Sue Ellen hoped her night left her less aching and longing for what
couldn’t be had than Sue Ellen’s did. She was certain now that Luke had been
her mystery lover and while she often caught herself staring dreamily at him,
it just seemed out of her reach and beyond her grasp. The only way it seemed
she could relive her wild and wonderful night was through her dreams. They came
to her often and they spread heat through her body but never gave her any
satisfaction.


Sue Ellen wasn’t sure what to do because her
unhappiness was manifesting itself physically. She had no appetite and she
didn’t seem to care, at least not as much as she used to. As the days inch
closer to Kimmie’s magical experience, Sue Ellen felt more lost and less alive.
Once in a while, she even got a dangerous thought about going to Luke and
telling him she wanted him and was ready to do whatever needed to be done just
so she could sleep a night in his arms.


Becoming a wolf was just crazy, wasn’t it?
She was a human and it was all she’d ever aspired to be. She didn’t understand
the supernatural world so how could she ever learn to live in it? If she
changed, they would all be after her, wolves, witches, vampires and creatures
she’d never heard of yet. If Luke wasn’t with her, she would always be at risk.
She’d heard what Ariel and Roc had gone through and she wasn’t as brave as they
were. Why was she even weighing the pros and cons when her decision had been
made already?


She was questioning everything she believed
and it was because of this strong need to be with a man she had shared only one
night of amazing passion with. She’d heard of the wolves’ mating pull, she had
just not believed it to be true and even if it was, why would it affect a
human? She might have white wolf blood, but she was completely human and she
wanted to stay that way, didn’t she? She knew she had cousins that were wolves
and seemed ridiculously happy but they were probably brain washed or something
like that. She liked animals, she just didn’t want to be one.


The day finally came that Kimmie would get
her turn to live out her own fantasies. She wasn’t really telling the rest of
the group details like the ones she had wanted Sue Ellen to give her. It was a
bit unfair that she was being so secretive but Sue Ellen just couldn’t be
bothered to care, as wrapped up in her own misery as she was. She secretly
dreamed that her mystery lover would show up at her door and carry her off to a
life at his side. She just didn’t have the strength or the courage to approach
him herself. That little push would probably be enough to make her cave in and
do whatever was needed to be his.


Changing was a big step, she defended
herself and her choices in the argument she had constantly inside her head. She
was throwing away a chance to love and be loved because she wasn’t willing to
just reach out to Luke. She thought of little else but that hot night and she
was convinced it had been Luke. She loved him and there was no other way to
explain her feelings for the male wolf. The question now was did he love her and
could she risk putting herself out there only to be rejected?


She would have to see him every day and face
his knowing looks if he didn’t want her the way she wanted him. Wolves,
especially the males, were known to be dirty dogs when it came to sexual relationships.
Maybe he had fantasy nights all the time. She was crushed emotionally, her
heart said to take the chance but her mind said only a fool would take the
risk.


She laid down to take a nap hoping things
would be clearer when she woke up. She fell asleep easily but something
disturbed her before she’d been asleep long. She blinked open her eyes and
looked around in confusion. There it was again, that loud noise. Bang, bang,
bang! Someone was knocking on her front door. Who would be visiting her on a Saturday
night? There was only one way to know for sure.











 


Chapter 5


Check Mate


 


He’d given her time to come to the same
conclusion he had, that they belonged together. Since their amazing night
together, he’d been watching her fall apart. She was losing weight and some of
the employees had confided in him that they were concerned about her. She was
easily distracted, not paying attention and terribly forgetful. They could see
something was weighing heavily on her mind, but she refused to share it with
any of them. The only time that they could compare it to was when she had
stopped seeing him. Only this was even worse than that had been. They looked at
him as if he would have the answers and he thought he might but he couldn’t
share it with them.


To hell with it, he’d had enough! He’d given
her a chance to make the right decision and it was clear to him that she
wouldn’t do it. He had no other choice than to make the decision himself and
everyone and everything else be damned. He got home from work, took a shower,
dressed and hurried out to his truck. He knew what he was doing and where he
was going. Nothing had ever felt more right.


He pulled into the driveway of the small two
bedroom house. Everything was perfectly neat and well maintained. No lights
were on, but her car was there and he’d bet she was. Maybe someone had come by
and picked her up, but he wasn’t leaving without knocking on her door. He
didn’t know if he’d be brave enough to come back here this way again if he left
without her.


He pounded on her door and then waited for
an answer. His mind drifted back to that blissful night and his body tightened,
his cock throbbed and his mouth watered. He knocked again and waited but just a
couple minutes later he heard sounds coming closer to the door. He braced
himself for that sweet smell and hoped he wasn’t making a fool of himself.


The door opened and there she stood staring
at him with her mouth hanging open. His one thought was the best way to fill
her mouth and his cock jerked at the thought. Down boy! Such a human
saying but right now it fit.


“Luke?” She whispered, her eyes not
believing he was really there.


“Yes, it’s me.” He replied. Not exactly
brilliant, but he wasn’t feeling his usual confident self.


Their eyes met and heat exploded between
them as Luke stepped in and kicked the door closed.


“Where’s your bedroom?” He asked and he
could see she knew exactly what he meant.


“At the end of the hall.” She replied as he
threw her over his shoulder and carried her there.


He dropped her on the bed and she bounced as
he stripped himself bare.


“Take it off or I’ll tear it off.” He calmly
commanded.


He fought a smile when she hurried to obey
his order. She was naked in seconds and he was on her like a hungry wolf. His
large body covered her smaller one. He loved that she was an amazon by human
standards and he thought he’d never seen a lovelier female. He kissed her with
the fire he felt in his blood as he quickly started working his kisses down her
neck to her pink berry sized nipples. He sucked one into his mouth and cupped
the other one in his hand. Pleasure surged through him just from feeling her
skin and touching her with his hands and his mouth. He couldn’t wait until he
was buried deep inside her.


He sucked her nipples, each in turn, until
they were bright red before working his way down her belly. It used to be
gently rounded but the weight she had lost made it flat. He wasn’t worried
because she would gain that back once they were happily mated. She might not
have thought that far ahead, but that was about to happen. He worked his way
down past her belly and sank his nose into her hot pussy, drinking in the rich
feminine smell that drove him wild.


His tongue flicked out to sample and savor
the burst of flavor that rolled over his tongue making his mouth long for more.
That was something easily solved, he impaled her sweet pussy with his thrusting
tongue and moaned with delight which set off a groan and a shiver from his
mate. Now he got serious about devouring his treat and put his tongue to good
use. It took no time to have her screaming and dancing on the end of it. Her
honey drenched his face and he was a happy wolf.


He slid up her body sinking into her hot,
wet depths. Ah, she felt so damn good! He started moving slowly at first for
her sake, but in no time he was pounding into her like a machine. They were
both so close that the slightest thing could send them over when he licked her
neck to prepare the spot. He’d had enough foolishness, now she would be his.


The lick sent her over the top and her grip
on his rock hard cock did him at the same time so he bit down on the spot he
had prepared. He wasn’t expecting her blood to be so savory and his release
seemed to double in intensity. Sue Ellen’s teeth sank into him barely breaking
the skin with her flat and dull human teeth. He had no doubt that once she
changed, she would do it again.


He wrapped her in his arms and they fell
asleep. It was no surprise as little sleep as either one had been getting since
that perfect night.


They woke up later making love again. They
talked and they worked things out now that there was no longer a choice. They
were mates and they would always be mates. Now that he had made the decision
for her, she seemed to accept it without much trouble. He would always be glad
he’d let his alpha wolf make the final decision about their mating. Had he not,
he would have spent his life alone.











 


Epilogue


 


She could admit she had never been happier
in her life than she was now that her relationship with Luke was where it
should be. She looked at the diamond on her finger that he had put there when
she had screamed yes! It was just two weeks after that amazing night
when he had claimed her in the way of wolves and they were already engaged and
living together in his house. His had been the larger house and Marissa, a
cousin who was both wolf and witch, had found someone to rent her house from
her.


Kimmie had not been the same since her
magical night and Sue Ellen wondered if she had met up with Paul. They all knew
which male wolves were the fated mates for their cousins, they had noticed the
six of them hanging out together. She had asked Luke but he’d refused to tell
her saying they trusted him with their secrets and he couldn’t tell. She was
not even been able to seduce those secrets out of him. It was alright, she had
her cousin’s secrets to keep and she couldn’t tell him about them either.


It all made her regret the time they’d
wasted when they could have been together. She was just starting her change and
she’d be a wolf too before long. She was looking forward to the future and her
forever with Luke. It made her want all her cousins to have this overflowing
feeling of joy. Skye was next and Sue Ellen prayed everything would work out
for her. She still had hope for Kimmie and there was the rest of them.


All she could do for now was to enjoy her
mate and let her family know she’d always be there for them. She looked at Luke
who had just walked in the room. He took her breath away and she knew deep down
inside, that he always would. It was time to enjoy her mate and put her worries
aside for another day.
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Kimmie is twenty–eight and the
youngest of the group of white wolf cousins that have agreed to keep their
distance from the werewolf world. She’s a lighthearted party girl but that just
hides her sorrow at having to stay away from Paul just because he’s a wolf.
Sometimes she wonders if it’s worth all her misery, just to stay human.


Paul will do anything to get Kimmie back in
his life including deceive her and use sex to hook her. He knows he can change
her mind and he’s going to use a night of erotic fantasy to make her see that
all she really wants is him.
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The Warriors of the Vinii by Corre Deepe


Xanterie


Can a bad day turn your life around?


Crash landing on Earth seemed the worst
thing that could happen to Xan, his crew and their battered ship. It was only
the beginning. After nearly freezing to death, Xan’s savior, in the form of a
little Earth female, is driving him crazy. He doesn’t want to want her, but he
can’t seem to help it.


Edie wonders if she’s gone crazy when she
wakes up looking into the glowing red eyes of a naked, not quite human male. He
seems determined to keep her with him, but she’s just as determined to go.
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Rochelle


 


The sounds were
what woke me up. They startled me enough to get out of bed and turn the light
on. Blinking and barefoot in my pajama pants and thin tank top, I made my way
to my bedroom window.


 


Strange yelps and
shrieks mingled with the grunts. All of them seemed out of place in the quiet night.
The employees’ wing of the mansion was usually so peaceful at this hour. Now
the loud and savage sounds made me wonder if someone was fighting out there.


 


I peered out,
squinting into the night. The sounds came from somewhere high in the dark sky,
somewhere above what the window could show me. All I saw were the pinpricks of
stars and a glowing sliver of the moon. 


 


After a moment, I
gave up on figuring it out. I’d have to ask my coworkers if any of them had
heard the noises. This was weird enough that it might even be in the newspaper.
In any case, I got back in my bed and tried to sleep. 


 


Rest didn’t come
easily. In the morning, I dragged myself out of bed once more. If I could have
skipped work for my sleepiness, I would have. Living at my workplace meant it
would be difficult to fake being sick.


 


In the kitchen, I
yawned as I grabbed for a box of cereal. The head maid, Laina, was already
sitting at one end of the large kitchen table. Since the other places at the
table were empty, I assumed the other staff had already finished breakfast and
gotten to work.


 


The employees’
wing was more spacious than any apartment I could have afforded on my own, and
I enjoyed having the other girls’ company. It felt like I lived with a bunch of
awesome roommates – most of the time.


 


“Rochelle, you
look like death,” Laina said bluntly.


 


I chose not to
take offense. She was probably right. “Some weird noises last night kept me
up,” I said. “Didn’t you hear them? I don’t know what they were, but it was
super loud and I couldn’t sleep.”


 


Taking the box
from me, she poured more cereal into her own bowl. “I must have slept through
it. Why don’t you ask for the day off?”


 


“I can’t. Ecliptic
would never give it to me, plus I need the money worse than ever. I have to get
my little sister a graduation present. She’s been through some crap this year,
and I want to get her something really nice.”


 


Laina already knew
about the abusive relationship my sister Keye had finally gotten out of. Keye
was only eighteen, three years younger than me. She had more life experience
than me despite being younger, but that didn’t mean she had an easy time
handling it.


 


“Good luck, then,”
Laina said. “I hope Ecliptic won’t get mad at you today.”


 


“I hope so too.”


 


Ecliptic, the
wealthy man we worked for, had a tendency to get angry. He didn’t yell, like
some other bosses I’d had in the past. The crease of his forehead and the
tightness of his lips were worse. I couldn’t even tell if he was a nice person
or not. Other than criticizing what I made, he hardly spoke to me at all.


 


As his personal
chef, I was required to keep him happy at all times. It wasn’t an easy task. If
the soup was over-salted, he would get into a bad mood. If I used the wrong
type of pepper, he might sulk all afternoon. My teachers in chef school had
never criticized me as harshly as he did. If I wasn’t at the top of my class,
Ecliptic wouldn’t have hired me. But I was still never good enough for him.


 


One good thing
about the job was the pay, which was generous enough that I was slowly paying
down my debt from chef training. My family wasn’t able to help me at all
financially, and even with the small community college I’d attended, I’d racked
up considerable loans.


 


Another good thing
was the opportunity to look at Ecliptic on a daily basis. I estimated that
Ecliptic was in his late twenties, several years older than me. Older men
weren’t usually my thing, but he was on a whole other level. I wasn’t the only
one, either. All of his staff thought he was gorgeous.


 


It wasn’t just his
face, with his high, perfect cheekbones and his dark, deep-set eyes. Even his
lean, muscular body couldn’t explain the attraction. It was more the aura that
he exuded. He gave off this impression of power. Dominance. As soon as he
walked into a room, you could feel that he was in control of it.


 


Ecliptic’s aura
undoubtedly had something to do with the amount of money he had. I didn’t know
the details, but it seemed that he was born into it. He had never known a
moment of fear about money, never worried where his next meal would come from.
Because of his family’s riches, he’d never really had to work a day in his
life. Multiple employees took care of all his needs. Aside from managing his
money, his days were taken up by lounging around eating gourmet food and dating
beautiful women. 


 


“See you later,” I
called to Laina as I headed to the main part of the mansion. I took some bread
out of the gleaming silver fridge and left it in the toaster so that Ecliptic
wouldn’t have to do anything but push the lever. Then I sliced off a pat of
butter and placed it on a plate. 


 


With that done, I
went outside for my morning walk. I yawned again as I walked down the long
driveway. As many times as I had made this walk over the past six months, the
mansion still never failed to impress me. It hulked into the sky, its almost
Victorian architecture a hint to how much it had cost. The inside was even more
impressive than the exterior. I worked in luxurious surroundings with only the
finest kitchen equipment.


 


I should have skipped
the walk and gotten started on Ecliptic’s lunch, but I was on a no-excuses
exercise regimen. I hoped the daily walks would do something for my figure. I
really needed to lose some weight, and I didn’t have time to join a gym.


 


My musings about
my curves were interrupted when something sparkling on the lawn caught my eye.
It looked like a dewdrop shining there, but from the distance I could already
tell it wasn’t just water.


 


A shimmering
object like that wouldn’t normally be in the acres of freshly cut grass.
Although I didn’t have much time, I couldn’t stop myself from looking more
closely. I bent over and picked it up. About a square inch large, nearly flat,
it gleamed even more brightly now that it was under the sun. I rolled it around
in my hand. If I didn’t know better, I’d say it was a diamond.


 


Looking up, I saw
another twinkle in the grass. The same size and shape, this one was a shade of
blue that closely matched the sky’s color. Huh. This was getting stranger. I
slipped both into the pocket of my cargo pants, wondering if they might have
any value.


 


Before I could
take another step, though, a third object shone at me. I’d nearly missed it, a
green jewel hidden under the green grass. As I stowed it carefully away, a
flash of doubt went through me. Maybe I shouldn’t be taking these things. They
didn’t belong to me.


 


When I looked
around the entire lawn, my unease only grew. The entire lawn was studded with
what looked like shining, shimmering dewdrops. Much more than three of them
were scattered all through the grass like a spice some divine cook had
sprinkled into his soup. There were too many of them for me to pick up even if
I tried, yet they gleamed at me as if taunting me.


 


My fatigue was
gone. What was this? There was no explanation that I could come up with for the
jewels that laid haphazardly in the grass. I picked up a few more –
clear, red, golden, even black. Each one, I examined for clues about their
origin. There were none. Every gem was the same size and as unmistakably
flawless as the first.


 


I stuffed them
into my pockets, heaping in as many as it could take. Even if I still couldn’t
tell what they were, they had to have some value. Thoughts of what I could buy
my sister Keye for her graduation ran through my mind. Maybe I wouldn’t have to
just buy her a cheap necklace. I might be able to get her something really nice
instead.


 


The jewels, or
whatever they were, became less frequent as I walked towards the house. I had
to sift through the grass with my fingers to find a few of them. Just when I
was stuffing one last gold square into my pocket, my boss appeared at the door.
Shirtless and frowning, he looked as if my presence was disturbing him.


 


“What are you
doing out here?” Ecliptic demanded without any pleasantries.


 


As usual, his
presence made me a little nervous. I put my hands over my pockets guiltily,
realizing that the jewels had come from his property. If they belonged to
anyone, they belonged to him. I had gotten so caught up in my excitement for my
sister that I hadn’t even thought about that.


 


“I’m sorry.”
Honesty was my only option. Ecliptic would be able to see through me if I tried
to hide what I had been doing. “I found some things in the grass.” I pulled my
pocket open wide to show him the jewels, bracing myself in case he was planning
to yell at me.


 


Ecliptic gazed at
the sparkling, multi-colored mass at my hip. His eyes crinkled as if he was
suppressing a yawn, and I wondered if he had been kept up the night before,
too. “What do you think those are?” he asked.


 


“I’m not quite
sure. I thought it was dew at first.”


 


“Dew!” He snorted,
then laughed. Actually, I had never seen him laugh that hard. The smile looked
good on his handsome face, even if I wasn’t sure exactly why it seemed to be
the funniest thing he had ever heard.


 


“I know it’s not
now, but they were all lying there in the grass.” I fingered them lightly.
“They just looked like dewdrops.”


 


“Those would be
some expensive dewdrops,” he said condescendingly.


 


“Really? Are they
real jewels?”


 


Ecliptic nodded
and turned to go into the house. Small scars dotted his back, I noticed –
each one like a flat line about half an inch long. He often went shirtless, but
I had never noticed those scars before. “They’re real, all right. Every one of
those is worth a couple thousand dollars.”


 


I calculated
quickly. I made much less than a thousand dollars a week. That meant each of
the jewels was worth several weeks of work. I was holding my salary for months
– maybe years – in my cargo pants. I wouldn’t just be able to buy
Keye a necklace. I’d get her a car or a house!


 


My heart beat
faster, and I almost forgot the question I had meant to ask Ecliptic. “So I can
keep them? I found them on your property, so...”


 


He hesitated, then
said, “They’re all yours.”


 


I grinned as if
I’d just won the lottery. This was more money than I had ever had in my life,
and it had just come out of nowhere! If it weren’t for helping my little
sister, I could quit my job and never see this arrogant man again. The idea was
tempting. There might even be enough money for me to do both.


 


He led me into the
kitchen, then turned to face me. “I hope you won’t decide you don’t want to
work here,” he said as if reading my mind.


 


“You do?”


 


“I wouldn’t want
to lose your cooking.”


 


I looked at him
with surprise. He was always complaining about one thing or another. He’d even
told me I made toast the wrong way. I worked in constant fear of upsetting him
or making him angry. At times, I hadn’t even been sure my job was secure.


 


“You’re an
excellent cook,” Ecliptic continued. “You’ve come a long way in learning how to
please me.”


 


This day just kept
getting weirder. If he told me he enjoyed my company, too, I would know I’d
actually just gone off the deep end. Or if he told me I was pretty? I would
have fainted then and there. Luckily, the praise stopped at my cooking. Or
unluckily, I thought as I subtly surveyed Ecliptic’s gorgeous body.


 


I did want to
please him. I wouldn’t have phrased it that way, but now that he had put the
thought into my mind, I realized that I would have liked to please him in any
way possible. Keeping Ecliptic happy and satisfied appealed to me greatly.


 


He stood up, the
scars on his back catching my eye again. “I’ll let you get to work,” he said.
“Just one more thing. Don’t tell anyone where you found those jewels, all
right? No stories about dewdrops or jewels lying in the grass. Let’s just keep
that between us.” 


 


It was just my
imagination – it had to be – but I could have sworn my boss winked
at me.











 


Ecliptic


 


The girl hadn’t
asked where the jewels came from. That was something to be grateful for, even
if she had found and taken them. What kind of person would see precious stones
glimmering in the grass and simply grab them? At least she had asked if she
could have them, even if it was only after she had stowed them away for
herself.


 


Now she would go
off to some jeweler and selling them, making him question how she had gotten
her hands on so many at once. With flawless gemstones like that, even one or
two would raise suspicions if brought to the wrong person. There were only a
few jewelers I would trust not to ask questions, and it would seem too
presumptuous if I were to point her toward one of them.


 


This whole
situation was going to bring me more unwanted attention. As if I didn’t have
enough problems already, I thought with a sigh. I went to my study to work,
resolving to keep an eye on Rochelle through the kitchen webcam.


 


She would have
given them back to me if I had asked. Her fear of me was great enough. That was
half the reason I employed her. It pleased me much more than her cooking. I’d
had high hopes for her considering her training, but it was simply impossible
to find a decent chef on this side of the Atlantic. The girl had made some
progress since I had employed her, but her food was often still subpar.


 


Aesthetic reasons
had made up a large part of my hiring decision. Rochelle was a beautiful girl,
and her reaction to me was even more beautiful. I enjoyed seeing the terror in
her pretty, dark eyes when I snapped at her, and the way her curvaceous body
tensed up when I told her something was wrong. Her desperation to keep me happy
was clear. For the time that she was in my house at least, she wanted nothing
more than to satisfy me.


 


I sank into the
chair behind my desk and turned on the webcam. Rochelle’s image lit up the
screen. She wasn’t working yet, I observed. Instead, she was going through the
jewels in her pockets again. She chose one of the emeralds and held it up to
the light. Even with the camera’s high-definition precision, her face was
inscrutable.


 


As I continued to
watch, she took another jewel and did the same thing. After a few minutes, she
pulled some food out of the fridge. She paused and stared at it, then took out
yet another jewel from her cargo pants. She seemed to be fascinated by them.


 


The events of the
previous night had thrown both of us off our schedules. I should have been
working, not just staring at her. As much as I wanted to, I did have other
things to do.


 


I could have spent
the whole day watching Rochelle. It was a temptation every day, in fact. She
was by far the most attractive of my staff. Even in the unflattering clothes
she wore, the sight of her curvy body could make me hard. Seeing her
fascination with my gemstones was even more entertaining.


 


When Rochelle
finally began to cook, I forced myself to turn off the camera. After quickly
checking on my other staff, I got to work. Managing my money usually took up
most of my day. Managing my kingdom took up a good amount as well.


 


At twelve o’clock
on the dot, I arrived in the lunch room and seated myself at one end of the
long table. I often had family members or business associates drop by, but I
had cancelled everything for that day. After the fight the night before, I was
too tired to focus.


 


Rochelle brought
me my lunch on a platter. She set a salad plate in front of me and stood at my
side for my approval. The dressing was far too lemony, but I didn’t show my dissatisfaction.
Today, I needed to be nice to the girl.


 


 “It’s okay?”
she asked.


 


“Perfect.”


 


She dipped her
head happily. I knew it was the first time I had said that about anything she’d
made. Hopefully the compliment would swell her head enough that she wouldn’t
think to ask anything more about the jewels.


 


The next course
was moules marinières. The white wine broth the mussels were cooked in
only had a few too many shallots. “Very good,” I told Rochelle.


 


Finally, she
served me a pan-seared foie gras. This one was delicious, and my praise was
completely honest. “Excellent.”


 


I stood up
to leave, but the girl called out to me as I reached the door. “Wait,” she
said. “About those jewels…”


 


My plan
hadn’t worked. With displeasure, I turned to face her. Her eyes lingered on my
body, and for a moment I wondered if I shouldn’t have gone shirtless. It was
warm outside, and I was more comfortable without one. I was in my own house, so
I saw no need for modesty.


 


Now I
realized that she wasn’t just looking at the muscles that were toned by
frequent late-hour flights. She had seen something on my back – perhaps
some evidence from the night before. 


 


Rochelle bit
her lip before continuing. “Are you sure it’s okay for me to take them? I feel
like they should be yours.”


 


“If you
don’t want them, I will take them.” 


 


“I do want
them. I just… It’s so much.” She paused and looked at the ground.


 


The money
was nothing to me. There was more where that came from – infinitely more.
Rochelle was clearly suspicious, though, and that could be a problem. The
easiest way to resolve the situation would be to simply take them back. “Give
me the jewels,” I said.


 


She nodded
again, less happily this time. “Okay.”


 


She poured
the gemstones onto the lunch room table. They spilled across the wood, their
flat backs preventing them from rolling far. Rochelle gazed at them with defeat.
She was giving up much more than just a pretty sight, I reminded myself.


 


“What’s the
problem?” I asked.


 


“Nothing. I
just…” She sighed. “I wanted to buy my little sister something for her
graduation.”


 


I hadn’t
known the girl had a sister. A vague sense of guilt ran through me until I
remembered that she was just an employee, and that I didn’t have to keep up
with what was going on in her life. “It’s just a graduation,” I told her.


 


Rochelle
shook her head. “She’s been through a lot. She finally managed to break up with
this abusive jerk she was dating on and off for a few years, and I wanted to
give her something special to show her how proud I am of her.”


 


There was
that guilt again. I chose an opal from the table. It was one of the less
valuable stones, one that wouldn’t cause too much attention when she sold it.
“Take this one,” I said.


 


She looked
at me even more gratefully than before. “Are you sure?”


 


“I insist.”
I placed it in her hand and closed her fingers around it. Touching her was new
for me, and my cock twitched at the feeling of her warm skin under my hands.
“Consider it a gift. Buy your sister something nice.”


 


“That’s so
kind of you,” she breathed. 


 


I should
have snapped at her for not leaving immediately, but something stopped me. The
jewel was firmly clasped in her hand, which itself was still clasped in mine. I
held her small fist, my own breathing growing ragged now. She stared up at me,
and I couldn’t seem to pull my eyes from hers.


 


“And what
about you?” I asked, suddenly curious. “Who have you been dating?”


 


Rochelle
seemed to almost giggle, but she caught herself in time. “No one.”


 


So she was
single. And yes, she was beautiful. All of my staff had to be reasonably
pleasing to my eyes. I didn’t see any reason to surround myself with unattractive
people. I didn’t fuck my employees, though. I didn’t fuck any human that I
expected to stay around. And this moment of holding Rochelle’s hand had gone on
far too long. 


 


I yanked my
hands away, feeling the loss of her warmth immediately. Rochelle shivered, too.
Composing myself, I took a step towards the door.


 


“Sir?”


 


I glanced
back at her, eager for this moment to pass. The fight had disrupted everything.
Rochelle was already asking too many questions, and the inquisitive note in her
voice told me it wasn’t over yet.


 


“What
happened to your back?” she asked.


 


“Nothing.” 


 


So I was
right about her looking at me. Leaving her where she stood, I hurried to one of
the bathrooms on that floor. I closed the door behind me and looked at my back
in the mirror.


 


It was
scarred all over. Short lines dotted it where the scales had been torn off. As
I stretched to touch some of the scars, they felt tender and raw. I cursed
quietly. How had I not noticed this until now? Anyone would be able to put two
and two together.


 


I buzzed my
butler to bring me a shirt, then told him to collect the jewels lying on the
table. Unlike Rochelle, he didn’t ask any questions. Once I was back in my
study, I turned on the surveillance system again.


 


The scales
were heavy in the small bag the butler had put them in. I tossed it from one
hand to the other as I looked at Rochelle on the webcam. She had a more serious
look on her face now. All of her excitement had disappeared. As she prepared my
dinner, she stopped for a moment and leaned against the counter. She looked
straight into the camera as if she knew it was there and, provocatively, she
bit her lip.


 


The girl was
staff. I had a rule about these things: staff were for working, not for
fucking. They were human, and human women were only good for sex as long as I
could get rid of them afterwards. I couldn’t simply wash my hands of a woman on
my staff. 


 


Women like
me didn’t exist. Not to date, anyway. The only ones I knew of were in my own
family. That meant my life would continue to be as solitary as it was now. It
didn’t matter to me, although sometimes I sighed when I thought about it. My
only hope of something more was to find a human companion. I didn’t expect that
to ever happen when humans had such an innate distrust of my kind. In any case,
Rochelle shouldn’t have been tempting me – even with her exquisite looks.



 


I settled
myself in the chair and watched as the girl went about her cooking. Surely
there was no harm in just looking at an employee. My cock twitched as I looked
at her pretty face and generous curves. As beautiful as she was, this couldn’t
be considered inappropriate. 


 


Rochelle
sliced vegetables with a rapid hand, then paused for a moment. Her hand
fluttered to her throat. She took deep breaths, and her neckline hinted at the
cleavage heaving below. Finally she turned to throw the vegetables into the
pot. My cock swelled still larger as I watched the motion of her round ass.


 


I had
watched Rochelle many times before, but she had never had quite this effect on
me. There was something about her that day, maybe the fear she had shown during
the discussion we’d had. I loved the way she readily submitted to whatever I
asked. Despite my rule, I couldn’t help but imagine how she would submit to me
in the bedroom.


 


My cock had
stiffened so much that going without relief would have been painful. As I freed
my shaft and began to stroke it slowly, Rochelle bent over the oven, torturing
me further. I tapped the screen frantically, zooming in on that perfect round
bottom. It jutted out farther than should have been possible as she bent low. 


 


My employees
had no idea there was a camera, yet Rochelle somehow kept angling her body
towards it. As she stood up, she glanced past it again and licked her lips. My
groin tightened as I saw her tongue pass over those lush, red lips. She had
definitely gotten my attention now.


 


Rochelle
bent again, this time to the front. I didn’t even look at what she was
grabbing. Leaning forward, I tightened my grip on my cock and homed in on the
deep cleft between her breasts. She was only there for a second and then she
was standing, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear before delicately tossing
a carrot slice between those full lips.


 


Blood rushed
to my cock, making it even harder. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to stop at
just looking. It wasn’t for my sake. Rochelle was clearly still thinking about
the jewels she had found, and she needed a distraction to get her mind off
them. This girl had me ready to break my own rule.


 


Yes, I would
fuck her. Just once. Just to stop her from thinking about jewels and back scars
and strange sounds in the night. Once, and then everything would go back to
normal the next day.


 


I was a
talented lover. No man she had ever been with could compete with my prowess. When
she finished work that night, she would be thinking about the incredible sex
she’d had with her employer – nothing else.


 


And the fact
that I would get my hands on the voluptuous body under her ill-fitting clothes…
sink my cock into the hot, wet opening I knew was waiting there for me…


 


Well, that
was just a bonus.











 


Rochelle


 


It was
almost a relief when Ecliptic took the jewels back from me. They weren’t
supposed to be mine, and taking them felt like I was pressing my luck in some
inexplicable way. Whether Ecliptic saw it that way or not, I had found them on
his property, which meant they were also his property.


 


He had been
oddly kind to me during lunchtime. Any compliments from him were rare. He had
never called any of my cooking “perfect” before. The word echoed in my mind,
making me smile every time. I wanted to please him more than anything.


 


I couldn’t
concentrate properly as I tried to prepare my boss’s dinner. Even with my
collection of jewels decreased to one, the bright stones still blinked in my
mind. Ecliptic had to know where they had come from, but he hadn’t hinted at
any possibilities. Had he thrown them from his bedroom window? That seemed the
most likely, even if I couldn’t think of a reason why he would have. And then
there were the sounds I had heard the night before, the ones that still
couldn’t be explained.


 


Between all
of the things that were confusing me, it was no surprise that my mind wasn’t
completely on the coq-au-vin I was making. I kept pausing as I cooked,
fingering my hair or biting my lip. When the intercom buzzed and Ecliptic
summoned me to his study, I assumed he was going to yell at me for my behavior.
The maid gave me a sympathetic smile as I passed her cleaning in the hall.


 


“Sit down,”
Ecliptic said when I reached his study. His tone was cold, as usual, but he
seemed different somehow. He fidgeted in his chair, and his fingers tapped
insistently on its arm.


 


“Did I do
something wrong?” I asked, my hands twisting in my lap.


 


The way he
was looking at me was strange, too. Like he felt something very strong, and he
was trying very hard to rein that feeling in. I added the expression to the
list of new and mystifying things that had happened that day. He had definitely
never given me a look like that before. 


 


“No,
Rochelle,” he said.


 


“What would
you like, then?” I asked.


 


Before he
answered, he made a low sound that sent little chills running through me. “I
want you,” he said.


 


“I’m sorry?”


 


He stood,
and I suppressed a gulp. The evidence of his desire stood straight out in front
of him. I covered my eyes, but not before I had noticed its extreme size. It
jutted far enough out that I had to peek at it from between my fingertips to
make sure I wasn’t imagining it. I didn’t need to have seen other cocks to know
that his was huge.


 


“Yes,”
Ecliptic said. “I want to make love to you.”


 


My mouth
dried up, and I licked my lips to wet them again. I had daydreamed about my
boss saying those words to me many times, but I had never thought it could
become reality. The differences in our status and our attractiveness were bad
enough. Ecliptic was so much wealthier than me, and completely out of my league
in terms of looks. On top of everything else, I was also his employee.


 


While I
struggled to compose myself, Ecliptic came to my side and pulled my hands from
my face. “Is that funny to you?” he asked.


 


The smile
froze on my lips, and I stared up at him.


 


His grip
didn’t loosen on my wrists. He was holding them tight enough to bruise them,
tight enough to make my heart beat faster in my chest. “I said, is something
funny?” he asked.


 


“No.”


 


“No, what?”


 


I tried to
breathe. My head was spinning, and I blinked a few times to make my vision stop
blurring. “No, sir,” I said.


 


“Good girl,”
he said. “Stand up.”


 


My boss
looked even more gorgeous than usual with the new look of desire on his face. I
did as he asked, although I was unsteady on my feet. I just couldn’t understand
what he was doing, or why.


 


He caressed
my wrists. His big hands might have been comforting if he wasn’t the one making
me panic. It was hard to let his gentle massage relax me when he had just said
he wanted to make love to me.


 


My breath
came quicker, and I tried to slow it down. My heart was pounding, though, and
my hands were shaking. Before Ecliptic could say anything more, I nearly
swooned into his arms.


 


“It’s okay,”
he said, his strong hands holding me upright. “Come sit behind my desk.”


 


I let him
pull me along, but he stopped me when I went to sit in his leather and mahogany
chair. “Not there,” he said. “There.”


 


Seating
himself on the chair, he directed me to the floor. I sat, my dizziness
dissipating. “Is it better to sit on the floor when you’re dizzy?” I asked.


 


“No,” he
said. “It’s more convenient to sit on the floor when you’re about to suck a
dick.”


 


Another gasp
sucked the air from between my lips, and I trembled. Ecliptic was dead serious
– I could tell by the way he was looking at me, not to mention the bulge
that I had already seen at his groin. 


 


My breasts
heaved with the effort it suddenly took to breathe. It wasn’t that I didn’t
want Ecliptic. I just hadn’t expected anything like this to ever happen.


 


I shifted,
positioning myself somewhere between sitting and kneeling. I was still too weak
to kneel properly, but I needed to get a better look at that protuberance. The
aching that had started between my legs demanded it.


 


“Go on,”
Ecliptic said, seeing my fascination. “Take it out.”


 


My hands
darted out of their own accord, but then I paused and bit my lip. Ecliptic
groaned in frustration. “Do you know how damn sexy you are?” he asked hoarsely.
“Stop torturing me, and take it out!”


 


I swallowed
hard. How could I be driving my boss to such a desperate pitch? He had never
even seemed interested in me before, and now this was all happening so
suddenly. With my hand on his beltline, I hesitated.


 


“Take it
out,” Ecliptic ordered a third time. His command was too authoritative to
ignore. I pulled the belt out of its loops, then unzipped his zipper. Ecliptic
groaned as the heel of my hand brushed over that large, swollen area. The sound
made me shiver again.


 


Once it was
free, his cock seemed even bigger than it had before. The sight of it made me
weak again, and I fell back onto my heels. Ecliptic didn’t let me fall far,
though. Taking my hand, he set it on that massive organ. My fingers wrapped
lightly around it and I breathed out in wonder. It was so smooth, silky smooth,
yet hard like iron underneath.


 


“Suck it,”
he said, reclining in his chair. His fingers brushed my cheek with something
like affection. When he saw I still hesitated, he stroked the corner of my lips
and flicked the lower one up and down. I understood what he was suggesting, but
my heart pounded in my chest.


 


I parted my
lips just enough to let his finger in. Looking up at him for approval, I allowed
him to push it just past my teeth. He couldn’t really want me to suck his cock
like this. This was all some crazy dream.


 


Ecliptic
touched the back of my head, his fingers grasping the curls I had so neatly
arranged that morning. His touch was light but insistent. I let him draw me in,
even though my heart felt like it might stop at any moment. I let him pull me
closer until his cock grazed my lips. And then I opened my mouth for him and
let it inside.


 


A current
ran through me from his cock straight to my core. The contact seemed to have an
equal effect on Ecliptic, because he shuddered and groaned. Both of his hands
were on the back of my head now, and the way he guided me wasn’t so gentle
anymore.


 


His cock
filled my throat, its huge size muffling the little gasps I would have
otherwise made. I took as much of it as I could, but that was only the tip.
After a moment, Ecliptic put one hand on the shaft and began to jerk his long
cock. He still controlled my movements with the other hand, not easing up on me
at all.


 


I sucked him
obediently, still not understanding how or why we had gotten here. With his
cock in my mouth, though, it was easy to not ask questions. It was so warm and
thick on my tongue. My whole body ached for Ecliptic, from my nipples hardening
against my bra to my clit pulsing under my panties.


 


Ecliptic
groaned once more, and for a moment I wondered if I had done something wrong.
He grabbed my head with both hands again and forced it down the length of his
cock. Gagging, I tried to pull back. He held me there long enough for me to
feel his shaft throb once in my throat. Then he let me up, an expression of
pure animalistic need on his face.


 


The desire I
saw there terrified me as much as it aroused me. Everything was happening all
at once, and Ecliptic had taken total control. I had surrendered so much to him
already. Now I feared he would ask me for the greatest submission possible.


 


“Stand up,”
he rasped. “Bend over the desk.”


 


I did as he
said, but I trembled harder than ever as he fumbled with my pants. I had to
cling to the wood just to keep from losing my balance. A small bag sat on the
desk, I noticed, its contents rattling with the movement. I wondered briefly if
those were the jewels I had found earlier. 


 


With my
cargo pants pulled down to my knees, Ecliptic caressed the bare skin he found
under my panties. His touch lit my body up, but my heart still pounded with an
erratic beat. “I don’t know,” I whispered.


 


He didn’t
stop caressing me, instead moving his hand between my cheeks to the wetness
between. He stroked my ass with his other hand, squeezing it with an open palm.
“What was that?”


 


It was hard
to think straight when he was doing those things to me. My body was reacting to
him in ways I couldn’t restrain. I only barely managed to get a few words out.
“I don’t know about this,” I said.


 


“What don’t
you know?”


 


His fingers
dipped into me, getting wet with my juices. Then he ran them over my clit with
an expert touch. I couldn’t remember why I was so nervous. Something about how
it was happening fast… how it was all new to me… “I’ve never done this before,”
I finally gasped out.


 


Ecliptic
pulled his hand away from me so suddenly I almost cried out. “You’re a virgin?”


 


Turning to
face him, I nodded shamefully.


 


As if
looking for proof, he pushed one finger further inside me. I couldn’t suppress
the whimper I made at the sudden, new stimulation. I knew what he would find
there: a barrier I had toyed with, but had yet to break properly. There was no
mistaking that I was telling the truth.


 


Ecliptic
looked conflicted, as if he was struggling with something. I couldn’t imagine
what kind of thoughts were going through his mind. Of course, I had never been
able to.


 


Maybe he was
turned off, or maybe he just didn’t want the responsibility of taking my
virginity. I couldn’t say.


 


All I knew
was that he said “Go!” and pushed me out of the room, slamming the door behind
me.














Ecliptic


 


Alone in my
study, I readied myself to finish the task Rochelle had started. My hand
gripped my cock like a vise, and I moved it urgently. I couldn’t remember the
last time I had needed a release with this amount of desperation.


 


Watching
Rochelle had excited me to such heights, and bringing her into the office and
having her submit to me had driven me still higher. She was so compliant, and
her willingness to do whatever I asked of her aroused me. Rules be damned
– I should have done that with her earlier.


 


I hadn’t
expected virginity, though. Despite what she had said about her love life, the
girl gave off so much sexual energy. The curves and planes of her body just
exuded sensuality. Then there were the bedroom eyes and the full lips that I
had always imagined enfolding my cock…


 


With my hand
in rapid motion over my cock, I still took a moment to curse myself for that.
Now I’d had what I’d wanted so badly, and I had ruined the poor girl’s
innocence. I should have realized earlier that it was her first time sucking a
man. Her inexperience was obvious in retrospect. In that moment, I was just too
caught up in the excitement of those big eyes looking up at me so meekly.


 


A man like
me, a leader among men and a prince of his own kind, could have any woman he
wanted. Something about the young chef appealed to me, though. Other girls
didn’t have that innocence… that hunger…


 


If she
hadn’t said anything, I would have torn through her hymen without even
expecting it. I would have fucked her as rough and hard as I fucked every other
woman. The thought of seeing my cock slide between those round cheeks and
disappear into her dripping hole tuned me on even harder. 


 


I should
have stopped thinking about her then, but the image of corrupting the untouched
young girl was too powerful to stop. An image of her, lips parted with soft
whimpers coming out, filled my mind as I brought myself to a crashing orgasm. 


 


When I had
thrown away the tissues, I switched on the kitchen camera again. Rochelle was
in there again, cooking like the good girl that she was. With the high
definition, I could see the way her hands now shook slightly. If nothing else,
my plan had been successful. I was fairly confident that the girl was no longer
thinking about the jewels she had found.


 


Although I
had just satisfied myself, the thought that my cock had just been inside that
pretty mouth made it twitch again. The girl aroused me beyond all reason. Even
though her looks had factored into my decision to hire her, I had never seen
her quite like this before. Now that I’d had a taste of her, I was having
powerful cravings for more.


 


I flicked
off the camera, trying to get ahold of myself. I had things to think about
besides the tantalizing young lady in my kitchen. The fight that had taken
place the night before, for one. I leaned back in my chair, feeling the
tenderness where my scales had been ripped off. 


 


It would
take weeks for them to finish growing back. During that time, I would be at a
disadvantage every time I shifted. Although I would still be able to fly, the
missing scales would continue to cause me pain. 


 


The night
before, I had tumbled to the grass quickly after that final hit. The pain was
simply too intense for me to stay in the air. It was just luck that, at the
last moment, I had hit my opponent hard enough to send him flying off. If I
hadn’t, he would have finished me then and there.


 


I had crept
into the house afterwards, not even thinking about the scales I was leaving all
over the grass. If I hadn’t been in such agony, I would have picked them up and
avoided this whole situation with Rochelle.


 


My cock
twitched again. Maybe the situation with her was a good thing. Our encounter
had been more arousing than any other I could think of. And the possibility of
taking her virginity was even more exciting.


 


I stood up
and stretched, remembering how abruptly I had thrown her out of my study. There
weren’t many situations where I felt the need to apologize, but this one came
close. I should go say something to her.


 


The halls
were oddly quiet as I walked through them. “Rochelle?” I called. “I’m sorry
about what happened just now.”


 


No response
came. The strange guilty feelings I had felt earlier increased as I walked. I
kept yelling into the empty hall, wanting to explain myself to her. I wouldn’t
give her the full story, of course, just an idea of what had happened. “I’ve
been a little off today. You see, I was attacked last night.”


 


She still
didn’t say anything. Maybe she was angry with me. I reached the kitchen and
stepped through the archway. “Rochelle?”


 


Now I saw
why she hadn’t said anything. Her body lay motionless on the floor by the wall,
hands duct-taped behind her back. The maid, Laina, lay next to her. My two
other employees were side by side behind them.  Rochelle was the one I
looked at, though. I stared at her, willing her to move. She didn’t.


 


“Hello,
Ecliptic.”


 


I looked up
and saw the staff weren’t the only ones in the kitchen. “It’s you.”


 


I hadn’t
gotten a good look at him the night before. Now I saw that he was tall and
slim, with brown hair and crooked teeth. Long mechanical claws were attached to
the backs of his hands. I knew from our last meeting that they were a marvel of
human technology. They could extend more than a foot past his fingers, and they
were tipped with razor-sharp edges. The machinery the man wore could compare to
the defenses that were part of my own body. 


 


Giving me a
cold smile, the human fingered the controls on his jet pack.


 


“How did you
get in here?” I asked, aching to shift but holding back. “What have you done
with my staff?”


 


“They’re
neutralized.”


 


My stomach
turned. Neutralized – what did that mean? Rochelle couldn’t be dead. I
hoped the others weren’t, but Rochelle… she couldn’t be. Not before I had had
the chance to apologize.


 


I didn’t
show my emotions. “Why have you come?”


 


“The same
reason as I came yesterday. To destroy you.”


 


Some humans
hated our kind. I had been taught since I was a child that I might someday need
to protect myself. They didn’t like the way we could shift. They thought we
were unnatural, some kind of demons in their midst.


 


The legends
said that we were vicious, and maybe we once were. These days, there was no
reason for humans to try to “slay” us. Most didn’t, but a tiny minority went
out of their way to track us down. They found out where we were, they acquired
the best technology they could find, and they hunted us for sport.


 


I had been
raised knowing that I could never trust a human. Still, seeing one who wanted
me dead simply for being what I was gave me chills. He didn’t even try to hide
his hatred, or to learn whether I was really dangerous. He just assumed that I
shouldn’t even have the right to exist. I glowered at him, showing him that I
wouldn’t be intimidated.


 


With all his
technology, the human was fairly evenly matched with me – we had found
that out last night. He wouldn’t defeat me. His threat wasn’t as scary to me as
the knowledge that Rochelle could already be gone. 


 


For a brief
second, I thought I saw Laina tremble. Rochelle still didn’t move at all.


 


“I won’t go
down that easily,” I told the human.


 


“We’ll see
about that.”


 


I shifted
faster than he could send his jet pack into motion. He levitated a second after
I launched myself at him, which only gave me extra momentum as I threw him into
the wall. Pots and pans crashed around us. The glass on the oven shattered. I
paid no mind.


 


The human
grimaced and projected himself back at me. The mechanical claws that were
attached to his hands nearly scraped my side, but I darted away just in time. I
hissed, a blaze of fire shooting out of my mouth.


 


Forced to
move to avoid my shooting flames, he flew backwards through the kitchen door. I
chased him, still hissing with all the energy I could muster. My back ached,
every flap of my wings bringing me new pain. He didn’t have to see it, though.


 


Surrender,
I told him.


 


“Never.”


 


I pressed
him onwards, through the winding halls and finally out the front door. My
grunts and his yelps were even louder than the day before. Once we were in the
open sky, he shot up higher. I pushed myself to reach the same heights, but
breathing fire at him was exhausting me. The flares couldn’t quite seem to
reach him.


 


He lunged
for me, his claws drawing close to my chest. Scratching off one royal blue
scale, he cackled. A smug expression came over his face. It looked as if he
thought he was winning.


 


Good try.


 


Twisting my
long body around him, I snapped at him with my dripping fangs. He was mine now.
I would take this to the death if I needed to. I could already taste his blood.
That was what I needed to avenge whatever he had done to Rochelle.


 


With the jet
pack, though, he was too fast. A puff of air sent him higher than I could reach
in time. My anger took over and I breathed fire up at him, even though I knew
he was too far to reach. Using the extra energy took the wind out of me. I
shrieked in frustration, and my flight arced towards the ground. 


 


The human
laughed again with evident glee. He raked at the air with his long claws,
demonstrating what he intended to do to me next. “You’re done for, dragon!” he
called down at me.


 


Landing
softly on the ground, I couldn’t think of a response. This man had me where he
wanted me. Injured, weak, I felt less powerful than I had ever been. He might
just be able to get an edge over me.


 


“Ecliptic!”


 


A voice at
the door made me spin. Rochelle stood there, arms bound behind her back, but
alive. Relief washed over me – and, as I took in how the position thrust
her breasts forward, other emotions that it wasn’t the right time for.


 


She was
alive – she was safe. Somehow, seeing her gave me renewed hope. I could
win this fight now that I knew she was all right.


 


“Ecliptic,
is it you?” she called.


 


The human
soared down at me and I shot myself off the ground just in time. I directed my
thoughts toward my employee. Yes, it’s me. I’m sorry for everything,
Rochelle. I – 


 


I struggled
with the human, thrusting and dodging as if we were in the world’s most
dangerous dance. Rochelle’s voice was fainter as she yelled up to our higher
heights. “Forget about that! Get his jet pack!”


 


What?


 


“Don’t worry
about injuring him! Just break the jet pack, and he’ll fall!”


 


The human’s arrogant
expression of a few minutes before was replaced by one of panic. He could hear
Rochelle as well as I could, and he seemed afraid of her suggestion. It was a
logical one. He couldn’t fly on his own. The jet pack was all that was keeping
him afloat. If I could puncture that sack with one of my claws, he would plunge
immediately to the ground – and probably to his death.


 


I flew
forward, ignoring the throbbing of my back and the aching of my wings. Rochelle
was helping me, I realized. She wasn’t disgusted or repelled by my dragon form.
It was me against a human, and she had chosen to help me.


 


Which way
should I come at him from? Tell me the opposite of what I should do so that I
will surprise him.


 


“Get him
from above!” Rochelle shouted. “You’ll have perfect access to him if you attack
him from above!”


 


The human
immediately braced himself for my attack. Unfortunately for him, that meant
looking skyward and propelling himself down. He had no way of knowing the
deception Rochelle and I had come up with.


 


I struck at
him from below, digging my claws into the jet pack as hard as I could. Air
whooshed out of it, hissing as it rapidly escaped. The human screamed and
cursed as he fell to the ground.


 


“You did
it!” Rochelle yelled. She had untied her arms somehow, and she pumped her fists
in the air to celebrate my victory. I had hardly touched down on the other end
of the driveway when she ran up to me and threw her arms around me.


 


We did it,
I told her.














Rochelle


 


“But how did
you know to come outside?” Ecliptic asked a few hours after the fight. 


 


We had
called the cops on the man who had tried to kill him. After his fall he was
only a hair’s breadth from death, but Ecliptic didn’t believe in solving
problems with violence. Besides, he said he wanted the man to rot in jail for
what he had done.


 


The cops had
asked a few questions, but Ecliptic had silenced them pretty quickly with a
thick stack of bills. After that, they were fine with putting him in handcuffs
and taking him away. It was obvious from his injuries and the strange machinery
he was using that he had been up to no good.


 


With him
taken care of, Ecliptic and I had gone up to his room. He insisted on rubbing
my shoulders as he coaxed the details out of me. According to him, he had only
defeated the man because of my help. His thumbs digging into my skin felt
magical, in any case. Despite what we had just been through, I was finding it
hard to keep my mind off the way he was making my stomach flip.


 


“I saw you
shift,” I said, moving slightly in the chair to give Ecliptic greater access to
my stiff shoulders. Being tied up had left me sore and aching. “I was too
scared to move at first, but I managed to roll onto my side when I heard the
two of you talking. I didn’t know what you were exactly, but I knew you were
the one I wanted to win that fight.”


 


“You weren’t
afraid of my other form? Most humans hate us.”


 


“I knew it
was still you inside there. A dragon wasn’t any scarier than your normal self.”


 


Ecliptic was
behind me, but I could feel the air move as he nodded. “It means a lot to me,
you know. I never thought any human would accept me the way I am. Especially
not a beautiful woman.”


 


I didn’t
know what to say. When I didn’t respond, Ecliptic went on in a more casual
tone. “And you managed to untie your legs,” he said.


 


“Yes,” I
said with relief. “That part was easy. I untied the other girls, too, and they
ran out while you two were in the air.”


 


He seemed
pacified for a moment, but another torrent of questions came out. “Why didn’t
you run, too? Why didn’t you just save yourself? Why did you stay and help me?”


 


“I didn’t
just save myself because I wanted to save you.”


 


I sighed
with pleasure as Ecliptic dug his fingers deeper into my shoulders and the back
of my neck. “You don’t seem surprised that I’m not human,” he said. “No one has
ever found out that I was a dragon shifter before, but I thought it would be
more of a shock.”


 


“After all
the other things that have happened today, that was just the icing on the
cake.”


 


“What else
was so surprising?”


 


I laughed.
“Where do I begin? Let’s start with my rude boss complimenting my food. Next,
he tries to have sex with me. Both of those were a bigger surprise than you
being a dragon.”


 


“The
compliments, too?”


 


Turning back
to him, I nodded. 


 


“What can I
say?” he murmured. “Your cooking isn’t exactly the whole reason that I hired
you.”


 


“Is that
so?”


 


“It’s better
than average, but I also liked looking at you.”


 


Hearing
those words from him, I nearly purred. Ecliptic was a mysterious man, and
probably always would be. I finally felt like I was peeling back his layers and
finding the man – the dragon – beneath.


 


“There’s another
surprise,” I said softly. “But none of those were the biggest.” I paused,
making Ecliptic wait to hear what I meant. “The biggest surprise was when my
rude boss got scared that I was a virgin.”


 


The massage
stopped again. “I didn’t expect it. You’re so sensual that I didn’t understand
how you had resisted all the men who must have wanted you.”


 


“There haven’t
been that many. No one who interested me enough for that. Anyway, it was
nothing to be scared of.”


 


“You were scared.”


 


I turned to him
once more and looked him in the eye. “You didn’t give me a chance to get used
to the idea.”


 


He frowned. “Are
you used to it now?”


 


I wasn’t sure. The
day had been so long and confusing that my thoughts were all jumbled. I knew
Ecliptic was just about the sexiest man I had ever seen. And I knew that his
being a dragon somehow only made him sexier. He had always been so harsh with
me as an employee. Now he seemed to have learned that we could work together as
a team.


 


Besides, the
thought of him being harsh with me in bed… well… it excited me. He had been
rough with me that afternoon, and I had been more aroused than I’d ever been in
my life. I would probably have made a snap decision to let him take my cherry
if he hadn’t kicked me out of his office. I’d had some time to think about it,
and he was giving me that opportunity again.


 


“I think I am,” I
said.


 


His hand, still
resting on the back of my neck, trailed down my back. I bit my lip to stop
myself from gasping at the ticklish sensation.


 


“Are you sure,
Rochelle?”


 


I took a deep
breath. “I’m sure.”


 


In one fluid
movement, he scooped me off the chair and laid me down on his bed. My panties
dampened as I thought about what was going to happen. Just having Ecliptic
touch me was more than I had ever hoped for. Just giving him pleasure was all I
would have ever asked.


 


Now he was kissing
me with all the passion I had never thought was possible. His hands ran over my
body, and he seemed to delight in my generous curves. I sucked in air
desperately as he slipped a finger under the hem of my shirt and ran it across
my stomach. When he did the same at my neckline, I couldn’t help but moan.


 


“Have you ever
been touched here?” Ecliptic asked, his fingers running over the seam of my
jeans.


 


“Never,” I
breathed.


 


Ecliptic was
perfect, so perfect. The way he pulled my top off and set his mouth to my
breasts was perfect. So was the way he undid my pants and slid one finger into
the aching space between my thighs. I trembled as he explored me down there. My
boss knew exactly what to do to make me feel things I had never felt before.


 


Just when I
thought my body couldn’t feel any more pleasure, Ecliptic pulled my jeans off
completely. I cried out as he buried his head between my thighs. I had touched
myself before, but this was different. This was new, and it was heavenly.


 


He lapped at me,
drawing circles on my most sensitive part with his tongue. As he worked, he
groaned with the pleasure of pleasuring me. He rubbed my clit up and down, then
moved lower and dove straight into me. The short thrusts he made reminded me of
the other things he was going to do, and I trembled harder.


 


Something was
building inside me. “Don’t stop,” I moaned. “Please keep going.”


 


He grunted in
response, and his hand squeezed my thigh in agreement. Pulling myself onto my
elbows, I gazed down at him. I would never in a million years have thought I
would be watching my handsome, heartless employer licking me up with such
evident zest. If this was possible, anything was possible, I thought – 


 


And then the
orgasm hit me, my body tensing up at the tip of his tongue, the tension
building and building until it all flooded out at once.


 


When I realized
how loud I’d been screaming, I put a hand over my mouth. Ecliptic wasn’t going
to let me be embarrassed, though. We weren’t done yet. The scariest part was
still to come.


 


 


My breaths became
quick and shallow. This was it now. This was the moment I had, in a way, been
waiting my whole life for. 


 


I could still tell
Ecliptic to stop. I had already had the most incredible climax of my life.
Things couldn’t get much better than what I had already experienced.


 


The thought of
stopping now barely crossed my mind before I pushed it aside. Looking up at
Ecliptic’s desirous face, I nodded. I was ready, and I was going to do this.


 


Ecliptic didn’t
immediately get on top of me, though. Instead, he pulled some duct tape from
the side table.


 


“That man left
this behind,” he said.


 


“Huh?” I gaped at
him, wondering what possible use he could have for that now.


 


“I wonder if you
could get yourself free again.”


 


I still didn’t get
it. Why would he want to test my escape skills at this moment?


 


Then I saw how his
face was growing even more lustful and how his cock strained at his zipper. He
was turned on by the idea of tying me up! I had never even considered if I
would ever want to be bound while making love. For Ecliptic’s enthusiasm,
though, I was willing to try.


 


“Okay,” I said,
holding out my hands.


 


“Not like that.”
He bound my hands behind me, then flipped me onto my back. When he helped me to
sit up again, he groaned at the sight of my breasts jutting forward. “Your safe
word is ‘dragon,’ okay? If you aren’t comfortable or you need to stop, just say
‘dragon.’”


 


I frowned. “If I
call you a sexy dragon, you’ll stop?”


 


“Yes, so don’t do
that.”


 


He leaned me back
against the bed, my arms immobile under me. My legs spread easily, my sensitive
spot already longing for more from him. This was it, the actual moment. I took
a deep breath, trying to calm my pounding heart. Ecliptic’s hands kneading my
breasts didn’t help my heartbeat to slow.


 


Although I was
still scared, I wanted his cock desperately. I could already tell it was going
to feel unbelievable when that huge organ filled me up and stretched me out. I
whimpered as Ecliptic put his hand between my legs again. And then, as he began
to penetrate me, I wailed.


 


He was gentle at
first, pushing excruciatingly slowly through the barrier that blocked his way.
Once he was through, his thrusts became harder, if not faster. He pushed his
cock all the way into me, ending right before my cervix, then drew it all the
way back out until only the very tip was left inside. Each time he pressed it
back in, it was like the first thrust all over again.


 


I moaned, almost
mewled, and wriggled under his svelte frame. This was really happening, I
reminded myself. I was having sex – with my boss! Who was a dragon! I
almost smiled, thinking about how I wasn’t allowed to say the word “dragon.”
Then I gasped instead as Ecliptic thrust deep inside me.


 


“Faster,” I
moaned. “Please, go faster.”


 


As if just to
torture me, Ecliptic moved even slower. His thrusts slowed to a glacial pace. I
arched my hips up, trying to get him deeper into me, but with my hands tied
under me there wasn’t much I could do.


 


I had given up all
control. I had no way to convince him other than with my voice. “Give me more,”
I begged.


 


His voice was
raspy when he responded, and I realized this was affecting him as much as me.
This gorgeous older man was as turned on by my body as I was by his. “More,
who?” he demanded.


 


“Give me more,
sir.”


 


With a grunt of
satisfaction, he took tighter hold of my hips. He slammed into me, finally
giving it to me as fast and hard as I had wanted. I thrashed under him,
pleasure taking over me. “Yes,” I moaned. “I’m going to come.”


 


“Come for me,
Rochelle. Come on my cock.”


 


My muscles
squeezed him, bearing down so hard I thought they might crush him. This was
going to be even more powerful than my last orgasm.


 


“I want to watch
you come. Squeeze my cock.”


 


His words only
penetrated so far in my fogged-up mind, but some part of me grasped that my
orgasm felt good for him, too. That turned me on more, and the thought of my
walls gripping his cock pushed me over the edge. With my arms still pinned
under me, the rest of my body shook wildly. My eyes squeezed shut so tightly
that my vision turned white, and the dragon above me screamed…


Rochelle


 


The bed was too hot for comfort, but
Ecliptic’s firm body called to me. Snuggling up against it had to be the best
feeling in the world.


 


Dragons liked heat, it seemed, and we often
bickered about how to keep the blankets. Ecliptic sighed as I fidgeted, pulling
the covers off me but keeping him covered.


 


He claimed that because it was his room, he
should decide what temperature we slept at. But I was staying there with him so
often that I hardly saw my own room anymore. We hadn’t talked about me
officially moving in with him yet, but I felt it was on the horizon. If it was
our room, I should have an equal say in the temperature control.


 


My other argument was that I had given him
back the “dewdrops” I had found, and therefore he owed me some consideration. I
could have just sold them and kept the thousands of dollars they were worth.


 


We had discussed
those jewels many times over the past few weeks. They were basically worthless
to him – they grew on his dragon body, and while they didn’t immediately
grow back, it would only take a few weeks for them to reappear.


 


Now I tucked the
edges of the sheets around Ecliptic and draped my naked body over his. In his
sleep, he smiled. It was funny to think how scared of him I used to be. Under
his harsh exterior, there was a man who could almost be described as “kind.”
And I had quickly come to enjoy his dominance.


 


I still cooked for
him like an employee, but now my days were broken up by him coming into the
kitchen to flirt with me. The work day didn’t feel long at all when it was
interspersed with sweet kisses. I was highly amused when he showed me the
webcam he sometimes used to watch me.


 


Ecliptic was still
often less than satisfied with my cooking. Now, though, he would put me over
his knee if the food wasn’t completely to his liking. Sometimes I cooked wrong
on purpose so that I could feel the sting of his hand on my backside. 


 


When he revealed
that he wasn’t just a dragon but a dragon prince, it hardly surprised me. I was
used to his surprises by then. So he had a kingdom to rule over. So what? As
long as he was mine, I didn’t care what titles anyone else wanted to call him.


 


My lover breathed
deeply as I curled myself around him. The human who had wanted to kill Ecliptic
was safely in jail. We would have to be on our guard for a long time, but it
seemed that he hadn’t told anyone what he had found out. Greed had probably
made him keep the secret to himself.


 


Ecliptic was at
peace in his sleep. And, a minute after I settled myself on his shoulder, so
was I.
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There
was only one good thing about living with Katie in that little basement
apartment—it was cool in the summer. Otherwise, it totally sucked. We
could hear everything in the whole house. We knew someone had a dog, because he
barked like a rabid Cujo every morning at seven, and of course, my first class
didn’t start until ten. Plus, they used the back stoop and its very small area
of grass as a doggie-toilet. It was really gross, and the landlord knocked on
our door one morning (again, before nine—couldn’t people respect a
college guy’s schedule?) demanding to know if we were the one with the dog.


It
wasn’t us. The landlord was one of the few on campus who allowed pets. I didn’t
even want to own fish but Katie insisted on cats. If it wasn’t the dog barking
upstairs, it was the whine of the can opener from our kitchen. Every morning,
six a.m.—reer-reer-reer—followed by a hundred thousand
thumpity-thumps from every direction, accompanied by a cacophony of meows. 


The
other thing about the basement that sucked was that we lived next to the
laundry room. The noise wasn’t bad—it was better than the cats and that
damned dog—but it was the flooding that was the issue. Once in a while, a
sock would get stuck in the wash tub and it would overflow during the rinse
cycle. Someone’s brilliant design idea in re-vamping this old house as a rental
had placed another door to our apartment between the machine and the drain. The
carpet always had a faint mildewy smell to it.


One
morning long before I should have been awake, I heard Katie doing that “here,
kittykittykitty” run-on that cat lovers always used—like the cats ever
came when you called them? She would have had better luck bringing the can
opener. I was thinking all of this with the pillow pulled over my head to block
out the light. There was one other good thing about our basement
apartment—we seemed to get less light through the little windows near the
ceiling.


“Bad
kitty!” I heard her admonishing, but it was when I heard the splashing and knew
the tub had overflowed again that I groaned and swung my legs over the side of
the bed. Sebastian to the rescue! I just needed a super-suit. My bare
feet squished on the soggy carpet. I was trying to remember where I’d put the
box fan we used to dry it out while I pulled on a pair of sweat pants and
opened the door to the laundry room.


The
sight wasn’t a bad one—it could have been much worse. The floor was
completely flooded, all right, but there was Katie wearing boy shorts and a
tank-tee, half sprawled across the rumbling washer, reaching behind it for
something. Her feet were wet and the water dripped down her legs as she grunted
and wiggled on top of the machine. I stood in the doorway for a moment,
admiring the view, until she slid off the washer into a puddle with a
frustrated sigh, blowing a piece of dark hair out of her eyes.


“Hey,”
I said, startling her. I sloshed my way through the flood, over to the tub,
reaching in to find the culprit. “Whose load of wash is this?”


“I
don’t know. Probably Cujo’s.” She sighed. “But Sassy’s stuck behind the
washer.”


I
held up the pair of pink panties that I’d pulled from the tub drain. “Hmm,
nice!” I wrung them out and held them up. “At least Cujo’s owner has good taste
in lingerie!” 


“Sebastian!”
She rolled her eyes, grabbing and tossing them behind her onto the wet floor.
ust help me get the cat!”


I
sighed. The tub problem had been solved. The water was going nicely down the
drain again. Aside from the wet carpet in our apartment, which I would have
been happy to deal with after another two hours of sleep, my worries were over.



“Please?”
She leaned over the washer again, and I got a glimpse of her ass as her shorts
rode up. “Just help!”


“Okay,
okay.” I stepped up behind her, peering over the washer. I could see the
luminescent eyes of a white cat glowing up at me, ears pressed flat against its
head. Sassy saw me and hissed. “Does that one have claws?”


“Yes!”
she scoffed, all horrified. Katie was one of those—altering an
animal was horrible, blah blah blah. I didn’t know if it was cruel—I just
knew I would have preferred picking up a soft-pawed cat to a fully loaded one.
We had some of each kind.


“You
know I can’t keep them all straight…” I edged around the other side of the
washer to see if I could move it. I thought I could, without breaking any
connections or pulling any hoses. Enough, anyway. 


Katie
peered anxiously over the washer. I noticed the way her pink tank-tee pulled
over her breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her nipples were hard. Probably
from having wet feet and standing on the cold basement floor, but
still—it was a nice view. Made me want to bend her over the washer right
there, but I knew better than to try. Katie wouldn’t have any of that. I leaned
over to turn the washer off and my hand brushed her shoulder. She slipped back
off the machine, slanting her eyes, watching me. 


I
grabbed the washer with both hands, rocking it forward a little at a time. The
cat hissed and suddenly bolted. Luckily, Katie had shut the door at the top of
the stairs and it was trapped there. She ran after it, and I heard her cooing
as she carried the cat back down toward me, cradling it in her arms. 


“Thank
you.” Her smile lit up her whole face in such a way that it even made me forget
about her ass and I remembered again why I’d agreed to move in together in the
first place, in spite of the fact that sex with Katie was minimal at best. “My
hero.” 


I
pushed the machine back, turning it on. “Do I get a hero’s blowjob then?”


“Sebastian!”
Katie blushed, nuzzling the cat’s fur. 


“Just
a suggestion.” I opened the door to our apartment, herding the four or five
cats crowding the doorway, looking to escape. I could smell the mildew already.
“I’m going back to bed. Don’t you have class?”


The
cat in her arms was purring now, its eyes half-closed. “In an hour.”


“Still
time for that blowjob…” My dick was hard watching her walk around in her tank
and little shorts as I climbed back under the covers. The cats were everywhere,
as usual. I had to shove them out of the way to make room in bed. I think at
last count there were fifteen. It was a lot of damned cats. 


Katie
stood only half-facing me, still rubbing her cheek against the cat’s ear.
“Sebastian…?”


“Hmm?”
Damn my dick was hard. A guy should get a little reward for a rescue like that,
I reasoned. But Katie knew I’d do anything for her, no matter what. She had me
wrapped, although I’m not sure she knew it.


“Are
you ever going to like cats?” 


I
groaned. “You know I’m not good with them.” My eyes were back on her ass, where
the water from her feet had made little wet spots on her shorts when she was
hanging over the edge of the washing machine. I was about to make one of my
usual jokes about liking cats ‘braised in light cream sauce’ and then I
remembered the way she had looked sprawled across the washer. 


“Come
here.” I reached my arm out for her and she sat on the edge of the bed, letting
me slid my hand up under her shirt in back. “I may not love cats, but I love
you.” 


She
smiled, just a little, letting the cat jump from her arms onto the bed. I
winced—the damned thing just barely missed my crotch. But Katie was
letting me rub her back, and I dared to slide my hand around to cup her breast,
so nice and firm, her nipples still hard from standing in her bare feet on the
wet basement floor. 


“Mmm.”
She sighed, closing her eyes, and for a moment my cock was sure we were going
to get lucky. Then she opened them again, hopping up from the bed. “How about I
make you a nice ‘thank-you’ dinner tonight after I get home from work?”


“No
blowjob?” I reached for my crotch, imagining her mouth on it. She didn’t do it
often, but when she did, oh fuck… my cock stood up at full attention just at
the thought.


Katie
smiled over her shoulder, on the way to the bathroom for a shower before class.
“Mayyybe tonight…”


“Tease!”
I raised my eyebrows but I was grinning. “Hey, don’t forget, the show’s
tonight.”


“Oh
right. Well then we’ll have to do dinner tomorrow.” She threaded her way
through a congregation of mewling cats. I couldn’t help watching how her hips
swayed before she closed the bathroom door, feeling my cock swell to bursting
in anticipation. 


* * * *


We
were doing “Cléopâtre,” and although she kept saying how much she
wanted to hear me perform, Katie had missed it twice. This is her last
chance, I thought as I paced backstage, my jaw working, teeth grinding. 


“Ready
for the big finale?” Anne’s speaking voice was as soft as her singing voice was
loud. I’d never heard a woman who could project like she could, especially when
she started out with something that seemed so small. 


She
smiled up at me, already in full costume, her eyes heavily darkened for the
role. For a while, I thought she and I might hook up, but it didn’t work out.
Performers had big egos, and they got in the way. Anne was too much of a diva
for me.


“Sure,”
I said, stopping in mid-pace. “You?”


“Look
what Theo gave me.” She arched her neck, lifting a small pendant on a gold
chain. “He told me you should go see him.”


I
raised my eyebrows. “Finale gift?” Theo was known for his prudence when it came
to putting on shows. My entire costume had been acquired from a Salvation Army
thrift store. 


“Sort
of.” Her eyes were bright. “He’s got boxes of stuff in his office he’s giving
away. He doesn’t want the university to get any of it.”


“Holy
shit!” My eyes widened and I laughed. “He’s retiring isn’t he? Sly old fox.”


She
just smiled. “Go see him.”


I
shook my head, heading back toward his office. He growled a “Come in!” when I
knocked.


“Hey,
ol’ man,” I said, crossing my arms and surveying the stacks of boxes in his
office. “I heard you wanted to see me.”


“Sebastian!”
He poked his head up from behind his desk. “You talked to Anne?”


“She
didn’t tell me a thing.” I grinned. 


“Good!”
It came out ‘Goot.’ Theo’s English was ‘goot’ but his accent was still very
German, and he often slipped back into the language when he was angry. We’d all
been berated in German more times than we could count—I was probably the
only one, though, who had been called a “verfluchter hurensohn” and knew that
it actually meant some approximation of “stupid son of a bitch!” 


“Anything
you want.” He nodded at the pile of boxes. “You choose.” 


“I’d
rather have you stay,” I said, meeting his eyes. 


He
shrugged one shoulder at me. “Can I help it if Italian men are opinionated?”


“Ah.”
I poked through the box closest to me. It was full of the props we had used for
Don Giovanni. “Sal wants to go back to Italy?”


Theo
sighed, leaning back in his chair and taking off his round glasses to rub his
eyes with his thumbs. “Europe isn’t what it was.”


“Nothing
is.” I sifted through another box. God, the memories. These were the props from
my very first performance as a freshman in Le Boheme, as a lowly Studenti.
I went over to his desk and sat on the edge, swinging my Marc-Antoine sandal.
It looked great under the toga. 


“Truth
is…” He put his glasses back on. “They’re bringing in someone else. An
upstart—some kid—they want to modernize, the dean says.” 


I
frowned. “Great. We’ll be doing Carmen using cell phones and wearing leather
chaps. They think modernizing means cultural rape.”


“Preaching
to the choir.” Theo waved his hand at the boxes. “Anyway, it’s done. Take what
you want. I wanted you and Anne to have first pick. After that, it’s to the
vultures.”


“I
don’t want anything.” I slid off his desk. “Just glad next year is my last.”


“Maybe
you can come to Italy?” Theo asked and I glanced back at him. Singing at Teatro
alla Scala? I could only dream of it.


“If
that’s an offer, I’ll take it.” I noticed a sandal very similar to the one I
was wearing sticking out of a box in the corner and I went over to investigate.



“If
I can make one to you, I will,” Theo replied, standing. 


The
box looked like rejected props from “Cléopâtre”—there were all
sorts of Egyptian relics piled in with gold headdresses and jewelry. 


“Where’d
this come from?” I lifted the box and tilted it in his direction.


“Curio
shop in town.” He leaned over to look out the window. It was still an hour
until show time and the parking lot was empty. “Just junk we couldn’t use.”


I
investigated further, past the tangled gold chains and vases decorated with
hyrogliephs and little gold pyramids made in China. At the bottom, I found a
small statue of a svelte cat. It had a winged figure carved on the front. I
turned it over, looking for its “Made in Taiwan” sticker, but saw the word
“Bast” carved into the bottom. It was perfect for Katie—I knew the minute
I saw it that she would love it.


“I’ll
take this.” I held up the little two-inch figure between my thumb and
forefinger.


“Whatever
you like,” Theo replied, his gaze still scanning the parking lot. “Ah, here’s
someone. Our finale will at least have an audience.”


I
saw the car and knew it was Katie. I headed for the door, smiling at his words,
the cat figure still in my hand. “Isn’t that the best we can ever hope for?” 


* * * *


“Malcolm,
you’re an ass!” It was Katie’s voice, and she sounded—well, scared. I
hesitated just a moment outside our door, wondering what in the hell her
ex-boyfriend was doing in our apartment. I knew the guy by name and reputation,
but we’d never actually met. “Get out!”


“All
right, doll.” A guy’s voice. Obviously Malcolm. “Take it easy. I’m going.”


The
door opened and I found myself face-to-face with Mr. Testosterone. This guy was
twice my size, which would have been formidable enough, but he was also wearing
leather chaps and chains and resembled a younger, less gentle Grizzly Adams. He
didn’t even look at me as he shoved by, using his shoulder to knock me out of
the way as he headed past. I stared after him as he clomped down the stairs,
straight-arming the screen door on the way out. 


“Sorry.”
Katie apologized from behind me and I turned to look at her. She was hugging
herself like she was cold, although it was still eighty degrees. 


“Are
you okay?” I frowned back at the door. I suspected Malcolm was the reason Katie
was scared of everything all the time—especially sex. Having now
experienced him in person, I started fantasizing about buying myself a gun.
“What was he doing here?” 


She
shrugged, heading to the stove. “He just wanted some old stuff I still have of
his somewhere. I told him I’d try to find it. I think we put it in that closet
in the laundry room.”


Whatever
she was cooking smelled even better in here than it did outside. I should have
been used to the cats—they were everywhere—stretched out on the
sofa, curled into those little cat towers, there was even one lying belly-up in
the middle of the kitchen table. But after six months, it still annoyed me.


“Anyway,
welcome home.” Katie look flustered, leaning over to give me a kiss as I put my
backpack full of books on the floor and she led me into our little living room.
She shooed a cat off a chair for me, and I sat in a thick pile of white hair.
“Do you want something to drink?”


“Do
we have any Coke?” I asked as the white cat I’d rescued leapt back up into my
lap, her blue eyes checking me out as she turned around and flicked her tail
past my nose. I wanted to push her off, but I knew Katie wouldn’t like it, so I
tolerated the paws kneading against my thigh. “Why in the hell did you let that
asshole in the house?”


“I
bought some Coke just for you.” She stood in front of the open refrigerator on
one bare foot, the other tucked behind her ankle. I could see her through the
doorway.


“Don’t
let him in the house anymore, okay Katie?” I winced as the cat’s claws dug into
my leg. Katie handed me a can of Coke and sat across from me on the sofa with a
glass of wine. That surprised me. Katie didn’t drink. 


“I’m
sorry,” she apologized again, looking toward the door. “He just kind of pushed
his way in…”


I
popped the lid and sucked off the foam. The cat perked up at the noise and then
wiggled her nose against the can. 


“He’s
always been an ass like that.” She sighed, holding her wine glass against the
side of her neck. 


“That’s
obvious.” I frowned, leaning back away from the cat in my lap and discovering
another one draped over the back of my chair. “But I don’t like him in our
apartment.”


“I
don’t either, Sebastian.” She took a big swig of wine. I watched her slim
throat working as she swallowed. She let out a soft burp, smiling
apologetically. “I told you—he just pushed his way in.”


“Well
next time call me,” I snapped as the black cat lying behind me starting making
his way across my shoulder. “Or call the fucking cops.”


“Okay,
okay!” She sighed and held up her hands in a warding off gesture as the white
cat dug her back claws into my leg when she jumped off. I winced but didn’t
make a sound. Katie made a soft noise in her throat at the cat striding toward
her, and she picked her up and cuddled her against her cheek. The cat looked
like it was tolerating it rather than enjoying it. 


“What
did he want, anyway?”


“Believe
it or not, baseball cards. He says they got mixed into my stuff. They’re
supposed to be very valuable.” She shrugged. “I think he wants to sell them.”


“So…
what’s for dinner?” I changed the subject, watching Katie kiss the cat’s pink
nose before dropping her to the floor.


“Lasagna.
Oh! The garlic bread!” She jumped up and rushed through the doorway into the
kitchen. 


From
where I sat, I could see her bending over to look into the oven. She wasn’t
wearing her boy shorts, which I loved on her—too bad—but the
cutoffs she had on rode up her thighs quite nicely. I liked the way her red
t-shirt pulled up a little when she stretched to get plates out of the
cupboard, and the way she had pulled her long hair up into some sort of pony
tail configuration on the back of her head, all loose and droopy, like it could
fall out at any minute.


I
shrugged the cat off my shoulder and stood. “Want some help?”


“Sure!”
She was plucking pieces of hot garlic bread from a cookie sheet and tossing
them into a towel-lined basket, blowing on her fingers between each one. 


I
opened a drawer and pulled out a spatula. “Here.” I slipped the utensil under
the rest of the bread and up-ended it into the basket. 


“Thanks.”
God, that smile. It reminded me once again why I put up with the fifteen cats,
the menacing spectre of her ex-boyfriend and Katie’s endless bouts of
frigidness. I just couldn’t help smiling back at her, even though it felt goofy
to be standing there in our kitchen just smiling at each other. “You’re sweet,
you know that?”


I
shrugged, looking down to see what was rubbing against my feet, and Katie moved
around me to grab the plates. It was the huge orange cat, fatter than any
television Morris or Garfield. He always muscled out the rest of them at dinner
time. I opened the drawer back up that I’d just closed and grabbed two forks.


Katie
retrieved our drinks from the living room, shooing two cats out of the way as
she went who were trying to make figure-8’s around her ankles. I got napkins
from the counter and put the basket of garlic bread on the table.


“Wow!”
My eyes widened, my mouth already watering as she pulled the lasagna out of the
oven. “You went all out, baby! That’s not even Stouffer’s!”


She
laughed, using the spatula to cut a huge corner chunk and plopping it on my
plate. The fat orange cat was sitting at my feet, looking up at me and blinking
like he was bored, but his tail swished and his gaze was on my plate. The
lasagna was too hot to eat so I munched on garlic bread while I watched Katie
serve herself about half my portion. 


“So
how was work?” I asked, although most of the time I didn’t. Katie was majoring
in veterinary medicine and her internship often involved disgusting medical
procedures she liked to discuss in gory detail. 


“You
don’t want to talk about that.” She smiled, tucking her foot under her as she
sat. I looked at the pink instep and found myself wanting to kiss it. 


“How
did you guess?” I grinned, watching a grey cat appear from around the corner
and jump up into her lap. She adjusted as it settled in. 


“How
was the after-party last night?” She blew on a piece of lasagna hanging off her
fork. Her mouth made a little ‘o’ when she did that and it enthralled me. 


“Not
bad. Wish you could have stayed.” I took another bite of garlic bread and
followed it with a swig of soda. Katie had begged off, complaining of a
headache. “But Theo was all depressed and being kind of a dick to everyone. You
know how bitchy he can get.”


“What
do you expect?” She tested the pasta with her lips and found it cool enough to
slide into her mouth. “I think you may be the only one in the entire
performance who isn’t gay.”


“Just
because I sing opera doesn’t mean I’m gay.” I tried out my lasagna. It was
still way too hot. I knew I was flushing. I could feel the heat creeping up my
neck. “Quit teasing me, Katie.” 


“I
like teasing you.” She reached for her glass of wine, smiling. She knew I was
sensitive about it. Singing opera didn’t exactly make me a chick
magnet—quite the opposite, since girls seemed to find it about as
masculine as a guy sporting a tutu. 


“Besides,
I know it’s not true.” She licked a bead of wine from her lip. “Believe
me, I know. I’ve always thought it was sexy. Italian, German, French… you sing
in all the romance languages.”


She
knew just how to twist me around her little finger. “You know, most opera
singers don’t know the languages they sing in. They just learn the words… but
you do.” 


She
smiled at me with those dark blue eyes. The cat in her lap had nearly identical
ones, and they were both staring at me, blinking. “Fluent in seven languages
and conversational in twelve.”


“Almost
as many languages as we have cats,” I joked. “You really find that sexy?”


“Uh-huh.”
She shooed the cat off her lap and I blinked in disbelief as she crawled across
the kitchen floor, nuzzling my crotch under the table.


“Katie?”
I said her name as if to check—who was this girl and what had she done
with my girlfriend? The one who had to have sex in the dark with most of her
clothes still on, the one who barely made a sound, even when I knew she was
having an orgasm? Who was this Katie?


“Mmmm,
I think it’s time for that hero’s blowjob,” she murmured, working on the zipper
of my jeans. 


I
stared at her, wondering if it was the wine gone to her head. I didn’t want to
even entertain that it might have been the visit from the ex that had
precipitated her change of sexual mood. It had to be the wine. 


“Oh
god, Katie.” I moaned and she sucked and we forgot all about dinner and school
and Malcolm’s unwelcome interruption. We forgot about everything but each other
for a long, delicious while, and I decided that night, with Katie asleep in my
arms, that I didn’t care if it would make her an alcoholic, I was going to make
sure she had alcohol in her system as often as I could!


* * * *


I
was lying on the sofa, balancing a bowl of Trix cereal on my chest. Deciding I
was mostly done, I let one of the cat drinks out of the bowl. He lapped around
the little fruity circles, his tongue soaking up the sweetened milk. 


“That’s
not good for them.” Katie didn’t even look at me from her perch in the chair.
She was peering out the window. Since the surprise kitchen-table blowjob,
things had been cooler than ever. I didn’t get it. I’d tried
everything—including lots more alcohol, which just ended up with me
holding her hair while she puked in the bathroom—but she went back to the
quiet, frigid Katie I’d come to know. And after getting a taste of sexy-Katie,
going backwards was particularly painful.


“He
likes it.” I tipped the bowl so he could get more. He sneezed when some milk
got up his nose. 


She
snorted, tilting her head as she watched a bird move skyward. “Just because we
like something, doesn’t mean it’s good for us.”


“Tell
me about it.” I pushed the cat off my stomach and sat up, setting the bowl on
the end table. “The new director is a complete fuck-up. He emails line changes
every night we’re supposed to learn the same day. I swear he sent me that virus.
Hey, did you pick up my laptop from the computer shop?”


“Oh,
I’m sorry, I forgot,” she murmured, absent-minded. She’d forgotten a lot of
things lately.


“I’ll
get it before rehearsal tomorrow.” I just shrugged. “Anyway, he wants me to
sing baritone, and he refuses to put Anne in the lead. Although, I don’t know
why she’d want to dress up as a cat anyway.”


“A
cat?” Katie’s nose wrinkled and she did look at me then. She was sprawled
across the chair by the window on her belly, her hands draped over the edge so
she could look outside. Fall had finally come, and we’d been blessed with some
cooler weather. 


“The
English Cat.” I snorted. “That’s our next production. He wanted us to do The
Fairy Queen—nude. Like a Midsummer Night’s Dream version of Hair.
The dean shot that down in a hurry. Now we’re stuck with this—what are
you doing?”


Katie
had rolled over and was leaning her head back over the arm and batting at the
white filmy curtains. “Nothing,” she said, not stopping. 


“I
almost didn’t get the lead either,” I said, noticing how her sweater rode up
when she was arched backwards like that, showing her navel. God, I missed
summer, just for the sight of her tank tees. “New director nearly gave it to a
freshman, and I found out later, it’s his cousin. Holy nepotism, Batman.”


I
noticed that the cat had settled back in front of my bowl of cereal milk and
was lapping away. The white cat, Sassy, was sitting below Katie’s chair and
batting at her long dark hair hanging off the side. 


“But
you got the lead right?”


“Yeah,”
I grumbled, leaning back on the sofa. “But this freshman kid is the new bane of
my existence. Now he stalks me all over campus. I think he’s the one who’s been
going all Hannibal on me and leaving dead animals in my car.”


Katie
looked over at me, eyes wide. “You’re kidding?”


“Nope.”
I watched her stand up, taking the bowl of milk away from the cat and shooing
him off the table. I smiled, noticing that she was wearing the necklace I’d
made for her out of the cat statue I took from Theo. I’d had a friend drill a
small hole through the ears and had strung it on a soft leather tie. “I’m just
so glad it’s my last year.”


“Then
what?” She walked the bowl toward the kitchen.


“Sing
or teach singing, I guess.” I put my feet up on the arm of the sofa so I could
watch her. “Nothing else I’m qualified to do.”


“I’m
thinking about changing my major.” She was standing at the sink, her back to
me. 


“What?”
I sat up, stepping on Sassy’s tail as I stood. She hissed and bolted down the
hallway. “You’re kidding, right?”


“Not
kidding,” she replied. “I quit my job last week.”


“Why?”
I leaned against the doorway, staring at her back. 


“The
dogs.” She turned toward me, still holding the bowl of milk. 


“The—dogs?”
I shook my head at her and we both jumped at a crashing sound from down the
hall. 


“Damn
cat,” I said. “I’ll get it.”


I
went to investigate, finding Sassy sitting on the bathroom counter, her tail
swishing as she looked down over the edge—there was water everywhere. 


“Stupid
animal,” I muttered, heading back toward the kitchen for a broom. I turned the
corner to the kitchen doorway. “Sassy knocked a glass off the—”


Katie
was on her hands and knees on the kitchen table with my cereal bowl in front of
her. Her eyes were closed, and I stood, transfixed, watching her tongue dipping
into the bowl and then pulling back into her mouth as she lapped at the milk.
I’d seen enough cats drinking to know what it looked like. 


“Katie?”
I whispered, still not quite believing what I was seeing. Her bottom was way up
in the air, waving a little, and her hands were flat on the table as she leaned
in to the bowl. When her eyes opened and she looked up at me, they were a huge,
luminescent green and I noticed she had milk dribbling off her chin. 


The
pounding at the door made us both jump. Katie leapt off the table, eyes wide. 


“Yeah?”
I opened the door, still too stunned by Katie’s behavior to react. It was
Malcolm. He didn’t say anything to me. It was like I wasn’t even there. Katie
was standing in the doorway to the kitchen as he just barged in, stalking over
to her. 


“Where’s
my stuff?” He leaned his hand above her head against the door frame. “I need my
stuff, Katie!”


“I
can’t find it.” Katie’s voice was small, and her hand was at her throat,
fingering the cat statue there like it could protect her. 


“Dude,
I suggest you get the hell out of my house, before I call the cops.” It took
everything I had to stay still and not make a move on the guy, no matter how
big he was. 


“Fuck
you, Debbie Boone.” Malcolm snarled in my direction. 


“Get
out.” I opened the front door. 


He
laughed, looking back at Katie, and then stopped. When he turned back to me,
his eyes were dark. “Listen, fairy boy,” he said, stepping toward me. I didn’t
move back an inch. “You don’t tell me what to do.”


“This
is my house. Get out of it.” 


He
snarled at me, and pushed me hard in the middle of the chest, slamming me
against the door as he went out. 


“This
isn’t over! I want my stuff!” he yelled as I shut the door and hooked the
chain. I hadn’t expected that to go so well. In fact, I’d expected to end up in
the hospital. My heart was hammering in my chest.


“Baby,
are you okay?” 


She
was collapsed on the floor, curled around herself, and I knelt beside her. 


“Katie?
Katie-did?” I used my nickname for her, trying to call her back from wherever
she seemed to have gone. It wasn’t working. I tried to get her to stand, but
she just went limp again, eyes blank. I listened for sounds of Malcolm coming
back but didn’t hear anything. 


I
was no He-Man, but I got her propped over my shoulder and did a fireman’s carry
to our bedroom, laying her on the bed. She curled up around herself like that
again, her hand clutching the necklace I’d given her, and I just slid in beside
her and curled myself around her too. 


I
held her like that, stroking her hair, waiting, half-listening for Malcolm to
come back, wondering if I should call the cops. Or maybe an ambulance. Because
Katie seemed almost catatonic. 


“I’m
sorry.” Those were the first words she said, and they startled me. 


“For
what?” My voice was thick and I realized that my hand had found its way up
under her sweater and was resting flat against her bare belly. I started to
withdraw it, but she tucked her hand over mine, pressing it there and then
sliding it further upward.


“Oh,
Katie.” I sighed. “No. Not like this.”


“Yes.”
She slid my hand up over her bra and wiggled back against me. “Just like this.”


Turning
in my arms, she wrapped herself around me as her mouth found mine. This was no
chaste Katie-kiss—her tongue probed deep and her hands grabbed at my
t-shirt, pulling it out of my jeans, seeking skin. 


“Katie…”
I groaned when her thigh moved between mine, rubbing there. I knew I should
stop her, that I should call the cops about Malcolm, that we needed to talk,
but the more she rubbed her soft body against me, the harder she kissed me, her
mouth eagerly sucking and licking at mine, the further that part of my brain
seemed to get. 


She
shoved my t-shirt up over my head and I let her as she nuzzled my neck, biting
there, her teeth sharp, making me wince. She was sitting up on me then, looking
down with greedy eyes in the half-light, pulling off her sweater, unhooking her
bra. Her body was incredible. The necklace I’d given her swung between her
high, pink-tipped breasts above her smooth, flat belly. 


Part
of me was still listening for Malcolm coming back, but that part of me was
losing focus too. She grabbed my hands and put them on her breasts, leaning
over to kiss me, grinding her hips into mine, denim against denim. God, the
feel of her flesh under my hands, the way she moaned against my mouth when I
squeezed her nipples, making her pelvis rock—I couldn’t resist.


I
kissed her back, sucking her tongue into my mouth. Her belly undulated against
mine, and I rolled over onto her, unsnapping and unzipping her jeans. My cock
strained against the material as she rubbed her hand between my legs,
scratching her nails there. 


“Hurry,”
she murmured as I tugged her jeans off. She was wearing a pair of pink panties,
her pubic hair a dark patch underneath the pale material, and I remembered my
comment in the laundry room about the neighbor’s pink panties. I wondered if
Katie had gone out and purchased them just for me—but I didn’t have time
to finish the thought before she was peeling them off, exposing her soft, glistening
triangle. 


“Come
on.” She grabbed the waistband of my jeans as I knelt between her thighs,
tugging at the snap, unzipping me, pulling them down my hips. It still wasn’t
fast enough for her, and she knelt up, kissing me as she slipped a hand into my
boxers, squeezing my shaft. 


“Oh
god.” I thrust into her hand and pressed her to me, her breasts flattening
against my chest. 


“Mmmm.”
She hummed against my mouth, pushing me back onto the bed and then pulling my
jeans and boxers off. My cock pointed straight up to the ceiling as she crawled
up my legs on her hands and knees, her nipples grazing my thighs. 


I
groaned when she slipped the tip of my cock into her mouth and started giving
me a hot, wet suck that seemed to go on and on. I couldn’t keep up with
her—her hand and mouth and the eager noises she made. My breath came
faster and faster, and my hand went to her hair, pressing in deeper. It just
made her moan louder and the sound of her lust made me want to come in her
mouth. 


I
held back, my eyes looking for a distraction. I could hear purring, and saw
Sassy, the white cat, lazing on the dresser, watching us with half-closed eyes.
Her motor was really running, and I wondered if cats knew when humans were
having sex, what they were really doing and feeling. Ah, that was
better—thinking about that helped hold off my climax. 


I
felt Katie’s nails scratching lightly over my balls, sending shivers through
me. My eyes rolled back into my head as she continued to swallow my cock again
and again, and I found myself petting her head, her hair soft under my fingers.
Her tongue slipped underneath my cock as she sucked me, running under the
shaft, and then she used her hand, pumping as she slid her mouth further down.


“Oh,
Katie!” I cried, feeling her tongue moving over the sensitive skin of my balls.
She lapped at me, long, rough licks that worked their way back up my shaft
again. The skin there was tender, and her tongue was softly grating, almost
irritating. The sensation was oddly familiar but somehow completely out of
context. I couldn’t place it. 


Jesus,
what the hell is she doing? 


My
hand tightened in her hair, but there wasn’t anything to grip. I felt something
softly pointed on the side of her head, moving, nuzzling, underneath my hand.
When I looked down, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Katie’s eyes glowed a
bright, luminescent green—that was the first thing I noticed and the one
thing my mind seemed to want to stay focused on. 


Blue.
Katie’s eyes are blue.


My
mind didn’t want to register the rest, and it was happening too fast for me to
try to digest it. She slid her body upward, and I felt the skin of her belly
and breasts, and that was all right, in fact that was incredible, but her
thighs, spreading against mine, were so soft—impossibly soft, really,
like she was covered in some sort of velvety down. 


What
the fuck?!


“Katie?”
The light in the room was fading, but I could still see her eyes, that odd
luminous green, as she nuzzled her way up my chest. Her body rumbled under my
hands as she kissed me, her tongue rasping over mine, and I realized with a
sudden jolt that it wasn’t Sassy I’d heard purring—it was Katie.
The sound quivered through her and seemed to be coming from between her breasts
as they pressed hard into my chest. 


She
sat up on me and pressed my cock between us, trapping me between her pussy lips
and rocking. I gasped, looking up at her, my breath gone, just gone. I couldn’t
move, I couldn’t think, I couldn’t possibly be seeing—was her hair pulled
back? No—it was gone, just gone. My brain tried to assimilate the
transformation, but there wasn’t enough blood left there as Katie tugged on my
erection, which was still like steel in spite of my shock—it was as
frozen as I was. 


It
was the long, black tail I saw swishing back and forth behind her back that
brought my breath back, in one long groan, expressing both the pleasure of her
sliding herself down onto my shaft and my sudden astonishment and dismay. Katie
was purring louder now as she began to ride me, making little kitten noises as
she rolled her hips. 


Her
eyes closed, concentrating on the sensation between her legs, and I started
getting lost in my own. God damn, she felt good—I had to fight my first
instinct to throw her off me in my shock, but I was starting to be carried away
by the delicious, slick squeeze of her pussy. When I closed my eyes, I could
imagine it was Katie—it was Katie—grinding herself on top of
me. 


My
hands fell to her thighs, the long muscles in her legs working her up and down,
and I felt the soft black fur there, running my fingers through it in wonder.
She pressed her hands—paws?—down against me and began kneading my
belly just like a kitten would. I didn’t feel any claws, but the sensation of
her massaging my stomach while she made little circles on my cock was glorious.



She
started making louder mewing sounds, little cries that sent shivers through me.
I felt her muscles quivering around my cock, and I watched her face in the
dimness, seeing the unmistakable shudder and tremble of an orgasm hovering
there. 


I
wanted to be the one to take her there, and that’s what finally moved me. I
grabbed her hips—oh god, she was covered in fur there too, luxuriously
soft under my hands—thrusting deep up inside of her.


“Oh
yes!” she cried, and I watched her knead her breasts, the tips of her fingers
rubbing the nipples again and again. “Oh, Sebastian, yes!” 


I
groaned at the sound of my name in her mouth when she was so close, and I drove
a little harder, a little faster, watching her ride the wave starting to
overtake her. She leaned into me, biting her lip and gripping me with her
thighs. 


It
happened like that, her body thundering with the quiet roar of her purr as she
rubbed herself on top of me. I felt the rhythmic quaver of her cunt, the light
fluttering of her muscles squeezing and releasing my cock as she gripped my
shoulders, her claws sinking into my flesh, making me gasp. 


“Oh
god,” she whispered, and I winced as I felt her retracting her claws. I knew I
had to be bleeding. It stung like a bitch. She was still purring like crazy,
and I felt the wet pulse of her all around me. 


I
reached to touch her face as she rested against my chest. It was her face
still, the delicate features, the little freckled nose, but there were whiskers
emerging from her cheeks that quivered when I touched her and her ears twitched
on the top of her dark head. The fur all over her body was sleek and black,
covering every part of her except for her belly and breasts. 


I
looked at her in wonder, still not quite believing what I was seeing. “Are you
okay?”


It
was probably the dumbest thing in the world to say, but it was all I could
think of. What was I supposed to ask? ‘Did you turn into a cat?’ My
senses were telling me what had happened—it was my rational mind that
needed to catch up. 


“More
than okay.” When she smiled and climbed off me, nuzzling my cock with her soft,
furry head, like she wanted her ears scratched, my senses threatened to take
over again. 


When
she turned around and presented her behind to me like an offering, and I saw
her, open and exposed, her pussy lips swollen and wet, her black tail rising in
the air and curving at the tip like a question mark, my senses weren’t
threatening anymore—they overpowered everything else. 


My
cock knew exactly what it wanted and it jerked me up until I was kneeling
behind her, spreading her lips with my fingers. I couldn’t resist tasting her,
slipping my tongue into the softness between her thighs. It was a shock not to
feel the wiry sensation of pubic hair against my lips, but rather a slick, light
fuzz that gave way to the pink flesh of her pussy. 


She
purred loudly as I licked her from behind, lifting her ass high in the air so I
could slide a finger into her wetness. Her tail twitched above my head, back
and forth, putting her whole bottom on display, the pink tender flesh of her
cunt and the little wink of her tiny asshole. I wanted to press my finger
there, but I didn’t dare. 


When
I slid a hand down the fur along her spine, from her neck to her lower back,
she arched, first down and then up, her pelvis tilting with the motion. When
her bottom rose up again like that, I groaned, feeling my cock jump. I wanted
her. I had to have her. 


Kneeling
up between her legs, I pressed my cock into the pink heat of her flesh. She
cried out when I slid into her, burying myself balls-deep. Her tail swished
slowly back and forth in front of my face as she arched, meeting my thrusts.
The light was nearly gone now, but I saw her kneading the mattress in front of
her, and I felt the roar of her purr deep in my pelvis. I could actually feel
it vibrating my cock. It was extraordinary.


I
grabbed her furry hips, feeling the shock of her fur-covered thighs every time
I drove back into her. She made little mewing cries, louder and louder, and
still the purring went on underneath, like a running motor, signaling her
pleasure. She arched back, again and again, still massaging the mattress like
it was clay or something she could shape and form with the heat and pressure of
her hands. 


“Oh
god, Katie,” I groaned, feeling her tail curling around my back, the tug of it
pulling me deeper as she rounded her spine and arched, again and again, purring
and mewing all the while. I couldn’t stand much more, and I think she knew it. 


“I
want your cum,” she purred, the sound of her voice trembling with a soft
vibrato. “Fill this pussy, baby.”


Oh,
fuck! That was
it—I jerked up hard against her fur-covered flesh, grunting as I thrust
my cum into her, waves of hot, white fluid pulsing deep into her body. She
mewed softly, and I felt the quivering of her muscles around me and I moaned
louder as she came again around my cock, milking my shaft with her cunt. 


When
I slid out of her, she mewed again, a forlorn sound, and she turned around,
nuzzling her head against my belly and chest, rubbing her velvety ears against
me. Breathless, I collapsed back onto the bed and she followed, crawling up me
and settling against my side, her furry thigh over mine, her whiskers tickling
my cheek.


I
stared up at the ceiling and listened to her purring, soft now, a low,
contented sound. I waited until I was sure she was asleep before I tried
slipping out from beneath her. She sighed and moved around on the bed a little,
adjusting herself to my absence, but she stayed asleep. I could barely make out
her outline on the bed now, but I knew what I’d seen, what I’d experienced. I
grabbed my clothes, tugging them on as I headed out the door.


* * * *


I
sat staring into the glowing square of the computer at the figure on the
screen. I had typed one word into the library computer’s search engine: “Bast,”
and had come up with 2,940,000 results. It wasn’t long before I found what I
was looking for though. I clicked over to “images” and there it was—the
little statue of the cat Katie wore around her neck. 


It
was the only explanation I could imagine. 


The
page read: “Bast is the daughter of Ra, and she is the intrinsic,
instinctive rage of the sun-god. Bast is his instrument of vengeance. She is
the cat-goddess of the Egyptian civilization who destroys vermin, but yet, she
is approachable, if you are fearless, and she can be stroked.”


I
sat there lost in my own thoughts for a long time. Too long. Students came and
went. The librarian came over the speaker to tell patrons the library was
closing in ten minutes. I didn’t think about Katie, alone in the apartment. Not
until I pulled into our parking lot and shut off the engine. Sliding my keys
into my pocket, I found the baseball cards I’d slipped in there. They were
where Katie had remembered, but they were too high up on a shelf for her to
reach, far in the back, in an unlabeled box. The pawn shop had confirmed their
worth, all right. I was effectively carrying around $200,000 in my pocket. 


I
got out of the car, frowning at the house. It was quiet for a Friday night.
That’s when I heard Cujo barking frantically upstairs.


When
I rounded the corner, I saw Sassy sitting on our front steps, licking her paw
and washing her ear. That was my first hint, and it jolted my numbed and
overloaded senses awake again. I bolted to the top of the stairs to find the
door wide open.


“Katie!”



I
heard her crying. Oh, thank god. I closed my eyes for a moment. She’s
alive. 


I
ran back to the bedroom, flipping on the overhead light. She was crouched on
the bed, and I had a moment of deja-vu, remembering Sassy sitting on the step,
washing herself. Katie looked almost the same, except that her black fur was
matted in blood.


“Oh
my god,” I breathed, seeing blood all over the covers. I looked her over to
find where it was coming from. “Where are you hurt?”


“It’s
not me,” she croaked, pointing to the other side of the bed. 


When
I peered over the side, I somehow already knew what I was going to find. It was
Malcolm, his sightless eyes peering up at me, throat slit from ear to ear.


“What
did you do?” I whispered, covering my mouth with my hand. 


“I
killed some vermin.” Those words jerked my head toward her, remembering what
I’d found on the Internet, and I saw her green eyes flashing. 


Katie’s
eyes are blue.


I
looked at the cat statue hanging around her neck for a moment, and then I
looked into her eyes, wide with fear now. 


I
knew what I had to do.


“I
love you, Katie.” I knelt next to her by the bed, taking her hand and turning
it over, kissing a bare place on her palm where it wasn’t stained with blood.
It was true, had always been true. Being with her was all I wanted to do, for
the rest of my life. I’d been waiting patiently for months for something, not
really knowing what it was I was waiting for, but now I knew. This Katie was
the one I’d fallen in love with, the one I’d somehow known existed all
along—buried, repressed, trapped, dormant. I didn’t believe in fate,
exactly, but some part of me knew that none of this was an accident. 


“I
worship you,” I whispered, and that was true too. She’d brought me to my knees
time and again, but I’d never given up hope for her, for us. “You’ve been my
goddess since the day I met you.”


She
gave me a small, trembling smile, the same smile I’d fallen in love with. 


“Come
on.” I stood and held out my hand. I knew I would do anything for her, even
this, and was about to spend the rest of my life proving it. “We need to get
you cleaned up.”


She
cocked her head at me. “Where are we going?”


“Italy.”
I pulled her up and headed toward the shower. “You’ll love it there.”
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Delilah was a
southern wolf, born under blazing blue skies, and trotting through orange dust
from early childhood, her paws invulnerable to the baking heat of the earth.
She was accustomed to the clear sharpness of the air, the dust drying her
nostrils, the wild, sensual fragrance of the desert flowers. Of course, she’d
never seen snow before, except in photos, and it seemed as mythical and
intangible to her mind as the fairytales her father told her of other
countries, far away, across the seas that she’d also never seen. 


But now there was
snow, and lots of it. Her family’s pilgrimage to the territory of a pack three
states away had brought her to an alien land. Delilah was 21 years old, and
this was the third pilgrimage that had taken place in her lifetime. On the
first one, she’d been a new-born pup, and couldn’t even remember it; on the
second she’d been 11, an excited child, begging to go, and sulking for days
when her father had forbidden it. But, at the age of 21 and as the Alpha’s
daughter, she had certain rights within the pack, and although her mother
begged her not to go, she had joined her father, her brothers, the Betas and
the Omegas as they made the long journey north. 


The first state
they passed into was as desert-like as their own; the second was lusher, with
rain and moist green foliage, while the border with the third state was marked
by snow. When Delilah first saw it, she was terrified. It covered everything
with a blue-white glow that made her squint. She whimpered in fear as it fell
all around the pack, quickly whitening their coats. She shook herself
violently, flinging it off her, but it soon fell and covered her again. Her
father barked out a laugh when he saw her. 


“Baby, it won’t
hurt you! It’s just frozen rain, that comes when the sky turns to ice,” he
said, in the language of wolves. Delilah gazed at him doubtfully. It looked
nothing like ice. Ice was transparent, like glass, but snow was like a blanket.



“Look!” Her father
came up to her and held a paw out, and several of the fragments of snow fell
onto it. She looked closely and saw that each fragment was tiny and round, with
miniscule spikes that repeated themselves in a perfect imitation of each other.



“They’re called
snowflakes,” he said. They’ve fallen from very high in the sky, and they only
look white when they cluster together. Each one is unique, just like you, my
princess.” His teeth closed on her ear and he gave it an affectionate tug.
Delilah warmed, basking in the glow of her father’s love. Cautiously, she slid
her long pink tongue out of her mouth and licked at a snowflake. It was
tasteless. Under the heat of her breath, the other snowflakes dissolved,
becoming drops of water. She yapped happily. Her father was telling her the
truth, as always! Full of excitement, she bounded off the track and jumped into
the snow. It was so soft! Like sand, but more gentle.


“Delilah!” her
father called her back sharply. “There’ll be time for play later, but we’ve got
to push on. There are many miles to go before our journey ends!” 


It was a huge
state, Delilah thought. They travelled for longer than across the previous two
states combined, and her father had told her that the Iavanah Pack’s lair was
deep in the center of the state, so there was lots more land to the north as
well. 


Darkness had
fallen by the time they reached their destination. It was the day before the
shortest day of the year, and the sun had set an hour previously, in late
afternoon. However, the snow made the woods almost as bright as day, reflecting
the brilliant light of the full moon. Everything around her gleamed white and
silver and blue, and Delilah threw her head back and howled, overcome by
happiness. Her father fell back from his position at the head of the pack and
trotted over to her.


“Shush, little
one, we don’t want to announce our arrival to all the other packs just yet!”
Delilah looked at him timidly, scared that she’d done something to harm the
pack, but he didn’t seem angry.


“Sorry, father,”
she said. 


“It’s ok, I like
to see you enjoying yourself,” he said, and nipped the scruff of her neck
before running back to regain his position at the front. 


 


Delilah’s pack ate
and slept deeply that evening, relaxing in the warm hospitality of the Iavanah
Pack. Before bed, her father took her aside.


“Delilah, stay
close to the pack while we’re here,” he said sternly. “Wolves from other packs
might require things from you that you’re not ready for, and if they draw you
away from me, I won’t be able to protect you.”


“What things,
father?” 


“You don’t need to
know that, Delilah. Just make sure that you stay close by.”


 


*


 


Delilah was the
first to wake the next day, too excited by the snow to sleep in any longer. She
opened one eye, stealing a look around the lair to check that everyone was
asleep. They were; they lolled around in groups, limbs and tails mingled
together, some stretched out luxuriantly, others curled up, noses buried in flanks.
She wanted to go out and see the snow, but she thought about her father’s
words. She didn’t know what he’d meant, but he’d sounded so serious. Surely he
meant during the day, though? Everyone was sleeping now, too drowsy to require
anything from her at all. Since childhood, she’d had an unfortunate tendency
towards disobedience, which she’d never been able to get under full control,
and this time was no different. The memory of the snow filled her with a crazy
excitement, charging her veins with energy. Squeezing her father’s warning into
a small space at the back of her mind, she crept out from her furs and made for
the entrance, taking one last guilty look around as she did. 


When she reached
the outside, she drew in a sharp breath. More snow had fallen overnight and the
whole world was white. The weak winter sun reflected off it, blinding her. When
her eyes adjusted, all she could see was snow and yet more snow, reaching into
the woods and beyond. Stifling a joyous yelp, she bounded towards the woods.
The snow was deep, reaching the tops of her legs, and she yipped in excitement
at the sensation of sinking into it at every step and having to leap out of it
again. Where it touched her luxuriant gray fur, she felt nothing, her skin
completely insulated from the cold. She could feel it on her feet though, and
she enjoyed the sensation of the pads of her paws freezing instead of burning
as they usually did. The effort of jumping in and out of it made her pant, and
soon the tip of her tongue and her coal-black nose were also covered in snow,
that melted with a whisper of steam moments later. 


Delilah ran deeper
and deeper into the woods, having no idea where she was going, but confident
that her sense of smell would draw her back, as it always did, to her father’s
lair. At a small clearing, she came to a stop, startled. She had suddenly
realized that she couldn’t hear anything. Nada. No birds, no swaying of the
trees, none of the familiar sounds from her pack – of course, since they
were still sleeping. There was nothing but silence. She shook her head, and
tilted it to the side. No, but there was something. It was ringing in her ears,
a pure sound, like the ringing of a glass when you wet your finger and circle
the rim. It was the snow, she recognized, at last. It had its own sound, the
breaking down of the snowflakes as the sun heated them, the soft compacting of
snow on snow on snow. It was magical to hear, but it robbed her of her second
strongest sense, cloaking every other sound. A warning flag popped up in her
mind. A wolf was nothing without its senses. But she took a deep sniff and
smelled her family’s lair, just under two miles away, a familiar scent among
the many other packs that were sleeping in the Iavanah territory. The scent
comforted her, and she ran on. 


She skipped and
jumped, delighting in the strength of her body, as her powerful forequarters
bounded through the snow again and again. She stopped here and there to play,
burrowing her entire face in snowdrifts and tossing up pawfuls and catching
them in her mouth. She found the snow was as good as a drink of water to her
thirst, and she swallowed mouthfuls of it, enjoying the pure, clean taste. 


There was a gap in
the whiteness up ahead – a long black oblong. Delilah trotted over to it.
It wasn’t really black, she could see that now; it was a sheet of glass lying
over something dark. But what was a sheet of glass doing here? She tapped it
with her paw and laughed at her own silliness – it wasn’t glass either!
It was a sheet of ice, and below it was a stream. The whole stream had frozen
solid. Fascinated, she tapped her paw harder and harder, trying to break
through the surface. It didn’t shatter though, but remained immaculate, and so
clear that she could see her own face in it – her pale blue eyes,
gleaming white canines and wet black nose. 


Her ears still
rang with the sound of the snow, and she remained fixated on the mirror
reflection, so she didn’t hear something coming up behind her. The first thing
she was aware of was a low-pitched human voice saying,


“What do we have
here? A little she-wolf, all alone.” Delilah jolted in shock. She needed to run
away. But her body froze; she couldn’t even look around. She took deep breaths,
trying to calm herself. In the river’s reflection, she could just make out the
outline of a human, but no more. “What are you doing here, little wolf?” the
voice continued. Its accent was strange, hard to understand, with hard,
harsh-sounding vowels. In fact, it wasn’t a human voice at all, she realized.
It had the deep, throaty cadences of another werewolf. Did this make things
better or worse? Slowly she turned around and yipped at the sight of not one,
but four werewolves, in human form, all regarding her with interest and
amusement. As she looked up and made eye contact with the closest one,
evidently the one who had spoken, she fought an urge to cower. He was huge,
tall and broad-shouldered, and he wore a long fur gilet, with leather pants and
heavy boots, and, she couldn’t help but notice, he was incredibly good-looking,
with a square, chiseled jaw, dark blond hair, and piercing green eyes. 


“Answer me,
please,” he said. Delilah opened her mouth to speak, but her words were cut off
by a searing pain that began in her chest and radiated out to each of her legs.
No! This couldn’t be happening! She was a member of one of the pure-bred
packs in the land, and ever since her first transformation, she’d had full
control over when she shifted (apart from on the full moon of course). But it
was happening! She heard the snap of her bones cracking in her back, the
crunching of her rib cage, felt the clenching all over her body as her muscles
retreated to their smaller, human shape. Her claws and teeth retracted
painfully, her skin burned as her fur curled back into its follicles, and, at
last, a violent spasm jerked her into an upright position. Her long,
white-blonde hair swung down on both sides of her face. She stood panting, too
exhausted to do anything else. She usually had to lie down for 15 minutes after
a wolf-human shift, and standing like this made her weak and light-headed.


“And just as
exquisite in your human form,” the blond man said, with a smirk, casting his
eyes up and down her body. Oh my god! I’m naked! In front of complete
strangers! No-one outside the pack had seen her naked before. She could
just make out the tender pink rosebuds of her nipples in her peripheral vision.
Her hands flew down, and one hid her breasts, and the other the pale blond hair
covering her mound. Dazedly, she recalled that a forced transformation could
only mean one thing: that she was in the presence of very powerful beings. She
looked from one man to another, noting their huge size and the nobility of
their features, and began to tremble, partly from the cold, which was now
biting painfully at her bare flesh, but mostly from fear. 


“Are you here for
the pilgrimage?” she asked the first one in a small voice. He frowned. 


“The what?” One of
the other werewolves muttered something to him. “Ah – that little
gathering your alliance has every now and then to stop you all from killing
each other. No – ” He gave a harsh laugh. “We’re not part of these
backward customs.” A deep blush spread across Delilah’s cheeks. Her parents
were nobility, and so were all the other packs that attended. It shamed her to
hear them being described in such desultory terms. As he spoke, the other
werewolves began to circle her, inspecting her body from all angles, and her
trembling became a violent shaking. 


“I – I’m
going to go now,” she stuttered, looking around wildly. How the hell was she
going to find her way away from here in her human form? Her sense of smell had
been reduced to about 10 percent of its capacity.


“And not only
that, but you’ll freeze to death out here,” the first werewolf boomed, eerily
picking up on her thoughts. She nodded. He was right. As he looked at her,
something in his eyes softened. “Here.” He pulled off his gilet and handed it
to her. Too cold to think of refusing, she snatched it from him and put it on,
wrapping it tightly around her body. It went down to her ankles, and
immediately, she was warm, and her shivering stopped. 


“Thank you,” she
mumbled. He was now bare-chested, his torso rippling with muscles, and his skin
smooth and hairless. She felt a tingling between her legs at the sight of his
body, a sensation she’d experienced before when she’d seen some of the young
men of her pack in their human form, but one that she’d only ever satisfied by
herself. 


“You must come
with us now,” he said. 


“No. I just want
to shift back into my wolf and go home,” she said. 


“I’m afraid that
won’t be possible. You shifted just now for a purpose, and, until that purpose
is fulfilled, you’ll be trapped as a human.” 


“But what is the
purpose?”


“The Alpha of our
pack will explain that to you, back at the palace.” She gasped.


“What? You’re not
the Alpha?” He laughed a little self-consciously. 


“No, we’re
Omegas.” She stared at them all, stunned. They were all so big and strong, she
couldn’t have imagined that they were anything else than the pack’s upper hierarchy.



“I guess I have no
other choice than to come with you,” she said. “But I can’t walk in the snow
with bare feet.” 


“No problem,” one
of the other werewolves said, and, with that, he scooped her up in his arms.
Together, the werewolves strode across the stream and began to walk deeper into
the forest. 


“We’ll be back at
the palace in a few minutes,” the one carrying her said.


“Palace?”


“You’ll see,” he
said, with a good-natured laugh. 


 


Before long, they
came to a vast rock face, covered in snow, and the entrance to what looked like
a cavern. Two wolves crouched at the entranceway, guarding it. The Omegas
carried Delilah through the threshold and deposited her at the top of a steep
staircase. 


“Can you walk from
here?” the one who had carried her asked. 


“I think so?” she
replied uncertainly. The other werewolf pulled his gilet off her shoulders. 


“You won’t be
needing this anymore,” he said. She tried to snatch at it, but it was gone,
tossed it to one of several females who had rushed up the stairs as they’d
arrived. “Trust me, it’s very warm in here.” The other females were also naked,
and they looked over her body with interest. With a flicker of annoyance,
Delilah stared right back at them. She’d had just about enough of being
examined like a specimen at the zoo today. They all had beautiful bodies, tall
and lithe with taut muscles, some Amazonian, others more slender. They had
round, full breasts and buttocks. Delilah had always been the chubby one of the
Zephirah Pack’s teens. Puppy fat, her father had called it, taking her
onto his lap and chucking her under the chin whenever the other kids teased
her. For years, she’d been waiting to grow out of it, but that time hadn’t yet
come. As a young adult she was curvaceous, with full breasts and an ample ass.
While none of the other females would dare to criticize her now, she felt their
eyes burning on her flesh, their judgmental whispers hidden behind their hands.
She was as fast and as agile as any of them. In her wolf form, she was large
and powerful, almost as large as some of the males, but somehow this had
translated into a tall, voluptuous human form. And, compared to her leaner
packmates, she sometimes felt like she wasn’t good enough. 


But, to her great
surprise, she saw that the eyes of these women were full of admiration. Were
they faking it? They didn’t seem to be. They were staring at her curves
like kids waiting for their birthday presents. Suddenly, one of them, a
brunette, with tumbling hair and acid-green eyes, walked up to her and kissed
her on both cheeks.


“You have come,”
she said. All the other females followed her, taking their turn to kiss
Delilah’s face. 


“I have come, but
who do you think I am?” she asked, deeply confused. They didn’t answer, but,
excitedly, one took her right hand, and the other her left, and they led her
down the stairs.


When Delilah
reached the foot of the stairs, she gasped. She seemed to be in a giant ice
sculpture. Everything she could see was made of ice – the floors, walls,
seating areas. And it wasn’t made of blocks of ice; everything was delicately
carved. 


“Come on!” The
females pulled her on, as she’d come to a stop in wonder at what she was
seeing. They led her along a corridor, and she could see rooms and other
corridors leading off to the sides, and there were werewolves everywhere
– sleeping, lounging, both in wolf and human form. The human-bodied ones
watched her with interest, and she burned to cover her breasts and the blond
hair between her legs, but the girls had her hands fast, and others were clinging
to her arms in excitement. They were right; it was very warm, although she
couldn’t understand how that was possible when they were completely surrounded
by ice.


At last, the
females came to a stop in front of a heavy curtain made of animal pelts. 


“Here it is!” One
of them said.


“Here what is?”
Delilah asked, fear rising up in her throat again. The things she’d seen had
made her forget that she was scared, but now adrenaline coursed through her
veins again. Once more, they didn’t answer, but thrust her through the curtain.
She stumbled into an empty room. It was different from the rest of the palace
that she’d seen. The floor was made of dark wooden boards, the walls were hung
with furs and big, foreign-looking rugs with intricate patterns on them, cushions
and beanbags were arranged here and there, and only the ceiling was bare ice,
casting a pure white light onto everything. She looked questioningly over her
shoulder. 


“You can sit
here,” one of the females told her, pointing to an area of beanbags. She walked
over and sat down, and they piled around her, in a tangle of bodies, in the way
of werewolves. 


“Is someone going
to tell me what’s going on?” she asked them with sharpness in her voice. 


“You mean you
don’t know?” the boldest one said, and they simultaneously drew in a breath. 


“Hell no. I was
running out in the woods by myself, and next thing I knew, I came across your
Omegas. I was forced back into human form, and – literally –
carried to your territory. Now I’m here, apparently trapped in my human form,
with none of my clothes, until I find out what is required of me!” They all
stared at her with huge, liquid eyes.


“As you know,
today is the winter solstice, and tomorrow is one of the most important days of
the year for our pack as we celebrate the bringing back of the light,” began
one of them, in a soft, silvery voice that was little more than a whisper.
Delilah leaned close to catch every word. “This year it’s more important than
ever, because it’s also the night of the full moon, a coincidence that happens
once in ten years at the most.”


“Sometimes it
doesn’t happen for 70 years,” one of the others piped up. 


“Every year we
celebrate the return of the light with a mating frenzy that lasts many days,”
the first one continued. At these words, the faces of her pack mates lit up
with pleasure. “However, there’s a law in our pack, centuries old, that decrees
that the winter solstice frenzy cannot begin until a she-wolf from another
noble pack has come into the palace and submitted to the desires of all the
powerful males.”


“We were so
worried we weren’t going to find anyone, but you have come, at last!” the
second one said, and the others nodded their agreement. Delilah was rendered
speechless for a moment. 


“What? So I’m
supposed to be like a sacrificial victim?” she shouted at last. Their eyes
widened in horror.


“No!” they shouted
as one. The girl with the silvery voice put her hand on Delilah’s thigh.


“No, this is a
great honor,” she said. “This mating will make you a queen, revered by
everybody here. We’re Omega females, and we’re not allowed to mate with any of
the males who will seek out the pleasures of your body. We would be thrilled to
be in your place!” Delilah looked at each of their eager faces, and knew they
were telling the truth.


“So, you’re
telling me that I’m expected to mate with the Alpha, and all of the Betas?”
They nodded, grinning hugely. 


“The males tell us
that you have never been mated,” one of them said. “This makes the honor even
greater.” Delilah sighed. She wasn’t surprised that the Omegas had identified
that she was untouched, but she wasn’t enjoying the scrutiny of her body at
all.


“And if I refuse
to do this?” As the pack mates stared at her in confusion, a thunderous voice
rang out,


“We will take you
home immediately, of course!” The women gasped, jumped up from the beanbags and
ran to the corner of the room, where they cowered. Delilah turned her head in
the direction of the voice. It was her turn to gasp at the sight of the
werewolf standing there. He was without a doubt the most attractive werewolf
she had ever seen. He was a good three inches taller than the Omegas, and very
broad-shouldered, with black hair, just long enough to flop onto his forehead.
His eyes were almost emerald green, and the expression in them was piercing. He
wore a long black robe that almost reached the floor. He walked over to Delilah
quickly, and she wrapped her arms around herself, hiding her breasts. 


“I should
introduce myself. My name is Blaine, I’m the Alpha of the Ice Palace pack, one
of the oldest and most established packs in the land. And, please forgive me,
the Omegas themselves have told me how they brought you here. They will be
dealt with later!” he said, his voice becoming a rumbling growl as he finished
his sentence, doubtless thinking of the actions of his subordinates. After a
pause, he continued. “What the females have told you is correct, but you will
never be asked to do anything against your will.” He reached out a huge,
long-fingered hand towards her. Against her will, she found herself
relinquishing her hold on her breasts and taking his hand, which enveloped her
own in a powerful grasp. He pulled her forward gently, never breaking eye
contact with her, and, in a daze, she got to her feet. Her arms fell to her
sides, and she stood before him, as compliant as a sleepwalker. He cast his
eyes over her body, as others had done, lingering over her breasts, the soft
curves of her belly and hips, and the pale hair that concealed the cleft
between her thighs. To her surprise, her nipples hardened and clit jolted, as
if he had touched her with his glance. 


“What’s your
name?”


“Delilah,” she
answered.


“Delilah, I
ordered my Omegas to seek out the most beautiful were-female in the land, and
they have fulfilled that part of their task – at least –
admirably.” She gasped. Me? He had to be kidding! But, as he continued
to stare at her, his pupils in those emerald-green eyes dilating, a slow blush
began to creep over her cheeks, in pleasure at being desired by this handsome
creature. “I hope my looks aren’t displeasing to you?” he asked. 


“No – not at
all, quite the opposite in fact,” she replied, growing bolder through the
uncertainty in his voice. He nodded, with an endearing flicker of shyness. 


“My females tell
me that the Betas are the most attractive werewolves they’ve ever seen, so I’m
sure you won’t be disappointed in them.” He leaned closer, inhaling the scent
of her. “You’re ripe for mating, Delilah. I’m only surprised that your parents
haven’t sought out a mate for you yet.”


“My father has
been having difficulty finding a suitable one. He said there’s no rush.”


“But you have been
desiring a mate, haven’t you? I can see it in your eyes.”


“Yes.” She cast
her eyes to the ground. “I have.” He lifted her chin with his thumb, and
brought his mouth to hers. His lips were so soft, despite looking so firm. He
kissed her gently, and she surprised herself by kissing him back. Touching her
jaw with one hand, he tangled his other hand in her hair and kept kissing her,
his mouth pressing harder against hers. She parted her lips in response to the
pressure from his, and the tip of his tongue slid into her mouth, with little
flickering licks. As it slipped in deeper she sighed. At the same time, a
tingle began between her thighs, which quickly became a throbbing ache. She’d
never had such an intense desire before. She burned for him to touch her
everywhere, on her breasts, between her legs and deep inside her. The thought
of his big, strong fingers in her most private place made her crazy with
desire. 


Abruptly, he
pulled back, and looked deep into her eyes, assessing her responses.


“I have to have
you, Delilah,” he said in a voice thick with need. “Agreeing to mate with my
pack will not only allow us to celebrate the bringing back of the light, it
will form an unbreakable bond between our pack and yours. Please think about
this. But now, in any case, I would very much like to be your first. If you
agree?” She nodded, too eagerly, but she didn’t care. Her whole body was
screaming out to be touched and filled by this insanely sexy male. Blaine
smiled at her, in a way that was both tender and carnal. 


“Prepare the bed!”
he called to the females cowering in the corner of the room. Delilah had
forgotten that they were there. They skittered forward, and began to spread
layers and layers of animal pelts in the middle of the room, until they were
many inches thick. As they worked, Blaine continued to look into Delilah’s
eyes, and she held his gaze, tension crackling between them. “Now leave us,
please!” he barked, and the females dispersed, Delilah catching pure envy in
the eyes of each. 


Gently, the huge
Alpha wolf led Delilah to the bed. He was so much bigger than her that she
barely came up to his chest, and, for the first time in her life, she felt tiny
and breakable. He backed her onto the furs, and she sat down and allowed
herself to fall back until she was lying flat on her back. He stared down at
her from his great height, his body still covered in the black robe. Suddenly,
he opened the robe and ripped it off, throwing it to the ground, and Delilah
gasped at the sight of his body. He was even more muscular than the Omegas,
every muscle honed, as if by a master craftsman, his abs a perfect six-pack,
and his pecs rippling with strength.  But, when her eyes fell on his
penis, Delilah clapped her knees together. His desire for her was in no doubt.
It was huge and fully erect. How could something that huge fit inside her? 


“Don’t be afraid,
little wolf,” he said, evidently seeing the shock in her eyes. “I won’t hurt
you.” He knelt down in front of her, and pushed her knees apart, spreading her
legs. He paused, drinking in the sight of her. “So beautiful,” he murmured.
Then, he climbed on top of her and began to kiss her again. He kept her thighs
spread with the weight of his body, but carefully avoided touching any of her
sensitive areas. She wriggled and squirmed, half wanting him to touch her, half
scared of what his cock would do to her. 


“Shhh,” he
whispered in her ear, and began to kiss her neck, with feather-light pressure,
and then with his tongue, and then with little nips that excited her, drawing
soft sighs from her lips. He pinned her arms down and traced a path with his
mouth over her collarbones, across her chest, and finally onto her aching
nipples. As he took the right one into his mouth, a path of fire shot all the
way down to her already pulsing clit. He flicked it with his tongue, before
sucking on it long and hard. He gave the left one the same treatment, while
kneading with his hand, and she felt like he was feeding from her body. It was
a euphoric, fluttery sensation that relaxed her, taking the edge off her
nerves. 


He moved down from
her breasts, layering swirling licks over her soft tummy, and circling her
belly button, before reaching the pale blond hair that covered her sex. She
squirmed. She’d heard stories from her female pack mates that some werewolves
liked to lick females there, but she thought it was a made-up story. A firm
lick, right on her clit proved they’d been right. Delilah cried out. It was the
most intense sensation she’d had in her whole life! It felt so good it almost
hurt. He licked her again, and again, and she felt his lips surrounding her
clit, sucking very gently, as his tongue continued to flick over it, back and
forth. 


“Oh my god!” she
exclaimed. This was a hundred times better than her finger. Shyly at first, she
placed her hands on his dark head, pulling him closer to her. She couldn’t get
enough of it! Her pelvis began to jerk backwards and forwards of its own
accord, creating the rhythm that would lead to one of the explosions she
sometimes created when she was alone, deep in the woods, with nobody to see.
She felt his finger touching her, a little lower down than her clit, circling a
little, before sliding right inside her. Wow! It felt soft and hard at
the same time, bringing liquid heat with it. She cried out again, her nerve
endings sensitized, almost to the point of pain. She felt something stretching
her a little inside, and realized he had two fingers inside her. He moved them
back and forth, and her muscles began to spasm in pleasure. Blaine lifted his
head from her clit.


“I think you’re
ready now,” he said. He lifted himself so his body was arched over hers, and
she caught sight of his penis again, even bigger than it had been a few minutes
ago. She shivered. 


“It’s ok,” he
whispered, I promise.” He used one hand to spread her pussy, and with the
other, he held onto his cock and began to guide it into her. She groaned as he
entered her. Her muscles yielded and received him with little flutters. It felt
incredible having something so big forcing its way inside her, opening her up.
“Christ, you’re so wet,” he muttered. Her thighs were spread wide, encouraging
him all the way in. He dropped down onto his elbows, and, with one slow thrust,
he pushed his whole length into her. As his pelvis bumped against her clit, she
cried out again. 


“Have I hurt you?”
he asked, looking down at her. She shook her head. He pulled nearly all of the
way out, and, as frustration welled up in her, he pushed it back in again. God!
The friction of his cock sliding in her slippery wetness was unbelievable.
Again he moved slowly out, and in again, and once more, and twice more. Then he
lifted her thighs up higher, and went deeper into her. She hadn’t thought it
was possible to take more of him, but there he was, buried in the burning core
of her body. He began to move faster and harder, his pelvis butting against
hers. Her breath was coming in sighs and pants, and she wrapped her arms around
him, her nails digging into his back. She was making all kind of yelps and
moans, and then, unexpectedly, she let out a savage growl. Blaine stopped
moving and laughed.


“Your wolf wants
to come out! Don’t worry, it’s natural for this to happen at the beginning, but
we werewolves can only mate in our human forms, or we lose our humanity
forever.” Her wolf whimpered and backed away. He continued fucking her,
thrusting in and out of her vigorously. Her insides felt like they were on
fire, every single nerve stimulated beyond belief. She held onto his ass,
pressing him into her, and at last she couldn’t hold back any more, and an
orgasm hit her, beginning deep inside, rippling through her pussy in delicious
spasms that gripped his cock tightly, and fanned out all over her body in waves
of pleasure. She closed her eyes as she came, letting her body relax and
surrender to its most primal impulse. 


For a minute or so
afterwards, she was barely conscious. Eventually, she opened her eyes. Blaine
was looking down at her with a mixture of happiness and amusement. 


“I don’t think I
need to ask whether you enjoyed that,” he said, with a smirk. She became aware
that his big cock was motionless inside her.


“I’m sorry, please
don’t stop,” she said. He smiled acknowledgement at her and continued pumping
into her, even harder than before. It only took eight more thrusts before he
exploded too, with a mighty roar that shook the walls of the room, making
fragments of ice fall from the ceiling. He collapsed over her body, balancing his
weight on his arms so he wouldn’t crush her. After a moment, he pulled out of
her, and her body felt bereft without him there. 


He moved to the
side of her and turned her body so that he was spooning her. “That was
incredible, Delilah,” he said.


“Really?” she
asked. How could that be true when she was so inexperienced?


“You have an
exceptional capacity for pleasure, and that’s a very precious thing,” he
whispered in her ear. He pulled a couple of the furs over their bodies. “Now
it’s time to sleep.” Delilah did feel incredibly sleepy, but an anxious thought
jolted her wide-awake:


“But what about my
family? They’ll be so worried about me!” 


“Relax. We’ve sent
word to them already. They’ll be honored to hear that you’re with the Ice
Palace pack, trust me.”


“Ok,’ she
whispered. He kissed her on the cheek, and before long, she heard his breathing
slow and deepen. 


 


 


*


 


 


When Delilah awoke
the room was dark. What time was it? 8am, her wolf told her. She’d slept all
night, without any dinner? For her, that was unheard of! She stretched and
turned onto her back, and bumped against something warm and unyielding. She
reached out with her hand and felt the softness of skin. He’s still here!
She’d expected that he would have slipped away during the night, instead of sleeping
close with her, like a pack mate. 


“Morning,” he said
drowsily.


“Sorry to wake
you,” she whispered.


“No, it’s fine, I
never usually sleep this long.” He sat up and stretched. “You must be hungry?”


“Starving,” she
admitted.  


“Come on. I’ll
take you to breakfast.” She slid out from under the furs and went to the
bathroom that he indicated, behind one of the hangings on the wall. Then he led
her out of the room. 


The other
werewolves were waking up too, yawning and stretching, and crawling out of beds
and tangles of bodies. Delilah looked at them differently now. Her eyes were
bright with pride. She’d just mated with the Alpha of the pack; he’d claimed
her body and made her fully an adult werewolf. She drew many glances as she
followed Blaine down the twisting corridors of the palace – of awe, envy
and desire. And she found that the eyes on her body were arousing to her now.
She looked the male werewolves in the eye as they looked at her, and wondered
what it would be like to have their cocks entering her body, their hips
pounding against hers in the heat of passion. By the time she entered the
breakfast room, her cheeks were flushed and her pussy was wet.


Delilah and Blaine
ate alone, in a beautifully furnished room. She figured out that it was an
exclusive place for the Alpha and his guests.


“Have you been
thinking about my proposition?” he asked her, when they’d finished a large,
delicious meal. 


“I have,” Delilah
said. She stared down at the table and swallowed hard. “And the answer is yes.”



“And you understand
what you’re agreeing to?” Images of the men she’d seen in the corridors taking
her, one after the other, flashed through her mind, and her pussy clenched.


“I do,” she said.
Blaine broke into a grin, and kissed her on the lips. 


“Good girl. I’ll be
there too, of course. And the pack will expect to see your ultimate submission
to me before they are permitted to mate with you. Please don’t forget that.
Now, the females will prepare you.” At that moment, as if they’d been waiting
outside the door, all the girls from the previous day bounded into the room
together, and swept Delilah away with them. 


They took her back
to the bathroom that she’d already visited that morning. The huge, sunken
circular tub was already full of steaming water, and they led her into it,
tumbling in afterwards. They soaped her body thoroughly, one washing her limbs,
another her hair, a third her breasts, a fourth between her legs. They were so
enthusiastic that Delilah abandoned herself to the strangeness of it, allowing
herself to relax and enjoy the sensation of being attended to by so many women.
They lifted her out and placed her on a bed of towels, and two of them
carefully dried her. Then, the girl with the silvery voice took some ointment
that smelled of roses and anise and began to massage it into her body. She paid
particular attention to her breasts, rubbing it into her nipples.


“This will fortify
you and prevent any chafing today,” she explained. She spread Delilah’s legs,
and before she knew what was happening, started to massage it into her pussy as
well. “It will help a lot here too.” She rubbed her labia with firm strokes. It
was a warm, gently arousing sensation. One of her fingers slid inside Delilah’s
pussy and the squeaked at the unexpected intrusion. “It’s very important that
we put it here as well,” the girl said, with a hint of sternness. 


“Ok,’ Delilah
said, and allowed her thighs to fall wide apart again. The girl worked a second
finger into her, stroking her insides all over, twisting her fingers from side to
side, making sure every inch of her was covered in the ointment. It was turning
her on quite a lot, and she hoped she wasn’t getting wet. At last, the girl
removed her fingers, and Delilah made a small sound of disappointment. Finally,
she spread the ointment onto Delilah’s lips, working it well into the corners. 


“Ok, you’re good,”
she said. They pulled her to her feet and fanned her long blond hair out around
her shoulders.


“The pack is truly
in for a treat today,” one of them said, her voice laden with jealousy, and her
eyes darting all over Delilah’s body. “You are a truly beautiful woman.”


“They are indeed,”
the silvery-voiced one said. And so are you, Delilah. “It would be a dream come
true for one of us to be given to the pack like this.”


“But it could
never happen for us in our pack,” another one said.


“Of course we will
mate with all of the Omegas later!” a third one said.


“But it is nothing
compared to being chosen as the Queen of the Ice Palace!” 


The females led
her out of the bathroom, not back into the main room, but through another door
that led to a corridor. 


“Please wait here
for a moment. The Betas and Omegas are assembling inside the bedroom.” She was
going to be taken by the Betas and the Omegas? She hadn’t bargained on
that. She began to tremble. Inside the room she could hear excited chattering,
becoming louder and louder. 


“Don’t be afraid,”
several of the females whispered. 


“We are ready for
the she-wolf!” a voice boomed from the bedroom. 


“Walk into the
middle of the room and kneel down on the furs,” the silvery-voiced one told
her. “Everything else will become obvious.” Giggling excitedly, the females
kissed her on the cheeks and guided her into the room. 


As soon as Delilah
saw the male werewolves gathered there, she stopped dead. There were at least
20 of them. Her limbs became leaden and her cheeks burned. So many eyes were
watching her! Someone gave her a gentle push in the back, and she walked
forward. Panic had made her vision blurry, and she could just make out the pile
of furs in the center of the room. She went over to them and kneeled down, as
she’d been told, judging that she should be facing the males who were watching
her so keenly. 


For what seemed
like a long time, nothing happened. Delilah’s gaze had been fixed on the floor,
but when the silence stretched for longer and longer, she looked up. The males
were regarding her with no less interest. She saw that most of them were hard
already, and the sight of their desire for her made her arousal rise up
strongly. At last, there was a movement behind the door to the left of the men,
and Blaine strode into the room. He was wearing the black robe again, the hood
pulled over his head, which made him look powerful and a little sinister. He
stood in front of Delilah and pulled the robe off in a single movement. She
gasped, amazed anew by his incredible muscle tone, and his big, hard cock. He
stepped closer, until his cock was an inch from her face. She looked up at him,
uncomprehending.


“Open your mouth,
little wolf,” he said, amusement in his eyes. The tip of his cock touched her
lips, and obediently she parted them. It nudged against her teeth, and she
slackened her jaw, letting it slide in. It was too big to go in her mouth! She
tried to stretch her jaw wider and wider, but still it kept coming, completely
filling her mouth. Instinctively, she flicked her tongue over it and Blaine
groaned. She looked up and saw his eyes were full of desire.


“Keep looking at
me,” he said. He pulled his cock out of her mouth and let her recover, before
sliding it back in again. It went further this time, and she coughed as it hit
the back of her throat. “Easy,” he whispered. He pulled it out, and back in,
and out, and in. Little by little, her mouth could accommodate him more, and he
began to slip in and out smoothly. It excited her to pleasure him with her
mouth, as he’d pleasured her with his the day before. She became aware that her
clit was aching, and her wetness was already seeping out of her. It became
increasingly difficult to maintain eye contact with those hypnotic
emerald-green eyes. Out of the corner of her eyes, she could see the males
craning their necks around the sides of him, trying to get a better look at the
Alpha wolf penetrating her mouth. 


Eventually, Blaine
withdrew from her, leaving her lips tingling. She sat motionless as he walked
behind her. His hand pressed on her back, easing her forwards, until she had to
put both hands down on the furs for balance. His hand tangled in the hair at
the nape of her neck and he pushed her head down, so far that the fur tickled
her face. At the same time, her ass lifted up, and she blushed at the view she
must be giving him. The Betas and Omegas murmured sounds of appreciation.
Suddenly, Blaine forced himself into her. She yelped as his cock went all the
way in, with no time for her body to prepare for it, and the audience let out
growls and snarls of excitement. He kept hold of her hair, and started to
thrust in and out of her. There was none of the gentleness of last time; his
movements were hard and unrestrained. And it was almost more than she could
cope with. She yelped and whimpered, but he showed her no mercy. Soon, he came,
ejaculating into her with a loud roar. As he pulled out of her and let go of
her hair, she lifted her head and saw that the Betas and Omegas were watching
him with pride. Blaine stood in front of her.


“I hope this
wasn’t too much for you, little wolf,” he murmured, too softly for the rest of
them to hear. “But I trust you understand that it had to be like this. Now I’ll
leave you to the desires of my pack.” He stroked her face. “Have fun.” With
that, he stepped away from her so she could no longer see him. Too dazed to
think about moving, she remained on her hands and knees, facing all the men who
were about to mate with her. 


One of the
werewolves, clearly a Beta, stood up and walked towards her. He had blond hair,
ice-blue eyes, and a firm square jaw. His body was long and lean and finely
muscled, and his cock was big and fully erect. In short, he was the
best-looking male Delilah had ever seen, besides Blaine. He made eye contact,
smiling at her with a hint of shyness. He knelt down on the furs in front of
her, and took his cock in his hand. This time, she understood what he wanted,
and she opened her mouth. His moved his penis close to her lips, and slid it
in. It was a little smaller than Blaine’s, and she knew what to do with it. She
straightened her throat, to allow him to go as deep as he wanted, and she
sucked the tip as he glided in and out. 


After a few
moments, he slid out of her mouth, stood up and and stepped behind her. He took
hold of her hips, and penetrated her pussy in a single thrust, just as Blaine
had done. She was soaking wet and he slid in and out of her easily, setting her
nerve endings on fire. Overcoming his initial shyness, he began to fuck her
hard and fast, snarling and grunting as he butted against her hips. He came
quickly, and pulled out of her and stepped away. At the same moment, another
Beta stood up and walked over to her, with a lustful grin. He could have been
the twin of the previous one, except his eyes were amber-yellow. Quickly, he
fell to his knees in front of her, and, with no warning, pushed his cock deep
into her mouth. She coughed, unprepared for the sudden intrusion. He eased back,
with a muttered “sorry”, but, driven by his excitement, it wasn’t long before
he filled her mouth again, eagerly thrusting. She forced herself to relax and
focus on her breathing, trying her best to accommodate him. 


She was so
occupied by what he was doing to her, that she didn’t notice one of the other
Betas getting up from his seat. The first she knew of it was some hands on her
hips, and then the tip of a cock probing at her entrance. As it pushed its way
inside her, she realized that she didn’t even know who it belonged to. Somehow,
that was incredibly arousing. The Beta wolf in front of her continued to enter
her mouth, while the one behind her began to fuck her pussy, hesitantly at
first, then increasingly vigorously. As his tempo increased, her pussy began to
spasm and her mind exploded with the pure hotness of two werewolves penetrating
her at the same time. Her body trembled with the force of a violent orgasm, her
pussy clenching around one cock, and her mouth filled with another. As the
final waves subsided, the room echoed with snarls and howls of excitement. Both
cocks slipped out of her at the same moment, and the males stood up and swapped
places. As the one who’d been fucking her pussy knelt in front of her, she saw
it was the one with the auburn tinge to his dark hair, and the pale, milky
skin. Eagerly, he held her jaw and pushed his cock into her mouth. She tasted
her own pussy on it, a sweet, tangy flavor that turned her on afresh. She
tensed a little as the amber-eyed Beta penetrated her from behind, her nerves
endings highly sensitized from her orgasm. He fucked her hard, while the one in
front penetrated her mouth shallowly, and it wasn’t long before their movements
became fast and jerky. The nails of the one behind her bit into her hips as he
came with a shout that echoed around the room, and a moment later, the other
one came in her mouth. 


They pulled out of
her and she watched them walk back to their seats, their softening cocks wet
from her juices. The Betas who hadn’t yet fucked her stared at her hungrily,
their bodies twitching, glancing at each other, unsure whose turn it was next.
At last, three of them leapt out of their seats and strode over to her. The
largest of the three, a sexy brunette with bulging biceps, smiled at her, then
lifted her up and turned her onto her back. He spread her thighs wide and knelt
between her legs. His cock was shorter than the others, but very broad, and she
lifted her head and watched him guide it into her pussy. It burned a little as
it entered her, spreading her muscles wider than ever before. She took a few
deep breaths, getting used to him. He lifted her ass up with both his hands,
raising it off the furs, and he remained sitting up as he fucked her, watching
his thick cock go in and out of her body. Delilah found she liked the sensation
of being opened so wide, and every thrust sent tremors deep into her body. Now
the other two Betas, who had knelt either side of her head, demanded her
attention. One began to stroke her breasts, kneading at them, and tweaking her
nipples, turning them into fiery points of need. The other turned her head to
the side and gently guided his penis into her mouth. His hand also found its
way to her breasts, and one of them stroked her right breast, and the other the
left. Her mouth was being penetrated gently, almost leisurely. After a couple
of minutes, the other wolf turned her head towards him and slipped his penis
into her mouth. They alternated, a minute or so each, turning her head from one
side to the other, hungry to be in her mouth. At last, one of them came in her
mouth, and the other came over her breasts, quickly rubbing it in with his
hands. 


With her mouth so
occupied, Delilah had almost lost track of the one fucking her. Now, he pulled
out of her, and climbed astride her chest. Angling his hips forwards, he tried
to slip into her mouth, but his cock was too wide for her, and as hard as she
tried, he wouldn’t fit between her jaws. Instead, she flicked her tongue over
the tip, while he sighed and groaned, looking down at her adoringly. Someone,
she didn’t know who, seized her thighs, lifting them up high, and then another
cock roughly penetrated her pussy and began fucking her fast and hard. But,
before long, that cock was pulled out of her and she heard some growling and
snarling, and then her thighs were seized by different, rougher hands, and a
bigger cock forced its way inside her. This one screwed her for a couple of
minutes, her thighs held together and pushed right back, before the snarling
started again, the cock withdrew, and yet another one penetrated her. They were
fighting to fuck her, she realized. It was very strange, and very hot, having
these werewolves competing to be inside her, while she was unable to see them,
her vision obscured by the one whose penis was pushing itself between her lips.
At last, this one reached an orgasm and climbed off her, and she was able to
see that there were four werewolves between her thighs, taking their turn to
fuck her, before they were forced off and another took their place. She loved
the feeling of having the different cocks inside her, each one stretching her
tight muscles in a different way. As they came, she came too, gripping their
cocks in blissful spasms. 


Now, the first
ones who’d fucked her came back and flipped her onto her front again. One of
them penetrated her pussy, with a single, efficient thrust, and began to pound
away at her hips. The other two knelt in front of her. One of them pushed his
cock into her mouth and thrust in and out of it for a few strokes. The other,
watching jealously, took hold of her hair and pulled her head off his pack
mate’s cock, so he could cram his own in. He claimed her mouth for a minute or
so, thrusting harder than she could cope with, before the first one pulled on her
hair and regained his claim on her. This continued for what felt like a long
time, each one only getting four or five thrusts in before he was replaced by
the other. As they alternately fucked her mouth, they pinched at her nipples.
The way they were manhandling her, and the way the third one was fucking her
pussy was driving her crazy. She had three sharp orgasms in a row that left her
weak and shaking. 


The werewolf that
had been behind her pulled away and began to walk back to the others. At that
moment, one of the Omegas darted forward and took his place. Delilah felt his
cock touching her entrance. She sensed that he was a little smaller than the
Betas. He began to slide inside her when a voice boomed, 


“Stop doing that!”
There was a loud gasp around the room, and all three werewolves withdrew from
her. Blaine strode forward. He’d been there the whole time, watching! She’d had
no idea! She reddened at the knowledge that the one who had deflowered her had
been watching her being entered by all of his pack. 


“She is not for
you! I’ve warned you about this before!” he yelled, and all the werewolves in
the room cowered. “Mating with her is a privilege of mine and the Betas alone!”
He turned to the offender. “Go,” he said, and the guilty wolf slunk out of the
room. Blaine glared around the room, his fierce gaze picking out each of the
Omegas. “If any of you do that ever again, you’ll be cast out of the pack
immediately!” Every face paled, becoming a picture of horror. Delilah knew as
well as they did that this meant certain death. To the rest of the room, he
said, “you may continue.” 


For a long time,
the werewolves were paralyzed, but then they stepped forward, little by little,
their cocks growing again, and soon they were back inside her body, fighting
over her mouth and pussy and making her come again and again. Previously,
Delilah hadn’t realized that it was only the Betas who were fucking her, but
now she saw that the Omegas were standing around, close behind them, watching,
their cocks swollen with need, stroking themselves, but apparently unable to
touch her. It aroused her a lot to be watched by these subordinate men, driven
crazy with lust for her, but banned from her body. 


Delilah had no
idea how much time was passing, but there came a point when the mating came to
a stop; the Betas withdrew, and the women stepped forward. They lifted Delilah
up. She could barely stand after being pounded for so long while balancing on
her hands and knees, and they half-carried her to the bathroom. They deposited
her in the tub again, and thoroughly washed her, inside and out, rinsing her
mouth out and cleaning her pussy with their fingers.


“Now is the final
part of the ceremony,” they whispered excitedly. Then, they took her back into
the room. The Betas and Omegas were back on their seats, and the furs had been
straightened up. Without needing to be told, Delilah knelt down on the furs
again. Blaine returned, his cock already huge and swollen, filling her with a
fresh burst of desire. He stood in front of her and she opened her mouth, and
he slipped his cock in. He held her head in both hands, and began to slide in
and out, gliding on her tongue, reclaiming her mouth for himself. She was an
expert now, and easily took him in. Her eyes teared up though, and his face was
blurry as she struggled to keep looking him in the eyes. He made a sound of
satisfaction and pulled out of her mouth. Then he went behind her and entered
her pussy again. It was very tender now, and she bit down on her lip to stifle
sounds of discomfort. He thrust into her gently, in a slow, steady rhythm, as
her muscles gripped him tightly. Before long, he began to move faster and
faster, bucking against her. His breath became ragged, catching in low growls.
His hands felt like claws digging into her hips. Suddenly, he leaned forward
and bit down on the back of her neck. She yipped in surprise, but he didn’t let
go. Delilah’s wolf cowered, her ears back, and her tail tucked under her body.
As Blaine’s teeth found a firmer grip on her soft skin, her wolf rolled over
onto her back, drawing her paws into her body. He gave a growl of satisfaction.
His thrusts became harder, and less controlled, and suddenly, his canine teeth
cut into her flesh, hard enough to draw blood. At the same moment, she cried
out as she exploded into the most intense orgasm yet. Blaine could no longer
hold back, and with a deep, vibrating snarl, he came, deep inside her. 


He pulled out of
her carefully, and she collapsed on the furs, her body completely worn out. She
felt the hotness of her own blood on the back of her neck and smelled its
metallic tang. 


 


Delilah must’ve
fallen asleep for a while, because, when she next opened her eyes, all the
werewolves in the room were going at it. All the females who’d been tending to
her were in various positions, with the Betas and Omegas entering them every
way possible. She watched them idly for a while, her arousal awakening a
little, but she was too spent for it to have much of an effect on her.


“They’ll be like
that for days,” a voice said behind her. “Only stopping to eat!” 


“Mmm,” she said
drowsily. Blaine put his arm around her and pulled her close. 


“Let’s sleep here
some more, and then we can go and tell your family the good news.”


“What’s that?” she
said, frowning.


“That the Zephirah
Pack is now joined to the Ice Palace Pack in an unbreakable bond, through the
mating of the Alpha’s daughter.”


“You mean, we’re
mates?”


“Of course,” he
said, with a laugh. “I’m not about to let you get away from me!” Delilah
grinned and snuggled closer to him. This pilgrimage had turned out even better
than she’d imagined! 
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Eli didn’t like feeling like a little kid. 
But it didn’t matter how old he was, when Eli was with his mom that’s exactly
how he felt.  No more so than that afternoon while he followed her around
the grocery store pushing her cart and pulling things off the shelf for her.


“Get some cereal,” his mother said.


He knew what she liked–the same cereal
she’d been eating since he was little.  He grabbed some and dropped it in
the cart.  His mother didn’t usually need an escort to the grocery store,
but she’d broken her leg.  The sensible thing would be for him to go to
the grocery for her while she stayed at home, but she insisted on hobbling
along beside him on her crutches.


That was Mom.


“Did you hear about that poor girl?”


Eli put his mom’s favorite tea in her
basket.  “What happened this time?”  There was always a “poor girl”
when Mom was around.


Mom smacked his arm.  “The girl who works
at the hairdresser’s.  She’s been missing two weeks now.”


Missing.  This wasn’t the usual “poor girl”
story.  “What happened?”


“They don’t know.  Can’t find her
anywhere.  Her family’s frantic.  Caleb told me he doesn’t expect to
find her alive at this point.”  Mom gave him a pointed look.  “Don’t
tell anyone that.”


If she wanted it kept quiet, maybe she shouldn’t
have said it out loud in a store full of werewolves with superior
hearing.  But Eli didn’t say that.  “He doesn’t have any
leads?”  His older brother Caleb was the sheriff of Lunaville, the
all-wolf town where they lived.


“None.  He’s pretty upset about it. 
Feels like he’s not doing a good enough job.  You know your brother.”


Not like this, he didn’t.  Caleb always got
his man.  “Something will turn up.”


“I hope so.  That poor girl.”


They had just reached the back of the store
where the deli and bakery sat when he spotted someone he hadn’t seen in
years.  Madison Blake.  That bitch.


He’d had the worst crush on her when they were
in junior high but Miss High-and-Mighty couldn’t even give him the time of
day.  When her family had moved away, he’d been relieved to see her
go.  He hadn’t wanted to see her every day and be reminded of how she’d
stomped on his heart.


Madison hadn’t spotted him yet.  He made a
quick turn, hoping to get away.


“Oh, my goodness.”  Mom put her hand on his
arm, stopping his forward motion.  “Isn’t that little Madison
Blake?”  She hobbled toward Eli’s arch-nemesis.  “Come on, let’s go
say hello.”


Eli stood frozen in place.  ‘Hello’ was the
last thing he wanted to say to her.  Why couldn’t Mom have just let him
shop by himself?  


His heart beat frantically.  He could still
get away.  But then he’d look like a coward.


Eli slowly turned the cart around and followed
his mom.  Just like a little kid.


“Madison?” Mom said.


Madison turned.  She saw his mother first
and started to smile.  Then she spotted Eli.  Her face froze. 
She met his eyes for a split second then refocused on his mother, as though he
wasn’t even there.


His gut wrenched.  It shouldn’t bother him
to see her do that yet again.  But it did.


“Hi, Mrs. Couteau,” Madison said.


“It’s been so long,” Mom said.  “Are you
visiting?”


“I’m moving back, actually.”  Madison
adjusted her purse on her shoulder.


Just like usual.  She couldn’t be bothered
to say more than a single short sentence.


Mom smacked Eli’s arm.  “Say hello, Eli.”


“Hey.”  Eli could do short sentences,
too.  Especially since he couldn’t say any of the things he really wanted
to in front of his mom.


“Hey,” Madison said softly.


“Are your parents coming back, too?” Mom said.


Eli gazed longingly at the deli counter. 
Would it be too rude if he wandered off?


                                                                 #


“No, they’re happy in New York.”


Maddy’s palms sweated.  Her first day back
in Lunaville and she ran into the person she wanted least to see.  Eli had
picked on her for years.  Even standing this close to him made her stomach
hurt.


But Mrs. Couteau had always been nice to
her.  Maddy didn’t want to create a scene, even if she wanted more than
anything to abandon her cart and run out of the store as fast as she could.


She’d hoped after all this time that Eli might
have moved away.  Or become nicer.  Or gotten over himself. 
Based on the looks he was giving her, he hated her as much as ever.


She’d never known why.


Maddy realized there’d been a silence in the
conversation.  Mrs. Couteau looked at her expectantly.  “I–I
came back for the librarian job,” Maddy stammered.  She really hated small
talk.  Or any talk, for that matter.  She wasn’t anywhere near as shy
as she’d been back in school but she still stumbled through social situations
like this, never sure if she’d made a fool of herself or not.


“We should get going,” Eli said.  He looked
at her as though she was personally responsible for making him late.


“We’re not in a hurry,” his mother said.


Maddy couldn’t think of a single way to agree
with Eli without looking rude.  Another painful silence ensued.  “Oh,
I don’t want to keep you,” she said.


“Let’s go.”  Eli turned the cart and took a
step away from her.


Mrs. Couteau looked between the two of them, a
crease between her eyes.  “I’m sure we’ll see you around, Madison.”


“Maddy.  I go by Maddy now.”  She’d
always hated the way ‘Madison’ made her sound wealthy and stuck-up.  Just
like Eli always said she was.


Mrs. Couteau smiled and squeezed her arm.  “We’ll
see you soon, Maddy.”


As they headed for the deli counter, Maddy took
an inventory of her cart.  If she left now with only what she’d gathered,
could she get by?  She didn’t think she could keep shopping knowing she
might turn the corner and come face to face with Eli at any second.


Bread.  She had to have bread.  And
then she could leave.


                                                                 #


Donovan Geary loved books.  He spent so
much time at the library his mother said he should work there.  His
brother Matt said Donovan should move in.


Lately, the library hadn’t been open as
much.  One of the two librarians had retired and it took the powers that
be a long time to find someone new.  He might have considered applying,
seeing if he could sweet talk them into letting him have a job he wasn’t
qualified for, except he loved the job he had as a park ranger.  As much
as he loved books, he didn’t think he could spend all of his time cooped up in
a building.


He’d heard they’d finally hired a second
librarian, which meant they’d be open longer hours again.  As he stopped
in for the second time that week, he wondered if the new woman would be
there–and if he’d know her.  He knew pretty much everyone in town;
he also knew no one in town was qualified to be a librarian.


Donovan entered the brick building through the
“front” door then walked down a little hall to the open doorway that lead into
the library proper.  As he headed across the open area in front of the
check out desk, he got his first glimpse of the mystery librarian.


She was hot.  Exactly his fantasy of the
naughty librarian, she looked buttoned-up but he could easily picture himself
releasing her caramel tresses from that loose bun and fanning them out over her
shoulders before kissing her full lips until they turned red.


Then Donovan blinked.  He knew her. 
Didn’t he?  He walked closer.  Yeah, he knew her.  But who was
she?


“Madison Blake,” a loud voice said from behind
him.  “I never thought you’d come back to Lunaville.  Ever.” 
Lisa Griegson, a lanky blonde who did, indeed, have a big mouth, swept by him
toward the desk.


Madison Blake?  That sexy librarian was shy
little Maddy?


His fantasies immediately flipped onto their
side.  He pictured himself curing her of her shyness by tutoring her to
become a temptress in bed.  He could do it, too.  And he’d love every
second.


Donovan wanted to talk to Maddy, but Lisa stood
at the desk chattering away.  Talking to Maddy in front of Lisa would be a
big mistake–Lisa gossiped and exaggerated better than anyone he’d ever
met.  Saying hello to Maddy would mean half the town knew about their
“wild affair” before the end of the day. 


Instead, he headed for the fiction
section.  He’d almost finished every science fiction novel they had. 
Pretty soon he’d start in on the mysteries.


A half hour later, he emerged, looking forward
to charming Maddy while she checked out his books.  But instead, the head
librarian sat at the desk and Maddy was nowhere in sight.


Squashing the disappointment in his chest, he
promised himself he’d read as fast as he could so he could come back soon and
see her.


                                                                 #


The new librarian was perfect.  Soft and
sweet and shy.  Since he’d come into town, the man had looked for women
good enough to be his new wives.  So far, he’d found only one.  But
the new librarian would make a beautiful second wife.


Now all he had to do was watch and wait for the
right time to take her.


                                                                 #


Maddy had been working at the library for a
couple of weeks the first time the head librarian, Denise, asked her to man the
place by herself.  It was only the two of them, so Maddy had known from
the start that there’d be times when she was alone.  Truth be told, she
preferred it that way.


She sat at the desk checking out books and
answering questions while townspeople filtered through.  Most of them had
already welcomed her back to Lunaville, so she was having to have fewer and
fewer awkward conversations about that, at least.  Living in New York,
she’d forgotten how “small town” Lunaville could be.


One of her friends from junior high, Lisa,
stopped by the desk when she finally had a lull.  “How’re you holding
up?  Ready to run for the hills yet?”


“Not quite yet, but check back in an hour,”
Maddy said.  Lisa was one of the few people she could talk to.


“Some of us are going to the bar tonight. 
Want to come?”


Going to the bar meant loud music, screaming
just to be heard, drunk men hitting on her and fighting through a crowd to get
to the bathroom.  The bar was the last place she wanted to go.  But
she couldn’t stay cooped up in her apartment all the time, either.  “Sure,
okay.  Maybe for an hour or so.”


A smell hit Maddy, the scent of freshly printed
books and soda pop fizz and home.


Lisa said something else, but Maddy didn’t hear
it.  A need washed over her, moving her almost against her will. 
Maddy grabbed Lisa’s hand.  “My mates.”  She’d heard about this,
heard about the unique, intoxicating scent that appeared when all three mates
came into close enough proximity.  And everyone described the scent
differently, like it was tuned in to their very favorite things.


Lisa squealed as Maddy walked away, around the
desk to the open area in front of it.  She headed toward the hallway
leading to the front doors.  Where were they?  Two men, one
woman.  That’s how it always was.  Where were her men?


Out of the corner of her eye, Maddy saw a man
catapult around the corner, coming from the fiction section.  He stopped a
few feet away from her.


Donovan Geary.


She smiled.  She’d always found him
attractive with his dark hair and eyes.  Sort of mysterious and movie-star
like.  Donovan Geary.  Her mate.


He moved toward her, a little more slowly now,
and pulled her into his arms.  “Hey,” he whispered in her ear.


“Hey.”  She squeezed him tight.  He
felt as solid as a concrete block.


Donovan moved his head a little, then a little
more, til his lips were millimeters from hers.  Then he kissed her, more
than a peck but less than a five-alarm-fire.  When he pulled back, he
didn’t pull back far.  “Where’s our third?”


They both turned their heads to one side then
the other.  Maddy spotted him first.  Before the knowledge even hit
her brain, her knees gave out.


Eli.


Donovan caught her weight before she could
fall.  “Whoa.  What’s wrong?”


Maddy didn’t say anything, just focused on
finding her legs.  Her stomach tightened and she thought she might throw
up.  This couldn’t be happening.  She couldn’t be mated to him.


Donovan grinned.  “Eli Couteau.  I
never would have guessed.”  He held out his hand to Eli.


As Eli walked toward them and took Donovan’s
hand, his face stayed frozen, his eyes locked on her face.  Maddy tried
not to look at him.  She didn’t want to see how much he hated her.


The most horrible thing of all happened as soon
as Eli and Donovan touched hands.  She’d already felt the mating pull, but
now the urge grew twice as strong.  She wanted her mates.  She wanted
Eli.  Wanted to pull off his clothes and kiss every inch of his
body.  Almost more than she wanted to run away from him.


Eli kept staring at her.  “I can’t believe
Miss High-and-Mighty is my mate.”











 


 


 


                                                    Chapter 2


 


 


Maddy’s heart squeezed tight.  


“What the hell?” Donovan said.


She blinked her eyes so she wouldn’t cry. 
Crying in front of Eli would be the worst thing she could do.  If he ever
knew how deeply he could hurt her, he’d never stop.


She released Donovan and stepped backward. 
“I need to get back to work.”


Donovan followed her.  “No…we should all go
somewhere.  You know.  I’m sure someone can cover for you.”


Maddy didn’t stop, just continued around the
counter where Lisa still stood, gaping.  Even if Maddy could have gone
someplace with them, she didn’t want to.  Not now.  Not with
Eli.  “I’m the only one here.”


He followed her all the way to the back of the
desk.  “Is this because of Eli?”  He kept his voice low.  “I’m
sure he was just joking.”


“No, he wasn’t.  He hates me.  He
always has.”  Just saying that brought more tears to her eyes, so she
stared at the floor until she was sure she wouldn’t start bawling. 
“You’re not supposed to be back here.”


“He doesn’t hate you.”


Maddy met Donovan’s eyes.  “He sure acts
like it.  Why don’t you ask him?”


Donovan’s jaw tightened.  “I will.” 
He brushed his hand down her cheek.  “It’s going to kill me to walk away
from you right now, you know that?”


She took a breath, pushing down the urge to wrap
her arms around him.  “Me, too.”


Donovan kissed her, hard, then walked away
without looking back.  He grabbed Eli by the shoulders and pulled him down
the hallway toward the door.


Maddy sank into her chair.  How could today
be the best and worst day of her life at the same time?
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Eli’s hands shook.  He’d dreamed of the day
he’d find his mates.  He’d never dreamed it could be such a
nightmare.  Madison?  Whichever fates decided who got mated with whom
must have a really sick sense of humor.


As soon as they reached the sidewalk in front of
the library, Donovan released him.  Along the edge of the parking lot,
trees with rapidly changing leaves sheltered the library from the rest of the
town.  The sun shone unnaturally warm for a September afternoon. 
“What the hell was that?”


Eli could barely catch a breath.  “You saw
her.  She couldn’t even look at me.  She thinks she’s so much better
than the rest of us.”


“What I saw was you acting like a total
asshole to our mate.  What the hell’s wrong with you?”


Eli fought to keep from baring his teeth. 
“You shouldn’t talk about things you know nothing about.”


Donovan stepped toward him, crowding him. 
“Here’s what I know.  You brought our mate to tears.  You do that
again, and you and I are going to have more than words.”


“She cried?”  Eli had never seen her
cry.  She always acted like an ice queen.  Was it possible his words
had actually reached her?  “I didn’t see any tears.”


“I saw them.”


“Well, I didn’t.”  Donovan had to be
mistaken.  No way would Madison Blake ever cry.  She was as incapable
of emotion as a stone.  And he’d tried.  Over and over, he’d tried to
get some kind of reaction from her but never got anything at all.


“I’m going back in there to try to convince
Maddy to have dinner with us.  You stay here.  And don’t go
anywhere.”  Donovan was through the door before Eli could say anything.


Did she really cry?  Mixed in with the
elation that she might not be as immune to him as he thought, Eli felt a sick
thread of guilt.
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Donovan didn’t know what kind of fucked-up
melodrama was playing out between his two mates, but he wanted it to
stop.  The three of them should be rolling around in the sheets marking
each other, not sniping at each other and crying.


His body burned, he wanted his mates so
badly.  His cock was harder than a rock.


When he reached the lobby, he paused for a
second to look at Maddy.  She had a regal bearing and she always acted
like a lady.  At the same time, he remembered her from when she was a
kid.  They hadn’t known each other well but it hadn’t taken a genius to
see she was painfully shy.


He walked toward her, his stomach jumping. 
His mate.  Males didn’t always get mates; the odds were against
them.  He’d gotten really lucky.  And damned if he was going to let
this thing go south before it even started.


Maddy spotted him when he was halfway across the
lobby.  She looked behind him, hesitantly, then smiled at him.  At
least she didn’t have a problem with him.  And she didn’t act like she
thought she was better than him.  Eli had it all wrong.


Someone was checking out books.  Donovan
waited in line until it was his turn to talk to Maddy.  Her smile got
bigger as he approached her.  He itched to touch her.


“Let’s do dinner,” he said.


“Sounds good.”  Her eyes sparkled when she
smiled like that.


“All three of us.”


That’s when her smile faltered.  She looked
down, shuffled some papers.  An artery pulsed in her throat.


“I don’t know what’s going on between you two,
but we need to work it out,” he said.  “Come to dinner.”


She pressed her lips together,
tight.   Finally she looked up at him.  “Okay.”


That hadn’t been so hard.  He’d expected a
fight.  “You’re not going to duck out or something, are you?”


“You think I’d do that?”


“I saw how he hurt you.  So yeah, I think
you might be tempted.”  He paused a second.  “Listen, what is
this?  What’s going on between you two?”


She gazed behind him, looking far away. 
“He’s picked on me as long as I can remember.  And as we got older, he got
meaner.  I don’t know why any of it happened.  I don’t remember doing
anything to him.  And even if I did, why couldn’t he just ignore me
instead?”


The thought of his sweet dainty mate enduring
that kind of treatment twisted his gut.  If he weren’t mated to Eli too,
he’d pound him into the pavement.  “I don’t know.  But I’m going to
find out.”  He picked up her hand, just for the chance to touch her. 
“When do you get off work?”


“The library closes at six today.  I’ll
need to do a few things after closing.  I can probably leave around six
fifteen.”


“I’ll pick you up then.”


“I have my car—”


”I’m picking you up.  We can come back and
get your car later.  Maybe in the morning.”


Her mouth dropped open and she sucked in a hard
breath as her eyes dilated.


She felt it, too.  At the thought, he
wanted nothing more than to drag her off to the nearest dark corner and ravish
her.  And if that glazed look in her eyes meant anything, she wanted it as
much as he did.


Donovan lifted her hand and pressed his lips to
the backs of her fingers.  “Three more hours.  I can’t wait.”


Maddy licked her lips.  “I can’t, either.”


Looking into her eyes, it was easy to forget the
friction between his two mates.  Easier to think about the three of them
curled up together so close they couldn’t tell whose limbs were whose.


Someone cleared their throat behind him. 
Donovan sheepishly backed away from the counter.  “New mates,” he said to
the tweed-suited man behind him.  The man scowled.


Whatever.


Donovan returned to Eli, who was pacing in front
of the door.  Looking at his third, he felt a jolt of lust as strong as
what he’d felt with Maddy.  Most of the time, male mates were just as
close–sexually and otherwise–as they were with their female. 
Even a man like Donovan, who had never been attracted to another man before,
felt an overwhelming urge to make love to his male mate.  He tried to hold
back, but only because he wanted both his mates together the first time. 
Otherwise, he and Eli had three hours to kill…


“She’ll have dinner with us,” Donovan said.


“Great.”


“So, she told me her side of things, now it’s
your turn.”


“What’d she say?”


Was that a wistful tone he heard in Eli’s
voice?  Couldn’t be.  “Nah.  You tell me your side first.”


“I don’t think so.  What time is dinner?”


“Why not?”


“Why not what?”


“Why not tell me?  Unless you’ve got
something to hide.”


Eli clenched his fists.  “I told you
already.  She always acts like she’s better than everyone else.  Like
she can barely stand to be around us.”


“I’ve never gotten that vibe off her.”


“You’ve got to be kidding.  She barely
opens her mouth.”


He couldn’t be that much of an idiot.  “You
do know she’s shy.”
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Shy?  Eli really didn’t want to talk to
Donovan about Maddy.  What the hell did he know, anyway?  “She’s not
shy.  If she told you that, she’s lying.  She’s a stuck-up bitch who
won’t give a guy the time of day.”


Donovan punched him in the shoulder.  Not
too hard, but hard enough so it stung.  “I ever hear you call her a bitch
again and I’ll make you really hurt.”


Eli growled.  “You said you wanted my side
of the story.  That’s it.”


“Bullshit.  You think she’s stuck-up, so
instead of doing the smart thing and steering clear of her, you pick on
her?  Why?”


“Pick on her?  Who said I picked on
her?”  He hadn’t, he knew he hadn’t.  Sure, he might have teased her
a little but that wasn’t the same.


Donovan put his hands on Eli’s shoulders. 
“Listen to me.  She’s the shyest person I’ve ever met.  She’s gotten
better since she went away, but when we were kids it was almost painful to
watch her try to talk to people.  If you thought that meant she was stuck
up, you’re the one who doesn’t know what he’s talking about.”


“Madison Blake is not shy.”  Eli nearly
shouted it.


Just at that moment, an elderly woman, Mrs.
Perkins, was coming toward the library from the parking lot.  She stopped
short at Eli’s words.  “Elijah Couteau, I don’t know what you’re yelling
about.  But you’re spouting nonsense.  Maddy Blake is the very
definition of ‘shy.’”  Mrs. Perkins snorted as she walked by him and on
into the library.


Did everybody think that except for him?


Donovan still had his hands on Eli’s
shoulders.  In spite of everything going on, Eli felt the incessant beat
of the mating urge that made him want to pull Donovan down to the ground and
make love to him in front of the library.  He fought the feelings back.


“We’ve got three hours to kill until dinner,”
Donovan said.  “I want all three of us together the first time, and I
think the easiest way to do that will be if you and I stay away from each other
this afternoon.  Or we’ll find ourselves in the nearest bed.”


Eli swallowed.  Exactly what he was
thinking.  “I’ve got some stuff to do.”


“Me, too.  Just don’t do it anywhere near
me.”  Donovan paused a second, then gripped Eli around the back of the
neck and pulled him in for a kiss.


Eli had never kissed a man before.  It was
totally different from kissing a woman–Donovan’s mouth felt hard,
demanding.  The roughness of his grip made Eli even harder than he already
was.


When Donovan pulled back, they were both
panting.  “Think about what Mrs. Perkins and I said,” Donovan said. 
“Think about Maddy and try to picture everything you think she did as coming
from shyness instead of snobbishness.”  He gave Eli another hard kiss,
then stepped back.  “I’ll see you back here at six fifteen.”


As he watched Donovan walk away, Eli wanted to
race after him and keep him close.  He looked down at the ground instead,
so he wouldn’t do something stupid, and headed for his car.


The whole time, one question burned in his
mind.  What if Madison really was shy?
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As she closed up that night, Madison couldn’t
stop her hands from shaking.  What had she been thinking?  When
Donovan had suggested they all have dinner together, it had seemed like the
smart thing to do.  And with him standing next to her, she’d felt like she
could do it.  She’d felt strong.


Now, she wished she hadn’t.  How could she
sit at the same table with Eli Couteau for an hour or more?  And unless
she was very, very mistaken, Donovan wanted them all to spend the night
together.


And oh, her body wanted that, too.


But then there was Eli.  She couldn’t even
imagine eating dinner with him, much less taking her clothes off in front of
him.  He’d probably have disparaging remarks about every flaw in her
body.  He’d probably hate her underwear, too.  And her nail
polish.  And anything else he could think of.  How could she sleep
with him?


She might not have to worry.  A man who
hated her so much couldn’t possibly get aroused at the thought of making love
to her.  Unless the mating urge did it for him.


She’d shut down all the computers and other
equipment and turned off all the lights.  The only thing left was to lock
the door behind her.  Her stomach turned over.  It was time.


Donovan was waiting outside the door.  As
she locked it, she felt hyper-aware, felt his eyes on her.  Every movement
felt super-charged by the very fact of his watching it.


As she pulled the key from the lock, Donovan
slid his arms around her from behind.  “I missed you.”


“Me too.”


He turned her around and immediately kissed
her.  This one wasn’t like the almost-chaste kiss in the library
earlier.  This one burned her all the way to her socks.


Donovan pulled her hard against him, burying his
face in her neck.  “I’m going to mark you tonight.”


Maddy felt more aroused than she ever had in her
life.  She could barely catch her breath.


Pressing one last kiss to her shoulder, Donovan
pulled back and took her hand.  “Eli’s in the car.  Where do you want
to go for dinner?”


Her stomach clenched.  For a moment, she’d
forgotten Eli.  She wished she could go back to that moment.


Donovan led her toward the car while she thought
about his question–and tried not to think about Eli.  There weren’t
too many restaurants in Lunaville, and since she’d moved back she’d visited
every one.  Now that her belongings had arrived and she had dishes and
pots and pans, she’d be able to cook for herself.  But for those first few
weeks she’d had to eat out.  “How about Annie’s Diner?”  That should
be a good compromise.  It had the best burgers she’d ever tasted, and it
was affordable.  The last thing she wanted was to rub her money in her
mates’ faces.


“I was thinking something more upscale,” Donovan
said.  “This is a celebration.  Le Canard.”


The French place.  Should she tell him she
didn’t like that restaurant much?  Probably not.  He’d want to know
why, and then she’d have to tell him it paled next to the French cuisine
in…well…France.  And then she’d look like the snobby bitch Eli thought she
was.  “Sure, that’d be fine.”


“It’s the nicest place in town.”  He
squeezed her hand.  “I can afford it.”


Maybe she should just be honest with him. 
At least somewhat.  “It’s the only French place in town, and people assume
that because it’s French it’s automatically high class.  But if we’re
talking about the food itself, the quality is much better at some of the other
restaurants.  If you want something more upscale than Annie’s, then how
about Trapper’s Inn?”


He gazed at her steadily.  She wished she
knew what he was thinking.


“Kind of rustic,” he said.


“But the food is divine.”  She felt her
cheeks growing hot.  “I’m a little bit of a foodie.”


“I can tell.”  He rubbed his thumb against
her hand.  “Trapper’s Inn sounds good to me.  I don’t think I’ve been
there in a long time.”


She smiled at him.  His hand squeezed hers
hard.


“When you smile at me like that, it makes me
want to skip dinner altogether.”


She put her head down as she laughed.


Donovan stopped.  “Look at me.”  He
waited until she’d raised her head again.  “I’m going to spend my life
making you happy.  So you just need to let me know what it is that makes
you happy and that’s what we’ll do.”


His steady gaze made her stomach flutter. 
She had to look away before she could answer.  “You’re doing a good job so
far.”


Donovan leaned closer to her.  “Then
there’s room for improvement.  I want to do a great job.”


With his face so close to hers, she felt tempted
to lean forward and kiss him.  He wouldn’t mind that, would he?  She
didn’t think he would.


She was about to do it when a car door opened
right near them.  


“You guys coming?” Eli said.  “I’m
starved.”
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Eli sat in the car waiting for his mates. 
As they neared him through the cars, in the light from the street lamps, he saw
them holding hands and smiling at each other.  He didn’t know exactly what
he felt when he saw Maddy being so sweet to Donovan, but it didn’t feel
good.  For years and years, he’d tried to get her to pay attention to him
and got nothing.  Donovan had hardly tried at all, but she looked at him
like he was some kind of god.  Why couldn’t she have looked at him like
that?  It just made him want to lash out and hurt her the way she was hurting
him.


At the same time, he’d thought about what
Donovan had said.  He could see why Donovan thought she was shy–the
way she dipped her head and wouldn’t meet his eyes, the shy way she smiled at
him.  It was no wonder Donovan thought she was shy.  But that didn’t
make it true.


It didn’t make it false, either.  And now
he didn’t know what to think.


But when he saw Maddy leaning toward Donovan
like she was going to kiss him, Eli had to stop it.  No way was he going
to sit here and watch them get hot and heavy.  He opened the car door and
stepped out.  “You guys coming?  I’m starved.”


They immediately pulled away from each
other.  Maddy wouldn’t look at Eli, as usual.  Before Eli could move
into the back seat so she could take the front, the way he’d planned to, she’d
already slid into the back and shut the door.  Donovan headed for the
driver’s side, so Eli sat back down in the front seat.


And now what?


Donovan started the car.  “Maddy suggested
we go to Trapper’s Inn.  She said the food’s better than Le Canard.”


Le Canard had been his idea.  He thought
he’d impress her with the fancy food and by paying the fancy bill.  But
apparently his ideas weren’t good enough for her.


“Maddy’s a foodie,” Donovan continued. 
“Did you know that?”


“No.”  A foodie.  That just meant she
was stuck up about what she ate, too.


“I told her we could go to Trapper’s Inn. 
That okay with you?”


Eli heard the threat in Donovan’s
question.  If it wasn’t okay with him, Donovan was going to make it
okay.  With his fists.  “Fine.”  He bit the word off and spit it
out.


“It’s okay.  We can go to Le Canard.” 
Maddy’s voice sounded soft and thready.


Eli spun in his seat to look at her.  Maddy
shrank away from him.  In that instant, he forgot what he’d been going to
say.  He’d never seen that look on her face before.  She looked
terrified.


“You’re scared of me?” he said, his voice high
at the end.


Maddy took a deep breath and sat up
straighter.  Light from street lamps and other cars passed over her
face.  She clenched her jaw, but didn’t answer.


That was the Maddy he was used to.  Cold as
ice, tough as steel.  But he couldn’t get rid of the image of the fear in
her eyes.


He didn’t know what to say, so he just stared at
her.  Her cheeks turned red and then a darker red as he continued to
watch.


What did she have to be scared of?  He’d
never hurt her.  And he never had hurt her.  He suddenly had to
know.  Maybe he’d been mistaken.


“Answer me.  Are you scared of me?”


Her jaw tightened and all of a sudden he saw
something else he’d never seen in her face before–a fierceness that made
her formidable.  “That’s none of your business,” she said.


“The hell it’s not,” he said, but his words
sounded oddly flat, all his attention on her.  Who was this woman? 
He’d thought he’d known.  He’d been sure he knew her inside and out. 
Now he felt like he’d never seen her before.


The car stopped.  “We’re here,” Donovan
said.


Eli continued to stare at Maddy.


She opened her door and got out.  When she
reached the back of the car, he could barely see her so he got out, too. 
He felt like he was walking in a daze.


Donovan slipped his arm around Maddy’s waist,
locking the car with a beep as they walked toward the restaurant.  Eli
walked behind them.


A few minutes later, they’d been seated in an
alcove a little away from other diners.  Donovan had told the hostess they
were new mates and had slipped her a twenty.  Even as they were looking
over the menus, Donovan kept touching Maddy–her hair, her arm, her hand.


Eli just wanted an answer.


He waited until the waiter took their order and
left them alone with their water and bread.  Then Eli put his hand over
hers.


Maddy jumped.


“Are you scared of me?”


“What do you think?” Donovan said.


“I’m asking her.  Why would you be scared
of me?”


That fierce look crossed her face again.  “Why? 
It couldn’t be all the years you made my life hell, could it?  Or maybe
that I can’t even look at you without getting a sick feeling in my stomach
wondering what you’re going to do to me next?  No–why on earth would
I be scared of you?”  Tears filled her eyes.  She looked away from
him, literally turned so far that he was looking at the back of her head, and
curled her arms over her stomach.


What she was saying didn’t make any sense. 
“What I did to you?”  He felt like he was flailing.  “I didn’t make
your life hell.  That’s what you did to me.”


When she turned back to look at him, tears were
rolling down her cheeks.  It broke something inside him.


“I never picked on you,” she said.


“You ignored me.”


“What?”


“I—”  He rubbed his hand over his
mouth.  May as well lay it all out on the table.  “I had the worst
crush on you.  And I tried to talk to you, over and over, and you wouldn’t
speak to me.”


“I didn’t speak to anyone.”


“Sure you did.”


“No.”


“You and Lisa were always talking.”


“Lisa’s my only friend.  And only because
she didn’t care if I talked much.  She was happy to talk enough for both
of us.”


Maybe if he’d done that, he would’ve gotten
farther with her.


She wiped at her cheeks.  “That doesn’t
explain all the awful things you said to me.”


“They weren’t awful.”


“Yes.  They were.  And you didn’t
stop.  I tried so hard not to let you see how much it hurt because I
didn’t want you to know how best to hit me.”


Eli sat back in his seat.  “Hit you. 
It wasn’t like that.  I was just trying to get your attention. 
And–and then I was mad at you, for ignoring me all the time.  And no
matter what I did, you didn’t respond.  Like I wasn’t even good enough to
elicit the slightest emotion.”


No one said anything.


Eli couldn’t believe what she was saying. 
All that time, he hadn’t failed.  He’d gotten to her. 
Except–he’d hurt her.  The sight of her tears killed him.


The waiter arrived with their drinks.


Donovan stroked the back of Maddy’s neck. 
“I don’t think this is over.  But it’s enough for now.  Let’s talk
about something else.”


Maddy and Eli both murmured their assent.


“So.  Who wants to start?” Donovan said.


After a second, Maddy said, “You start. 
Tell us what you do.”


She’d said ‘us.’  Like she and Eli belonged
together.  Maybe there was a chance they could patch this thing up after
all.
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Donovan launched into a story about how he’d
ended up being a park ranger.  The pain he’d just heard from both his
mates ripped him up.  As mad as he’d been at Eli, he could see Eli had
hurt just as much as Maddy had.  Hell, as a kid, Eli might even have heard
an echo of the mating call pulling him toward Maddy which would have made her
seeming rejection that much harder to bear.


As Donovan got into the story, he could feel
some of the tension bleeding away.  Maddy laughed at little jokes he made,
and Eli threw out questions, sounding almost envious that Donovan got to spend
so much time in the wild.


The story wasn’t much–his fathers’ best
friend had been a park ranger and had taken him under his wing when Donovan
started showing interest in the field.  But Uncle Clive was hilarious,
which always made the story better than it would’ve been.


After he finished, they lapsed into a silence
that felt comfortable in the beginning and then became strained.  Their
food hadn’t been served yet and in the absence of anything to distract them,
Donovan felt like he needed to fill the void.


“You know my brother Matt?”  When they both
said they did, he continued.  “He’s one of the sheriff’s deputies. 
He was telling me about a strange case they got recently.  A woman was
kidnapped.  No one asked for ransom or anything, so they feared she was
dead until they realized he also took a bunch of her stuff–clothes,
cosmetics, and some items that were important to her.”


“Maybe she ran off,” Eli said.


“Yeah, except everything was going right in her
life.  She just got a new job that her family says she loved, she just got
her own place, and she has a bunch of friends in the area who she’s really
close to.  Why would she run off without a word to anyone?”  Donovan
had found the whole story chilling from the first time Matt told him about
it.  “But they can’t find any solid evidence one way or the other. 
And the trail’s cold.  They can’t find her.”


“How awful,” Maddy said.  “But they’re
still looking, right?  I can’t think of anything worse than being
kidnapped and thinking no one’s looking for you.”


“Yeah, they’re still looking,” Donovan
said.  “I guess Caleb didn’t mention it to you, Eli?” Eli’s brother was
the sheriff.


“We haven’t seen much of Caleb since his mates
came home from the Army a few weeks ago.  You can guess what they’ve been
doing.”


The exact same thing Donovan wished he were
doing right then.  Making love to his mates…over and over and over. 
He put his hand on Maddy’s thigh.  It was a poor substitute, but at least
he was touching her.


“Caleb talked to Mom about it a little but
apparently they don’t have much to go on,” Eli continued.  “Mom’s trying
to bully him into coming to a barbecue this weekend.  Maybe he’ll fill us
in then.”


Barbecue.  That opened a whole other
spectrum of questions.  “Did–uh–did either of you think to
tell your parents about us?”  Cause Donovan hadn’t thought about it at
all.


“I called them this afternoon,” Maddy
said.  “They’re very excited.”


She must not have told them about her issues
with Eli.


“I didn’t think of it,” Eli said.


Thank God.  Donovan hadn’t wanted to be the
only one.  “Me either.”


“Typical men.  Well, you can call them in
the morning.”


“In the morning,” Eli said.  “Why not
tonight?”


Maddy’s cheeks turned pink.  That girl
blushed like nobody’s business.


“We’re having dinner now,” she said, looking
down at the table.  “And later…I mean, Donovan said…”


As she trailed off, Donovan leaned forward to
look into Eli’s eyes.  “Later, we’re going to spend the whole night
knocking boots.”


Eli glanced at Maddy.  After a pause, he
said, “Is everyone okay with that?”


Maddy turned so red her eyes started to
water.  “That would be a question for you.”


“I’m asking you.”


“I’m okay with it.”  She nearly whispered.


The edges of Eli’s mouth pulled up.  “Then
we’re all good.”


She glanced at him and they stared at each other
for several seconds.  Donovan wondered what was going through their
heads.  He figured it would be hard for them to make love to each other
after having so much strife between them for so many years.  At the same
time, maybe this would help heal the wounds.  Still, if both of them
wanted to focus on him in bed, and keep their minds off each other, he had no
problem with that.


Donovan put his hand on Maddy’s back.  Any
excuse to touch her.  Or heck–did he really need an excuse? 
She was his, forever.  He just needed to make it official.


Eli reached out and brushed a stray hair off
Maddy’s cheek, trailing his fingers down to her chin.  “I can’t believe I
actually get to touch you.”


She licked her lips.  “I can’t believe you
had a crush on me.”


“In your defense, I was trying to keep it
a secret,” Eli said.


She pressed her lips together as though trying
to keep from smiling.  “You did a good job.”


Eli looked like he didn’t know how to take
that.  


The last thing Donovan wanted was for things to
turn heavy again.  He poked Maddy in the side.  “Are you teasing our
mate?”


Her eyes danced.  “No.  I wouldn’t do
that.”


“I think you are.”  Donovan tickled her.


Maddy squealed.  When several other diners
turned to look, she turned red.


“New mates,” Donovan called.  “Sorry about
that.”


From the knowing smiles on the diners’ faces,
nobody minded at all.
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From across the restaurant, the bitter feeling
of defeat almost overwhelmed the man watching them.  He’d chosen her, the
perfect wife to add to his new harem.  And then two simple words had
ruined it all.  “New mates.”  He couldn’t take a mated female for his
wife.  He’d tried that before.  The woman had been physically unable
to return his affection because of the mate bond.  


He’d decided to kill her but before he could,
her mates showed up and ruined his entire life.  He’d lost his home, his
harem, everything.


He’d vowed then and there to never take another
mated female to wife.  So even though Madison Blake was perfect for him in
every way, soft and demur and pretty, he had no choice.  He’d have to keep
looking.


                                                                 #


By the time they’d finished dinner, Maddy felt
an odd combination of wrung out emotionally and at the same time, more aroused
than she’d ever been in her life.  The arousal pushed everything else to
the background, even the fear and hurt she’d felt with Eli over the
years.  Instead, she felt like she’d scream if she didn’t feel her mates’
hands all over her.  Both her mates.


The check came and Donovan grabbed it.


“I was going to pay,” Eli said.


“You can get it next time.”  Donovan pulled
out his wallet.


Eli glanced at Maddy.


“Don’t look at me,” she said.  “This is
between you two.”  Then, concerned it might sound like she was looking for
a free ride, she said, “I’ll get it some other time.”


Eli pulled his wallet out, too.  “I’ll get
the tip, then.”


He and Donovan locked gazes.  Maddy felt
great to not be at the center of the disagreement for once.


“Fine,” Donovan said.  “And when you pay
next time, I’ll get the tip.”


Heaven save her from testosterone.  “Just
hurry up.”  She hadn’t meant to say it out loud, but suddenly both men
were staring at her.


A slow grin spread across Donovan’s face. 
“Why, Maddy.  You’re not horny, are you?”











 


 


 


                                                    Chapter 4


 


 


Maddy could feel her face growing hot. 
Damn blushes.  She didn’t usually blush so often, but with these two
around she couldn’t seem to stop.


“We’re going to have to do something about
that,” Eli said, his voice deeper than she’d ever heard it before.


The sound sent a jolt through her body. 
Maddy sucked in her breath.  “Just hurry up,” she said again, not caring
that this time both men laughed.


While Donovan flagged down the waitress and
handed over his credit card, Eli put his hand on Maddy’s leg and
squeezed.  A rush of pure lust ricocheted through her body.  Maddy
closed her eyes against the onslaught.


When she opened them again, Eli was leaning near
her, looking at her face.  “Tell me you didn’t close your eyes because I
touched you.  Because…because it was me.”


Her lips curved as she put her hand over
his.  “That’s exactly why,” she said softly.  “Because you touched
me.  You, my mate.”


A second passed, then Eli surged forward and
kissed her, hard.  Her hand spasmed on his, her heart beating in her
ears.  As soon as he eased up a little, she kissed him back.  His
hand rested on the side of her head, rubbing her cheek.


Maddy felt another hand on the back of her head,
and breath against her temple.  “You two need to save that til we get
home.”  Donovan’s voice sounded a little rough.


Eli pulled back and Maddy made a little sound of
regret.


Donovan turned her head quickly with the hand on
the back of her head and kissed her himself.  Maddy tightened her grip on
Eli’s hand.  Her body felt like it was melting.  She could almost
come without anyone touching her at all.


Donovan pulled back abruptly.  “Where’s
that waitress?”  He released Maddy.  “You two go out to the
car.  I’ll be out as soon as I can.  Try not to steam up the windows
too much.”


He hadn’t even stopped talking before Eli pulled
Maddy to her feet.  “Got your purse?”


She would have laughed except she was in as much
of a hurry as he was.  He let her go in front of him and followed her out
of the restaurant.  As soon as they reached the parking lot, he slipped
his arm around her waist.


They didn’t say anything.  As much as she
wanted him and wanted him badly, she still felt a little uncertain with
him.  Things had changed so quickly.  And she still wasn’t sure she’d
forgiven him.


But that wouldn’t stop her from marking him.


He hurried her to the car, his hand sliding up
and down her side the whole way.  He pulled on the back door but it
wouldn’t open.  “Donovan has the keys.”


“Oh, crap,” Maddy said.


“No matter.”  Eli pulled her into him, her
back against the car.  As he gazed down at her, he said, “You’re shorter
than I remember.”  Before she could answer, he gripped her around the
waist and lifted her, then leaned against her again, wedging her between his body
and the car.  This time, their faces were on the same level and his hard
length pressed between her legs at exactly the right spot.  Maddy stifled
a groan.


Eli kissed her.  The rest of the world
receded, all her focus on his tongue, his lips pressing against her.  On
his hard body and the hands that squeezed and touched and rubbed.  She
felt strung tight with need, wound up with want.


One of his hands slid up her thigh to grip her
ass.  She opened to him, wrapping her leg around his waist.  The feel
of him between her thighs made her wet.


A car drove by them, the noise jolting her out
of her lust-filled daze.  Maddy pulled away from their kiss.  “People
can see us.”


Burying his face in her neck so she almost
couldn’t hear him, Eli said, “I don’t give a damn.”  One of his hands
crept toward her breast.


Donovan ran up to them.  “Let’s get out of
here.”


Eli groaned but Maddy pushed at him until he put
her down.  “We didn’t have the keys,” Eli said.


“Good thing or you might have already marked
her.”  Donovan’s voice had a little growl in it.  He unlocked the
doors.  “You realize everyone in the restaurant could see you through the
window.”


Maddy wailed.


“Who cares?” Eli said.  “So they saw me
making out with my mate.  So what?”  He opened the back door and held
it for Maddy.


She hurried inside, wanting to get out of the
view of the restaurant’s windows.  Eli got in after her so she scooted to
the other side while Donovan got back in the driver’s seat.


“You didn’t want to sit in the front?” Maddy
said.


Eli snagged her around the waist and pulled her
toward him.  “You’re kidding, right?”  He kissed her.


Distantly, Maddy heard Donovan say, “Wait for
me.  It’s just a few minutes to my house.” 


She pushed lightly at Eli’s shoulder. 
“Poor Donovan.”


“Donovan’s fine,” Eli said.  “Kiss me some
more.”


                                                                 #


Eli dipped his head to kiss Maddy again. 
Holding her, touching her, he realized that all the years of anger and hurt
were nothing more than wanting.  And now he had her.  He felt
complete.  And all the rest of it was quickly fading away.


More than complete, he felt buzzed, like he’d
been drinking all night when he hadn’t touched a drop.  He felt clearer,
sharper and at the same time more boneless than ever before in his life.


He was just moving his hand from Maddy’s
shoulder toward her breast when the car screeched to a halt.  Maddy lifted
her head.


“We’re here,” Donovan said a split second before
his door slammed shut and Maddy’s opened.  He was using all his werewolf
speed tonight.  Donovan took Maddy’s arm.  “Let’s go inside.”


Eli didn’t want to let go of her even long
enough to get to the bed.  Then he thought about her spread out, naked,
hands gripping the sheets, and he found the strength to move.


Donovan’s place was nice.  It backed up on
the forest, easy access for night time runs.  It was a little small,
though, and didn’t even have a garage, just a little carport.  When they
pooled their resources, they’d definitely have to get a bigger place.


Donovan and Maddy were already halfway to the
front door.  Eli came up behind Maddy and put his hands on her hips as
they walked.


“You’re going to trip,” she said.


“That just means I’d fall on top of you,” Eli
said.  “I’m okay with that.”  He felt a giddy excitement fill him.


Donovan laughed as Maddy said, “So much for
being protective.”


“You’re right.  I’d roll and end up with
you on top of me.  I’m okay with that, too.”


Donovan fumbled with the door then opened
it.  “Up the stairs and to the right.  Let’s make it all the way to
the bed.”


“You’re asking too much,” Maddy said.


Eli’s abdomen clenched.  She wanted
him.  He grabbed her and pinned her against the wall, kissing her. 
He forgot where he was, forgot who he was.  All that existed was
Maddy and their kiss.


“Enough.”  Donovan pushed Eli hard enough
to dislodge him from Maddy.  “My turn.”  But instead of taking Eli’s
place, Donovan picked Maddy up and carried her up the stairs.


“Hey!”  Eli hurried after him.


“I want to sleep with my mates for the first
time in a real bed.  None of this up against a wall stuff,” Donovan said.


“You must have nerves of steel.”  Maddy ran
her fingers through Donovan’s hair.  “How can you hold back?”


“You held back all through dinner.”  He
kissed her thumb when it drifted past his lips.


“That was different,” Maddy said.  “That
was before Eli kissed me.”


Eli paused on the steps.  He should check
his ears.  Did she just say she lost all control after he kissed
her?  He couldn’t keep the grin off his face as he took the stairs two at
a time to catch up.


They hadn’t spent long enough on the first floor
to see anything.  The second floor looked rough-hewn.  Neat, but
half-finished.  It was fine for a bachelor, but Eli wanted better for
Maddy.  She’d want better, too.


For a just a second, he felt that old resentment
rise up, the feeling that nothing was good enough for her, that he could
never be good enough for her.  But he knew that wasn’t true now, so he
squashed it down again.


The bedroom had almost nothing in it, and no
carpet or rug.  But the bed loomed large, an extra-big king-size covered
in comforters and fluffy pillows.  Not too many pillows, just enough to
look like the most comfortable bed Eli would ever sleep in.


Not that he wanted to sleep tonight.


                                                                 #


Donovan put Maddy down, letting her body slide
down the front of his.  Watching Eli and Maddy make out had driven him
nuts.  Maybe later, when they’d had their fill of each other…years
later…he could watch them kiss without dying to be in the middle of it. 
But not now.


Still he held back.  This first time with
the three of them should be special.  Something they’d remember
forever.  He cupped Maddy’s cheeks, brushing her hair back from her
face.  “I feel so lucky to have you as my mate.”  Then he kissed her,
trying to put everything he was feeling–the lust, the desire, the
yearning, the need, and the caring that grew deeper with every
second–into the kiss.


Maddy wound her arms around him, responding with
just as much fervor.  Her hands rubbed up and down his back.  The
feel of her cracked something inside him, pushing him from tenderness to a need
that bordered desperation.  Donovan pulled her even closer, fitting her
small body against his, his cock hard against her soft stomach.  He
gripped her ass and lifted her.  Without missing a single lick she wrapped
her legs around his waist.


Another body pressed up against Maddy’s
back.  Donovan opened his eyes for a second to see Eli kissing her neck,
his hands gripping her hips.


Which made him wonder.  He’d fantasized for
years about having sex with both his mates at the same time–double
penetration.  But Maddy was so tiny, so delicate.  She was a
lady.  Would she be willing to do something like that?


He didn’t need to worry.  Whether she would
or she wouldn’t, he’d be happy with it.  Just having his mates was enough.


And then there was Eli.  Male mates
typically had sex with each other.  Almost always, as far as Donovan could
tell.  And while he’d never experimented with other boys, he had to admit
the idea of having sex with Eli was a total turn-on.  So the feel of Eli’s
hands brushing against Donovan’s abdomen as he held Maddy’s hips had Donovan
hard as a rock.


Donovan shifted one of the hands that held Maddy
up so he held her with his forearm instead.  He pressed his hand against
Eli’s cock, opening his eyes to meet Eli’s over Maddy’s shoulder.


Eli sucked in his breath, his eyes falling
half-shut.


Donovan couldn’t move very much or he’d drop
Maddy.  But he rubbed his thumb against Eli’s hardness, eliciting a low
moan from his mate.


“I want to kiss you,” Eli said.


Donovan lifted his head.  “Maddy, honey, I
need to put you down.”


She looked dazed.  “Okay.”  She slid
down his front and he put her aside with another kiss.


Then Donovan grabbed Eli.  Their mouths
came together hard, like a contest to see which one was stronger, except this
time they’d both win.  Donovan gripped Eli tight as they kissed, their
tongues dueling.


Donovan pushed his hand between them so he could
cup Eli’s cock and do it more properly this time.  He squeezed it through
Eli’s jeans.  Then Eli did the same, his hand rubbing over Donovan’s
cock.  The shock of the sensation jolted through Donovan.


He growled as he pushed Eli backward toward the
bed.  When Eli’s legs hit the mattress, they paused.


“Clothes,” Eli said.  “Maddy.”


Donovan reached behind him for Maddy but she had
already followed them.  He gave her a hard kiss.  “Take off your
clothes.”


She got a glint in her eye and put her hands on
her hips.  “Why don’t you take them off?”


Donovan shared a look with Eli.  “Shall
we?”


Together they jumped her, Eli working on her
pants while Donovan yanked her top over her head.  He circled around to
her back to undo her bra just as Eli pulled her pants and undies down her
legs.  In ten seconds flat she stood naked before them.


“Much better,” Eli said.


Maddy pulled at both their shirts. 
“Better, except you two are still dressed.”  She took a step backward,
motioning with her hands.  “Take ‘em off.”


Donovan took a second to look at her.  Her
clothes had been nice and fashionable but had done a terrible job of
highlighting what lay beneath–the high, round tits peaked with hard
nipples showing her arousal, the lightly muscled body and softly curved stomach
and hips, the neatly trimmed hair on her mons.  He couldn’t have imagined
a more beautiful wolf.  And now she was his.


Eli already had his shirt off.  Maybe that
was part of his problem–he didn’t know how to stop and enjoy the
scenery.  Then Maddy raised her eyebrow at Donovan as if to say “hurry
up.”


He grinned as he yanked off his shirt and went
to work on his jeans.  Still, Eli beat him, taking the opportunity to step
forward and wrap his arms around Maddy.


“I’m sorry,” Eli whispered, touching her
forehead with his.  “For everything.  I’m sorry.”


It needed to be said, but Donovan wasn’t sure
this was the best time for it.  The last thing he wanted was for things to
turn maudlin and the passion to be lost.  Although with the mating urge
riding them all hard, he wasn’t sure the passion could be lost.  Still.


Donovan shucked off his jeans and peeled off his
socks then flung his arms around Maddy and Eli who were still staring into each
other’s eyes.  He put his hand on the back of each of their
heads–Maddy, who stood a good foot shorter than Donovan, and Eli, who was
a couple of inches taller than him.  “Ready?”  He pulled Maddy’s head
toward his.


Their lips met hard, no tongue.  His hand
tightened on Eli’s neck.  As soon as he finished kissing Maddy, he turned
his head and kissed Eli, just as hard.  Eli gripped him around the waist,
his fingers almost digging into Donovan’s muscle.


Eli stepped backward, pulling Donovan and Maddy
with him toward the bed.  Without a word, Eli and Donovan lifted Maddy and
dropped her in the middle of the mattress, ignoring her startled scream. 
They climbed onto the bed on either side of her, sandwiching her between them. 
Donovan flung one leg over Maddy to wrap around Eli’s calf.
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When all three of them touched like this, skin
to skin, it was like nothing Donovan had ever felt before.  Now he
understood why new mates stayed in bed for days.  This could be addictive.


While Donovan had been seeking skin, Eli had
already snagged Maddy, kissing her in a long, slow French kiss.  Donovan
buried his face in her neck, kissing and nibbling his way over her collarbone
down to her chest.


And those breasts.  Not too big, not too small,
they were exactly how he liked them–up-thrust and begging to be
touched.  Even better, Eli was otherwise engaged.  Donovan had both
breasts to himself.


He gently rubbed the one farthest from him while
licking the pad of his tongue over the other nipple.  Maddy
shivered.  He sucked the nipple into his mouth, rolling his tongue over it
at the same time.  


Maddy’s back arched, pushing it even further
against him.  Her hand rested on the back of his head, fingers threaded
through his hair.  He trailed his hand from her breast down her body to
slide between her legs.  Her pussy was already slippery with her
juices.  Donovan groaned at the feel of her.


He pressed one finger into her; it slid in with
no resistance.  Maddy’s hips lifted, pushing him deeper.


Eli’s hair brushed Donovan’s forehead as he
latched onto her other nipple.  Their eyes met for a moment then Donovan
gazed down Maddy’s smooth, supple body.  He released his hold on her
nipple so he could sit up and watch his finger slide in and out of her pussy. 
His cock jerked as though wanting to take his finger’s place.


First things first.  Maddy needed to come.


Donovan rubbed his thumb against her moist
pussy, his finger still inside her, then he pressed it against her clit. 
Maddy’s hips jerked.  He eased a second finger into her pussy then held
them both there while he slid his thumb over her clit again and again.


Maddy’s breaths came in short, little
gasps.  “Oh, my God.”  A lovely pink flush covered her upper chest.


Eli pulled back to look down at her.  “You
going to come soon, honey?”


It took her a moment to reply.  “Yes.”


Eli rubbed her breast and then rubbed from her
chest to her abdomen and back again as he watched Donovan’s fingers working
Maddy’s clit.


Her muscles tightened, her hips lifting even
further.  Where her hand rested against Donovan’s side, her fingers
curled, nails scraping against his skin before disappearing into her
fist.  Her mouth open, cries getting louder, she tipped her head back.


Then she exploded.  The shudders ripped
through her body, shaking her, her muscles clenching around Donovan’s fingers
where they moved inside her.


It was the sexiest thing Donovan had ever seen
in his life.


He couldn’t wait to get inside her. 
Without removing his fingers, careful not to jar her from the orgasm that still
rippled through her, he kneed his way between her legs.


“Wait,” Eli said.  “I wanted to go down on
her.”


Donovan could barely keep from growling. 
He had to be inside her.  Now.  “You can wait until later.”


Eli frowned.  “So can you.”


Their eyes met.  It was past time Eli
understood that Donovan was the alpha in their threesome.  Eli’s jaw
clenched, but Donovan didn’t look away.  Finally Eli broke, his eyes
shifting to the side, submitting to Donovan’s dominance.


Donovan settled himself between Maddy’s legs and
lay on top of her, holding his weight on his elbows.  “Ready?” He looked
into her eyes.


Her lips curled up, a warmth settling into her
eyes.  “You bet.”


Eli curled into her side, his skin brushing
Donovan’s.  Donovan couldn’t imagine anything more perfect; they should
all be together.  Always.


He gently pushed inside her, the slick walls of
her pussy snug around him.  He kept his eyes on hers.  He wanted to
remember this moment forever.


Maddy ran her hands up his arms, across his shoulders,
to cup his cheeks.  She tugged lightly.  “Kiss me.”


Donovan kissed her as he moved inside her. 
His muscles tightened until his whole body felt like a bow string about to let
loose.  This was more than sex, more than the most extreme arousal he’d
ever felt in his life.  He felt like he was becoming part of her, and she
was becoming part of him.  He’d never felt so close to anyone in his life.


Then he felt Eli’s hand rubbing his back and it
wasn’t just Maddy anymore.  He felt just as close to Eli, to both of them
at the same time.  Still moving inside her, he leaned over and captured
Eli’s lips.


Donovan breathed faster.  Unable to hold
himself back, he slid into Maddy’s pussy faster and faster.  When he felt
his fangs emerging, he pulled back from the kiss with Eli.  He wanted to
mark Maddy.


Now.


Donovan buried his face in Maddy’s neck, his
teeth brushing her skin.  A few moments more and he’d bite her.  


Maddy’s fingers dug into his back.  With
her mouth near his ear, her breathing sounded loud and ragged.  “Now?”


“Soon.”  He barely recognized the rough
growl of his voice.


Her teeth gripped his shoulder, not yet breaking
skin.


“Soon,” he said again, but he wasn’t sure he
could hold on more than another second or two.


Maddy’s legs clamped around his waist, her hands
tightening on his back, then her teeth sunk into his skin.


Donovan’s orgasm ripped through his body
stronger and faster than ever before.  In the first few seconds he could
do nothing more than hold on as his vision went black and his entire world
narrowed to the sensations rocketing through him.  Then he managed to move
his jaw just enough to bite Maddy.


Her voice was muffled against his shoulder but
still loud as she half-screamed, half-howled.  Her body shook so hard she
nearly shook him off.


Donovan held on tight until the orgasm receded
and he became aware of his surroundings again–Eli rubbing his arm, Maddy
gently pulling her teeth from his shoulder, his muscles trembling as though
he’d done a hard workout.  Donovan kissed the spot where he’d bitten
Maddy, glad to see the bite marks already healing over.


“Did that feel as amazing as it looked?” Eli
said.


“Better.”  Maddy’s voice sounded gravelly.


A warmth spread through Donovan’s chest. 
He’d done that–rocked her world so hard her voice changed tone.


“Then it’s my turn.” Eli kissed Maddy.


Donovan knew he needed to move, but his limbs
felt like jelly.  Finally he managed to roll to the side, still touching
Maddy.  Maddy, his new mate.


                                                                 #


Maddy almost groaned as Donovan pulled out of
her and rolled to the side.  Even her fingertips felt tired.  Yet
underneath it all, she still felt a need, an emptiness.  For Eli, she was
sure.  But how would she possibly have enough energy to make love with him
too?


Eli continued to kiss her and almost without her
realizing it, snuggled on top of her.  As soon as his hips settled between
her thighs, she felt an answering tug low in her belly and a surge of energy.


Maybe she could do this after all.


With his hands on either side of her face, Eli
smoothed back her hair and looked into her eyes.  “My turn.”


“I can’t wait.”  She meant it.  Not
that the wounds he’d inflicted as recently as that morning weren’t still there,
but they weren’t going to stop her from marking him.


Eli pulled himself up onto his knees.  Holding
himself, he rubbed the head of his cock against her clit.  Maddy
shivered.  After the two orgasms she’d already had, she felt like she had
a hair trigger, that the slightest touch could set her off.  As Eli
continued to rub against her, her hips lifted off the mattress, yearning,
seeking.


“Come for me,” Eli said.


She could barely catch her breath enough to
speak.  “Soon.”  The fingers of one hand balled up the sheets while
the other tightened on Donovan’s hip where he lay beside her.


“It feels so good.”  Eli gazed at her
pussy.


She’d have agreed, loudly, if she could manage
to talk.  Instead, she could only mewl and cry out as she came, a river of
sensations flooding through her and drowning out every thought.


Maddy had barely come back to herself when she
felt Eli sliding his cock inside her.  He felt slimmer than Donovan, and
if anything, harder.  That’s when she realized she hadn’t seen either of
them, not really.  Not enough to get a good look.


There’d be time later.  Eli shuddered with
each thrust as though he could barely hold himself back.  His teeth had
already emerged, making his face look more feral.  More fearsome.


They bumped noses with a short laugh as he moved
his head to her other shoulder.  She understood–this way she’d have
a bite on each shoulder.  Although there was no reason she couldn’t have
them both together.


She readied herself, fitting her own teeth over
his shoulder near his neck.  Even though she’d come three times already
and didn’t feel like she could possibly do it again, she knew she would. 
When Donovan bit her, she’d had no choice; the orgasm had overwhelmed
her.  She expected the same from Eli’s bite.


Eli pushed into her faster and faster, his fangs
catching on her skin as he jolted against her.  “Maddy.”  The word
sounded distorted around his teeth.


“Not yet,” she whispered.  She held on
tight, almost fearful of falling into another orgasm, losing herself so
completely.  Then she met Donovan’s eyes.  They’d turned yellow in
his excitement, even though he wasn’t the one about to be marked.


“Now,” Eli growled a second before he sunk his
teeth in her shoulder.


She immediately did the same to him just before
her world went black, her body catapulting into a sightless, soundless,
mindless space beyond where she’d ever been before.  All she could do was
feel and all she could feel was the most intense pleasure imaginable.


Hours later…or maybe minutes later…she opened
her eyes to see Eli breathing heavily with his head bowed over her. 
“Eli?”


He didn’t open his eyes.  “Amazing.”


“Wait until the second time.”  Her voice
sounded even huskier.  She hoped it would go back to normal in the
morning.


Now his eyes met hers.  “You’re
right.  There’s work left to do.”  His gaze moved to Donovan.


Their alpha mate lay on his side with his head
in his hand.  “You up for it?”


“Are you?” Eli said.


Donovan looked at his crotch.  “You’d
better believe it.”


She couldn’t help but roll her eyes.  It
didn’t take long for them to forget to be gentlemen around her.


Eli dropped a kiss on her lips.  “You’d
better scoot over, honey.  This could get violent.”


Violent?  Heaven save her from
testosterone.


Maddy crawled to the head of the bed and nestled
herself against the pillows, leaving the rest of the bed wide open for the men
and their violent mating.


 


                                                                 #


As soon as Maddy crawled clear, Eli grabbed
Donovan and kissed him hard.  When he’d survived the orgasm with Maddy,
Eli never would have thought he could be up for another round so quickly, but
his dick was hard as a rock.  He wanted Donovan.  He wanted him now.


Except he wasn’t quite sure what to do past the
kissing part.  And touching.  Kissing and touching were fine. 
And he’d heard about the rest of it–blowjobs, anal sex.  But vague
ideas weren’t good enough to tell him how to do those things.


He faltered, kissing Donovan a little
slower.  Donovan responded by rolling Eli under him and gripping his cheek
while he plundered Eli’s mouth.


Eli forgot himself for a moment, instead
tightening his arms around Donovan’s back, his hands sliding down to grab his ass. 
Donovan had a great ass.


As Eli’s hands kneaded Donovan’s butt, Donovan
groaned.  “Is that what you want?”


Eli, drunk on passion, wasn’t sure what Donovan
meant.


Donovan asked again.  “Is that what you
want?  My ass?”


Before he thought twice, he admitted, “I want
all of you.”


Donovan grinned.  “That makes two of
us.”  He pushed his hand between their bodies and squeezed Eli’s cock.


“God, that feels good.”  Eli wanted Donovan
to feel just as good.  He rolled them onto their sides so he could get his
hand on Donovan’s cock.  Then they lay face to face, rubbing each other
and looking into each other’s eyes.


Donovan gripped Eli’s neck, his thumb rubbing
over his cheek.  Then he kissed Eli again, but softer this time.  The
gentle touch was the opposite of the almost frantic way Donovan stroked Eli’s
cock.


It hit Eli all over again.  This was his
mate.  This was the man he’d live with the rest of his life.  Eli
deepened the kiss, pushing toward Donovan while Donovan pushed back.


Then Donovan flipped him onto his back. 
Before Eli could even sit up, Donovan had knelt between Eli’s legs and taken
his cock firmly in his hand.  Donovan braced himself on one hand and
leaned forward, closer and closer to Eli’s cock.  Eli’s body shook,
waiting for Donovan’s mouth to close over him.


Closer…closer…nearly there.  A look passed
across Donovan’s face, an uncertainty.  Donovan didn’t know how to handle
a man in his bed anymore than Eli did.  If anything, it made Eli feel more
bold.  “I can’t wait.  Suck it.”


Donovan hesitated a second more.


Eli lowered his voice.  “It’s going to be
great.  Heck, I’ll probably come just thinking about you licking me. 
I sure as hell won’t remember what you do.”


Donovan’s eyes flicked toward his, a smile
curling around the edges of his lips.  “Good to know.”  He opened his
mouth wide and inhaled Eli’s dick.


Eli’s head fell back, a moan erupting from his
throat.  He wanted to watch, but right now all he could do was feel, feel
Donovan’s wet mouth surrounding him, the amazing friction against the head of
his cock on every stroke, the heat and tightness.


No one had ever sucked him off like this
before.  Women were always more tentative, more gentle.  And while he
appreciated that they didn’t want to hurt him accidentally, his cock wasn’t
that fragile.  Donovan understood that.  He sucked Eli the way he’d
always wanted to be sucked – quick, dirty, a little rough.


Eli managed to open his eyes and watch. 
He’d never seen anything so amazing in his life, and watching Donovan made Eli
even harder.  He put his hand on the back of Donovan’s head–not
pushing, just resting it there.  “It’s perfect,” Eli murmured.


Donovan chuckled and Eli felt it all the way
through his length.  Eli moaned again but managed to keep his eyes open
this time.


With a quick move, Donovan shifted so his head
was more directly over Eli’s cock.  Then he sped up.  Eli’s hand lay
on Donovan’s shoulder, his grip tightening with each stroke.


“Not much longer.”  Eli tugged on Donovan’s
arm.  “I want to mark you.”


Donovan met his eyes but didn’t slow down; if
anything, he sped up.











 


 


 


                                                    Chapter 6


 


 


“Donovan.”  His voice turning guttural, Eli
felt his teeth elongating, sliding against the inside of his lips.


Again, his mate sped up.  Eli tried to sit,
to reach Donovan any way he could, but Donovan threw his arm over Eli’s chest
and pushed him down.  Eli howled, the sound garbled in his half-human /
half-wolf throat.


Then he came.


His back arched, pushing against the arm still
holding him down, as his cock pulsed inside Donovan’s mouth.  Donovan held
still, his lips against Eli’s abdomen, sucking lightly and swallowing. 
Tight as a drum, Eli’s muscles shook, holding him in the moment of absolute
pleasure for as long as possible.  And then he flopped back onto the bed.


Donovan released him then lay down beside him,
his hand stroking Eli’s cheek.


“Why didn’t you let me mark you?” Eli’s teeth
had started to recede but speaking was still difficult.


“It wasn’t time yet.  I want us to mark
each other together.”


It took Eli’s pleasure-fogged brain a second,
then he understood.  They’d mark each other when Eli brought Donovan to
climax.  It was Eli’s turn to suck cock for the first time.


He’d do his best.  Eli gripped the back of
Donovan’s head and pulled him in for a long, soul-sucking kiss.  At the
same time, he slid his hand down Donovan’s body to stroke his cock, feeling all
the differences between Donovan’s cock and his own.  His was slimmer and
it curved to the side when it got hard.  Donovan’s arched up toward his
belly like a perfect specimen, and while only an average length, it’s thickness
felt impressive.


Eli kissed Donovan’s jaw, then his throat, then
his collarbone.  Edging his way down Donovan’s body, Eli laid moist kisses
against his body…his pec, his nipple, his tight, tight abs, his hipbone.  All
the while, Eli prepared himself for what was coming.  How hard could it be
to suck a cock?  Up and down, right?  Truth was, he was more excited
than nervous, his cock already twitching against his leg.


Eli rested his palm against Donovan’s thigh,
positioning himself over the thick cock in front of his nose.  The pink
head looked soft and almost spongy.  A bead of cum pearled at the
tip.  Eli licked it into his mouth.


“Beautiful.”  Donovan sat up on his elbows,
watching.


“Beautiful is for chicks,” Eli said.


“Fine.  Hot, then.  Amazing. 
Keep going.”


Eli sucked in his breath.  Up and
down.  Easy.


He slid his mouth over Donovan’s cock, feeling
his lips stretch just a little to accommodate the width.  On the first
stroke, he got barely an inch into his mouth, but with each stroke he took more
and more as Donovan’s cock became slick with Eli’s spit.


“So good.”  Donovan slid his hand down the
side of Eli’s head until it rested on his shoulder.


“Beautiful,” Maddy said, the hint of laughter in
her voice.


He’d kind of forgotten she was there, she’d been
so quiet.  At the same time, he’d had an awareness of her presence. 
He’d have known if she left.  He reached out and snagged her foot, rubbing
the soft skin on top with his thumb while he continued to suck Donovan’s
cock.  That now-familiar feeling of the three of them touching came over
him and his cock jerked.


Donovan’s fingers dug into his shoulder. 
“Soon.  Come up here.”


So he should stop when Donovan told him to, even
though Donovan wouldn’t stop when he asked?  Hell with that.


“Now.”  Donovan’s voice sounded more like a
growl.


When Eli didn’t move quickly enough, Donovan
jerked on his upper arm and Eli flew upward onto the bed.  Donovan rolled
against him, grabbing his cock and stroking it.


“What the hell?  I could have bitten you by
accident.”  Eli didn’t have a chance to say anything more because Donovan
covered his mouth with his own.


In seconds, Eli forgot that he’d been
pissed.  He felt his way down Donovan’s body to rub his cock as
frantically as Donovan was rubbing his.  Eli’s heart beat faster and
faster until he could hear nothing but the beat of his heart in his ears. 
His vision blurred.  There was just Donovan, Donovan and the need whipping
through his body.  His teeth sharpened and without a thought he leaned
toward Donovan’s neck.


Donovan clamped down on Eli’s shoulder, breaking
skin and sending an avalanche of sensation ricocheting through him as he
experienced another orgasm as powerful as the one with Maddy.  Eli held on
a few seconds longer, just long enough to bite Donovan.  Then he let
himself go, body tight, hard, fixed, cock pulsing until he nearly went blind.


It seemed a long time before Donovan pulled his
teeth from Eli’s shoulder.  He licked the wound gently then kissed
it.  Eli released him just as carefully then Donovan flopped back on the
bed.  He pulled Eli into him.  A few seconds later, Maddy crawled
over Donovan to snuggle in between them.


Home.  Home at last.


                                                                 #


The man prowled the neighborhood.  Even
though he knew he couldn’t take Madison Blake, he’d followed her and her mates
to a house on the edge of the forest.  There he watched outside.  He
couldn’t see a thing, not even shadows behind the shades, but that didn’t stop
him from imagining.


Her mates would do everything to her that he
would have done.  That he should have done.  If he’d only taken her a
day or two ago, that would be him joining with her now, and not those two other
wolves.


He felt a pain in his heart as sharp as if she’d
rejected his advances outright.  It shouldn’t have gone this way. 
Next time, he’d make sure it didn’t.  He’d move faster.


But did he know she’d reject him if he took her
now?  The other woman hadn’t been able to handle his touch.  He knew
it but he didn’t want to believe it.  He could try anyway, couldn’t
he?  He loved Madison so much.


                                                                 #


When Maddy woke, she knew everything had
changed.  Her body felt well-used and the almost-healed marks on her
shoulders pulled just a little.  For a moment, she basked in the afterglow
of their mating.  


She opened her eyes slowly, the light from the
window momentarily blinding her.  Then she blinked, and saw Eli.


Her stomach clenched.  Last night, it had
all seemed so easy.  So clear.  He had apologized.  And in the
moment, overwhelmed by desire, she’d foolishly thought everything would be okay
from now on.  Instead, she looked at his sleeping face and saw not her
beloved mate, but the boy who’d bullied her for so many years.


For a moment, Maddy didn’t breathe, afraid to
wake him.  Which was ridiculous.  He’d apologized.  Even if she
needed time to forgive him, she still didn’t need to be afraid any more. 
He wouldn’t hurt her.  Still, she slowly pushed away from him, preparing
to get out of bed.


She ran into a brick wall.  


With a moan, Donovan curled his body around hers
from behind and buried his face in her neck.  “Morning.”


“Morning,” she whispered.  Then Eli opened
his eyes and she held her breath.


He gazed at her for a moment, then cupped her
face.  His thumb rubbed over her lips.  “I can’t believe it was all real.” 
He kissed her gently.


Something inside her released.  He wouldn’t
hurt her.  See?


Donovan’s hand slid down her body to rest
between her legs.  “This is the perfect way to wake up.”


Eli grinned and slid in closer.  “I agree.”


She was forgetting something. 
“Wait.”  She pushed up on her elbow to look at the alarm clock. 
“What time is it?”


The clock showed eight thirty.  The library
opened at nine.


Donovan pulled her back down onto the
mattress.  “You don’t think you’re going anywhere.”


“I have to work.”


Eli brushed his hand down her cheek and
throat.  “Call in sick.”


Struggling out from between them, she said, “You
don’t understand.  I’m the only one working today.  If I don’t go in,
the library won’t open.”  She crawled over Donovan’s legs and tumbled out
of bed.  “Where are my clothes?  Oh, God.  I can’t wear the same
clothes two days in a row.  And I need a shower.”


Donovan clambered out of bed and hugged her from
behind.  “Hey.  Calm down.  We’ve got this.  I’ll throw on
some clean clothes.  The two of you will drop me at the library and I’ll
get it opened up while Eli takes you back to your place in my car.  After
you get showered and dressed, you can come relieve me at the library.”


“You’re not a librarian.”  Maddy turned
around in his arms.  “We can’t—”


”No one will have a problem with it, I
promise.  I’ll just tell everyone who walks through the door that we’re
new mates and you didn’t get out of bed early enough.”


She gasped.  “You wouldn’t!”


Donovan smacked her on the lips.  “We’d
better get going.”


She could think of a dozen things wrong with his
plan, but couldn’t come up with anything better.  Even if she showered
here, she couldn’t show up in the same rumpled clothes.  And while she
might have enough time to run home and get clean clothes, there wasn’t time to
do that and shower too.


And with her mates’ scents all over her…all
over her…she couldn’t possibly work all day without showering first.


“Fine.  Let’s go.”  Maddy quickly
pulled on her clothes.  


Donovan took a few extra seconds, putting on
nice khakis and running a razor over his cheeks.  While she appreciated
the effort, they were burning daylight.  She fought the urge to bounce on
her toes while she waited.


Eli hugged her.  “Antsy, aren’t you? 
Relax.  Everyone knows how it is with new mates.”


His touch soothed her.  “I’m still
new.  I just want to do a good job.”


“I’m sure you’re doing a great job.”


She waited for the end of the sentence…’Miss
High-and-Mighty’…but it didn’t come.  Her muscles relaxed just a little,
and she let her head rest on Eli’s chest.


Donovan swept out of the bathroom and toward the
door.  “Stop dawdling you two.  We’ve gotta get a move on.”


“We were waiting for you,” Eli grumbled at him
as they followed him down the stairs.


An hour later, showered and appropriately
dressed, Maddy preceded Eli into the library.  Donovan sat behind the
desk, grinning like a Cheshire and talking with the five elderly ladies arrayed
around him.


The flirt.


When his eyes found Maddy, all five women turned
to look.  As one mass, they detached from the desk and descended on Maddy,
cooing about mates and love and making comments that turned Maddy’s ears red.


Eli ducked around her and hid behind a rack of
books.


Mrs. Perkins gripped her arm.  “How was
it?  Oh, to be young again!”


“Did they rock your world?” Another woman said.


“I’m surprised you can even walk today.”


“Why didn’t you call in sick?  We all would
have understood.”


Maddy looked at Donovan; Eli was no longer in
sight.  “Help?”


“You’re the one who wanted to come to work
today.”  His face could barely contain his smile.


“I didn’t really think you’d stand by the door
telling everyone we’re mates,” she said.


“I didn’t.  They knew already.”  He
jumped over the desk in an acrobatic leap and walked toward her. 
“Remember your display at the restaurant last night?  The whole town
knows.”


She flashed hot and then cold with the memory of
Eli’s kiss, his hands, the way he held her against the car…and then the thought
of everyone in town hearing about it.


“So romantic,” Mrs. Perkins said.  “He couldn’t
keep his hands off you.”


Donovan cupped her face with both hands. 
“I know the feeling.”


“I should get back to work,” Maddy said
faintly.  This was her nightmare scenario come to life.


                                                                 #


The man had spent the entire day watching the
she-wolf who’d slipped through his fingers.  The need, the rage, grew
within him until he couldn’t stand it.  He knew that he should go find
someone else.  He knew that if he took her, she wouldn’t accept him. 
He knew he couldn’t do what he wanted so badly to do.  But he was going to
do it anyway.


Madison Blake would be his.


                                                                 #


Eli couldn’t wait to see Maddy again.  An
entire day without her seemed like far too much.  So even though she
wasn’t due to get off work for another half hour, he showed up at the library
and hung out in his car.  He wanted to surprise her.  Maybe get a few
minutes alone with her before Donovan joined them.


The sun slowly set, the Harvest Moon rising in
the east.  It’d been a warm September but soon they’d be donning coats and
hunkering down for winter.


With ten minutes still to wait, Eli became aware
of something.  A bad feeling.  His senses didn’t tell him anything
outright, but something was off.


He wanted to get out of the car so he could
prowl, but was afraid of making a sound.  If he hadn’t been detected
already, he didn’t want to be.  Instead, he watched, listened, sniffed.


In the corner, Eli saw a shadow where there
shouldn’t have been one.  He focused all his senses on that one spot, but
couldn’t detect anything other than the shadow itself–no person, no
movement, no scent.


He might be imagining things.  But it
didn’t hurt to be alert.


Ten minutes later, Maddy came out of the
library.  Her demur dress revealed shapely calves; a strand of hair had
fallen from her up-do to rest against her cheek.  Eli felt a surge of lust
that tightened his stomach and made him forget his surroundings.  He
opened the car door and stepped out.


At first he didn’t even realize what was
happening.  Some motion near the door, a moving shadow, a scream. 
Then everything came into focus.  Maddy, kicking and yelling, as a man in
a black trench coat pulled her away from the building.


Eli was running before a coherent thought went
through his head, all his power pushing him to wolf speed.











 


 


 


                                                    Chapter 7


 


 


As Eli sprinted, Maddy landed a blow against her
assailant, jamming her elbow into his stomach.  Eli hadn’t expected
that.  His mate had never seemed like a fighter.  Right now, he
couldn’t be happier to be wrong.


He had almost reached them when Maddy dropped to
the ground, pulling the man in black along with her.  The man scrambled to
his feet as quickly as he could.  Grabbing Maddy’s arm, he tried to yank
her away.


Eli jumped the last few feet, his fist poised to
hit the man square in the face.  Instead, the man twisted away, releasing
Maddy and running for the shadows.  Eli stumbled then caught himself
before he fell.  He didn’t know whether he should follow the man or make
sure that Maddy was okay.  The two seconds he spent hesitating were two
seconds too long.  The man disappeared.


“Eli,” Maddy said.  She reached for him.


He knelt beside her, running his hands all over
her body looking for wounds or any other injuries.  She seemed to be okay
but he checked her over one more time just to be sure.


“I’m fine.” She pushed at his chest.  “Go
after him.”


“It’s too late.  He’s gone.  Who was
he?  Did you see his face?”


“No, I couldn’t see him.  He was wearing a
mask.”


Eli caught a whiff of something out of
place.  Something not Maddy.  Something not pack.  It had to be
the assailant.  It couldn’t be anyone else.


He needed a better sniff.  He moved in the
direction the man had run in, his nose close to the ground.  There it
was.  The odd smell—but stronger here, not mixed in with Maddy and
all the people who had walked in and out of the library all day.


Scrambling to his feet and yanking his cell
phone out of his pocket, Eli made his way back to Maddy and called 911 at the
same time.  With any luck, the smell would still be there when his brother
the Sheriff arrived.


                                                                 #


The man hunkered in the shadows, shaking. 
He’d been so close.  If her mate hadn’t been there, he’d easily have
overpowered her.  By now, she’d be in the trunk of his car as they headed
into the mountains toward his home.  He had but one wife now, all his
other wives taken from him.  He needed more.  He needed Maddy.


But he couldn’t have her.  The man fought
the urge to growl, to howl.  Her mate had saved her, and would be vigilant
now.  He’d never get close enough to take her again.


He had to let her go.  But he didn’t know
how.


                                                                 #


Donovan pulled into the library parking lot
right behind a police car.  When Eli called him, he’d dropped everything
and run.  Luckily, he’d already been home from work, and not far from the
library.  He wouldn’t feel calm until he saw that Maddy was safe.


Catapulting out of his car, he raced past the
police milling around, ducking under the arm of Eli’s brother Caleb so he could
crouch at Maddy’s side where she sat on the sidewalk.  “Are you
okay?”  He touched her face, his eyes scanning her body but finding no
wounds, no blood, no rips or tears.


“I’m fine,” she said.  “Still a little
shaken up, but otherwise fine.”


He pulled her into his arms as he gazed at
Eli.  “Who was he?”


“I didn’t get a good look,” Eli said.


“He was wearing a mask.”  Maddy put her
hand on Donovan’s chest, making a little space between them.  “And a long
black coat.”


“Was it him?” Donovan asked Caleb, who loomed
over them.


“I’m not sure.  But it would be strange for
there to be two kidnappers at work at the same time, in a town this size.”


Donovan pulled Maddy closer.  He could have
lost her.  Just like that other woman, Maddy could have disappeared and he
wouldn’t have been able to find her.  His wolf surged up inside him,
unsure whether to hide her away and keep her safe or go after the man who’d
dared to touch his mate.  “Did you get a scent?”


“Yeah.”  Caleb pointed toward the corner of
the building.  “He went that way, around the back of the library to a
parking lot over on Summit.  Must have gotten in a car, because the scent
trail ends there.  But we could tell a few things.  He’s not pack,
that’s for sure.”


“And he’s not familiar,” Eli picked up his
brother’s thought.  “None of us recognized the scent.  But we will
now.”


Knowing there was no way he could find the man,
Donovan’s wolf settled into the only option left–take Maddy someplace
safe and fortify the place so no one could get to her.  “Let’s go home.”


“I have a few more questions first,” Caleb said.


“Can’t it wait?”  Donovan stood and helped
Maddy to her feet, his arm around her.


“It would be better to talk to Maddy while the
memory’s fresh.  You’d be surprised how quickly details fade.”  Caleb
motioned toward the parking lot.  “We can sit in my car, if you
like.  It’d be warmer than out here.”


The four of them moved to the Sheriff’s
car.  Maddy sat sideways on the front seat while the men stood around the
open door.


“We already talked about the assailant,” Caleb
said.  “Now let’s talk about the setting.  You said you work
here?”  When Maddy nodded, he continued, “Is this the usual time you get
off work?”


“It varies,” she said.  “But today I was
the only one working.  So I had to stay until closing.”


“So anyone who knew that and the library’s hours
would be able to guess about when you’d be coming out that door,” Caleb said.


Donovan felt a chill go down his spine.  So
easy.  It’d been so easy for a mad man to track her.  Not a mad man…a
mad wolf.


“Did anyone know Eli was going to be here?”
Caleb said.


“No.”  Eli rested his hand along the edge
of the car’s roof.  “I decided to surprise her.  And I didn’t tell
anyone.”


“It’s a lucky thing you did,” Caleb said.


“And I will from now on,” Eli said.


“Or me,” Donovan said.  What he really
wanted was for Maddy to quit her job and stay in the house from now on, but
even his over-protective wolf knew his mate would never stand for that.


“We’ll stay by her twenty-four seven,” Eli said.


Maddy put her hand out.  “Now, wait. 
I don’t need bodyguards.  There’s got to be some way we can do this so I
don’t have to give up my life.”


“Are you saying having us with you is the same
as giving up your life?” Eli said.


It didn’t take a genius to hear the hurt in his
voice.  Great.  Eli and Maddy were finally getting along and now
they’d backtracked.


“That’s not what I mean.”  Maddy put her
hand on Eli’s chest.  “I just mean…I want to have choices.  I don’t
want to be hemmed in because of some crazy guy.”


Time to put his foot down.  “We’re keeping
you safe,” Donovan said.  He hadn’t realized how close his wolf was to the
surface until he heard the growl in his voice.  “Right now, that might
mean giving up some of your freedom.  So be it.  We’re not going to
lose you.”


Eli nodded decisively.


Maddy’s jaw tightened.  Damn, Donovan loved
seeing her get strong and fierce like this, but this wasn’t the time. 
Nevertheless, he couldn’t squelch the shot of pride that ran through him as she
squared her shoulders.


But before she could say anything, he
spoke.  “You have to let us do this, Maddy.  We can work out ways to
make it easier on you, but you have to let us protect you.  Just think
about the girl who’s missing.  She’s gone.  She might never be found
again.  Do you want to be her?”


Maddy pushed to her feet.  It didn’t help;
all three of the men still towered over her.  She opened her mouth. 
“But—”


”Think about us,” Eli said.  “If you won’t
think about yourself, think about what it would do to us if you
disappeared.  You’ve seen what it’s like when mates lose one of their
own.  It would kill us.”


She took a deep breath, not quite a sigh. 
“Fine.”


Donovan wanted to kiss Eli for saying just the
right thing, but didn’t want Maddy to think they were crowing over their
victory.  Still, he put his hand on Eli’s back and rubbed.  “Any more
questions, Caleb?”


“That’s enough for now.  You can take her
home.”  He stepped away from them to talk to one of his deputies.


Donovan immediately pulled Maddy into his arms,
resting his cheek against the top of her head.  “I can’t believe I almost
lost you.”


She hugged him back.  After a couple of
minutes, she said, “Let’s go.  I’m ready to eat.”


Eat.  He was ready to tuck her in bed where
he could examine her in minute detail and then confirm for himself she was
still every bit alive.  But instead she wanted to eat.


She could eat.  And he could make sure it
didn’t take long.  “Eli, you follow Maddy back to my house.  I’ll
pick up food at the diner and meet you there.”


Eli was nodding before Donovan had even
finished.  “Good plan.”


“Wait, why can’t we just go eat at the diner?”
Maddy said.


“No,” both men responded in unison.


As Eli steered her toward her car, he said,
“We’re feeling over-protective right now.  Indulge us.  Besides, this
way we’ll be able to go to bed much sooner.”


Sounded like he and Eli were of one mind. 
Now they just needed to get their little mate thinking the same way.


                                                                 #


Later, the containers from the food Donovan had
picked up lay strewn across the coffee table in his den.  Maddy had fought
them all the way, but once she’d gotten to Donovan’s house, she’d kind of
collapsed.  Eli had curled up with her on the couch, and when Donovan got
home, he’d suggested they stay there.


It was as good a place as any to start a
seduction.


Seeing Maddy attacked had made everything
crystal clear, like it had burned away years of pain in mere seconds.  If
Eli lost her, life would be meaningless.  Nothing else.  Simple as
that.


And while lying on the couch curled around her
in a tangle of arms and legs was great, he could think of something even
better.  His hand found a patch of bare skin underneath someone’s
clothing.  The skin was super-soft, so he figured it was Maddy’s and not
Donovan’s, but from how he was lying, he couldn’t be sure.


It didn’t matter anyway.


He stroked, tracing gentle, slowly widening
circles.  When his finger brushed the underside of a breast, he knew
exactly who and what he was touching.


“Maddy,” he whispered.


She moaned softly.  


Donovan chuckled.  “Should we move this
upstairs?  More room there.”


“I don’t want to move.”  Maddy’s voice
sounded soft, sleepy.


And Eli was getting all sorts of ideas.  “Let’s
stay here for now.  After we’ve made her come a few times, we can carry
her upstairs.”


“And get violent,” Maddy whispered.


“Violent?”  Donovan pushed the hair back
from her face.


“Mm-hmm.  Eli said you two make love
violently.”


Eli slid his hand a little higher to cup her
breast.  What a memory his little mate had.  “That’s right. 
We’d be too much for one tiny couch.”


With a happy moan, Donovan slipped to his knees
beside the couch.  As he shifted Maddy around, he said, “Come here. 
I want to lick your pussy.”


She gasped, her cheeks turning pink.


Eli ran his finger from her temple to her
chin.  “I wonder how long it’ll take until you don’t blush at dirty talk.”


“Hopefully a long time.”  With a jerk,
Donovan pulled Maddy’s skirt, stockings and panties down her legs all at
once.  “I like it.”


“Me, too,” Eli said.


“It’s just–I’m not used to hearing things
like that.  Especially about me,” she said.


“I like that, too,” Donovan said.  He ran
his hands up her bare thighs, parting them as he stroked.  “God, you’re
gorgeous.”


Guess Eli got her upper half for now.  He
pulled her shirt up, revealing her pale stomach inch by inch, then her lacy bra
encasing her perfect tits, and finally those creamy shoulders and arms. 
He tossed the shirt to the side before he buried his face in her chest. 
The soft curves of her breasts, still held together by her bra, cushioned his
cheeks as he laid moist kisses against her flesh.


Maddy threaded her fingers through his
hair.  “My two men.  I got so lucky.”


Eli had to pause a moment at that, breathing in
her scent and accepting that she was his.  Really his.  “We’re the
lucky ones.”  He lifted his head enough so he could meet her eyes.


She smiled at him, a dreamy I’m-in-love-with-you
kind of smile that warmed him from the inside out.  Then she abruptly
closed her eyes and tipped her head back, moaning.  From behind Eli,
Donovan grunted.


Eli had work to do, if he was going to rock her
world the way Donovan was.  Peeling back the cups of her bra bit by bit,
he kissed and licked and gently bit his way toward her nipples.  Such
pretty pink nipples, all hard and waiting for him.  He sucked one into his
mouth while thumbing the other to a hard nub.


This was great, but he wanted more.  Down
her body, Donovan had his head buried between her legs as her hips rolled
against him.  There had to be a way Eli could get in on that.


“Let’s put her on her side,” Eli said.


Donovan looked up at him, his forehead a
question mark, but didn’t move his mouth from her pussy.


“Let’s put her on her side,” Eli repeated, “so I
can lick her…rear.”  He’d been going to use a different word, but didn’t
want to scandalize Maddy too much.  As it was, she started turning red as
her eyes widened.


“Why…why would you do that?” she said.


“When I do it, you’ll know why.”  He didn’t
want to give her a chance to say no.  Luckily, Donovan was on board and in
seconds, they’d lifted her enough so Eli could get in behind her.  It was
an awkward position, but worth it.


Holding her leg in the air, he got himself in
place.  The first thing he noticed was the amazing scent.  Her juices
had run down from her pussy so her puckered hole smelled of sex and mate. 
Then he licked her and felt the soft but ridged surface against his tongue, now
tasting as well as smelling like Maddy’s pussy.  His cock hardened even
more, if that were possible.


As he lightly sucked, Maddy mewled and
thrashed.  He and Donovan held her lower body in place so they could
continue.  Her body tightened as she made little cries and gasps that went
straight to his groin.  Her muscles clenched harder and harder until she
erupted, shaking, shuddering, keening.  With his tongue still pressed
against her, Eli could feel the walls of her pussy clenching as she came.


Donovan raised his head, lips glistening. 
“Wanna change sides?”











 


 


 


                                                    Chapter 8


 


 


“Hell, yeah,” Eli said.  This was exactly
what he’d wanted.


The two men shifted position, as Maddy put her
hand out.  “Wait.  Aren’t we going upstairs now?  Violent mating
and all that?”


“We’re not done with you,” Donovan said.


“I think I’m done.”  She brushed her hair
out of her face.  “Totally done.”


“Nah.  You’ve got at least one more orgasm
in you,” Eli said.


“For now.” Donovan pushed her leg up in the air
again.  “And a few more later.”


Her head fell back against the couch.  “You
two will be the death of me.”


“Death by orgasm?” Eli said.


“Sounds good to me.”  Donovan dipped his
head between her nether cheeks.


Maddy’s bra was still on, the cups pulled down
to reveal her beautiful breasts.  Eli rested a hand against one of them,
rubbing his thumb over her nipple again and again while his other hand stroked
her pussy.  She was so wet.  Amazing.


His fingers slid over her clit, slippery. 
Then he pushed two of them into her and put his tongue against her clit. 
She’d be hyper-sensitive right now, on the heels of that last orgasm.  He
needed to be gentle, increase her arousal until she was ready for more.


Maddy reached her hands toward each of her
mates.  She could just barely reach Eli’s head.  Her fingers brushed
against his scalp so lightly it tickled.  Her breath shortened, her hips
moving slightly against him.


Sucking more forcefully, Eli watched her
response.  Would she cringe at too much sensation too soon? 
No.  She sucked in her breath, her eyes fluttering closed.


Perfect.


He alternated sucking the top bit of her clit
with licking down its length to where his fingers continued to slide in and out
of her.  He’d learned that along the way–a woman’s button was only
part of her clit.  Know how to stroke and lick and massage all of it and
you’d make her very happy.


Breathing becoming ragged, Maddy rubbed her
hands over her face.  “Oh, God.  I can’t—”


Yes, she could.  She could explode into a
million pieces all over again, lose control and trust in her men to bring her
to a shattering orgasm.  She could.  But he didn’t want to remove his
mouth from her sweet, sweet pussy long enough to tell her that.


“Soon,” she crooned.  She leaned over a
little so she could reach him, and rubbed her hand over his head.  “Soon,
soon.”


He couldn’t wait to watch her again, to see her
fall apart and forget herself, all because of him.  He tongued her harder,
sucked her longer, fucked his fingers into her faster.


She gasped for breath, crying out, then her body
tensed.  The world stilled for a moment, her breath caught, silence
filling the room.  And then she let go.  Her pussy tightened around
his fingers in spasms as her body rolled through a long, long shaking
shuddering shattering orgasm.


He’d done that.


Eli sat back, still lightly stroking her as her
body slowed and then stilled, her breathing returning to normal.


After lowering her leg, Donovan rested his cheek
against her hip.  “Amazing.”  He kissed her thigh.  “You want to
carry her upstairs or should I?”


“I’ll do it,” Eli said.  Anything to keep
touching her.  He pulled her into his arms and carried her toward the
stairs.


                                                                 #


Donovan followed behind, grabbing Maddy’s
clothes and hitting light switches.  Eli lay Maddy in the middle of the
bed then stripped.  While he did that, she reached behind her to unclasp
her bra and drop it on the floor.  He lay down next to her, skin to
skin.  Soon after, Donovan–naked–joined them.


Donovan had never experienced anything quite
like what they’d done on the couch.  Oral sex, sure–he’d had oral
sex before.  But this had been something more.  Partly because there
were three of them.  But mostly because he’d gotten such incredible
pleasure from giving someone else pleasure.  He’d nearly come the first
time Maddy did.  And the second time, he’d only held himself back by clamping
his fingers around his cock like a cock ring.  Never, never had anything
like that happened before.


Now the three of them lay together on the bed in
a Maddy sandwich, her tight butt pressed against his cock.  And Donovan
was ready to take things to a whole new level.


He brushed the hair back from Maddy’s ear. 
“You ever try anal sex?”


She choked out a laugh.  “You’re kidding,
right?  No one’s ever done anything down there until Eli…I mean, until you
just…”  The blush turned her ears red.


“But you liked that.”  He knew she
did.  No way would she have come like that if she didn’t.


“Yes.”  Her voice was soft.


“You’ll like this, too.”  He kissed the
tender spot behind her ear.  “Anal sex, with both of us inside you at the
same time.”


She tensed.  “Both of you in my—”


Eli laughed.


“No.  One in front and the other in
back.”  Donovan rubbed her arm.  “It’ll feel good. 
Promise.”  He shifted his hips so his cock slid up the seam of her ass.


“That sounds really good.”  Eli cupped her
cheek and kissed her.


When they parted, she said, “Won’t it hurt?”


“We’ll make sure it doesn’t.”  Eli pressed
another kiss against her lips.  “Just imagine the three of us, all
connected, all making love at the same time.  It’ll be great.”


Maddy’s body relaxed.  “We could give it a
try.”


And again, Eli said just the right thing. 
This time, Donovan really could kiss him.  He pushed up onto his elbow,
grabbed Eli by the back of the neck, and pulled him into a kiss. 
“Perfect,” he murmured against his lips.


Eli gripped Donovan’s shoulder as the two of
them kissed.  Donovan felt a soft hand slide down his chest to grip his
cock.  With a moan, he pushed himself more firmly against her butt,
trapping her hand between them.


When they broke off the kiss, Donovan and Eli
gazed into each other’s eyes.  Donovan rubbed his thumb across Eli’s
cheekbone.  “Someday we’re going to have to try some anal of our own.”


Eli swallowed.  “I’m looking forward to
that.”


Looked like both his mates were nervous about
anal.  Not surprising; he was too.  Receiving anyway.  Not at
all nervous about being on top.  “I went to the store today.”  He
crawled out of bed and went into the adjoining bathroom.  When he
returned, he tossed the bottle onto the bed.  “I was hoping Maddy would
say yes.”


“Lube?” she said.


“It’ll make everything feel better.”  He
settled back onto the bed beside her.


“You’ve done this before.”  She handed the
bottle back to him.


“Once or twice.  Practice.”  And he
was glad for it now.  He’d never do anything to hurt Maddy.  And
attempting anal without having a clue what he was doing would be a sure way to
hurt her.  “Slide onto your back, sweetie.”


“My back?  Don’t you want me on my hands
and knees?”


He coughed.  Did he ever.  “It’s going
to feel better this first time if you’re on your back.  Trust me.” 
And that’s what it came down to, didn’t it?  Trust.


Eli helped her onto her back.  “What about
me?”


“Let’s get her warmed up first.  Then we
can do the double penetration.”  Donovan pressed Maddy’s legs open,
pushing her knees toward her shoulders.  He could see every part of her
sex, and when he shifted her hips, he could see her beautiful puckered hole as
well.  After pouring a little lube onto his fingers, he rubbed it against
the tight little star.  “Does it feel okay so far?”


“Yes,” she said.  “But not as good as your
tongues.”


Donovan felt warmth bloom in his chest. 
She was going to be a-okay.  He pushed gently.  “I’m going to put my
finger in you now.  Just relax.”  He pushed a little more, added some
more lube, then managed to slip his finger inside the tight ring.  “Okay?”


“Fine.”


Eli rubbed her clit and leaned over to kiss
her.  So while she was distracted, Donovan took the opportunity to work
his finger into her a little more, back and forth, spreading the lube and
getting her used to having something inside her.  When he felt she was
ready, he added a second finger.  She tensed a little but seemed to handle
it okay.  After a couple of minutes, she relaxed.


“I think you’re ready, sweetie,” he said. 
His cock was bigger than two fingers but she’d relaxed really well.  She’d
be all right.


Maddy didn’t answer, her mouth busy kissing
Eli.  Donovan got to his knees between her legs then lubed up his cock so
it would slide in as easily as possible.  He didn’t want his mate to feel
a second of pain.  Especially if he ever wanted to do this again.


Placing his cock at the small opening, he
pressed forward.  Maddy tensed and pushed on Eli’s shoulders.


“Relax,” Donovan said.  “I mean that. 
Relax your muscles.  If you tense up, it’ll hurt.”


She took a deep breath.


“You’re afraid it’s going to hurt,” he
said.  “So you’re tensing up.  Just trust me.  Relax your
muscles and it’ll feel really good.”  He could see the muscles in her
thighs, butt and abdomen releasing.  Immediately he was able to slip a
full inch inside her.


He stopped.  “Doing okay?”


She took a breath before answering. 
“Yes.  It doesn’t hurt, it just feels…odd.”


Donovan leaned forward so he could move his hips
more easily, and slid in another inch.  “Tell me if it hurts.”


“It’s okay.”


He’d never felt anything like it, even the other
two times he’d done this.  She fit around him like she was made for
him.  He pushed another inch in, and when she didn’t stop him, he took the
chance of pulling out a little only to push in even further.


She made a noise but he couldn’t tell if it was
pleasure or pain.  He stopped moving.  “Does it hurt?”


“No,” she moaned.  “Don’t stop.”


Hallelujah.  Exactly what he was hoping
for.  He picked up the pace slowly, watching for any signs of pain. 
But Maddy seemed to be loving it.  She held tight to Eli and ran her hands
over his body.


After a few minutes, Eli said, “Think we could
go for it?  All the way?”


“Absolutely.”  Donovan pulled out. 
He’d already debated the best position.  “Eli, you lie down on your back
with Maddy on top.”


                                                                 #


Maddy felt a small frisson of something but
wasn’t sure whether it was fear or excitement.  Donovan hadn’t lied about
the anal sex; it hurt a little at first but then the sensual friction had felt
amazing.  Better than she’d ever have imagined.  Although after
feeling their tongues down there and how good that was, she shouldn’t have been
surprised.


Eli grinned.  “Hell, yeah.”  He lay
down, pulling Maddy over him in the same move, so her chest rested against
his.  He squeezed her tight and kissed her while they wriggled until their
bodies fit together just right.  Then he pushed his hips upward as she
slid down, and his cock slipped into her with ease.


She looked into his eyes and felt the last of
her reserve drift away.  Whatever he’d done in the past–whatever
she’d done in the past–it was gone.  And before them stood a future
of love.


She’d never have thought she could feel that way
about Eli, but she did.  And while she didn’t agree with his methods, she
now understood that everything he’d done through the years had been because
he’d been hurt.  He’d been in pain just like she had.  


She forgave him.


He needed to know that.  She ran her
fingers down his cheek, their faces close together but not too close, their
bodies flush against each other.  “I forgive you,” she said.  “And
I’m sorry.  For not talking more.”


She felt Donovan’s hand stroking her back.


Eli’s eyes got moist.  “You’ve got nothing
to be sorry for.  It was all me.  I’m sorry I was too much of an ass
to just tell you how I felt.  I’ll do better.  I promise.”


“I know you will.”  She kissed him.


Donovan kissed the back of her shoulder. 
Without a word, he got into position behind her and slowly pressed his cock
into her backside.  This time she felt fuller, tighter.  


She’d never had two men in her at once, though
she’d thought about it.  What female wolf didn’t?  She’d expected to
find her mates, and she figured her men would want to explore all the ways they
could be together.


This was better than she’d expected, though.


As Donovan thrust, she rocked with him, doing
the work for Eli who couldn’t move very well at the bottom of the heap. 
They set up a pace that increased with each stroke, as their passion grew and
threatened to overwhelm them.


“Feels so good,” Donovan crooned.


Maddy agreed, but couldn’t find the words. 
Her body had become one big ball of sensation until she couldn’t tell one rub,
one touch, one kiss from another.  They all combined until she felt a
tension filling her body that was only eclipsed by the roaring in her ears.


Eli bit her shoulder, right where he’d marked
her.  Maddy screamed as the orgasm crashed over her and the world faded to
black.  


Then Donovan bit her other shoulder.  She
lost control–her thoughts, her muscles, her sense of time–all
gone.  The pleasure, so intense it bordered on pain, seemed to go on and
on until she thought it would never end.  Until she forgot who she was.


Donovan and Eli yelled, almost at the same
time.  She came back to herself enough to lean forward and bite Eli. 
His hands tightened on her and he yelled even louder.  As her two mates
came, she leaned her head forward to rest against Eli’s shoulder, not sure she
could hold herself up.


Afterward, Donovan rolled to the side, pulling
her along with him.  He curled his arms around her.


Eli rolled over so he could face them.  “I
got really lucky.”


“We all did,” Donovan said.


“Yeah, but I’m the luckiest.”  He ran the
back of his fingers down Maddy’s cheek.  “I love you.”  His eyes
flicked to Donovan.  “Both of you.”


She felt a fluttering in her stomach.  “I
love you, too.”  Reaching back, she grabbed Donovan’s upper arm. 
“And you.  I love you.”


“I love you both, too.”  Donovan kissed
Maddy’s shoulder.  “Now we just need to keep this one safe.”


“Easier said than done,” Eli said.


“We’ll figure it out.”  Maddy didn’t want
to lose her freedom, but as long as the restrictions were temporary, she could
live with it.  But she didn’t want to think about that right now. 
She leaned forward and kissed Eli.  “We have other things to figure out, too. 
Like where to find a bigger bed.”


“And where to live,” Donovan said.


“Doesn’t matter.”  Eli gazed at them. 
“As long as I’m with the two of you, I’m home.”
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Welcome To
Greenville


 


“Fuck. Fuck,
fuckity fuck, fuck, fuck.” The professional and calm composure Victoria always
prided herself on was long gone as she kicked the flat tire on her car
repeatedly. Why, oh why was there no spare in the car? It had to have come with
one right? Those are standard, along with things like brakes.


Victoria had
already checked her cell phone for reception to find it had zero bars. It was
to be expected this far in the mountains, no sign of humanity in sight. It was
not, however welcome. Come to think of it, she hadn’t heard a notification beep
in at least twenty minutes, and with her job that was unheard of. It must have
been many miles ago that she last had any reception, and she couldn’t remember
the last time a car passed by.


She grabbed her
purse, locked the door, and prepared to hike down the mountain a few miles to
see if she could find some help before nightfall. She had no idea how far away
it would be if she continued in the direction she had been heading when she got
the flat, but in a business suit and heels it would not be fun—even if
she was a skinny minnie, which, at pushing a size twenty, she most certainly
was not. Her favorite author called it excessive sexiness, and once she
had decided to embrace that, she learned that term was right on the money. She
had sexiness to spare.


The wildlife which
surrounded her was beautiful, and if it weren’t for the predicament she was in,
she probably would have enjoyed it. Now? Now she just wanted to get her car
fixed and get on her way. She was still six hours from her spa weekend
destination and if anyone needed to relax, it was her. Putting in sixty hour
work weeks at her firm had been fine when she was younger, but at thirty-two it
was getting old, and she was not much further up the corporate ladder than when
she started. She needed to slow down and reevaluate her priorities. When she’d
seen an opportunity to escape for an extended weekend while they redid the
electrical in her office, she took it.


She had barely made
it a handful of steps away from her car when she heard an engine. Victoria
pondered the three most likely outcomes. One: someone stops and helps, and she
gets to the spa before her scheduled facial. Two: they keep on driving and
ignore the fact that she is stuck in the middle of the stupid wilderness with a
flat tire. Or three: she would get raped and murdered by a serial killer, most
likely after being tortured and possibly being kept in a dungeon.


Fine, number three
was beyond highly unlikely, but the thought that the person driving near might
be dangerous had crossed her mind.


All her
nervousness released when she saw the police car pull over. Of all the
wonderful sights she had seen in her life, those blue lights topped them all.
She had almost convinced herself that she was fine with the whole walking down
the mountain thing, but truth was she had already seen a bear in the distance
when she first pulled over and it would be getting dark before long. Bears were
great in the distance, but she was fine with not running into one in the dark.
A police rescue was much better.


“How’s it going
ma’am? See you got a flat.” The cop must have been close to retirement age, so
hearing him call her ma’am made her feel extra stuffy in her suit. She had to
wear them to work, but knew they did little to help her curves or showcase her
femininity. She always wore sexy panties and bras under them with the hope that
feeling sexy on the inside would make up for the business all the time outside.
In hindsight, the ten minutes it would have taken to change before her road
trip would have so been worth it.


“Victoria,
officer.” She stuck out her hand in greeting before realizing he was already
looking at her car and not at her. “The day has not been the best, I am afraid.
It appears that spare tires might not come standard in this model.”


He chuckled at her
joke and checked out the tire more closely. “Well Victoria, there’s a shop a
couple miles up the hill in town, but there’s no way to repair that one. You’re
gonna need a new one.”


She had already
known that, but hearing it made it reality.


“I can give you a
lift to town and drop you off at the mechanics so you can arrange for a new
tire or tow.”


“Thanks officer.
I’m just glad you happened by. I was about to head back down the mountain and
was not looking forward to it.”


“Not a problem. I
was happy to come when the call came in.”


Victoria hadn’t
remembered seeing any other cars, but she had been very intent on showing the
flat tire who was boss, so who knew?


“You can call me
Cal. Everyone does. We’re not too formal around here. Part of the joy of
working in a small town, I guess.” He looked towards the car, nodded and then
back to her. “Maybe you should grab your bag. You know, just in case.”


She went to the
car, grabbed her overnight bag and they were on their way. Town was much closer
than the last signs of civilization she had passed. She would have been going
very much out of her way by going downhill. Thank goodness a good Samaritan had
called in her roadside troubles.


Unfortunately, the
news in town stunk. The tire wasn’t one they had in stock, so they would need
to tow her car in and then go get one down the mountain in the morning. She
could kiss the facial goodbye, and if they didn’t get the tire early enough,
she might as well kiss the whole spa weekend goodbye as well. She decided to
make the best of it and get a room in town for the night. A good book and some
time with her battery operated boyfriend would have to do. Heck, it was better
than work.


As she entered the
main entrance of the “inn,” she realized it was more a single family dwelling
with a converted porch turned office than any inn she had been too. Not that
she would complain. A bed was a bed at this point.


The moment the
door closed, she felt it hit her. What it was she couldn’t even begin to
guess. Her belly filled with butterflies on steroids and her panties were
instantly soaked as her core clenched in a very good way. It was lust at first
sight, but there was nothing to see except a small desk with a bell. She walked
over and rang the bell.


Within moments an
older woman came out from the back room. She was most assuredly not the
cause of Victoria’s lust.


“Oh, sorry. I
didn’t hear you come in.” She looked Victoria up and down as if she were
judging an entry in the county fair. “May I help you?” Her voice was pleasant
enough, but there was nothing welcoming in her eyes.


“Yes. Ron at the
garage thought you might have a room for the night while we wait for my new
tire.” That seemed to please the woman and her face softened.


“Oh, so just
passing through Greenville then?”


Victoria nodded in
reply. For some reason, this elderly woman made her nervous. And no one made
her nervous. That was one of her secrets to success in the business world. She
was cool under pressure and could pitch to everyone—from movie stars, to
politicians, to the guy next door—without hesitation. Yet here and now,
she was a nervous wreck. As if this woman liking her meant something.


“Well, alright
then.” The woman grabbed a folder from behind the desk. “I’m Martha, and it
looks like cabin five is the best one we have right now.”


“Cabin? I thought
this was an inn.” As much as she liked the idea of more privacy than this tiny
house would have provided, something about being in the woods creeped her out a
little bit. Probably because the woman had her off kilter.


“It is called an
inn, but we have cabins. Want one?”


So she was back to
rude then. Awesome.


“Yes please.”


The woman flipped
through some paper work and grabbed a key. “Sign here, here, and here. I need a
license and credit card.”


Victoria handed
her the cards and signed in all the noted places. She had no clue how much the
cabin even was, but at this point she could care less. Even with the rudeness
of the woman, the arousal she felt earlier had not waned and she wanted to go
take care of it. In fact, it felt like it was getting worse by the minute.
Sure, it had been months since she had gotten rid of any built up sexual
tension, but this was ridiculous.


“Here are your
cards. I will have Bruno take you to the cabin.”


“Bruno?”


“Yeah, Bruno. He
owns this place and will get you down there and show you where the firewood is,
etcetera.” She rang the bell a few times. There was something about Martha that
just hit Victoria wrong, and she was glad that someone else was coming to help
her.


Another wave of
arousal ran through her as she heard some rustling from the main part of the
house. It was getting worse and worse by the minute. Or was it better and
better? Just when she thought she was going to come right there in front of
Martha, a man walked into the office.


Calling him a man
did him such an injustice. There were plenty of men out there. The man before
her stood above them all. His shirt was snug, but masculine, and showed off all
of his muscles. She was sure she could bounce a quarter off of those abs. He
was wearing jeans that hung low and while she had always been a sucker for a
man in a tux, she found herself thinking that those jeans were the sexiest item
of clothing on the planet. She knew that she was looking at him like he was a
lollipop she wanted to lick, but between the way he filled out those jeans and
how his shirt barely hid those muscles, it might be an accurate assessment.


When her eyes met
his, she saw that he was looking at her in exactly the same way. Most men
looked at her and saw fat. Society was all about the super skinny, size zero
models, and she was a woman whose thighs not only met, but jiggled as they did
so. A woman whose bras had a cup size that needed special ordering. A woman who
could never shop in the regular sized department. Yet he was looking at her
like she was dessert. She was more than willing to call tribute on that one.


“Bruno, I gave her
cabin five.” Martha looked between them and for a brief second, Victoria could
have sworn Martha bared her teeth at her. “She’s only here until tomorrow
morning, so let her get rest.” Martha sounded bossy and while it was starting
to piss off Victoria, Bruno seemed to find it amusing.


“But of course, Martha,
because you are the boss and all.” That earned him a scowl from Martha and
tickled Victoria’s funny bone. She tried, mostly successful, to hold in her
laughter.


Bruno walked over
to her bag, grabbed it, and walked towards the door. “Coming?” He said as he
walked out.


Not yet, but
soon, I hope.


“On my way.” She
turned to thank Martha out of politeness, but the woman was already gone.
Victoria caught up to Bruno in no time and immediately regretted her footwear.
She had on appropriately high heels, but in her act of office rebellion, they
were bright red instead of the expected black all of the other women wore.
Unfortunately, as appropriate as they were for work, they were a disaster
walking on the dirt path.


While Bruno never
looked back to watch her, he always seemed to know when she was falling a bit
behind and he was never more than a step or two in front of her. She had yet to
see one cabin and she was number five, so she was fairly confident the walk had
only just begun. Just as the first cabin caught her eye, she tripped on a root.
She braced herself for a fall, but it never came. Instead, she felt strong arms
envelop her.


“Whoa there
sweetheart, I got you.” He set her right and as his hand brushed her wrist, the
longing she felt multiplied exponentially.


“Thanks.” As lame
as it sounded, it was the best she could come up with. If she tried to say
anything more she was sure that take me now or I need to come
would have slipped out. She had never been this tempted before, not even when
she had a partner. No this was a whole new brand of lust, and it just might
very well kill her.


“We’re almost
there.”


Sure enough, as
they rounded the next bend, she saw six little cabins all in a row. They
actually looked more like storybook cottages than cabins.


“They look like
they belong on a fairy tale.”


The burst of
laughter from Bruno was unexpected and filled her with joy, which made no sense
to her at all. Not that anything since she walked into the office had.


“Yeah, I just took
the inn over after my mom decided to retire and spend all but the summer in
Florida. It’s the only place to get a room in town, so it was important it
stayed open. It is good for everyone to have it here.” The pride she heard when
he talked about the town struck her. She lived in the city and no one cared about
anyone but themselves. Usually, any mention of the city was a complaint. “She
was going for ‘home sweet home’ when she designed them. Instead it looks
like...well, this.” He pointed ahead of them. “Yours is the last one on the
right. Watch for the root.”


She followed him
the rest of the way. He unlocked the door for her and brought her bag inside.
It was actually super cute on the inside. It was basically a small open living
and kitchen area with a bedroom off of it. Nothing fancy, and not someplace for
long term, but more than enough for an overnight stay.


“Call up front if
you need anything.”


She looked around
the room and didn’t notice a phone and she had yet to pick up any bars on hers.
Terrific.


“Actually, I was
wondering if there was a place nearby to grab something to eat? This was not an
expected stop so I haven’t eaten since breakfast.”


He leaned close to
her, inhaled, as if taking in a huge whiff, and then whispered in her ear,
“I’ll come get you in an hour.”


Before she could
even think to form a response he was gone. Left with an hour to kill, she did
what any red blooded woman with panties as drenched as hers were would do. She
grabbed her handy dandy vibrator and brought herself to climax before taking a
shower and changing into much less business-like clothing. She was ready just
moments before the knock at the door.











 


 


 


 


Licking a
stranger would be wrong. Right?


 


If she thought
coming was going to take the edge off her arousal, simply opening the door
completely threw that out the window. A wall of arousal slammed into her and
her brand new black lace panties were now a soppy mess. Fantastic.


Bruno leaned in
and did the weird whiffing thing again before leading her out the door. He had
yet to say a word, but she was fine with that—she wasn’t sure she would
be able to speak coherent sentences. All she wanted to do was to touch him. To
lick him. To bite him. To—oh goodness gracious, her imagination was
flying all over the place. Before they got down the path, she had envisioned
him taking her every way imaginable. She was fairly confident that some of the
positions were not even possible, but that didn’t stop them from flooding her
mind.


It wasn’t until
they reached the parking lot that he finally spoke. “It is only a mile or so
down the road. I’m thinking we should drive since you have those,” His eyes
raked up and down from her calves to her shoes and back, heat evident in his
eyes. “shoes on, but I’ll leave it up to you.”


His voice sent a
new wave of need through her and left it no secret that he liked her red pumps.
A lot. Maybe he was a foot guy. She could deal with that. At first she was
kicking herself for forgetting to pack some sensible shoes, but no...now she
was happy. Maybe she could parlay this into something more before the night was
out. Maybe she would find her relaxation through multiple orgasms instead of
facials and pedicures. She liked that plan.


“I think we should
walk, if that’s okay with you.”


His eyes seemed to
question her, more with worry than anything else.


“I was in the
office for far too many hours, followed by a car ride. I think the walk would
do me some good.”


Bruno looked her
up and down one more time before shocking her by grabbing her hand. “We shall
walk, then. This way.” He might be a man of few words, but his touch was
communicating volumes. He wanted her as much as she wanted him.


“So where were you
going all dressed up like a naughty librarian?” he asked.


She had never once
considered her work clothes naughty, but from the way his voice deepened, they
were naughty in the very best way.


“I never thought
of a business suit as naughty.”


He chuckled as his
thumb stroked the back of her hand and she nearly lost her words. “It hugs all
your curves in all the right ways, so I beg to differ.”


“I was going to a
spa weekend and left straight from work.”


She could feel him
looking over at her, but didn’t give into the compulsion to turn her head. That
would have only led to her attacking him and trying to strip him bare in the
middle of town.


He stopped walking
momentarily, catching her off guard. “Are you supposed to be meeting someone
there? I could drive you the rest of the way if need be.” He had barely spoken
to her, and now they were on a maybe-date with him holding her hand and
offering to drive her to her destination. The evening was getting odder and
odder.


“No. It was a solo
trip. I have been working too many hours for too long. When they sent the memo
stating the office was not safe for the weekend while they did some electrical
rewiring, I decided to pamper myself.” Over-sharing time had apparently begun.


“Were you working
on a big project? Is that why you were so busy?”


It was nice to
have someone asking her about her. The last few attempts she’d made at
dating were one date wonders where she spent the entire evening hearing about
how great they were. Those were not the kind of guys she wanted in her life, to
be sure.


“Well, yes and no.
Yes, I was working on a big project, but that wasn’t why I was working so much.
I always seem to have a big project.” They had been walking for almost ten
minutes now and were in the center of town and she had yet to see a traffic
light. This town was smaller than she first thought.


“Do you like it?
Work, I mean?”


She was not sure
what to make of the man next to her. She would be gone in the morning, so it
didn’t really matter much, yet somehow it seemed to be the only thing that
mattered.


“That’s a loaded
question. I like the consulting work I do, but the hours are killing me. I
thought I would be moving up the corporate ladder and be poised for vice
president by now, but instead they just look at me as someone who will do all
the grunt work.” Saying it out loud for the first time helped some pieces click
into place that hadn’t before. She had been so wrapped up in her goals, she’d
never looked back and really examined what she was doing with her life.


“So I get all the
pain in the neck cases because they know I put work first. I guess the answer
is that I don’t mind it, but it’s not my passion as much as my ambition to move
up was. Now I’m starting to reconsider the whole thing.” She hadn’t confessed
that to herself before and it felt like a burden lifted from her shoulders. She
would need to think on that later. Right now, she needed to get her some of the
yummy goodness next to her.


“What did you do
before you took over the inn, Bruno?” She loved the way his name sounded on her
lips and she imagined it would sound even better as she screamed it in ecstasy
as his tongue laved her clit. She was going to be a wanton woman tonight if she
had any say in the matter.


“Actually, I was,
well, am the mayor. Now I am the mayor slash inn keeper.” He sure didn’t
look like any mayor she had ever seen. Politicians always seemed, well, not at
all like the sex on a stick holding her hand.


“That sounds like a
lot of responsibility lies on your shoulders.” At least for her it was just
work. Being mayor meant impacting lives—not just making businesses more
money. When he squeezed her hand it felt less sexual and more like a thank you.


“Yeah, that is how
things work out sometimes. It would be easier if I wasn’t alone, but that’s
looking up now.” While she tried to decipher the implications of his words they
were interrupted by a man walking out of the shop they were passing.


“Excuse me, mayor?
May I...umm…have a word?” The man looked unsure of making the interruption and
she felt bad for him because he was visibly shaken. Whatever he needed to talk
about must have been important.


“Hey, Bruno, is
that it over there?” She pointed to the bar a few doors down. He nodded. “Well
then, I’ll meet you there. Sound good?” Leaving him didn’t sound good to her,
not at all, but she wanted to give him space.


“Can this wait,
Mr. Behr?” Bruno asked with a voice that was very different than the one he had
been using with her. This one was commanding. Which made it even hotter. Lordy,
Lordy. She was in trouble.


“Umm, sir, I’m not
sure.” The poor man was a nervous wreck.


Bruno turned to
her and placed his hand on her shoulder. “That sounds good, sweetheart. I’ll be
there as soon as I can. Please order if I am not there in a couple of minutes.
You must be starving.” He squeezed her shoulder a bit and she nodded before
heading to the bar and allowing him to focus on the issue at hand.


He called me
sweetheart.











 


 


 


 


It is
better to give.... Heck yeah it is!


 


The bar was
exactly what she expected to see in a town like this. Dated decor, but a warm,
lived in feeling. A quick glance around showed that the tables were all full.
The place was happening. Then again, it appeared to be one of the only places
in town to grab a bite to eat. While it was not ideal, she sat at the bar. She
hated the way barstools left her feet dangling. The silly foot rests were
designed for tall people and at five four, she wasn’t one of those. She had
been hoping to find a quiet table for two and to work her wily ways on Mr.
Mayor. Looked like she would have to change up her game plan.


“The gentleman at
the end of the bar sent this over.” The bartender was holding a beer in front
of her. Well, that was fast. Not that she wanted to gather the attention of
random strangers tonight, but being invited to the party was always fun.


“Take. It. Back.”
She heard Bruno in his demanding voice and quickly thought of naughty time fun.
Would he be domineering in bed? Good god, she hoped so.


“Yes, sir.” The
bartender scurried away.


“That was fast.”
She ignored his comment about the beer. If this were a real date, she would
have had to let him know that she was dealing with it herself and didn’t need
his interference. Ruining the possibility of one night of yummy goodness was
not worth the risk of an argument over something that dumb.


“Why are you at
the bar?” Had he not seen the tables all full?


“There are no
tables?” It wasn’t a question, yet came out like one.


He looked around
and mumbled something about how the man would have been able to smell her if
she had been at a table and then grabbed her hand.


“Come on. I have a
table over here.” He wove her through the tables. The wide eyed stares of the
people sitting there didn’t go unnoticed. She was used to ignoring them. People
always seemed to stare when she had a hotty on her arm, as if her weight meant only
uglies for you. “Here is my table.” Sure enough, there was a table with a
reserved sign on it.


“I didn’t know.”
Why was she making excuses? They sat at the table, which was tucked nicely into
the back. They could see everyone, but people would have to go out of their way
to see them. Perfect.


A waitress was
there before Victoria had even slung her purse over the back of her chair. “Regular,
mayor?” He nodded. “For you, ma’am?” That was the second time today she had
been called ma’am, only this time it was not a sign of respect. This woman
seemed irked that she was there. Oh well. Too bad, so sad.


“The same,
please.” She had no idea what in tarnation she had just ordered, but seeing the
look on the waitress’s face was worth it. Mission accomplished. She made the
waitress nervous, and that served her right. The waitress mumbled something
about being right back and scampered away.


“So, Bruno.” She
leaned in really close. “What did I just order?”


“Nothing too
crazy. A beer and a cheeseburger, rare, with the works and a side of onion
rings.” He was so close she could feel his breath and it sent a shiver through
her.


“Well that’s good.
I’m starving.” She had an urge to nip his ear. She had never been a biter, but
she wanted to bite him now.


“You ordered that
way to shut her down didn’t you?” He sounded impressed.


“She seemed to
want my appetizer and I wasn’t about to give that up.” She hoped she made her
intention crystal clear. The lust in his eyes fuelled hers as he grabbed her by
the hand, pulling her from her seat as he stood. His jeans did a poor job of
hiding the bulge beneath them. Damn that had to be uncomfortable. She would
have to fix that. As he practically dragged her down the hallway, she knew she
had succeeded in letting him know exactly what she meant by appetizer and she
could hardly wait. She was famished.


“Woman, you are
driving me insane.” He growled, yes, growled as he pulled her into a storage
closet. Normally she would have wanted a bit of wining and dining, but right
now this place was perfect.


She was pushed
against the back of the door as it slammed closed. What did she care if anyone
heard? She was leaving in the morning and he gave no indication that he cared
one bit if people knew he was getting some.


“Your curves and
smell have been driving me crazy since I first saw you. If Martha hadn’t been
there I probably would have...”


She had no idea
what he would have done because his mouth came crashing into hers.


This was no
gentleman’s kiss. It was hard and powerful and made her knees nearly buckle. He
nipped her bottom lip, and as she sighed in pleasure, he interpreted her open
lips as an invitation. Which, quite honestly? It totally was. He explored every
inch of her mouth with his and only broke contact as he removed her shirt,
followed by her bra. Here she was with a virtual stranger in a storage room,
topless. Even a week ago she would have been mortified by exposing her excessive
sexiness like this on a first date. For some reason, with him, it seemed
exactly perfect.


“My god, woman,
are you trying to kill me?” His lips went from hers to her breasts which were
heavy and much more than a mouthful, but he gave it his best effort. Her
nipples had been almost uncomfortable against her bra and were now so very
sensitive, receptive to every touch of his lips, tongue, teeth and fingers. His
left hand lowered to the button of her jeans and she placed her hand on his to
stop him. If she let him get in her pants, her plan would be long forgotten and
it was a yummy plan.


“Sorry. I got
carried away.” He was out of breath.


“Sorry? You have
nothing to be sorry about.” She dropped to her knees. “I told you earlier I
didn’t want her to get my appetizer and if I won’t let her stop me certainly I
won’t let you.” She had his button undone and fly down in record setting speed.
“If you had kept going I would have missed this.”


She pulled his
jeans down and his cock popped out. Not a pair of boxers to be seen. It was
standing proud as a peacock and was worthy of worship. It was thick and long
enough that it would hit in all the right places, but not so long that he would
need to worry and hold back. She in no way wanted him to hold back with her. She
wanted it all, and planned to get it tonight.


“Victoria, what
about—”


She wrapped her
lips around his engorged cock to interrupt what she was sure was going to be
some silly notion that she didn’t need to do this. The truth was, she never
needed anything more than she needed to taste him. He gasped. Mission
accomplished.


With his girth,
she could barely fit him in her mouth, but it felt so right being there. She
moved up and down his member, taking him deeper and deeper with each swipe, all
the time, playing with his sack. When she got him all the way in and swallowed,
the noise that game from him was animalistic and her time of being in charge
was over. He grabbed her by the back of her head and held her still as he
pumped into her repeatedly all the time mumbling words of praise. She could
feel his balls tightening and knew he was about ready to blow.


Fear of him
pulling away hit her hard and she grabbed him by the thighs in a feeble attempt
to keep him from pulling out. He got her wordless plea and she felt him
shooting into the back of her throat. She swallowed every bit with greed and as
she released his cock, the most intense orgasm of her life hit her. Well. That
had never happened before in the history of mankind.


Victoria was being
held by Bruno as she began to come out of her orgasmic haze. He was looking at
her with so many emotions passing through his eyes that she didn’t even attempt
to decipher them all.


“Are you back with
me, love?”


“Yeah, that
was...umm, I have no idea what that was, but wow.”


“Wow indeed. I had
heard, but you know how stories go...” He wasn’t making much sense, but her
brain was not all the way back in the on position, so that was no surprise.


“Eat now?” Yes,
siree, she sounded like a cave man. Or was it cave woman?


“Yes, love. Eat
now.” He helped get her up and dressed.


She caught a
glimpse of herself in the reflection off of one of the pots. “I look well
fucked, don’t I?” His face held an I did that smile. There was no doubt
that everyone who saw her from here on out would know what they had just done.
“Who gives a shit? Not like I live here.” He stiffened at that and she quickly
added, “But you do...sorry. Want me to sneak out the back or something?”


“That. Will. Not.
Happen.”


Okay. Dinner it
was. He leaned in close to her ear as he opened the door. “I like that everyone
will know you are mine.”


That was not what
she had been expecting, but before she had time to think about it he playfully
smacked her ass. “I’m starving, woman. Food time.”


She laughed and
made her way back to the table. She could feel his presence behind her. If only
he lived nearby. She would most assuredly like to make this a regular thing. Oh
well, one night of hot animalistic crazy sex would have to do. No part of her
questioned if he would be able to go again. The question was, how many times?


The table was
waiting for them, but the food was not. She had been sure it would be ready by
now, but was actually pretty glad the beer was not there yet. Not much yuckier
than tepid beer.


“Food’s not ready
yet.” She was making chit chat and it came out as complaining. “I mean, we
don’t have to eat cold, not where the heck is my food.”


He just watched
her as she spoke. He too looked completely well-fucked. She couldn’t wait to
see how he looked once she actually had him where she wanted him most.


“Here comes Sarah
now. Beers and food in hand.” Then he leaned in. “She was waiting until we were
done to bring it.” Fan-freakin-tastic. Sarah had known what they were doing as
they were doing it.


“She better not
have spit in it.” She was only partially kidding. The glare on Sarah’s face was
obvious from across the room. As the waitress got closer, the intensity grew.
Yep, Sarah wanted Bruno. She would just have to wait until tomorrow for that.
The thought hit Victoria like a brick. She had this very unnatural feeling that
she should stay. Stay in this crazy little town and spend her days naked with
the man sitting next to her. Damn endorphins.


“Here’s your food
and beer.” The waitress Sarah said without taking her eyes off Bruno. “If you
want dessert I get off at ten.” Well, that took a brass set of balls.


Before Victoria
could form a witty response to shut the skank down, she saw Bruno’s eyes darken
and she found herself staring at him. He made a signal towards the bar with his
hand as he said, “Not. Going. To Happen.” Go, Bruno.


The bartender was
at his side. “Henry, Sarah here seems to want to get in between me and what is
mine. She is going home for the night.”


It was like a
train wreck with Victoria at the center. She couldn’t look away.


“Yes, sir.” He
turned to Sarah who looked like she was about to attack Victoria. “Go home,
Sarah. I’ll finish your tables.” Sarah looked like she was about to argue. “You
know better, so cut the shit and leave.”


She scowled off
and Victoria couldn’t make out much of her rant. Not one of us. Bitch. Fat
whore. That was pretty much all Victoria made out, but it was enough to
know that the waitress was livid.


“Sorry, sir.”


“Not your apology
to make. She knows better. I forgave Marc before because he couldn’t have
known. She did. Now leave us.” The man scurried off as Victoria tried to make
sense of what had just happened.


“So, Victoria, as
much as I would like to stay here enjoy a pleasant conversation with you
followed by some dancing and possible wooing, let’s eat this up and get out of
here.” He was looking at her like she was what he wanted to eat and she was up
for that.


“As long as I can
be dessert.” She grabbed an onion ring as he nearly choked on his beer. He was
not expecting that, which, given what they had just been doing, struck her as
hilarious.


“Eat, woman.” He
was teasing, but she could practically feel the lust pulsing off of him.


They had their
food eaten and were on their way home in ten minutes. Not good for the
digestion, but what can ya do. Sometime other needs come first.











 


 


 


 


Dessert
Time


 


“Kind of wishing I
took you up on that whole ride thing,” Victoria said as they walked faster than
should be possible with heels.


“Am I going too
fast? Need me to slow down?”


“Heck no. I want
us to be there faster.”


He scooped her up
as if she weighed an ounce.


“What are you
doing?”


“Getting us there
faster.” Boy, oh boy, he was not kidding. The man practically power walked with
her in his arms. They were passing by the inn and about to head down the path
in record time.


“Tell her first,
Bruno.” She heard Martha from behind her. Just perfect. She was about to be
cock blocked by his employee.


“Back off, Aunt
Martha.”


Victoria heard the
woman behind her laugh.


“Well, I guess
I’ll leave you to it then.” The change in Martha’s voice was subtle, but there.
She approved. Go figure.


“Martha’s your
aunt.”


“Seriously, you
want to talk about my aunt now?” Heck to the no on that.


They were
practically to the first cabin. At this rate they would be there in moments.
“No. No, I don’t.”


“Didn’t think so.”
He stopped at the door. “Key?”


“Back pocket.”


He put her down,
retrieved the key and opened the door. He hadn’t even closed the door when he
began giving orders. Score. He was going to be the alpha male. She was more
than ready to obey. She was in charge of too much in her life. Let her pleasure
be all his to command.


“Take off all your
clothes. Slowly.”


That she could do.
She had long since come to term with the fact that she was a large girl. The
media bombarded her with images of tiny woman and diet supplements. It took her
a long time to embrace her inner sexy and realize that there are plenty of hot
men who want a curvaceous woman in their bed.


She slowly pulled
her top over her head. She had never wished she had worn buttons before. There
was very little she could do to add the sexy to this so off it went, and to the
floor. He was breathing so loudly she could hear him from across the room, so
he obviously found it sexy enough. She looked down at her lacey low cut bra and
gave her boobs a squeeze. When she heard a moan from across the room, she
decided to leave it on. She was going to work every little, or in this case not
so little, advantage she had to the max.


She unbuttoned her
jeans and slowly released the zipper. It near killed her, but she was going to
have to take her shoes off. She knew he liked them, but there was no way she
could gracefully remove her jeans with them on. She stepped out of her shoes as
she turned away from him. Looking over her back shoulder she bent at her waist
and slowly began to push her jeans down her thighs as she gave her extra wide
hips a little wiggle.


A growl, followed
by his hands around her waist, let her know that stripping time was over. She
wanted to pat herself on the back for a job well done.


“The things you do
to me.” He growled in her ear. There was that growling again. She loved how she
could turn him all prehistoric cave man like that.


“And what are you
going to do to me?” she asked as he helped her remove the remainder of her
clothes.


“First, I‘m going
to take in the beauty that is your curvaceous body.” He looked her up and down,
his erection prominently pushing against the front of his jeans. She would have
to help him with that.


“Second, I am
going to have my dessert.”


“Yes,” escaped her
lips and it took all she had not to beg him to do it now.


“Then I am going
to fuck you. Hard. Just as you are about to come, for what I would estimate
will be the fourth time for the evening, I’m going to bite your neck as I fill
you will my seed and make you mine.”


She was not sure
about the whole bite me thing, but figured even if it hurt, it would be worth
it for the first part of the menu. After all, everyone had their kinks and if
biting was his... have at it. “Tell me yes. Tell me you want all those things
and more.” As forceful and alpha-y as he was earlier, he was giving her an out.
An out she didn’t want, but somehow made her want him even more.


“Yes. Now eat your
dessert.” She was going for silly, but her voice gave away the intensity of her
desire. He had his face between her thighs so fast she nearly fell over. He
nudged her thighs wider apart and inhaled deeply. Oddly, it didn’t make her
uncomfortable.


“You smell like
cinnamon and honey. I wonder how you taste.”


She had never
heard anyone comment on her aroma before and, quite honestly, she was fine with
that, but at this moment, hearing him speak that way had her practically
dripping. His tongue made a sweep across her slit and she shivered with
anticipation. Bastard missed her clit on purpose. “You taste better than you
smell, which I would have said was impossible.”


He stood up. “I’m
going to have to pass on dessert.” She felt her heart sink until he picked her
up and over his shoulder. “Yes, this needs to be a full course.” He smacked her
ass and walked her into the bedroom and plopped her on the bed. Before her eyes
had a chance to adjust to the change in light, he was once again between her
thighs.


At first he slowly
licked her the way he had earlier, missing her clit every stinking time. She
started to squirm in frustration and he chuckled into her. “Patience, love,
patience.” She was anything but patient and just as she was about to beg, she
felt his tongue enter her and all was right in the world. Slowly at first, he
began to fuck her with his tongue. As her breath became more and more unsteady,
he increased his speed and just as she was sure she would come, he removed his
tongue.


“Bastard,” she
mumbled under her breath.


“Patience.” He
chuckled. He was loving her neediness.


“Fuck patience.”


One slow lick
followed her eloquent begging, only this time he sucked in her clit at the end.
That was all it took. She was coming even more forcefully than she had after
that earth shattering blow job. He kept up his assault as she rode out the
orgasm, extending her pleasure by doing so. She should have been completely
wrung out and ready for a nap by then, but somehow it made her need him
more. As if her body was incomplete until he was inside her.


He kissed his way
up, paying homage to her breasts as he did. By the time he reached her face she
had caught her breath and was ready for more. Everything.


“That was the most
beautiful thing I have ever dreamed of witnessing.” His mouth was on hers and
she could taste herself on his tongue. She loved that.


For the first time
it registered that she was feeling him, felt his skin on her skin, his cock
resting on her thigh. When the heck did he get naked? That was a show she
hadn’t wanted to miss. Oh well. Next time. Maybe she should cancel her spa
weekend and stay an extra night. Could she do that?


“I need to be
inside you.” He said it as fact. He wasn’t asking. How the heck was she getting
wetter? Goodness gracious, she needed him inside her too. She pulled him close
and he took that as a cue to remedy the situation. He entered her with no
pretense of soft sweet love making. She felt so full and complete in that
moment. His name left her mouth in a plea. She needed more. Now.


She didn’t have to
ask twice. His speed increased and true to his word he was fucking her. Hard.
She met him stroke for stroke. Needing it. Needing him. She felt herself clench
around him.


“Fuck, love. If
you keep doing that this will be over before we begin.” Not that she could
control it. He did things to her. Things she had never felt before. Not in her
long term relationships. Not in her one night stands. Goodness, not even with
toys. This man made her body come alive in the most spectacular way.


She felt herself
start to come and heard a growl as the full orgasm took over. When he lowered
her head and bit her, as promised, it was like nothing she had ever felt
before. She was waiting for pain, but there was none, only euphoria. For a
quick moment, she thought she felt his teeth actually sink into her skin, proving
that orgasms are intoxicating and caused hallucinations. He licked the side of
her neck and pulled up so that he was looking straight into her eyes, their
bodies still connected.


“Mine,” was all
that he said, but it was filled with so much meaning she almost got teary eyed.
From the look of it, saying “see ya later” tomorrow was going to hurt them
both. She would definitely look into changing her weekend plans. It would
probably hurt more on Sunday, but the thought of leaving in a few hours hurt
too much to even consider.


“Yours,” she
agreed as she allowed sleep to carry her away. There would be time enough for
thinking in the morning.











 


 


 


 


Setting
the sheets on fire was one thing...


 


The damn phone was
ringing. She was having the most amazing dream about hot sex with a near
stranger and now a phone was going off. Wait, that wasn’t her phone. She opened
her eyes and began to sit when she was hit with resistance. An arm was across
her chest.


It wasn’t a dream.


She really had had
the most mind boggling sexual experience of her life.


“Bruno? Bruno?”
She gave him a slight shake. “Your phone is ringing.”


“Fuck,” was his
only reply as he rolled over and found his pants from their resting place on
the floor. She looked at the clock, it was only one in the morning.


“What?”


Yep. He was
pissed.


“When?” There was
a pause and while she had no clue what the person on the other end was saying,
she could see the anger Bruno was barely able to rein in. “We’ll be right
down.” Suck. This had something to do with her, too. Or was she just being
paranoid? “No, she is here with me. No need to get her.” Nope, whatever this
cluster fuck was, it had to do with her.


He hung up the
phone and rubbed his face with his hand. “That was the sheriff, Cal. It looks
like someone vandalized your car.”


Shit, shit, shit.
“How bad?” She could tell by the look on his face, it was not a simple keying
incident.


“Umm, there is no
nice way to say this.” That didn’t sound good. Not. At. All. “It’s on fire.”


“What the fuck?”
She was up putting her clothes on as she let out a string of curses that would
make a sailor blush.


His arms pulled
her in close. “Shh, love. Don’t cry. We will figure this all out.” Great, now
she was crying.


“Who would do such
a thing? I don’t even know people here.” Then it hit here. Sarah. Would Sarah
be that crazy? She did lose a day’s work. No, that couldn’t be. “Do you think
Sarah?”


He rubbed her back
with small circles. “That was my first thought, but we won’t know until we
check it out.”


“Is she like an ex
or something?” She hadn’t asked before because she had no interest in knowing.
None. At. All. Now was different though because it might shed some light on
things.


“Something.” That
was less comforting than not knowing.


“Ass.” She pulled
from his arms to finish getting dressed.


He grabbed his
clothes as well. “By something I mean she wanted something. I wanted to wait
for more. She didn’t like that. Story over. Not that it was sketchy or
anything.”


“Well then you’re
an ass for not being clear the first time.” She smiled at him. “Either way, my
statement stands.”


“Fair enough. Now
let’s get our shoes and go. The sooner we get there, the better the chance we
have of figuring this all out.”


They arrived at
the garage only to see the fire truck finishing its job of extinguishing the fire.
It was no longer visibly burning, but there was still smoke. Lots and lots of
smoke. Victoria was grateful he had left it in the side lot. If it had been in
the front lot, it would have most likely caught the whole building on fire.


“Hey, Bruno.” Cal
was there with very obvious bedhead. He most likely had been sound asleep when
he got the call. Small towns were so very different from her city life. He
leaned in a little too close before pulling back and smiling. “Whoa. I almost
missed that with all the fire and such. Congratulations, man. About time.”
Well, that made sense—Not. At. All.


“Thanks. Pretty
excited about it myself, and then all this bullshit goes down.” He pulled her
into his side. She fit perfectly. “So what do you know?”


“Not much, I’m afraid.
The car is totaled, obviously.” It was beyond obvious. It was a charcoaled
mess. “The flames and smoke masked any scents, so we’re going to have to do
good old-fashioned detective work. Not much we can do now. Probably shouldn’t
have called you, but figured you would be pissed if I didn’t. If I had known
the good news I would have waited until morning.”


This was the
weirdest conversation ever, but Victoria was fairly sure she missed a lot of it
because her eyes were glued to her former car.


“All’s good.”
Bruno’s hand rubbed up and down her arm, giving her comfort she desperately
needed. “For the record, you were right. I would have probably challenged you
if you didn’t call.”


“Ass.” Cal mumbled
under his breath.


“Seems to be the
consensus,” Bruno added as he squeezed her in a bit closer.


“Smart mate you
found.” The sheriff chuckled. Bruno nodded and then looked to the fire. “I’m
thinking they’re almost done with the fire. At this point they are just cooling
it down so they can probably give you an update. They may have some more
answers?”


As they got closer
to the fire fighters, the whole scene before her became more real. They reached
the first firefighter and she was surprised to be greeted with a smile. This
town was strange.


“Well, congrats,
Bruno. I hadn’t heard.” There it was again. Was this town so small that one
night stands with strangers were celebratory events?


“It just
happened, Hal.”


Hal diverted his
eyes.


“So what’s the
story?”


“Nothing. We’ve
got nothing. It was already in flames when we got the call and no scents on the
scene that shouldn’t be there and even those that should were almost gone.”


“Who called it
in?”


Victoria felt
herself clinging to Bruno. She had a feeling this was not a random act of
vandalism. This was a message.


“Not sure. I think
it was Mrs. Jones from the house across the street, but it might have been her
husband. You’d have to ask my mate on that one. She just told me Jones called
saying they heard an explosion and looked out to see a fire at the garage.”


“Thanks. Let me
know if you hear anything. We’re going back to the inn now if you need
anything.”


“Will do. Your
Aunt must be over the moon happy for you guys. Be sure to tell her I said
hello.”


Bruno growled, not
in the sexy way she had become so fond of, then grabbed her hand and led her to
the truck. He closed the door after she got in and came around to his side.











 


 


 


 


Going
Home?


 


“So care to tell
me what that was all about?” Nothing that happened at the crime scene other
than seeing the car being extinguished made a lick of sense.


“When we get
home.”


“Home?”


“Yeah, home.” He
started the engine. “I told them we were going back to the inn and then
realized that might not be the best idea since we have no idea who did it, so
I’m taking you home.”


“My home?” He
turned to look at her as he started the truck.


They were half a
mile down the road before he answered with a curt, “Yes.”


“But my clothes
and stuff are at the inn and it’s three in the morning.”


“Exactly my point.
It’s three in the morning. Everything can wait until morning.” He pulled down
what she thought was a dirt road, and she quickly realized was actually a very
long driveway. Sitting in front was a gorgeous log cabin. It looked like
something that belonged in a magazine. He put the truck in park.


“Wait, I thought—”
she was cut off by the sound of his door closing. Rude much?


She opened her
door and popped out before he got around the truck to her.


“I thought we
were—”


He cut her off
with his lips against hers, all but slamming her body into the truck. Need filled
her and all thoughts of questioning him flew out of her mind. His hands reached
behind her, grabbing her ass, and she wrapped her legs around him. She could
feel his hardness against her belly and it caused her to whimper. She was
addicted to this man. Of that she was certain.


She felt her back
leave the side of the car, but was so focused on his lips and tongue that it
didn’t register they were moving until they were at the front door. He somehow
managed to open the door without putting her down. Most men could pick her up,
but this kind of strength was not in her realm of experience. She likey.


“I need to be
inside you now,” he said as he tried to put her down. She held on for dear
life. She needed to be touching him. “I need to put you down to get your jeans
off. If I rip them off you will have no clothes tomorrow, although...on second
thought.”


She dropped her
legs to the ground and found herself being turned around. His hands worked her
button and zipper and he pushed them down to her knees before bending her over
the arm of his couch.


“I need to take
you know. To know you are safe and mine. We can do gentle and slow later.”


“Please,” she
begged. Her need was as bad as his. He filled her from behind and she nearly
came on the spot. True to his word he took her. He pounded into her from behind
over and over again increasing in sped as he went. She held onto the couch,
unable to meet his powerful thrusts, but knowing that it was not only what they
both wanted, it was what they needed.


“You feel absolutely
perfect.” His breath was getting choppy and she could feel him starting to lose
his pace and become more frenzied. He reached around and pinched her clit and
they both went over the edge together.


It was amazing. It
was wonderful. It was...fuck...it was unprotected.


“Shit. Shit.
Shit.” She was starting to panic. She had assumed they had used a condom
earlier. In her orgasmic haze she hadn’t even remembered him getting naked and
fell asleep with him still so intimately connected, so not remembering the condom
seemed no big deal. This time, however, she’d heard no tell-tale rip of the
condom wrapper.


“What is it,
love?” The freaking man was clueless. He pulled out of her and she felt him
drip down her thigh. She was right. No condom. She went to turn around to give
him a piece of her mind, forgetting her pants were only half way down.
Brilliant. She would have landed on her ass if he didn’t scoop her up. He was
walking to what she assumed was his bedroom.


“What is it? What
is it?” She was starting to shout, which never accomplished anything so she
tried to reel it back a notch. “Condom? There was none.”


He stopped and
looked at her. He looked honestly confused. “I know. You said that was fine.”
He started to walk again and she wanted to scream.


“When the hell did
I say, ‘Hey, stranger, I have an idea, let’s have unprotected sex and pass on
some awesome STDS or make a baby?’ Huh? When?” She thought about all they had
said before they had sex the first time. Shit. He was right. He said he would
spill his seed or some such garbage and she agreed. What had she been thinking?
Oh yeah, she hadn’t. Lust had completely taken over.


She felt herself
hit the bed softly and his hands were on her jeans. “Off.”


She answered his
unspoken question. He pulled them the rest of the way off and she saw for the
first time that he had carried her down the hallway with his pants around his
thighs. Now that takes skill.


He climbed in
beside her and she snuggled in close. This was not his fault. True, he could
have been clearer, but she could have said something, too. “Sorry. I guess I
did.” She looked up at him. “I’m guessing you’re clean.” He nodded. “I know I
am, so that part of my rant can be ignored, if you don’t mind.”


“Not at all. I
figured you were in freak out mode.” He kissed the side of her head. It was at
that moment that the humor of the scene before her hit. Here they were,
completely pants-less, lying in bed with their shirts on. It would have been
hilarious if she was not about to enter panic-ville.


“So the thing of
it is, I’m not on the pill.” She braced for his response. No guy wants a baby
from a one night stand.


“I figured as much
when you started flipping out.” Why wasn’t he upset?


“That means I
could get pregnant.” She had never had to spell it out for a man before and it
felt patronizing. She wasn’t sure what she wanted him to say, but being
nonchalant was not calming her down any.


“I know how it
works.” He sounded almost amused. She would never understand men.


“That means I
would have a baby.”


“More likely two
or three.” He was too calm and there were no signs he was joking.


“Excuse me?” She
went to sit up, but he held her tighter. “Two or three? Is this a joke to you?”
She knew it wasn’t, but it was all she could think to say.


“Remember when I
said we’d talk when we get home?”


She nodded into
his chest.


“Well I guess time
for that conversation is now.”


“Agreed.” She had
no idea what he was going to say, but she could feel that is was going to be
life changing.


“So we had sex.”
He simply stated. She looked at him. That had not been shocking news. “More
than once obviously, but I’m talking about the first time.”


“When I sucked you
off?”


“No, but we will
get back to that.”


Where the heck was
this going? She knew she should be freaking the fuck out right now. Anyone
would be. She’d had her car destroyed and had naked time without a condom or
any other form of birth control with someone she met mere hours ago. It wasn’t
your run of the mill first date conversation.


“So we had sex and
as you indicated, there was no condom and I bit you as we came.” Saying it like
that made it sound all the more crazy. Kinky unprotected sex with a virtual
stranger. Le sigh.


“I was there. I
just don’t know how it ties in with all the other crazy and why you are okay
with me possibly having a baby and actually almost saying you wanted triplets,
which is a big old no, by the way. No woman can handle three newborns at once.
None.” Because she might as well focus three steps ahead.


“I should’ve done
all of this first, but you were only here for the night and I have waited so
long to find you.” He rolled to his side and looked her in the eyes. There was
so much passion in his and she was fairly confident he only saw fear in hers.
“The thing is—”











 


 


 


 


The
Challenge…


 


A bang on the door
had him on his feet. The conversation all but forgotten as the pounding got
louder and louder. She scrambled up and threw on her jeans and followed Bruno
to the door.


“Open the fuck up,
Humphrey.” Whoever it was sounded a cross between angry and insane. Never a
good combination. Yet, here Bruno was, answering the door with only a shirt on.


“What the fuck are
you doing here, Marc? Go home and sober up.” He had the I‘m in charge don’t
even think about it voice going on.


“You took what is
mine. I want it back.”


“I said go. The.
Fuck. Home. And sober up.” The crazy man at the door caught her eye. Yep, one
hundred percent certifiable. He looked vaguely familiar, but she couldn’t quite
place him.


“I saw her first.”
The man was almost feral. She briefly thought to call the police, but wasn’t
sure where a phone that worked was and she was not going to distract Bruno
while mister wing-nut was at the door. Wait, what did he say?


“That’s not how it
works buddy and you know it. Only one is for you and she’s not it. Go home.” He
held a calm in his voice, but there was no denying it was a command. Victoria
was not sure how she played into all of this. Or was it Sarah they were talking
about?


“She would have
been mine if you let her decide. I called Cal when her tire blew. I sent her
the drink first.” And there it was. That was where she saw him and this was all
about her. Lordy, Lordy. What was she to do? If she did the wrong thing people
could get hurt.


“Actually,” she
decided to go for honesty and hoped that helped. “I was already turning down
the drink when Bruno came in and I had no idea you called in the flat. Thanks
for that.” She took a deep breath and tried to calm her voice. “We walked to
the bar together, he just was stopped along the way by someone who needed to
talk to—”


“Bullshit. You
would’ve been mine. You will be Mine. I saw you first. I stopped you
from leaving. MINE!” He glared at her from the doorway. Fuck, the bastard is
the one who set her car on fire.


Marc never set
foot inside, but she doubted a threshold would stop someone that unhinged. “I
call a challenge.”


“Think about this,
Marc. You are drunk. I will allow you to take it back.”


“Scared?” He was
not backing down.


“Scared? Yes. I’m
scared that this whole scene will lose me my mate. I’m scared that your
decisions are being made based on alcohol consumption and loneliness. Mostly
I’m scared that I’m going to have to kill you.” The crazy man scoffed. “Scared
of you, however. Hardly.” His voice lowered and she was pretty sure she heard
him say, “Take it back, Marc. Please.”


“I, Marc
Montgomery, officially challenge you under the charges of stealing my potential
mate,” Marc said as he walked away from the door. Away was good. Right?


“Oh fuck, Marc. I
didn’t want to do this.”


She heard defeat
in Bruno’s voice.


“Stay here, love.
You don’t want to see this.” He didn’t wait for a reply, but instead pulled off
his shirt and walked out the front door.


The hell she
didn’t. He was walking out there with no clothes on to face a crazy man. A
knife block on the counter caught her attention and she grabbed the largest
knife there. Open living area for the win. At least now she could help. Maybe.


She walked out the
door and the moonlight made it easy for her to find the two men in the front.
Both were naked and circling each other.


“Last chance,
Marc. No one has to know. There is no shame in changing your mind.”


Victoria waited
for Marc to tell him to fuck off or some such nonsense. What she was not at all
expecting to see was him turning into a bear. A huge-ass, furry bear.


“Shit,” Bruno said,
before turning into a bear himself. She was officially dreaming. Too much
shifter-crack reading invaded her brain and entered her dreams. Why, oh why
couldn’t it just be a sexy dream?


They were on each
other and she just couldn’t look. It was a dream, so what did it matter anyway?
But somehow it did. It mattered a lot.


She forced herself
to turn and watch. It was painful to see. She remembered Bruno pleading with
the man to take it back. She had no question in her mind that this was until
death. From the look of how injured the smaller bear was just from her moment
of not looking, it would be him who died.


She watched them
fight and puzzle pieces began to connect in her brain. The crazy lust she was
feeling was a mating call of some kind. That was probably why he tensed up when
she mentioned home and why he called this house her home in the truck. Another
piece slid into place. The congratulations were because everyone who saw her
bite knew she was already his mate. She had yet to see it in a mirror, but they
all seemed to notice it right away.


The one thing that
didn’t make sense in any of this was why Marc was so interested in her.
Interested enough to risk dying. She hadn’t even met him, much less led him to
believe he had a shot with her. Looking back on it, he was probably the bear
she thought she saw in the woods.


The rational part
of her said she should be freaking out about the crazy that was now her life.
That she should be worried about Bruno being hurt, but something even stronger
than rationality told her he would be fine. Marc had yet to make contact with
Bruno, and he was limping. She didn’t know how they communicated in this form,
but she guessed that Bruno was trying to give him another way out. Maybe mayor
was code for alpha. Yeah, she read too much shifter-crack.


After a few
circles with what she guessed was a bear conversation, she heard Bruno
roar—or whatever you called that don’t fuck with me sound bears
make—and he swiped his paw across the smaller bear’s throat. Marc fell to
the ground and she could detect no motion from him.


She waited for him
to turn human like they did in the movies and books, but instead she just saw a
dead bear lying in the yard. She couldn’t look away. It was so sad to see him
just there. Dead. She didn’t even know or like him, yet the sorrow hit her like
he was a long lost friend. She began to sob and sob for the crazy man turned
bear’s life.


“Victoria, love, I
need you to put down the knife.” Knife. Knife. Knife. Oh, the knife in her
hands. The last thing she remembered before everything turned black was
dropping the knife and feeling pain shoot through her foot.











 


 


 


 


Best Super
Bonus Prizes Ever!


 


Her foot was
throbbing. What the heck was wrong with it? She went to open her eyes, but they
just wouldn’t comply. “Shh, love. The doctor gave you a shot when he was doing
the stitches. He realized after the fact that he gave you enough pain meds for
a bear and far too much for a human. You’ll be fine. It will just take a while
to wear off.”


“Stay?”


She wasn’t sure
her voice was loud enough for him to hear until she heard him reply, “Always.”


When she came to
again, she still felt the pain. Oh, the pain. But her head was less foggy.


“You gave me quite
a scare there. Only you could manage to stab yourself.” He said it with jest,
but she could hear the worry in his voice. Actually, she could feel it.


“So nutshell:
You’re a bear. I’m your mate. Marc went crazy and now is dead. I maimed
myself.”


“Yeah, that pretty
much sums it up.”


She opened her
eyes to see him looking at her with more than concern. She wasn’t quite sure
what it was, though. Possibly fear?


“Why was I so sad
when he died? I had never met him and he was trying to kill you. So I should
have been happy, or at the very least relieved.” Out of all the things that happened,
that was the thing that hit her hardest. It was like losing a family member.
Although now, she seemed to be better. So bizarre.


“He was part of my
sloth and you are my mate. When he died. I felt it.” He looked so burdened and
it broke her heart. “Not just the normal sorrow of loss, or even the guilt of
taking the life. Of course, that was there too. I physically felt it because I
am the alpha. As my mate, you felt some of that too.”


“That was only
some?” If that was only some, she couldn’t even begin to fathom what he had
been feeling. She didn’t bother to ask where Marc’s body was. She had no doubt
that if a doctor had been there then other members of the sloth would have been
as well and it was taken care of. She couldn’t process beyond that.


“Yeah.” His hand
touched her cheek and she leaned into it. “Enough about that. How are you now?”


“Now? Well my foot
doesn’t feel fantastic and I am beyond embarrassed that I stabbed my own foot.”
She turned into his hand and gave him a kiss on the palm of his hand before
continuing. “I’m pissed that he destroyed my car and forced you to kill him,
and am sad that he died. Do you know why he went all crazy? I seriously never
even talked to him.” That had been bugging her from the start. Why was he so
insistent about having her?


“There’s so much I
should have explained before I bit you.” The remorse on his face sent shivers
down her spine, and not the good kind. “I knew you were only here overnight and
panicked.”


“Your aunt even
warned you,” she teased, hoping to bring him around.


“That she did. She
sensed you were for me when you first walked in and feared you would leave and
badness would ensue.” Badness? Was that why she was being so weird? “Bears need
their mates. That is why Marc flipped his lid. His potential mate rejected
him.” He paused for a moment before adding, “Are you?”


“Am I what?” The
man was talking in riddles once again.


“Are you leaving?”
He barely said it loud enough for her to hear. The fear evident.


“Well, I have no
car since crazy boy blew it up.”


His eyes never
wavered. He needed a real answer.


“I hate my job,
but what would I do here?”


“Be my mate? Carry
my cubs?” Because life was ever that simple.


“I mean besides
being your mate, silly. For a job.”


“You don’t need
one. I’ll take care of you.” Cave man.


“Let’s say I want
one.”


“What did you go
to school for? There are no big fancy schmancy business firms here, but I’m
sure we could figure out something.” He was perking up at her even considering
moving.


“Accounting for my
undergrad, and an MBA in business.” She doubted anything there would fit.


“Accounting.
Perfect.” His smile showed in his eyes. “You can work with me. I suck at the
accounting part of running this town and the inn. Martha tries, but she is just
as clueless and already works too hard. It will take you months to even begin
to make a dent in the mess.”


That sounded okay
with her. “Now, this whole mate thing. Is it instead of marriage or do I get a
ring?”


“Oh, you most
definitely get a ring.” He was practically glowing.


“I have to quit my
job and give them at least two weeks’ notice.”


“I’ll come with
you. You need someone to help you move anyways.”


“Stinks. I need to
sell my condo. It is paid off so I can underprice the market and get it gone.”


“Perfect.”


“How about the cub
thing? How does that work?”


“Pretty much the
normal way.” He winked at her.


“I’m over thirty
so we should probably start right away if we want those three cubs.” She winked
back at him.


She was under him
in a second flat. “I said three because bears tend to have multiples.”


She leaned up and
put her lips very close to his ear. “I’m not a bear. I do one at a time. Thank
you very much.” She nipped his ear and he growled. Goodness help her, she loved
that sound.


“Then we will just
have to work three times as hard.” And hard he was. “You okay to do this? With
your foot and all?”


“Actually, no. The
mind is so much more than willing, but the body...not so much.”


He rolled off of
her.


“Can you help me
up? I want to use the rest room and see how my foot is. The meds are making me
kind of wonky so I’m not all together sure how bad it is.”


He was up and by
her side in a flash, helping her. She looked down as she stood up. That was a
mistake. Her head got woozy and she almost fell.


“Careful, love,
you don’t want to break something on top of everything else.” Wasn’t that the
truth.


She hobbled into
the bathroom with his arm for support. It actually didn’t hurt that bad. As she
made her way to the sink, she stopped to see her neck, expecting an angry
wound. In its place was a very faint mark where his teeth had been. She would
have missed it if she hadn’t known it was there.


“I can barely see
it, but everyone else noticed right away.” She fingered the marks and was
surprised that it felt so amazing. She met his eyes through the mirror and he
was pleased. “Explain?”


“Well, they can
smell that you are my mate.” That explained that, but not what she really
wanted to know. She gave him her best stink eye. “Fine. The bite, from what I
understand, will take the place as your number one erogenous zone.”


Score. She would
take it.


“So let me get
this straight. By becoming your mate, I not only get you, but I get a new
erogenous zone as well?”


“Uh huh. Pretty
good deal, I would say.” There was no denying that.


“Wait, I remember
something I need to know. When you came down my throat, I exploded. Is that a
mate thing?” It was amazing and she hoped to experience it time and again.
Please let it be a mating thing.


“Yes and no.” He
put his hand on her scar and she lost all ability to concentrate. “Sorry. I’ll
stop.” She wanted to beg him to continue, but he was right. She needed rest and
some time to digest this all. “It is a mating thing, but you don’t need to be
fully mated for it to happen.”


“Like a super
bonus prize for giving orgasms?”


“Yes. Like a super
bonus prize.” He gathered a few things and placed them on the counter and
turned to her “Here is a new towel and wash cloth and a spare tooth brush. The
doctor said to avoid getting your foot wet for a few days so best avoid the
shower until I can get it covered better.” He kissed her cheek and started to
walk away.


“Call me if you
need help.” With that, he closed the door.


She sat on the
edge of the tub for a long time thinking about the past two days. There was
nothing even remotely close to normal about them. How one flat tire turned into
crazy monkey sex with a near stranger, a fight to the death, and a mating were
beyond her, but she would take it. While she had a ton to think about, process,
and work through, she felt deep inside that this was right where she needed to
be.











 


 


 


 


Effective
Immediately…


 


“Tell me again.”
Bruno was looking at her like he was about to come just from her words.


“We no longer need
your services and consider your resignation effective immediately.”


It had been two
weeks since she’d had her flat tire. She had called in sick, the doctor noting
that she would be unable to work on her pain meds for her foot. She could have,
but damn it she wanted her time to enjoy her newly mated status, and enjoy it
they did.


When she walked into
her boss’s office, resignation in hand, she fully expected for them to take her
up on her notice. She was shocked when he assumed she was a possible security
risk. Apparently taking your first sick time right before you resign looked
fishy. Not that she would complain. She was all about getting home. She liked
the sound of that. Home.


“Effective
immediately.” He said into her lips. “That may be the sexiest thing I have ever
heard.”


She reached her
hands under his shirt, needing to feel him and he growled. That never failed to
undo her. “Agreed…and hubby?” Oh goodness, she loved the sound of that. No one
would have ever pegged her for the type of girl to have a quicky wedding, but
it felt oh so right.


“Yes, my love?” He
was kissing her mark and she was barely able to concentrate. Crap, she wasn’t
even sure what she had wanted to ask him. “Umm, honey, you did it again.”


“Did what?” he
said against her mark and she nearly came.


“Made my panties
drenched.”


He laughed into
her neck and this time she did come, no lie. Her marking took grand prize as
best erogenous zone ever.


She was coming so
hard that it didn’t fully register that he had picked her up and carried her to
the bed in the townhouse. It didn’t register that he was undressing her.
Goodness, it didn’t register that he had gotten naked. When she finally came
down to reality she cussed under her breath. “You always do that, you know.
Just once I want to be able to watch the unveiling.”


“Unveiling?” He
could hardly contain his laughter.


“Well you are a work
of art, so it seems fitting.”


He entered her
with one smooth motion. “I have nothing on the beauty beneath of me.” He
started to move very slowly. “I wake up every morning hoping that it is not a
dream that all of these amazing curves truly are mine. That, while fate may
have chosen you for me, that you chose me for you.”


She put her hand
on his cheek. “Oh, my love, I had no choice but to pick you. You fill my every
thought.” She pulled him down into a kiss.


They spent the
afternoon leisurely making love. Neither in a rush, both just embracing their
connection. It was one of the most amazing days of Victoria’s life.











 


 


 


 


Epilogue
– Also Known As HEA Time


 


She couldn’t wait
to tell him. Darn town council meeting was keeping him late and all she wanted
to do was to see the look on his face when she told him the news. She had
already vacuumed, loaded and unloaded the dishwasher, completed the laundry and
baked cookies. She gave up. She was out of all things that could possibly
distract her. It was now wear a hole in the carpet by pacing time.


That was exactly
what she was doing when he came in the front door. Pacing back and forth like a
caged lion.


“What’s wrong,
honey?” He looked worried.


“Wrong? Oh
nothing, I was just waiting for you?”


“While pacing?” He
sounded unsure.


“Well, first I
cleaned...well, everything, and then I baked cookies. I didn’t get into the
pacing until the third hour of your meeting.” She went over to him and wrapped
her arms around his neck. “Are you going to kiss your wife hello?”


There was no need
to ask him twice. He kissed her thoroughly, and when they both came up for air,
she whispered, “Three.”


He pulled back.
“Three?”


She nodded.


“For real. Three?”


“For real. I went
to Doc Smith’s at lunch time to do all the new patient garbly gook and have him
do a final check of my foot. He had me pee in a cup when he ‘had a feeling’ and
it was positive.”


Bruno was twirling
her around in a circle like a little kid. The man was practically giddy. “But
you said three. Not pregnant, three.”


“Patience. Learn
some patience.”


He growled in the
not-so-sexy way and it made her laugh. Her big bad bear may scare everyone else
in town, but he never once scared her.


“So he gave me one
of those ultra sound dohickies.” She was totally messing with Bruno. She had
pictures and she could just show him, but dragging it out was fun. “And did you
know shifter babies grow, like, super crazy fast?”


He just stared at
her blankly. She could see him struggling to stay patient so she pulled out the
picture to put him out of his misery. He took it and awe filled his face.


“Those are our
three little ones. They will, according to the doctor, be here in another five
months.”


“Three.” His voice
was filled with wonder as he ran his finger over the picture, touching each of
the babies as he did. He dropped to his knees and put his hand on her hips,
holding her still as he began to talk.


“Hi guys. It’s me,
your dad. I can’t even begin to tell you how excited I am that you are coming.”


She felt tears
begin to fall from her eyes.


“Now be good to
your mommy and stay there until we tell you it is okay to come out. We want you
completely ready for this world when you enter it.” The pride in his voice
touched her so deeply. “I have a secret for you. You are bears. How cool is
that? Pretty exciting stuff if you ask me. Now grow for mommy and try not to
make her tummy yucky. No one needs that.”


He stood up and
cupped her face with his hands. “Why the tears, love?” He wiped them with his
thumbs, his hands never leaving her face. “This is happy news.”


“These are happy
tears, Bruno. Happy, happy tears.”


He bent forward
and kissed her gently. “I love you, Victoria.”


“And I you,
Bruno.”
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Chapter One


Lucas leaned his elbows back on the bar
and pulled in a full draught of the human pheromones and perfumes swirling in
the air. Musky fragrances mixed with sweet sweat, underscored by a tangy taste
of arousal. And that was just the women. The males were overly scented as well,
at least the human ones, as if they didn’t understand the power of their own
natural scent. The blue-neon sign outside the nightclub called it The
Deviation. Inside, lithe human bodies pulsed to a techno rock beat coming
from the live band on the stage. It was a ripe hunting ground for shifters and
humans alike. Prey, his inner dark wolf panted, but Lucas backhanded
that thought into the recesses of his mind. He may be hunting for a pleasurable
companion for the evening, a temporary relief from the ghosts that haunted him,
but he wasn’t that kind of predator.


Not that there weren’t plenty of those in
the room.


This was neutral territory. He was rogue
now, but even if he had a pack, he wouldn’t make trouble in a closed
environment filled with humans like The Deviation. The throng pushed
right up to the bar where he stood, leaving not much distinction between those
dancing and those watching. Cutout panels behind the band let in beams of
purplish light that stabbed through the tight crowd and washed everyone in a
deep otherworldly glow. The shifters were indistinguishable from the humans,
everyone dressed in the same tailored silk shirts and curve-hugging black
dresses that comprised the nighttime uniform of web entrepreneurs and their groupies.


Indistinguishable for most. But Lucas
recognized a few. 


Three shifters from the SocialHacks pack
were in the thick of the dancing, hands running free over their female
companions. His father’s pack allied with the SocialHacks early on, their social
media startup pairing well with his father’s internet business development
firm. Nearby was a trio from Red Wolf, another company that cultivated the
dot-com businesses of Seattle and helped match them with investors. They were
his father’s bitter rivals—not only did they skate close to that
invisible line shifters didn’t cross, the one that kept the normal human
citizenry of Seattle unaware of the wolves in their midst, but they were as
ruthless in pack matters as they were in business. Lucas had seen more than one
omega from the Red pack end up in a dingy alley missing a few vital organs.
Tonight, the Red pack was hanging at the fringes of the crowd, watching. Like
Lucas.


But that was all they had in common.


“How are you doing here, sir?” The soft
voice behind him belonged to the female bartender. He could tell by her scent
before he turned around: slightly musky with the dampness of the nightclub, but
with a light woodsy taste. It wasn’t a perfume, which Lucas had an instant
appreciation for.


He turned and gave her a smile. “I’d like
another, please. Vodka, neat.” She wasn’t one of the celebrity bartenders who
drew patrons to The Deviation, but he wasn’t the type to drink the
latest fad cocktail, either. In fact, he rarely was in a club long enough to
finish a drink before a companion for the night found him. And having full
command of his faculties, especially with a human, was key to leaving her
satisfied, not sliced to ribbons.


The bartender gave him a fleeting smile,
then dropped her brilliant blue-eyed gaze, brushed her long black hair out of
her way, and reached under the bar for a bottle. He hadn’t been to The
Deviation in a while, but he guessed she was new—to the club, maybe
to bartending as well. Her all-black uniform—slim dress pants and
collared shirt—had turned purple with the hazy light from the stage, but
it fit her feminine curves in an understated way. He appreciated that, too, but
bartenders weren’t good prospects, not least because they might remember him
the next time he came hunting.


She poured his drink, and he noticed her
hand quiver. The liquid sloshed but not enough to escape the shot glass. He
frowned and looked up, but she was already moving on, down the bar, to another
customer. She gave that guy the same fleeting smile, but Lucas could see
something wrong in it now. Something off. Her lips were slightly parted, her
breaths shallow. She was panting, and not in a good way. The girl rushed
through a bourbon-and-seven for her customer, then shuffled to the end of the
bar, where her fellow bartender, a male, stood flirting with one of the female
patrons. The girl had a quick, whispered exchange that Lucas couldn’t hear over
the pounding music, and then she slipped around the end of the counter and into
the crowd.


Lucas straightened, looking for her over
the sea of bobbing heads and waving hands. She was a tiny black-haired rabbit
weaving through the weeds, tall enough to poke above them when she wasn’t
ducking under drinks held high or flailing arms. He wasn’t sure why, but he
couldn’t stop tracking her.


He left his drink, untouched, and slid
along the bar, keeping her in his sights. She broke free of the crowd near the
back wall, where blue neon signs bulged with the letters of the club and the
outlines of spilt electric drinks.


It was the same wall where the three Red
pack members lounged. 


The girl threw open a door which had been
invisible a moment before, probably because it fit seamlessly into the black
matte of the wall. Then she was gone, the door slowly easing closed behind her.



The Reds had watched her all the way out.



Lucas froze at the edge of the crowd, his
unblinking stare trained on their bent heads and moving lips. Not my
territory, he told his snarling inner wolf. Not my pack.


But he didn’t look away.


~*~


Mia sucked in the cool night air of the
alleyway outside The Deviation and nearly moaned with the relief. Jesus,
the smells in that place. She’d been on since ten o’clock, and usually
she could make it through to the end of her shift at two: she just had to
breathe through her mouth and take frequent bathroom breaks for fresh air. But
tonight… it was as if all the college girls had decided to flash mob the club
with a synchronized perfume attack. And the dot-com wannabe-billionaire guys
either came straight from the gym and overcompensated with Axe spray or somehow
that was their normal smell. Add in the usual background eau de
Deviation, and the alcoholic whiffs from the drinks she was serving just
weren’t enough to ward it off. She had to get fresh air, or she was going to
lose her dorm dinner of meatloaf and mashed potatoes—and it wasn’t that
good the first time around. Her sensitive sense of smell loathed closed spaces
and aromatic people, and The Deviation had more than its share of both
tonight.


Sometimes being a shifter well and truly
sucked.


Who was she kidding? It sucked all
the time. Mia had yet to find the hidden benefits of being able to transform
into a wolf on a whim. Sure she could smell the anxiety of her roommate while
she studied for an econ test. Or the lecherous arousal of her English prof when
he tried to “help” her during office hours. But she didn’t count those as
benefits. And an acrid stench of fear would constantly surround her if
anyone found out her secret—not to mention no real company would ever hire
a shifter.


She could tolerate a few more smelly
shifts at The Deviation, if that’s what it took. Other than the stench,
it was decent. Not too many slobbering drunks. Plus she was twenty-one now, so
she could serve, which meant better tips. She needed to keep this stinky job so
eventually she could get a real one. One that paid well enough to get
her mom out of that rat-hole apartment on Jackson Street and into something
better. Somewhere Mia wouldn’t have to worry about the crackheads shooting up
the place and where the gangs hadn’t ousted the police as the major power
players in the neighborhood. 


There were shifters in the crack gangs of
Seattle, she knew that. Everyone did, though no one talked about it. And if
anyone knew she was a shifter… well, that was all that would be left for her,
too. Which was why she worked her tail off in community college and transferred
to the University of Washington as a junior, as soon as she could wrangle a
scholarship. But even the crappy dorm food cost money, so she had to keep her
job at The Deviation if she wanted to graduate and get her mom out of
the hellhole that was 12th and Jackson.


Breathe in. Breathe out.


Her stomach settled a little. Mia leaned
back against the cool brick of the alley. The moon was nearly full, which
didn’t mean jack for her as a shifter. Werewolves that went all wolfy with full
moon were just fairy tales. She could shift whenever she wanted to—which
was primarily never—and occasionally even when she didn’t. But
that hadn’t happened for years, not since Bobby Johnson scared the shit out of
her with one of his stupid Halloween pranks. It was a good thing she had been
dressed as a ghost that year—she had only been ten, and the yellowed
sheet had reached all the way to the ground. Covered her up pretty good, and
Bobby never figured it out. 


Didn’t stop her from using some very
wolfy-sharp claws to trash his mailbox the next night, though. Just on
principle.


She closed her eyes and focused on
calming the last heaves of her stomach. The music beat through the brick wall
behind her, buzzing the back of her head. Just as she was thinking it might be
safe to head back inside, the door next to her creaked open, letting out a
throb of music that covered the footsteps of whoever was coming out. She popped
open her eyes, blinking a couple of times to clear them, just in case it was
patrons wanting to sneak a quick make out session in the alley.


By the time she pushed away from the
wall, she realized it wasn’t a couple looking for privacy. It was three guys… and
they were big.


The moonlight glinted off their black
silk shirts. Mischief danced in their eyes. They stepped toward her, casually,
as if they were about to ask her the time. One in the lead, two behind,
probably mid-twenties. The lead one was pretty, the way boys sometimes are,
without being the least bit feminine. In fact, there was entirely too much
muscle beneath his tailored shirt. The other two were more conventionally
handsome, but just as hulking, with beefy frames that spoke of hours in the gym
or possibly some kind of professional sports. Their scent reminded her of cut
steel, like they were fashioned from coldness and evil.


She could turn and run, but as soon as
that thought blossomed in her head, two of the thugs fanned out, filling the
alley with their smooth-moving presence. She wasn’t quite surrounded, but she
wouldn’t escape either. Not without shifting, which she really, really
didn’t want to do. These guys were dot-commers. She could tell by the glint of
their custom-made shoes and the close tailoring of their collared shirts. She
was strong—being a shifter was good for that, at least—but even so,
there were three of them. She would have to shift to have a chance. And if she
did, they would talk. The police would listen. She’d be outed for sure.


The door slowly swung closed, muting the
music to a dull thud. 


Shit.


“It’s pretty crowded in there.” Mia
hooked a thumb toward the door, pretty freaking impressed with herself at the
steadiness of her voice. “I’m sure someone will be along any minute, looking
for fresh air, just like you boys.”


The lead one smirked then tipped his head
to his evil partner in crime. He slunk back toward the door. Could he lock it
from the outside? 


Dammit.


“Come on, now,” Mia said, her voice way
steadier than her ramping up heart would believe. “There are a ton of
girls in there, much hotter than I am, who would love to go home with
you three.”


“Who said anything about taking you
home?” The lead one leered like this was a game, and only he knew the rules. “Maybe
you should run.”


The hairs on the back of her neck
bristled. Okay, that was not good. At all. These guys wanted to hurt
her. She was prey… of the very worst sort. 


Her inner wolf snarled. Some of it must
have escaped her, but that only made him lick his lips like she’d just given
him a delicious present. Mia curled her fists and took a step back to widen her
stance. Maybe this was it. Maybe she’d finally lose her secret and everything
else that went with it. But she wasn’t letting them do whatever sick things they
had planned without a fight. If they were lucky, she’d stop short of actually
killing them.


Her wolf surged against her skin,
battering her from the inside, wanting out. She wanted to claw their faces,
sink her teeth into their necks. Mia held her wolf back, trying to think it
through. She hadn’t shifted in so long. She would get tangled in her clothes,
probably fall on her face before even getting out a growl. And who knew what
else the creeps might have… weapons… she swallowed, wondering if taking off her
shirt might distract them long enough to get through the transformation…


The lead guy’s nostrils flared. Even a
human could probably smell the stink of fear on her. The guy by the door leaned
a beefy hand against it, holding it closed, while the other one edged around
her, cutting off her one route of escape down the alley.


The lead creep flexed his hands and
stepped toward her—


With a scrape and a thud, the door flew
open. The thug who had been holding it stumbled backward and tumbled to the
moon-brightened pavement. Another figure stomped out and quickly scanned the
alley. His gaze fell on Mia and raked across the length of her body. Even
across the span of the twenty feet between them, she felt it, like a hot
paintbrush across her flesh. His face was familiar, but her fear-addled brain
couldn’t quite place it. The man turned his glare to the creeps in the alley
and used one hand to close the door behind him without looking.


Everyone had been frozen during all of
this.


Then all hell broke loose.


The thug on the ground lunged up with
frightening speed. He grabbed the man at the door, wrestling him away from it.
The lead thug started taking off his clothes.


What?


He ripped off his shirt in one smooth
motion, and before Mia could track its fall to the pavement, he had transformed
into a snarling, bristle-haired red wolf the size of a bear. Mia jerked back,
skittering to the side of the alley and flattening herself against the brick.
The red wolf lunged at the man, while his sidekick tore off his own shirt and
morphed into another wolf, this one so dark red, his fur was almost black. They
led with their fangs, but somehow the man had slipped away, leaving them with
nothing but a mouthful of shirt. The third thug, the one who hadn’t
transformed, was jerked backward, arms flailing out as he fell to the ground
again. The two wolves snarled but held their place, pawing the ground. Their
guttural sounds echoed off the hard walk. Her heart in her throat, Mia was
frozen against the wall. She edged forward, enough to see what had stopped
them.


A brown wolf, fur glistening white in the
moonlight, had the door-holding man’s neck in his jaws. The man made gurgling
noises, like he was already drowning in his own blood. The brown wolf snarled
and must have clamped harder because the man flailed against his hold even
though that could only have made things worse. Mia flinched, holding the wall
and her breath, the iron scent of blood assaulting her nose. The two red wolves
pawed the ground, yipped, and returned the snarl, standing stiff-legged and
tall. But after a moment, they both took a step back. Then slowly, slowly, they
lowered their muzzles to the ground, arching their backs slightly to do so.
Even slower, their red-bristled tails sunk to brush the pavement, then tucked between
their legs.


Submission.


Her wolf recognized it right away, even
though Mia had never seen another wolf in her life. But their actions flushed
something through her—the shock of a cool shower on a hot day, both
bracing and filled with relief. They had submitted. In their wolf form,
the red wolves could no more attack the brown than they could fly—at
least not now, not while their submission was still fresh, the authority of the
alpha wolf still strong in their minds. Maybe later. Certainly once they were
in human form again, and the alpha had less influence on their inner wolves.
Mia knew what that felt like, an impulse that was stronger than her free human
will, just from the few times she had let her wolf run free—mostly in the
Olympic Mountains, where no one would see or wonder. But even in those few
times, her thoughts, her actions, her very being seemed ruled by the instincts
of her wolf.


The brown wolf released the man. Dark red
smeared his throat, but he must not have been seriously injured, because there
wasn’t blood spurting everywhere, and he managed to scramble away, still
breathing. He ran past Mia, not even a glance back as he escaped down the
moonlit alleyway, his imported shoes clacking on the pavement. The two red
wolves still had their tails tucked, but now they were backing away, too. They
snarled as they went, gaining volume as the distance between them and the brown
wolf increased, until they yipped, tossed their heads, and turned to trot down
the alley after their fellow thug.


The brown wolf stood straight, legs
stiff, tail curled back… staring at her.


She stared back. 


The only sounds were the thump of music
from the club and the jerky breath heaving in and out of her, but the air was
rich with the fight: the scent of blood, a tang of sweat, and the fading whiff
of fear. There was a sweet under scent, familiar but something she couldn’t
identify. The brown wolf was watching her with eyes deep as night and
glittering with the moon. Then, as he held her gaze, he started to shift. Mia had
never seen it in another person before. Only in herself, and when it happened,
she wasn’t exactly looking in the mirror. 


His gaze stayed fixed on her as the skin
and bones of his body morphed, rearranging in some magic Mia didn’t understand
even when it was her own body. He was a shadow lengthening, a form growing
smoother and taller, trading fur for muscle, muzzle for square jaw, paws for
long-fingered hands, until finally he stood tall and naked in all his… glory.
There was really no other word for it. His shoulders were broad. Muscles
rippled down his arms, catching the moonlight, kissing it, and sending it
bouncing back to the night. The planes of his chest and stomach were
silver-glazed marble, and farther down… Mia’s face ran hot as she realized the
under scent was arousal. His arousal. And his erection was as glorious
as the rest of him, tall and firm, the moonlight bathing it with a shimmering
glow. 


She jerked her gaze back up to meet his. 


He slowly stepped toward her, each
footfall measured and cautious, like she was a skittish deer he might be
frightening off. A fluttery panic rose up in her chest as he approached, making
her want to run just like one—not because she feared him, but because he
radiated such raw power. Even in his human form, he was stealing her breath,
holding her paralyzed against the wall in awe. She couldn’t imagine what he
could compel her to do in his wolf form.


Anything.


Her inner wolf whimpered.


He bent to pick something off the
pavement. Only after he stopped approaching her and fussed with the thing he
picked up, did she realize it was his pants. She looked away while he dressed,
although that seemed silly, so she looked back again. By then, he was almost
upon her, and she startled, hugging the wall once more.


When he was far away and naked, he was
something like a Greek god. Up close and shirtless, he was less divine and more
humanly, heart-stoppingly gorgeous. His dark brown eyes peered at her, studying
her again. He was maybe mid-twenties, with a chiseled face that had lost all
boyishness. His chest was raked with four lines of red, where a claw must have
found him in the fight, but his wounds were already starting to heal. As she
watched, the lines slowly disappeared, just as she’d seen with her own skin
many times. His chest was now bare of any marks except for his sprawling, black
tattoo: a howling wolf in the middle with inky fur that bled into a thorny
tribal design curling down his side. Her fingers ached to touch the silky black
lines. He was close enough that his scent was nearly overpowering her—and
not because it was strong. It reminded her of the fresh pines of the forest,
mixed with a musky earth scent that was subtle and yet inescapable. It screamed
I am male so loud that her knees went weak with it.


He lifted her chin with one finger. She
held her breath while he inspected her. Then he released her from the finger
touch, and her wolf wanted to nip after it. 


“You’re not afraid,” he said softly.


“Should I be?” Her heart was pounding
hard, and she was drenched in dampness, from the slick sweat of residual panic
to the heat between her legs. He was wolf. He had to smell that.
It made more heat rush to her face.


A smile lifted one side of his
pinched-serious lips. “Most humans are after a wolf fight.”


She let out a breath. He thought she was
human. It almost bubbled up a laugh, but she held it in.


His smile drifted away, replaced by
seriousness.


“I’ve seen wolves before,” she said.
Which, actually, was a lie. At least, she hadn’t seen any other wolves before
tonight.


He nodded, slowly. She couldn’t decide if
he believed her or not.


Then she realized… “But I won’t tell.
Anyone. I promise.”


One eyebrow lifted. “Really? And why
not?”


In that moment, she recognized him: he
was her customer at the bar. One of the last ones before she shuffled out,
ready to gag on the cocktail of pheromones in the club.


She gave him a tiny smile. “Because you
tip well.”


He smiled, and it was like the moon had
brightened.


She stood in awe of it for a moment. Then
she added, “And, you know, for saving my life.”


He put a hand on the wall behind her and
leaned in close. He drew in a breath, and his eyes half-lidded, then closed.
Her pulse kicked up to approaching heart attack speed. Was he going to
kiss her? Should she let him? Was there any possibility of her not?


Then she realized he was just… breathing
her in. His eyes opened and peered into hers. He was close enough now that she
could easily reach out and touch him. Kiss him. Her wolf whined a complaint,
but she couldn’t do either of those things. She was paralyzed by his nearness.


“Did they hurt you in any way?” he asked,
his voice a whisper. “Tell me the truth.”


She shook her head in tiny movements.


“You’re sure you’re all right?” His voice
sounded strained.


She nodded with equally frantic small
movements. Then, feeling like an idiot for not being able to form words, she
forced out, “I’m okay. Really.”


He drew in another breath—more of
her scent, she was sure of it—and bit his lip. It ran a quiver through
her. Then just when she thought she might not be able to stand it anymore, that
she might have to bridge the gap between them and just touch him… he
eased back from the wall and dropped his hand. Then he simply turned away,
leaving her hunched up against the bricks. She relaxed and tried to regain some
composure, but her wolf spun rings of frustration inside her. She watched as he
picked through the discarded shirts, shoes, and pants littering the now-empty
alley. He found his shirt, slipped it on, swiped up two shoes and socks, then
returned to her. 


“Tell me where you live.” It was a
command.


“McMahon Hall. At the University.” It
didn’t occur to her until after the words were out of her mouth that
telling a complete stranger in a moonlit alley where she lived probably wasn’t
the best choice. But she wasn’t afraid of him in any way. He wasn’t capable of
hurting her, not intentionally, she was sure of it.


He nodded like he had expected her
compliance without question, then glanced at the door to The Deviation.
“It’s not safe for you to come back here.” He swung back to look at her with
those intense, dark eyes. “They’ll return. And they’ll be looking for you.”


That ran a shiver through her. What would
she do now? She needed this job. But she didn’t want to say anything.
He’d just saved her life: she didn’t want to argue. And he was right. Next time
he wouldn’t be there to save her. The pit of her stomach hollowed out. 


Instead of saying any of that, she asked,
“Do you have a name?” 


“Yes.” The corner of his mouth quirked.


That tiny not-smile did a thing to her
insides. “I see. A funny guy as well as an action hero. You know, if you don’t
tell me, I’ll just make something up.”


His face lost its humor. “My name is
Lucas.” He gestured down the alley away from the club. “Come on. I’ll take you
home.”


She looked back to the door. “I should
tell them I’m leaving.” At Lucas’s dark look, she hastily added, “I’ll say I’m
sick. Not telling anyone anything, remember?”


He hesitated, stared hard at the door,
then nodded his permission. She shuffled toward the club. A glance back showed
Lucas waiting for her, still barefoot and shirtless in the moonlight-drenched
alleyway. Holy hell, he was hot. Or maybe his hotness came from the fact
that he just possibly saved her life. Definitely saved her secret. Either way,
she would make quick work of telling her boss she was done for the day and get
back to the alley. 


She was afraid he might disappear into
the night if she didn’t.











 


Chapter Two


Lucas dropped Mia off at her residence
hall with hardly a word. He had hailed a cab, so she didn’t even get a chance
to peek in his car. Her attempts at small talk on the way back were met with
stony silence. It was as if he wanted to forget the night had happened as
quickly as possible. She wasn’t sure why he even bothered taking her back to
her dorm. She could have taken the bus, just like she did to get to The
Deviation in the first place. But there she stood, outside the door of her
hall at one o’clock in the morning, still wearing her work clothes and watching
Lucas slip away into the night via an anonymous yellow cab.


Her wolf clawed at Mia’s stomach. “Well,
what was I supposed to do?” Mia grumbled to her inner beast. “Hit on him after
he saved me?” Wow, thanks for saving me from the big nasty wolves, hot
shifter guy. Wanna get some coffee?


Mia shook her head. Seriously pathetic. 


A thumping sound that was more
reverberation than music came from the upper floors of McMahon Hall. Someone
was up late, throwing a party, and suddenly her room on the 11th
floor was the last place she wanted to be. The tree lined street outside the
dorm obscured her view of the Olympic National Park in the far distance, but
the leafy arms of the branches overhead still gave her a sense of park’s
darkened forest. It was the only place she could run free, shifting at will
under the cover of the wild. Only she never did that… or at least very
rarely.


The events in the alley—the danger,
the fight, Lucas’s breathing her in—all of it had awoken her inner wolf
in a way it never had been before. Every nerve ending seemed on fire, and yet
there was some ill-defined hollowness inside her. It was an unfamiliar longing:
to shift, to let her wolf free, to follow some instinct that was driving her. A
long, low howl echoed around inside her head, making the hollowness ring even
more empty. Like a whispered promise that could never be fulfilled. Only she
didn’t know what the promise was or what she wanted to fill the emptiness with.


Mia gritted her teeth and kept the howl
locked inside. Letting it out in front of her University of Washington dorm
wouldn’t exactly be smart. And Mia had to be smart. She had to work
hard, finish out her business degree at UDub, and land a job so she could take
care of her mom. Her dad had never been in the picture, and Mia was an only
child, so her mom was the sum total of her family. And if there was one thing
her mom had taught her, it was that there wasn’t anyone or anything more
important than family. 


If Mia couldn’t go back to The
Deviation, she would have to find another job to get her through school.
She whirled away from the faux forest in front of her and marched into McMahon
Hall, taking the elevator to the 11th floor and trying to ignore the
stale dorm odors along the way. When the elevator doors opened, it was clear
that her floor was once again party central for the building. Who knew the Business
and Arts dorm would be rocking it so hard so often. Didn’t these people
ever study?


Unfortunately, her room was in the wing
where the party action usually happened. Given the slightly bigger rooms, the
open floor plan, the balcony, and not least the stairwell for students pairing
off or sneaking down to lower floors, it made sense. It was just highly
inconvenient. And periodically turned her home into an over-crowded,
over-smelly nightmare.


People jammed the hall as she worked her
way in. On a good day, the dorms were a hotbed of nasty—a decade of moldy
feet, the residual crumbs of a thousand midnight snacks—but tonight,
there was the added sickly stench of bootlegged party drinks. In the corner of
the living room, between the silk plant and a five-century-old orange floral
couch, sat a metal tub. Students crowded around it with their red plastic cups,
waiting for their dip of whatever toxic brew they’d managed to cobble together.
She was guessing Tom Collins was somewhere in the mix by the overly-sweet lemon
scent perfuming the room. How they got away with throwing these parties, she
could never figure. They must be paying off the Resident Assistants in sexual
favors.


Mia sighed when she found the door to her
room was flung wide open with a dozen people she didn’t know inside. She wasn’t
worried—she didn’t have anything worth stealing—but she was
hoping to get some kind of sleep tonight. Maybe forget about the harrowing
events of the alley, and the fact that she was newly out of a job.


Her roommate, Jupiter, was flirting in
the doorway to their room with some guy—probably her crush-of-the-week, a
Southern guy named Jackson from her drama club. Jupiter was from Kansas with
all that country-girl wide-eyed innocence on tap plus a heavy helping of
roll-in-the-hay eagerness when it came to boys. When she saw Mia, she grinned
and waved with far too much exuberance. Mia trudged over, debating whether she
could throw everyone out without explanation. It was past one in the morning
after all.


Her roommate had the world’s coolest name
and the world’s most ridiculous wardrobe. Jupiter’s outfit tonight was par for
the course: purple leggings, an orange tulle skirt, and a bunched up UDub
sweatshirt that was far too big. Probably belonged to Jackson.


“You know,” Mia shouted to be heard over
the low-thumping music, “being a drama major is really no excuse for that
outfit.”


“You’re just jealous.” Jupiter’s smile
was too wide, the kind Mia was used to seeing on her customers at The
Deviation.


“Yeah.” Mia smirked. “Jealous of the
color blind.”


Jupiter made a snort of disgust then
frowned. “You’ve missed half the party!”


“Only half?” Mia threw a questioning look
to Jackson, who was watching them with high amusement. 


He just shrugged.


“Where have you been?” Jupiter
asked with the outrage of the half-drunk for slights real and imagined.


 “I had to work tonight, remember?”


“Oh yeah.” Jupiter’s freckled face
scrunched up. “Wait, weren’t you supposed to be at The Deviation until
two?”


“Yeah, I, um… got off early.” 


Mia was saved from explaining by a guy
barreling out of her room. All three of them made way for him as he headed for
the bathroom and took a quick turn into the girls’. Their floor was
coed—either he was confused or he didn’t think he would make it to the
boys’ bathroom.


Jupiter threw an unmistakable ew look
after the bathroom perpetrator, then propped one hand on her hip. The other
held a small blue-feathered purse that looked like a boa constrictor had thrown
up a peacock. She took that thing everywhere, like a pet. 


Then she focused on Mia again. “I thought
you had gotten that awesome internship at… at…” She snapped her fingers, fast.


“SparkTech Partners,” Mia supplied. “I’m
starting on Monday.”


Jupiter flailed her hand without the
blue-feathered thing. “Which is why you need to celebrate!”


“It’s been a long night.” Mia gave a sad
look to her bed inside their room. It currently held three senior boys each
with a red cup balanced precariously on their knee. “What I really need is some
sleep.”


“But you just got here!” Jupiter
exclaimed. Then something over Mia’s shoulder caught her eye, and her roommate
bit her lip, looking guilty. “I might have told a certain hot senior from drama
club that you would be here by the end of the party.”


“Jeeter.” Neither Mia’s warning tone, nor the
nickname Jupiter hated, slowed her down one bit.


“Oh, come on!” Her roommate gave her a
disgusted look, but dropped her voice. “Cade is perfect for you. Tall, dark,
and overly serious. He’s just your type.”


“I don’t have a type.” Which was a lie.
She very much had a type. It was tall, muscular, and naked in the moonlight. My
name is Lucas. Even the memory of him leaning close to her made the room
feel warm. Mia closed her eyes and shook that thought from her head. There were
so many ways that wasn’t even close to happening again.


Jupiter bunched up the feathered purse
and made begging hands and eyes. She mouthed, Forgive me. Then her
roommate dropped the drama like a change in costume and beamed over Mia’s
shoulder. “Hi, Cade!”


Mia rolled her eyes before putting on a
tight smile and turning to greet Jupiter’s drama club friend. Cade arrived just
as she turned, a red plastic cup in each hand. His white t-shirt hung on his
broad shoulders like it enjoyed the ride, and his smooth, muscular grace made
her think of a tiger: all restrained power and limber movement. Mia was tall,
but she still had to look up into those crystalline blue eyes. 


“Hey, Jeeter.” He smirked at her
roommate, then gave Mia a softer look. “Hey, Mia. Didn’t expect you until
later.” His tone, plus a smile he was working to restrain, made it clear he was
happy to see her.


Truth was, if she had a type before
tonight, Cade would have been exactly it. Commanding presence, killer grin, and
gorgeous blue eyes that didn’t hurt to look at but sliced right into her heart…
and that was exactly the problem. She couldn’t afford the distraction of boys.
And her previous attempts at boyfriends had been near disasters. Whenever they
got too close, too intimate, her control slipped. That’s when her wolf
came out to play, and that had never ended well. Which pretty well explained
why she had only slept with two guys before, both of whom had been so freaked
by their first time that it was also their last.


Sex was problematic for her, to say the
least.


Only with human boys, her wolf whined.


Don’t even go there, she thought in return.


As much as any human could be, Cade was
definitely her type.


He smiled and handed her a cup. “It’s
tremendously sweet,” he warned. There was a small lift on one side of his
smile.


 “Thanks for the heads up.” She
inhaled a small whiff of the vapors coming off the cup. Vodka, one of the cheap
brands, plus whiskey sour mix and a leftover dash from a cherry that must still
be swimming in the tub. She held the cup close, warding off the stench of the
room with her own personal alcohol vaporizer—which she appreciated much
more than the drink.


She pretended to take a sip, just to be
polite. “So are you guys ready for your show?” She didn’t keep track of
Jupiter’s stage plays, but the spring quarter was coming to a close, so they
must have something going.


His smile brightened. “Yeah. You should
come. It’s called Silent Death, and it’s a period piece set around Paris
in World War II. We’ll be in the Penthouse Theatre tomorrow night.”


“Sounds like a barrel of laughs.” 


He frowned. “It’s really not that bad.”


She bit her lip. Damn, she was tired.
Losing her manners, as well as her patience. “I’m sure it is. I’m sorry, I’m
just…” She waved her drink. “It’s the vapors talking.” She inhaled another
whiff and shrunk away from some passing partiers swinging their cups as they
talked. Another glance at her room must have given away her desire to be
anywhere else.


Cade leaned forward, then he edged even
closer, dipping his head to bring his lips near her ear. “You want to get out
of here?” His hand touched her hair, brushing it back. He was so close that his
cologne and whiskey-sour breath suddenly overpowered the rest of the dorm
scents. “My roommate’s gone for the weekend.” His voice was low, husky. He
probably thought it was sexy, but Mia thought he was mostly just drunk.


Her wolf growled. The last thing she
needed was to be propositioned by a half-drunk college boy. Suddenly, it was
all too much, too close, and she needed out. In fact, she needed everyone out.
Now.


She nudged Cade back, hand flat on his
chest. “Look, I’m done for the night.”


Disappointment shadowed his face, but she
had no time for that.


She turned to her room, pushing past Jupiter
and Jackson. “Okay, everyone, party’s over. Time to go! Find your own beds.”


A round of grumbles, a pause as all eyes
turned to see if she was serious, then another set of mumbling and complaints
as they slowly rose from the bed, the floor, even her desk. As the crowd filed
out, a couple spilled out of the closet, still tangled in each other, and
bringing half of Jupiter’s crazy wardrobe with them, including a long, green
scarf that wound around their feet and made them go down.


Mia just shook her head. Jupiter waved
goodbye from the door and disappeared with the partiers, Jackson’s arm around
her waist. Mia was just as glad to see them go, too, and as soon as the last of
them was gone, she locked the door.


First thing, she tore off the top cover
of the twin bed that belonged to her, vowing to run it through the laundry
before she used it again. Even with that bunched up and stuffed under her bed, only
ten percent of her dorm room felt like it belonged to her. The other ninety
percent was taken up by her frenetic roommate’s endless leggings, half-used
doodle pads, and extensive shoe collection. Mia had a picture of her mom on the
shelf, about a backpack’s worth of clothes in the closet, a stack of books, and
her laptop on the desk… and that was it.


It was almost like she had never really
moved in. The room belonged to the partiers as much as her—they were all
temporary occupants until they moved on to the next thing. Mia eased down into
the bed, lying on top of the sheets, not bothering to remove her clothes. A
complete and utter weariness sunk her into the mattress, and she looped her arm
over her eyes, blocking out the overhead lights.


Her room was a cage—a tiny concrete
and glass cage, with a bed too short for her long legs, and nothing of value to
lose in a fire. She didn’t belong here, not in any real way. It was a way
station on the path to the things she actually needed, that was all. The
emptiness made itself known again, a deep hollow in her chest, and her wolf
whined, curling its tail down in defeat.


The lights still blared overhead, but Mia
turned on her side and dropped off to sleep like she was falling off a cliff.











 


Chapter Three


 It had been two days, and Lucas
couldn’t get her out of his mind.


His fingers drummed the edge of his
tablet, and he tried again to pore over the numbers for the latest internet
startup his brother, Lev, had found for SparkTech to consider for investment.
After another five minutes of circling back over the same data again and again,
he shoved the tablet away and rose from his desk. He just was too distracted.
He flattened his palms against the floor-to-ceiling corner office window and
hung his head between his arms. Back when he was a managing partner in his
father’s tech-focused investment firm, Lucas’s status had commanded this
office. Now he was just a principal, but his father had still allowed him to
keep his luxurious view of the Olympic Mountains. The rain had swept through
earlier, leaving a shine on the Emerald City in the early morning sun. He
squinted against it and let his gaze roam over the high rises, flicking
occasionally to the mountains beyond. 


His wolf surged a bit each time he did.


He’d tried going for a hunt over the
weekend, but it didn’t help. He kept thinking about the girl, the one he’d
stopped the Reds from playing with, like the other field mice they liked to
torment. Lucas should have asked her name. He should have gone back to the club
to make sure she quit on the spot. He should have moved her to a different
dorm. Something. There were a hundred things he could have done, but
instead he rushed her home, thinking if he simply got her safely out of his
arms reach that would solve everything, including the strange pull she had on
him.


That part he understood least of all. 


He paced the length of his office, but
his gaze kept wandering back to the forest of glittering steel-and-glass high
rises of downtown Seattle and to the distant trees beyond. A year ago, when he
lost his mate, he lost a part of himself as well. He hadn’t been fit to be alpha
for anyone anymore, so he’d left his pack and gone rogue. He even left
SparkTech and lived in the wild until he’d almost forgotten what it was to be
human. He’d thought he had forgotten, until Lev came looking for him and
pulled him out of the dark hole of despair he’d fallen into. There was no
fixing what had broken inside him, but Lev convinced him he could still
contribute to the family business, even if he wasn’t part of any pack. It was
just enough to keep him human, and after a while, he’d begun to believe he
could keep the longings at bay with a shit-ton of work, his brothers nearby,
and a steady supply of female companionship to ease the pain. Slowly, his wolf
quieted. The mournful howling every night, crying his need for a pack of his
own, eventually stopped. Lucas thought he’d finally found a way to carry on.


And then… this girl.


Human girls were a distraction, a
temporary pleasure to sate his longings. They lasted a night, maybe two. Never
more. And he’d found plenty who enjoyed what he had to give. They responded to
his inner alpha even if they couldn’t see how broken he really was. Which
suited him just fine, until… this strange girl who needed his help. He didn’t
understand what pulled him to track her. Or why he went into that alleyway to
stop the Reds. She was nothing to his pack, just another human in the half
million or so in the Bay area. 


His wolf growled at that thought, and it
came out as a throaty sound that echoed around his office. The door was closed,
so he didn’t even try to rein it in. He knew a lie when he heard one, even when
he told it to himself. He might be broken, but no alpha could have stood by and
let those sick bastards in the Red pack toy with someone the way they did. Much
less a human girl, unprotected, unwary… although it turned out she knew more
than he thought. She’d seen shifters before. And yet kept her silence about
them. 


That was intriguing, but it wasn’t what
haunted him. What kept him pacing through the weekend were two simple things:
first, her scent had pulled him in, and he’d been tempted to claim her right
there in the alley, something that didn’t even make sense. Humans were for
pleasure, not mating. But second, and more important, he had inflamed the
tensions between his father’s pack and the Reds… and he’d brought the girl deep
into the heart of it. The Reds would go after her, track her, hunt her down,
now that they knew she was important to him.


And after a weekend of pacing and hunting
and shredding the sheets in tumultuous dreams where he fulfilled that wish to
claim her in the alleyway, he had finally admitted to himself and his wolf that
she was, indeed, important to him.


Thing was, he had no idea why.


A knock at the door dredged his attention
out of the depths.


Lev poked his head in the door. “Hey, man,
just giving you a heads up.”


Lucas sighed. “Let me guess. My
extracurricular activities this weekend found their way to our father’s
attention.”


He held his hands up. “Wasn’t me, bro.
Dad found out on his own. I just heard the howling.” Lev was his youngest
brother and part of his pack, back when he was a true alpha. But even when
Lucas went rogue, Lev never really stopped being his beta. Officially, his
brother had rejoined their father’s pack. Unofficially, he still had Lucas’s
back, in family matters as well as business. There was a reason Lev had been
the one to pull him out of the forest again. And why Lucas carried on, staying
at SparkTech, making it work for Lev’s sake, even if every day it shoved a hot
poker into old wounds.


“I’ll take care of it, Lev,” he said,
taking one last glance at the mountains. “Thanks for the warning.”


Lev gave a short nod and disappeared back
out the door.


Lucas took a breath, glanced at his
neglected work on the tablet, and decided it was better to clear the air with
his father than to wait for him to come Lucas’s way. He locked the screen on
his tablet, tucked it in his desk, and headed for his father’s office.


SparkTech took up a good fraction of the
32nd floor of the Russell Investments Center in downtown Seattle.
His father grew it from a pack-only business, just him and his brothers, to one
of the most successful business development companies for technology startups
in the Bay area. He liked to say Seattle was on its way to competing with
Silicon Valley as a premier ecosystem for tech startups. And the investment
opportunities were getting better, with startups these days being
spearheaded by people from Google or Amazon as often as not. The industry was
maturing, and his father had the vision to take it to the next level. He was
the kind of alpha who could see the possibilities and seize them—the kind
Lucas had wanted to be—but success breeds competition, and Red Wolf had
been nipping at SparkTech’s heels more and more in the last year. The
competition was fierce to scoop up the next billion-dollar tech startup. For
Lucas to have waded into that mess and possibly mucked it up even further with
this business with the girl…


He took a deep breath and steeled himself
as he pushed open the door to his father’s office.


As befit the alpha of a company, his
father had the finest office, a corner with a view of Mount Rainier, luxurious
wood furniture, and glass-and-chrome bookshelves to hold the many trophies and
accolades their investments had won. His father waited until Lucas had fully
entered his expansive office, and the door had swung shut behind him. Even
then, he fussed with something on his tablet.


He was making Lucas wait. Not a good
sign.


When his father finally put down the
tablet, his expression was cool. “Have you had a chance to look at the numbers
for LoopSource?”


“I… um…” Lucas was thrown. He had
expected to account for the girl, not the project Lev had tossed to him last
week. “Still assessing. Their new platform is interesting, and it seems to be
gaining traction, but I’m still checking out the CEO and their execution team.
And I’m not sure the market is ready for them.”


His father’s dark eyes drilled into him.
“Red Wolf seems to think they’re ready.”


Shit. “They’re making a move to offer?”


His father let out a sigh, then came
around his giant glass-and-chrome desk. Framed logos of their previous
acquisitions, the ones that made his father millions and put him on Seattle’s 50
Most Influential People list, covered the surface like a small forest of
Plexiglas-encased-money. And power. His father stopped in front of the desk,
leaning back against it and folding his arms. 


He stared at Lucas for a moment longer,
then said, “Tell me about the girl.” It was a command, and that tone would have
made all of Lucas’s fur stand on end if he was in wolf form. But he wasn’t. And
he wouldn’t submit to his father ever again—not to be in his pack, or in
any pack, for that matter. He had too much alpha left in him to allow it.


Still, Lucas dropped his head and winced,
searching for an explanation that made any sense at all. When he looked up, his
father was still waiting. “You know how the Reds are. They would have torn her
apart.”


His father’s eyes narrowed. “You know
her.”


“No.” Lucas swallowed. “Not really.”


His father’s face was stony, but Lucas
could see the confusion flicker across it. His father had mated with his mother
early on, before they were even out of college. His mother was a strong wolf
from an allied pack, but more than that—they were in love even before
they mated for life. Lucas knew his casual sex habits completely baffled his
father. 


“You’re not in my pack, Lucas.” His
father lifted an eyebrow. “That offer still stands, any time you change your
mind, son.” Then all tolerance fled his face. “If you were in my pack, we’d
be having an entirely different conversation. As it stands, I really don’t care
what you do outside this office. Unless it affects the company, and then I care
a tremendous amount.”


Lucas flinched. He couldn’t bring himself
to say it was a mistake to interfere, but his father was right. He had to fix
this. “What is Red Wolf saying?”


“I had a very interesting phone
conversation this morning with Crittenden,” he said, his voice rough with an
unspoken growl. 


Crittenden was the alpha of the Red pack
and CEO of Red Wolf. Alpha to alpha. Shit. That had escalated fast.
Lucas’s gaze dropped to the floor, trying to get ahead of this.


His father continued, “He says he’s
willing to leave your girlfriend alone in exchange for us dropping pursuit of
LoopSource.”


“What?” Lucas’s gaze snapped back up to
his father’s. “That’s absurd. They can’t possibly expect—”


His father’s steely look silenced the
words as they came out of his mouth. “I told them I had no intention of
dropping LoopSource. And if they hurt the girl, Crittenden would personally be
held responsible by my pack.”


Lucas’s mouth dropped open. Pack
protection. For a girl whose name he didn’t even know. His father had gone
way, way out on a limb for him, his wayward would-be alpha son. And if
the Reds decided to push it, they could have a pack war on their hands.


Lucas shut his gaping mouth and stood
straighter. “What can I do to help?”


His father cocked his head in approval of
Lucas’s understanding of the situation. “I would find a way to keep your
girlfriend safe. I don’t want her tempting some young pup in the Red pack into
doing something stupid to make a name for himself.”


“Understood.” Lucas turned away, a calm
filling him along with a peculiar shame. Protecting the girl is what he should
have done from the start. It’s what his father, a true alpha, would have done,
if fate had tossed him into the same circumstance. Before he reached the door
of his father’s office, Lucas turned back to face him. “Just so you know, she’s
not my girlfriend. She’s just a girl who needed someone’s help.”


His father’s face betrayed no surprise,
if he had any. “That doesn’t matter now.”


“I know.” Lucas stared at the carpet by
the door. “Just wanted to set the record straight.”


As he headed toward his own office, the
heat in his face grew stronger with each step. He’d put a lot in jeopardy to
save a girl he didn’t even know. However, he knew the failure wasn’t in that
act, but in the ones that followed. When he failed to find permanent protection
for her. A way to keep her safe from the wolves hidden just under the skin of
Seattle’s most ruthless businessmen, now that she’d crossed onto their radar.


That was a mistake he was going to fix.











 


Chapter Four


Mia was dressed and ready to leave for
the first day of her internship, but first she had to pass the Supreme
Gatekeeper of Fashion, otherwise known as her roommate, Jupiter.


“Absolutely not.” Jupiter tsk tsked her
plain black slacks and white collared shirt. It was perfectly respectable
business attire—Mia had looked it up online—plus it had the benefit
of pulling double duty on the black pants she would no longer be wearing for The
Deviation.


“Jupiter, please.” Mia was already
jittery enough, she didn’t need this. “I’m going to miss the bus.” The ride was
only 23 minutes—she’d looked that up too—but if she didn’t leave in
the next five minutes she would miss it and be late for sure.


“First day requires a higher dress code,”
Jupiter admonished. “Then, if everyone else dresses like a bartender who just
lost her job, then fine. Be that way.” 


Mia had told her roommate she couldn’t go
back to The Deviation because she would need help finding something new,
but she’d been light on the details of why. She would keep her promise to
Lucas, the hot shifter she spent half the weekend daydreaming about, but even
without that promise, spilling to Jupiter about werewolves on the streets of
Seattle was just a little too close to home for comfort. Mia had only had the
weekend to look for a job, but so far no luck. If something didn’t turn up
soon, she could still go back to The Deviation. She hadn’t technically
quit, and her next shift wasn’t until Wednesday.


Jupiter rummaged through the closet that
housed both their clothes, but mostly hers. Articles of clothing started to
sail across the room. 


Mia watched as most missed the bed and
landed on the floor. “Jeeter—”


“Hush!” Jupiter said, her voice muffled.
“I’m finding you something decent.” After a moment, she came out with a silky
something in brilliant blue. She held it up to Mia. “Perfect! Matches your eyes
exactly.” She tossed that to Mia and returned to the closet.


Mia pulled in a breath. “Fine.” She knew
a losing fight when she saw it, and maybe if she hurried, she would still make
the bus. She rushed through the buttons of her white collared shirt and threw
on the blue silk one. It was sleeveless and made her arms feel naked. But it
draped just right everywhere else and instantly made her feel more
professional.


“Great! Jupiter, you’re the best. I’ll
see you—”


Her roommate pulled back from the closet
with a set of blue pumps in one hand and a black jacket in the other. “Oh, we
are so not done.”


“Jeeter, I’ve gotta go.”


Jupiter thrust the clothes at her.
“Change while I get the pearls.”


Five minutes later, Mia passed inspection
and somehow ran the whole way to the bus stop in her roommate’s heels.
Thankfully, they wore the same size. Or perhaps not: if Jupiter hadn’t been an
exact fit, maybe Mia wouldn’t have to endure quite so many mandatory makeovers.


But she couldn’t argue with the effect
the clothes had on her confidence. She was dressing the part of the business
entrepreneur, and while she would probably spend the afternoon fetching coffee
and making copies, she hoped there would be more to it than that. She’d taken
quite a few classes in her major already, and she’d done her research on the
company: at least as much as could be found on their website. She was there to
learn, to make a great impression, and eventually, to score a real job. One
that paid.


Her arrival at the Russell Investments
Center downtown, as well as the long, slow ride up to the 32nd
floor, were enough to bring her nerves raging back. SparkTech’s name and logo
were etched into the frosted glass doors, and when she pushed them open, her
jitters took another jump up the nervous scale. She had never been in an office
that was so… luxurious. The off-white carpet felt like she was walking
on a thick, padded cloud. The walls were illuminated along the ceiling and
floor, giving the effect that they floated on a glowing cushion of light. The
dark burnished wood of the receptionist’s desk shone with such a high state of
polish that it reflected her unsteady approach in her blue heels. There was no
one behind the desk, and the frosted doors off to the side weren’t inviting.
Neither were the glass tables and trim, off-white couches. A small fan whirred
in the corner, an air purifier, then she realized the office had almost no
scent—as if the small device had scrubbed all the normal human and office
smells from the room. It was refreshing, comforting in a way she hadn’t
experienced since her last trip to the forest.


“Hello?” she called quietly. When no one
answered, she teetered, uncertain. She almost turned around and headed back to
the elevator, when the frosted doors swung open, and an impeccably-dressed
mid-thirties woman strolled out, all smiles. She gave an approving glance over
Mia’s attire.


Mia kept her sigh of relief inside and
silently thanked Jupiter for her wardrobe assist.


The woman shook her hand. “I’m Lena.
Welcome to SparkTech. You must be our new intern, Mia Fiore.”


“I hope I’m not late.” Mia looked
nervously for a clock, but there wasn’t any.


“No, dear, you’re right on time.” Lena
ushered her toward the door. She had a light citrusy smell that Mia was almost
certain wasn’t perfume… just her natural, clean-scrubbed scent. Oddly, it
helped her relax even more. 


Lena steered her down the hallway. The
wide-open floor plan left plenty of space in the middle for groups to meet,
while the offices ringed the perimeter. 


 “Most of the Managing Partners are
out for the day,” Lena said, “but the Principals are all in, including the one
you’ll be assisting for the term. You’re just with us for the summer, right?” 


“Both summer terms, actually,” Mia said.
“If that’s still all right?”


“I’m sure that it is.”


They stopped in front of an office at one
corner with a name etched on the frosted glass. All the offices must have
windows, or powerful internal lighting, because the same frosted glass that
comprised both walls and doors seem to glow with an effervescent light from
within.


Lena knocked. 


A gruff male voice called, “Come in.”


Lena opened the door, and Mia put on what
she hoped was a professional smile as she trailed behind Lena into the office.
Mia kept the smile plastered to her face even as her eyes went wide at the
incredible view out the windows. The city lay at her feet, with the Olympic
Mountains in the distance. The noontime sun filled the lushly appointed office
with natural light. 


Belatedly, she pulled her gaze back to
the man sitting at the desk.


Then the smile on her face died. 


Lucas.


She struggled for something to say,
confused, shaken, but it was nothing compared to the fire in Lucas’s eyes. He
lurched to his feet but stalled out there, still standing behind his desk.


“Mr. Sparks,” Lena said, her voice
wavering a little. “I’m sorry to disturb you. This is Mia Fiore. You said you
wanted our new intern brought right to you as soon as she arrived.”


He knew? Mia’s eyebrows hiked up, but the pure
shock on Lucas’s face said no, he was just as surprised as she was.


He was still frozen behind his desk.
Finally, he said, “Right. Yes. Thank you, Lena. That will be all.” His gaze was
locked on Mia, looking her up and down, like he expected to find something
else, anything else, besides her standing before him in a suit and
heels.


Lena seemed to sense the live-wire
tension as well, but confusion ruled her face. Of course. Why would
Lucas tell his office assistant that he had saved a college girl from two
snarling wolves over the weekend? In fact, the freaked look on Lucas’s face had
to be more than just shock at seeing her show up in his office. He had to be
worried she was going to spill his secret—at his fancy investment job, no
less. Mia force a brighter smile and tried to send him reassuring looks, but
the intensity on his face just burned them away.


“Well,” Lena said, her voice strained. “I
guess… just let me know if you need anything.” Surprisingly, she was saying
this to Mia, as if she was hesitant to leave her alone with Lucas. But that was
exactly what needed to happen.


Mia gave her a broad smile. “Thanks so
much for your help!” The cheery enthusiasm was probably a bit too much. But it
worked in nudging Lena to the door and eventually through it.


As soon as the door closed, Lucas tore
around the desk toward her. 


Mia threw her hands up, not so much to
stop him, but to buy a second to get her apology out. 


He still beat her to it. “What are you
doing here?” His voice had growl in it, even more than she expected, and it
sent a shiver through her. “How did you find me?”


That short-circuited her brain. “Find
you? I wasn’t stalking you! I’ve had this internship lined up for months.” She
snuck a look back to the door. Through the frosted glass, she could see his
name etched there, in reverse: L. Sparks, Managing Partner. Her research
came rushing back: Lucas Sparks was one of the founder’s sons in this
family-owned business. Of course, she hadn’t thought twice that he might be her
Lucas. Which made her frown even more: he wasn’t hers in any conceivable
way. Except perhaps in her hot dreams about him over the weekend.


He was looming over her, emotions warring
across his face, but he was holding something back. She jumped in with the
apology, suddenly worried her internship might vanish in a puff of smoke, just
like her job at The Deviation.


“I swear I didn’t know you were here,”
she said in a rush. “I promise I won’t say anything to anyone. Please, don’t…”
She swallowed as his frown just grew deeper. “Please don’t fire me. I need this
internship on my resume. I promise I won’t be any trouble.”


At that, the expression on his face
broke. It wrenched something inside her, but she wasn’t sure what, because he
took a step closer and ran two fingers along her cheek, which completely
stopped any thoughts in her head.


“Hey,” he said softly. “No one’s going to
fire you. Stop worrying about that right now.”


His touch was a line of heat across her
cheek, but his words worked through her, relaxing the tension that had hiked up
her shoulders. That, and the nearness of him, was like a balm that washed away
her concerns. His scent finally reached her over the near scentlessness of his
office: a freshly-cut wood smell with a musky hint of
baked-in-the-afternoon-sun. Her body was likewise warming to the richly masculine
quality of it, completely without her permission. When she peered up into his
dark eyes, they were hooded, and she could tell he was breathing her in again,
like before, when they almost kissed in the alleyway. It wasn’t just her
imagination. She was affecting him, too. Only now, he was her boss. 


This couldn’t end well.


Before she could think of what to say, he
looked over her with a gaze that almost felt like a touch. “Mia.” His voice was
husky, and her name on his lips felt like a caress. “I’m really glad to see
you’re okay.” He blinked, like he was coming out of a daze, then frowned. “I
think perhaps we were destined to cross paths.”


“Or just luck, I suppose.” Bad luck,
her mind was saying, but her wolf was whimpering again. Her inner beast didn’t
seem think it was in any way bad.


Lucas frowned and pulled back. “It’s
better to have you working here, I guess, than at The Deviation. You have
told them you quit, right?”


She bit her lip. “Well, no.” When his
eyes went wide with disbelief, she rushed the rest out. “I’m trying to find
another job, but it’s only been a couple days! I’m sure I’ll find something
soon.”


He shook his head. “But you have this
job now. Why do you need two?”


Why did she need two? Anger boiled up in her. Because she
wasn’t some freaking billionaire perched high in the sky, a son-of-the-boss
hottie who made enough money to wear a tailored Italian suit like he was born
into it. “Why? Because I don’t have a corner office, Lucas! I’m a college
student. And I need to eat on occasion, and maybe buy books, and hello,
even the bus fare to come down here cost money! I can’t afford to do an
internship like this without some way to make enough money to live on.”
With the last of it, her anger boiled over. Sure he probably saved her life,
but he obviously didn’t know anything about her.


His face had settled into a scowl.
“Whatever we’re paying you, I’ll double it. Will that be enough to let you quit
The Deviation?”


“Last I checked, double of nothing was
still a big fat zero.”


The scowl went two shades darker. “You’re
an unpaid intern.”


“You’re a genius.” She pouted, regretting
those words as soon as they were out of her mouth. She regretted it even more
as he spun around and stalked back to his desk to pick up the phone. Shit,
he was going to fire her. Way to open up your big mouth, Mia, and—


“Lena,” he said into the phone, but he
was staring straight at Mia with those intense, dark eyes. “I want to change
Mia’s pay class from unpaid to associate.” There was a slightly pause on the
phone. “Yes, she’s quite exceptional. Please get the paperwork started. Thank
you.”


He hung up the phone, and Mia’s mouth
hung open. Had he… did he just get her a job? A real, paid one? Lucas
slowly came around the desk again, taking each step carefully, like he was
walking a tightrope, until he stood before her again.


Mia shut her mouth, which was still
hanging open, and just stared up at him. Why? Why was he doing this for
her?


“Do you have a cell phone?” he asked
quietly.


“Um… yes.” Her head was spinning, but she
fumbled to fish it out of her jacket pocket.


“Call The Deviation. Right now. Tell
them you’re quitting.”


He waited patiently while she texted her
boss at the club. A kind of light-headed feeling took over as she
pressed the send button. She really didn’t have to go back to that
stink-hole. She had a for-real job at a prestigious business development firm
in downtown Seattle that smelled a little bit like heaven. With a boss who was
the hottest guy she’d ever known.


And a shifter, whose secret she had sworn
to keep.


She slid the phone back in her pocket and
stared up into his eyes. His neatly tailored blue dress shirt tucked into his
smoothly draped designer pants, which hung perfectly on him. All of it hid the
muscles she knew lay underneath. The ones she had seen on grand display in the
moonlight—an image she still couldn’t get out of her mind.


“Why are you doing this?” she asked
softly. Maybe he wanted sexual favors. Maybe this was some kind of quid pro
quo that would land her in more trouble than she could handle. As he leaned
closer, she had a hard time worrying about that. Everything about him radiated safeness.
She knew he was a powerful wolf when he shifted. Even in her wolf form, she
would be no match for him. Her wolf whimpered in agreement, but not in a bad
way. In a way that made her mouth water a little with the idea of him wanting
things from her.


Maybe this was just the kind of trouble
she would like to handle. 


“I want make sure you’re safe.” His eyes
blazed, raking over her and heating up her face again. His hand raised, as if
he was going to touch her, and her insides literally ached with anticipation.
But at the last second he held back. He leaned away, then took a half step
back, as if she had suddenly turned into something dangerous he needed distance
from. “Your safety is the most important thing, Mia. You don’t have any idea
what those wolves would do to you, if they found you. I want to make sure that
doesn’t happen.”


The sudden coolness of his voice confused
her. She didn’t know what to say. 


He dropped his gaze then turned and
headed back to his desk. Without looking at her, he picked up his phone and
dialed. 


“I need your help on something,” he said
into it, then, “Thanks.” He hung up.


When he looked up at her, his eyes were
cool again, not blazing with the heat from before. “My brother, Lev, will show
you around and get you settled.”


“Thank you,” she said, but awkwardness
filled the air. She hadn’t just imagined the attraction, had she? Was he just
looking out for her, like a big brother might? She certainly didn’t feel that
way, but maybe for him…


A moment later, the door to his office
swung open. A younger version of Lucas leaned in, his face boyish and open. 


“Take care of her for me, will you, Lev?”
Lucas’s voice was all business again. “I’ve got some numbers I need to run for
LoopSource.”


Lev beamed, and he looked even younger.
But friendly. “You got it, boss!”


Lucas frowned, like somehow Lev’s words
irritated him, but then he picked up his tablet and focused on that.


Mia was still awkwardly standing in the
middle of his office. Lev waved her out into the hallway with him.


Once they were alone, he grinned even
wider. “So you’re the girl, huh?”


“The… what?” she asked, suddenly nervous.


He faltered. “I mean… you’re the new
girl.”


She gave him a quizzical look. “Was there
an old girl?”


Lev winced, bit his lip, and did a whole
facial gymnastics session that Mia could only watch in amazement. They were
strolling down the hall, and he seemed to involuntarily glance at a darkened
office, the only one that wasn’t beaming light through the frosted glass.
Having seen Lucas’s office, the only way that could be was if the blinds were
drawn tight, draped over, and all the lights were off. Etched on the doorway
was the name T. Sparks.


Lev jerked his gaze away from the door
and stared straight down the hall. “No, no, I was just saying…” He looked back
to her. “I’m glad you’ve joined us. I’m Lev by the way.” He held out a hand to
shake. It was warm and friendly, just like the puppy-dog brown eyes and open
smile. “What’s your name, new girl?”


Her unease finally washed away. “Mia,”
she said. “Mia Fiore.”


“Well, Mia Fiore, anything you need, just
ask, but for starters, how’s this for an office?” He stopped at one of the
brightly-lit offices half way down the hall, only four doors down from Lucas’s
office, and swung open the door. It was a miniature version of
Lucas’s—not so richly appointed, but still the same luxurious furniture
the rest of the company had. An air purifier hummed quietly in the corner.


“It’s… amazing.” She strode in and stared
at the view out the window.


“Great!” Lev strode over to pick up a
tablet off the desk—which, she guessed, was now her desk. “Let’s
get to work.”











 


Chapter Five


Lucas had managed to largely avoid the
girl—Mia—for most of the week. Even thinking her name
rumbled his wolf into some kind of frenzy. And when she’d been in his office
that first day… he’d damn near kissed her. It was as if her nearness was an
intoxication for his inner beast. It had taken all his control to simply step back
from her. Which really made no sense at all. His wolf had never had that kind
of reaction to the other girls he’d bedded, or any female for that matter, not
since… but if he couldn’t think about Mia’s name without rousing his wolf, he
certainly wasn’t going to conjure up Tila’s…


He dropped his head into his hands,
elbows propped on his desk, and closed his eyes.


Tila had been everything to him.
Smart, funny, sexy, a natural in the business, as much as anyone in his
father’s pack. She belonged with him. But more than that… she fit into
his soul. She was a piece of him, completed him. And when that was gone…


He huffed out his frustration and rose
suddenly from his desk. He couldn’t let that black void capture him again. He
had responsibilities—to Lev, to the company, and now even to this girl,
Mia. Keeping her safe was the only truly worthwhile thing he was doing now.
Lucas strode to the window to look out over the city, only to be surprised to
find the sun had set and the evening lights had begun to wink on. When had that
happened? 


He sighed. Avoiding Mia would only last
so long. She was here for the duration, at the very least until he could be
sure the Red pack had lost interest in her. Which could take longer than the
summer term for her internship. Lev had set her up to analyze the LoopSource
fundamentals, damn him. Lucas had a feeling Lev knew exactly how much he was
tempted by her brilliant blue eyes and pale, silky skin. When he’d touched her
face, he’d found it as soft as he had imagined all those times in his bed… his
inner wolf whined its frustration. 


It was tired of waiting. 


Office romances weren’t forbidden at
SparkTech—his father’s pack was filled with such pairings—but this
was different. She was an intern, and a human one. Those other pairings had
been long-term shifter employees and had his father’s approval… he would not
approve of this, not least because the girl was under pack protection until the
Reds grew tired of her. Or moved on to some other distraction.


Lucas had a fleeting thought of simply
bedding her. Once. Get this insanity out of his system. The other girls had
only ever lasted that long, the initial attraction quickly wearing off once his
physical needs were sated. Perhaps that was it—he was overdue for a
physical release, and once he had it, he could put this whole business behind
him.


His wolf snarled and pushed against him
from the inside. His hands curled, nearly forming claws as he resisted the
strength of the impulse to shift. He shook his head, forcing his hands to relax
and his wolf to settle. He was fooling himself with that kind of talk. Mia was
far from a one-night deal already. He needed a more permanent way to
ensure she was safe, yet safely removed from him and not a constant, daily
temptation. Even a trace of her scent lingering in the common area could bring
out longings that needed to stay deeply buried.


That was it: he needed to wind up the
LoopSource deal. Now. Or as quickly as possible. He would bury himself
in work, and that would get him through. Although it would also require that he
worked with her, just on the off chance that she noticed something in
the financials that he had missed. His wolf panted at that idea, and he knew he
was lying to himself again. Yet as soon as the idea had been set loose, he
couldn’t rein it back in. 


He glanced at the gray-black sky—it
was void of stars due to the light pollution of downtown, and as dark as the
night would get. The hour was late, but his father was likely still working.
Lucas would update him on the progress on the LoopSource deal, leave a note on
Mia’s desk to see him in the morning, and then go home to hopefully sleep off
this growing frustration. Maybe a few shots of vodka would ease his way into
dreamland tonight.


He scooped up this tablet, gathered a few
scattered printouts, and headed toward his father’s office at the far end of
the space owned by SparkTech. Sure enough, his father’s office still glowed
with the fluorescent lights within, but Lucas stumbled as he passed Mia’s
office. The lights were still on there as well. Was she really working this
late? How was she planning on getting home? The bus sure as hell wasn’t safe
out of downtown at this time of night…


He kept walking, but made a note to hurry
back to check on her.


He knocked on his father’s door and
quickly entered on his command. His father looked up from a thick report he was
wading through. Pages were spread across the desk, intermingled with several
others.


Lucas eyed them. “Are you working
LoopSource as well?” Sometimes his father would have multiple partners and
principals studying all angles of a company.


“No, this is a separate matter.” His
father sighed and leaned back in his chair, threading his fingers together and
examining Lucas. “Speaking of which, how is our new intern working out?”


“Fine.” He tried hard not to look thrown
by the sudden change in topic.


“She’s quite capable, from what I’ve seen
so far.” 


His father was studying his reaction, so
he kept it cool. “Is that right?” Lucas could tell he wasn’t fooled by the
dodge when his father raised a single eyebrow.


But he seemed willing to let it go. “More
to the point, I haven’t heard from Crittenden recently.”


Lucas frowned. “That’s a good sign,
right? Maybe they’re losing interest.”


His father gestured to the documents in
Lucas’s hands. “What are you seeing? Is LoopSource worth funding?


“It’s looking good, but I still need more
time. They’re dropping some reports off in the morning. I’ll need to wade
through those. Or possibly get Mia to help with it.” He cringed internally that
he let that slip out, but pressed on. “Either way, I’ll be working through the
weekend to get some final numbers for you by Monday. But I’d be surprised if
Red Wolf’s already turned them down. The Reds will want to analyze those
reports as well.”


“Agreed,” his father said with a sigh.
“I’m afraid it’s too early to hope they’ve given up—on LoopSource or your
young intern. And even if they lose interest in that startup, they’ll likely
reserve threats against Ms. Fiore for a future one. Have you moved her to a new
residence yet?”


Lucas winced for real this time. “No, not
yet.” He knew he needed to discuss that with Mia, but he’d been so busy
avoiding contact with her all week that he’d never found the right time to
bring it up.


His father shook his head. “Lucas, the University
dorm system may be relatively safe, but once they find out where she lives…”


“I know,” he said quickly. “I’ll handle
it.”


“Please see that you do.” His father gave
him a nod that Lucas knew was a dismissal. 


He stood straighter and retreated from his
father’s office.


Thankfully, the lights were still on in
Mia’s. He swung into her office, words on his lips to chastise her for working
so late, but he stopped short. She had earbuds in and obviously didn’t notice
him barreling into her office. She had one hand worked up into her long,
deep-black hair, mussing it substantially as she hunched over her tablet. He
blinked, imagining his own hand in her hair like that and feeling the surge of
his wolf heartily agreeing with that image. He slowly approached her, trying to
catch her eye without startling her, but she didn’t notice, just moved slightly
in her chair, spilling open her jacket further to reveal more of her silky
white blouse underneath. It was demure, but it still made his mouth water. 


Finally, he was close enough for her to
catch sight of him. She let out a shriek and jerked so hard, her chair slid on
its wheels and went out from under her. In a flash, he dropped his stuff to the
carpet and sped around the desk, where he hooked his arms under hers and
scooped her off the floor. Her iPod was tossed to the floor, and the chair had
slid away, but there she was, breathing hard and grasping onto his arms to stay
upright, a wild look in her eyes along with that still-mussed hair…


Damn. He was in such trouble here.


“Oh my god!” she said, breathless. “You
scared the shit out of me!” 


Then she blushed, color rushing to her
cheeks and making her pale skin blossom into something even more appealing. He
was holding her far longer than necessary, but her scent was closing in on
him—the normal light musk and crisp meadow flowers blended with a hint of
sour panic that had him closing his arms tighter around her, his instinctual
need to keep her safe pulling her closer when he should be letting her go.


“Are you all right?” It came out as a
whisper. Mine, his inner wolf growled. Lucas’s heart stuttered. He
shouldn’t feel this way about her. It made no sense…


“I’m… I’m okay.” She wasn’t pulling back,
but she did move slightly in his arms. She was tall, but he was taller, and she
had to look up into his eyes. Which she was doing right now. Her lips were
slightly parted. Her chest was still heaving, pressing lightly against him with
each labored breath.


He should turn away. 


He should let her go.


Mine, his wolf insisted.


It wasn’t true. 


He didn’t care.


He crashed his lips to hers, devouring
them in a kiss so hungry it made his inner beast roar. He swept his tongue
across her lips, tasting her, and she opened her mouth to him. He plunged in,
claiming the sweet taste of her until she bent back with the force of it. Her
taste was uniquely her, and he drank it in. His arms tightened around
her body, molding it to his chest as his hands sought ways to bring her closer.
His all-consuming kiss turned into many smaller ones, still hungry for her, but
softer. Then he was nipping at her lips, taking them gently between his teeth
and teasing them with promises of the sweet torments he wanted to lavish upon
them.


The thud of a door closing jerked him out
of the lust-filled haze that clouded his senses. He dashed a look to her door,
but it had slowly swung shut, and they were only exposed to the nighttime
skyline of Seattle, for any who wished to see the show they were putting on in
the lighted office on the 32nd floor. 


Lucas remained still, holding his breath,
Mia safely caged in his arms as his father’s shadow passed by the frosted glass
of her office. He waited, silent as prey hidden in the brush, until the outer
door to SparkTech’s reception area clicked shut. When he finally looked to her,
Mia’s face was flushed, her beautiful eyes wide, her lips swollen from his
assault on them.


He drew in a breath, regret stabbing him,
then released her and took a step back. 


She teetered, and he almost came back to
steady her, but he didn’t trust himself to touch her again.


“I’ll take you home,” he said, his voice
thick.


Her shoulders drooped. She was
disappointed. Her kisses in return had been no less eager than his. Her arousal
perfumed the air and felt like a physical force pulling him back. His wolf
raged against his skin, wanting out. Wanting her.


She was far too dangerously addictive for
him. There was no way he could just have a taste. No way he could touch her
again and have any hope of holding himself back.


It took a moment, but she recovered. “I…
I can take the bus.”


“No!” His wolf surged, and he lurched
forward with the force of it. He stopped himself just short of grabbing hold of
her again. Slowly, with extreme gentleness, he placed a hand on her shoulder.
Then he bore his stare into her eyes to impress upon her: this was not up for
negotiation. “I will drive you home.”


She quivered under his hand, so he
released her. But her jerky nod was all the assent he needed. He scooped her
iPod off the floor, righted her chair, and busied himself with gathering her
things off the desk and his off the floor. 


He would get her safely home as quickly
as possible. Then he would figure out some way to forget what had just
happened. 


And never let it happen again.











 


Chapter Six


 The scorching hot kiss and the
long, silent ride home had Mia twisted in knots. She had apparently replayed
some of it in her dreams that night, if her roommate Jupiter’s knowing looks
and Mia’s tangled sheets were any indication. She was just relieved there were
no rips in her bedding from any accidental night-shifting. That hadn’t happened
in ages, but then she’d never had a kiss be so powerful that it possessed her:
mind, body, and soul.


Lucas had insisted she no longer take the
bus to work. He said he would send a car and driver, and sure enough, the next
morning, a stretch limousine showed up at her dorm room bright and early, ready
to pick her up. She was quickly exhausting Jupiter’s wardrobe, trying to find
something appropriate to wear each day to SparkTech, but she took care to dress
extra professionally that morning: a trim, black skirt, a muted-yellow
light-weight sweater, and her long hair pulled back in a clip. Jupiter had
laden her with a few gold bangles and pronounced her “perfect.” Mia couldn’t
help hoping that would be Lucas’s evaluation as well. She certainly caught a
few stares from her fellow McMahon dorm students as she stepped out Friday
morning in her yellow-gold pumps and business-smart outfit. The high-class limo
with the door held open by a black-tie driver in a Driving Miss Daisy
cap only added to the effect. 


On the drive in to downtown Seattle, the
urban canyon streets were still gray, shadowed by the early morning sun. Mia
couldn’t decide what exactly had happened the night before. Lucas kissed
her—had thoroughly kissed her—and his rock-hard erection
against her body said he wanted to do much more than press his lips to hers. It
wasn’t just a kiss, either: more like a volcano of passion erupting. But then
he had just… stopped. Was he afraid they would be caught by his father,
the Senior Mr. Sparks, CEO of SparkTech? She had snooped a little online and
found Lucas had graduated from the University of Washington four years ago,
which made him at least twenty-six. Wasn’t that a little old to be worried
about what his parents thought? Or was it because she worked for Lucas? She
decided that had to be it—he was afraid she might cry sexual harassment
or some such thing.


As if anything sexual involving Lucas
could be termed harassment of any kind.


And then there was the whole shifter
aspect. To be honest, that was the part that excited her the most. He was wolf.
And after what she had seen in the alleyway, he was an extremely powerful wolf,
in both his human and shifted forms. She had always been drawn to powerful men—at
least the kind who wore their power in their broad shoulders and in the muscles
underneath their t-shirts. But Lucas was the kind of man she was truly meant to
be with: strong, overwhelmingly sexy, and able to handle her in the event her
inner wolf became unleashed. The thought of that alone made her squeeze her
thighs together and hope the driver wasn’t a shifter, wondering why his
passenger was getting aroused by herself in the back of his limo.


The whole thing caught her completely off
guard. She was trying to get her degree, get a job, help her mom… she had never
imagined she would meet another shifter along the way, much less one who would
be so profoundly protective of her. So insistent in ensuring her safety. And
who lit her on fire like no boy ever had. But Lucas was no boy… he was
most definitively all man. And when he held her in his arms last
night… it wasn’t just the passion of his kiss that entranced her. It was the
feeling of being utterly safe. Completely, passionately wanted. Of belonging
in a way she had never felt with anyone else before.


Lucas seemed such a perfect match for
her. It must have been fate—or something equally powerful, perhaps
destiny—that had drawn them together. Only he seemed to want to resist
it. Why? And why was he so driven to care for her in the first place?


As her limo arrived at the Russell
building, Mia realized the things she didn’t know about Lucas Sparks far
outnumbered the things she did.


She strolled into SparkTech, pleased she
was one of the first to arrive, and immediately went to Lucas’s office. If she
could just get him alone for a little while, have a chance to talk, maybe she
could reassure him that he had nothing to worry about—he wasn’t just her
boss, he saved her life! She would never repay that by jeopardizing him or
SparkTech in any way. And maybe, just maybe, he would see that he didn’t have
to hold back from her.


But as soon as she entered Lucas’s
office, he shoved a pile of reports into her arms and sent her away. She spent
the day going over every line: they were already into Stage Two of their due
diligence on LoopSource, and these reports were supposed to help SparkTech
determine the market potential of LoopSource’s new internet platform. It
created apps that were super easy for casual internet users—basically it
was a customization tool, but the tech part of this marketing report was thick
with terms she didn’t recognize and struggled to piece together. The report
itself glowed with numbers that seemed to say LoopSource was the next big thing
in mobile computing, but the diligence part of due diligence meant
evaluating the report as much as the data within it. No matter what else
happened with her and Lucas, she needed to prove she could be an asset to
SparkTech—so Mia rolled up her sweater sleeves and dug in. Lunchtime flew
by, and it was well into the afternoon before the grumbling in her stomach
could no longer be ignored.


Just as she was ready to temporarily
climb out of her analysis hole, Lev popped his head in her door. 


“Hey, new girl!” he said cheerily. “You
know, we’re not actually operating a sweatshop here. You’ll allowed to take
breaks for lunch.”


Mia let out a small laugh and leaned back
from her desk. “Just trying to make an impression, I guess.” She rubbed her
weary eyes, unclipped her hair, and shoved her hands through it, stretching out
the kinks.


“Oh, trust me, you’re doing plenty of
that.” Lev opened the door the rest of the way, letting himself in. He held up
a white paper bag he was carrying, then set it on her desk. “Sustenance for the
eager young intern.”


“You brought me lunch?” Mia blinked up at
him, amazed. Was everyone at SparkTech determined to look out for her? It
warmed something deep in her heart, something she hadn’t felt with anyone other
than her mom: a sense of family. Of belonging.


“Well, big brother Lucas told me to take
care of you.” He perched on one corner of her expansive desk. “I take those
kinds of orders very seriously.” But there was mirth in his eyes, and he
gestured for her to look in the bag.


Inside was a chicken salad sandwich,
fruit salad, and the most enormous, gorgeous-looking chocolate chip cookie she
had ever seen in her life. It all looked gourmet. And very expensive. 


“Wow, Lev, I…” She doubted she could
repay him—she hadn’t started getting checks from SparkTech yet—and
she didn’t want to insult him by offering. So she just peered up at him as
sincerely as she could. “Thank you so much.”


“Whoa! Hang on!” He chuckled and put up
his hands as if to fend her off. “It’s just a sandwich. But if you’ve been
giving Lucas half that big-blue-eyed treatment, I can understand why he’s
smitten.”


Her hand froze half-way in the bag.
“Smitten?” Suddenly the jitters in her stomach went into overdrive. “What do
you mean?”


He looked at her like she was crazy, then
lowered his chin. “I thought you two were…” Then his eyebrows hiked up. “Oh
boy.” He laughed nervously. “You know, I really do have a big mouth. You need
to just ignore whatever I say.”


Mia frowned. “Does everyone think…? I
mean, does the whole office believe…?”


Lev held up a hand to stop her. “Nobody
thinks anything, Mia. We’re all happy to have you here. Hey, if you and Lucas
are just friends, all the better. Whatever your magic is, new girl, you just
keep doing it. He hasn’t been this productive since…” His face morphed again
into a stricken panic, like he wanted to pull the words back in.


“Since what?” Mia’s eyes went wide. There
was something in Lucas’s past. Something everyone was tiptoeing around.


Lev slipped off the desk. “And… that’s my
cue to go.”


“Lev!” she chastised him, rising from her
seat. How could she get him to spill what he knew?


“Eat your lunch, new girl!” he called
over his shoulder on his way out the door. “You need to keep up your energy!”


And then he was gone.


Mia slowly sat down, then carefully laid
out the lunch Lev had so thoughtfully brought to her. Something had happened to
Lucas. Something that his family—including Lev and probably his father,
who she had yet to meet—all wanted to help him get over. Or maybe recover
from? She didn’t know, but as she bit into her sandwich, she vowed to find out
what it was and help Lucas in any way she could. If Lev was right—if she
was having some positive effect on him—she wanted to do more of that. It
was the least she could do for all he’d already done for her.


Her inner wolf yipped in agreement.
Probably a little too enthusiastically. And she was likely just looking for a
reason to spend more time with Lucas. But she had a hard time thinking there
was anything wrong with that, either.











 


Chapter Seven


Refueled by Lev’s lunch, Mia dove back
into the reports, and the rest of the day slipped past. Before she knew it, the
cool white carpet of her office was turning a dusky orange from the setting
sun. She had finished reading most of the reports and had some initial
thoughts, but she hadn’t really had time to process all of it yet. Just as she
was wondering if she could take them home or if they were confidential to
SparkTech, someone knocked on her door.


Lucas stepped inside without waiting for
her answer and closed the door behind him. 


Mia stared at him as he slowly approached
her desk, cautious, like she might spring out at him at any second. “Hi,” she
said trying to break the awkward silence that had already fallen.


“Hey.” He gestured to the reports, but
remained on the other side of the desk from her. “How’s it going?”


“Pretty good,” she said. “I think the
market might be ready for LoopSource, but I’m not really sure. I need more time
to fully digest the reports. Is it possible to take them home?”


He smiled and seemed to relax a little.
“Sorry, they have to stay in the office. I’ve been looking them over, too, and
I think your intuition is right. But I’ll be working the weekend to make sure
before I take my recommendation in on Monday.”


She smiled. “Maybe I could come in this
weekend and help?”


His smile faded away. “That’s not
necessary.” He dropped his gaze to the reports, drumming his fingers on the
desk, looking uncomfortable again. “Look, Mia, about last night—”


She rose up from her seat, effectively
cutting him off, and then quickly came around her desk. She did not want
him apologizing for their kiss… especially if no one else in the office cared
if they were together or not. He looked startled by her coming closer.


She stared up into his eyes. “I don’t
have a problem with last night.”


He frowned. “Mia, it’s not a good
idea—”


“Why not?”


“You don’t understand—”


“No, I don’t understand.” She took a
breath and tried to rein in her frustration. “Lucas, tell me.”


He stepped back, and she could tell she had
pushed him too far. “Look, what’s most important is your safety. And I came
here to talk to you about that.”


“Well, the driver thing is pretty cool. I
think I can hang with that.”


He didn’t smile at her weak attempt to
lighten things up. “You need to move out of your dorm.”


“What?” Her eyes went round, and it was her turn to take a step
back. “Move out of my… I can’t just move out, Lucas!”


“Yes, you can.” He had that resolute look
that she was beginning to recognize as the no negotiations look. But
this was totally ridiculous.


“I’m locked into the dorm payments for
the summer!” she said, stating the obvious. “And where would I go? All the good
summer leases are gone by now.” The more she thought about it, the more she was
convinced he had to be joking. She hoped he was joking.


“We’ll take care of all that,” he said,
his voice uncompromising. “You don’t have to worry about the money. We’ll find
a place for you. Starting this weekend. We can move you into a hotel tonight,
then get you an apartment in the morning. You have to do this, Mia.”


“I… what in the world, Lucas!” She
couldn’t believe he was serious, but her blood pressure was creeping up. He was
ordering her to move out? And what if she didn’t? Would he fire
her? This was getting more and more… crazy. There was no other word for
it.


“I’m just trying to keep you safe,” he
said, but his voice was more strained now.


She shook her head and crossed her arms.
“You know what? You can work by yourself this weekend. I’m going home. To my
dorm.”


She stomped around her desk, yanked open
the drawer that held her purse, pulled it out, then brushed past him, headed
for the door. “We can discuss this on Monday!” she called back over her
shoulder. She only hoped she actually had a job on Monday. But she was not
letting him order her around and move her out of her dorm and just… gah!
What was he thinking? The whole thing frustrated her beyond measure.


He was following right behind her. “Mia,
stop.”


“No,” she said, without slowing down. “I
am tired of this keeping Mia safe thing all the time.” She wasn’t
really, but the idea that he wouldn’t even discuss what happened between them
but felt like he could order her around… even her inner wolf was growling about
that.


He kept tailing her all the way out to
the front of the office. “Mia, I’m just trying to…” He dropped his voice as
they reached the elevator. A bunch of other people were already waiting for
their chance to flee the office for the weekend. “Mia, stop,” he said under his
breath. “Listen to me.”


Luck was on her side, because the
elevator dinged at just that moment. The other people filed in, and she
followed right after. Mia glared at Lucas to keep him from following, and he
stayed back, strung tight, watching as the elevator doors closed.


She left him behind on the 32nd
floor.


The ride down was just a little
awkward, but Mia ignored the stares.


At the parking garage level, she got off
the elevator with everyone else, but as they dispersed to their cars, she
remembered she hadn’t called the driver. He had left her with a card for when
she was ready, but she had left in such a hurry, she’d forgotten about it. She
briefly debated taking public transportation just to make Lucas angry, but
decided that was childish. Instead, she fished out her phone and the card and
started dialing. Before she could finish, a limo entered the far gate from the
street level. It was the same one that had picked her up that morning—at
least it had the same stretched length and tinted windows—and she
wondered how they knew, but then a glance at the waning light outside reminded
her it was already late. Most people were leaving for the weekend, and surely
the limo company had other customers to pick up. They didn’t just sit around
all day waiting for her call.


Only she didn’t see anyone else to be
picked up—everyone had already disappeared into their cars. She put away
her phone and flagged down the limo as it slowly rolled between the parked cars
of the half-full parking garage. It came to a stop in front of her, but she
couldn’t see if the driver was stopping for her or not. She edged forward,
looking around to double check if there was anyone else waiting. She was alone,
so she crossed the rest of the space and reached the passenger side just as the
driver’s door swung open. 


“You guys have great timing!” she said
cheerily, returning the driver’s smile. Then a chill swept through her. She
recognized him—but he wasn’t the driver she had this morning. 


He was the red wolf from The
Deviation.


She froze. He leered as he came around
the front of the limo toward her, but just as she unlocked her legs, the
passenger side door swung open, and a second man, another of the red wolves,
scrambled out of the car after her. She didn’t get two steps before he was on
her. Her wolf roared as he grabbed her roughly from behind. Her arms and legs
flailed, trying to wrench loose from him, but his arm was locked around her
waist, and she couldn’t get hold of anything. He was dragging her toward the
car. In moments, they would have her. Her wolf raged underneath her skin,
wanting loose so she could tear into him with her teeth and claws, but the
first one grabbed her failing arms and held her fast. 


Two against one. Both wolves. Both bigger
than her.


She took a fast breath and started to
scream, but a beefy hand clamped over her mouth, and her shriek died in the
echoing chamber of the parking garage. She prayed someone would hear her one
muted attempt at a cry for help before she was stuffed in the open door of the
car.


Suddenly Lucas was there, his own roar
reaching them just before his fists. He hadn’t shifted, but even in his human
form, he was able to clock the guy holding her arms. He went down on the
pavement in a heap, and she renewed her struggle against the man holding her,
slamming her heels back, trying to catch a piece of him. He grunted, so she
must have hit something. As his hold on her loosened, Lucas yanked her free.
When Lucas released her to go after him, she stumbled, falling over the body of
the first wolf, who was still in his human form. Why weren’t they shifting? She
didn’t understand, but she scurried away from the fallen wolf, putting distance
between them and her before looking back. 


Lucas was beating the shit out of her
second abductor, the one who was still conscious. He had fallen to the ground,
and still Lucas was pounding on him. She smelled blood in the air, and there
was more on the car… she rushed forward.


“Lucas!” she shrieked. “Stop! You’ll kill
him!” She flailed for his arm as it pulled back for another strike, just barely
catching hold of it. But her touch seemed to break through his rage. His chest
heaved, and there was blood on his hand. She couldn’t be sure if it was his or
not, but he took a step back. The man was down, moaning, cowering on the
parking garage floor.


Lucas blinked several times, still
looking at her attacker, then he turned to her. For a moment, his face was
blank, but then he slipped his hand around her waist and hauled her away from
the limo. 


“My purse!” she said, tugging against him
to stop so she could retrieve it from the floor. She didn’t want them having anything
of hers. He bent quickly to scoop it up, then locked his hand around hers
and towed her away. They ran down one ramp of the parking garage and then
another, down to the next level. Her legs were unsteady with the adrenaline of
the fight, and her heels clicked a jittery echo throughout the garage, but the
sound was mostly drowned out by Lucas’s heavy, pounding heels. They reached his
car—it was some kind of Audi, red and black and sleek, but she would have
preferred something less like a race car and more like a tank. Lucas
practically yanked off the door getting it open for her, and she dropped into
the low passenger seat as fast as she could. He raced around to the driver’s
side, and within moments, they were screeching out of the parking garage. She
caught a final glimpse of the two kidnappers by their limo.


They were still human lumps on the
ground. Only one was moving.











 


Chapter Eight


It wasn’t until Mia and Lucas were well
away from the parking garage that he slowed to a speed that would keep them out
of jail. Even then, neither of them spoke. Lucas’s grip on the steering wheel
was the same white-knuckled one she had on her purse. She clutched it to her
chest as if that would somehow help. She didn’t ask where they were going. She
didn’t care, as long as it was away from them. She could still feel
their hands on her, grabbing her, hauling her away.


“Why didn’t they shift?” was all she
could manage to say. Her voice was strangely mechanical.


“They couldn’t fight me in wolf form,” he
said, just as stiffly. 


She supposed that made sense, given they
had submitted to him once before, although her brain still wasn’t working well
enough to put all the pieces together. They must have found out where she
lived. They must have tracked the limo service that picked her up that morning.
A chill seeped into her stomach, wondering what had happened to the original
driver. Maybe they killed him. Maybe they stole the limo.


All so they could come after her.


She blinked and looked at Lucas. He had
known she wouldn’t be safe at the dorm. He knew more about this than he was
telling her. But at that moment, all she could see was the blood that still
covered his knuckles. The fury on his face. 


He had saved her. Again.


They pulled into another parking garage,
a high rise near the outskirts of downtown. She wasn’t sure exactly where they
were going until they were inside the building, and a gray-uniformed doorman
greeted Lucas with, “Good evening, Mr. Sparks.” By the time she and Lucas
reached the 15th floor, she figured he must be taking her to his
apartment. He still hadn’t spoken a word, just held her hand in an iron grip
the entire way, not letting go for a single moment since they left the car. 


His electronic key opened the door. He
closed and locked it behind them. 


She barely had a glimpse of his
glass-and-black-leather décor, before he grabbed hold of her face and consumed
her with a kiss. They stumbled two steps back until she was flush up against
the front door, his body pressing her into it, hard in every possible way: his
fingers pushing insistently into her hair, his tongue invading her mouth, his
erection pressing into her side. She dropped her purse and grabbed at his
shoulders, trying to bring him closer, even though he had already welded her
body to the door with his. 


His hands left her hair and slid down her
sides, feeling every curve until he reached the hem of her sweater. He leaned
back and pulled her slightly away from the door, enough to quickly lift her
sweater over her head. 


Her breath caught, suddenly half naked in
front of him. He paused for a moment, looking at her, and she had that
sensation again, like his gaze was a hot stroke over her exposed skin. 


“I thought this wasn’t a good idea,” she
said, breathless, hoping he wasn’t suddenly changing his mind.


“I’m tired of trying to resist you.”


His words were another sweep of heat
across her, this one running straight down between her legs. He ripped off his
jacket and lifted his shirt over his head in one fast swipe. Then he pinned her
to the door again, this time his bare chest open to her hands. They roamed
across it and ran up his shoulders. His mouth, hungry for her again, devoured
her neck in small nips. His touch was electrifying her, every nerve sending hot
races of pleasure to the parts that yearned for more contact with him. 


He growled, tasting her more aggressively
as he worked down to her chest. He gripped her bra with both hands, and she
felt his claws come out and shred the fabric away from her body. The pieces of
it dangled to her sides as her breasts fell free. Lucas dropped to one knee,
and his face nuzzled in between them. One hand rolled her hardened nipple
between his fingers, wringing shocks of pleasure from it, while the other
cupped her breast to his mouth. He sucked and nipped all over her heated flesh,
each small, circling bite causing more wetness to pool between her legs.


Her wolf whined with pleasure, and she
dug her fingers into his hair while she watched him feast upon her. Then he slid
his hands down her body again, feeling every inch as he went. When he reached
the bottom of her skirt, he slipped his hands underneath and shoved up the
fabric. Her underwear was torn from her body before she could suck in a gasp.
With her skirt up to her waist and her underwear gone, she was bared to him.
Another growl rumbled in his chest, and he dropped further, lifting her knee
over his shoulder and burying his face between her legs.


Her head fell back against the door as
his tongue slipped into her folds. She called out his name and some other
unintelligible word, as a haze of pleasure washed over her. The tip of his
tongue worked her, and she held on as he brought her wave upon wave of
pleasure. It built a pressure deep inside that felt like it might make her
burst. Just as she thought she might come, he pulled away. She panted and clung
to the door, weak with pleasure, watching as he kicked off his shoes and
unzipped his pants. When he freed his erection, it was even larger than she
remembered, shining in the moonlight, the embodiment of everything masculine.
It made her even more weak in the knees. 


He cradled her against the door. She had
never seen such pure desire in a man’s eyes before—such animal lust
combined with an eagerness that was pure wolf. He claimed her mouth again,
plunging inside and sharing the taste of her own flesh. He slid his hands down
to her legs, behind her hips, then quickly lifted her from the floor. She held
on tight to his broad shoulders, his muscles flexing under her hands, and
quickly wrapped her legs around his back. She could feel his cock hard and
ready against her and could hardly catch her breath. Hardly believe this was
happening. 


His hands gripped the flesh of her
bottom, and he thrust into her. He was so large and ground so deep that what
breath she had escaped her. The hard muscles of his chest pressed into the deep
softness of hers and held there for a moment. Joined deeply, his face buried in
her hair, he moaned, Mine, so softly, with so much growl, that she
almost didn’t hear it. Then he thrust again and again, each time rocking harder
against her and sending waves of pleasure shooting through her. His grip on her
tightened, and each thrust brought a noise of pleasure from him that pushed her
closer and closer. As he took her, owned her body against the door, she could
feel his claws coming out, grasping onto her, holding her tight to him. Her
wolf whimpered in response, whining for more, and her own claws raked across
his back, holding on for the ride. 


As her claws dug into him, his breath
hitched, and she was afraid for a split moment that she had hurt him. But his
moans and thrusts just came harder and faster, finally pushing her to the edge.
Her body pulsed, pleasure whiting out her vision, her sound, even her sense of
smell, and there was nothing but him, filling her, joined with her, bringing
her a pleasure she didn’t even know was possible. It possessed every sense in
her body. He growled with his final thrust, and his body shook, as his climax
seized hold of him. Aftershocks of pleasure kept rippling through her. He moved
more slowly now, his thrusts gentling, his hold relaxing. Finally, after a long
moment of stillness, he pulled out and eased her to the floor. But he still
held her, tenderly pulling her from the wall and planting a hundred soft kisses
on her face and neck.


As they came down together, he kissed her
once more on the lips, then pulled slightly away. He had a slight frown and
reached behind his shoulder to swipe at the marks her claws had no doubt left
behind. He came away with blood on his hand, looked puzzled for a moment, then
peered harder over his shoulder. Her claws had scored a dozen red lines on his
back and upper arms. His eyes went wide, and he whipped his head back to her, a
storm gathering on his face.


Oh no.


“You’re a shifter,” he said, his
voice filled with betrayal.


“I didn’t think… are you okay?” She
scrunched up her face and tried to peer at his back, but she knew it wasn’t the
marks that bothered him. It was the lie.


He stepped back from her, standing naked,
but with clenched fists and stiff shoulders. “What’s your pack?” he demanded.


“Pack? I don’t… I don’t have…” Her heart
was wrenching in two. The air was still rich with their lovemaking, but it had
chilled ten degrees with the angry stare he was giving her. He reached out, but
his touch was no longer gentle. He held up her arms, searching them, grabbing
hold of her shoulders to spin her, checking her back for something. 


She twisted her head toward him. “What
are you doing, Lucas?” The fear in her voice must have reached him, because he
turned her back to face him, but more gently this time.


He continued search her body with his
eyes, his face still angry, but it had tempered a little. “You’re not marked.
Why aren’t you marked?”


“I don’t know what that means!” Tears
were closing in on her.


He closed his eyes briefly and drew in a
breath. When he opened them, he pointed to the tattoo on his chest. “Your pack
mark. Where is it?”


“I don’t have a pack,” she said. “Or a
mark. You’re… you’re the only one who knows.”


Realization dawned on his face, and he
took a step back. The anger settled further, but she could tell it still boiled
under his skin. “You’ve been hiding it. All this time.”


“Yes.”


“From everyone. Your family?”


“I only have my mom,” she said, a
defensive bit rising in her. “But yes. From everyone.”


“From me.”


“Until now.” She peered up into his eyes.
Could he forgive her for that? He knew now. He was simply the only one
she had ever felt safe telling. Couldn’t he see that?


But his expression was still cool. “You
don’t have a mate or a pack,” he said again, as if triple confirming it wasn’t
enough.


“I swear, Lucas.” She hesitated, then
pressed on. “I want to be with you,” she said softly.


His dark brown eyes hardened to bitter
coal. “You do not want to mate with me.” Then he turned away from her
and stooped to pick up his pants from the floor. The anger was back, judging by
the vicious way he pulled them on.


“But… I thought you…”


He glared at her again. “I thought
you were human.”


It was a like a stab through her heart.
“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you,” she said, fighting tears. Her wolf was crying, a
mournful whine that echoed through her head. “I would have. Eventually. I just
didn’t know…” She gestured at the pile of clothes at their feet. “Things just
moved so fast.”


“Wolves do not just have sex, Mia. Wolves
mate,” he said, the anger flaming back. “If you had a pack, you would
have understood this. But since you don’t, let me be very clear about it: you
do not want to mate with me.” 


She crossed her arms over her bare
breasts, suddenly feeling naked. But the anger in her voice rose to match his.
“Maybe I do! You don’t get to decide everything for me!”


He turned away from her, and his back
stiffened. “My mate is dead.”


She sucked in a breath. This was the
thing—the pain that his family wanted to help him heal. The darkened
office at SparkTech flashed before her eyes: T. Sparks. His mate. She
had died, and he was struck down by it. Devastated. She could see it in his
stance, and in the fierce protection he had for her. How much more would he
have had for the woman he loved? Had mated with? She wasn’t even sure
what that meant, but it sounded… like family.


She edged closer to his turned back. “I’m
sorry, Lucas.” What could she say that would ease his pain? “I don’t want to…
take her place. I just want to be with you.”


He sighed, long and deep. “You don’t
understand, Mia.” He paused, then slowly turned to look back over his shoulder
to her. “I killed her.”
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She writes sexy paranormal romances about alpha men and the women who love
them. She enjoys exploring the struggles we all have, where we resist—and
succumb to—our most tempting vices as well as our greatest desires. She
firmly believes that love triumphs over all. 


 


TRUE ALPHA is Alisa's first New Adult Paranormal Romance serial.
Her DARK ALPHA will be complete on March 30th 2015. 


 


Connect with Alisa:


Facebook: http://smarturl.it/AlisaWoodsFB 


Twitter: http://smarturl.it/AlisaWoodsTwitter 


Pinterest: http://smarturl.it/AlisaWoodsPinterest 


Newsletter (to know when a new Alisa Woods story
is released):


http://smarturl.it/AlphaLoversNews 


Email: alisa.woods.author@gmail.com 


 


 











 


YOU’VE REACHED





 “THE
END!”


 


BUY
THIS AND MORE TITLES AT


www.eXcessica.com


 


eXcessica’s YAHOO GROUP


groups.yahoo.com/group/eXcessica/


 


CHECK
OUT 


eXcessica’s FORUM


eXcessica.com/forum


FOR
FREE READS!


 


Check
us out for updates about eXcessica books!


 


WRITE
A REVIEW!


Readers, in the age of ebooks, remember
that you are in control of separating the good from the bad, the wheat from the
chaff.


 


Please take a moment to go back to the
site where you purchased this book and leave your opinion, however lengthy or
brief, about it. 


 


You can also go to larger sites and
leave your reviews there as well, whether you made your purchase on their site
or not. 


 


Make your vote count! Your opinion will
help other readers make their future purchasing decisions in regards to ebooks.


 











 


eXcessica publishing


 


Alphas Gone Wild © March 2015 


 


All rights reserved under the International and Pan-American
Copyright Conventions. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any
means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from
the publisher. 


 


This
is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are either the
product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any
resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations, events or
locales is entirely coincidental. All sexually active characters in this work
are 18 years of age or older. 


 


This
book is for sale to ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It contains substantial sexually
explicit scenes and graphic language which may be considered offensive by some
readers. Please store your files where they cannot be accessed by minors.


 


Excessica LLC 


P.O. Box 127


Alpena, MI 49707


 


To order
additional copies of this book, contact: 


books@excessica.com



www.excessica.com 


 


Warning:
the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is
illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without
monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in
prison and a fine of $250,000. 
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