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  The Royal Wolves 2


  Into the Fire


  With age came wisdom for Miklos Farkas, and the desire to make peace rather than constantly battle, and he makes it his life to bring bad guys to justice. Then, in a night filled with flame and heat, he sees her, and like the explosion that flattened him, she certainly gets his attention.


  Harker Collins is a firefighter with attitude and gumption. Then she sees him flying out a window just to protect a child, and who wouldn't want that in her bed? But sometimes the best laid plans get sidetracked in the heat of the moment, and hers are no different.


  The arsonist brings them together then nearly tears them apart before they can do more than think of what might be. But one determined firebug isn't the only thing working to keep these two apart. Guilt from his past will drive a wedge between them, and if she can't make him see that it wasn't his fault, they'll never have what they both want. Will the fires burn bright or will they be stifled for all time?
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  Prologue


  


  Fall 1818 - Three weeks after the Royal family’s death


  


  “We have a long way to go still,” he said softly as he held out the cup of water to his oldest brother after taking a quick sip of their precious supply. He knew that they needed to find a stream soon or some other source of clean water or they would be in serious trouble.


  “We’ll get there,” Laszlo reassured him as he looked to their two younger brothers. “Are they sleeping?” he asked quietly even as his eyes returned to scanning the surrounding woods where their other brother, the one between Laszlo and Miklos, was roaming looking for berries or, if they were lucky, a hare.


  Nodding, Miklos sat down near the small fire looking across toward the youngest of his siblings. “Took them a while, but they finally settled. They see it as a grand adventure I think, and are annoyed to miss out on anything that just might possibly occur.” He wasn’t really that much older than his youngest siblings, but as the middle child he’d already taken a position as mediator, so he was a little more mature in comparison.


  “Staring into the dark of night to ensure nothing creeps up on us is not exactly the most exciting of things to be doing,” Laszlo said dryly.


  “Yes, but they don’t know that, Laz. They think once they’re asleep that something amazing occurs and vanishes as soon as they open their eyes. Let them stay up one night with you. They’ll drop asleep quick enough out of sheer boredom,” Miklos advised softly.


  Looking over at his brother Laszlo nodded slightly. “One night I just might. For now”—he pushed his brother’s shoulder gently—“get some sleep. You need to be up in a couple of hours to relieve Benedek.”


  “Night, Laz,” Miklos murmured as he headed to his pallet behind the youngest brothers.


  “Night, Mik,” his brother answered softly back in the dark of night.


  Chapter 1


  


  The here and now…Miklos


  


  Lifting the cup to his lips he sipped at the coffee in a distracted manner before spitting it back out into the cup and wrinkling his nose. Pushing the cup of too-cold coffee aside he shook his head as he pulled up the latest reports on muggings, home invasions, and various other innocuous reports of everyday violence. He looked at it all with fresh eyes. Since talking to his youngest brother he had the distinct impression that things could go from bad to worse very soon. He also had a feeling that things had already begun to go downhill. Now to just figure out what it might be and, if his hunch was right, who was behind it all.


  Over the years he’d catalogued several mentions of Wolf activity. Seemingly random at first, he’d eventually begun to see a pattern developing. They were, from what he’d been able to determine, apparently looking for something, but the what of it had been a mystery. That was until a chance encounter on a bus with a young woman, his youngest brother’s mate to be exact.


  Now though, now Miklos knew. The Wolves had been looking for the last of the Royal lineage all this time. They’d obviously figured out that the five sons that were the direct heirs apparent hadn’t been taken down in the slaughter almost two hundred years previous. Now that the packs knew that he and his brothers lived there would be trouble. They’d call out the pack hunters to track them down and, if possible, find their mates ahead of time and kill them, which, if Wolf lore could be believed, would seriously suck.


  According to lore if the mate of a Wolf was killed before they had been marked, then the Wolf would eventually fall into a madness that would tear their mind apart leaving them a blithering, drooling mess. Of course, if a mate was killed after the marking then the Wolf still might end up mad, but in their madness they would be permitted, by their Laws, to exact revenge from the murderer first. But, on the flip side of the coin, if the Wolf was mated, any harm that came to their mate was just bad all around. Whole packs had been wiped out just for trying to intimidate a Wolf’s mate. Wolves were extremely protective of their mates, especially if the Wolf was male. They could be downright vicious and justifiably so.


  Shifting, Miklos let his eyes roam over the squad room for a moment before he returned to his reading and note making. If he could determine just which pack was out for their blood he might be able to encourage them to back down. Again, that would all depend on what pack was interested in eviscerating them. There were packs that were loyal and working toward reinstating the Royal line as the rightful leaders of all Wolves. Then there were the packs that didn’t care and were waiting to see who came out on top. After that were the packs that were determined to maintain democracy of a voted-in leadership. And last, but not least by any means, were the packs that wanted any and all Wolves that were behind or supporters of the Royal line taking up the reins again dead. They were known as Blood Packs. They literally were out for blood of any that dared to breathe a word of the Royal heirs or their possible reinstatement to rule.


  “Mik,” came a call from across the office. When he lifted his head he saw a senior detective waving the phone and holding up two fingers. Nodding, Miklos picked up line two. “Detective Farkus,” he rumbled into the phone.


  “Mik, it’s Twitch,” one of Miklos’s informants said into the phone. “Just saw Johnny D heading into a building with Sparky. They had several cans of gas and were looking more than the normal type of shifty.”


  “Where?” Miklos asked, pulling his PDA to him and jotting the address down. “Got it, head home, Twitch, if the info’s good I’ll drop you an envelope tomorrow,” he said in reference to paying his snitch for good tidbits.


  “I’d hurry, Mik. I think there’s a group of teens in the place coppin’ a squat,” Twitch said quietly and hung up.


  “Shit.” Getting to his feet he slid the PDA into his pocket and then pulled his sidearm from the drawer. Checking the chamber he pushed it into his holster and pocketed his badge as well before scooping everything on his desk into the drawer and locking it. Snagging his jacket he pulled it on before he headed to the night watch commander and let him know where he was heading and why.


  Twenty minutes later Mik stepped out of his truck and sniffed the air. Smelling smoke he cursed and hit speed dial on his phone, “This is Miklos Farkus, detective with the Eighth. Badge number 98856,” he said quickly and clearly to the operator. Giving her the address he then said that he had a potential fire starting and also possible squatters on the premises that may or may not be innocents. “Send fire rescue and EMTs to my location,” he ordered and then pulled out the radio in his truck. Radioing in to the night commander he repeated his situation and that he was going to do a quick sweep of the premises to see if he could find either the fire starters or the squatters.


  Tossing the radio in before he could be ordered otherwise Miklos took off his jacket and, tossing it on the seat, locked up the truck. “Crispy Wolf is bad, Mik,” he reminded himself softly as he headed in with his weapon in hand and a light in the other to begin his sweep.


  Chapter 2


  


  The here and now…Harker


  


  The call came in while she was in the shower. She didn’t even hesitate but jumped out and pulled on the fireproof pants and grabbed a shirt off the rack as she ran for her boots. Never the most comfortable of things to be in fireproof clothes and sopping wet, but hell, there was a fire which meant lives could be in danger and her comfort went out the door.


  Hopping into the cab of the unit she pulled her hair back with a head covering more than anything else and put on the headset and mic. “What do we have Bernie?” she yelled over the blare of the sirens.


  “Warehouse fire called in by a local cop. According to prelims arson.” Their “prelims” were homeless who lived all over the city who could call a hotline anytime and give any information on a fire anonymously. In return the fire department always left out blankets and food, never asking or demanding more from the people who took them than what they wanted to give. That was a change that Harker herself had made.


  “Check, so extra precaution.” She hated going on arson fires because they never knew whether the lunatic who set them had planted bombs and booby traps in the area. “Bring out the camera, Willy,” she shouted to the probie. “You are our camera point person. I want lots of images of the crowd.”


  “Why?” He had just joined the Fifty-Nine three days ago and this was the first run he’d been on.


  “Because 99.5 percent of arsonists stick around to see their handiwork. Just do what you’re told, probie, and you will live,” Bernie explained.


  “But I signed on to fight fire, not take pictures,” he whined.


  God save her, she hated a whiner. “Take the pictures, probie, and make them damn good or you will know why the Fifty-Nine is so hard to get into and stay in. We are a family here and Bernie is like the father, so don’t question him.”


  The kid had the audacity to look at her and ask, “Are you the mother?”


  “Nope, I’m God and don’t forget it,” she told him simply, and when they pulled up to the building she was in her zone, the mode of the firefighter was strong and sure. She watched as the kid was handed the camera and even though he bitched and moaned, he slipped out of the bus and started to do what he was told.


  Working alongside her men she didn’t ask for quarter when it was time for anything. She simply did what she had to and to hell with the world. Always in first, she grabbed the lead hose, snapped her visor closed, and primed her O2 tank before running headlong into the furnace of flames.


  Chapter 3


  


  The flames burned high and bright, which was a sure sign of accelerant, but she didn’t pause or hesitate as she planted her feet in a small crouch and through the always-open mic on the helmet shouted, “Start it up, boys.” She felt the presence of Bernie at her back and when the hose went from flat and slack to thick and full they leaned into the stream and started trying to combat the destruction.


  Dean and Sam came up behind her and took up her space so that she could do as she always did, begin to tear at the walls with the fire ax. She noted briefly Bernie doing the same thing and moved with a purpose through the space.


  “Did the cop get out?” she shouted over the intercom remembering that one key fact, that it was a cop, not a prelim, that had called in the fire.


  Staying low Miklos narrowed his eyes when he spotted a huddled form and, flicking on his flashlight, he moved closer at an even and steady pace. “NYPD, show me your hands!” he ordered sharply. The tiny figure held out shaky hands right before they…no, she began to cough. Moving in quickly Miklos cursed at finding the small girl, dressed in rags, near passing out from lack of oxygen.


  “Wrap your arms around me, sweetheart,” he said softly to her, not wanting to scare her any more than necessary. When she did he adjusted his hold on his gun. “Is there anyone else in here with you, honey?” he asked her as he headed back toward the entrance he’d come through.


  When she shook her head he cursed, but what she told him next had chills racing down his spine. “They all left when the bad men came. I had to get Bonnie,” she whispered hoarsely holding up her ratty but obviously well-loved doll.


  Shaking his head at the stupidity of human adults and leaving their child behind, he turned sharply and covered her head as a beam fell, the fire burning along it hotly. “Shit,” he whispered softly as he picked her up again and began to run. The place was coming down around their ears and the only way out had just been cut off. He’d have to make a new exit for them both.


  Running he went up a floor, the little girl’s coughing growing worse as he ran even harder. Spotting a window he ran for it and pushed her face to his chest telling her to hang on. Putting his back to the glass as he hit it they burst out into the cooler night air, fire quickly following after them with a loud boom as more oxygen hit it encouraging it onward. Twisting in midair he landed on his feet and rolled to lessen the impact, coming to rest on his back with the little girl sitting on his chest with a questioning expression. “Can we do that again?” she asked, giving him a grin that had him bursting out laughing.


  The explosion knocked Harker back, the hard landing making every bone in her body ache, but she got back up and radioed for a pull back. The place was a loss. There was no saving it, and when she was told that the building had finally been cleared she tapped Dean on the shoulder and with the wave of a hand got him and Sam started out.


  Seeing Bernie she moved to him and tapped his back. Seeing him unmoving, however, she frowned and moved slightly to where he was standing. “Oh shit! Get the Medivac ready. Man down! Man down!” she screamed and saw that Bernie was out cold, thank god.


  He stood there on his feet. The only thing holding him up was a pipe that had exploded out of the wall and into his right chest cavity. “Bring in a reciprocal. I can’t get him out!” Her ax worked on the wall, sheer determination forcing her to move on harder and faster.


  Dean ran back in, a long and heavy machine with pinchers on the end in hand with Sam and Mike behind him. Reaching out Harker grabbed the jaws and said, “Out! The place will blow any minute and I will not lose any of you!”


  “You need our help,” Sam tried to argue.


  “Fuck that! Out!” she screamed and then, “That’s an order, fireman, out!” Already she was beginning the process of cutting the pipe and while Bernie outweighed her by like a hundred pounds she had something none of them had, determination never to lose another friend.


  Sam, Mike, and Dean all came out, peeling off their helmets and coughing, cursing Harker’s name as they watched another explosion light the skies, and then the fire seemed to take on a life. It was surreal what happened next.


  The flames withdrew into the warehouse. It was as if the structure had taken a deep indrawn breath, and the seasoned vets knew it for what it was and began to scream, “Back the fuck up!” With the help of the officers they began to move the gawkers and rubberneckers, demanding that they move, and move now.


  Glancing to the building Miklos frowned and then he knew what was about to happen and, scooping up the little girl, ran further from the building.


  Then, as if on cue the night lit up in a ball of flame seen all the way to Jersey. Car windows blew out, siding melted, and out of that complete chaos came a small running figure awkwardly dragging a body behind it.


  Hitting the ground again hard Miklos found himself staring up at the sky once more with the little girl perched on his chest…again. Lifting his head he watched the firefighters scrambling around and toward the two figures coming from the inferno.


  Harker fell to her knees at the first ambulance. “I couldn’t carry him over my shoulder.” Not with the five-inch pipe sticking out of his chest. She tugged off her helmet, the now dry ice-blonde locks falling in a curtain, laughably clean and pristine compared to the rest of her body. Hands shaking she dropped the helmet and pressed her hands to the filthy water-covered pavement as she tried to breathe.


  She took the oxygen as it was pressed to her face and just before the darkness consumed her she heard, “Son of a bitch, her back!”


  It was Dean who screamed and Sam looked up from where he was holding the oxygen to their commander’s face. “What the…?” “Oh shit” was the rest that was lost suddenly to the medics who were left now after Medevac took Bernie up into the helicopter.


  Just to the left of her spinal column was a large piece of glass, imbedded so deeply that they were afraid that it had connected to her heart. As fast as one could blink she was hauled up and into the waiting ambulance, and as they drove past the little girl and officer she could be seen in the back windows, just the icy length of blonde hair.


  Sitting up as the tiny woman was whisked away Miklos got slowly to his feet with the girl. Walking toward one of the ambulances he passed her off to be looked at and frowned slightly. There was a faint scent in the air, light and unusually crisp considering the fire. Shaking it off as other officers arrived on scene he quickly shifted gears and began his report to them.


  Chapter 4


  


  Crawling into bed in the wee, wee hours of the morning Miklos groaned softly at the aches and pains he had from his flying leap through what turned out to be a plate-glass window. Something he hadn’t realized until one of the other detectives had patted his back was that he’d had shards of the stuff imbedded in his flesh through his shirt. Had he still been wearing his jacket he likely would have been fine, but at the time he’d been a little more concerned with freedom of movement.


  Taken off to the same hospital as the firefighters, he’d had some odd forty chunks plucked not so delicately from his hide. Thankfully with being Wolf he’d heal on the surface by morning, and the underlying damage would only take another couple of days depending on his taking it easy. Given the fact he now had three days off paid leave to recover he’d be back to normal when he returned to work.


  Rolling to his back he stared blankly at the ceiling as he thought of the woman with the ice-blonde hair. She’d just been coming out of surgery when he’d been discharged. He’d gone up to check on her and ended up chatting with a couple of her fellow firemen for a few moments. She was tentatively being listed as stable, but the doctors were all being super cautious considering they didn’t know if infection would set in from the hunk of dirty glass they’d pulled from her body.


  Sighing he said a small prayer for her health and let his eyes close as sleep pulled at him. Letting out a slow breath Miklos let everything real fade away until there was nothing but…candles?


  Even though she was in a drug-induced coma, her mind was free. Lying there with a ventilation unit on, monitors over her heart, and hands strapped down to keep her from thrashing and undoing any of the five hundred stiches on her back and sides and legs, she drifted in her dreams. Her injury hadn’t been too serious. Okay well a hunk of glass missing your heart by millimeters is serious, but she was alive, right?


  She closed her eyes to inhale the fresh and clean scent, the smell of vanilla in the air making her grin. It was her favorite scent, vanilla sugar. When she opened her eyes she was in a dark room, nearly black, and all it held was a massive, beyond massive, bed, and candles burned brightly.


  Turning slowly Miklos tipped his head to the side as he looked at the dark room and the humongous bed in the center. Frowning he stepped back into the shadows as he let his gaze roam slowly over the room.


  She walked forward and touched the silk of the sheets and grinned. Everyone at her house thought she was a lesbian, that she was all about being rough and tumble, but she wasn’t. She loved silk sheets. Romance would be nice as well, if it were still alive.


  Harker took a seat on the bed and then scooted to the middle of it and lay back. Hands behind her head she closed her eyes in her dream and sighed. She knew that she could have died, that light at the end of the tunnel told her as much, and as she slept there in her coma she had time to reflect.


  Seeing the white blonde hair against the black of the silk sheets had his breath catching in his throat. Couldn’t be, he thought even as he fought to reach out.


  She wanted a life, no, correction. She wanted to live.


  Harker knew that in order to do that she was going to have to change the misconceptions about herself and was worried where that road would take her.


  She had a good life in the Fifty-Ninth. She was second-in-command and had men serving under her that liked and respected her. She wasn’t treated differently, but she knew all of that was because they all thought she was a lesbian. They all believed that her best friend, Desmonda, or Demon to her, was her lover. It was strange because they had no issue at all taking orders from and being subservient to a woman who had a woman lover but she knew, she knew that if she showed interest in a man she would lose that.


  Chapter 5


  


  Wondering what had put that little crinkle between her eyebrows Miklos moved forward slightly. Step by step he moved toward the bed unsure if this was just his mind reaching or if he was hoping for something more from her.


  It didn’t matter how many lives she had saved, how many times she had hauled their asses out of the fire, pun intended, it didn’t matter because if she were a “girl” then she couldn’t be as good as they were, period.


  Harker looked up when the shadow fell across her body and she didn’t hesitate, didn’t question, and just simply for the first time allowed her heart and body to lead the way. Opening her naked arms to him she waited.


  When she reached for him Miklos eased down onto the bed slowly and moved into her arms. Carefully he leaned on his elbows over her and shivered as her cool flesh stroked over his when she wrapped her arms around his shoulders. Lightly he stroked her cheek with his fingertips, not surprised that the face of his dream woman was in fact that firefighter he’d briefly caught a look at.


  Leaning in closer he kissed her softly, nipping at her lips as he traced his fingertips ever so lightly down her body pushing aside the blanket she’d partially covered herself with. Dragging his lips from hers he kissed a path to her throat, dragging his tongue down her pulse, his hand a warm weight on her hip as he lifted a leg to press between hers.


  The monitors hooked up to her were beeping and binging, the ventilator working a little faster. She felt his hands and mouth moving over her body. She whimpered in her dream, a leg moving up and down his as it locked around him. “That feels nice.” She breathed and allowed her hands to move down his back, sides, and then up to his face. She didn’t want to stop. She might only be dreaming but she needed him, so badly she needed him.


  Moving his lips further down her chest slowly he nipped at her breasts gently. “You feel amazing,” he whispered softly to her before sucking a nipple into his mouth. Teasing the tight bud with the tip of his tongue he moved one hand down between her legs to gently stroke her pussy and moaned at finding her wet and much too warm.


  She moved on the bed, her body hungrily moving in her dream. However, her prone body on the hospital bed lay still thanks to the ties holding her down. She wanted to know who he was and how he could affect her so but she didn’t ask, she didn’t question. “Please don’t stop,” she whispered. It had been far too long since a man had actually touched her. Even if it was only a dream she needed and wanted it.


  Sliding a finger into her cunt he lightly bit her nipple before licking his way across to her other breast and treating it the same as the previous. Moving his hand gently he eased a second long finger into her wet pussy and stroked her tightened clitoris hidden in the curls with his thumb, alternately rubbing and stroking it. “Not going to stop,” he promised, letting her nipple go with a little popping sound.


  A hand reaching between them, she kept one buried in his hair and the other found the evidence of his need and desire, his cock so hard that all she could do was squeeze him and rub him. She bit her lip and nearly cried out when she felt just how eager he was. “More.” She panted eagerly as she stroked him with her hands. If he was ever going to make it inside of her he was going to have to stretch her slightly or it would never work. She wasn’t a virgin, but damn.


  Stroking her pussy faster as she encouraged and held him to her, he scraped his teeth lightly over her breasts, breathing slowly over her wet flesh.


  She no longer felt as if she was in a dream, but in reality. She felt his touches and her body responded to them. Nipples puckering beneath the nondescript gown and pussy wet with need she lay in her bed while her mind made love with a stranger.


  Shifting his weight between her legs he caught her hands and, lifting them over her head, kissed her as he slid his engorged cock into her pussy slowly. Biting her lip he gently rocked his hips forward until he was seated fully into her cunt. Looking into her eyes he stayed still for a long moment before sliding almost completely out and then pushing back in quickly.


  The hospital monitors screamed in alarm as she felt his cock moving inside of her vagina. She whimpered around the ventilation tube in her throat but lived in the dream. Fingers curled at her sides but in the dream she watched him with wide open eyes.


  Leaning up and into him she kissed him. Biting his lower lip she moved with him just as he moved inside of her. He had her hands trapped, but that didn’t matter. She had her legs wrapped around his waist and with the heels of her feet she pushed and pulled him deeper and harder into her weeping pussy.


  A buzzing sound yanked Miklos out of the best damned wet dream he’d ever had in his life and had him sitting up with a curse and then a bluer one as his body protested the movement. Sliding from the bed he moved to his front door and opened it. “What?” he snarled at the UPS guy standing there.


  “Mr. Jarvis?” the guy asked in an even tone. Even though he looked to be one step from peeing his pants if Mik didn’t miss his guess.


  “Wrong floor, you want to go up one,” Miklos snapped and then shut the door. Pressing his back to it he shoved his hands through his hair as he let out a breath and then, inhaling deeply, frowned at the light and crisp scent in the air. No, not the air…Lifting his arm to his nose he inhaled and nearly blew in his pants as he caught the little firefighter’s scent coming from his skin. “Holy mother of God,” he whispered, his brain clicking onto the why damned fast.


  Chapter 6


  


  “I don’t understand it, Doctor. Her heart monitor was just off the charts and then fell back to normal in a blink of an eye,” the young nurse said as she showed the printouts to the doctor.


  Adjusting his glasses Wilmer Fredrikson nodded. “Likely just a nightmare. Back off on the morphine and we will start to bring her out tomorrow. For now I’m going home. Page me if you need me.” With that the doctor left the young nurse who looked back at the woman lying in the bed, and when she shook her head finally she went back to the nurse’s station to begin her paperwork.


  Harker lay there, her mind wandering and needing strangely. She didn’t know who the man was that had appeared before her. She didn’t know why he had been able to make love to her in what she knew was a dream.


  Moving back to his bed slowly Miklos looked at it as though it were suddenly a nest of vipers. If he went back to sleep he knew he’d dream of her again and, with her being in intensive care, he had no idea what kind of damage that could do to her. But he needed to see her. “Shit,” he muttered, sitting on the edge of the bed before carefully lying down once more. “No touching this time, moron,” he told himself as he relaxed slowly and slid back into the dream.


  The bed was still there. So was she, but she was covered and lying on her side. She looked so sad, too, that he had the urge to wrap his arms around her and hold her tight. Shaking it off he moved closer and sat on the edge reaching out to touch her cheek. “What’s wrong?” he asked her softly, stroking back her hair.


  “You’re back,” she whispered as her brown eyes gazed up and into his face. She was trying to memorize every single aspect of the dream god before her, but everything fuzzed at the edges. “It has been too long since a man touched me in anything other than friendship. I had forgotten how nice it felt.” Sure, he was a dream man, but right now that was all she had. “I’m in a hospital, aren’t I?” She could hear the beeps of the monitors, felt the nurse holding her wrist and checking her pulse, but she couldn’t move. “I don’t feel as groggy so whatever must be wrong with me I am likely waking up from, so at least I know I’m not dead.”


  Nodding slowly he stroked her cheek over and over. “You were hurt in the explosion at the abandoned plant last night. A large hunk of glass picked your back to end its flight,” he told her softly. “They were worried for a while but if you’re starting to wake I’d guess that’s a good thing.” He smiled faintly.


  “Yeah well I make such a large target and all,” she teased gently. It was nice to be able to talk to someone after having had the most incredible sex with them. Too bad he had been torn from her arms before either of them could come to completion.


  Harker licked her lips and heard Dean telling Sam it was his time to sit with her, so they hadn’t left her alone. They all knew she hated to be alone, always. “How is Bernie?” She could handle the lies her mind told her. She needed to reassure herself that her friend and comrade was well.


  “Bernie?” he asked with a frown and then it clued in. “The other firefighter that was injured last night.” Shaking his head slowly he sighed. “They weren’t telling anyone anything last night. He was in serious condition and being watched constantly. No one was allowed to see him so they were all sticking close to you from what I could tell.”


  That was bad. “Thank you for telling me.” Even her own mind wouldn’t lie to her and tell her he was fine, terrific. “How did you wind up in my drugged-up dreams?”


  “Uh,” he said as he scrambled to come up with something plausible. “I’m going to plead exhaustion for the moment since you really should be awake and semimobile when I tell you the answer to that one. When you’re feeling better I swear I’ll tell you, but your dream is definitely not the place for it.” Tucking back a strand of hair he shifted and lay down facing her. “Why don’t you sleep for now?” he asked softly. “If they’re waking you up they’re probably going to bombard you with questions soon enough and you’ll need to be rested.”


  “Right, sleep is a good thing but for some reason I feel as if I have been asleep all of my life.” This soft and cuddly woman was not her, but in this dream, in this dream she could let that woman out of the pit of hiding and allow her to wallow and relish the man before her. “Will you sleep with me? If you are pleading exhaustion then you are tired. You should sleep with me while you can.”


  Smiling he nodded and moved in closer to her. “I’ll stay with you until you wake,” he murmured softly. Wrapping her in his arms he let her settle against him as she wanted and needed. “I am tired. Throwing myself out that window hurt,” he grumbled softly against her cheek. He took a deep breath that she could actually hear before letting out a low growl. “You smell like the air right after a big rain storm,” he explained when she jolted at the sound.


  Okay, she didn’t know what part of what he had just said and done to tackle first so she chose the easy one. “You threw yourself out a window? That wasn’t the smartest of things to do you know. Me, I run into burning buildings but I don’t throw myself out perfectly good windows, silly man.” Where the hell did the giggling sexy blonde voice come from? She was neither sexy nor giggly so what the hell was happening in her dreams? She was never that girly, never.


  Pulling back he glared at her. “Are you laughing at me?” he demanded softly, narrowing his eyes on her. “You are laughing at me, you evil woman.” Shaking his head he let out a heavy sigh. “Considering the building that had said window in it was on fire, my exit was cut off by a wall of flame, and I had a little girl in my arms, the window, at the time, seemed the most viable exit strategy. Course,” he grumbled now, “I didn’t realize it was plate glass when I went hurtling through it but since I didn’t feel like being extra crispy I didn’t really have much of a choice.”


  “Ouch, yeah okay so I forgive you for throwing yourself out a perfectly good window.” Herself, that was what she lived with day in and day out. “The little girl is all right I assume?” She looked up at him and touched the creases around his lips and shook her head. “Next time leave the flame dancing to those who have been trained in it, all right?”


  “It wasn’t on fire when I got there,” he told her in a dry tone. “I was there for the dirtbag who has been implicated in several other arsons around town. I was sweeping the place since my source implied there were innocents on the premises when it went up in flames. I found the girl on the way back out the door and then down came a beam and we went out the window.”


  She shivered and nodded. “I’ve had those beams fall on me.” She touched her leg that seemed to hurt even in her dream. “They hurt like a bitch.” And that was no understatement either. “I think I know what arsonist you’re talking about. He was around town when I first started my training. He was put away for a few years and I guess now he is out?”


  Running his hand down her thigh he encouraged her to hike her leg up higher and gently massaged her lower leg as he nodded. “Yeah, he’s a serious arsonist and a professional, too. He’s dedicated to his work and makes a fortune doing what he does. The only reason he got caught was because he left a witness that he didn’t even know was there. They turned state’s evidence against him and he got major time, but because of a small technicality he got a reduced sentence.” That technicality had been that the bastard had hired a guy from his neighborhood to do a fire with his signature so his time got shortened because the lawyer he had pointed out that there was obviously a mastermind still out there and that his client had been an unwitting victim of this grand scheme.”


  “Oh goody,” she murmured and then winced. His hand felt wonderful on her leg. However, it was a pain from outside of that one that had her biting her lip to stop from crying out. “All right, I have to leave you because they are waking me now. They just shot adrenaline into my IV line.” She didn’t want to leave yet. Hell she hadn’t even asked his name. “Thank you for sharing my dream with me. Remember, fire is bad.” There was a smile on her lips but she leaned in and kissed him, her hands kneading his chest as she added, “I needed to remember the feel of you.” With that she was gone.


  Reaching out sharply he cursed and forced himself to wake up. Shaking his head to get rid of the cobwebs he went to the bathroom and took a shower. Bracing his hands against the wall he wondered if she’d let him in her room if he showed up there. Chewing his lip as he turned his face into the water flow he let out a sigh. He couldn’t do that to her, not yet anyway. She was just waking up, her firehouse team was all there, and she was concerned about her friend.


  Chapter 7


  


  Her eyes opened slowly, the sticky feeling from the tape that had covered them making them water. She coughed slightly, the tube having abraded her throat, but there was Sam with a straw and water glass. “Hey, tiger, good thing you came back to us. I think that someone”—he grinned over his shoulder—“someone was about to arrest us all.” He leaned in closer and whispered, “The Demon is in the house.”


  Desmonda, or Demon to her friends, stepped up close to Harker. “Hello, beautiful.” She pressed a kiss on her forehead. It was a running joke between the women. Everyone in their professions thought they were lovers when in truth they were simply just very good friends. “I told the twitchy boys that they deserve to be arrested for allowing you to be hurt.”


  “Be nice to them,” she croaked out and took another drink of the water that Sam offered. “It’s not their fault that I am such a large target for flying debris, now is it?”


  “Nope, that falls just on you, sunshine.” Demon squeezed her friend’s hand lightly. “You had me worried, missy. You’re not allowed to worry me ever again, do you understand me?”


  “Ma’am, yes, ma’am,” Harker gave with a smile. “How’s Bernie?”


  “Honey, he didn’t make it.” It was Dean who spoke this time. “He tried, he fought like a lion but he lost the fight in surgery.”


  Pain exploded in her chest. “Oh God.” She breathed through the hurt and pain. “When is his funeral?”


  “Tomorrow, but you’re not going, Harker.” This came from Mike, chief of FDNY. “Harker, you need to take some time off and from what I have been told you aren’t being released for a week or more.”


  “Chief,” she grumbled and went to sit up, only to fall back with a cry of pain. “Son of a bitch that hurts.” Her eyes opened as she watched him. “I’m going to his funeral. He was a friend and I am not going to lay in bed while he is put into the ground.”


  “Don’t make me spank you, Hark,” Demon grumbled but nodded. “I will make sure she doesn’t hurt herself but I understand why she would want to go, so she’s going boys.” She smiled sweetly at the men in turn. “Now you all can grumble and complain, or you can help me ensure that she doesn’t hurt herself.”


  


  * * * *


  


  She sat stiffly in the chair offered to her. She watched as the priest spoke over the casket and when the rain started she didn’t even bother to accept the umbrella pressed into her hand. She could smell Demon’s perfume as she stood behind her with a comforting hand on her shoulder and the umbrella over them both.


  She jumped at the first fire of the twenty-one-gun salute and closed her eyes in pain as she heard people starting to leave. Bernie was an orphan. He had no wife and kids, just his brothers and one sister at the Fifty-Ninth and now, now it was killing her to have to accept that he was gone.


  “Come on, Harker, we are going to the Edge. All of us plan on getting wasted and so are you.” Dean said with a smile, “Come on babe, let’s get a move on.” His hand out to her he tugged her to her feet and she blindly went along with him.


  Chapter 8


  


  The music was so loud it made her very blood jump. The smells all around seemed to tone down the grief that seemed to pour from her very being. Taking a seat in the corner she watched as the men left and Demon moved off to take a call from her boss. There she sat, miserable, hurting, and dammit all, the only thing she could focus on were the hands that caressed an old hurt in her dreams, of the man who had given her pleasure and hope.


  Moving around the bar Miklos took out a beer and cracked it open as he watched his baby brother race around like a madman. “Do you need a hand?” he asked with a grin even though he felt an odd ache in his chest. Rubbing at it again he wondered if it was gas or not.


  “No, go the fuck away, Mik. You’re in my way back here,” Janos snarled, pushing his brother’s shoulder. “We’re damned well packed and you’re pissing me off.”


  “Fine,” Miklos said, lifting his hands in peace and headed around the bar. A scent caught his attention and he froze. “Rain storm,” he murmured.


  “What?” Janos asked, looking up.


  Shaking his head Miklos moved further out around the bar and followed his nose to a back corner. “Damn me,” he murmured when he saw the white-blonde hair catching the light and moved closer to the table. “Harker?” he asked just loud enough that she’d hear him and just soft enough that she, hopefully, wouldn’t leap out of her skin.


  Harker looked up and frowned. “Yes, do I know you?” She sure as hell did. He had played a starring role in too many of her fantasies, but how did he know her name? She didn’t know who he was so how did he know her name?


  Her confusion was clear on her face and Demon stood, moving slightly so that she blocked Harker. “And you would be?”


  “Miklos Farkas,” he said quietly as he watched her. “I was the guy that flew out a window of a burning building,” he added, his eyes never leaving Harker’s face. “I’m going to guess that you are her best friend.” he switched his gaze to the other woman. “And, if the rumors hold true, the one they claim is very, very friendly with the firefighter here. I’m also Janos’s older brother.” He pointed to his brother behind the bar running around.


  Demon placed a hand on Harker’s shoulder, trying to look as a lover would look, but failing to any who actually understood body language. “You are a detective on the local force,” she stated and nodded. “Nice job saving that kid, and yes, the rumors are very true so I would suggest that you go and give your brother a hand?”


  Snorting at that Miklos shook his head and chuckled. “Nice try but if you want to pull off that vibe try to look like you want to do her and not like you’ve got a stick up your ass.” When she stiffened Miklos shrugged. “I think I’d like to talk with Harker alone for a minute sans the pit bull.” When she seemed to bristle Miklos looked to Harker for a moment and waited. “Maybe a quick dance if your leg isn’t bothering you too much like it did the other night, Harker?”


  It suddenly became clear and Harker stood. “It’s all right, D. I think that he just asked me to dance, didn’t you?” How the hell had he remembered the dream? Did he do something to her? It wasn’t until he had stepped closer that she realized that he hadn’t remembered the dream. It was her dream and how could he share it? Everything he had said could have been gleaned from any number of sources.


  Taking her hand in his he led her onto the floor and then gently began to move her around the floor. “I can see you trying to figure it out,” he murmured. “The bed was huge, covered in black silk sheets and the only light was from dozens upon dozens of candles. You asked me a question and I told you that I wouldn’t answer it until you were awake and aware just before the doctors started waking you up from the drug-induced coma you were in.” Leaning in a little closer he rubbed his nose to her cheek. “Just like right after a thunderstorm, clean and crisp with a hint of rain,” he murmured.


  She stumbled but his arms holding her close kept her upright. If she could see anything other than him she would see all of the men in her firehouse looking at the couple on the dance floor, moving as if they were one body. She didn’t see every single one of them freeze, some with their beers halfway to their mouths and some with their mouths simply hanging open. “How?” she whispered when his strong arms steadied her and moved them once more in synch and toward the darkened hall that led to the offices. “You left me for a while and then came back. I was only half-awake when you came back but you were there, holding me. How?”


  “My doorbell rang from a lost UPS driver,” he muttered as he stopped dancing and slowly led her to his brother’s office. Opening the door he waited to see if she wanted to go in. “So we can talk normally,” he said. “I’ll explain everything, if you’d like to listen that is.”


  She hesitated and when Sam started across the dance floor she nodded. “I’m going to hold you to that. However, first let me assure my friends that I am safe, all right?”


  Sam stepped before them and looked from her to him and back again. “I’m fine, Sam. This is Miklos Farkas, he is an old friend of mine.” She smiled up at Miklos and shook her head. “No, old friend is pushing it.” She felt something so soul deep for this strange man that it scared the hell out of her. “I’ll be back. For now he wants to see my pretty scar.” Yeah right.


  Sam could only nod dumbly and look at Miklos. “Cop or not, you hurt her and we will tear your heart out.” With that Sam walked back to the other men of House Fifty-Nine.


  “Knowing Sammy you are likely now being equated with being a long-time lover, so be warned.” She sighed and shook her head. “I want that explanation though.” And with that she stepped into the office and waited.


  Moving in behind her he closed the door and waved her toward the couch. “Sit,” he said softly. “Do you want some water?” he asked her as he pulled open Janos’s fridge and took out two bottles.


  Walking to the couch he sat down next to her as he handed her the bottle. “We connected in our dreams, Harker,” he told her quietly. “I don’t know if you know this or not but…” He licked his lips and looked to her. “I’m Wolf,” he said.


  



  Chapter 9


  


  “Right, Wolf.” It fit. He was huge, larger than anyone she had ever seen before. He had been injured but was walking around as if there was not a thing wrong with him. “And we connected in our dreams because?”


  “The reason we connected in our dreams was because…” Oh brother, this would be a bitch, and if she hit him or screamed, he wouldn’t blame her. “We’re fated to be mates,” he told her. “It’s the initial stages of the mating process. A Wolf that has met his mate finds her in his or her dreams and eases them into the knowledge. It also allows them to get to know one another.”


  It was close to thirty seconds of not breathing before she gasped for air and then said, “Fated mates?” It made sense. She didn’t have any real desire for sex, had only done it once, but with him, she could look at him and her body melted and tingled in need. “I don’t recall doing a lot of talking that first connection. It was hot, and amazing.”


  “It usually is more instinct than anything else, a need to burn off some of the heat between mates. But we did talk after, when I just held you,” he reminded her softly. Passing over the second bottle he watched her. “I’m sure you have a hundred and one questions. I’ll try and answer them as best I can if you want to ask some,” he told her softly.


  “I really liked the holding afterward,” she admitted even as she took a drink. “All right, how old are you really? The Wolf culture is not exactly something that is common knowledge, so I think I will need instruction here. How old are you? Did you come from overseas or were you one of the ones born here?”


  “I’m a hundred and ninety-nine years old, I’ll be two hundred in another four months,” he said softly. “I was born in Hungary with two older brothers and in the years that followed I got two others. When my parents were killed my brothers and I fled to England for safety. Then, when we were older we moved here to New York and set about starting our new lives.”


  “Wow, so you are completely robbing the cradle with me?” she teased and then placed her hand into his. “I’m sorry about your parents, Miklos, I really am. At least you had your brothers.” Something niggled at the back of her mind and she frowned. “Wait.” She paled when it hit her. “You are one of the Princes, aren’t you?”


  Wincing, Miklos nodded slowly. “Yeah,” he said warily as he watched her. This could totally ruin his chances, which was why he’d skipped around the fact. He’d kind of been hoping for a little more time for them to get to know one another before he dropped that bomb.


  Well hell, she thought to herself. “That isn’t going to play a factor in anything by the way,” she informed him simply. “You do know that I am not exactly ladylike material, right?” Hell most days she wasn’t even female material, not with growing up rough-and-tumble and fighting for the top in a man’s world. “The boys at the house will want to know everything about you, too, by the way, and Demon.” She thought of her friend and grinned. “She is a force of nature and she will demand to know everything.”


  “Oh goody,” he muttered even though he was relieved she wasn’t going to hold it against him. “And it’s a happenstance of birth not who I am, Harker. I’ve never used my title or birthright to get anything in this life and I’d much prefer that no one damn well knows who I am. We have enemies…” And he’d put her in danger. “Shit,” he muttered. Rubbing a hand over his face Miklos sighed. “I’m sorry, Harker, but because you carry my scent you’ll be a target, too.”


  “I do take baths you know, Miklos. I might smell like you now, but I won’t after my bath.” She snickered and added, “I even use soap.” She teased but seeing his face she frowned and asked, “It’s more than just that, isn’t it? More than just on the surface of my skin, right?” Oh boy, joy. “All right, so I will be a target.” Beautiful, note to self, do not tell Desmonda or she will have your hide.


  “I’m sorry,” he said again softly. “But it permeates the skin. Only another Wolf will know the scent for what it is and that’s the problem. My family has many enemies that want us all dead. They killed every member of my family that had a claim on the throne in a single strike on one night. My brothers and I only survived because of a maid that we were friends with and she had a good heart.” Shifting he looked blankly across the room. “We’ve heard rumblings that the packs that are against the Crown want to finish the job.”


  Harker nodded and licked her lips. “And taking out the weaker of the two, the female, would be the sure way to get rid of at least one of the brothers.” Looking up at him she asked, “So I need to invest in those self-defense classes I keep putting off then, huh?”


  Nodding slowly he shrugged. “The other option is that you refuse any claim I make, I stay away from you, and the scent will fade until no one will ever know.” He left out the part about him going insane from the strain of avoiding her in his dreams, the danger he’d become, and the fact he’d be hunted down like a dog. “You’d be safe likely within a week if you overdo it a bit on a perfume that is heavily musky and after that you’d be at no risk at all.”


  She wasn’t a dimwit so she frowned, cocked her head to the side, and asked, “And what is it that you aren’t telling me?” When he sat there stoically she shrugged. “Fine, I will go and ask your yummy brother at the bar just what it means. Who knows, maybe he will rub off some of his scent on me. I would gladly get my freak on with him.” Yep, she was pulling the tail of the lion, or in this case, the Wolf.


  “He’s already found his mate and I’m pretty sure she’ll claw your eyes out gleefully,” Miklos said softly. “Besides”—he shrugged—“he won’t tell you either. Unless you or I were in imminent danger no other Wolf has the right to interfere between mates. He won’t tell you jack shit,” he said, getting up and pacing away. “It’s nothing that will affect your decision and not a burden I want to place on your shoulder while you’re making it. You deserve to have a clean conscience should you decide to walk away and any blame for what happens will fall where it should, on my shoulders.”


  “You certainly know how to piss someone off don’t you?” she asked as she stood and began a slow pace around the office, opposite of him. “You give me just a fraction of information and then you refuse to give me the full picture for ‘my own good.’ What kind of bullshit is that? How the hell can I make a complete decision if I am not given all of the facts?” Her back was killing her, her legs ached, and all she wanted to do was go home, curl up on her bed, and cry until she was so unconscious that she wouldn’t even see him in her dreams. “I buried one of my best friends today, you say you don’t want to burden me.” She paused by the door, hand on the handle. “Well guess what, Jack, it’s too late. You didn’t do this, just keep that in mind. It was fate or Karma or whatever so while you are able to keep yourself all high and mighty.” Twisting the lock she nodded and sighed. “Just remember that the last thing you are going to see is me walking away because you can’t tell me everything to allow me to make my own choice. Instead you treat me as if I am five and unable to handle all aspects of the choice.” With that she made to open the door, hoping that he would give her what she needed, his trust.


  Spinning Miklos slammed the flat of his hand to the door keeping it closed as he moved up behind her and lowered his head to inhale her scent. “You’re in pain, Harker. You need to sleep and you’re more than a little cranky, I might point out.” Pressing his lips to the curve of her spine at the back of her neck he breathed her in slowly. “If you choose to not mate with me I will go insane. I will likely kill another Wolf or end up in a fight that kills me or the pack hunters will come for me and do whatever they need to do to end my life. Does that make you happy to know just what I was keeping from you?” he asked softly. “I didn’t want you making a decision out of pity for me, Harker. I wanted you to go with your gut, not some misplaced sense of guilt.”


  “Give me more credit than that,” she responded even as she leaned back and into his arms. “Yes, I’m hurting. I want to go home and I want to sleep.” But she didn’t want to be alone. She was so tired of being alone. “Thank you for telling me, Miklos.” She turned in his arms and touched his chest, her back carefully kept from the wood. “Come home with me?” All right, who the hell said that, part of her mind screamed to the other part which sat there smugly and nodded, smiling like the Cheshire Cat, knowing that if he went home with her she would be safe, protected, and happy.


  Blinking down at her Miklos wasn’t sure who exactly was the more stunned of the two of them. She didn’t take it back though and seemed to be waging an internal war with herself. “You’re not really sure that’s what you want, are you?” he asked, looking into her eyes. “I shouldn’t, Harker, you need to rest without having to share space with me even if I end up sleeping on the front stoop.”


  What she did next surprised both of them on a level that couldn’t be found. Reaching up she tugged him to her, kissing him with a hidden and burning passion that no one had ever touched inside of her before. She kissed him with wild abandon and when she pulled back she looked at him and licked her lips. “I’m sure this is what I want, Mik. Don’t fight me, just come home with me and take care of me?” It had been, well, years upon years since she had someone just take care of her when she was ill or feeling down.


  Licking his own lips slowly he stared at her unblinking before he nodded long moments later. “All right,” he murmured softly. “But first…” He leaned his head in and kissed her again, slower than she’d done, taking his time. Tasting her he slid his tongue over her lips before taking full possession of her mouth, his tongue sliding slowly over hers, teasing and gentle. Moaning softly he wanted to gather her close but knew that she was hurt and if he did he’d cause her more pain, so he satisfied himself with the kiss, his hands pressed firmly to the door.


  Good god this man could kiss. Her lips were on fire as she wrapped herself closer to him. He might not be holding her close but he pressed closer to her as she wrapped her arms around his middle and tugged slightly. Moaning she let him take their kiss even deeper and suddenly wondered just how comfortable that desk would be.


  It took a while but the banging on the door finally broke through the haze of his mind, her taste having shut him right down. Lifting his head slowly, his teeth having captured her lip, he let it slide free a little at a time. “I think someone wants your attention, Harker,” he murmured, having caught her friend’s scent. And, from what he could easily hear, she was not a very happy camper in the hall.


  “I think that I will kill her.” She teased lightly and nipped at his chin. “She really is a good cookie, Miklos. She’s just very…” What was a word that would describe Desmonda Franco? “Forceful,” she finished with a smile and then nodded. “I will let her and the boys know you’re taking me home.” A twinkle in her eye, she added, “And don’t listen to a word they say, I do not snore.” Sleepwalk, you bet. Snore she did not do.


  Chapter 10


  


  Opening the door she looked at Desmonda who looked ready to kill and smiled sweetly. “It’s fine, Demon. Miklos is taking me home and going to pamper me and ensure that I don’t do anything that will cause me pain or grief.”


  Desmonda looked at the man and growled. “Do not hurt her, pretty boy.” With that she flounced off, the gruff and hard exterior hiding something that not even her best friend Harker had ever found, a woman hungry for a love of her own.


  Frowning after her Miklos shook his head. “She’s a strange bird,” he commented softly. Something was off with her but he couldn’t pin down how he knew or what it might be so he kept his mouth shut. He knew that women did not appreciate a man making a seemingly innocent remark that, to their ears, ended up sounding snarky about their female friends.


  Looking down to Harker he touched her cheek with light fingertips. “You should be home in bed, Harker. Why are you here anyway?” he asked in confusion. If she’d told him he’d obviously not been listening, but then again his hormones had gone crazy the instant he’d caught her scent so that was not his fault in any way.


  “We just buried Bernie today. Everyone wanted to come here to have a beer in toast to him and I couldn’t refuse.” She shrugged and sighed. “She is a strange one, but you can blame that on her being…” She dropped off and shook her head. “She has a reason not to like men so much, but it’s not my story to tell. For now, however…” Her hand slipped into his. “Take me home, will ya?”


  Lacing his fingers through hers he tipped his head. “If you want I can,” he said. Nodding to the hall he let her go out first and closed the door behind them before he led her back out to the bar. “Give me a second to let Janos know I’m bolting on him,” he said in her ear as he moved through the patrons to the bar. Leaning over he told his little brother he was taking off and to comp the firefighters’ drinks for the rest of the night. With a nod Janos gave him a little mocking salute and took off to fill an order. “Ready?” Miklos asked her just loud enough she’d hear over the loud music.


  “You bet.” She moved out of the back hall and toward the exit sign. Opening the door to the cool night air she took in a deep breath and sighed. “Do you want to know where I live, or should I just let you do your detective mumbo jumbo and figure that out on your own?”


  “This would probably be a bad time to mention it but I already know,” he said with a half smile. “I did a little digging after I left the hospital and you’d be amazed what one can find on the Net. Especially when one has a badge that can get you into anything and everything.” Leading her toward his car he unlocked the door for her and held it. “And if that hasn’t creeped you right out, slide in and we’ll get you home to some painkillers and your own bed.”


  “Nope, it didn’t creep me out in the least.” She slid in and clicked her seat belt, leaning her head back. “Just get me home and then later we will talk about this obsession you seem to have with me.” She offered him a quiet smile.


  Rolling his eyes he shut her door and moved around to join her. Starting the engine he glanced at her. “Honey, it’s not obsession, I’m interested,” he told her. “Very different.” He chuckled, pulling out of the lot and heading for her place. “If it makes you feel better you can throw out random suggestions for where I should turn or the best routes.”


  “Nope, I will let you use your skills to get me home.” She opened her eyes and the pain was there as she added, “Just know that I’m hurting, Miklos. The sooner you get me home and to the Lortabs the happier I will be with you and the more open I will be to listening to you persuading me to become your mate.”


  Glancing over at her he frowned reaching out to stroke her cheek. “I’m sorry, Harker.” Returning his hand to the wheel he drove as quickly as he could without attracting any attention that would be unwanted right then. Pulling up in front of her place ten minutes later he leaned forward to look at it. “This it?” he asked her with a look.


  Looking up at her small house she smiled and nodded. “Yep, this is me. It’s not overly large or metropolitan by any stretch.” She lived just outside of the city limits in a small suburb of cookie-cutter houses with lawns too small for more than three to four swipes with the lawn mower on each side, but it was hers. It was home. “I only have one bedroom, so you’re just gonna have to either take the couch or promise to be a gentleman.” If he stayed. Hell, if he wanted to.


  “I’ve never been a gentleman,” he told her honestly as he got out of the car and moved to her side to help her out. Holding out his hands he braced and let her ease herself up and out. “My mother didn’t live long enough to teach me just how a man should treat a woman. Laz and Ben at least had time for the lessons with her but I was still too young to really get into them.” Shutting the door he hit the alarm before tucking her arm through his so she could use him for balance if needed. “I’ll sleep on the couch or the floor, whichever will accommodate me.”


  “The couch would be more comfortable.” She wasn’t about to argue with him. It was enough that she had invited him back to her home, but she had to admit, it was kind of nice when he opened the door for her and watched as his eyes scanned the whole of the house before she was able to get too far from her. “See, nice big couch.” She said with a grin as she looked at the large leather sectional, “We will get you some sheets and pillows and you can hunker down here.” And she couldn’t wait to feel him in her dreams again, strange as it was. She liked it, a lot.


  Glancing to the couch he nodded. “I think it’ll do just fine,” he told her before following her to get the sheets and pillow. Taking them from her, Miklos shooed her off. “Go and get changed into something comfortable, Harker, and get some rest,” he told her. “I’m going to do a quick walkthrough and then make a couple calls while you do that. Shout if you need help with anything, Harker, I don’t want you hurting yourself.”


  “I do need help, Miklos.” The voice was a quiet sound from the archway of the door. “I need help getting my shirt and bra off because my whole back feels like it’s on fire.” And if she wasn’t careful she was going to pull stitches and then she would be in the doghouse. “If you feel like you can, will you come help me after you walk around and make your call?”


  Moving toward her he shook his head. “I’ll help you first so you can get ready for bed,” he told her. Gently turning her he tipped his chin. “Lead on, Harker,” he ordered. As he followed her to the bedroom he scanned her house and was impressed. It was a homey building, not cold as many houses were. “How long have you lived here?” he asked curiously as he stepped into the bedroom behind her.


  “Ten years. I bought it when I was first assigned to the Fifty-Ninth. The people who lived here had gotten pregnant so it was of course too small.” She shrugged. How could someone explain they never felt as if dating and men were right for her? “Before you I never really met anyone that I could feel like I wanted a life with, so this was perfect.”


  Looking down at her he wondered if she’d realized what she’d said. “It is perfect. It’s cute and just right for you,” he said as he helped her with her shirt and gently pulled it down her arms. Moving behind her he growled low at the sight of her back. “Good god, Harker, how the hell are you even upright?” he asked as he gingerly moved her bra away from her back enough to unsnap it and then ease it down her arms. Moving from behind her he turned his gaze to her face as he tossed it aside and shook his head. “You are a mass of bruises, honey.”


  “It’s fine. It’s where the glass was that is hurting like crazy.” Looking over her shoulder at him, she asked, “Is there blood on the gauze?” If so she would need to change it and that would just work out all kinds of interesting things. “And don’t bitch at me. I had to go to his funeral today. He was like a brother to me.” Or a father. Bernie had been the one to show her the ropes and had always been there to tell her that “yes, she could” do something even when others tossed out her femininity as a hindrance.


  Pressing a kiss to her shoulder he shook his head. “Down, Harker,” he said, softly stroking his hands up and down her arms. “I was just asking how you could even be standing let alone moving around.” He was impressed though. She had claws and wasn’t afraid to show them. “The gauze is definitely pink. Where is the extra gauze, antiseptic, and tape?” he asked her quietly.


  “Here.” Opening the cabinet she pulled out the gauze and medical supplies. “Thank you for taking care of me, Miklos.” She smiled over her shoulder. “I just don’t do well with people questioning me, even if they are giving me props with their questions.” She admitted, “Too many years fighting too many battles.”


  “I can understand that,” he said even though his battles had been for life or death. “And I will remember that. Should I ever have the desire to pick a fight with you, I will choose the battleground carefully.” As gently as he could he began to pull the tape free, carefully keeping the gauze stationary until he had all the tape off her skin. Pulling the gauze away he cursed softly at seeing her back. He’d thought she was badly bruised before, but the bit that showed around the gauze was nothing compared to the swollen black mess under the gauze and surrounding the stitches. “Harker,” he breathed out softly, tempted to stroke his fingers over the wound, but he resisted knowing it would cause her pain.


  “I don’t think I want to know, Miklos.” She bit her lip, allowing her hands to brace herself against the cabinet. “Can you handle it, Mik?” Because at this point she was about ready to leave it off and that would just be very bad indeed. “I will try to forget that you said you will choose our battlegrounds and try to let you have a small lead so that you have a chance at winning.” She was panting and ready to tumble. “Please hurry so that I can take my pain meds and sleep?” And she didn’t want to be alone. What the hell was that all about?


  As gently as he could he carefully cleaned some of the dried blood around the wound and anything that was oozing slightly. Wincing whenever she flinched he wasn’t sure who was more a wreck by the time he had the cream on and was sticking the gauze down, but he was guessing it was him. “Done,” he said finally ten minutes later as he placed the last piece of tape. “Go and take your medication and get into bed. I’ll come check on you when I’m done with my call,” he said, kissing her shoulder lightly before he stepped from the room to give her some space.


  She was glad she’d waited until she was alone to throw up. Flushing and panting she washed her face with cool water and then pulled on a very old Goodwill shirt that was five sizes too large. Out of energy and breath she lay down on the bed facedown and was asleep still wearing her shoes and pants.


  Chapter 11


  


  Thirty minutes later Miklos hung up the phone and did one final check of the property before heading to check on Harker. Pausing in the doorway he smiled at the image she presented and he knew she’d literally fallen on her face and gone to sleep. Moving in on silent feet he pulled her shoes off carefully and then, with a little quick thinking, got her pants off and her up and under the blankets. Grabbing a cool cloth he gently wiped her face as she seemed to be sweating for no known reason, but he thought it might be a fever. He couldn’t smell an infection but he knew she’d likely overdone it that day and her body was getting even.


  Eyes still closed and sleep still riding her she whispered, “Don’t leave me, Miklos. I don’t want to be alone, please?” Her dream state knew that she couldn’t, wouldn’t be alone. She needed him, even if she was more than a little cranky most times.


  Setting the cloth aside he looked to her sleeping face and sighed. “I won’t go anywhere,” he said softly. Getting up he kicked off his shoes and stuck his weapon in a drawer mentally forcing the picture in so if he woke on instinct and needed it he’d find it quickly. Taking off his belt he left his jeans and shirt on as he climbed back onto the bed and carefully eased closer to her. “Sleep, Harker, I’m right here,” he whispered, kissing her cheek before setting his head on her pillow and a light hand on her hip.


  She moved slightly so that the injured shoulder was facing up even as she curled into his heat. A leg over his and her cheek on his chest she let out a breath. Her possession was clear as she whispered, “Mine.” And she was once more snoring lightly, the Lortabs working their magic and keeping her unconscious.


  Smiling he nuzzled her hair. “Mine, too,” he breathed over her forehead as he settled down and closed his eyes. Slowly he let himself relax fully into sleep. A little at a time he felt himself give way to the dream world. Inside he found a dark room with only one light on and a chair in the center puddle of light. Frowning he turned around and knew this wasn’t his dream. He was in Harker’s.


  She was in the shadows, her form watching the chair intently, and when she saw him she whispered, “They made me watch.” In her drugged state she was giving him something she had given and told no one. “He was my best friend, my first and only lover. I loved him, but not the kind of love that could stop traffic, that could make a person give up their very soul.” She had a feeling, however, that kind of love could be found if she allowed him in, Miklos. Her unconscious mind was doing something for her heart and soul that she never really would anyway, at least not for a very, very long time.


  “We were eighteen and were in Mexico. We had just made love and went out for dinner.” There in the chair now sat the bruised and bloodied naked body of her first love. “They attacked us before we were able to get out of town. We were coming out of the restaurant and they began to shout at him. He pushed back and they fought.” She was still in the shadows, hiding the damage they did to her. “It was hours and hours later, when they forced me to watch.” Swallowing, the image of the large man came into view, an obvious Wolf given his size and eyes. “They condemned him.” Because of something that now had Harker terrified.


  She allowed him to listen in. “You were to find the bitch and bring her to us, not fuck her.” She still winced at the sound of the accent, not Spanish, but Hungarian. “She is to be one of them, we have a seer who saw her and instead you fucked her.” The men surrounding the single chair knew what was coming so the one holding her bound hands left her naked and broken form there in the corner. “And now you will pay, slowly.” She was made to watch as they so slowly tortured him.


  It had taken her several minutes before she realized that she was alone and made for the door. She showed him her escape, but not before she watched the neck of the man she had thought she loved be ripped out by a Wolf’s muzzle.


  “This is why it’s bad for people to be close to me, Miklos, why no one can come in.” She stepped from the shadows, the blood from the rape on her, the bruises, lacerations. “This is why when I finally find a friend, I am determined to keep them safe no matter the cost to me. He was a Wolf sent to find and bring me in for some reason, and it has been twelve years and I know now why.” Because someone had seen her as being Miklos’s mate. “How can I let you go when I know that you are supposed to be mine and me yours, but how can I let you in knowing I could watch another man I love die?” She didn’t love him, yet, but it was getting there and she knew it was far closer than she could have ever believed.


  Stunned, shocked, angry, Miklos reached out and touched her cheek. “How can you not let me in, Harker?” he asked her gently. “They may have seen what might be, but only you and I can make our future real. So what if they come for me? I’ve been hunted for almost two hundred years. I’ve never laid down and let them take me and I definitely won’t now. Not when I have even more to protect,” he whispered slowly, pulling her into his arms. “You are mine and I am yours. We together will do whatever it takes to ensure we have that future. Don’t push me away because of fear, Harker. Hold me close and let the nightmares go. Together we can heal each other and build a good life.” Why the hell was he talking her into mating with him? He really had lost it.


  His arms offered her comfort in the dream even as they gently protected her in bed. “Show me how. Help me finally be out of this dream, Miklos. Bring me back to the light and show me how good life can and will be between two people who love each other, not just the surface love that is glossed over and civilized, but real love. Deep love. The kind that is soft, but rough at the same time. The kind that is world shattering and mind altering. Show me how good it can be if I let myself feel this small thing growing inside of me,” she whispered and everywhere he touched her seemed to become clean, cuts and bruises healing to the scars she held today.


  “You already know it, Harker. It’s inside of you. It may be hidden, it may be protected under layers of your iron will, but it’s there,” he told her quietly. “I’m Wolf, Harker, there is very little softness in my life but for you, my mate, I will be more than willing to try to be gentle and soft. The rough I already have down pat, something just needs to be rough-and-tumble.”


  “I need rough-and-tumble, too, Miklos, but even now as we sleep you are so gentle with me, so caring about my injury. That is the soft I need.” She looked up at him and nodded. “Help me out of the dream, Miklos. Take me back to our bed, the one we shared first. The candles and soft water falling around us. Take me back to that heaven and love me, Miklos, let me love you.”


  Lowering his head he kissed her softly as he let the dream she’d created be wiped away. Slowly he replaced it with the other dream and sighed softly against her lips as they settled in the bed. Stroking his hand gently down her spine he nibbled on her lip. “Is this better?” he asked her softly as he rolled to his back and let her lie over him so she wouldn’t be hurt accidently in reality.


  “Yes, this is so very much better.” Her cheek pressed to his chest, lightly moving back and forth over it as she realized why he had moved to the bottom, to keep her from accidently being hurt as they lay in her bed. “Is this your bed, Miklos?” she whispered as her hands slowly moved over his chest, memorizing each inch of his body as she could. In reality he had shifted her slightly so that she was laying across his chest even there, his hand lightly anchoring her so she didn’t move.


  Nodding slowly he looked around and let other details come into view, the mammoth wood-burning fireplace that was the wall between the bedroom and his sitting room, the wall of windows specially tinted to let in light but keep peepers out, the plush four-inch pile carpet in a warm neutral that highlighted all his dark furniture and kept the pale blue walls from making the room cold. His bed was huge, custom made so he’d have room to sleep, romp, and play with his mate, though at the time that had not been his thought. “This is my room,” he told her quietly, looking up toward the exposed rafters overhead.


  She looked around the room and grinned. “I love it.” He had fire in the room, one of her most favorite of things. “I love fireplaces,” she admitted but didn’t move from his embrace, simply lay there holding him, before, “I have so many questions, Miklos, like do you sleep like a human or an animal? Do you have to shift during the full moon? Do you have to shift once a day? Do you know who and what people are around you when you are a Wolf?” There was so much that she wanted to know, so very much.


  Blinking at her he started to grin slowly. “Curious, aren’t you?” he asked before chuckling softly. “I can sleep in either form that’s why the bed is so big. Anyone under a hundred years doesn’t have a choice to change during the full moon, but I can resist it since I’m a bit older. The only full moons no Wolf can resist changing are the Hunter moons, the big low-laying moons. Because it sits closer to Earth its pull is much more direct and harder on us.”


  “Right, I can understand that. Your age helps to keep you from changing and all that.” She did grin and squeeze his hand. “So note to self, the big furry dog on the Hunter full moon is not such a bad animal?”


  Shifting slightly he looked to the ceiling. “I don’t have to shift once a day. I don’t ever have to shift except for once a year to let the Wolf run free or it tends to get damned pissy. I can always tell who and what people are no matter my form. But when Wolf it’s a bit tougher, although friend and foe are damned clear.”


  “Right, and I really hope I am on the ‘friend’ side of that coin?” she asked quietly and then, “Can you tell me what it feels like?” She wanted to know everything about him. “Can you tell me how it feels right now, you with me?” She asked with a small sigh, “Is it different than what I can feel about you? How I feel about you?”


  Frowning slightly he dropped his gaze to hers and shook his head. “What do you mean, Harker?” he asked quietly. “Are you talking about being the Wolf or being man with the Wolf inside? Or are you talking about just how I feel about you?” he inquired.


  “Is how you feel about me more than what I could feel for you?” She was worried that she wasn’t emotionally capable of being his. “I want to give you everything, I want to love you, Mik, but I’m scared.” She was terrified, couldn’t survive losing another loved one and she knew that the loss of him would destroy her.


  “I don’t know, Harker. I’m not you so I have no way to compare. But I do know that, from what I’ve seen, mates love each other unconditionally and completely. Only a child can create that same pure overflowing emotion in the couple as what’s between them.” Shrugging slightly he smiled. “I do know that it’s extremely powerful and amazing. Other than that, we’ll just have to wait and see, won’t we.”


  “Are you sure that you want me? I’m cranky and bitchy, hell I put my life on the line every day.” And had the battle scars to prove it. “I want to try though. I want to try to have a life. I would like to learn what that kind of love would be like.”


  “Course I want you even if you are cranky and bitchy,” he told her. “I’m an asshole and regularly have people telling me to stick my head in uncomfortable and anatomically impossible places.” Grinning wryly at her sharp look he lifted his brows. “Did I mention a lot of people don’t like me and I’m not exactly concerned by the fact? I do my job, have a higher clearance of cases than even the other Wolves on the force, and I don’t care whose toes I step on.”


  “You should also know that Desmonda comes as a part of the package. She has been my friend for years, Mik, and she will continue to be my friend, all right?” she whispered and then smiled. “I don’t want to talk anymore, Miklos. I really want to love you in our dreams and make love with you in our dreams, darling.” And later she wanted him in reality as well.


  Lifting her hand he kissed her fingers. “I’ll put up with her as long as she remembers who has the bigger and meaner bite out of the two of us.” Nibbling on her fingertips he watched her and smiled slowly. “You’re the one on top. I think I’ll just lay here looking pretty while you take advantage.”


  “So I am, aren’t I?” Leaning in she nibbled on his cheek and then neck. “I love how you feel under me, Miklos.” And she loved how he felt over her and on her and beside her and every other possible way they could choose. She moved on him slightly, rubbing herself against him and smiled as he growled. “I like that growl, Miklos. It’s the one you give of pleasure and I really like to hear it.” Her hands braced herself on his chest before one disappeared between them. Leading his cock into her weeping pussy she leaned back on him with a sigh of pleasure. “So good.”


  Moving his hands to her hips he held her for a moment as he wrestled to get himself under control. Letting out a slow breath he rocked up into her vise-like cunt and moaned. “Yes, you are,” he murmured on a throaty sound of pleasure. He loved this woman’s body, loved how free she was with him and how different she seemed to be when there were no words between them. With words she seemed hesitant or even a bit wary, but with loving each other physically she gave easily.


  She moved with him, her body moving on his roughly, and the pleasure was there, building with every single thrust and dip she made on him. Her hands on his chest she leaned down and nibbled his lips. “I need more. I need all of you, Miklos.” And she moved harder on him, faster. In reality her body moved to drape over his, his hands holding onto her hips. Even as she became wet with need his cock pressed and strained against his pants.


  Lifting his hips he pumped into her pussy knowing he was making the same movements, but smaller in reality. “Take everything you need,” he murmured. Shifting one hand he kept it from her back, the memory of what her real back looked like keeping him from hurting her. Sliding his hand into her hair he tipped her head and kissed her hard as she rode him, biting her lip gently before suckling on the tender flesh.


  She shivered, kissing him back harder and becoming far more demanding than she had ever in her life been. Her nails scraped along his chest as she moved on his cock, hard and fast. Finally she pulled back and let her head fall back, screaming as she came in a blinding flash of shocked pleasure.


  Arching up he growled out her name, the sound guttural and deep with pure pleasure. Collapsing back onto the bed he pulled her gently down onto him. Stroking her hair he smiled slightly. “If it’s even half as good in reality I think you’re going to give me a run for my money, Harker.”


  She grinned and sighed. “I think that’s all right, Miklos, because no matter what, I think that together you and I will give each other the best of runs for everything.” And she hoped that in reality she wasn’t a disappointment to him. “Whatever it is, however it is between us, we will forever be good together. We will learn how to be good together, how to be explosive.”


  “I think I may need more insurance on my house if we’re going to be any more explosive,” he told her with a grin. “A couple more fire extinguishers in the bedroom, one of those flame-retardant foam systems, a sprinkler system,” he teased and chuckled at her look.


  “Don’t forget the fire retardant bed, bedding and carpeting Miklos.” She teased and rubbed her cheek against his chest, “I think I’m waking up though. I hear a buzzing or a ringing or something.” She yawned and realized she likely hadn’t turned off her alarm clock. Given her she usually slept the morning away because of her night shifts, the fact it was just going off made her wonder how long they’d slept. “I think I will shoot the alarm clock to have more time with you.”


  “Don’t do that, love,” he told her as he stretched. “I’m sure you should be eating something, too, as well as taking some more medication. It’ll give you a chance to get up and stretch for a while,” he added as he felt himself pulling awake. Slowly he blinked and yawned as he looked around her room before glancing at her face and smiling as she woke, too. “Hi there,” he said softly, brushing back some of her hair.


  “Hello there.” Hard to believe they had both just had mind-shattering orgasms and then she blushed. “I think you and I both came, in both reality and dreams.” She certainly had. She felt the wetness in her panties and bit her lip. “We should get up and get cleaned up, medication and food.” Not in that order, but she was just going as she thought of things. “I can’t wait until we make love in reality, Miklos. I want to know if we will be just as explosive and perfect.”


  “You are already that perfect,” he said softly, touching her cheek with a light finger, stroking it over the arch of her cheekbone. “Let’s get you up and moving around. You can’t be exactly comfortable laying over me like that with your aches and pains.”


  “I’m not but to be honest I’m afraid that when I move it will all be a dream and I will wake up in the hospital in pain and not have you.” And that would just kill her. “I know, I know, this is real.” But what if it wasn’t? “Besides.” She leaned down and laid her head on his chest. “With as much as I’m hurting I don’t think that I can move.”


  “Uh-huh,” he said with a chuckle. “Then this is likely a bad time to mention I drank a lot last night and really, really need the bathroom,” he added emphatically. “But I’m good, so what if my back teeth are floating, I’ll be fine as long as I don’t think of leaky faucets, babbling brooks, raging rivers, wild waterfalls.” He shifted slightly. “Yup, as long as I keep my mind on you I’ll be just fine.”


  “All right, I won’t be that mean to you.” She moved slightly, wincing a little as she did so but soon was up and sitting on his lap. “Oh my.” She breathed as she felt his hard erection there pressing hard against her. “Does it help to know that I want you even now, Miklos? I’m not supposed to want you out of our dreams, but I do.”


  Sitting up slowly under her he gave her a dirty look. “And why the hell wouldn’t you want me outside of our dreams?” he asked suspiciously. “If we only wanted one another in our dreams then it would be one hell of a short relationship, wouldn’t it?” he said as she moved off him to sit on the bed. Shaking his head he got up and moved to the bathroom. “If I didn’t want you outside the dreams you wouldn’t be getting anything in the dreams, Harker,” he said and shut the door. “Damned woman,” he growled as he went about his business before carefully tucking himself back into his jeans. Washing his hands, he splashed water onto his face and tried to get himself cooled off a bit before he went back out.


  Chapter 12


  


  She had moved to the kitchen and gotten some water and aspirin, not a drug that would knock her out. When he came out she looked at him and sighed. “I suck at relationships, Miklos. I want to love you, I want to be able to have a shot in hell at a life with you. However, I know me and I will fuck it up somehow.”


  Shaking his head he glared at her. “Of course you will with that defeatist attitude, Harker. You are so ready for it to all go wrong that if it even starts looking like it might go right you’d probably sabotage it. Why?” he asked her as he moved to her and trapped her against the counter, an arm on either side penning her in. “Because you don’t think you should be happy. Maybe because you don’t think you’re lovable. Or maybe because for some reason you’re not sharing you think you deserve to die miserable and alone,” he murmured, looking at her intently again. “So you’re not even going to try, are you?” he asked on a bare breath of sound.


  She closed her eyes and leaned into him. “I want to try.” She did want to try, very much so. “But I’m afraid that you will give me heaven and then I will ruin it and be in hell once more.” When she opened her eyes she looked at him. “I want to love you, Miklos, but I’m afraid I’m not lovable.”


  “Why the hell not?” he asked, shaking his head. Gently he cupped her cheeks. “You are lovable, Harker, completely and totally lovable. But you can’t go into a relationship thinking it will end. You’re my mate. I intend for us to have a long and very happy relationship. But I can’t do this alone. It’s a partnership, Harker. You and me are partners in this. So tell me now if you’d rather not try because you’re worried it will end and I’ll leave. I’d rather go mad and be hunted down like an animal than have you break my heart.”


  Her answer was simple, easy to make when she saw the answering need in his eyes. “Yes.” Wrapping her arms around his neck she kissed him, her choice made in the action and the need that was clear there. Pulling back finally she licked her lips. “Love me, Miklos, now and always?” Because damn him, she could love him.


  Holding her hips in his hands he stared down at her and nodded. “That’s a promise, Harker,” he said softly. “Now, I don’t know about you but I’m starving. What do you have to feed a hungry Wolf, my dear?” he asked her as he eyed her up as though contemplating nibbling on her instead.


  “Right now there is nothing in the fridge because I wasn’t expecting to be home for a week. We can order in pizza or Chinese?” Her hands moved up and down his chest. “Or you can take me out? I can put on a jacket and not have to worry over a bra.” Because the bra was agony and she refused to wear it.


  “Well, how about we hit a pizza joint or a burger place so you don’t have to get too dolled up and can keep nice and comfortable,” he suggested. “If we do anything more than that I’ll need a change of clothes too,” he told her looking down at his jeans and shirt.


  “I like what you’re thinking.” She touched his cheek. “Why don’t we go by your house, grab you some clothes, and then hit the drive-through on the way back here.” She wanted to be able to one day spend time in his home, but for now, while she was healing, she wanted to be with him in her home.


  “All right,” he said with a nod. “That sounds good.” Leaning in he kissed her cheek softly. “Why don’t you grab your jacket and purse? I’ll give you a quick tour of the place while we’re there or you can wander about while I pack up a few things.” Stepping back he gave her the room to move. “Maybe we should grab some actual food, too, on the way back or”—he tipped his head in thought—“bring over the stuff in my fridge so it doesn’t rot while I’m not there.”


  “I know I’m being selfish, but I really want to begin our relationship here, in my home. Later we will progress to yours, but for now I just want to spend time in surroundings that I know and love, that I put together. I’m teetering on the edge of running as it is. You are all that I have to catch me if I fall.” She touched his cheek and stroked her thumb over his lips. “Yet, somehow I know it’s enough.”


  Frowning down at her he caught her thumb with his teeth and licked the end of it before letting it slide slowly and gently free. “I’m not going to let you fall, Harker. Especially now that you admitted you actually want me and want a relationship.” Shifting a hand he caught her hand and pressed it to his heart. “I won’t hurt you, Harker.”


  “I believe you, Miklos.” Too bad her back was ground meat or she would really show him just how much she wanted that relationship with him. When she looked up and into his eyes all she could do was nod. “I trust you.” Her trust was hard to earn, but he had it and more. “Now, let’s go and get some food in the drive-through, take it to your place. Eat and enjoy a fire before we empty your fridge and come home for a while.” Pausing she tilted her head. “When are you back on duty?”


  Nodding he lifted her hand up and kissed her fingertips lightly. “Go and get a jacket and some shoes,” he said softly to her. “You’ve got me for a couple days and then I’ll have to put my nose to the grindstone again.” He could, if he wanted, take some vacation days. His Captain had even suggested it. “I have vacation time owed, a lot really. If you want I can take a couple more days and stick around,” he added, leaving it open to her to decide just how long he’d be under her feet.


  “I would like that, Miklos, because if we are to go the whole way with our mating, I will need you around for a few days after, won’t I?” She frowned because now that she knew who he was and just what, she also knew that with her being human and him Wolf, him hunted, she would be hunted, and well frankly she knew she couldn’t survive a Wolf attack. “And before you ask, yes.” She already knew him so well on some other level, she had instinctively known he would ask if they were going to fully mate, and she was just saving him the question.


  Blinking he frowned. “Yes what?” he asked, shaking his head. “That doesn’t answer my question,” he told her. “I wanted to know what you were thinking, Harker. You got this consternated look on your face that had me curious as to what was creating havoc in your mind.” He actually did know why she’d spat out the “yes” quickly and he was glad, but he was planning on keeping her on her toes and to do that was to play dumb on occasion and keep her guessing.


  She frowned and shook her head. “You know, I don’t think I really know what I was thinking. I was just thinking that I really want to be in your life, and then it hit me.” She looked up at him and swallowed hard enough for him to hear. “I’m not a coward, but the thought of all the Wolves that are going to be looking for me to take me down frankly has me terrified.”


  He couldn’t blame her for that, especially since too many packs had a hard-on to terminate his family in particular. He and his brothers had enough years of eluding their hunters under their belts as well as a genetic inclination to greater strength to not be easy targets, even when they were younger. Nodding slowly he touched her cheek softly. “You can still walk away, Harker, I really would not blame you in the least and neither would any of my brothers. Take care of you first,” he said with a partial smile, pain keeping it tight at the thought of losing her. “I’m a big boy, I’ll survive.” For a time at least. And then he wouldn’t want to any more, but that was a whole other nightmare.


  “How can I walk away?” she asked and shook her head. “God save me if you really are that dumb, Miklos.” She patted her hand on his chest. “I know that I’m not every man’s dream and all that. I know I am more tomboy than girl but you just have to deal with it, Mik. You, my friend, are stuck with me forever.”


  “Honey, you are beautiful, intelligent, and amazing, you are every man’s dream especially mine,” he told her, softly cupping her cheek. “I don’t care if you’re a tomboy or a girly girl,” he said gently. “But you need to be ready for what may come of our mating. Are you sure you will be okay? Because if you tell me yes I’ll keep you to it permanently, Harker. Wolves mate for life, honey. There is no going back.”


  “That’s a good thing because I only want one mate for the rest of my life. You’re keeping me, Miklos Farkas, because I am keeping you forever as well.” Her hands moved to his waist, thumbs lightly stroking over the flesh there and smiling up at him. “I’m sure that I’m ready for what may come. With you at my side, it will work out. It will have to or I will seriously be pissed.”


  Looking at her, his eyes searching hers for a very long time, he finally nodded. “Then stop saying that you are not good enough for me,” he said to her before leaning in and kissing her hard, possessively. “You are mine,” he murmured softly to her. “Don’t put yourself down around me or ever again period. You are perfect,” he said to her as he kissed her again, much gentler this time.


  She kissed him back, her body melding with his as she did so. She was a part of him as much as he was a part of her and everything just seemed to fit right. When she pulled back she licked her lips and nodded. “And you are pretty perfect yourself, Mik.” Her fingers splayed in his hair as she grinned up at him. “We still have a very long road ahead of us, but I’m glad to be travelling it with you.”


  “Go and get your coat. I’m wasting away here, woman,” he said quietly, stroking her cheek with gentle fingers. “We have food to get, things to do, and a house for you to inspect to see if it’s even livable. Go,” he said again, stepping back, “before I forget you’re hurt and do something to you that will make me feel better in the very least.”


  “Would make me feel better, too, Miklos,” she told him simply but turned and moved to the closet to pull out her coat. “All right, have coat and I don’t need a purse because I’m making you buy everything.” At his look she shrugged. “Hey, what good is having you as mine if I don’t use and abuse you from time to time?”


  Growling he curled his lip at her in a mock snarl even as he headed toward her and grabbed his own jacket. “You are going to be trouble, aren’t you?” he asked, shaking his head. “Get a move on, woman,” he said again, touching her good hip gently to guide her out the door as he opened it, sniffing the air and pulling in just what was going on around them.


  “I am certainly going to attempt to be trouble, Miklos. Hopefully I will get away with it from time to time. Then again”—she looked back and nodded—“I think sometimes a spanking from you would be really, really nice.” She was trying to throw him off balance, and she could tell as he tripped over his feet it was working.


  Glaring at her he shook his head. “I should handcuff you to my bed for a week and do unspeakably inventive things to you. But,” he said, and when her expression turned intrigued he shook his head, “sadly it will have to wait until you heal. Too bad really, all these ideas, nothing to do with them I’ll likely forget them all.” Opening the door he helped her in carefully and made sure she was buckled before moving to his side and sliding in.


  When he got in she looked at him, hand reached out, and smacked the back of his head. His look told her that he wasn’t sure what the hell to think of her and she so sweetly said, “Just to give you a small feel of how much that little tease hurt me, Miklos.”


  Frowning at her he rubbed his head before leaning over her fast and looking into her eyes. “I never meant to hurt you, Harker,” he said quietly. “I apologize.” Kissing her cheek lightly he sat back and started the car without another word and pulled away from her house, spinning around in the street to head the other way and out of the city.


  “You are forgiven, Miklos. I love you and I would forgive you about anything. Just don’t make a habit of making me want and need, all right?” She moved her hand to slip into his, squeezing. “You aren’t getting rid of me that fast, so don’t be all upset. I’m sorry I hit you but I wanted to make a point.” When he gave her that look that said “and that would be?” she continued, “That I want you as much as you want me, Miklos.”


  “You started it,” he said with a shrug but shifted his hold so their fingers were laced together.


  Chapter 13


  


  Driving carefully since he was doing it one handed he watched his surroundings and back trail as they headed out of town toward his property. Like all his brothers he owned a large chunk of countryside. All their properties backed onto one another but, in reality, they could go out there and not see one another for weeks. Half an hour after leaving her place he paused before a set of gates and hit the remote before slowly pulling through and following the curve of the drive around the large island of trees to the front of the house. “Voila, chez Mik,” he said, parking and turning the car off, but he didn’t move beyond that.


  “Nice…” She let out a low whistle of appreciation. “I think that you cops get paid far more than we firefighters do. Where is the fairness in that?” She shook her head as she spoke. “It’s beautiful.” And it was. The large home sat closer to the gates and she was sure it was because that allowed far more back property.


  “Not from the salary,” he told her and moved then, sliding from the car. Moving around, he opened the door and helped her out carefully. “I know I said we’d stop for fast food, but I’ve got burgers in the fridge we can cook and fries in the freezer. It’ll taste better and be slightly healthier, plus you can put pretty much anything you can dream of on them.”


  “And I get to look around your home, our home, so that I can see what I think about it and what I think that we might need to add to it.” She squeezed his hand. “You have a good idea. I think that it is a very good idea to eat here, Mik.”


  Shrugging he guided her up the steps and, opening the door, hit the alarm shutdown before turning on some lights. “Go ahead and wander around. I’ll be in the kitchen if you need me,” he said, taking her jacket and hanging it up next to his. Looking around discreetly he wondered if he’d remembered to pick up his clothes that morning and prayed if he hadn’t she wouldn’t see them. “Go on,” he said, “the place is all open plan so if you need anything just holler.”


  “Can and will do.” She headed for the back rooms and flipped on lights as she went, calling through the house. When she found his bedroom she smiled. She didn’t call to him, just moved to the massive bed and climbed up into it. “This is really very nice,” she murmured as she curled into the pillow that smelled like him and closed her eyes.


  She felt him at her side just before he sat. One of his fingers began to stroke her cheek. “Don’t fall asleep, Harker. There’s food almost ready,” he told her softly. “Get up, honey, and come join me in the main room,” he suggested, lightly tugging on her hair.


  Her eyes flew open when he tugged on her hair. Playful and gentle as it might be, with her half-awake state and how close to her soul mate she was, it brought up too much of the past. She screamed and scrambled across the bed, huddling there in the corner like a frightened mouse for several long seconds before she realized what she was doing. “Oh God,” she breathed softly.


  Miklos was stunned and froze at her panicked move. “Harker,” he said softly, keeping his hands where she could see them. “Are you okay?” He asked the stupid question even though he knew that she obviously wasn’t. “Come here, honey, talk to me.” He held out a hand, palm up to her.


  She shook out of her sleep and looked up at him. “I don’t like my hair to be pulled.” If that wasn’t an understatement she didn’t know what was. “They liked to pull my hair, laughed because I am so light.” She looked pointedly at him giving him the end, that he was so dark. He was dark where she was light, her hair icy blonde and his a dark color.


  “I’m sorry, Harker, I didn’t know,” he murmured, letting his hand fall knowing she wasn’t coming near him. “I’ll keep that in mind,” he added, pushing to his feet. “Food’s ready when you are,” he said quietly and left the room just as silently as he’d entered. Her answer hadn’t told him a damned thing, because she was “so light.” What the hell was that? Shaking his head he let out a heavy sigh and wondered just how many more times he’d have to grit his teeth and apologize for something she wouldn’t tell him about beforehand. Running a hand through his hair he stood before the oven staring at it blindly for a moment before letting his hand fall and pulling out the fries.


  She moved toward him and paused. She could see the line of his shoulders and swallowed. “I told you about what happened in Mexico, Miklos,” she whispered and moved closer, taking a seat on the stool. “In my dream, I showed you.” She had shared the worst hell of her life with him then. “As they took their pleasure from me, took all they wanted they laughed because I am so light of complexion and hair to your darkness.” She shrugged. “I had no idea what it meant at that time but now that I know you I do.” Her throat was dry and words hurt.


  Looking at her, he set the tray on the stove and turned the oven off before moving toward her. Dropping the pot holder on the counter he paused before her. “Who cares what you look like or what I look like, Harker? Do you care about me, Harker?” he asked softly. Reaching out carefully he touched her hair. “I didn’t mean to cause you pain, honey, but you didn’t tell me about that part of it while in the dream. You told me about the abuse, but not the rest,” he said, stroking his fingers lightly over her hair. “I love your hair; I love how light it is. It’s like sunlight or, much closer to my beast’s heart, moonlight.”


  Leaning into his touch she closed her eyes. “I have blocked so much of it, Miklos. I’m sorry I reacted as I did but it was more instinct that anything.” She shrugged. “I love your hair, Miklos, and yes, I care about you.” She stroked her fingers through his hair and smiled. “You are rough and rugged like a pirate.”


  Snorting at that he shook his head. “You’ve obviously watched too many movies or read too many romances, Harker. Pirates were nowhere near as pretty and gentlemanly as they make them out to be. They were ruthless, hard men that did what they did in defiance of their governments’ laws. They killed more often than not and had no compunction about taking what they wanted from anyone at any time no matter the protests.” Cupping her cheek he leaned in and kissed her lips softly. “I won’t hurt you, Harker, ever.”


  Nodding she leaned back into him and brushed her lips over his again, her hand covering his as she took what he offered her. When they parted she licked her lips. “I believe you, Miklos, and I know that you wouldn’t ever hurt me. If there was even the slightest question in my mind I wouldn’t be here, you can believe that.” She had never been in a relationship because she never had been able to trust anyone enough to be close to her for more than a day, never, whereas she trusted him after just days of dreaming.


  “Good,” he murmured, stroking her cheek softly. “Go and sit at the table. I’ve pulled out all the fixings and the patties are there with the buns. I’ll finish up the fries and then we can eat,” he said softly to her. “Go on, Harker,” he said again, stepping back from her to grab a large bowl.


  She pulled a plate and then forked a burger onto her plate with the bun and moved toward the fixings. The lettuce, tomato, and mayo called to her so she ensured her burger was double its beginning size with the veggies. Looking up she patted the place beside her. “Are you joining me?”


  Nodding as he ground fresh sea salt into the bowl he quickly tossed the fries and then sat down in the chair at her side though he did shift just a hair away. At her hurt look he shook his head. “I’m on the edge as it is, Harker. I need a little time for control or I might do something that I’d hate myself for because I’d be hurting you.” Reaching out he laid his hand lightly over hers. “I just need a bit more control,” he said again softly.


  She turned her hand over in his and moved closer. “You won’t hurt me, Miklos. I know that as much as I know my own name. I have touched your very soul as we have dreamed together just as you have mine. Could you see me hurting you?” she queried, really wanting to know his reply.


  “No,” he said with a frown, “of course not. But you are injured and if I don’t get my instincts under control I will strip you down, drop you, and do something that will get me hit again I’m sure if I even bring it up. That is what I’m talking about and with your injuries I really, really don’t want to explain to the hospital staff or your crew why you’re back in there getting readmitted and stitched up again.”


  “Right.” A slow grin spread over her face as she continued. “Although it would be fun as hell to be able to do that and then have to make that explanation.” And it made her all kinds of needy to know that he wanted her as badly as she wanted him.


  “You say that now, but I’m thinking as they are stitching you up again and you’re in agony you’d be threatening me with things that I’d rather never actually hear a woman that could or will be intimate with me ever say.” He smiled at her slightly mockingly. “Eat up, you need the energy to let your body heal, Harker. We’ll worry about getting you all worked up when you’re healed. Until then”—he slid his hand free—“I need just a few minutes to keep from being in that position.”


  “All right, love,” she said with a grin and moved slightly from him, giving him his space once more. When he seemed to be more in control of himself she began to eat slowly. “I will heal, you will be surprised how quickly I heal and I think it’s mostly because I have led a rough-and-tumble life.” Her leg began to ache as she sat there so she adjusted position. “I just ache and hurt from time to time with old injuries.”


  Looking to her he knew what she was referring to this time and nodded slowly. “Put your foot up,” he said, shifting so she’d be able to use his leg as a prop. Patting his knee he watched and waited. “Come on, Harker, I’m in control again so I’ll be fine. Besides, this is about you being comfortable.”


  She twisted in her seat and gave him her leg. “That felt so good when we were dreaming. I swear I woke and I could still feel your hands on my thigh.” It had felt better than it had in a very, very long time.


  Shrugging slightly Miklos popped the last of his burger into his mouth and chewed as he moved his fingers up and down her leg, gently massaging it. “Was this one of the injuries that they caused?” he asked quietly. He didn’t really want to know and yet he wanted to know everything about her, even the painful stuff.


  “No, this was from a burning building falling on me.” She tugged at her pants slightly and showed him the marred flesh there. It was clearly a third-degree burn that had been grafted and mostly healed over time, even he could see that. “I had a ceiling beam fall on me. The docs are amazed I’m walking, let alone still working.”


  “I’m not,” he said and shrugged when she threw him a questioning look. “You have a will of iron and don’t take ‘no’ for an answer. You figure out how to make something happen and get it done. You don’t let anyone stand in your way. Not bad traits to have especially when mated to a dominant creature like a Wolf, but I’m hoping that you know how to bend a little, too.” He was slowly learning the same trait himself. Relationships were give and take. To demand constantly stunted them in the worst of ways.


  She leaned back and smiled. “I think that for the right man I could seriously learn to bend.” For him she had a feeling she could bend as much and as often as he needed. She would win some of the battles, she knew, but some she had a feeling would have both of them relenting, give and take.


  As his fingers massaged the aching thigh she let out a small moan of appreciation. “Your hands are perfect, Miklos. That feels so very good.” It was sending tingles down her spine.


  A few minutes later he ran a light hand down her leg, his hands resting gently on her ankle. “How’s it now?” he asked softly as he sat back and watched her, his hands not moving from her foot, needing the connection now.


  “It feels better than it has in forever, Miklos. Even when I was in PT and would get rubdowns it never came close to feeling as good as what you just did. Thank you for that. For giving me a moment without the dull aches of the past to remind me of then.”


  Shrugging he smiled slightly. “It’s the least I can do. I’ve learned a few things over the years having four brothers that loved to pound on each other.” Watching her for a few minutes he suddenly shifted her leg down. “Why don’t you go do the tour and I’ll clean up a bit and then I’ll join you and we can either take a look around outside or hit the sack.”


  “Only if you swear that you won’t run from what you want to do to me in our dreams, Miklos.” She felt the heat, the need from him, and it burned as hot as her own need and heat did. She was hungry, desperate for everything, anything. She wanted him. To hell with her injured back. She wanted him. “How long will you push me away, Miklos? Do we wait until I have healed and the stitches are out? Do we wait until it is no longer an angry, puffy red? How long?” she whispered as she licked her suddenly dry lips.


  Looking at her he sighed softly. “Until you are fully healed and can take whatever comes,” he said quietly before getting to his feet. “Go and take your walk. You need the exercise to make sure you don’t stiffen up. I’ll clean up and we can talk later, make some choices, some decisions,” he murmured, holding out his hand.


  She slipped her hand into his and squeezed as she stood. “Don’t run from me, Miklos. You would really not want to see just what I can do with fire there, pretty boy.” She would never hurt him, but if he ran she would be sorely tempted. “Now, I will walk around and get to know our home, but then I want to curl up into that massive bed of yours, pipe up the fire, turn off all the lights, and sleep with you, Miklos. In our dreams, however…” She gave him a hot and suggestive look. “Well I think you can imagine…” He had played hell on her waking moments in the beginning. Just the thought of him giving her near orgasms in the middle of training in a gym full of her coworkers, not exactly classy. Oh hell yeah he wasn’t going to get away from her. Ever.


  Chapter 14


  


  Lifting a brow he shook his head at her. “Go, woman,” he said with a growl before he stepped away himself. Moving around the table he picked up the dishes and slowly began to clean. After washing them, he left them in the rack to dry. He’d put them away in the morning. For now though, he wanted to go and see where Harker was at. Inhaling slowly he tracked her down but stayed in the doorway watching her as she moved around slowly.


  She was looking at the paintings and her hand reached out and hovered over the visage of a small child there. She felt him and without turning asked, “This is you, isn’t it?” How had a painting survived from the battles and war that his land had been thrown in when his family had been murdered? Looking at the woman and man whose hands were on his shoulders, she smiled. “Your parents?”


  Nodding slowly he moved forward to stand just to her left. “Yeah,” he murmured softly. “The night we left we didn’t go far and two days later we returned and took each of our portraits with us. We hid them with a friend and then, a few years later, collected them before coming to the States. We wanted to have one piece of our family with us always and a way to remember our parents.” Reaching out he touched his mother’s face. “I can still hear her laughter but I can’t remember her voice when she spoke or sang, but her laughter haunts me.”


  “The joy,” she assumed and nodded. “I’m glad that you have this.” She turned and faced him. “I want that kind of love, Miklos,” she admitted. She looked back into the faces of his parents and it was there, the clear love that the mates held for each other. It was nearly blinding in its power.


  “Me, too,” he said quietly, looking down at her as she stared up at the portrait. Clearing his throat after a moment he looked away before sneaking another peek at her. “What haven’t you seen yet?” he asked, his chest feeling heavy after their brief talk about his parents. Any time he spoke of them he felt the same way and just needed time to let the old wounds of the loss fade back into his memories.


  “I’ve seen it all.” She was watching him, her eyes taking all of him in, from the way he tensed to how he was balanced up on the balls of his feet. She was very observant, something he’d have to try and remember. “I didn’t mean to hurt you, Miklos, I didn’t mean to cause you pain, just tell you how much I wanted that, so you would be fully aware of what I am asking for from this between us.”


  “I know that, Harker,” he said, quietly turning his head to look at her fully before his eyes moved up to the portrait again. “It’s still a sore point for me talking about my parents. I was extremely close to my mother and her death nearly killed me once it finally hit and we weren’t running anymore,” he murmured. “She was my world,” he revealed, lowering his eyes to meet hers again. “I never want to feel that pain again. I know I keep pushing you away, but I need to go slow, Harker.”


  “I’m sorry, Miklos.” He needed time to slow, and she needed the affirmation that they belonged. “All right, we will do this as you need and want, my dear one. We will take the time you need. I will stop pushing you.” She stepped back and let her hands fall to her sides, hugging herself after a thought. “I think I’m ready for sleep now.” She wondered if he had a separate room for her to crash in.


  Cursing, Miklos moved to her and took her hands in his, kissing each gently before he tugged her closer to him and wrapped her in his arms. “I don’t want you to just stop touching me, Harker. I’m a sensory animal. We like touch as much as any others do. But I do need time to adjust to having you in my life and the thought that I won’t lose you. Because, right now, I’m terrified I will lose you, that you’ll walk away, that something will happen to you,” he revealed even though it went against his instincts to do so.


  “I’m not walking away, Miklos, ever.” She grinned, wrapping her arms around him, and squeezed his waist before laying her head against his chest. “I really am, however, getting sleepy, Miklos, so if we are going to my house we should go now, love. However, I would still really love to sleep in that bed with you, if you want me there still?”


  “Of course I still want you here,” he said against her hair squeezing her just a little, ever mindful of her wounds. “Come on, let’s find you something to wear for bed and we will crash for the night. Together,” he added after a breath of time. “I want you in my bed and in my arms, Harker.”


  Harker smiled and nodded. “I’m glad that you do because I was just thinking of a way to convince you that I needed to sleep in your arms, forever in your arms, without pushing you too hard and too fast.” Their dreams would be another thing. She just hoped she wasn’t as forceful in them as she was in reality.


  “Then let’s get you into something more comfortable,” he said, leading her from the room and turning the lights off. “Go into the bedroom and grab something from my closet,” he suggested. “I just need to secure the house and turn everything off. There’s a couple new toothbrushes in the bathroom cabinet and the toothpaste is in the top left drawer. I’ll be right there,” he told her as he leaned down and kissed her softly.


  She pulled back and nodded. “Go, I will find something to wear.” Like just a T-shirt. When she moved from him and into the bedroom, she went straight to the closet, and after a brief glance took out one of the white T-shirts and pulled off her clothes, folding them neatly and putting them on a chair before pulling the shirt slowly over her head.


  She was gasping for air, the pain ripping through her when she finally finished pulling on the shirt. Licking her lips she moved toward the bathroom and very quickly brushed her teeth and washed up slightly.


  Exhausted from just the simple act of getting ready for bed she sat on the side of the bed and then curled up on her side while she waited for him to return to her.


  Moving through the house Miklos quickly locked up and then headed back to the room. Checking on her he went into the bathroom and washed up quickly before brushing his teeth and then returning to the room. Going into the closet he stripped and pulled on a pair of boxers and a shirt. Moments later he had the lights off, the drapes pulled, and was sliding into bed next to her. Reaching out he went to brush back her hair but instead clenched his hand and lowered it to her shoulder to lightly stroke her skin. “Are you okay, Harker?” he asked, the smell of pain strong in the air as he reached down and pulled up the blankets.


  “I am perfectly fine. However, I would be far better if you would please hold me close,” she whispered as she turned slightly and into him. “I love you, Miklos,” she whispered as she gave him her back, welcoming him to hold her, hoping and praying he would pull her close.


  Shifting slightly closer, Miklos wrapped her in his arms and gently eased his body against hers. “If I hurt you in the least, you tell me,” he said softly in her ear before he pressed a kiss to her cheek. Brushing back her hair gently he nibbled on her neck for a moment before settling down on the pillow, his head behind hers. “Rest, Harker, you need that the most,” he murmured, finding one of her hands and lacing his fingers through hers.


  “I will see you in our dreams.” She breathed out before she allowed sleep to take her and send her off into deep sleep.


  


  * * * *


  


  She opened her eyes when she felt his hands moving down her body lightly. She felt his mouth lightly kissing her body and smiled. “Hello, Miklos, have I mentioned just how much I love this whole dream-sharing thing?”


  Shaking his head slowly he looked into her eyes. “No, I don’t believe you have. But then again you were jumping my body at the time so conversation wasn’t exactly the big thing.” Lowering his head again he kept kissing his way down her body slowly, carefully remembering to take it easy because of the kick back to reality. If he got too enthusiastic his body in the bed next to hers sleeping could move the wrong way and hurt her.


  “You aren’t going to hurt me, Miklos,” she tried to assure him as her hands moved into his hair. She squeezed the strands lightly and when he looked up at her she smiled. “You won’t hurt me, Miklos, I need you to be who you are in this dream. Give me all that you want to give me and let me give you all of me, at least in our dreams?”


  Watching her he nodded but didn’t say anything. He wasn’t going to make any promises, because he was not going to hurt her. Shaking his head to loosen her hold, he moved his mouth back to her skin. Tasting her slowly, he worked down her torso, licking and nipping until he was lying between her legs. Shifting he spread her wide and slowly slid his tongue up the wet seam of her pussy, growling low at the taste of her and nipping lightly at her soft inner thigh.


  “Oh gods.” Her hands moved to fist the sheets under her, the silk creased under her hands as she felt his tongue teasing her, nipping her lightly before stroking her. It was killing her slowly, and she didn’t want to live if it meant stopping. “Miklos.” His clever tongue was doing this thing where it felt as if it were curling up and inside of her pussy, caressing her in a way she had never felt before, and it was making her nearly scream in pleasure.


  Sliding his tongue in deeper he teased her inner muscles as he drew out the moisture her pussy was producing. Growling low he rubbed the flat of his teeth over her clit gently even as he lifted her ass up into his hands and squeezed the soft flesh. Darting his tongue in and out even faster he growled again, this time letting it come up and out of his chest so it poured into her body, his eyes on her as she moved and made little sounds.


  Her head arched at the neck and she bit her lip so hard that she tasted blood but it didn’t matter. It was amazing to feel this with him. “Miklos,” she breathed in a voice that said everything she couldn’t. It was filled with need, hunger, and a desire that she couldn’t feign, one that was eating her up inside and left her burning in need.


  Lifting his head with one slow lick he shifted a hand and pressed two fingers deep into her pussy as he moved up her body slightly. Laying at her side, one leg over hers, he moved his fingers in and out of her slick pussy. “Harker,” he murmured, nipping at her shoulder. “What do you want, honey?” he asked softly, rubbing his thumb against her clit.


  “I want you, Miklos, I need you.” She spoke in a tone that brooked no argument. “I need you inside of me, Miklos. I need you to bring us both to that point, bring us both to completion, but please I need you deep inside of me now.”


  Sliding his fingers free he rolled over her and, with one fast movement, slid his cock into her deeply, seating himself completely in her pussy. Hissing out at the feeling he lowered his head to nibble on her chin. “Like this?” he asked her with a smile as he began to move gently, finding his rhythm and the one that would please her most.


  “Oh yes, just like that.” Her legs wrapped around him, her heels at the curve of his ass, and pulled him deeper and harder inside of her body. She gave as much as she got. She demanded with her body and gave her very soul. “Miklos.” She arched up and tugged him to her, kissing him even as she moved with him.


  Eyes locked on her face, Miklos changed positions lifting her as he went to his knees. When she was up in his arms he grabbed her bottom and moved her over his cock. “How about this?” he asked as her eyes went wide. “Is this on the list for later?” He was referring to when they finally got to do this again in reality.


  “Oh gods yes, it is.” She was completely open to him and slightly vulnerable as she moved with him and on him. As they moved again she was able to place her hands on his shoulders and began to move on her own on him. “So good.” Biting her lip and eyes wide she watched him as they came together. He was perfection. Always and forever he was.


  Sitting as he was, he was looking up into her face and her expression had him curious. “What’s up, love?” he asked her softly, placing a light kiss to her chin. Sliding his tongue over her skin he nibbled at her flesh as he went from one side to the other slowly.


  “Just thinking of how perfect you are, Miklos. I’m just sitting here thinking of how perfect you are for me. You are willing to give me everything and don’t get all pissy when I ask, no when I demand more.” His every thrust was now slow and intended to make her squirm. “So good.” He felt so good inside of her. “I can’t wait to feel you in reality, to feel you like this.”


  “Honey, this will be just one of many things I’ll be doing to you when you’re all better,” he told her softly. “I want you in so many ways, so many different ways, Harker, not just in my bed, in my life,” he murmured, the words seemed hard for him. “I need you, I need you to keep me from being someone I was never meant to be.”


  “I will always be here, Miklos. I love you and I want all of these things, too.” Her body shivered and she clenched his cock tightly. “Miklos, I am yours, you are mine, and I want you in every way possible. I’m trying hard not to push you before you are ready for me but it’s hard because I want these things, and when I want something it’s so very hard for me not to push for it, for me not to take what I want and you are what I want, forever, Miklos.”


  “Then promise me one thing,” he said, softly holding her still. “Give me until you’ve fully healed, as in, you can bend over and touch your toes easily. That you can jog around the block without being winded and can lift at least half of your gear,” he added. “Because, when I have you that first time I won’t be gentle and I cannot stand the thought of hurting you, Harker. It would be like hurting myself. Can you understand?” he asked softly.


  She nodded and stroked her hand along his cheek. “I promise you, Miklos, but only if you promise not to stop touching me, loving me, and kissing me while we are waiting on me to heal.” She couldn’t stand it if he pushed her away in the day, and kept her close at night.


  “I won’t stop touching you,” he said quietly, letting her slide down onto his cock again before he settled onto his back. “I’ll never stop touching you, loving you, or kissing you, I need that, too, Harker, but I won’t let you hurt yourself in your need to be with me. And I can’t hurt you because I need you so much it hurts to think I have to wait until we sleep because you were hurt in reality.”


  “Fair enough, Miklos, we will wait and have these dreams as our own.” She moved on him, her hands bracing herself on his chest as she began to slowly move up and down his rigid cock. “I love you, Miklos. I won’t hurt myself, but I will push myself so don’t argue when I do.” Her head tossed back slightly. “But I won’t hurt myself. I know how far I can push.” The sh ended in a sob as she felt herself coming unexpectedly.


  Arching up into her Miklos followed her over just as quickly, his breath catching in the back of his throat at the shock of the suddenness of it all. Panting as she collapsed over him he caught her close and gently rubbed at her back. Swallowing hard Miklos listened to their accelerated heart rates for a moment before he said the words he’d yet to actually say to her. “I love you, Harker,” he whispered against her hair.


  She smiled even in her physical self. The smile was wide and there as she rubbed her cheek to his chest. “I love you, too, Miklos,” she whispered softly, and closing her eyes in the dream she allowed herself to go to sleep in the dream, as well as slide deeper in reality.


  Chapter 15


  


  Waking some time later Miklos stretched slightly and yawned widely as he carefully shifted. Looking down he found Harker lying over his chest again and shook his head. “You keep ending up there,” he murmured with a smile. Carefully he stroked her hair back but stopped when he came across a piece caught under her chin. He wanted to pull it free to see her face clearly, but it would tug on her scalp and he couldn’t cause her the pain of memories like that just for his own needs. Letting his hand fall away he sighed softly as he looked at what he could see of her face. “I love you, Harker,” he murmured, testing the words aloud now that he’d said them to her in their other place.


  “I love you, too, Miklos.” She whispered in a too-sleepy tone, “It sounds nice, doesn’t it, but it feels nicer.” She moved to look up at him, sleep still in her eyes. “And yes, this is where I belong so of course I keep ending up there, Miklos. What do you expect?”


  “I don’t know,” he murmured, lifting his hand again to move the chunk of hair and tuck it behind her ear. “I’m still trying to figure it all out I suppose.” His lips curved slightly in a self-mocking smile. “I can sum up a crime scene instantly, know if a suspect is lying to me or to know if the evidence is just as it should be.” Sighing he stroked her hair lightly. “But I’ve never been good with emotions and this”—he touched her cheek—“is hard for me. When my parents died I learned to rely on my brothers and shut everyone else out. It’s been a really long time since I’ve let anyone in and you’ve barreled in full force. I do love you,” he said and felt his heart jump slightly, “but it’s so hard for me to say the words that explain my feelings. Feelings are hard for me. I have had to push them down to get where I needed to be in life, to find you. Letting them all out again is…” He paused and licked his lips. “It’s scary for me. But you are so worth it all, Harker.”


  Smiling she nodded. “As are you, Miklos. You are worth so much more than I can ever possibly tell you. And just to clarify, I didn’t barrel into your life. If you will recall it was an explosion that brought me into your life.” She smiled. “The little girl you saved, do you know what has happened to her?” She hated to think of the little girl being in foster care or worse.


  “She’s still in the hospital since they are trying to figure out where her parents are or if she is alone in the world,” he told her softly. “I’ve got some coworkers running checks and so far they can’t find anything beyond her birth but they should hear something soon. The only problem right now is the fact that she’s been out of the system so long, no shots, no check-ups, no paper trail, so we don’t know what’s happened in her last seven years of her life.” He looked to her and then away as he toyed with the ends of her hair for a moment. “I was originally thinking of…” He shifted and felt his cheeks heat. “I was thinking of adopting her actually if no one could be found that would be acceptable for raising her,” he admitted fast and soft.


  It was funny that Harker had thought the same thing. “Were you really?” As if she didn’t have enough reason to love him, he gave her another, he gave her more. “Do you think…” She laid her head back on his chest and let her fingers move slowly over his chest and stroke his neck. She could feel his pulse under her fingers as she asked, “Do you think that maybe we could adopt her? Maybe we could become a family?”


  His heart stopped, literally, for a moment of time and then it began to pound again. “Are you sure?” he asked as he held his breath. Her nod let him breathe again. “We can check into it, once we know whether or not she has any family out there. I should hear something either today or tomorrow and then we can decide where to go from there.”


  “As long as you are sure, Miklos?” she asked, realizing she was once more pushing, and didn’t mean to push, but she had. She wanted a family, wanted a life with him, but not if she was once more pushing her way into everything that he had already planned.


  “Of course I’m sure,” he said softly, looking into her eyes. “Honey, I’m a Wolf, we’re very protective of the young and our mates. She is an innocent and a sweetheart, too,” he added with a smile. “She was so brave and thought it all too cool to be flying through windows.” He shook his head now. “She even had the audacity to ask to do it again.” His voice was a mild grumble. “I would have except for the chunks of glass digging into my back at the time.”


  “Are you all right?” she asked simply as she looked at him. “And that sounds like a love-starved little girl to me, one who is willing to take happiness where she can.” She sighed and laid her head back on his chest. “If she has no one, I want this, I want us. I want us to be a family. Yes, I know that I am not in the most June Cleaver of jobs, but it is one I love and am damn good at.” She looked up at him and smiled. “However, it is also one that I can do on a part-time basis so that we can have a family.”


  “I’m fine,” he assured her, blinking, slightly stunned at the question. “She likely is. From what I could see she was living in that building. God only knows what might have happened if I hadn’t got that tip, the adults that had been there just left her, not even bothering to take her with them.” There was something else but he wasn’t sure how to bring it up to her or how to say it.


  She felt it, in the way he tensed as he spoke. “What, Miklos?” she whispered and sat up on him, wincing only slightly as she did so. “What is it that you aren’t telling me, darling?” She was afraid to know, and knew she couldn’t not know.


  Looking up at her he sighed. “The doctors gave her a full check-up when she was admitted, standard procedure especially considering the fact she went out a window. They found out that she’d been…” He stopped and took a breath. “She’d been sexually abused, heavily. There was a lot of tearing, she was covered in bruises and cuts as well as what can only be explained as cigarette or cigar burns all over her legs and pubic area.”


  She closed her eyes in pain and when she opened them she breathed quietly. “We need her as a part of our family, Miklos. We are the only ones who can protect her like she needs and we will make sure that whoever hurt her like that pays in kind.” She wouldn’t, no she couldn’t give on this at all.


  Tugging her back down gently Miklos wrapped his arms around her. “We’ll do what needs to be done,” he promised softly. Tucking the blankets back around her he massaged the back of her neck gently. “We’ll protect her, Harker, and give her a good and safe home and show her that life doesn’t need to be painful.” At least not as long as there were those that loved you around.


  “I know that, we will give her the best of everything.” She wiggled around for a moment and then with a contented sigh closed her eyes again. “I can get used to this, Miklos, being in your arms like this, sleeping and waking with you.” She couldn’t think about the little girl right now or she would be tearing off after her, no questions asked.


  Smiling slightly he continued to massage her neck gently. “I like having you here. But I was thinking that we should get up for some breakfast. And then I was thinking I’d show you the grounds, or as much as you’re up to for today.”


  “Food does sound very appealing. I believe that I could go for a ton and a half of something to eat.” When she ate, she ate, and now her appetite was coming back, and as long as she was still, pain didn’t factor into her food drive.


  “Well I’m sure there’s at least that much around here if not more, Harker. Why don’t you get up and have a shower, if you’re allowed, and I’ll start cooking something.” Shifting his hold he lightly rubbed her back. “How are you feeling by the way?” he asked in concern.


  “I still hurt like crazy but it’s not as bad as yesterday and worse than it will be tomorrow.” She was loath to leave his arms, but she moved slightly. “I am allowed to shower. I will just need your help changing the bandages again.” Then he could tell her if it looked any better or worse.


  “Course I’ll help,” he told her as he sat up with her so she didn’t have to do all the work herself. Once upright he rubbed her arms lightly. “Go and shower, I’ll start breakfast,” he said. “Just call when you’re done and we can get you bandaged up again.”


  “Sounds good to me.” She leaned in and kissed him lightly. “I like my eggs scrambled with cheese in them please.” She moved from him slowly, very, very slowly. She moved toward the bathroom and felt his eyes on her, watching her as if she would break, and while it pleased her to know he was worried, it bothered her to feel like finely spun glass, because she wasn’t that.


  She finished her shower and was out, once more leaning over the sink and panting. Washing her hair had been a complete and total bitch, but she refused to back down and really refused to have dirty hair. Wrapping a towel around her body she moved to the bedroom and then opened the door. Walking on bare feet she moved to the kitchen and paused as she watched him move around making them food. “You have the most intriguing look on your face, Miklos, care to share?”


  Looking to her he shrugged. “Just worrying about you,” he said honestly as he returned his attention to the eggs he was making for her. “Do you want to leave the bandages off for a while and eat first?” he asked as he added the cheese a little at a time to get full coverage.


  “Yes please. It feels nice to let the air hit it, to feel as if I am not wearing an extra skin patch.” She sighed and shook her head. “I really hate wearing that thing but I will wear it the next week like they said and after that it no longer has to be there, which would be great.”


  Grabbing a plate he slid her eggs onto it, put on a half dozen pieces of bacon, a couple pieces of toast, and a little dish of fresh fruit. “Here,” he said, passing it to her. “Go and sit and eat. Everything else is on the table, coffee and juice included,” he added before breaking three eggs into the pan for himself.


  “You really, really know how to cook up a storm, don’t you?” She took the plate and a seat. Taking the fork she took the first bite of the eggs that seemed to melt in her mouth. “Oh god, yep, I am keeping you, Miklos, because no one else has ever been able to cook so well for me.”


  Flipping his eggs over, he shot her a look. “Had a lot of people cook for you, have you?” he asked, curiosity in his voice as he watched her with an intent focus while she forked up more. Leaning a hip to the counter he appeared to be waiting for her answer.


  “Yep, Denny’s, IHOP, Bob Evans, and they were all a disappointment.” She smiled up at him. “Are you going to ask me how many lovers I have had in my life?” Just one and he knew it. She just wondered if it was in his mind, however.


  Sliding his eggs to his plate he put the rest of the bacon, toast, and a dish of fruit on it before moving to the table and sitting. Looking to her he shook his head. “Why would I do that?” he asked softly. “It’s none of my business anyway,” he pointed out, stabbing a strawberry. Lifting it up he stared at her. “Eating food in restaurants is nine times out of ten a disappointment. They just don’t put any feeling into the food since they just want to get as much out as fast as possible.”


  “I know.” She reached out to him and shook her head. “You know very well how many I have had in my life, Miklos. I am just trying to show you that you don’t have to run from me. You can ask me anything you want to, you can tell me anything and I will still be right here beside you.”


  Looking to her he shrugged. “Some things I’m just not comfortable with asking about and I figure everyone has a right to some semblance of privacy and keeping their pasts to themselves. I’m a naturally private person, Harker, but if you want to know something, ask. I’ll likely tell you and if I’m not ready or willing I’ll say so.”


  “Miklos, I have already told you everything about my past sexual life. You know the extent and the happenings in my sexual life, honey.” She squeezed his hand and sat back. “I won’t ask anything that you don’t want me to so I will wait and let you tell me anything you want, all right?”


  Shrugging again he fell silent and began to eat slowly, wondering why it was so much easier to relate to her in the dreams than it was in real life. He could talk to her in the dreams, but at the breakfast table he clammed up and was protecting everything. Toying with her fingers gently he stared at her hand and wondered if maybe he wasn’t screwed up more than he realized.


  Finishing her meal she took her dishes to the sink and rinsed them out before loading them into the dishwasher. When that was done she washed up the pans he had used to make breakfast and was wiping the counter. “All right, when you’re finished I will be the one on your bed all curled up in the middle hugging your pillow.” He seemed to be toying with his food and she thought maybe he just needed some time. Adjusting her towel she knew that her back would wait, wait until he was ready to help her.


  Looking to her he nodded. “All right,” he murmured quietly before he went back to pushing his food around. He listened to her move down the hall and knew he’d hurt her, again. Her scent held pain in it, emotional pain but pain nonetheless. Pushing his plate away he put his elbows on the table and buried his face in his hands. He was hurting her, over and over again, and he didn’t know how to stop it. Scrubbing at his face he got to his feet and, scrapping his plate into the garbage rinsed the plate off.


  Moving down the hall slowly he entered his room and felt at a loss as he stood looking at her. She was facing him and as her eyes opened he didn’t see any accusations but he felt them all the same. Going to her he sat slightly facing her. “I’m sorry, Harker,” he said quietly. “I don’t know what I’m doing and it’s hurting you. If you’d rather leave I wouldn’t blame you.” The entire fault lay squarely on his shoulders for this one. “I don’t want you to go but I won’t stop you if you’re tired of putting up with me already.”


  “I’m not going anywhere,” she said and reached out to touch him. “I was giving you time, Mik. You seemed like you needed it and I had it to give so it doesn’t cost me a thing to come in here and nap in this nice big bed that smells like the man I love.”


  Putting his hand over hers he stroked his fingers lightly across her skin. “I’m still sorry, Harker. I don’t mean to cause you pain. I just don’t know what I’m doing here. I’m fine in the dreams, but here…” He shook his head as he stumbled to a halt. Sighing softly he squeezed her hand gently. “I’m a mess, Harker. I have been for so long but never really realized until you came into my life.” Shifting he lay down facing her, his head on the pillow close to hers. “I hate talking about myself. I think it’s left over from the years of hiding from everyone. I am also the middle child so I was more mediator than anything else so my feelings were always put on the back burner.” Looking to her he shrugged. “I don’t know if I can change that, love.”


  “You don’t need to for everyone else, Miklos. I just want you to know that you can come to me about anything, everything. I am your mate and you should be able to share anything with me.” Her hand reached out and she stroked his lips. “I love you, Miklos. I am yours and I am here forever. Nothing you say is running me off.”


  Smiling faintly he took a deep breath as he watched her and let it out slowly. “Yeah,” he murmured. Closing his eyes he let her touch him. “I just feel so tired, Harker. I just want to sleep and to hell with the world,” he said quietly, knowing that such an admission to another Wolf was as good as admitting that he was suicidal and looking for someone to take him out. Shifting a little closer he rested a hand on her hip as he enjoyed her touching him, her fingers moving over his face slowly.


  “Then sleep, honey, sleep and know that I won’t let anyone hurt you. I will watch over and protect you, Miklos. Just rest and feel better, honey, and know that I will be here when you wake.” She was worried about him and she added, “Rest, Miklos. I need you in my life and if you need to rest for that, please do, darling.”


  Letting her voice soothe him into sleep Miklos went under deep, his mind wiped right out. Releasing a soft sigh he moved in closer to her, naturally needing her heat and comfort. Sliding his arm around her waist he was careful, even in sleep, to keep from hurting her back.


  Chapter 16


  


  She brushed her hands over his cheek and watched him as he slept. She wanted to be able to join him but she wanted to be able to do as she had promised and that was watch over and protect him.


  Sometime later, he wasn’t sure how much time had passed, he woke to find his cheek against Harker’s chest. Opening his eyes slowly he didn’t move. He was enjoying the feel of her fingers stroking through his hair too much to want to disturb her. But then he yawned and ruined his whole possum routine. Shifting carefully he lifted his head and looked around. “How long was I out?” he asked her as he turned his face back to face her.


  She looked at the clock. “Two hours, give or take fifteen minutes.” She continued to look at him and smiled. “Do you need more? I’m perfectly content to sit here and watch over you, because it means I get to touch you without reserve and fantasize about the things I want to feel from you, do with you.”


  Shaking his head slowly he put his head back down on the pillow. “I’m good I think,” he told her softly. “But I’m not opposed to you still touching me as you want. I’ll just lay here and enjoy it instead of sleeping through it,” he said with a yawn. “If I do fall asleep again wake me in a couple hours please,” he murmured, moving in closer to her.


  “I will, honey,” she promised as she ran her fingers through his hair and toyed with the dark locks, simply content to be there holding him close to her as she played with his hair or massaged his body with her fingertips very lightly. She was just happy to be with him, period.


  Rubbing his cheek over her shoulder gently he yawned again. “Do you want your back bandaged first?” he asked her quietly, knowing if he fell asleep again he’d be out like a light. He didn’t understand why he was so exhausted but he’d deal with it later if she wanted her back covered up.


  “Nope, it’s good, Miklos. Don’t worry about me, love, just you. I need you to worry about you and no one else. Sleep and rest, I’m fine, my back is fine, and here I will be when you wake, I promise.” She was worried about him. He looked so depressed that she actually, actually had considered that he was suicidal, and that scared her.


  “As long as you’re sure, love,” he murmured, moving his hand down her leg to touch skin and relaxing when he found some just above her knee. “I don’t like seeing you hurting. It worries me,” he told her in his half-asleep state.


  “And that goes double for you, Mik. Go to sleep, love. I am fine, I promise.” She had dealt with pain before. It was only a thing and she would be able to force it down and move on, but only if she was sure that he was safe, happy, and all right.


  “I’m fine,” he told her, rubbing his cheek against her shoulder again as though trying to get closer. “You’re my mate, I’m allowed to worry for you, sweetheart.” But he had to admit it was nice she was worried about him as well. He didn’t like that she was worried, but he appreciated the fact it was him she was worrying about. “I love you, Harker,” he whispered right before he lost the battle to stay awake.


  “I love you, too, Miklos,” she gave even though she knew he was alseep.


  Leaning back against the pillows she winced only once as she got comfortable and simply watched him sleeping, hoping that the rest would help him find the calming center he needed, help him to find that he was worth loving, very much so.


  Miklos didn’t have quite as peaceful of rest as he did the first time. This time he dreamed of Harker, but it was a replay of the building incident. Only this time it was after he’d found her and knew she was to be his mate but before he could claim her. And she was dead, her blood coating his hands as her eyes stared up at him accusingly and angry. Jolting awake he sat up and pressed a hand to his head as the image was literally burned into his mind.


  “Hey,” Harker said as she shifted on the bed, her hands coming to rest on the ones on his head. “Miklos, hey, I’m fine, love, you are fine. We are both here, honey.” She touched his cheeks. “Look at me, Mik, see, I’m here,” she said softly.


  Looking to her he stared for a long time before he actually believed what he saw and then he pulled her into him tight, not thinking about her back. “Oh god,” he whispered, holding her to him as he buried his face in her neck. “It was the warehouse, but…oh god,” he said again, feeling his whole body shudder in memory.


  She wrapped herself into his arms as well and shook her head. “Shh, see, I’m fine, honey.” She noted that even though he was upset and not thinking, he still didn’t grab or hurt her back like he so easily could have. His hands moved lower on her back, protecting her even as he hugged her.


  He heard her words, felt her body against his and her arms around him, but the dream was still too strong in his mind. “God, Harker,” he breathed out after a long time, leaning back slightly and cupping her face. “It was the warehouse, only this time you didn’t make it,” he whispered. “You were in my arms, your blood all over me and I couldn’t do anything to protect you.” He shuddered again. Kissing her fiercely he moaned into her mouth as he moved one arm to wrap around her and hold her close as he plundered her mouth.


  She couldn’t have stopped him if she wanted. She opened to him. Her mouth open she kissed him with everything inside of her that was demanding to be let out. She kissed him with the need and passion that had been building for a while and wanted more.


  Gently he pulled her into his lap, holding her over him as he kissed her. Sliding his fingers into her hair he stopped and slid them back out, not wanting to make her think of other times, just the here and now. Slipping his tongue into her mouth he stroked it over hers, growling at her taste, his arm under her bottom tightening slightly and pulling her closer.


  She rubbed her body against his and whimpered, “Miklos, please.” She needed him. She needed to be with him, now. There was nothing between them and nothing could have stopped her from simply impaling herself on him, but she needed him to be there with her, needed him to want it as badly as she did.


  Staring into her eyes he tugged at her towel, pulling it aside so he could see her. They’d have to be careful, but as long as she was on top it would be fine. It wouldn’t be the mating but it might ease some of the tension riding them both so painfully. Sliding a hand down her front he let his fingers brush slowly over her breasts and then lower to her belly. Continuing down he turned his hand and pressed his fingers against her clit. “What do you want, Harker?” he asked softly as he stroked her pussy, letting her wetness coat his fingers.


  “I need to be yours, Miklos.” God help her she had promised him until she was better, but she couldn’t, needed him now and he needed her, too. They both needed this but he had to accept that. “But only if you need me and want me, too. Only if you’re ready for me.” She was trying to pull back, give him room to breathe and choose.


  “I want you,” he told her. “So much so that I don’t care anymore. I need you, Harker. I need to be with you, part of you, in you. I need to feel you wrapped around me, accepting me for who I am, I need all of you,” he said honestly, staring into her eyes. “I’m more than ready and if I don’t have you soon I may explode.”


  “I’m yours, Miklos, you just have to claim me.” In more than just the act. She needed him to fully claim her, everything. “Don’t hold back, believe in yourself and in me, Miklos. Know that you won’t hurt me but please”—she moved over him—“I want everything.” She begged slightly, afraid of a tomorrow without being claimed by him.


  Holding her still he shook his head. “To do that you have to be submissive, Harker, that means I’d be behind you,” he whispered. “You’d be on your hands and knees, shoulders down and completely, totally letting me dominate you, love.” Pressing his forehead to hers he sucked in a breath. “That’s why I said we’d have to wait,” he whispered, hating that he’d have to stop this because she was still too injured to go through it all the way.


  “That would be better, Miklos,” she said when she thought about it. “My back wouldn’t chance hitting the mattress or wall, wouldn’t you think that it would be better than now?” Because she sure didn’t want to stop. God she needed him in a way that didn’t make sense. It was as if something inside of her was driving her hard, demanding she do this before it was too late for her.


  Snapping his eyes open he stared at her. “Harker,” he whispered, capturing her face in his hands and staring at her. “Are you sure?” he asked. “It’s not going to be comfortable for you, baby,” he said, wondering what kind of fool tried to talk his mate out of mating with him.


  “I don’t care, Miklos, all I need is you. I love you and something is telling me that we both need this. I refuse to not listen to my gut on this. But I will take you any way that I can get you.”


  Nodding slowly he kissed her. “Then we’ll do this right,” he told her and shut out his conscience that was freaking out at him. “On your hands and knees, love,” he whispered to her, his body already shaking with the need to claim her. He’d be careful, he’d be gentle, and he’d ensure that she was marked as his and mated to him, and then he’d make sure she healed.


  She nodded and leaned up, kissing him again. “We will do this right.” He needed it. She realized that in that moment. It wasn’t for her so much as for him. He had to have this anchor and she knew it. “I love you, Miklos.” With that she turned. Up on her knees before him and her shoulders to the mattress she realized how good it felt to be like that in front of him. She loved it really and wouldn’t change what they were doing.


  Growling low in his chest he sat up on his knees, his eyes on her back, and wondered if he was going to have enough control not to hurt her through this. Lifting up he moved closer and gently ran a hand down her spine to caress her buttocks before slipping between her legs to stroke her pussy. Finding her wet, so wet that she coated his fingers immediately, had him rock hard with need and another, more feral sound rumbling past his lips as he leaned in and inhaled her hot and erotic scent while rubbing his cheek against the base of her spine.


  Whimpering, she looked over her shoulder when he rubbed his cheek to her back. “You’re killing me here, Miklos,” she said with a smile that said she didn’t mind. Her ass rubbing to his cock though said she was wanting much more. She was arching her back, presenting her ass to him in silent demand.


  Smiling faintly at her instinctual demands Miklos pressed a kiss to the small of her back before he shifted his weight to blanket her. Planting a hand by her head he made sure he had his body far enough from hers that he didn’t scrape against her healing wound. Taking his cock in hand, he rubbed the head of his cock over her wet pussy, coating himself and driving them both insane and then, carefully, began to push his way inside.


  She moved slightly, moving her legs a little wider to give him room to take him deeper. As he moved inside of her, his body stretching hers to new limits, she pressed back against him. Head down and shoulders to the mattress she moved in a way to take more of his cock in.


  Sliding in her pussy was like a hot, wet, tight glove allowing just enough give to slide in. His eyes were nearly crossed by the time he was all the way into her pussy and his limbs were definitely wracked by the barely restrained need to just take what was his. Pressing his forehead to her shoulder he took a couple of steadying breaths. He wouldn’t hurt her, he couldn’t hurt her, but god did he need her. Lifting his head slowly he made sure her hair was out of the way so that for one he could watch her face and for the second reason, he needed her shoulder bare so as to mark her. And he was going to. He was going to mark her in a visible location but one she could cover easily if she chose.


  “Please,” was the whispered sob that was torn from her throat as she moved back against him again. It felt perfect. To have his cock this deep inside of her vagina was perfection and truly she was in heaven. She turned her head to the side when he pulled her hair away from her face and smiled. “Do it.” God her womb clenched when she thought about him marking her, biting her, and it was something she wanted as much as she needed him to move.


  “Soon,” he whispered against her neck, carefully keeping his back arched so his chest didn’t rub her wound. “Soon, Harker,” he promised again as he slid almost completely free of her pussy and then plunged back into her again. Moaning at the feeling of her clenching around him he continued to move and found a steady if slightly hard rhythm.


  Her body found its matching rhythm and danced with his. She kept her shoulders down in the perfect position, her back arched just right, baring her shoulder to him. “Please,” she begged softly. “So close,” she moaned.


  Reaching around her Miklos slid his fingers between her swollen labia to find the tight bud of her clit. Gently he rubbed at it as he scraped his teeth over her shoulder once, twice and then, “You are mine now and forever,” Janos told her softly. “I am yours for all of time. Mated through fate, through actions all our own, and through mutual love we are joined together for all our lives.” Licking slowly at the flesh where he would bite her, marking her as his for all time, he took a breath and finished it. “No one will ever tear us asunder, for we are meant to be.” And he sank his teeth into her flesh. Breaking through the upper layers he pressed just hard enough to mark her for many years to come as he continued to rock into her body, his hips moving at a faster pace at the hint of blood in his mouth. Growling deep in his chest he pushed his cock into her harder, more demanding with each thrust until he came, suddenly and explosively, his cock pulsing as he spilled his seed and swelled inside of her.


  She slammed back on him again and again as her hands clenched the sheet tightly until she was moaning uncontrollably and then screamed as she fell apart in his arms.


  His vision went black around the edges but somehow he managed to keep from collapsing over her and carefully turned them onto their sides. Pulling his teeth from her shoulder he licked at her shoulder a couple of times before wrapping her safely in his arms. Holding her to him as he continued to fill her he left some space between them so he could look at her back. Stroking his fingers down the red skin, he frowned. It was better than yesterday, but still looked painful.


  Her eyes were closed as she tried desperately to get her feeling back in her extremities but instead all she could feel were the butterfly kisses of his fingers on her back and his seed pumping into her hot, hard, and fast. “Gods, I didn’t know you would lock inside of me.” And she wanted to do it all over again. It felt amazing to feel the swelling at the base of his cock locking him deep inside, the head against her womb, so good.


  He flinched at her words, she could feel it against her shoulder. “Don’t worry, as soon as I’m finished I’ll pull free,” he told her quietly. “I should have told you but I honestly wasn’t thinking,” he said, pressing his forehead to her shoulder.


  She grinned and rubbed her hand over his hand. “Don’t you dare pull right out of me, Miklos,” she uttered with the same growl he used. “I like it, I like it a lot and it makes me want to do this all over again just so that I can feel you locking inside of me and spilling deep inside of me as well.”


  Jerking slightly Miklos lifted up on his elbow and stared down at her. “Harker?” Her name was a question on his lips. He didn’t know what to say, how to ask his question. How the hell could she like it when no other woman he’d ever had did?


  “I like it, Miklos.” She soothed him as she touched his arm, too awkward with her back to reach out and touch his cheek. “It feels…” How could she explain it? “It feels really very good, Miklos. It feels like I was made for you. And when you are…” She shivered. “The feel of you coming inside of me is beyond description.”


  Stunned, he just looked at her for a long moment before he leaned closer and kissed her shoulder. He didn’t have the words to thank her for what she’d said, for the relief she’d given him so easily. Brushing his lips back and forth over her skin, he lay down again and gently hugged her. “I love you, Harker,” he whispered, his voice choked.


  “Good thing because I’m keeping you, Miklos, and if you didn’t love me well…” She shrugged and winced at the action. “It would be bad all around if you didn’t love me as much as I love you.” Her eyes closed she scooted closer to him. “Warm me up,” she requested even as she began to want to fall asleep.


  Grabbing the blankets he pulled them up and over them both, carefully tucking them around her. Wrapping his arms around her again he kissed her neck lightly. “Don’t get too close, love. Your back is still pretty raw,” he murmured against her skin.


  “Can you stay connected to me for a while, Miklos? I really like feeling you inside of me and would like to keep you there for our nap, if you are all right with that?” She looked back at him and smiled. “Well for my nap and yours if you are still tired?”


  “I won’t move, love,” he said softly to her, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. “Sleep, Harker, I’ll see you in our dreams where I want you to rest as well,” he told her. “No acrobatics or gymnastics, love,” he said with a smile.


  “No acrobatics or gymnastics I promise.” She settled in close to him with a breath of a sigh and closed her eyes, allowing herself to fall fully asleep.


  Chapter 17


  


  Her eyes opened next in the dream and she looked up at him. “Hello there.” She loved that she was able to share this with him. “I love these dreams, being able to be with you in reality and dreaming.”


  Stroking her cheek slowly he looked to her and then beyond the blurred edges. “Is it something you want to keep, Harker?” he asked softly. Looking back to her he smiled slightly. “I mean the dreams, love. Do you still want to come into the dreams even now that we’re mated?”


  “Of course I do, that is a silly question.” She loved being there in the dream with him. “I adore these times with you. We are able to be free. We could go flying in a hot-air balloon and make love as we float over the midnight skies. We could have a tree house and make love there. We can simply sit on a swing or by a lake and talk, darling. It is something that we can forever leave our troubles behind with.” She paused. “I want this, why do you ask?”


  Touching her chin lightly he turned her head and then pointed. “Do you see the fog at the edges?” he asked her softly. At her nod he explained. “Because we’re mated now the dreams are no longer required so they start to fade. Unless we work at them they will fade entirely and we won’t be able to do this anymore. If you want to keep them we’ll have to force them for a few days or weeks until the fog goes away, then they’ll be ours for all time.”


  “Well then I hope that you are a good hard worker, Miklos, because I will be seriously cranky with you if I have to give this up.” Especially when she was doing her three days on at the firehouse. When she couldn’t sleep in his arms she would miss these moments, a lot.


  “Then we won’t give it up, Harker, we’ll work at it and keep our dreams nice and strong,” he told her. Rubbing his chin over her shoulder he reached up and gently stroked back her hair. She could see him playing with a chunk. “I keep wanting to do this outside the dreams but after that first time I’m pretty much terrified to touch your hair any more than absolutely necessary,” he said.


  “It’s only when it’s pulled and if I know it’s you I am fine with it.” She hated that she’d taken that from him. “It’s just sometimes as I am waking or when someone just suddenly comes up behind me and playfully pulls my hair that I get upset.” She broke Bernie’s nose for that when she first met him.


  “I know,” he said softly. “Don’t worry about it, love. I’m learning to deal with it and I can control myself to some degree. I know now not to do it, so don’t worry,” he murmured, kissing her cheek gently. “I can touch your hair here, play with it and, I’m sure in time, you’ll let me at least toy with it in real life.”


  “I want you to do that though, Miklos. I need you to help me out of my shell, out of hiding from so much.” She was hiding, and it bothered her that she was hiding from the most important person in her life, Miklos. “Touch me when you want to, Mik, love me and stroke me anytime. I will be fine with it but I would love it if you just would.”


  Smiling slowly he nodded. “All right,” he said softly, cupping her cheek. Kissing her fully on her mouth he teased her lips and tongue a moment. “How do you feel about public displays of affection?” he asked her when he leaned back a little.


  “I have always envied those that could have that in their lives. It is something that I have always wanted but have never been able to have because there never was that right person.” She looked up at him and the remainder was said with her eyes, “Until you.”


  “Good to know,” he told her quietly, stroking his fingers down her cheek. “So you won’t mind if I accost you for a kiss in the street or a hug whenever I’m in need of one then?” he asked. His words might have been light and his expression teasing but for him it was something he needed to know. He didn’t want the cold front of a relationship in public where every move was scrutinized. He wanted a freedom with his mate to touch her when and if he so chose, just as he’d expect the same in return from her.


  “I won’t mind at all.” Hugging him and looking up she added, “As long as you won’t mind me doing the same. I know I don’t seem like the type but I want to kind of relationship where people see us together and feel the love we have for each other, they know with the stroke of a finger down a cheek.” She stroked her finger lightly down his cheek with all her love and hope in her actions. “With a smile.” Hers radiated how she felt about him. “With a kiss.” And she gave him just a brushing of her lips to his. “I want to remind people what real love is. Not the manufactured Hollywood crap, but real and true love.” And with that there was no room for cold, no room for question about the other. No, it was giving completely of yourself, and she gave all she was to him.


  “I’d like that,” he said simply, stunned she’d want to do that. He’d never expected to have such an open relationship when he found his mate. He’d expected it to be another Wolf, to be completely honest with himself, which would have meant showing that he had what it took to keep his female all the time. While in theory it sounded great, in practice it was exhausting. To have a human, while there were other concerns, overall it was a shock to his system and it was putting him way off balance.


  She frowned as she watched him and asked, “Is that all right with you? I mean I don’t know what a Wolf mating would be.” Maybe he had hoped for another Wolf, one that knew the ropes and knew just what to do to keep him happy. “Are you upset that I am not a Wolf, Miklos?” Harker’s words were casual, even when inside she was turning inside out.


  “God no,” he said with feeling behind his words as he shook his head. “Mating a Wolf is…” How did he put this so she’d understand? “It’s violent, bloody, and often leaves scars of a lifetime on the male. A female is extremely demanding. She expects her mate to outthink her during sex. She’ll try and twist to hit him or, in some cases, kill him if he’s dumb enough to let her go. It’s a match I’ve always dreaded to be honest,” he told her softly. “I’m extremely pleased with my mate. She has bite but she doesn’t try to claw out my eyes or go for the jugular if I’m not performing up to par…I hope,” he added eyeing her now warily.


  She snorted and shook her head. “Why would I want to kill him when I can just ask him to perform better next time?” she teased and shook her head. “I do have bite and I could easily hurt someone if they hurt someone I care for but you are safe from me, Miklos. You I want to keep alive and whole and without scars that I create. You I love.”


  Nodding slowly he pulled her gently closer and kissed her softly. “I love you, too, Harker.” Rubbing his cheek lightly against hers he breathed her in. “Our worlds seem so far apart at times and yet, so very often run parallel.” Sighing he rolled to his side and looked at her as she shifted. “I can see questions in your eyes, Harker. What’s bothering you, love?”


  “I just feel…” She sighed and shook her head. “You will think that I am strange but I feel as if I am never going to be just right for you. You are a strong force of nature and will live for hundreds of years and I am just human. I will die after a relatively short time and I don’t want to think about how that will affect you. It makes me sad to think of leaving you but I know I will one day.”


  “You don’t have to, Harker,” he said softly even though he felt a surge of joy at her words. They were sad and tugged at him, but it also gave him hope that she was worrying about the future. “I can change you, if that’s something you want. Or, if you’d rather live out your human life there is a ritual that I can do, when it’s your time to leave this world that would allow me to follow you into the next.”


  “I don’t have to make this choice at this moment, do I?” There was so much to consider. She wanted as much time as she could get with him, but was she really cut out to be made into a Werewolf or would she roll over and die because of the demands that the animal half would make?


  “No, you don’t,” he told her quickly. “You can take all the time in the world, Harker, I promise. And whatever you want to know about it just ask,” he said, touching her cheek. “I’ll tell you anything you want to know and if I can’t alleviate your fears about it we do have another option. Everything will work out just as it’s supposed to be.” He smiled at her.


  “But we are mated now, right?” She leaned into his touch and sighed. “We are mated and no one can tear us apart now, right?” She had the fear that if she wasn’t Wolf, she wasn’t mated to him. “Because I can’t lose you, if I have to become a Wolf to keep you that is what we will do, but I can’t lose you.”


  “Honey,” he murmured, pulling her closer to him. “We’re mated, tied together for all time. I promise, there’s nothing and no one that can pull us apart. You don’t have to be changed to be my mate, Harker,” he reassured her softly stroking her hair. “You can remain human the whole time and you’re still my mate.” Touching her shoulder where he’d bit her he smiled. “This and the ritual words are all it takes with a wild lovemaking session as the kicker.” He smiled.


  She grinned a broad and happy grin as she nodded. “The lovemaking was pretty spectacular.” She had loved every moment of it, especially the bite. She didn’t know why but she loved that part. “I’m normally not one for pain, but my god when you bit me”—she shivered in memory—“it was indescribable.”


  Stroking the mark that was there even in their dreams, he smiled. “I wasn’t sure how you’d react to it. Unfortunately it has to be reasonably deep so it stays for a time but it’s hard to judge. Too shallow and it would fade in a couple years, too deep and you wouldn’t have gotten the chance to choose to remain human,” he admitted quietly, his smile fading. He could have hurt her so badly by taking that choice from her, something he never wanted to do. She was his mate and she had a right to all the choices of life. Miklos was just glad he’d judged it right.


  “I will like that I will have it for a while,” she said with a grin and sighed. “I am happy to be with you and I just need time. I don’t know if I could ever survive as a Wolf.” But she knew she wouldn’t survive as a human, not without him always there, and she was far too independent to make him walk in her shadow. “We should rest, Miklos. I have an injury to heal so that I can have my mate making love to me again, letting go and being as rough-and-tumble as I need to.” She grinned back. “That’s you by the way.”


  “Better be, woman,” he growled softly at her even as he curled into her as she got more comfortable. “Anyone else touches you and they’ll suddenly be missing limbs.” Kissing her gently he smiled. “Sleep, love, slip deep and get the rest you need to heal.” Not just for him, but for herself as well. He had enemies that would not hesitate to harm her if they could and he’d be damned if it would be through anything he did if he could help it.


  The heat of his body against hers in reality and in dreaming was all that it really took to send her off into slumber. She was so very tired that her consciousness slipped away without argument and the remainder of her night was spent in a deep and healing sleep, no more dreams, just his arms around her and holding her tightly.


  She woke well after ten the next morning. Never one to sleep in she scrunched her nose and looked around. “Are you kidding me?” she whispered when she spied the clock. “Mik?” He was curled around her tightly, not hurting her, but holding her close enough she couldn’t move, if she had wanted to move.


  “Mm,” he grunted. “Awake finally I see,” he murmured, lifting his head enough to peer into her face. “Sleep well?” he asked quietly as he loosened his hold enough that she could turn if she wanted.


  She did turn slightly, wincing when she moved the wrong way, but when she was able to look at him without crinking her neck she smiled. “Yes, I slept brilliantly, but you knew that already, didn’t you?” It had been her turn to rest deeply, completely. He had napped as she held his head in her lap for hours and it seemed she had done the same. “Did you get any more sleep or did I ruin it for you?”


  “Got a bit more, but for the most part I’ve just been laying here enjoying having you in my arms,” he told her quietly. Running his fingers lightly up and down her arm he watched her closely. “What’s on the books for today?” he asked her after a moment.


  “Well today we need to go back home, to my home for a time.” She sighed. “I love your home, I really do, Miklos, but it’s so big.” And that was so not an understatement. “Just for a couple of days, can we spend it at the other house? That way you can help me pack up so that I can move in here with you. If you really want me to.”


  Staring at her as his heart resumed a normal rhythm after nearly stopping completely he nodded. “You’re willing to come live here?” he asked softly. “I want you here, Harker,” he reassured her. “More than anything I’ve ever wanted in my life, but are you sure about it? You said it’s too big, if it is, love, we can find something smaller,” he offered even as he cringed internally. For him, the house was small. It was as small as he’d ever want to go, but he could survive as long as he had somewhere to escape for the occasional run.


  “I want to be here with you, Miklos, this is the home you created for your family and this is where I belong.” Her hand over his heart, she could feel the thudding of it under her fingers as she added, “Besides, there is a little girl we need to bring home to live with us and one day we will have children, too, so yes, I’m positive.”


  “All right then,” he said, softly placing his hand over hers to hold it, enjoying the slight weight of her smaller hand and the heat that came from her skin. “Thank you for sacrificing so much for us, Harker,” he murmured to her, stroking his fingers over her skin. “I feel as though you’re doing all the giving though and I’ve given nothing in return.”


  Tapping her thumb on his chest she grinned. “Believe me, you will be giving.” When she was making him move her things from her home to his. “Think your brothers are up for a little U-Haul Bingo?” She chuckled at the look on his face. “You, them, all big strong men, moving every piece of furniture and clothing from my place, to this one. I want to keep the house as our little getaway, but I want my things here in our home.”


  “I’ll convince them it’s in their best interest to help us with the move,” he told her. Hell, he had a gun, had a badge, and if all else failed he’d shoot them for resisting his delectable mate. “They’ll help, love, and you can do whatever you want with the place to make it feel like home for you.”


  “You will be here, that’s all I need.” She shrugged and winced, bit out a curse, and pressed her forehead to his chest. “That and maybe cleaning my wound, salve, and bandaging it so that I can put on one of your nice big sweatshirts so I don’t have to pull on a bra.” Thank god for her only having B cups or life would be a serious bitch right now.


  Cursing softly he eased out from underneath her and looked at her back. Gently he touched the small drop of blood and cursed internally a lot bluer than ever before. “Come on, love,” he whispered softly to her. “Let’s go and clean you up before I cause any more damage to you.”


  She sat up on her knees and watched him stand. “You didn’t do this, Miklos,” she said with a growl and bite to her words. “You didn’t do this to me. I did it. Stop thinking that you have hurt me because you haven’t. I’m happier and more whole now than ever. I just haven’t been paying enough attention to the fact that I am still healing, and that is because you make me feel well, you make me feel healed and whole so don’t take this as your blame, mister.”


  Wrapping an arm around her waist he helped her off the bed and then guided her to the bathroom. Letting out a breath he didn’t argue with her. “Sit,” he said, pointing to the little stool by the tub. Grabbing a cloth he soaked it in warm water and then came back to her to gently and carefully wash the wound. Any time her skin tensed he knew he was hurting her but he just couldn’t do anything about it. He was trying to be careful and was obviously not careful enough. Thank god he hadn’t become a doctor. He was a guy with all thumbs.


  She leaned forward and let her head drop down and hair cover her face. “Will you pour peroxide over it before the salve, Miklos?” It would hurt like hell, but she knew from experience it would help with the tenderness because it would help combat the infection.


  Staring at her with wide eyes he bit his tongue for long moments before he just couldn’t help it any longer. “Are you crazy?” he asked her softly. “That is going to fucking hurt like wildfire, honey,” he said touching her hip, gently stroking the soft skin.


  “I know that it will, love, but believe me, it really does help it heal faster. I know because I have done it more than once, honey. It is simply the best thing for me.” She touched his hand. “Do you need me to do it myself, love?”


  Resting his forehead against the uninjured part of her back he shook his head slowly. “No, I’ll do it,” he said softly even though the thought of causing her more pain cut him deeper than a knife ever could. Shifting he dug out the bottle and passed her a towel. “You may want to bite into that,” he said as he uncapped the bottle. Putting a light hand to the back of her neck he let out a breath. “Ready?” he asked and held it poised to pour. At her nod he slowly let it dribble down her back to the towels on the floor under her.


  She hissed and then gulped. “More, faster, Miklos, don’t do it slow. It’s more painful.” Like a Band-Aid, you had to do it fast and that was all there was to it. Tears were falling down her face but she didn’t bite on the towel, just trusted him to do it quickly.


  Grinding his teeth he poured it over her as quickly as he could and still control where it went. Once her whole wound had been drenched he stopped and, capping the bottle again, set it aside. Shifting he moved to her side to lay his forehead against her leg. “I’m sorry, Harker.”


  She placed her hands on his hair and stroked it. “Don’t be sorry, Miklos, you did what I asked you to do. I promise, love, it really is all right.” She moved slightly. “I’m sorry I made you do that, Mik. I should have taken care of it, I’m sorry.”


  “Not your fault,” he said, lifting his head to look at her. “I just hate the thought of you in pain and I know from experience that it’s not all that enjoyable.” Stroking his fingers up and down her shin he sighed. “We should put on the salve and then cover it up, no reason to test the fates on you getting an infection.”


  “Thank you for doing it, and believe me, I knew it would hurt before I had you do that. I have done that to myself more than once and it hurts like crazy, but it does make it feel better sooner.” He would know that if he had done it before as well. “But yes, salve and bandage please.”


  Kissing her leg gently he shifted once more and carefully put on the salve before applying the bandage and tape. “All done,” he said a while later, stroking her good shoulder, his fingers moving over the bite he’d given her gently. “We should clean this up, too, love,” he told her. “Cotton swab with some of the peroxide would probably be best though.”


  As his fingers stroked her she practically purred. “All right.” Looking back at him she continued. “I love that you bit me, Miklos, that I am going to be marked as yours but I have to ask.” Her hand reached up and touched his. “How will you ever change me if you get ill making me hurt?” She had thought he was going to hurl at just putting peroxide on her injury. She had no idea what it would do to him to change her fully.


  “I’m going to get as intoxicated as possible and we can both lay about moaning and groaning about it,” he told her, and he was perfectly serious. “I’ve always hated others’ pain. I can’t stand to see someone hurting. Probably why I went into police work and not into medicine. I’d have been constantly nauseous and you can’t really take your doctor serious if he’s in the can throwing up.”


  “This is very true.” She grinned and shook her head. “Honey, I am so sorry.” She sighed and leaned in to kiss him. “We will both get as drunk as we can, love, just so that we can get through you making me like you are, love.” She wanted forever, she really did, but she was nervous and afraid.


  Chapter 18


  


  “You don’t have to, Harker,” he told her again. “I’m not going to force you into something that you aren’t ready for. And you’re not,” he said, stroking his fingers over her arm. “I get that, you’re afraid and I understand it, I really do. I just want you to be happy and if you’re happier staying human so be it, the choice is clear.”


  “I’m afraid, Miklos, yes.” She wasn’t going to deny that fact. “I’m terrified but I’m more afraid of something else.” When he looked up at her she cupped his cheeks. “I’m more afraid of not having you in my life any longer, I’m terrified of putting you in a place where you could be hurt defending your human mate, and I’m afraid that this one lifetime just won’t be enough for me. I need more than the limits of my human body, I know that, but I’m scared.”


  “I wish I could make it easier, Harker, but I honestly don’t know what to expect. I’ve only been around one other change and it was from a distance.” And the screams, when he thought of them, still sent chills down his spine. He honestly didn’t know if it was from the change or something else. “I’m going to try and find another Wolf that has changed a human to Wolf, then we will both have the answers we need. Until then, let’s just enjoy each other, you heal, and I’ll try to toughen up my reactions to pain. But, know this now, you stub your toe and I’m likely to pass out. Just saying.” He smiled faintly at her.


  “I will keep that in mind. However, do not have a heart attack when it is time for me to go back to work, Miklos. I have a very dangerous job and I do sometimes get hurt, love. You will simply have to believe that I can survive this, I can handle this, and I will do this. However, you can’t wrap me in bubble wrap and keep me in there.” It was the world they lived in, simple.


  “I know, I’m not happy about it, but I’m working on getting to an accepting place. Thankfully I’ll have a few days to work on it.” Glancing away a moment later he took her hands, kissed both palms, and then pushed to his feet. “Let me clean the bite and then we’ll get you dressed,” he said softly. Picking up the bottle of peroxide he took out a cotton puff and, drenching it, moved to her back. “Ready?” he asked.


  She moved her hair to the side and nodded. “I’m ready.” As she looked back at him she grinned. “And by the way, you have more than a few days. I won’t be going back to work until the back is completely and totally healed. So I have been put off for a minimum of six months, so you have me, love.”


  Gently he began wiping at her wound. “Sorry,” he said as she flinched. “You really are off for six months?” he asked. At her nod he let out a breath and tossed the cotton puff out. “Done,” he told her. “While I’m glad you’re going to be around for so much time, I’m just sorry I’m going to be working so much of it.”


  “It’s all right, I’m a big girl and I’m perfectly fine alone. However, the house seems to have a pissy attitude with someone coming back to work after major surgery and coma.” She shrugged. “Don’t know why, I feel wonderful.” She felt better than wonderful. She felt something she never had before and it was a feeling she wanted to keep. “Just don’t be surprised to come home and find me cooking up a storm or inviting your brothers over. I’ve become used to having people around me all the time so you will come home to a houseful every night.”


  Lifting his brows up at that he shook his head. “Good luck on that,” he told her. “Janos will be a no-show pretty much continuously. Ben might show up depending what night it is of the week. Kris could show up or completely forget. He’s a little flighty but he’s a genius so we let it slide. And then there’s Laz.” He stopped with that and just shook his head. “But I think you should at least try. Who knows, maybe they’ll give in just to come and meet you,” he told her with a smile.


  “I will ask Janos’s mate to come over and that will bring him. Along the way I will force Ben and Kris, even if I have to call them nonstop to get them to come.” She shrugged. “As for your big brother, he will come if only to keep me in line.” She snickered. “That or I will take the party to his house.”


  Miklos stared at her and shook his head. “I wouldn’t, love,” he told her softly. “Laz is extremely protective of his space and the peace he gets from it. He only lets us in at Christmas and that’s a battle for him. Don’t intrude there unless you’re invited, please,” he asked her gently. “He’s earned his right to be alone when he chooses. He’s done so much for us all that we abide by his choice.”


  “And he deserves his family close to him, too.” But she wouldn’t push. She knew that and hoped that Miklos would see that in her as well. “I won’t push, but I will ask, constantly.” She grinned and shook her head. “I will send Demon to issue him an invitation. She has as much bite as any Wolf would, that I’m sure of.”


  Smiling he nodded. “She may end up with bite marks in places she’ll never want to admit to so tell her to go in body armor.” Miklos might not ‘like’ Desmonda, but he wouldn’t wish his brother in a mood on even his worst enemy. “Dessie Do Right is an interesting choice to sic on the big bad Wolf though.”


  Harker shrugged and grinned. “You’re right, I likely shouldn’t do that because knowing Demon she would shoot him rather than ask him for dinner.” She chewed her lip. “She really isn’t as bad as you are thinking she is, Mik. She was hurt really badly about fifteen years ago.” Harker and Demon went way back. “She was engaged. Yep I know, hard to believe.” She saw the look on his face and shook her head.


  “I think I need to hear this one,” Miklos said as he watched her doubtfully. He’d believe it when he heard it. Until then Dessie was the Devil herself come to Earth to make his life a living hell.


  “She really thought she had loved him, I mean really thought he was ‘the one’ and then one day she came home early. She had just gotten a promotion in the store we worked in.” She sighed and toyed with his fingers. “He had just finished telling her how much he loved her and how he couldn’t wait to start a family with her, but later when they were both established in their careers.” Harker had a hard time telling this story, because it had jaded even Harker against men. “When she got home she was quiet because he had told her he didn’t feel well.” She licked her lips and stroked her hands over his before linking them.


  “So she let herself into their home, and heard voices. Thinking that it was him needing help she walked into the hall and just outside of their bedroom she saw him in the bed naked with her sister, and telling her that he was only with Demon because of the money.” Now to tell him the rest. “See, Demon’s real father left her a lot, and I do mean a lot, of money. However, she never really wanted it. It sat in a bank because she was very much of the mind that she had to work for what she got.” She smiled a sad smile. “And then when her sister, stepsister by the way, told him that she was pregnant he was happy.” She sighed. “Demon had wanted a child so badly, was desperate for a child. However, three months earlier when she had come to him and told him she was pregnant he made her get an abortion, he had told her time and again that they were too young.” She didn’t know exactly everything that happened after that. “After that she closed herself off from everything, she was hurt on a level you will never understand, Miklos, and because of that hurt she will never let herself care for anyone again. She hates herself because she did have an abortion, she got rid of a child that she had wanted because she had believed in him, in their ‘love.’”


  Staring at her Miklos didn’t know what to say to that. It just didn’t fit the person he knew or rather, the person Desmonda portrayed to the world. “Holy shit,” he breathed out softly. It explained a lot, but good god. He shook his head as his mind spun madly. “I’m not going to stop bugging her,” he said. “No matter what happened in her past. But I feel for her. For a Wolf a child is a blessing. It’s a tie to the future, to what might be, to something better than we could ever dream of or hope for. To do what he’d demanded”—he shook his head—“that’s cruelty beyond anything I could ever dream up.”


  Harker nodded. “She loves kids. She has set up a private trust at the Children’s Hospital so that they can treat any child, regardless of cost. I wasn’t kidding when I said a lot of money. He made Rockefeller look poor.” She shrugged. “They built a new hospital but she refused to allow her name on it, which is why it is simply called ‘Children’s Hospital’ because she doesn’t want anyone to know that she really is a softy under all that.” Looking up at him she added, “And I don’t expect you to stop bugging her. It works for the two of you but I just wanted you to know that she isn’t the person she wants everyone to believe. I wanted you to know why I love her like a sister and would do anything I could for her.”


  Cupping her face gently in his hands he nodded. “I get it, I really do, love,” he said softly. “And if she was ever in need I’d help her out without even a thought or concern. But if you ever tell her that, I will disavow all knowledge in regards to you and deny it until my dying day. I’ll try to be nicer to her, but she bugs the hell out of me,” he said with a peeved look. “I swear she thinks I’m going to beat you or something.”


  “Likely she does.” She shrugged. “She loved him, but he had beaten her as well. He was not a nice man at all.” And if she ever found him Harker would likely scoop his balls out with a spoon. “And you can bug her all you want to, love. I won’t argue or stand in the way.”


  But now he felt bad about it. Miklos wasn’t a mean guy. He tried to be nice to everyone, but Des got under his skin, especially with the way she acted when she looked at him. “You know his name?” he asked curiously, his mind already thinking about turning the ass in to one of the packs, they’d make sure he was never found again.


  “Oh yeah but I’m not telling because I’m looking for him, Miklos. I get first shot at his punk-ass self.” She was fierce where her family and friends were concerned and Desmonda was both. She was family and friend. “Now, I think that you and I need to do something other than think of Desi, with both of us being all nice and naked still.” Yeah her back still smarted, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as it could be.


  “You should be getting dressed, as should I,” he pointed out even as he backed her toward the vanity. Lifting her up he sat her on the edge and stepped between her legs. “But then again, the best laid plans do occasionally go awry when two people that are hot for one another are naked. This would not be the first time.”


  She scooted forward on the vanity and wrapped her legs around his waist. “I need you.” Her head bent close to him, allowing her mouth to move over his chest, teeth to scrape along the soft flesh under his chin, and she shivered when she felt the head of his cock pressing against her weeping pussy. “Please,” she begged softly, needy in her words.


  Stepping closer he slid his hands up her legs to spread her for him as he eased into her heat. “God,” he bit out, “you’re so damned wet.” He moaned, amazed at her need nearly matching his own. Pushing into her slick pussy he shuddered as her body pulled his cock deeper, inviting him all the way into her body.


  “Only for you.” She didn’t think anything or anyone could have ever given her this pleasure, this intense happiness and joy. “God you’re so big,” She panted and then gasped as she moved slightly to take him deeper into her body. “And feel so right.” He was perfect. He was everything she had ever needed, everything she hadn’t known she had needed.


  “Hold on to me, love. I don’t want to add a second concussion to your list of injuries,” he warned her as he bit her ear gently. Sliding almost all the way out of her grasping pussy he pushed his cock back in hard and fast, his grip on her legs the only thing keeping her from smacking into the mirror behind her.


  She wrapped her legs tighter around his waist. Holding onto him she placed her hands on the vanity and lifted herself slightly, screaming as she did so and letting her head fall back in amazement and wonder. “Yes!” she cried out and did it again, lifting herself to take his cock harder, deeper.


  Smiling at her enthusiasm Miklos took her harder, carefully keeping her from hurting herself on anything. Leaning over her he took her nipple into his mouth, his tongue flicking over her flesh and his teeth gently pulling and scraping over her.


  She loved the way it felt, to not only be a part of him but also to be watching him, facing him. “I love the way you look, I love the way you look as we make love.” She breathed as she watched everything, watched all he did and then felt her body clenching him, felt her body tense in reaction and her breath leave her body in the stirrings of her orgasm.


  “I love you,” he breathed out softly as he moved even faster, flesh smacking flesh the only sounds beyond their heavy breathing. “I love you,” he whispered again right before he let out a deep-throated growl. Bucking into her body again he came, hard and fast, shaking as he pulled her closer to him.


  She hugged him closer, too, and sobbed. “I love you, too, Miklos, I love you, I love you.” She breathed and felt her answering orgasm. She felt her body tense, felt his cock swell, and cried out in the midst of her orgasm, the intensity of the moment making her eyes blur as she held onto him for dear life.


  Carefully cradling her close to him he lifted her up into his arms and moved toward the bedroom slowly. Sitting on the bed slowly he rubbed at her back gently, enjoying the softness of her skin as she was draped over him. “Are you okay, sweetheart?” he asked softly.


  She nodded, her head on his chest and limp in his arms. “I am more than all right.” She breathed. “Perfect, I don’t think anything could be more perfect than this, these moments like this.” She yawned and sighed. “Sleepy again though.” But she wouldn’t go to sleep. She had slept too much already and needed to be awake so they could do more, so they could eat and go out possibly. “We will go and pack up my house today, okay?”


  Nodding he lifted a hand and lightly ran his open palm over her hair, being careful not to pull at it. But he needed to stroke her, like he hoped she’d do to him in both his forms. Wolves were sensory beasts and loved to be touched, something else he’d need to teach her and enjoy as well. “We’ll go once we eat,” he promised her.


  She leaned into his hand. “I like that, Miklos. I like having you touching my hair.” And that in and of itself was something telling there. “Will you keep doing that please?” Never stop touching me, her mind begged even as her body melted against him.


  Slowly he kept doing as she asked. His hand nice and light, he wasn’t willing to cause any pain given the trust she was giving him. “I’ll touch you as much as you want,” he told her with a smile. “When you go back to work I may just have to find an excuse to come around the house and see you. Think the guys will be shocked to find out you’re into me and not Des?” he asked her in a teasing tone.


  “I could care less but likely they will.” She smiled and added, “In fact I think that they will likely corner you and demand to know just how the hell you were able to get into my bed and if Desi shares it with us.” She sighed. “Which that answer is no. I am not sharing you with anyone and I will not be shared by you either.”


  Tightening his hand on her hip he growled low, the sound extremely possessive. “I don’t share, ever,” he said softly, fighting for control over the beast’s sudden urge to hurt someone for even that thought. Never her though. No, he’d find someone else to beat up for that. “You are mine. Always,” he told her. “We are mates and that is for all time. There is no divorce or separation in a Wolf’s vocabulary.”


  “Thank god because I would hate to have to remove some words from your vocabulary, Miklos.” She grinned. “I love you, darling. I refuse to ever share you, ever.” She stroked her hand up and down his arm. “We will use your brothers though, and we will call them later because we will need their help packing up the house so that I can move in here with you. As I am healing and you are working I want, no I need, for you to know I am safe, and where better than here?”


  “Nowhere I can think of, especially with my brothers surrounding us, too,” he told her. Relaxing slightly he gently continued to stroke her hair. “We’ll call them once we know how much help we’re going to need.” Feeling himself soften he let out a sigh of disappointment. “Up you get, love. We need to clean up and get dressed then eat.”


  “This will sound very odd, Miklos, however, I have to admit that I love having you hard and locked inside of me and having to part from you is almost painful.” She sighed and nodded. “But you’re right. Food is a needed thing and then we will go to my place and figure out just how much help we need, all right?”


  Nodding he smiled as he helped her to her feet. “Go and pilfer my closet for a sweatshirt, love,” he told her gently, smacking her bottom as he stood. Following behind her he admired her bottom, the sway of her hips, and the way her hair fell lightly around her face.


  She tugged her hair up and into a loose knot that she tied around itself. “I feel you watching my ass, Miklos.” She didn’t even turn around, just simply spoke as she pulled out a sweater and tugged it on. “But I like that you like to watch my ass because I really like it when you do.” She now looked over her shoulder at him. “See, it was easier for me to pull on this time.” If she didn’t know better she would swear that he was helping her to heal.


  Making a sound in his throat that was neither agreement nor disagreement he just reached around for a light sweater and pulled it on. Digging in a drawer he pulled out old jeans and slipped into them as he watched her. “You should put on more clothing, love. It might be a little chilly running around like that.”


  “I know.” She moved toward her slacks. “I can’t wait to get some clothes so that I can burn these I do believe.” They held sadness and they were three days without washing. Not good in her opinion. “But I can’t wait to get home so that I can water my orchids and see if we can’t figure out what all to bring home with us.” Home, where they were now. This was home.


  “Well, we’ll go and see what needs packing, find some boxes, and pack up a bunch of stuff. Maybe make a list of anything that we can’t bring over easily so we can arrange with the rest of the family to help. We’ll bring back what we feel like tonight, some clothes for example,” he teased with a smile.


  “Sounds good.” Shaking her head she grinned. She had thought to use a few days at her place for them to get to know each other so she felt more comfortable, but she didn’t need to. She had all she needed in their times together in the dreaming and just having their long chats. She loved him. He was hers and she was his, no other way around anything.


  “What?” he asked when he caught her look, almost dreamy but a bit thoughtful. “What’s that look for, Harker?” he asked when all he got was a blink. Smiling he moved toward her and touched her cheek. “Good thoughts I hope,” he murmured.


  “Very good thoughts, Miklos.” She leaned into his touch and sighed happily. “I was just thinking of how wonderful that it is. I had thought I would need time in my place with you so that I could get to know you but I’ve gotten to know you so much better in our dreams and here.” She laid her hand over his as she continued, “I’m home, Miklos. You have no idea how nice that feels for me.”


  “I’m glad, Harker,” Miklos told her softly, a little of his tension seeping away. “I love having you here. It just feels right,” he murmured. “Don’t know how I managed before, but now that you’re here, even though it’s only been a little while, I don’t think I’d ever be able to go back to the way it was.”


  “It’s a good thing because you have me forever now, Miklos, so you will need to rearrange some of your things so that I can get my clothes in. This isn’t just sharing a drawer with me or allowing me to keep a toothbrush here. This is forever, Miklos.”


  “I like the sound of that,” he told her honestly, stroking her cheek. “There’s plenty of space for all your things, love, and you’re welcome to any and all of it. I want you here, I want you to make this your home, a home for us both,” he told her softly.


  Her heart filled with his words, hope sailing in her soul as she nodded. “All right, let’s go and get me some clothes so that I can give you yours back.” She wasn’t going to give up wearing his shirts and sweatshirts around the house though. He was just going to have to learn to share.


  “You don’t have to give my stuff back, Harker,” he told her softly dropping his hand to her shoulder before running it lightly up and down her arm. “I like seeing you in my shirts. I prefer you in nothing but your skin”—he smiled—“but my shirts are definitely second best. I like my scent being wrapped around you, makes me think I’m with you at all times.”


  “I like it, too.” Funny how she was just thinking about that. “I was just thinking how much I love your shirts and sweatshirts and wasn’t going to give them up. I had just thought that you were going to have to learn to share but it seems as if we are of one mind on this, and it makes me happy to know that.”


  “Good.” He smiled at her. “Come on, love, let’s grab a quick bite and then we’ll head for your place. We’ve got things to do today after all.” He smiled happily at her, probably the first time in too many years that he actually felt something he could describe as “happy.”


  “Yes, we do. We are on a limited amount of free time before you are stolen from me and thrown back to the dredges of a working stiff’s life.” She sighed and batted her lashes. “Ahh my poor, poor Miklos.” She would be singing the same song for herself in six months’ time. That or she would be begging to go back to work.


  “You’ve still got me for another day before I’m headed back, unless I actually take some of the huge amount of holiday time that’s due to me,” he pointed out. Shrugging he stepped back from the closet and held out a hand to her. “I don’t know about you, love, but I’m starving.”


  “Me, too.” She had certainly worked up an appetite being with him, more than a small one, too. “Even with hurting I am still hungry and that says a lot.” She was also ready for a pain pill. “When we get back I think that I am going to have to take a pain pill though, Miklos, and no, you didn’t hurt me. I just ache right now.” There was a storm front moving in. The pain she had wasn’t in her back, but her leg. It was hurting so badly that she had the slightest of limps because of it.


  Frowning down at her as she walked he moved closer to her. “What’s wrong, Harker?” he asked quietly. “Is it your leg?” he guessed, rather accurately though why she was surprised she’d never know.


  “Yep, it’s going to storm and it’s going to be one hell of a storm, too, or I wouldn’t be hurting like I am.” The last time it hurt like this there had been flash floods, lightning fires, and worse. It had been hellish to be certain. “Which is why I said there will be the need for a pain pill because if it gets worse I don’t know that I can keep on walking.”


  “You don’t have to, you know,” he pointed out before he scooped her up in his arms, careful of her back. Carrying her gently down the hall he sat her on one of his stools before moving into the kitchen. “Breakfast foods or do you want lunch stuff?” he asked as he started a pot of coffee that was non-negotiable.


  Chapter 19


  


  “Lunch please.” She hated to just simply sit around, but he wanted to do this for her, so she was going to let him. “I promise I am not normally so high maintenance, Miklos. Usually I am pretty good at fending for myself.” She had been less than perfect for him, and that made her sad.


  Looking to her sharply when he heard her tone change he frowned and shook his head. “No hurting,” he said to her. “I don’t like hearing you sound so wounded, Harker, it hurts me,” he told her as he pressed a hand to his chest. “You are perfect, you are amazing, and I like doing things for you. Anyone else is on their own, but for you I’ll do absolutely anything.” Reaching into the fridge he pulled out the leftover roast and gathered lettuce, tomato, and other fixings.


  “I’m trying, Miklos, but you are perfect. I mean honestly you are. You know how to cook, you have a terrific sense of humor, and you are sexier than any man has the right to be but I’m not. I’m worried honestly because what happens when you change me? Will I be able to be a Wolf with the injury to my leg? With the metal holding the bone there?”


  Setting everything down on the counter he moved toward her and leaned on his elbows on the counter. “I don’t know, but there are doctors of my kind that can tell us. When you’re up to it we will go and see her, she’s a good friend and she knows how to keep her mouth shut. She also knows a hell of a lot about our people and about humans changing to Wolf so she can answer any questions you have. I don’t see a problem with it, but it may be something that may have to be removed after the change to allow you to shift forms.”


  Harker visibly winced and nodded. “All right, well if that is what has to be done, it is what has to be done.” Just the thought of the grafts being cut into and the metal being pulled out made her physically ill to her stomach. “We will worry about that another day. For today we will simply live for each other and the moment, yes?”


  “Yes,” he told her, his mind strangely mirroring her thoughts as he worried about what might have to be done. Shaking his head he caught her hand and kissed her fingers. “I love you, Harker. Quit worrying about what may not come to pass. When it’s time to worry I’ll be right there with you, trust me,” he said.


  “I know you will and that is all that is making this in the least little small bit bearable.” She leaned back and sighed. “All right, you can finish making us sandwiches now.” The grin teased at the corners of her lips. “You have to feed me, Miklos, feed me so that I can keep up with your horrible, horrible demands of my poor, poor body.”


  Frowning at her slightly as he straightened he decided she was teasing him, but that moment of uncertainty had him worried. Turning he pulled out the bread and slicing some of it as well as the beef he started making hugely stacked sandwiches. Cutting hers in half he passed her the plate. “What did you want to drink with it, Harker?” he asked quietly as he finished piling the remainder of what he’d sliced on his bread.


  She reached out and grabbed his hand so quickly that it amazed even her. “Don’t,” she said with a frown. “Don’t get that look on your face like I have just kicked you, Miklos. I was teasing.” Whoever had hurt him in the past had a hell of a lot to explain, and she was half tempted to hunt them down and beat the hell out of them. “Why do you do that?” she asked quietly. “Why do you think that what we have together is bad, that I am somehow repulsed by it?”


  Blinking at her he was going to deny it but honestly couldn’t. She had a point. Shrugging he turned his hand to hold hers lightly, toying with her fingers. “I don’t know,” he said quietly, looking at their joined hands. “I feel all over the map right now, Harker, like I’m constantly off balance. It’s nothing to do with you, just…” He shrugged again not able to explain where his uncertainty came from with her. But he was terrified that he’d do something that would turn her from him and knew that it would kill him if she did.


  “I love you, Miklos. I have never given those words to another living and breathing man before, just you. I love you and I can’t tell you that enough. No matter the words I give you, they mean nothing until you are ready to see that you are worth loving, very much so worth loving.”


  “Some things take time,” he murmured quietly, looking at her. Setting his sandwich on the counter at her side he tugged on his hand. “What do you want to drink, Harker?” he asked again, moving to pour himself a cup of coffee.


  Suddenly she no longer had an appetite so she picked up the sandwich just to give her hands something to do. She sighed. “Milk would be fine please, Miklos.” No matter what she did or how much she loved him, it wouldn’t matter until he was ready to fully be loved.


  Pouring her a glass he set it before her as he joined her. Seeing that she was toying with her food he shook his head. He was just never going to win. No matter what he did he hurt her, over and over. Yeah, him having a mate was a piss-poor idea. Someone out there was laughing their asses off over this one. Putting a hand on her back he leaned over and kissed her neck just under her ear. “Don’t hurt because of me, Harker. You should know as well as I do that some wounds never heal. They scab over, they scar, but they never fade and can be reopened at the least opportune time.”


  “And what kind of life does that leave for us in the end, Miklos?” she asked. She wasn’t looking at him, was pointedly avoiding his gaze. “How do we have a life together if you don’t let me in?” That answer was simple, they didn’t. “I should go, Miklos.” She whispered, “I should likely just go to the other house. There isn’t a place for me with you is there?”


  Biting back his instantaneous denial he pulled back and looked at her. He couldn’t explain and he couldn’t keep her there if she didn’t want to stay. Grinding his teeth together he looked down at his sandwich and pushed it away sharply. “I’ll get my keys,” he said and shoved away from the counter to head down the hall. In the bedroom he picked up his keys but ended up sitting on the end of the bed before sliding to the floor. Burying his face in his hands he sucked in a shaky breath. “What the hell is wrong with me?” he asked the empty and heavy air in the room.


  “I don’t know, Miklos,” she whispered from the door, having followed him to the bedroom. “I don’t know,” she said again as she took a seat at his side. “But I wish that I did know because I want a life with you. I want to be with you and not apart but there isn’t room for me, for my love for you, when you can’t get past the hurt of whatever is inside of you. You can’t accept or hold my love if you can’t love yourself and for that I am so sorry.” She wanted to touch him, wanted to hold him, but she didn’t know if she even had that right.


  Reaching out blindly he found her hand and held on tight. “Maybe it’s because I’m not worth loving,” he said quietly. “When it happened I wasn’t really punished. Maybe this is finally the time the fates have decided for me to get what’s coming to me.” He laughed but the sound was cold, chillingly blank of any real emotion. He’d failed them all. He’d been the one responsible for what had occurred. It seemed only right to lose the one thing he wanted more than anything. He’d killed his parents. Losing his mate seemed a truly fitting and nasty judgment.


  She moved closer to him and wrapped her arms around him as she shook her head. “You are worth loving, Miklos. You are so much more than that.” She heard his voice, heard the quiver in it and stroked her hands up and down his back. “You didn’t do anything, Miklos. Of everything I know I know that you are a good man. You more than any person I know deserve to be happy.” She cupped his cheeks and made him look at her. “Talk to me, Mik? Share your troubles with me, please?” She was put on the Earth for him. She loved him and it was hurting her to know he was hurting so badly.


  “I let them in,” he whispered, his shame now complete with having to admit to her just what he’d done. Even his brothers didn’t know. They would never know if he had anything to say about it, too. “I was out playing past when we were supposed to be inside. Our nanny came looking for me and told me to get inside. Janos fell inside and began to cry so she went for him and I went inside. But I didn’t close the door properly,” he whispered softly. “I let the men in that killed our parents.” His words were barely there, the sound so faint that he didn’t know if she could hear him. “I killed them with my stupidity. I was so confident and secure that no one could hurt us or them. I killed them.” He breathed, something inside freeing and yet another part of him dying a cold and brutal death, just as his mother and father had.


  She listened to him but heard more than his words and so holding onto him she rubbed her hands up and down his back. “Miklos.” She whispered softly to him, “Honey, you were a child, my love, you were a child and of course you felt as if there was nothing that could get to your family, honey. You lived in a palace with guards and people who had sworn to protect your family, darling.” She had tears in her eyes because she knew how much it hurt to lose people, but she was hurting because she didn’t want to lose him. “Miklos, you are not to blame for anything, honey. You are not to blame for anything and until you can see that, until you can know that you didn’t kill your family or cause their deaths there will be no us.” There could never be a them if there was the guilt and pain between them. “I need you to please see that you are more than worth loving, sweetheart. You were hurt and I’m sorry about that.”


  He’d lost her. She’d always be his mate. She was marked and he’d done the ritual, but he’d lost her. He didn’t know how to fix this and told her as much. “How can I after what happened? I left that door open. I was the one that did it. The guards had just gone past on their rounds. If I’d been quicker or later they’d have secured the door. But because of what I did it was left open,” he told her quietly even as he breathed her in, knowing that he might never get another chance to touch her. “The rebels got in, they’d seen what I’d done and used that opportunity. Had I not been so much in a rush I would have checked it as we’d been taught, but I didn’t want to miss seeing them before we had to go to bed. It was the last time I ever saw them,” he whispered softly.


  She didn’t know how to make this better for him. It was something that he would have to see as right.


  Sitting back he looked at her, wanting to touch her, stroke her hair one last time but knew he no longer had that right. He’d failed her on a level he knew could never be repaired. Pushing to his feet he looked down at her. “I’ll take you back, Harker,” he said, the words sticking in his throat and nearly choking him. “I’m sorry I can’t be what you need, but know I never meant to hurt you,” he said softly. Silently he gave her his love vowing to never forget her but kept it silent since he no longer had the right to say the words aloud. Looking away he blinked back tears, something he hadn’t had in centuries. “I just wish it was as easy as saying the right words and letting it all fade, but it’s not,” he whispered more to himself than her. “Time doesn’t heal all wounds. Some it only makes worse.” And now he’d added one more to the list. Hurting his mate was akin to slicing his own throat. “Maybe you were right,” he said, looking to her again. “Maybe I never should have come to you in the dreams after that first time. At least then…” He shook his head and swallowed. “At least then I wouldn’t feel like I’m dying inside.”


  “So you will allow me to live out what pitiful life I have all alone?” She was hurting. He wasn’t even willing to move past his pain but instead was willing to have that as his companion rather than her. “You are choosing a mistake made as a child to keep you warm and love you through the rest of your life to the woman who is willing to give up everything just to be with you.” She stood and nodded. “No need to take me home, Miklos Farkas. I think I know how to use the phone. I will call for a ride.”


  She stepped away from him and turned to look back at him. “I will send your sweater back when I get home. I hope that your memories are just what you need, Miklos, but in case one day you change your mind”—she walked to the door and turned away again, speaking over her shoulder—“you know where to find me.” It was the hardest thing she had ever done but she didn’t know how to help him. He wasn’t willing to allow himself forgiveness, and there was no room for her in his heart when all it held was sorrow for something that happened as a child.


  “Harker,” he whispered when instead he should have been yelling. Moving slowly forward he followed after her, her scent hot and sad in the air. He came up behind her as she picked up the phone, obviously just finding it, and put his hand over hers. “Don’t,” he said quietly. Keeping his eyes down where his hand rested over hers he shook his head. “I don’t want you to go, Harker. The thought of losing you is even worse than the actual loss of my parents.” He didn’t know what to say, if there was anything to say, or how to say it.


  “I don’t want to leave, Miklos. I want to stay here, at our home with you but I can’t. If you can’t step past that, if you can’t realize you aren’t to blame there is no room for me there. I want to be here with you, Miklos. I love you so very much and it kills me to know that I have to leave, but if I stay you will never forgive yourself. You can never have a place in your heart for me when all there is in there is the pain and thinking that you are at fault.” She was crying so hard she couldn’t even see past the tears, but until he could forgive himself there was never going to be a true place for her in his heart.


  Turning her to him he pressed his cheek to hers and hugged her close. “I need you here with me, Harker. You’re the only thing keeping me together, love,” he whispered softly. Burying his nose against her neck he breathed her in deeply. “If you leave then there’s nothing, absolutely nothing for me here. I’ve been trying to get past this self-hatred for a very, very long time. I think you might be the only one that could help me. But you can’t stay if I can’t get past it and I can’t get past it without you here.” It was a paradox, damned if you do, damned if you don’t so to speak, he realized.


  She hugged him closely as well. Her arms around his waist and face to his chest she held onto him. “I love you, Miklos. Is there even a way for us to be together? Is there a way for us to be together without you always questioning my love for you or pushing me away with your thoughts that I am leaving?”


  “Don’t leave,” he whispered to her softly. “Stay with me, don’t let me push you away, kick me when I’m being an asshole, Harker. I don’t want to lose you, Harker. I love you, I need you,” he said as he lifted his head just enough to rub his cheek to hers.


  Her hands clenched on his shirt as she smiled and looked up at him. “I love you, too, Miklos and I need you. I need you more than I need anything else that there is in this world. I want to be with you. Very much I want to be with you and we need to be together and I will take you seriously. You said for me to kick you when you’re being an ass. I will do just that, do you understand me?”


  Nodding he pressed his forehead to hers. “Do it,” he said, “I don’t care. Just don’t ever leave me.” He knew he was begging. He knew he was not being as strong as he should be but this was his mate and he didn’t give two shits. “I need you, Harker, I’ll always need you,” he murmured before kissing her cheek lightly, tentatively to give her time to pull back and away.


  “Then kiss me,” she demanded as she turned her face up to him. It would be up to him to close the remainder of the distance between them. He had to give her this. He had to give her this extra little boost, needed it from him.


  Sliding his hands up, he cupped her cheeks and kissed her as she demanded. It wasn’t a hardship at all, her taste wrapping around him and pulling him in deeper. Moaning against her mouth he tipped her head and slid his tongue into her mouth, stroking her tongue with need.


  She kissed him back, her body moving closer to his and kissing him as hungrily and needily as he was kissing her. When she pulled back she licked her lips. “I love you, Miklos.” She wanted him, needed him again. Just that quickly she wanted him.


  “Will you stay?” he asked softly, scared she might still want to leave. He was terrified that she might still walk out that door and never come back. “I love you, Harker, don’t leave,” he whispered against her cheek.


  “Not leaving, Miklos. I will, however, kick you if you start to push me away again.” She licked her lips. “Don’t push me away, Miklos. I want to stay. I want forever with you, Miklos, but that means everything, that means you changing me one day without complaining and getting angry with me.”


  “I’ll change you whenever you want, I promise but I may complain a little,” he whispered softly. “I still don’t like to see you in pain, anyone in pain, and the change is not exactly a tickle to the ribs, love.”


  “I know, and I want to wait until I am not hurting so much in the back and then we will look at it, all right, love?” She stroked her hand up and down his arms. “I love you, Mik. I know I keep saying it but I need for you to really, really hear it. I love you. You are my life and I need you to know that, I need you to accept that.”


  Nodding slowly he pulled her into his arms again and kissed her neck as he held her tight, ever careful of her wounds. “I hear you, Harker, but it may take me a little while to really get it. Laz always said I was a little slow,” he murmured softly. “I love you, Harker. I need you to know that, to know that I won’t ever let you go. You’re mine,” he said, kissing her soft skin again.


  “I know that you love me. I feel it when you look at me and when you kiss me and love me.” She sighed and bit her lip. “Now, I think that we need to choose what we are doing. Either we are going to make love or we are going to go to my place and pack up some things and then come back here and spend the next however long we have left before you go back to work in bed.”


  “I think we should get you some things so that you are more comfortable here,” he said quietly as he leaned back and stroked her cheek. “I’m going to take some more time off,” he decided right there in that moment. “I want some more time with you and since I don’t like the idea of you being hurt and alone for the next few days I’m going to take a few of my holiday days off. If you want me here though,” he said quietly, hoping he wasn’t pushing his luck.


  “I would love that, Miklos. I had wanted that but I didn’t want to ask it because I didn’t want to ask that of you, however,” she said with a sigh. “Your choice has made me very happy, Miklos, so let’s get us out of here and toward my old house so that we can get me some clothes and we can have our time together, naked preferably.”


  “Naked is the only way that we’ll be spending our time.” He smiled slightly. He’d call his captain once they were back. Taking her hand in his he kissed her fingers. “Let’s get a move on, love,” he told her. Now that they had a goal he just wanted to get everything done and get her back home and in his bed.


  “Right, a move on is a good thing.” She laughed and moved with him toward the door, more tugging him than anything. “Come on, darling, I’m ready but you are the one with the keys, sweetheart.”


  “I’m right behind you,” he said softly, letting her tug him along. He was just glad she was smiling again. Harker crying was something he never wanted to see again. Pulling out his keys he tugged her toward the garage. “We’re taking the truck, love, not the car or you’re really going to be limited as to what we can bring back.”


  “Right, we will take the truck.” She looked at him and licked her lips. “I want to be happy, Miklos, and you are the only one who can make me happy. You are the only one who can ever make me happy.” When she saw the truck she opened her eyes wide. “Now that is a massive truck.” It was a man’s work truck.


  “Bigger is better,” he said with a quick grin as he opened the door for her. “Up you go,” he urged, helping her up into it. Moving around he climbed in and opened the garage door as he started the engine. Pulling out he headed down the drive. “Like I said, I only use it for cleanup around the yard and such.”


  “What do you clean up? Trees and things like that?” She was snickering. “And yes, bigger is so very much better.” Her gaze fell to his crotch. She couldn’t do that but she couldn’t have stopped herself if she had tried.


  “Eyes up, woman,” he said, without taking his eyes from the road. “Clearing out the deadwood from the winter, basically the underbrush that dies or has been damaged. All the land that we, my brothers and I, have,” he clarified, “is woodland. We take caring for it very seriously. It’s our way of keeping the Earth green and keeping it from being developed.”


  “And it is likely the best thing for the wolves that I’m sure walk around your property, or am I wrong?” she asked with a smile. “I mean I haven’t heard any of them. However, you would never know with all the property that you have, right?”


  That had him glancing to her and he smiled slowly. “How’d you figure that one out?” he asked curiously. Returning his eyes to the road he shook his head. “I know I didn’t say anything and they have been quiet.” He frowned at that. “Remind me to check on them when we get back,” he murmured, wondering now. Normally he’d hear them at night even if they were just playing, but he hadn’t recently, since Harker had come home with him as a matter of fact, he realized.


  “Because you are a Wolf, Miklos, you have a lot of property and it only makes sense that you would have a wolf pack that you can run with when you change into all Wolfy and furry, right?” It had made sense to her. However, now she wasn’t so sure that it made a lot of sense at all.


  Smiling at that he shook his head. “You’re too damned smart is what you are,” he told her. “But you are right. I do have a pack on our land. My brothers all have one as well. It’s just added security in reality for all of us.”


  “How will they take me interrupting your life?” she asked with a smile. “I mean, a woman just suddenly moving in on your turf. Do you think that they aren’t around right now because of me?”


  “I don’t know, love,” he said, his concern back to the wolves. “They should know you’re there. They would have scented you as soon as we came onto the property. They would know, from my scent as well as yours combining just who you are. They likely won’t have a problem with you since they, like the other packs with my brothers, see me as alpha. But I don’t know why they’d be so quiet. The last time they were was when one of the females was giving birth and she nearly tore out a chunk of one of the males who was being a pest.”


  “Do you want to go back now and check on them, Mik?” Now she was worried about these wolves she had never met. “We can go back and check on them. We will get to the house later but right now we can go and check on the wolves just to make sure that they are still all right.”


  Shaking his head he looked to her. “No, we’ll do it when we get back. But let’s make this a quick trip tonight,” he asked softly. “We’ll need to spend some time with them so if we go back we won’t get to your place until tomorrow at the earliest. They’ll be fine for a little while longer,” he reassured her even as he hoped he was right.


  “All right.” She was going to trust that he knew what he was saying. “We will hurry at my place, just get some clothes so that I have them to go out the next time we leave the house and then we will come home and spend some time with your pack.” She grinned as she asked, “Will you show me how you look as a Wolf as well?”


  Glancing over in surprise he nodded even before the words fully sank into his head. “If you want,” he said, unsure about that. He knew she had to be curious and he knew that she had to be wondering at the process so he’d give her that if she wanted. “We’ll do that when we’re alone. The pack doesn’t like me changing on the fly around them. They’re okay if I’m out running with them as a Wolf, but they don’t quite understand the shift.”


  “All right, that sounds fair enough. Two humans can face them and speak and then later, later in our bedroom you can shift so that I can see…” Her words died off as she saw the angry azure skies and the smoke filling the air. A frown was on her face as she realized, “That’s my neighborhood.” She hoped that it wasn’t one of her neighbors. She had an elderly couple to one side of her and a young family on the other side of her.


  Sniffing, Miklos frowned. “It’s burning hot,” he told her as he rolled the window down. “They’ve got hoses out but from the sounds of things they’re doing damage control only.” Stopping when the cop signaled them, he pulled out his wallet and didn’t hesitate to flash the badge. “Where’s the fire?” Miklos asked quietly of the patrolman.


  The patrolman nodded and pointed toward the houses. “1514 Hamilton Place, seems there…” He stopped when Harker jumped out of the car to run toward the fire.


  Chapter 20


  


  She heard her address. That was all she heard before she had the door opening and was running for the fire. Her house, her home was on fire. Tears fell from the pain of losing her house and from the heat of the fire and smoke.


  Throwing the car into park Miklos was out and after her fast, chasing her down. Catching her before she got too close he carefully swung her into his arms and kept her from smacking him to let her go. “Harker,” he said in a low voice. “Breathe, baby,” he told her as he turned her face into his chest, his eyes on the flames eating at her life, everything she owned going up in heavy black smoke.


  “It’s all gone.” Her knees gave way. She had already made the choice to be with Miklos. However, she had thought that she would be able to bring her things, her life, with her. She beat at his chest, not because she was angry with him, but because she had to. She was so upset and her head fell to his chest. “Why?”


  “I don’t know, honey,” he said softly as he knelt with her on the sidewalk and just held her. Rocking her back and forth he stroked her hair gently. “But we’ll find out, I promise you that.” Kissing her neck gently he hugged her close as she watched the flames and the fire crews trying to keep the neighboring houses from going up as they let her home burn.


  She turned her face to his chest and nodded. “Take me home.” She couldn’t watch this. She was hurting with each and every breath of burning air that she drew in. “I just, I want to go home, Miklos. Take me home please?” she whispered.


  Scooping her into his arms he stood and carried her back to the car ignoring the looks of the men he recognized as part of her firehall. Opening the door he settled her in and buckled her up. Quickly he moved around and got them away from the area. Reaching over he took her hand and laced his fingers through hers and just held on staying silent as her pain tore at him.


  She turned toward him and closed her other hand over his. “This is because of who I am to you, isn’t it?” she whispered. “And before you even say anything, this is not your fault.” She already knew him too well, knew he was ready to accept the blame for what had happened.


  “Maybe,” he said to pacify her even though he was thinking the same thing. Someone had done this and it might just be a warning or…“What if it isn’t?” he asked with a frown, glancing briefly at her. “What if it’s the guy that torched the warehouse, Harker? More than likely he was there watching it burn. You’d be a target because you put out his handiwork.”


  “You know that is something I hadn’t even thought about.” She licked her lips and looked around, twisting in her seat. “So if he has targeted me then he likely read the papers about me making it out. All right, so we need to make a call to the fire inspector because he will want to speak to me. But I don’t want them to know our address, Miklos. I don’t want them to be able to know where I am now in case they choose to target our new home, so I think that we should have them meet us somewhere else?”


  He didn’t want them knowing where she was either, more for her safety and the fact that he had a pack of wild wolves on his land than for his sake. He could rebuild the house, but re-earning the trust of the pack if something happened in their sanctuary would be hard. “We’ll meet them in town at a coffee shop or restaurant. They aren’t allowed to know where you are during your off time any longer.”


  “I have to agree. I want to be home with our pack, with our family, Miklos. Can you make your call and take some time off to be with me please?”


  “As soon as we get you home and safe,” he told her softly, toying with her fingers gently. The movements were soothing to him. It helped his tension come down a notch. He didn’t expect any problems. Except for the arsonist he had nothing currently outstanding on his desk. He’d ask for a week and, depending on how they were doing at the end of that time he’d consider asking for more.


  His touch was soothing her more than she could admit. It was calming her and even though she felt the loss of each precious memory that was held in photos or items given to her over the years, it was soothing to know that he was there. He would always be there. Forever he would be at her side and she knew that with a clarity she didn’t think she could ever possess. “I love you, Miklos, thank you for being with me,” she said finally as she watched him while he drove.


  With a surprised expression he shot her a look before returning his eyes to where he was going. “Always, Harker,” he said softly lifting her hand to kiss her fingers gently. “I’ll always be with you.”


  She saw their home coming up toward them and she licked her lips even as she leaned back once more and sighed. “I don’t know how to pick up all the pieces.” She was going to have to depend on him for help and she didn’t depend on people for much at all.


  Hitting the button for the gates he slowed the car to wait for them to swing open. “What do you mean, Harker?” he asked softly, pulling ahead when he had the space to do so. Driving around he pulled into the garage and parked, turning the car off as the door lowered.


  “The only thing I have left is you, Miklos. I lost all of my photos, clothes, credit cards, cash and everything.” She sighed. “Some of it like the credit cards and cash are replaceable as are the clothes, but the memories that I lost with the loss of my photos…” She sighed. “How do I pick it all up again, Miklos? How do I start my new life without anything at all?”


  Looking to her he sat in the silence for a long time as he tried to think of the answer and, in the end, couldn’t come up with a damned thing. “I don’t know, Harker,” he said honestly. “Make new memories. You won’t ever forget the others, but you said it, you’re starting a new life, make new memories,” he said softly.


  “Can you do that as well, Miklos? Can you make new memories with me?” She reached out and stroked her fingers along his jaw. “I love you and we will have forever but only if you are willing to help me make those new memories.”


  Nodding he leaned into her gentle touch. “I’m willing, Harker,” he said with a slight curl to his lips, not quite a smile, but close enough for the moment. “I’d love to make new memories with you. Any memories with you as a part of them will be wonderful and special.”


  “I want all of our memories, Miklos, good and bad I want all of them.” She winked at him and pulled back. “Why don’t you and I go inside before we start to get cold?” She was already shivering, shaking with cold, but it was fine because she knew that he would help her warm up. “No, let’s go and see to your wolves first.”


  “Only if you put on one of my jackets, Harker,” he said, having noted she was shaking slightly. “You’re already chilled and I don’t want you getting sick on top of everything else. Your poor system’s taken a beating and doesn’t need the knock-out punch to right finish you off.” Sliding from the truck he went around and took her hand as she slid down. “And gloves, too, I think,” he added, looking at her small hand in his.


  “How about just the jacket and I will keep my hands in my pockets?” she asked and then sighed. “All right, all right, love, get me a jacket and a pair of gloves and we will then go and see why your pack has been so quiet, all right, love?”


  Leading her into the house he went to the front hall and pulled out one of his heavy jackets. As she pulled hers off he held it out open. Turning her he buttoned her into it before handing her the smallest pair of knit gloves he owned. “You can take them off when you pet them, the fur will keep your hands warm, but until we find them this could be a damned cold trek,” he warned as he found a cap and tugged it over her ears with a grin at the image she presented. “What a time to need a camera.” He shook his head.


  She tugged out her phone and grinned as she handed it to him. “Start a memory with me, Miklos.” Her phone had a camera to it. It wasn’t as good as a camera-camera but it had a three-megapixel camera so it was fairly decent.


  Flipping her phone open he stepped back and, carefully holding it still, took her picture before turning it so she could see. “Pretty damned cute,” he told her as he moved back to her passing her the phone back.


  She looked at herself and laughed. Shaking her head she forgot for a moment that she had lost everything. “This is a good memory, Miklos.” It was one that she wanted forever to remember and so saving the picture as well as sending it to her e-mail she asked, “Do you want a copy e-mailed to you as well?”


  Shaking his head he stuck his hands in his pocket. “You don’t need to but thanks,” he said softly. “Ready?” he asked as he stepped back a pace moving slightly toward the door as he watched her.


  “Why wouldn’t you want a copy?” she asked as she closed the phone and stuffed her hands into her pockets. “I had just thought…” She shrugged. Silly of her to make an assumption. She really shouldn’t have. “All right, I’m ready to go if you are.”


  “It’s your moment, Harker, and your memory. I don’t want to intrude on it any more than I have,” he said softly to her. Opening the door he watched her walk past him and knew he’d hurt her again. Catching the back of the jacket he pulled her to a stop. “I’m sorry, Harker, I just didn’t want to take the first new memory you had from you, it’s special and should be yours alone. There will be others, love,” he said softly.


  “But it’s not.” She sighed and shook her head. “It is our memory, Miklos. It’s a memory for us together, not just me.” She grumbled, “I love you, Mik, and every moment from here on out should belong to both of us and not just me.”


  “If it will stop you growling at me you can e-mail it to me.” It might keep her from beating him, too. “I love you, Harker, that’s enough for me to remember every moment with you.”


  She smiled at him. “I’m sorry, I just don’t want you to miss one moment and this was our first memory that we took a photo of, Miklos, and it just felt right.”


  “I haven’t missed anything yet, Harker,” he said with a confused shake of his head. “I was right here, I took the picture,” he pointed out, not quite understanding where she was coming from and he knew it was in his voice.


  “I love photos, Miklos.” She hoped she could explain this right as they stepped out into the cold night air. “I love photos. To me it’s a way to hold on to the memory and I just wanted to be able to share that with you. To have that first photo you took of me have a nice memory attached.” Well not so nice since her home had just gone down into flames, but it was her memory and she demanded to feel it be a nice one.


  Shaking his head he closed the door and joined her in the chilly air. Pulling out the flashlight he passed it to her. “I still don’t get it, love. Pictures are just physical manifestations, a 2-D representation of a moment, a passing in time,” he said. “I’ve heard others say that they like to pull them out to refresh their memories but I just don’t get it. Besides, if you have the photo and e-mailed it to yourself then we have a copy right?” he asked, guiding her toward the back of the property. The pack hadn’t come out to greet them, not a good sign at all. “Keep the light on the path right in front of you and whatever you do, don’t swing it up and around or into my eyes,” he warned her.


  Harker nodded and kept the light down. “Would it be better if I turned it off?” she asked. “This is bad, isn’t it?” She made the logical jump in assumption.


  “When I tell you to turn it off will be soon enough,” he said softly as he scented the air and changed directions in midstride. Keeping her hand in his he moved in front of her so the glare of the light wouldn’t screw with his night vision. Stopping he turned his nose up and inhaled and then growled low, the sound dangerous and mean. “Turn the light off, Harker,” he said in a low tone as he began backing her up, not turning around, toward a tree. When he felt her stop against it he bent down. “Climb onto my back and when I stand I need you to pull yourself up into the tree, love,” he told her, his eyes sweeping in front of him. There was a wolf on the land that wasn’t part of his pack or any of his brothers’. It was an interloper and it had caused damage to a female. There were only three in his pack right then, two of which were pregnant, and he wasn’t going to let it hurt them or his own mate.


  The light was off and she stuffed it into her coat and did as he asked. “Miklos,” she whispered and then got onto his back and when he stood she grabbed the tree and pulled herself onto the lowest branch and then up one more branch, just to be sure. “What’s happening?” she whispered, fear clear in her voice. “Is our pack all right?” She hadn’t met any of them so far. However, she damn well had them as hers because they belonged to Miklos.


  Looking up at her he put his hand on her ankle and shook his head. “One of the females is hurt,” he said very softly. “Two are pregnant right now and if it’s one of them they could lose their pups. I need to check on them,” he told her as he shed his jacket and kicked off his boots. Passing them up to her he pulled off his clothes and handed them up as well. “Don’t you dare move until I come for you,” he warned and then, in the next breath he changed form, the familiar prickling and tingling a comfort across his flesh, and then he was on four paws shaking out his heavy fur.


  She watched him change and held the clothes close to her. “My god.” He was beautiful, spectacular really. She watched him as he loped off and then leaned against the tree trunk to wait for him to come back to her, for her. Her mind worried about the pups. She would be really upset if something happened to some little unborn wolf pups. They were babies even if they were animals.


  Moving carefully through his lands Miklos kept one ear pricked behind him and the other turned ahead as he jogged. Stopping when he heard just the barest sound of fur against bark he lowered himself slowly to his belly as his eyes scanned the dark. A whimper to his left caught his attention but he stayed still. She was alive which was a good thing, but there was an interloper on his lands that needed to be taken care of first.


  Another sound just ahead of him alerted him that he wasn’t alone. Narrowing his eyes so that he wouldn’t give his position away with the glow he kept them moving until…There, right there, he felt the growl building at the large shape that eased out of the undergrowth with blood on the pale fur. The large male was cautious but also a bit cocky in the fact that the pack was more concerned about protecting the female than coming after him. Why the pack hadn’t finished the bastard off worried Miklos to no end but he didn’t have time to think on it now. He needed to be ready.


  The wolf eased further out in the path and lifted his nose, scenting the air before turning to look toward the tree that Harker was in. Damn, should have moved her a little further downwind. Tensing Miklos waited as the wolf seemed to grin and then turned to stalk toward her. At the last instant as the large pale wolf passed him Miklos attacked. He went for the throat, knowing if he could get a hold he could choke the other wolf to death. Snarls and growls filled the no-longer-still air as claws slashed and teeth snapped.


  He knew the other wolf was getting in hits on him but Miklos had an opening and, with a snap of his jaw, caught the other wolf at the throat and bit down hard. Blood poured as the other beast fought him with everything he had knowing it was his last chance for life. Slowly, ever so slowly, the strength ebbed from the beast, but Miklos didn’t make the mistake of letting go until he was absolutely sure he was dead. It took a while, seconds, minutes, hell it could have been hours for all he knew, but eventually the large body became dead weight. Rolling aside Miklos changed and puked up all the blood, his body shuddering at the taste as he expelled all of it and everything else in his stomach.


  Panting he got to his feet and looked at the animal knowing he’d have to figure out later if it was a Wolf or a wild animal. Changing once more he rolled in the snow to get rid of as much of the blood as he could before he ran back to Harker and changed. “Toss me my jeans,” he called to her as he shivered in the chill.


  She tossed him his jeans and then boots with the socks in them. She was in shock. She had seen everything from her perch, the moon shining down on Miklos and making it as if he were in a spotlight. When the wolf had turned her way Harker had felt fear. Terrifying and real, it was there.


  He tugged on his pants with a wince as he felt the wounds on his legs, back, and shoulders tugging and bleeding even as he straightened from pulling on his boots. Taking his shirt he yanked it on with a hiss and, with a little more care, pulled on his jacket before looking up at her.


  Looking around once he was finished dressing she licked her lips. “Is it safe for me to come down, or do you need me to stay up here longer?” She could hear the whine of the female and wanted to do whatever she could to help. The cries from the female were almost tearing at her heartstrings.


  Shaking his head he held up his hands. “You can come down, love,” he said softly. Catching her as she slid down, he bit back a whimper of pure agony and quickly put her on her feet. “Come on, we need to go and check on her. She’s hurt badly. We may need to take her up to the house though to work on her.” Which was his next worry since he didn’t know if the pack would let him.


  “You’re hurt.” She could feel it in how he was holding her. She had noted the small nuances as he had pulled on his clothes and even though she couldn’t see him, she knew he was hurt. “Should we call in a vet maybe?” She stepped closer to him and lifted her hand. “What aren’t you telling me?”


  “No vet,” he told her, catching her hand before she touched him. “They won’t let anyone they don’t know touch them especially when injured. Frankly, I don’t even know if they’ll let me near her. Depending on how bad she is they may circle the wagons so to speak and keep us from her entirely. No matter what, do not approach her,” he warned softly. “Stay behind me unless I say otherwise and don’t run. That will just instigate their instinct to attack.”


  “Right, no running and I need to make sure that the nice wolves don’t take my throat out.” She smiled up at him and nodded. “I’m ready, Miklos, let’s go and see to our wolf and see if we can help her, shall we?” Her breathing was coming in short gasps. Fear and adrenaline were warring but she would do anything to help her family, and the wolves were her family.


  Chapter 21


  


  Tugging her to him even though it hurt, Miklos wrapped his arms around her. “Calm yourself, love,” he said softly against her ear. Kissing her neck gently he burrowed his face down until he found her mating mark with his lips and gently brushed back and forth over it. “Just breathe for a moment and relax,” he murmured as he rubbed her back, careful of her injury.


  His gentle and kind words were what she needed. She seemed to calm as he spoke to her, a whisper of a sound really to her ears that were thumping with the blood of her fear. She relaxed, however, calmed even as he rocked her.


  When he felt her relax and her breathing slowed to a more normal rate he stepped back and took her hand. “Come on, honey,” he said softly before guiding her toward where the pack was. After a few minutes he saw the first line of defense and stopped until he was greeted. Crouching he ran his hands through the wolf’s fur as the wolf nuzzled his face. “We’re here to help, buddy. No one’s taking our girl from us tonight, I promise,” he said and smiled when a wet tongue swiped his cheek. “That’s right,” he murmured before he slowly stood. “Lead us in, big guy,” he ordered, waving his hand in a silent signal all the wolves knew.


  Taking Harker’s hand in his again he followed the wolf, who led them through the lines of the pack to the center where the female was lying. What Miklos saw nearly had his heart stopping as he moved forward to greet the pack’s leader before kneeling by the female. “Oh baby,” he whispered, stroking her fur gently and scratching her cheek when she weakly licked his hand. “Harker, pass me the light, will you please,” he asked quietly as he surveyed the damage, but with her dark fur and the dark blood he really couldn’t tell what was really damage and what was just splatter.


  She pulled out the light and handed it over with shaky fingers. “I don’t want to turn it on because I don’t want to hurt them. I will trust you for this,” she said softly, her hand on his back. “Please tell me how I can help you, Miklos? I hate that she’s hurt. I want to help.”


  Hissing slightly he arched from her touch. “Crouch down here, love, and let her scent you,” he said through his teeth as he blinked back the pain he was feeling. Taking the light he turned it on and carefully checked her fur and the wounds underneath. “She’s got a couple cuts here that need stitches,” he said with a curse. “We’ll need to move her to the house,” he told her as she knelt at his side. “You’re going to have to lead the way, love. I’m going to have to carry her which means we’re going to have some wolves joining us inside.”


  “It doesn’t matter, love. All that matters is that we get her fixed up so that I can tend to your wounds.” She bent down at his side and offered her hand to the wolf, allowing it to sniff at her. When the wolf nuzzled against her hand and then licked it lightly before lying back down with a whimper she gave Miklos a hard and fast look. “Oh god, honey.” She felt tears falling. “Can we please, can we please hurry and get her there. I don’t care if the whole pack takes up residence in our home but we need to get her taken care of so that I can take care of you.”


  “Stand up slowly, love,” he told her as he moved so that he could pick up the wolf. Gently as he could he lifted her and paused when one of the younger males growled in warning at her whimper of pain. Looking to the wolf Miklos held his gaze until the younger animal looked away understanding just who was in charge. “Go, love, nice and slow since I can’t see around her bulk,” he said. He softly spoke to the pregnant wolf, assuring her that she’d be fine and that her babies would be just fine, too.


  She moved up slowly and then toward the house very slowly, each step aching as she took it but she knew that she had to move slowly. “I feel like I am running a marathon,” she confessed as she heard the sound of all the paws coming toward them and with them. “Walking this slowly, it’s the oddest thing to feel as if I am running, when we are only walking.”


  “I know, but we can’t move too quickly,” he said softly as they made their way up onto the deck. “We’ll leave the door open and do this in the kitchen I think,” he told her. “Can you go to the hall closet and grab the dark-blue sheets?” he asked as he eased through the door, around her, and moved to the table. “We’ll lay her on them and keep her covered with them as I work on her.”


  She moved to the closet and pulled out the sheets he had asked her to bring forward. When she had the table covered she looked around and saw several of the males around and watching intently. “Why didn’t they take out the intruder, Miklos?”


  “They did him some damage but would have pulled back when he took off to guard her. Since she’s pregnant with the big guy’s pups their primary concern would have been watching out for her. They knew I’d be back eventually and if I hadn’t taken care of him one of them would have while I watched her,” he told her as he gently laid the female down on the table. Murmuring to her softly she watched as he stroked her fur before looking to her. “In the master bath under the counter is a big-ass first-aid kit in a black bag. Grab it all please,” he requested.


  Harker nodded. “Is it all right if I run up the hall?” She was out of her element and she wanted to run. She wanted to race through the house and back to him. She hated that the she-wolf was hurting and so injured.


  “As long as you don’t start running until you are out of the room,” he told her with another look to her. “They won’t hurt you, love, but they are on edge so let’s not take any chances.” He was nervous as well having all the wolves in the house, well, most of them. He never let them inside so he wasn’t sure how they’d react to anything.


  She nodded and turned, walking slowly from the room and as soon as she was out of their line of sight she took off at a run for the medical kit in their bedroom. She paused as she pulled the kit out and holding it close ran back toward the kitchen and slowed when she got there, walking in sedately. “I have the medical kit, Miklos, where do you want it?”


  “Over at my side,” he told her softly as he slowly pushed out a chair for her. “Open it up,” he said once she’d sat it down. “I need you to pull on a pair of gloves, unwrap the hooked needle in the blue package, and thread it with the thread that’s on the yellow spool. Give me a good length, about a foot long,” he said and, keeping one hand on the wolf, reached into the bag to pull out a tube of antiseptic. “Once you’ve done that, unwrap a needle and grab the little bottle in the fridge with the white label in the butter section on the door.”


  She smiled as she looked at him and then nodded. “You do know that as a fireman I do have some medical training as well and I could be helpful if you wanted,” she said as she licked her lips as she threaded the needle and laid the utensils out like a well-placed surgery.


  “Sorry, just a little freaked out right now,” he told her with a half grin before it slid away. Wiping his forehead on his upper arm he let out a sigh. “You’ll need five cc’s in the needle and then you’ll pinch the skin at her neck to give it to her there. It’ll be enough to relax her and keep her still while we stitch her up, but won’t put her right out.”


  She nodded and then, ensuring the needle had no air bubbles in it, pinched the skin at her neck and soothed her. “I’m sorry, mamacita. We need to do this so that you don’t hurt for a little while, love.” Her voice was calming and assuring. “Miklos is going to fix you right up, darling, so that when your pups are born we will be able to have them falling all over us, all right, sweetheart?”


  Glancing to her Miklos smiled softly. “See, darling, I told you she’d be the best mate ever,” he said softly to the wolf. Stroking her fur lightly he listened carefully to her breathing and heart rate. When it was low enough and steady he straightened up slowly. “All right, can you clean the wounds and talk to her? I need to wash up and then we’re going to stitch her up and get her settled.”


  She nodded and as she began to clean the wounds she spoke softly to the injured wolf, her tone soothing and calming even as she cleaned. “He is a wonderful mate. I only hope that I can live up to being as nice as he is.”


  Starting at her words he frowned as he washed her hands. “I think that I’m the one that has so much to live up to,” he told her with a smile. Grabbing a towel he dried his hands as he moved back to her. Kissing her neck gently he rubbed his cheek over hers. “I love you, Harker, and if anyone’s the better half in this relationship it’s most definitely you, my love.”


  She shook her head and smiled. “I love you, too, Miklos, let’s get our girl here sewn up and then later we can lay in bed and tell each other how much we mean to each other but right now we have too many of our family here watching us.” She smiled at him and then turned her attention back to the injured wolf.


  “You want to stitch?” he asked her. At her look he rolled his eyes. “Fine, make me the bad guy.” He took out the scissors and snipped away at her fur carefully around the wounds. He got as close as he could before pulling out a razor and scraping, very, very carefully at the stubble. Rinsing everything clean with straight saline he took a breath. “All right, love, I need to you to keep her calm and to hold the light for me. I’m going to try and make these as small and shallow as I can so she’ll heal faster. If she starts trying to get up you’ll need to give her another two cc’s of the drug, no more than that. I can’t chance her having a reaction to any more especially with the pups.”


  Harker nodded and stroked the wolf’s head as she kept close to her and spoke lightly, gently. She felt for the poor animal. No one and nothing deserved the marks that she held, especially not a pregnant someone or something. “We don’t want to chance too much of the drug because of your pups, darling.” She said when the wolf whined, “We need to make sure that we take just enough of the edge off so that it doesn’t hurt too much but not enough to hurt your pups. That’s right. See, I told you that Miklos would take care of you, sweetie.”


  Listening to Harker speaking, Miklos began to stitch the three deepest gashes in the wolf’s side. The other one was pretty shallow so he’d leave it alone and give it a second cleaning before he bandaged her up. “Once I’m done we’ll need to set her up a shelter close to the house. I’m sure she’ll stick near for a couple days if for no other reason than she knows we’ll check on her. After that we’ll just have to hope that she takes it easy.”


  “We should likely try to wrap the injuries as well, Miklos. Taping them wouldn’t last and just cause her more hurt and pain when she tears them off with her teeth.” Because she knew that if she was all hairy and had to have something taped onto her body, she would be a very unhappy being.


  “I will, I’ve got wide gauze wrap in here that I’ll use. It’s designed to tear away easily and won’t get stuck in the wounds or irritate the stitches. The stitches are the dissolving kind so I won’t worry about them. Big thing though is getting antibiotics into her but I don’t think I’m going to have enough for a daily dose beyond tomorrow.”


  “I can call in a favor and ask to have some sent to us or we can pick it up tomorrow.” She knew several doctors, vets, and a whole gamut of medical professionals, many of whom owed her favors in a major way. “We will make sure that she and her pups heal and are well.” She stroked her hand over the she-wolf’s head and scratched under her ear as she spoke.


  “We’ll have to get some vitamins for her, too, something she’ll be thrilled with.” He rolled his eyes at that, remembering the first couple weeks of her pregnancy. “She really, really hates me trying to sneak anything past her. She is the only animal I know that can find a pill in a marrow bone, eat all the bone around it, and spit the pill out just as perfect as it went in.”


  “We can always ask for injections of vitamins for her as well as the antibiotic.” She was calculating just how many injections the wolf might allow them to give her and realized she had actually taken the first one fairly all right. “Which one is her mate, Miklos? I’m surprised that he isn’t all but sitting on top of her to watch us care for her.”


  “The one that’s about two feet to my left and just slightly behind me,” he told her as he focused on his stitches, trying to make them nice and tight. What he didn’t mention was that the wolf in question was in the best position to take Miklos down and have him by his throat before he could make a sound.


  “Right, behind you and watching over his mate.” She wouldn’t expect anything less from a wolf than to watch over and protect his mate from the best position available. She used some of the saline and poured it over the wound that Miklos was stitching. “You were losing sight of the wound with the blood, honey, sorry.”


  Looking up he smiled slowly. “Thank you, love,” he said softly, leaning in to steal a quick kiss before bending back over his work. Rolling his shoulders he cut the thread and went to work on the last of the deep cuts. Feeling the wolf’s body tense he stopped. “Give her the second shot, Harker,” he told her softly, remaining still, the thread slack so he didn’t pull until she was relaxed again.


  Harker grabbed the needle and soon had it depressed into the wolf’s neck. A smile on her lips, she rubbed at the wolf’s neck and massaged the medication in. “Go ahead, Mik. She’s relaxed more now, honey. You should be able to finish but you will have to hurry, all right?”


  “Last one,” he said gently, stroking her fur lightly. “I promise, Mommy, after this I’m all done. We’ll get you bandaged up and give you someplace warm to sleep inside tonight. Tomorrow you can go out and do what you need to, but tonight you’re staying put so I can make sure you don’t pull these stitches.” Going back to work he stitched and tied at a faster pace knowing that he didn’t have a lot of time before she would want to move. Tying off the end he cut the last thread before grabbing the saline bottle to wash off the wounds. Looking around he frowned. “In the bag there should be a tube of salve,” he said.


  She turned and grabbed the bag closer and as she rummaged felt one of the wolves come close to her and brush against her knee. “Don’t worry. I’m just looking for some salve so that we don’t let the bandages get stuck to her wounds. She will be fine, I promise.” She didn’t reach out, didn’t dare to with the blood on her hands. “Here it is.” She tugged it out along with the bandages and tape. “All right, here we are.”


  Taking the salve he spread a good amount over the wounds before taking the gauze pads and laying them over the wounds. Tearing off the gloves he looked to her. “I’ll lift her if you’ll wrap the gauze roll around her and the bandages.”


  Harker nodded and since she didn’t have on gloves she scratched the wolf’s head once more before switching places with Miklos. “All right, on three.” She counted down and when he lifted her she began to quickly, efficiently roll the gauze. She had years of practice with medical training and was able to make quick work of everything. Finally done she tugged off some of the tape, stuck it over the wounds, and rubbed her belly gently. “There you are, love.”


  Laying the wolf down Miklos gently stroked her fur. “Stay with her for a moment while I set up a bed for her and her mate.” Kissing the top of the wolf’s head he murmured softly to her for a time before moving down the hall. Grabbing an old comforter he pulled out the mat he had around for all the birthings, knowing that with the scent of pack on it she’d be more comfortable. Carrying it to the living room he settled everything by the fireplace before starting up a low fire. “We’ll have to keep the fire going. I don’t want her cold tonight,” he commented to Harker as he returned to pick up the wolf and looked to her mate. “Come on, big guy. Let’s get you both settled so the others can ensure all is well before they head out for the night.”


  “We can sleep down here on the couches with them, Mik. That way if they need us, we will be here.” Harker smiled at him and watched as all the wolves shifted around them. “They aren’t all going to stay in here tonight, are they?”


  Shaking his head as he eased as carefully as he could to his knees he laid down the wolf and adjusted the comforter to support her head at the right angle. Moving back he stepped out of the way as he went to Harker. “No, they’ll assure themselves for a few minutes that she’s all right. Then they’ll leave but they’ll stay close to house for the night or as long as we need to keep her inside. Her mate will stay with her though,” he said softly, wrapping his arms around her.


  “All right, honey.” She laid her head on his shoulder and sighed. “We will still sleep on the couches because I don’t want to be far from her right now, darling, all right?” She was worried about the wolf and her puppies, very much so.


  “We won’t be far,” he promised softly to her. “Why don’t you pull the comforter off the bed and I’ll drag the cushions onto the floor for a bed?” he suggested, stroking back her hair gently. Kissing her cheek he looked up at the first soft whine. “Looks like they are ready to head out. Go and get the blankets, love,” he said before letting her go to let out the wolves.


  She moved through the halls and toward their bedroom. She pulled off their comforter and pillows and with those in hand she dragged them into their living room. “I think it’s funny, Mik, you are putting us on the floor instead of the couch.” And she wasn’t complaining either. “I’m glad you did, I didn’t want to sleep without you holding me.”


  “Actually,” he commented as he shut the door after the last wolf, “I was a little more concerned about getting pushed off in the middle of the night should you want more space.” Moving to her with a grin he pulled the cushions off both couches and took the comforter from her to spread it over them. “It won’t be super comfortable but it’ll do for tonight.”


  “It doesn’t matter. All that matters is that we are here for them if they need us.” She watched as the alpha curled up protectively and carefully around his mate, his tongue lapping at her even as he watched everything around them. “He loves her. I never thought wolves could have such love, but he does, doesn’t he?”


  “Wolves are extremely family oriented. It’s part of their strength,” he told her as he shook out the second comforter and spread it out before taking the pillows and tossing them down. “They mate for life and it is love. If their mate dies they mourn deeply, often leaving the pack behind if it’s strong enough to survive. If it’s not they will remain until a new alpha can be chosen or until the pack is strong enough. They eventually die of a broken heart from the loss,” he said, turning to look at her.


  She moved to him and touched him lightly. “That’s how I feel about you, Miklos. If anything happened to you it would kill me.” Her fingers stroked over his hair. “I love you, Miklos, deep and real and if you ever were lost to me it would literally kill me.”


  Pulling her closer he kissed her. “Me, too, love,” he breathed out, but he was willing to go through that for hurting her as he had, big noble ass that he was. “Go and get ready for bed. I’ll stay here until you get back and we’ll switch,” he told her as he stroked her hair gently.


  “All right.” She leaned into his touch and nodded before sighing and standing up. “I won’t be long, I’m going to steal a pair of your boxers and a T-shirt to sleep in because I don’t feel comfortable sleeping naked with our friends here.” Strange, she could sleep nude with him any day of the week but any other eyes around and suddenly she was Modest Mary.


  Chuckling he nodded. “Kind of like having the relatives eyeballing you, isn’t it?” he asked in a teasing tone. “Go ahead and swipe whatever works for you, love. Hurry though, they won’t sleep as long as we’re awake and she really needs rest more than anything else.”


  “All right, I will be right back.” She walked out of the room but ran down the hall. Quickly she found a pair of what looked to be ancient boxers and an old SWAT T-shirt. Pulling them on and tugging her hair up quickly and knotting it she once more ran down the hall, but slowed to walk back. “All right, your turn, darling.” And the bed he made looked so appealing on so many levels. She was exhausted. Too much had happened that day and she was more than ready for sleep.


  Moving slowly he kissed her. “Climb on in, love, I’ll be back in a little while,” he said. “I’m going to shower before joining you.” Rubbing her back lightly he moved past her toward the bedroom.


  She watched him as he left and took the side of the cushions closest to the couches. That way he was between her and the wolves for both their peace of mind and hers as well. Covering up she closed her eyes for just a moment, but instead was out cold.


  Coming back out in an old shirt and a pair of ratty shorts he stopped when he saw she was asleep. Shaking his head he added another log to the fire before checking on the wolf female. “Looking good, little mother,” he said softly as he stroked her fur. “Get some sleep and we’ll give you a big meal in the morning.” Patting the alpha’s head he moved to the cushions and lay down. Carefully he rolled Harker toward him as he settled down. “I love you, Harker,” he murmured softly as he stroked her hair even as he slid deep into sleep.


  Chapter 22


  


  She was in his arms. Even in their dream she was in his arms and they were in front of a fire. A smile caressed her lips. “I love you, Miklos. I’m sorry I didn’t last long enough to tell you, darling.”


  Nuzzling her neck he shook his head. “Don’t worry about it, love. You have had a rough day. You need sleep more than anything else, darling.” Rubbing her arms lightly he hugged her a bit tighter. “How are you doing?” he asked softly.


  “I am doing well. I feel for the wolf and her cubs,” she whispered and looked up at him. “Everything was lost and then we come home to see that one of our wolves was hurt. I don’t like this day, Miklos, so tomorrow needs to be better. Promise me it will be?”


  “I’ll do my best to make it better,” he promised her softly, lifting a hand to stroke her hair gently. Kissing her cheek he sat back and just held her as he stared into the flames of the fireplace in their dreams. “Why did you choose here, love?” he asked curiously.


  “I guess because I want to be close to our wolves even in our dreams.” She blushed and shrugged. “We can go somewhere else if you would rather?”


  “No,” He shook his head and squeezed her gently. “I like that you want to be close to them even here. And it’s a peaceful enough setting,” he told her softly as he stoked her arm gently.


  “It is, isn’t it?” She leaned against him and breathed in the scent of the fire. “I have always loved fire. That’s why I got into being a firefighter, because I love fire and it was that or become a firebug, which I didn’t want to do.”


  “I’d say you made the better of the two choices.” He chuckled softly. “I’ve personally always found it interesting. What makes it burn certain colors, what one can add to it or take away without destroying the basic principal of what fire is. Me personally, I hate puzzles, always have, they get under my skin and drive me crazy. I literally will not sleep if I can’t solve something. That’s why I got into police work. Someone needs to be able to figure out the clues left behind by the victims and give them the answers they and their families need.”


  Harker grinned and looked up. “You sound like Desi. She hates puzzles with a passion. I have never in my life met someone who hated puzzles more than her. She rips the crosswords to shreds when she sees them. I mean she hates puzzles.” Something else her best friend and mate had in common.


  “I burn mine,” he told her softly with a shrug. “If I see you with a crossword I will have to spank your bottom right after I toss it into the fireplace and light it with lots and lots of lighter fluid,” he told her. “I hate the damned things, crosswords, puzzles in any form or shape, I hate.”


  She shivered. “I think I will get them just so that you can spank me, Miklos.” She would like that, a great deal. “I would love to have your large hands spanking me, telling me to do more and more, all while I am taking you into my mouth.” Oh god she felt the burning liquid heat pooling between her thighs, her pussy starting to throb.


  Shivering at her words he bit her neck gently. “You have a deliciously wicked mind and are going to cause me to have a permanent erection for the rest of my life. Personally, while it will be uncomfortable, I don’t give a damn, but I think the other officers on the force may have an issue with it.”


  “How about I just give you these images and thoughts while we are home alone together?” Her hands moved down his chest and to his jutting cock. “I really, really want to do this. I know we are dreaming but I need you even in our dreams, Miklos.”


  “I’m yours, Harker. Do with me as you wish,” he told her even as he stretched out, changing positions just to give her more room. “Come on, love, give me some of those images that will torture me when I’m supposed to be working.” He grinned.


  She turned so that she was facing his feet. Her hand wrapped around his cock and she let out a low, throaty groan. “Steel wrapped in a hot velvet casing, you are magnificent, Miklos.” She took a deep breath, a shiver working through her. Then with slow and deliberate actions she stroked her tongue from the very base of him to the very tip. She moved down the one side and back up the other.


  “Holy mother of god,” he moaned out, his back arching up as every bit of his breath escaped his lungs. Groaning as his muscles quaked he knew this was now in his top five images to pull out while working when he wanted to think of her. Carefully he slid his hand over her spine remembering, barely, that in reality she was still injured and he couldn’t just grab her like he normally would.


  She grinned, knowing that she was doing something right for him to lose a little of his iron control. This time when she came back up the shaft her tongue circled the head of him, toyed over the dome, and licked in the small white line of pre-cum that had seeped out of the opening on top. “I can’t have you come inside of my mouth, so warn me?” She was afraid that even in her dream if he came he would swell, so she asked, only a half a second before she took him into her mouth and began to bob her head on him, licking and sucking as if eating a lollipop.


  All he managed was a choking sound that might have been agreement, but he knew it was because his eyes had just crossed and his toes had curled as she practically sucked his brain out. Reaching down he laced his fingers in her hair trying to remember to not pull, to hold her carefully the whole time, but he really wasn’t sure if he was achieving it or not.


  She moved on him faster, then slow and then faster once more. Her hands fondled his ballsack as she moved and then he felt his cock begin to swell ever so slightly. She moved her mouth to just the head of his shaft and suckled him hard as her tongue toyed with the dome of his cock and her hand moved fast up and down the length of him.


  “Harker,” he croaked out as he swelled fast at the new teasing, his only warning a slight tug to her hair, gentle and, hopefully, nothing to set off her reaction. With her teeth where they were he was so not chancing that happening. Moaning loudly he arched up and came, her name a hoarse cry on his lips.


  She backed off with him so that he didn’t plunge his cock deep into her throat and let her hands pump hard and fast, up and down as she drank every drop of him in. When he had tugged her hair it shifted something inside of her and she came with a moan that vibrated down the shaft of his cock.


  She couldn’t drink in everything. His seed kept coming and coming so she pulled off and collapsed up beside him once more, her hand still on his cock and covering them both with his seed. She grinned as she looked up at him. “Did I do good?” She so had to try this when they were awake. It was necessary.


  “Uh,” he grunted as his body jolted again spouting more of his seed out. Finally he lay still and groaned. “I think you killed me,” he said in a weak and shaky tone. “We have got to try that when we’re both awake,” he said, speaking aloud the thought she’d had without realizing it, his lips curling in a big grin.


  “I was just thinking the same thing.” Her leg came up and crossed over his, his heavy ballsack laying against her thigh even as her hand stayed on his cock to semicontrol where his semen landed. “I love you, Miklos.”


  Shifting slightly he looked at her. “Are you okay, love?” he asked, stroking his fingers gently through her hair. “You look…” He paused and shrugged. “I don’t want to say confused, but it’s almost like that.”


  “I think it is because I am.” She laid her head back on his shoulder and nuzzled there lightly. “I came when you tugged on my hair. You are stroking it now and all I want to do is curl up with you and purr and ask for more.”


  He froze. “I never meant to pull your hair, Harker,” he said softly to her as he began to stroke her hair again even more gently than before. “I’m sorry if it brought up any bad memories, love. You know I don’t want you to hurt that way.”


  “It didn’t, Miklos,” she said and looked up at him, her hands stacked on his belly. “Didn’t you hear me?” A grin was on her face as she asked. “When you tugged my hair, I came with you. I didn’t before that but when you did that, it sent me into outer space, Miklos.”


  “So that’s a good thing right?” he asked hesitantly as he watched her. At her nod and smile he let out a breath of relief. “I didn’t mean to do it, but I’m glad that you at least got some joy from it.”


  “I know you didn’t.” She placed his hand back on her hair. “You are erasing the pain, Miklos. Don’t stop, please never stop?” she asked quietly as she watched him watching her. “I love you and I want to be able to have all of the touches that you wish to give me.”


  Nodding he pulled her closer and kissed her. “Slowly though,” he murmured against her mouth. “One step at a time until I know you’re okay with everything I am.”


  She nodded her acceptance and kissed him, her lips brushing over his before pulling back. “I’m sorry.” She had drunk his seed down. She was sure he wouldn’t want a kiss, but he had just kissed her. “Why did you kiss me?” Her confusion was there and clear. She didn’t understand why he would kiss her after she had just been drinking him down. She had heard enough from the firehouse to know that men didn’t like to kiss their women after they had come, but he had kissed her. She didn’t understand it.


  Frowning at her he shook his head. “Why wouldn’t I kiss you, love?” he asked softly. “I happen to love kissing you, Harker. So unless you want me to stop, which I’d have to deter you from bringing up, I’m going to continue to.”


  “No, I never want you to stop.” She bit her lip and added, “I’ve just heard the men at the house saying more than once that as soon as they come inside of their partners’ mouths, they won’t kiss them. I’ve always found that strange, but they said they didn’t like to taste themselves.” Sounded petty to her, but who was she to say otherwise? “So I just, I know I shouldn’t assume, but I did.”


  Rolling over with her gently so he didn’t repeat the action where they were actually sleeping he kissed her again and again, each deeper and more intense than the last. “I love you, Harker,” he murmured. “I want to kiss you all the time but I think having you attached at my hip would seriously mess with my work.”


  “I think it would, especially when I go back to work.” Which she had decided would only be part time. She wanted a life with Miklos and that was hard when she was gone seventy-two hours at a time, home for twenty-four, gone for seventy-two. “But I will always be here for when you need a kiss. Even if you need one and you are working, call me and I will come to you because I need them as well.”


  “I’ll just come to you,” he told her with a grin. “You can let me slide down the pole and then we can make out in a supply closet somewhere. Or”—he had a thought and chuckled—“you can come to the station and I can arrest you and give you a strip search,” he suggested, licking his lips.


  “Down boy,” she said, grinning, but the whole idea had a hell of an appeal. “We don’t want to really be arrested, Miklos. We will figure it all out. I promise we will find a way to be together, honey.” Even if she had to kill someone they would find a way.


  Snorting at her he shook his head. “No one’s going to arrest us. Hell, I look at them and they start looking around for the tranquilizer guns.” That pissed him off, too. One of these days they’d annoy him more than enough and he’d just shoot their asses, see how they liked it. “I just hate the thought of not seeing you throughout the day,” he told her softly. “Not being able to touch you or assure myself you’re just fine.” Hell, his head was already starting to play tricks on him. God only knew how much worse it would get once they had to be separated for a time.


  “I know and I am going to hate it as well, Miklos, but we have to do what we have to do.” Her hands moved over him as she snuggled closer. “We have cell phones, we can call each other any time we want, you can come by the house and we can have coffee or I can show you what we do on our off time and it won’t be long. I will go part-time because I know that I can’t do three nights sleeping without you beside me, even if we do have our dreams together.”


  He hadn’t even thought about her rotating schedule and groaned. “God that would be killer. Not being able to hold you I mean,” he said at her look. “I like to be able to hold you. I need to be able to hold you when we are sleeping even if all we do is sleep and just talk in the dreams.” He’d go insane likely if he couldn’t touch and hold her every night. “But I don’t want you putting your career on hold or letting it slide just because of it, Harker. You’ve worked hard to get where you are and I don’t want that taken from you.” He’d just have to make do.


  “I have worked hard for where I am now yes, and I love my job but, Miklos…” She made him look at her and smiled as she stroked her fingers over his cheeks and neck. “I love you more, Miklos.” And that was really all there was to that.


  “I love you, too, honey, so as long as you’re happy I’ll keep my mouth shut about it,” he promised her. But he knew it would eat at him anyway, knowing she was giving up her career for him. True, in the past it was common practice, but he had never been one of those males that would ever demand that of their mate. He wanted her to have something that was strictly and all hers.


  “Besides, I’m not giving it completely up, Miklos. I will just pull the twenty-four on and seventy-two off instead of the seventy-two on and twenty-four off.” She patted his chest. “I adore you completely but I would go nuts if I wasn’t working.” Which was the truth. However, when they had kids, well she would worry about that later.


  “I just want you to be happy, Harker,” he told her again, stroking her arm in a mindless, slightly distracted manner. “I don’t want to be the reason you give up something so good and right. I know that makes no sense really but I do mean it. You need to have something all your own and I don’t want to be the reason you’re leaving it behind.”


  “I know, honey, I really do know that and I appreciate that you want me to be happy.” She pinched him, however, in their dream. “I do have something all my own, Miklos. Stop thinking that you are ruining my life because you aren’t. I’m more than happy to give up this to be with you. You are worth more than anything to me, Miklos. Career be damned, your love, being with you, that is what makes me happy.”


  Wincing at the pinch he rubbed at the spot and glared at her. “That wasn’t nice,” he told her. Rolling her over he kissed her and bit her lip. “If you ever want more, tell me. Don’t be unhappy and dissatisfied silently, Harker. This is a partnership and I can’t bear the thought of hurting you like that. Talk to me, baby,” he whispered, brushing his lips down her neck. “I love to hear your voice and hear your ideas and thoughts.”


  “I will always talk to you.” She wrapped a leg around his hips and tugged him closer. “Right now though you need to wake up and check the fire. I feel cold.” She hated to push him away when she needed him, but she was freezing and waking up anyway.


  Kissing her softly he nodded and pulled from the dream to wake. Looking over his shoulder he cursed softly and rolled from her. Moving to the fire he threw another log on and carefully encouraged it to build up again. Putting on another he sat and waited for it all to catch before moving back to the pallet of cushions on the floor.


  She reached up for him and smiled. “How are the mother and the alpha?” she whispered sleepily and frowned when she couldn’t see their forms in the darkness. “They are still here, aren’t they?”


  Nodding he kissed her softly. “They’re still there, love, just laying on their sides sleeping. Mother is doing fine. Her breathing is nice and even and the big guy just kind of gave me a look before going back to sleep.” Looking down into her eyes he rubbed his nose against hers. “You should be asleep, too, babe,” he pointed out gently.


  “Sleep doesn’t appeal until you’re holding me again, Mik,” she murmured and opened the blanket to him, silently begging him to come back to her, come back and sleep with her and be with her. “Come sleep with me?”


  Sliding under the blankets he gathered her into his arms. “Why didn’t you just say so?” he asked with a smile, rubbing her back. “I love you, baby. I will always and gladly hold you while we sleep. I need to feel you against my side just as much if not more than you need me.”


  “Then don’t argue with me when I go to part time with the firehouse after I go back, Miklos. You understand how I feel and that I need to have you holding me as often as possible.” She smiled and snuggled closer. “Besides, what happens when we get pregnant?”


  The shift in conversation confused him completely. “What?!” he squawked out in a startled tone. “What do you mean when you, we, you, we…” He shook his head. “When we get pregnant I mean? What are you talking about that for already?” he asked, trying to get past his shock.


  She frowned and looked at him. “You don’t want children?” she whispered, feeling an ache in the center of her chest. “I had thought you wanted to have children?” Now she was lost, very much so.


  Chapter 23


  


  “Of course I want kids, but you throw out the word babies when we’re talking about you going back only part-time to the house. It was a complete one-eighty, love, and I’m just trying to keep up with it is all. I love kids, I want babies with you, lots of babies, but where did that come out in the conversation?” he asked her, pulling her close for a kiss.


  “When we do have babies I want to leave working altogether and I think that is why I brought that up. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to confuse or lose you, honey.” She patted his chest and smiled. “I do love you, however, Miklos, and if and when we get pregnant it will be wonderful indeed.”


  Staring at her he shook his head. “When you change topics like that next time, damn well explain where you’re going with it please. You had me scared, Harker,” he said softly, pulling her closer to him. “And when we have babies we will worry about it all then. Until then we have all the time in the world to figure out everything.”


  “I agree completely, Miklos. We will worry about that when it is time to worry. Right now it’s just time for us.” She smiled up at him and nodded. “I have some time to figure things out while I heal. When I go back to work it will be with a clear choice we have both made together, Miklos.”


  “All right then,” he said softly before moving and settling at her side so he didn’t crush her with his weight. Pulling her gently into his arms he nibbled on her shoulder. “You should sleep some more, love,” he told her as he glanced over her head, to the wolves. “They’re both asleep and we need to get some more, too. Sleep please,” he said, stroking her hair, gently pressing a kiss to her neck.


  She nodded and yawned. “All right.” She rubbed her cheek to his chest. “Love you, Miklos,” she whispered for a moment before giving up and falling deeply asleep.


  “I love you, too, Harker,” he murmured, holding her to him, his fingers stroking through her hair gently. Breathing her in he closed his eyes and let himself fall into sleep with the feeling of her hair slipping through his fingers like satin ribbons.


  She turned and ran to him. The storms overhead were riotous. “Miklos.” She was afraid. This wasn’t a dream, it was a nightmare, and she trapped him there with her, or he her. No matter how hard she ran she couldn’t quite reach him. Tears ran down her face as she heard the growls and snaps so close to her heels. “Please.” Her hands stretched out, reaching for him and knowing that once he held her again it would be okay. It had to be okay.


  Stunned at the violence of the dream they were in Miklos grabbed Harker when he found her and pulled her up hard against his chest. Holding her he let out a warning growl, the sound deep and evil in tone as he stared at whatever was trying to pull her apart. When the growls faded he pressed a kiss to her cheek. “Shh, love, I’ve got you,” he whispered softly against her cheek as he rocked her back and forth.


  “Whose nightmare is this?” she whispered. “Never let me go, Miklos, I need you too much. Please never let me go.”


  “Not happening,” he murmured, looking around and then he knew. “Oh god,” he breathed, his knees feeling weak. “It’s not a nightmare, Harker, it’s a memory.” Swallowing hard he looked to the tree line not far from them and then up to the sliver of moon. “Mine to be exact,” he whispered in horror.


  “What is it?” she whispered as she turned to place herself between him and whatever pain was waiting for him. “What is happening, Miklos? Please talk to me?”


  Swallowing again he looked around and pulled her closer. “We were on the run,” he said softly, half-afraid of what was going to happen and soon. “The rebels were close this night and we all got separated from one another. But we knew where to meet up again. Unfortunately they called out the hunters to track us. We were too young to take them all on,” he told her, trying not to hyperventilate. “Laszlo took out the two that cornered him and then went to help Ben, Kris, and Janos. But they couldn’t find me right away, the hunter’s scents masking mine as they tracked me.”


  Looking around he backed her to a tree and pressed his forehead to hers as he closed his eyes and fought to get out of the nightmare. “The scar on my thigh is from them,” he told her. “It sliced through the major artery in my leg, and only out of pure luck did my brothers find me in time. I had six Wolves on my ass, one got in a lucky swipe with his claws. After that I went down. I couldn’t fight. All I could do was try to keep from bleeding out.”


  She held onto him and then let her hands move to his cheeks, lightly caressing and saying, “I’m here with you, Miklos. I promise you that I won’t let them hurt you again.” She promised him as her hands gently moved over his arms and shoulders. “You got away from them, they found you in time, and I will never let you be lost again, Miklos, I swear it.” They had GPS nowadays and she could somehow figure how to place it on him so that if he did get lost, she would always be able to find him.


  “Just hold me,” he breathed out softly, wrapping his arms around her even tighter. He felt the Wolves getting closer and knew what was coming. “When I let you go, run,” he whispered against her ear. “The dream always ends the same way. I’ll be fine and I’ll wake up soon enough. But I can’t have them focus on you, not here, not now, not now,” he repeated. “I’ve just found you. I can’t lose you now.”


  “You aren’t going to lose me.” She was crying even in reality. “Please don’t ask me to leave you, Miklos, wake up. Wake up now and be with me.” She begged him as she clenched him tightly, “I can’t run from you, not when all I want to do is protect you. Please don’t ask this of me.”


  “I can’t, I’ve never been able to wake up before it’s over,” he whispered to her. Cupping her face he kissed her tears away, brushing his lips back and forth. “It’s bloody, love,” he warned softly. “If you stay you need to remember this is from the past. When we do wake it won’t be real, you can’t react like it is.”


  “It’s real enough to you and so to me as well,” she whispered softly and kissed him back. “I love you, Miklos. Move to a good dream with me, and force the memory away?” She was reaching, clutching at straws and she knew it.


  “I’m trying,” he told her with frustration in his voice. The damned nightmare didn’t want to let him go. It was always that way. Growling as he heard the wolves approaching with blood on their minds he shifted to protect her from the oncoming attack. “Help me, Harker. Give me something, anything to focus on to break through this please,” he begged her.


  She moved to him and wrapped herself around him. “Me, focus on me. On us, on our pallet and in front of the fire.” And then, then she did the only thing she could think of and kissed him. She moved so that her body was between him and the oncoming hunters, more than willing to take the pain in the dream if it shielded him and kissed him. Her body poured out all the want, desire, and need, but more than that, love. “Wake up and make love with me,” she said against his lips.


  The thought of the hunters closing in and her resolve to take the brunt snapped him from the dream faster than anything else could have even though he knew they’d just pass through her to get to him logically. The soft promise of her body, though, made the sudden waking less jarring. “Harker,” he croaked her name as he turned his head to see if she was awake.


  Her eyes opened with a blurring sensation and then she grinned as she moved closer to him, her mouth closing over his as she pressed ever closer to him desperately. No words were given, just the feel of her body pressing to his, the touch of her hands into his hair tugging him closer.


  Groaning softly he kissed her back, slipping his leg up between hers to press against her hot pussy. Sliding his hands down to her bottom he worked the shirt up and the over her head eventually. Pulling her back to him he avoided her mouth and took her breast into his, suckling hard at her soft flesh.


  She tugged the blankets so that they covered them, still too aware of the wolves before the fire. She moaned loudly when he took the aching peak into his mouth and rubbed her hands down to the band of his shorts and slipped her fingers in, tugging him closer. “Shorts,” she whispered needing to feel him naked against her.


  Growling he let her go only long enough to get rid of his clothing and hers and then tugged her back to him and put his mouth right back to where it had been. Nibbling on her flesh as he tugged her over him, he ensured she was covered knowing the alpha was watching them with interest, damned voyeuristic wolf.


  Her hand moved between them, her fingers closing around his aching erection with a slow slide. She lifted her hips and with a gentle hand settled her pussy over him with a moan of pleasure. “Miklos,” she breathed roughly. “Harder.” She began to move on his cock, carefully holding the blanket over them as she rode him.


  Growling softly so as to not alarm the wolves Miklos sucked on her flesh, letting it slide slowly free as he scraped it with his teeth and repeated. Cupping her ass he helped her to move so that she wouldn’t hurt herself. Shifting slightly he took her other breast and pulled her down closer to him as he watched her face.


  Biting her lip she rode his cock harder and faster until finally she clenched and shuddered around him. “Miklos.” She said his name on a breath of need, pleasure, and complete happiness. “Come with me,” she begged softly before she bit down hard on her lip and arched her back, her climax coming hard and fast.


  Growling he let go of her breast as he arched up into her pussy, his eyes crossing as his neck practically snapped from the strain as he pressed into her. Panting as he collapsed he let out a low groan when she shifted slightly, his cock feeling it like a massive movement, everything tightening inside and jolting hard.


  She fell down onto his chest, panting and gasping for air. Grinning at him she stroked her fingers over his chest before closing her eyes. “Thank you, Miklos, I needed that.”


  Groaning weakly he jerked his chin in a semblance of a nod as he tried to swallow and therefore speak. But he didn’t get a chance before a wet, cold nose bumped his cheek. “Ew!” he grumbled. “Dude, seriously, go back and lay with your woman. Mine just tried to kill me. I’m going to need a couple before I feed you.”


  She laughed, the sound echoing as she rubbed her cheek on his chest. “Besides the fact that you are still locked inside of me, right?” she asked when she sat up a little to look down at him, grinning like a crazed lunatic.


  “That is completely beyond the fact,” he told her with a grin pulling one arm free of the blanket to scratch the alpha’s chin. “Go and lay down, buddy. We’re both, mostly, alive here and once I can move I’ll feed you,” he promised, stroking the wolf’s ears gently.


  She tipped her head as they heard the soft whine and smiled. “I don’t think it’s as much for him as his mate. Listen to her.” It was a faint sound but he knew it was definitely from the female. “I think that if it was him he would simply wait till morning and hunt for himself, or am I wrong?”


  Shifting slightly Miklos looked to the female and frowned. “Damn,” he muttered and wondered how the hell he was going to do this. Thinking boring thoughts helped a little bit, thinking of his brothers helped more until he was able to slip from her pussy with just a bit of resistance. “Sorry, love,” he murmured, kissing her as he snagged his shorts and got up. Moving to the female he ran his hands over her side and stopped when she yipped and shifted. “She’s not hungry, she’s in pain,” he said. “One of the gashes must be infected,” he sighed looking to his mate. “We need to reopen it and clean it out again,” he told Harker softly.


  “Oh honey,” she said with a frown and wiggled into her clothes before getting up as well. “All right, I will get the medical supplies.” She turned on her heel and headed back to the kitchen to grab up the kit.


  When she came back she asked, “Do you want me to try this time, love?”


  Looking to her he nodded. “Yeah, I think so, besides”—he grinned slightly—“I can’t feel all my limbs still so I think your hands might be a hair steadier than mine.” Chuckling when she blushed Miklos grabbed the alpha and pulled him around to his other side. “You only get one girl, wolf.” He glared at the too-friendly animal and swore he was grinning.


  “He has eyes only for one girl,” Harker muttered as she tugged on gloves and threaded the suture needle. Grabbing the scissors she whispered, “I’m sorry, honey, this might hurt.” She hated that she might cause the wolf more pain. “Are you sure that we can’t take her to a vet, Miklos?” she asked hesitantly.


  “Not without fully tranqing her,” he told her as he eased the female wolf’s head into his lap and sat stroking her silky ears. “It’s too dangerous for the pups to drug her and, with her being a wild animal, they won’t let her in without being out of it. We are it, love. Just cut out the other sutures, clean it all up good again, and close it again,” he said, reaching out to touch her cheek. “Be as quick as you can, Harker, that’s all we can do,” he told her, softly stroking his fingers over her soft flesh.


  Harker nodded and, ensuring that everything was around and easily in reach for a fast-paced fixing up, she began. She hummed lightly, very quietly, to ensure that the wolf was relaxed, and so she could have a pace for the snipping and stitching.


  The first stitches were out of the wolf quickly and she cleaned in movements that spoke of experience before starting to stitch again. She didn’t pause, didn’t slow, just worked in a fast-beat pace, keeping up with the humming of the tune in her mind.


  Finished she pulled back and checked her handiwork and nodded, petting the wolf after peeling off the bloody glove. “You are a great patient, Mommy.”


  Looking down in the wolf’s eyes Miklos smiled at the low sound she was emitting. “Yeah, she’s a keeper,” he murmured to the wolf leaning down to rub his cheek to hers. “Rest for now, darling. I’ll get you something to eat but you stay put,” he said gently as he eased her big head back onto the comforter. Getting to his feet he held his hands out to Harker. “We’ll leave the wounds unwrapped for now, just in case we need to do this again,” he sighed. “I really hope not, she can’t afford an infection.”


  “I agree, neither she nor her pups can.” She let him tug her up and leaned in close to him. “We need to feed her soft food, that way when it’s time for her to release a bowel movement it hopefully won’t be hard on her so that she has to strain and possibly pull the stitches out.” Disgusting topic yes, but necessary.


  Wrinkling his nose at her he shook his head. “Only a woman would think of that,” he said, trying not to gag. “Some things a male just never needs to know or hear about. Remember that please when it’s your turn to go through pregnancy. Some things I just do not need to know.”


  She laughed. “And I intend on making sure that you know each and every thing that happens in our pregnancies, Miklos. I want you to live them with me, sweetheart, so you should likely accept that now.” She was stroking his arm as she spoke. “God I love you. It would kill me to see you hurting like she is.”


  “I heal faster,” he said softly, looking down at the wolf. “You should have seen my back after I crashed through the plate-glass window at the warehouse, now not a single mark to show for it.” Rubbing his chin in her hair he squeezed her gently. “If it was you though I’d have to kill someone.”


  She had forgotten that fact. “See, you get all healed and better, and me, I get my own personal path of scars and a mate who is afraid he will reopen my back making love with me.” She squeezed him slightly. “I adore you, Miklos, but you have to know that I will always tell you if you hurt me, honey.”


  “All right,” he said softly, looking down into her eyes. “I’m trusting you to tell me if I go too far, Harker,” he murmured, wondering if she’d realize just what that kind of trust cost him, on a very real level. “I never want to hurt you, babe, never,” he told her even as his head ran a tally of what he’d already done to the poor woman up to that date.


  “I always will, Miklos, I promise you that I always will.” She touched his cheek and smiled. “You won’t hurt me, Miklos, but if you do, I will stop you, I promise.” She looked up at him and smiled. “And stop trying to think of what you term as things you have done to hurt me. It’s just life.”


  Letting his face go blank he stared at her. “I have no idea what you mean,” he said in a bland tone. Feeling a head smack his thigh he looked down. “Yeah, yeah, I’m going,” he muttered. “Since someone is getting impatient with the lack of food, would you like to come and help out with breakfast for both them and us?”


  “Sure.” She scratched the wolf female once more and smiled. “Let’s go and get them some food and us as well.” She patted her belly. “I’ve somehow worked up an appetite. That would be your fault by the way.” She winked at him, and what a great way to work up an appetite, too.


  Growling at her he led her away from the wolves and into the kitchen. Digging through the fridge he found some of the chuck beef he had in the chiller unit and pulled it out. “In the cupboard by your left leg is a container of something that looks like dog kibble. Can you grab it and two of the metal food dishes in there please?” he asked as he set the meat on the counter before going back for eggs, bacon, ham steaks, and bread for their own breakfast. Passing her the beef he grinned. “Mix the kibble and the meat for a half and half for him and be a little more generous on the meat for her. There are rubber gloves in the same cupboard. It’s just easier to mix by hand,” he explained at her look.


  She looked at the meat and then him. “You are giving her raw meat?” It didn’t seem to click in that she ate raw meat in the wild, that they didn’t cook their food. She pulled on the gloves anyway and shook her head. “Are you sure about this, Miklos?” Her stomach rebelled at the task but she began it anyway.


  “Not like she pulls down a deer and then fires up the barbie, love,” he pointed out with a dry look her direction. “If you’re going to gag I’ll do it and you can start cooking our stuff. I just thought you’d want to help cement your relationship with the alpha by feeding him and his mate.”


  “No, I will do it.” She internally shivered. “I won’t gag but remind me never to watch them as they eat, all right?” She gave him a smile and nodded. “Besides, I happen to like having you feed me so I will feed our alpha pet and his mate.” And the puppies.


  “Not a pet.” Miklos winced at the word. “Wolf friend or furry guardian. Those work, but he is not a pet. Damned thing would want to sleep in the bed and kick me out if I let him, I’m sure,” he grumbled as he started a couple of pans heating for their food.


  “He would kick me out, too, so that his mate and their pups had room, I’m sure of that.” She laughed as she combined the kibble and meat. “When are the pups due anyway, Miklos?” She was sure to be liberal with the meat for the female. She needed the extra protein for the puppies.


  “Couple more months,” he told her as he dropped the bacon into the pan. “Depending on how much this injury messes her system up it may end up being sooner. I just hope that this hasn’t pushed the schedule ahead or we could be nursing them night and day for a time to help her out.”


  “We would have to call in help for that feat but if we had to do it, I’m positive that we could do it, darling.” She said with a grin, “I don’t know how they would view us helping to rear their children however.” She paused slowly and changed bowls to get the food for the alpha ready. “Are you sure they will be fine with this till later?”


  Looking up he nodded. “Yeah, they’ll be fine. I might give her a snack later in the day but he won’t eat more than once from our hands in a week. He likely fed a couple of days ago and made sure she had something, too. I’m wary of feeding them too often because they are wild and should remain that way. I seriously have a problem with people that adopt wild animals young when they’re cute, realize how big they get, and then abandon them to the wild where they don’t know how to survive and fall victim to the other wild animals.”


  “I agree, we won’t want to feed them too often but perhaps we can ensure that we have a nice large population of small critters on our land so that they never go hungry?” She just wasn’t sure how to accomplish that and it wasn’t as if they were starving. It was just her trying to take care of everyone and everything around her.


  “I have a herd of deer, several hundred rabbits, some red foxes, and various other animals for wolves,” Miklos told her as he flipped the bacon. “They don’t starve, love, trust me.” He grinned. “They probably eat better than we ever will.”


  She snickered and looked up at him. “I have seen you eating, Miklos, but I’m glad that they have all of that. They deserve to eat and be free, too.” When she had the bowls ready she tugged off the gloves and turned them inside out before throwing them in the trash. “All right, I will take the kids their food. Anything I should know about putting it down?”


  “Yeah,” he said, turning as he pulled the bacon off and dropped in the ham steaks. “Set them on the floor both before the alpha, he’ll sniff them both, taste each and then step back. Once he does you can slide one to him and then the other to her. When you slide the bowls only touch the outside, keep your fingers off the rims or from inside.”


  “All right, I will do that.” Which was the reason for the gloves. They didn’t want her to have her scent in the food. It made sense.


  Taking the large bowls to the living room she placed them on the floor slowly before the alpha and waited for him to give his approval. She watched as he slowly tasted each one, his eyes on her as he did so. When it seemed that he accepted them and stepped back to his mate she slid the one to the female with the heavier portion of meat and the other to him before returning to Miklos. “All right, they have the food but hadn’t started to eat. I figured that they were waiting on me to leave.” She moved to the sink and washed her hands as she asked, “What do you want me to do?”


  Passing her the bread he pointed to a cupboard. “Toaster’s in there and then you can start the coffee, too. Grounds and filters are in the cupboard over the coffee maker,” he instructed flipping the ham steaks over. Stretching he peered over the counter and grinned as the alpha sat watching his mate as she slowly ate her food, not touching his yet.


  She looked over her shoulder and grinned. “Kind of like you, you won’t even touch food until I am eating.” She started the coffee and then, because she could, went to Miklos, wrapped her arms around his middle, and pressed a kiss to his bare back. “I love you, Miklos Farkas.”


  Looking over his shoulder at her he shrugged, his cheeks warming slightly. “It’s only good manners,” he murmured. In reality it was the protective instinct that ensured a Wolf’s mate came first, always first.


  “It is more than good manners.” She squeezed again. “I love you, and I love that you take care of me. I love that you are always here to protect me and keep me company.” She moved from behind him to take a seat on one of the stools. “Mostly I love that you love me so much.”


  Knowing he was really blushing he shrugged again and shifted so she couldn’t see his face. Compliments always undid him, especially sincere ones like she’d given. All the rest of it just made him uncomfortable and tongue tied on top of it.


  She watched him and smiled. “All right, coffee is on and toast is not going to be put on till everything is finished. I hate cold toast.” She made a face, too. “What are our plans for today, Miklos? Other than caring for our alpha and his mate, that is?”


  Chapter 24


  


  “I need to check the fence. That wolf got onto our land somehow and I want to ensure that it wasn’t via our wall or the fences between the properties.” And he had to dispose of the body of the large wolf, too, but he kept that gruesome detail to himself.


  “Should you call your brothers. I mean, your properties all butt up to each other, so should you call them and make sure that they check their wolves, ensure they don’t have issues as well.” She grabbed a piece of the bacon that he pulled off to drain on a paper towel and chewed it.


  Eyeing her as she swiped the bacon Miklos sucked air through his teeth. “I’ll call them after I check our lines. Depending on what I find I may need to warn them. But if the breach was in the wall or a piece of fence not butted to their lands I won’t worry so much and just give them a heads-up that we might have a wild pack in the neighborhood.”


  “As long as you’re sure.” She slid off her stool and moved toward him, kissing his back only a moment before she headed to the toaster. She continued, “Hopefully it won’t be something for them to worry about, love, but it is always something that we would need to make sure is all right, right?”


  “Absolutely,” he told her as he turned to face her before he started cracking the eggs into a second pan. “You know,” he murmured idly, “if anyone else came up behind me like you do I’d have them in a head lock so fast that their eyes would spin for a week.”


  “I’m sorry,” she said as she looked at him. “I won’t do it again, I’m sorry, Miklos,” she whispered softly not even realizing the pain that he likely was feeling now. “I love you, Miklos, and I don’t want to do anything to make you upset.”


  Frowning he looked to her and moved over after adjusting the temperatures. Cupping her cheek he shook his head. “Honey, you can do anything you want to me and I won’t complain. I was just…” He blushed and ducked his head. “I was just trying to explain in my own inept manner how much I trust you, baby.”


  Her hand moved to cover his and she smiled. “I see that.” She could see it now that he told her it didn’t bother him, overmuch. “I love you, too, Miklos, and if I ever do anything that you don’t like, please tell me all right?”


  “I told you I would, Harker, and I meant it,” he said softly, reminding her of his promise. “I’m not exactly shy about saying back off to anyone, least of all my mate. I just worry that you’ll get upset and ban me from our bed is all,” he teased smiling slightly. “Not sure if I can come up with anything good enough to woo you into letting me back in.”


  She grinned and shook her head. “I would never ban you from our bed because I happen to enjoy sleeping at your side, so to ban you from our bed would be to ban me as well and that just wouldn’t do because I have found myself partial to that massive bed that you have.”


  Leaning in he kissed her quickly before going to rescue the ham steaks and flip the eggs. “It is rather nice, isn’t it?” He grinned. “I really do like the extra room of that thing, to be cramped on a standard bed makes trying to sleep a chore to be sure.”


  “I love that bed, but you know what’s even better?” she asked and grabbed two mugs for coffee, pouring them full and bringing first the toast, and then the coffee. “I love waking in your arms in that bed better than anything, I love being able to have you right there, to have you holding me as we wake, Miklos. That is my favorite part of that bed.”


  “That’s just because you know I’ll always be there to hold you when you wake.” He smiled at her. And he would, too, no matter what it took or what he was doing. He’d always make it home to hold her as she woke up every morning. “I happen to like it, too, because I’m usually awake just long enough that I can watch you for a time and be amazed at the turn my life has taken and how lucky I am to have you.”


  Harker grinned and turned in her seat. “Come here and hug me, you big lug.” He was such a sweet man. How the hell had she gotten so lucky as to have him as her mate?


  Startled he looked at her as he slid the eggs and such onto the plates before moving to her. Sliding his arms around her he lifted a brow. “Yes?” he asked softly.


  She watched as he moved from the food and then wrapped her into his arms. She held onto him tightly. As she breathed against the curve of his neck she pressed a kiss there. “I love you so much, Miklos,” she whispered softly.


  Shivering at her soft touch his arms tightened around her as he rested his chin to her hair. “I love you, too, honey,” he said softly, rubbing her back gently. “You feeling okay?” he asked leaning back in confusion as to why she’d wanted the hug. He wasn’t complaining, but he was still trying to process her tone and the sudden hug.


  “I feel wonderful, sweetheart.” She pulled back and smiled. “I just wanted a hug, it was that simple. I needed a hug from you so I took it. I didn’t ask and should have but I just wanted one.”


  Shaking his head at her he frowned. “You don’t need to ask, Harker,” he said, feeling unsure again. “You’re my mate. You can do anything you want with me. You have those privileges,” he told her gently. Stroking a hand over her hair he leaned in and kissed her. “Sit, food’s ready and I’m starving,” he murmured against her mouth before kissing her again and, resolutely, pulling back.


  She licked her lips. “Delicious.” She took a seat once more and watched him as he heaved large helpings onto her plate. “I don’t know if I can ever give you up to send you back to work, Miklos,” she whispered honestly to him.


  Setting her plate before her he frowned. “Why’s that?” he asked, mildly confused by her statement. Dishing up his own plate he sat down at her side. Looking to her he took a sip of his coffee. “Come on, Harker, talk to me,” he said, leaning in closer as he set the cup aside. “What’s got that sad look in your eyes?”


  “I’m just really getting used to being able to have these moments with you, Miklos. I don’t know if I will be able to let you go to send you back to work or to go back to work.”


  Lifting his hand he stroked it lightly down her hair as he stared into her eyes. “Honey, we can’t just live as hermits for the rest of our lives. As much as I really want to, it’s not good for us. Besides”—his lips twitched—“my brothers would come in here and pull us out kicking and screaming no matter how we might be dressed at the time. As well”—now he sighed—“Wolves are highly territorial. The more isolated they are the less likely they are to think through a situation. Instead they’ll just act. For example”—he caught her confusion—“if we stayed locked up together for a year, very little outside interaction, you go shopping one day, I go to pick you up, the stock boy is helping you out with everything but in my mind I see it as him flirting and stealing you from me when you give him a smile of thanks. Wolves need to have a very well-rounded life to keep them from becoming the very worst of nightmares,” he told her gently as he pressed a kiss to her nose.


  “And that would be bad.” She sighed and nodded. “All right, Miklos, I will let you go back to work and I, too, will go back to work eventually.” She grinned, however, and nodded. “For now though I say that you and I enjoy every second that we are blessed with. Every moment is precious and we should keep that in mind.”


  “Now that’s a plan,” he murmured with a smile. “Because you are precious to me, Harker. Even when I don’t act like it, know you are, honey.”


  Chapter 25


  


  Three weeks later


  


  “Yes, Miklos, I am positive I am perfectly fine.” She grinned and rolled her eyes as she walked through the house, the wolves on the prowl and restless now that Miklos was away. “Desi is supposed to be here in a couple of hours and you’re not far, love. You are only in Niagara so if I needed you, you could be here in four hours or so.”


  “That’s a long four hours, my love,” he said as he stared at the building before him. “I hate being so far from you damn it.” His words were a growl.


  She paused in the middle of the room and laughed. “I love you, Miklos. Now follow up on that lead and catch the bad guys.”


  “Damn, I love you, too, baby,” he murmured turning his back to the other detectives as he lowered his voice. “Be good, my mate, I’ll see you later tonight. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t or would do and you’ll be just fine.”


  She listened intently and then, blowing him a kiss closed the phone. She was smiling as her hand touched a painting in the hall. It was crooked for some reason and the planter was knocked over. Bending she began to pick up the pieces.


  “So we meet again,” came the voice before deep evil laughter filled the room. “This time, however, this time I am going to take my time with you. This time there is no one to stop me from turning you into my bitch, if that is my desire.”


  Her eyes went wide as she fell back on her ass and started to crab walk away from the nightmare that came to life there in the middle of her home. “How?” she whispered. How did he get past security, past the wolves?


  “Sleeping pills, my dear, sleeping pills inside of a fresh rabbit. They are all sound asleep and as for the alarm”—he shrugged and flicked his cigarette to the floor—“it is child’s play.”


  Pulling his weapon Miklos nodded to the other members of his team. For some reason there was a sense of foreboding in his bones. Something was wrong. He just couldn’t figure out if it was here or something to do with Harker. God, he rolled his eyes. He really had to stop thinking about her when he was working. He was already a raw walking hard-on as it was. To think on her was just adding fuel to the fire.


  Moving behind the SWAT team he quickly checked that the shotgun was an easy swing-up to position, his bullet-proof vest was in place, and that the guys with the shields were in place. Licking his lips he put his hand on the lead SWAT guy’s shoulder watching as he put his on the guy with the battering ram and looked to his partner for this bust. If all went well he’d have the asshole responsible for the warehouse fire, the professional arsonist, in custody, off the streets, and doing several years of hard time in less than ten minutes.


  Taking a deep breath he calmed everything, forcing his entire focus to the here and now and away from Harker for, delightful and wonderful as she was, she was a distraction. Once his focus was a narrow tunnel of vision solely on the arsonist he nodded to his partner and began the count under his breath, mouthing more than speaking until he hit zero and slapped the SWAT guy’s shoulder who smacked the guy with the ram. In went the door, and seconds later in went the gas and then, quickly after went everyone else as they pulled their masks into positions with weapons up.


  Harker stood, turned, and started to run even as she tugged out her cell once more and hit redial. Please, please, please, Miklos, pick up, she thought in her mind. The hand that shot out and grabbed her hair had her screaming and dropping the phone. It skidded to a halt there just inside of her bedroom, where she was tossed onto the bed.


  Staring at the empty interior Miklos was at a rare stage. He was blindingly pissed, his rage so tense and tight that he literally had tunnel vision. Feeling his phone vibrate he tugged it out and was going to snarl into it until he saw Harker’s number. Taking a breath he answered. “Hey, love,” he murmured.


  “Fucking cunt,” the man behind roared as he started to tear at her clothes. “Fight me, bitch. I love it when they fight back, love the way it feels when they fight back. Oh yes, we will have some fun,” he said as he bared her breasts and then savagely bit her in her right side, just below her breast.


  “Harker?” Miklos asked, turning as he heard the words coming through at a distance, his ears pricking up to catch anything and everything. Moving out of the building quickly he nearly ran down his partner as he went through the door. Grabbing him by his jacket he tugged him along behind him as he got free of the building into solid reception. “Harker, are you there?” he asked trying to hear. The next sound had a chill racing down his spine and then he felt nothing as every piece of him went into full battle mode.


  Harker’s scream of pain, pure and intense, echoed through Miklos’s skull. “Now you will be like me and I will be able to keep you to play with you for a little longer, whore,” a man said over the line. “Damn you taste good.”


  Running to the car Miklos stripped off his clothes, much to the amusement of his partner and the SWAT guys. Seconds later they were not so amused as he changed, gently picked up his phone, the line still open, and spun to race for his house. The car would have gotten him there in four hours, but as a Wolf he’d run over the open grounds and be there in two and a half at a dead run.


  She kicked and screamed. Finally she reached down and grabbed him by the bulging cock and squeezed savagely, causing a roar to escape from him lips. She didn’t hesitate. She sprang from the bed and moved to the French doors, flinging them open and running for the closest brother, praying he would be home and that she could make it before gruesome was able to regain his sense and chase her down.


  Turning in the doorway from the sight of Mina’s adorable ass wiggling as she checked the muffins, again, Janos chuckled. Sipping his coffee he stepped out into the yard and, at the edge of the deck, crouched down to pet a couple of the wolves that were lazing there. “You guys are such mooches,” he said with amusement at their poor-me forlorn looks. He would have said something else if the wind hadn’t changed and he smelled Miklos’s mate and blood. Whistling he called the wolves off and stood, his nose to the wind as he set his cup down and went for her. “Harker?!” he called as the scent came again stronger this time.


  Harker fell from the woods and was gasping for air. She was so close, but so far from Janos who was standing at the patio. Her hand reached out with a sob only a moment before the hand closed around her ankle and jerked her back into the woods with a shriek of pain from the underbrush biting into her naked form.


  The shot rang out, true and clear. The exit exploded the nasal cavity of the man holding Harker’s ankle and he collapsed onto the woman before the sound echoing through the forest stopped.


  Desmonda moved quickly, panting but gun level as she pushed the man from Harker with a mighty shove of her foot. “Fucker,” she growled in a more animalistic growl than she had ever shown before. Turning on her knee, gun leveled, she swung to the man coming through rapidly into the forest. “Stop,” she called even as wolves surrounded her and Harker, hair raised and growling. Desmonda had seen Janos at The Edge before but never had met him so she said, “Are you Janos Farkas?” She was a cop. She wasn’t going to go with halfways, not with her friend writhing in pain.


  Racing across the grass Janos skidded to a halt and whistled low, the wolves dropping to their haunches. He moved slowly and dropped to his knees at Harker’s side as he stared at Desmonda. “I’m Janos,” he said, reaching out to gently roll Harker over. “Harker, honey,” he said, his eyes on her until the gun in her hand dipped, then his eyes drifted down. “Oh shit,” he breathed out harshly. “Mina!” he bellowed at the top of his lungs.


  Her gun once more holstered, Desmonda stripped off her coat and wrapped it around Harker’s naked front and stepped back as Harker started to convulse and scream.


  “Janos? Sorry, the damned beasts wouldn’t let me leave until you yelled.” She turned to look at Desmonda for a moment before looking to the dead body. “I’m Mina,” she lifted a hand before dropping to her knees next to the guy, Janos. “Oh god, Janos, is she?”


  Desmonda frowned and asked, “She’s changing isn’t she?” She wasn’t a stupid woman, by any stretch of imagination. “What do we do?” She couldn’t go through this in the middle of the fucking forest.


  “Yeah she’s changing,” he said, putting his hands on Harker’s shoulders. “Harker, look at me,” he said and the shifting of her eyes told him just how far along she was.


  Harker’s body bowed in the middle. Screams poured from her lips even as saliva and blood came from her lips. Panting, she turned with tear-filled eyes. “Miklos, please, Janos, I really need Mik.” She stopped midword and screamed in pain.


  Wincing at the decibel level Janos scooped her up into his arms. “Mina, go and start the fire in the living room and grab the old comforters from the hall closet.” Moving for the house fast he kicked the door open as he headed for the bathroom. “You, sorry didn’t get your name.” He winced looking to the other woman.


  “Desmonda,” she gave quickly and stood with and expectant expression on her face.


  “In the kitchen, boil some water, Mina will get you some towels. We need one pot of hot but not scalding water in the living room. The other you need to boil the towels in and then hang them to dry. Don’t worry about a mess. By the time we’re done we’re going to need a cleaning crew.” Stepping into the bathroom he laid Harker down and stripped the jacket off her fast before turning on the water. “Mina, love, I need a big towel in here for her and a robe. Grab my spare one from the closet,” he called as he dumped his shoes, socks, shirt, and emptied his pockets.


  Mina gave him a nod and moved off with purpose in her stride. Thankfully, Janos realized their adopted daughter was away at a field trip so that she didn’t have to bear witness to this.


  Picking Harker up as gently as he could he went into the shower with her and washed her up as best as he could, the scent of the pack already in his nose. Mik didn’t need to smell that scent on her when he got here. Family was going to be bad enough. “Shh, honey,” he breathed gently washing out the wound as impersonally as he could. “I’m not going to hurt you, Harker,” he assured her as he let the soap rinse away.


  Harker sobbed and shook her head. “I can’t change yet, Janos. I promised Miklos that we would wait until her back was healed and it’s not yet. I’m going to puke.” She said only a moment before she threw up in the shower, her body heaving as it pushed everything out.


  Turning her so she didn’t choke, he let her empty her stomach as he scrunched his nose up. “You need to stop drinking Mik’s coffee, honey, that stuff will kill you,” he teased as he stroked her hair back. “And I hate to say it, Harker, but we really don’t have a choice in you changing. We’re at the point of no return.”


  Desi had the water boiling and moved to the living room to help Mina. “I will get the fire. Do we need to call a doctor?”


  “No, Janos will take care of her.” Mina eyed her up and down and then shot her a confused and slightly suspicious look. “How did you know she was in trouble?”


  “I came early because I found that Miklos’s lead was false. I found out by a snitch that Harker was the target so I came, saw the house and the open doors and didn’t hesitate. I simply chased toward the smells and sounds.”


  Mina cocked her head. “Are you a Wolf?”


  “No, not at all,” Desi said and then, “Got to get back to the water.” The scream that poured through the house made the hair on Desmonda’s arms rise in fear.


  Wincing at the decibel level Janos shut off the water and stepped out of the shower. Wrapping Harker in a towel he dried her as best he could before heading for the living room. “Mina, love, you got that robe?” he called as he stepped into the large main room. Seeing Desmonda there he moved toward the pallet already laid out on the floor. Gently he eased Harker down and quickly wrapped the robe around her before laying her out comfortably with the towel rolled up under her neck.


  “Watch her, if she says she’s going to be sick again get her on her side fast as you can. Don’t worry about hurting her. Right now the biggest danger is the threat of her choking,” he said to the woman as he stood. “I’ll be back in five.” And down the hall he went to change into dry clothing.


  Desmonda took a seat at Harker’s side and let a shaky hand move over her hair. “Oh god, Harker, I’m sorry. I should have been there earlier.” She had tears in her eyes as she watched Harker shuddering again and then coughing. Her eyes were bloodshot and she didn’t seem to have any clue what or who anyone was.


  Chapter 26


  


  “Miklos, please, Miklos,” Harker cried out, her voice a plea pure and simple.


  Jogging back to the room Janos settled on the floor at Harker’s side picking up her hand to lace his fingers with hers. “Mina, give Mik a call will you?” he asked quietly looking to his mate. He hated that she had to witness this. It would only make her more wary toward the change.


  Mina was watching what was happening and she looked ready to burst into tears. She nodded and turned to leave the room. “I will call Mik and then Ben. I will have Ben get Katherine so that she doesn’t come home to this,” she whispered.


  Nodding to her Janos reached out and took her hand in his. Leading it to his lips he kissed her skin softly. “I’m sorry, baby,” he breathed for her ears alone looking up into her eyes.


  Harker screamed again, her body arching up. Her eyes went wide just as a familiar snapping sound broke the air. Fur began to sprout, her body changing shape and her screams beginning to take on hints of a wolf’s howl.


  “Shit,” Janos yelped letting Harker’s hand go and shaking his own. Her claws had sprung out and gouged into his flesh. “Desmonda, you need to move back, other side of the room preferably with a really big piece of furniture between you and us.” Turning back he put his hands onto Harker’s shoulders keeping his arms out of range of her teeth as she tried to bite him. “Harker, honey, you bite me and I’m going to have to bite you back which will just piss Mik off,” he told her conversationally even though the words were false.


  She let out a scream that was married with a sob as she felt her body fighting the change as well. “Janos, I want Miklos.” She sobbed even as Desmonda moved from the room. Mina was moving for the front door, not having been able to reach Miklos as she moved. She heard Harker scream again and was crying as she opened the door.


  Looking up Janos caught sight of Mina stepping out of the house and his heart clenched, knowing he’d lost her. She’d never do the change now and she’d die when her human lifespan was over. Swallowing he forced his attention to Harker. “I know, baby, he’s coming, you know he is. He wouldn’t want to miss out on seeing his mate as a Wolf, not for anything in the world.”


  Harker nodded and her nails turned into claws once more as the change began again to try to take her over. She screamed, a scream that turned into a howl as her face fully elongated. Pain rolled off of her in waves as she felt the fur again sprouting and her toes growing claws as well.


  “That’s it, honey,” Janos murmured to her as he kept his eyes locked with hers. “I know this is scary, honey, just remember I’m here with you and won’t let anything bad happen to you. I’m going to get you through this and then you can hold it over Mik for the rest of time.” Reaching up a hand as she returned to her human form and lay panting he stroked her forehead lightly, his hands gentle.


  “Just let me die, Janos,” she whispered with her eyes closed and the feeling of being torn apart riding her hard. “Oh god,” she sobbed and felt the change trying to happen once more, stopping just before again and again.


  Nearly two hours later she had no voice. She was weak, exhausted, and sweating blood. This change wasn’t stopping as she whispered in a croak, “Please, Mik, I need you.” Janos had been wonderful, holding her even when she threw up on him, bathing her and keeping her calm, but she needed Miklos. She needed his smell wrapping around her body, needed his arms around her and holding her.


  Reaching the house Miklos changed and ran through the scents assailing him creating a permanent, low-level growl in his throat. Seeing the mess of the bedroom he inhaled and tracked Harker’s scent out of doors. Finding several of his wolves drugged and lying complacent he felt his anger rising as he ran toward his brother’s property. Slipping through the hole in the wall he raced through Janos’s property, alerting the wolves there that he was coming through. Slamming through the door he inhaled blood, his mate’s blood, and let out a threatening growl.


  Janos’s head snapped up and he stilled. “Miklos, she’s in here, brother,” he called softly as he eased back. Touching Harker’s forehead lightly he shook his head. “Stay still, he’s coming,” he murmured, moving as far from her as he could but staying in a low crouch if he needed to intervene.


  Miklos came into the living room and froze, his breath leaving his lungs as he saw his mate lying with blood beading on her skin. “Harker.” He croaked out a whisper as he raced to her side. Crouching he touched her skin, shaking as he realized what was happening. “How?” he bit out to his brother not looking from his mate.


  “She was attacked and bitten. She’s almost through the change, but she seems to have a will of iron and decided to hold off until you came, Mik.” Janos stood slowly. “I’m going to go and find my mate. Take care of her, Miklos,” he said as he quietly left them alone.


  Easing down at her side Miklos pulled the robe open and, turning her, put them skin to skin, the robe draping over him enough to keep anyone from shrieking if they caught sight of his naked self. Seeing the bite Miklos felt tears well up in his eyes. He hadn’t wanted this for her, not like this. “I’m so sorry, baby,” he whispered against her cheek as he wrapped his arms around her.


  “You’re here, Miklos.” She breathed as soon as she smelled him. He calmed her more than anything could have and she felt herself aching even more. “I love you, Miklos, I love you so very much.” She had tears in her eyes. “I’m sorry, I wanted you to be the one to do this to me. I needed it to be you.” She cried out again. “It hurts,” she cried before screaming. “I can’t fight it again, too tired.” She screamed as she felt her face elongating and the fur spreading over her body. Her legs shifted and changed as she moved. The next sound from her mouth was a full-fledged howl.


  Rolling away from her Miklos crouched before her as he watched her eyes filled with pain slowly clear. “Harker, honey,” he said softly, holding his hand out to her. She’d have to come to him. If he approached he wasn’t sure if she would react violently or not. “Come here, baby,” he told her, letting his eyes drift over her body. It was perfection, sleek, trim, and definitely female.


  She was whining, the sound low in her throat as she tried her first steps forward and fell onto her nose. Crying in the Wolf tone and whine she shimmied forward toward him on her belly until she reached him and licked the hand he had out for her. Her eyes were wild, fear clear in them, and whined even more as she inched slowly closer to him.


  Breathing out softly Miklos picked her up and went to the couch with her in his arms. Sitting he laid her in his lap and stroked her fur gently. “You are beautiful, love, so very beautiful,” he whispered softly. Hearing her whine again and seeing the panic in her eyes he scratched her cheek gently. “Just breathe, love, let yourself relax and feel the Wolf. Then, when you want to change back focus on your human self, picture it in your mind and let it take over, pushing the Wolf into the back where she will be when you want her or need her again.”


  Looking up at him with large Wolf eyes she found herself in the back of her mind. It was many, many long minutes later that she shifted back into her human form. Lying completely limp against him, eyes closed, she let her hand fall from his chest and shivered. “Thank you for coming for me, Miklos.” She whispered the sound even as she continued, “Love you.” She breathed and was soon sleeping in complete exhaustion.


  Desmonda looked in from the kitchen. “I will have someone come and clean up your house, Miklos.” She smiled when he looked up at her. “The man who attacked her was your arsonist, and he’s gone now.” Her jacket god only knows where, she walked toward the door. “Take care of her, please?”


  “Des,” he called to her. She turned and watched as he tugged a blanket to cover up Harker and hide his own nudity. “Thank you,” he said softly. “Are you okay?” he asked with real concern in his voice, his hand sliding up to tangle in Harker’s hair, but his eyes on Desmonda.


  “I’m fine.” Des smiled at Miklos and Harker. “I doubt that Janos and Mina will be back tonight. They will likely stay at a hotel to give you their place since yours is trashed.” It was what she would do if roles were reversed. “I can’t file the report on the shooting. There is no body left.” She shrugged and touched the door once more. “I can see your love for her.” She turned and smiled. “I hope that maybe one day I will have that,” she whispered with more feeling and pain in her voice than she could hide and instead of remaining, left the house before she broke down and cried.


  “Desmonda!” he called after her with a curse. Shifting Harker he grabbed up a robe and ran after her pulling it on. “Desmonda,” he said, catching up to her easily. Touching her shoulders he turned her around. “What’s wrong?” he asked staring into her eyes, stunned by the tears.


  Shaking her head she looked up at Miklos and smiled. “Nothing, Miklos, I just didn’t realize how much you loved her. I’m glad that you do. She deserves it, Miklos. Just protect her, watch over her, and love her. Never be afraid to show and give her love, never.”


  “I’m working on it, Des,” he said softly, his eyes moving over her face. “Do you need a ride someplace? I’ll steal some of Janos’s duds and give you a lift if you want.” He didn’t think she should be alone. She was upset over everything that happened and, asshole he might be normally, he was worried about her in that moment. She looked too damned fragile right at that moment.


  “No, I have my car at your place. It’s not a long walk so I will just get over there and get my car and head home. I’m fine, Miklos, thank you though.” She nodded and touched his cheek before pulling back. “Go, I’m perfectly fine. Go and be with Harker. I will let the bossman know that you are taking some personal time, all right?”


  “Thanks, Des,” he said softly to her, catching her hand and kissing her fingers. “If you need to talk don’t hesitate to give us a call. You’re a pain in my ass but Harker seems to like you for whatever reason,” he teased letting her hand go. “Be careful going back over. The wolves were drugged and are likely a little goofy right now. Give them a nice wide berth,” he warned before he moved back to the house and his mate.


  “Believe me, I plan on it.” She watched him as he left and moved to the path that led back to his house. At the fence where the lands seemed to converge she looked to the west and felt a pull toward there but ignored it and went on toward Harker and Miklos’s place, pulling her phone out as she did so.


  After arranging for a cleaning crew for Mik and Harker’s place she grabbed her car and headed out once more.


  Wrapping his arms around Harker, Miklos picked her up and carried her to the spare bedroom. Laying her down he covered her up and then went to clean up Janos’s house. He knew he didn’t have to, but just in case they brought the kid home he didn’t want her coming in to see this mess. Twenty minutes later he refolded the blanket and let it fall onto the back of the couch and headed for his mate.


  Sliding into bed with her he pulled her close and held on as he felt tears welling up. He hadn’t wanted her to go through this yet. She had needed more time to heal. The fact that it had been forced on her, against all their wills was another sticking point. And, on top of it all, he was worried that he might lose her because of it, too. He couldn’t lose her. He loved her.


  “I love you, Miklos,” she whispered, her voice slurred, she definitely wasn’t fully awake. “I hurt like crazy but you’re holding me now and that, that is all that matters.” She whispered softly, wiggling in closer to him, “God I love you.”


  “I love you, too, baby,” he whispered back to her. “I’m sorry I wasn’t here sooner. I tried to get here as soon as I could, Harker. When I saw the house…” He shuddered, his mind replaying every detail in photographic clarity. “I thought the worst.”


  She shook her head and touched him. “I’m sorry you had that thought, Miklos. I hate that you had that fear.” She rubbed against him in a purely animalistic movement, causing him to smile at the natural urge to seek a petting. “You got here for the last, you are here now and that’s all that matters, Miklos.” She looked up at him. “Never leave me, Mik?” she whispered, her voice filled with pain and fear.


  “Never,” he whispered sliding his hand up and down her back gently. “I’m here for you, Harker, for now and always, love.” Rubbing his chin over her hair lightly he let out a shaky sigh. “Sleep, baby, you need to rest for a little while and then we’ll take a shower, feed you, and then you’re going to sleep some more.”


  “That sounds really good, Miklos,” she whispered. “I love you,” she whispered as she fell asleep once more, wrapped up in his arms.


  Miklos held her for the next several hours, his hands continuously stroking over her skin soothing her nightmares as they came to her. Humming softly he stared at the ceiling instead of sleeping, but he just couldn’t. He was too afraid to shut his eyes. When Janos, Mina, and Katherine came home his brother stuck his head in but left when he saw them there and resting. Smiling faintly at the concerned look on his brother’s face Miklos sighed and went back to staring at the ceiling.


  Harker woke a time later and moved slightly. “Miklos?” she whispered in case he was sleeping. She hated the sleep. She had slept all night without him in her dreams, and she never wanted to do that again. She never wanted to sleep without Miklos in her dreams again because it was painful, to say the least.


  “I’m here, love,” he said gently, stroking his fingers over her cheek. “Are you all right?” he asked shifting to look at her, sliding down so that they were eye to eye. Kissing her nose gently he pulled back and waited, his eyes darting back and forth searching her own.


  She smiled and nodded. “Yeah, still too tired and can’t understand it but I’m good.” She touched his cheek and changed her smile to a frown. “You didn’t share a dream with me, Miklos, I missed having you there with me,” she whispered softly.


  “I wanted to make sure you were all right while you slept.” He lifted a hand to stroke back a chunk of her hair that had fallen across her face. She would have done it but her arms felt much too heavy for such a task. “Sometimes after a change you can get sick and if you’re too tired you may not automatically roll. I didn’t want you choking or anything, my sweet,” he told her.


  “Oh,” she said and flushed. “I didn’t get sick while I slept, did I?” She would be mortified. As if it wasn’t enough the things he had suffered through with her, for her to throw up on him, too…“Oh god, I puked on Janos in the shower.” She buried her face against Miklos’s chest in humiliation.


  “No,” he said, his body going tight, and then he burst out laughing. Howling with laughter he rolled to his back and held his sides as tears rolled down his face. When he finally spoke again it came out more like a gasp. “I would have paid good money for pictures of that.”


  Harker flushed and buried her face against his shoulder. “I’m not laughing. I wasn’t laughing then either,” she grumbled and then, “He was really good to me, Miklos. He took the complaints I gave and didn’t hesitate to pet me and calm me when I needed it.” She sighed. “And I threw up on him.” She covered her burning face. “God, shoot me now because I don’t know if I can ever look at him again.”


  Still snickering Miklos wrapped his arms tight around her pulling her over him as he lay on his back. Tucking the blankets around her sides he kissed her hair. “Baby, it’s all good. Janos knew just as I did there was a chance of it. He’s been doing research on everything and the change is hard on a human, especially one that is hurt. The loss of your stomach contents is perfectly normal. Apologize once and then let it go, baby, he will,” he promised softly stroking her back.


  “I will try but no guarantees.” She yawned and snuggled close to him. “Sleep, Miklos, I need more sleep.”


  “Sleep then, baby,” he said, gently stroking her hair, sliding his fingers through the silky strands. “I’ll even sleep with you, sweetheart, and we can talk more in the dreams if you want. But you really do need to rest. Your body has been through so much today, baby.”


  “Yes, sleep with me,” she mumbled even as she fell asleep once more.


  


  * * * *


  


  She was picking wildflowers, her hands full of them, a circle of them on her head and the light and airy dress floating in the breeze. She turned when he got closer to her. “Hello, Miklos, thank you for joining me.”


  Looking around he lifted a brow as his eyes settled on the thin dress and he grinned. “I like your outfit, darling,” he told her as he moved closer. The way the light hit it told him there was nothing but Harker under it and he had a feeling she was doing it deliberately, the witch.


  Harker grinned and held out a a flower. “I wanted a natural setting for us, Miklos. This is going to be our first time making love when I am a Werewolf as well and I want it to be completely and totally special.”


  Grinning at her he tipped his head. “You know,” he commented as he took the flower and spun it around. “That sounded a lot like an order. Are you telling me we’re going to make love, my love?” he asked, his grin slightly crooked as he started thinking about how to string this out a bit and play with her more.


  She shrugged and then grinned. “Yes, that is exactly what I am telling you, Miklos. I am demanding it.” She smirked. “It’s my right as your mate to demand these things from you and this is one thing that I demand to have. I demand to have you making love to me, soon.”


  Snickering slightly he lifted a brow spinning the flower in bigger, slower twirls now. “Oh really?” he asked before he pouted. “And what if I’m just”—letting out a put-upon sigh he eyed her—“not in the mood?” The last word he put a lot of suggestion into, making it sound like she might be able to get him in the mood with just a hint of effort.


  “And here I am so close to being all nice and naked, my love. Here I am desperate for my mate, needing him in a way that makes me ache.” She ran a hand up and over her breast, cupping the full globe and allowing her thumb to move over the nipple. “No more injury to my back, no need to hold back for fear of hurting me,” she whispered and squeezed her nipple roughly, waiting.


  Growling softly at her he tossed the flower over his shoulder. “Darling, that is just plain playing dirty,” he said, moving toward her, stalking her like the prey she was. “Here I am trying to give you time to adjust and you have to pull that trick out of the bag.” Tsking at her he kept moving closer.


  “I don’t need time, Miklos. I need my mate.” She didn’t back down. She moved right for him, approaching him brazenly as any female Wolf would her mate. A low rumble of pleasure in her chest she growled and circled him. “I need you, Miklos. You need me, too.” She pointedly looked at his crotch and quirked him a smirk. “Or is that a pair of rolled-up tube socks in your pants?”


  “Actually it’s a small bunch of bananas in case we get hungry later,” he teased back, licking his lips as he watched her breasts sway. “What are you going to do about this need, my love?” he asked, curious to see if she’d take the initiative and let her Wolf dominate.


  She moved toward him with a purpose, a light growl in her throat as she reached out and let her nails rake down his chest that was now shirtless thanks to the dreaming, causing red welts to well up. “I plan on fucking my mate. I very much plan on making you show me just how much more we can do and how much more I can take.” Her hand reached down and stroked his cock through his jeans. “Question is, are you up for it?”


  Snorting he looked down at her hand and then back up slowly with a building grin. “Honey, I’ve been up for it since you gave me that cutesy little growl of yours. It’s really quite ladylike. You’ll want to work on making it meaner sounding though,” he teased stepping closer and pressing into her palm.


  She grinned happily as she squeezed his cock through his pants. “I will work on that growl.” She rumbled as she spoke to him, watching him through the eyes of the Wolf. “I need you, Miklos, I need you naked and inside of me, now.” Even though it was her dream, she wanted that last article of clothing to be removed by his hand alone. She wanted to watch as he stripped out of his jeans.


  Moving his hands slowly he let the first button slide free, then the second, then the next, working slowly down. Her eyes followed his fingers, his movements fascinating to her. When the fly was open he pushed the jeans out of the way so his penis sprang free and bobbed hopefully toward her.


  It would never be said that Harker wouldn’t give Miklos just what he wanted and needed at any given moment in time, and so when she saw him spring free she all but leaped on him, her hands cupping the heavy sac at the root of his penis lovingly even as her fingers stroked the low part of his cock that gave her so much pleasure. “I get to taste you, Miklos.” That was all the warning he got before she hungrily took him into her mouth and began to work her tongue around him, licking and suckling and demanding everything from him.


  “Holy shit!” he bit out as he slid his hands into her hair. “God, Harker,” he groaned in the next moment. As she sucked hard, her tongue flicking under the head of his cock, he let out a deep growl.


  She grinned around him, her mouth working on him hungrily. As her nails dug into his ass she moved closer and closer to him, taking his cock a little deeper into the warmth of her mouth as she did so. She was licking, suckling, and suddenly moaned as she felt herself giving over to the release that had built from her gift to him. The sensations were as strong for her as they were to him.


  He was thrusting his hips back and forth, his hands clenching and releasing in her hair as he made wordless pleas in the back of his throat. “Harker,” he barked out. She smiled at his warning, sucking harder as he leaned his head back and came, his growl loud as it vibrated through his cock into her mouth.


  She barely had time to move from him as she felt him expanding in her hand and took his seed onto her chest and neck. She grinned up at him as she stood, still stroking his pulsating cock happily as she did so. “Did you like that?” she whispered as she let her teeth and mouth move over his chest, shoulders, and nipple.


  Gripping her hair tighter he let out another growl at her teasing. This one had an edge to it. “All’s fair, darling,” he whispered before he flipped her down onto the bedding he’d just imagined. Following her down he moved his mouth up her leg to find her warm and wet pussy. Spreading her open with two fingers he set about showing her just how much he’d “liked” what she’d done for him.


  Her hands fisted in his hair as she tossed her head from side to side frantically. Hips rising and lowering with each swipe of his tongue against her clit and pussy until she was screaming with pleasure.


  Growling as he lapped at her moisture as it poured over his tongue he dried her completely before shifting and getting rid of the pants tangled around his legs. Lying over her he kissed her gently as he slid his cock into her warm and buttery-soft pussy. “I love you, Harker,” he whispered softly against her lips.


  “I love you, too, Miklos.” She smiled up at him as they were once more together, linked in their dreams at least the way they would be when she woke. “Always, forever has taken on a new meaning with us.”


  “Absolutely,” he breathed as he moved slowly, savoring every movement of his cock into her pussy, the squeeze of her muscles and her nipples rubbing over his chest. “You are mine for all time,” he promised her, “and I’m yours. No one can ever come between us, Harker, not now, not ever.”


  “Not even our own insecurities,” she whispered. “I love you but god I need you to move faster, harder. Make me scream, Miklos,” she growled, low in her throat, the sound hint at her inner Wolf who was likely just as needy and desperate as her human counterpart appeared to be.


  Smiling softly he bit her lip gently before putting more pressure on it. “Patience, my love,” he whispered even as he felt his own eyes shift to those of the Wolf. Licking at the wound he lifted her hips and took longer, deeper, and slightly rougher strokes, but not moving anywhere near what she truly wanted. He was teasing her, trying to see just what her limits truly were.


  Her eyes matched his, turning Wolf even as she growled in warning. She was human in their dream, but even the Wolf was coming out to play and before he could stop her, she had their positions reversed. She had him rolled under her even as she continued moved on top of him. “No teasing.” She growled as she began to ride his cock hard and fast, claws raking over his skin as her head tossed back on a growl.


  Arching up into her he growled in return and, yanking her down, flipped them over again to kiss her. “I like to tease you,” he said in a low tone, his hand wrapped around her neck. Holding her down he moved in and out of her slowly, knowing he was seriously pushing his luck. She’d be highly temperamental for a while. A new change always struggled with the more dominant side for a time until balance was achieved.


  She arched up and into his hand, her body shivering even as she grinned. She needed him to dominate her, desperately. “More,” she growled even as she tried to unseat him to once more take the top. She was wild, uncontrollable in her urges, needs.


  Snapping his teeth close to her ear he kept her on the bottom only from sheer weight, knowing that she could, if she really put some effort into it, flip them over. But they were also at a straining point and could hurt each other if they weren’t careful. Lifting her hips he began to drive his cock into her harder. Playtime was over and he let her have everything that he’d been careful about before. Driving her down and into the mattress over and over again he bit at her skin gently, his teeth grazing and lightly marking before his tongue followed and soothed the little aches.


  Even though they were dreaming she felt every pump of his cock against her womb opening and it didn’t take her long before she gave into him and with that submission came absolute pleasure. Screaming her pleasure and howling to the moon above their outdoors bed she shattered in his arms.


  Growling with possession he came with her, pushing his cock into her deeper as he let his weight come down over her, pushing her limp body into the feather-soft mattress. Panting he held her to him, his hands moving over her skin, petting her gently. Turning his head he kissed her neck lightly. Nipping gently at her throat he smiled. “I love you, Harker.”


  She was gasping for air but grinned at his confession. “And I love you, too, Miklos.” She had thought that their lovemaking before was amazing. It was nothing to what had just happened. “I can’t wait to have enough strength to be able to do this in reality, Miklos,” she murmured even as her mind started to demand a deeper rest from her. “Sleep with me in our dreams?” She whispered softly, “Need sleep but don’t want to let you go, please?”


  Shaking his head he nipped her skin. “Silly woman, I’m not letting you go,” he promised softly. “Sleep, Harker, finish healing so that I can jump your bones in reality just like we did.” He grinned licking at her pulse before settling down with her in his arms.


  “Oh thank god,” she mumbled and soon, soon was sound asleep in his arms. Content to simply be with him, her body finally relaxed into the sleep of one who was healing.


  Chapter 27


  


  “Harker, quit sniffing that,” he called to her as he picked up the coffee and then stopped. “Oh good god, I cannot believe that sentence just came out of my mouth.” Shaking his head he smacked his own cheek once then a second time. “I’ve become Laz.”


  She laughed and shook her head. “Everything smells so much better than it did before.” It was amazing. Everything was clearer, smells, sights, sounds, everything. “It’s as if I have woken and suddenly I have beyond perfect vision, I don’t, I love it,” she quickly amended. “And you.” She looked at him and licked her lips. “You smell good enough to eat.” She had wallowed in his scent when they woke. They had made love even more actively than they had in the dreams and she still felt the welts on her ass from his claws.


  Lifting a brow at her he shook his head sipping at his cup. “Love, if I catch you sniffing anyone but me we will be having words. Besides, it’s rude,” he pointed out with a grin even as he leaned in and, pressing his nose to her neck, inhaled slowly and deeply. “You are much more intense in scent as well. It’s stronger, deeper, and”—he growled happily—“perfection.”


  She smiled happily and nodded. “I think it’s because I smell so much more like you now.” She did, too, however. “But I still smell him.” She could still smell the one who changed her. She would likely always smell his scent on her skin, no matter how much she scrubbed to be free of it. She was positive it would always be there.


  “It’ll fade, love,” he assured her, gently setting his cup aside so he could hug her close. “You will always carry a hint of his scent, but it’ll be so faint that you’ll never notice it after a time.” Miklos could smell him on her, too, and it angered him and the Wolf to no end, but he couldn’t do anything about it.


  “I thank you for trying to make me feel better, Miklos, but you and I both know the truth. It will never fade. I will always smell it.” She shifted slightly. “And so will you.”


  “It will fade,” he told her as he caught her cheeks and stared into her eyes. “It will fade the more we are together. Our loving and touching will wipe the scent of him out, but it won’t be overnight, Harker. I love you, baby, I am not lying to you, I wouldn’t dare, you’d kick my ass, besides, you now have the ability to smell a lie,” he pointed out. “What good would it do for me to lie about something this important?”


  She nodded and sighed. “You are right. Then we will touch and love often, Miklos. It might not be today or tomorrow when the scent is gone, but if you think we can make it go down to almost nothing, I say that we take full advantage and love and touch often.”


  “It will one day, love,” he promised her softly kissing her gently before he pulled her into his arms again. “I love you, Harker, and, while I hate how you were changed I am glad that you are Wolf now.” His heart would never recover though. He’d been terrified the whole time and he was still damned jumpy where she was concerned.


  “I’m glad, too. One day when I am able to actually walk and run in Wolf form, I would very much love to go running with you in our Wolf form, to run with our pack and be one with them, if that will be all right.”


  Nodding he smiled. “Of course, love, we can do that,” he told her softly. “But running with the pack will be something that will wait for a little while. You have to be very sure of your other form and of how the pack sees you before we do. If not then you might be taken down by one of them and harmed.” He left it at that not wanting to explain that sometimes the unmated males tested their limits.


  “Right, definitely don’t want that.” She felt as if he were holding something back but she wouldn’t press him. He would tell her what he needed to when it was time. She knew it. “So how do we get them used to who I am in that form, Miklos? Do we shift and have only some around at a time, or what?”


  “Sort of,” he told her with a smile. “You’ll shift and I’ll stay as I am as we introduce a few at a time letting you play with those that are mated. After a time we’ll let the unmated males close but under the same restrictions,” he said, stroking her cheek gently.


  “Oh.” She frowned. “Oh.” And then blushed. “You mean the unmated ones would want to…” Oh god, it had to be wrong. “Really? Even though I am mated with you they would try to?” She was blushing, couldn’t believe it because she had to be wrong.


  “It’s always a possibility,” he said honestly. “It is wrong and they know it, but you are a female and you’ll be going into heat soon enough, your first, you lucky woman,” he told her keeping his face straight. “It will last two to three days and will be interesting,” Miklos added trying to find words to properly describe it without laughing and getting smacked. “They will know when you are in heat and they will go with their instincts and try to accommodate you. It won’t be as bad when you are not in heat, but with the need clawing at you you’ll be hard pressed to push them away.”


  She frowned. “So you mean that I will soon be an unstoppable sex-crazed maniac who will want nothing more than sex, sex, and more sex?” She shivered. “Dear god that sounds heavenly.” She laughed. “But you’re right, I don’t think that I would want to have to test their limits, so yes, we should for sure arrange to be alone while I am in heat, alone and you need to have lots of rest beforehand and lots of vitamins.”


  Snorting at that he burst out laughing. “Oh honey, I’m more than ready for you, but I’ve heard stories and after this morning I’m almost sure it’ll be true.” He paused until she poked him to get him to continue. “You’ll need to fend for yourself after you come down from your non-stop sexathon. Apparently I may not be moving or even coherent for a few days.”


  “Are you kidding?” she asked and smiled. “If you don’t think that you want to do it…” She shrugged. “I’m sure that we can possibly arrange for you to have vacation and I can fend for myself here at home.” She was teasing of course.


  Growling at her he bit her earlobe, hard. “Stop teasing your mate, woman,” he ordered softly before sucking on her soft skin. “I will be here and fine, but you have to swear that if you kill me with our lovemaking I get a hero’s funeral.”


  “You will have anything that you want, darling.” She patted his chest. “And I won’t kill you with our lovemaking.” But she would hope to try. “It will be fun learning our limits though, don’t you think?” She then pulled back. “Wait, how many times will I go into heat over our lifetime?”


  “A lot,” he said gleefully. “In the first year you’ll go into heat once a month and then for the next five years it’ll be once every four months and then after that twice a year you’ll go into full heat.” Stroking her hair back he smiled at her. “The first year is the roughest for the female apparently, especially if it isn’t in your early twenties. I figure you’re just fine,” he said, praying for a few brownie points.


  She snorted and shook her head. “Maybe you should schedule some vacation time because if I am going to be insatiable”—she frowned—“I will have to rearrange my firehouse time, too, because that would just seriously be bad, going to work and being all hot and horny, surrounded by fifteen to twenty men twenty-four hours a day, yeah, not going to happen.”


  Growling at her description Miklos agreed but was having a hell of a time coming up with words that wouldn’t sound worse than the growl. “You’ll definitely have to look into that,” he said and applauded himself for not sounding like a cave dweller.


  “I won’t do anything that will make you uncomfortable, you know that, right?” She cocked her head to the side and watched him. “And that’s how it would be. I work with usually twenty other men which is why I said I will take time off when I’m in heat. I refuse to put my friends through that, myself through that.” She touched his cheek. “But more than anything I refuse to put you through that.”


  “I know, honey,” he said, still cheering himself on for being all modern male. “I trust you, love, and I know you’ll do whatever is necessary, Harker,” he murmured pressing a kiss to her cheek before grabbing his mug. “Are you going to keep sniffing things or do you want coffee now?” he asked her moving to the pot.


  “Coffee now sounds very good.” Just for giggles, however, she leaned in and sniffed him once more. “Sorry, I so had to do that.” She was laughing a little because of the look on his face. It made her happy to see him happy.


  Growling softly he shook his head. “That could get you into trouble, love, especially if you sniff random people on the streets. Humans really hate to be reminded that they are on the low end of the food chain,” he pointed out pouring himself a fresh cup and pouring her a cup of the coffee. Passing over the cup he sipped at his own. “Just commenting, darling.” He grinned at her.


  “I don’t want to sniff random people, just you.” She took the coffee and inhaled the aroma. “You are the only one who I’m interested in smelling, or smelling like for that matter.” She cradled the coffee and slowly drank of it. “Such a good coffeemaker that is why I’m keeping you on.”


  Snorting at her he moved past her toward the living room. “If that’s all you’re keeping me for then we may need to have words, darling.” Sitting on the couch he stuck his feet up on the table as he cradled his own cup.


  She was all smiles as she came back to him. “Well you see I think I will keep you around for more than just your coffee. I will keep you around because you are handsome, witty, strong, charming, and perfect.” She sat down at his side and leaned into him. “And you make a hell of a cup of coffee.”


  Rolling his eyes Miklos shifted and wrapped an arm around her shoulders to hold her close. “It’s a good thing I love you, Harker. You can be a little hard on a man’s ego, darling.” Kissing her temple gently he breathed her in. “How are you doing, love, any aftereffects?” he asked, rubbing her arm as he sat soaking in her presence.


  “I feel good, I am all hot and bothered like crazy. I am hornier than I think I ever have been.” She shrugged. “It’s an odd feeling, to be able to smell you and smell my desire, too. How are you able to keep yourself straight?”


  Snorting coffee Miklos coughed and choked for a moment as he tried not to laugh. The coffee burned in his lungs but he just couldn’t seem to stop. Leaning forward he hacked for a moment before sucking in air. “Oh lord,” he muttered sitting back and coughing a couple more times.


  “You learn,” he managed to wheeze out before coughing again. “Once you learn what the scents are it’s like hearing music. You filter out what annoys you so that you don’t even notice it. But if it’s something you like you open yourself to it fully,” he explained coughing once more.


  She grinned and nodded. “I really like the way it smells, when you and I come together, I love how it smells and I really, really want to smell that often.” She grinned. “I want to taste you, feel you, and touch you.” Her voice was a low needy growl.


  Miklos didn’t make the mistake of trying to drink any more of his coffee, not while she was in this mood. It would be deadly to his damned health. “You know, love, we’re in the privacy of our home. You are allowed to act out anything you want when you want here. You don’t need to ask permission to jump my bones. I’m male. I’m always more than willing to let you do whatever you want. Just don’t spill the coffee on me or we’ll have to deal with burns,” he warned quickly when she twitched slightly as though to take him up on his word.


  Harker put her coffee down and rose from the chair. It was sent scraping across the floor as she approached him. “Will I always feel this raw and needy, Miklos?” Because honestly, she wasn’t so sure she could be upset if she would, not if he was always around her.


  Watching her with cautious eyes Miklos shook his head. “No, but there will be days that are a hundred times worse, that will be when you’re in heat. Other days you’ll likely belt me if I want a kiss,” he teased with a grin putting his cup aside. “But usually you’ll just be yourself, Harker. You still are fundamentally, now you’re just a little bit more.”


  Her hand rested on his chest and she grinned up at him. “I don’t think I would ever belt you if you wanted a kiss. However, I can see many, many exhausting days after we have gone through my first heat.” If it burned more than it did now, they were both in a world of trouble.


  Her hand moved down his body until she was able to touch his cock, fondle and cradle him in her hands. “I need you, in here, in the kitchen I want you.” She squeezed his cock enough to make his eyes flood with passion, but not enough to hurt him at all.


  Growling softly he moved toward her, backing her up as she was determined to hold onto him. Cupping her ass once she was pinned to the counter he lifted her up, forcing her to release him. Sitting her down he kissed her hard as his hands moved over her body. “What do you want, Harker?” he asked, his tone deep with need for his mate.


  “I want you inside of me, Miklos. I want to walk into this kitchen and all I can think, all I can see and smell is us.” She growled softly and nodded before she lowered her head and bit his shoulder lightly. “I want you to fuck me, Miklos.” She growled.


  Shivering at her touch Miklos nuzzled her neck gently just before he slid her back off the counter, turned her around to press her hands to it, and proceeded to do just as she’d asked of him. Stripping off his jeans he pulled the shirt she was wearing aside and, sliding a hand over her to ensure she was ready, he slid into her wet pussy without any lead-up.


  She pushed back on him with a sigh of pleasure. “Yes.” It was a growl more than words. She widened her stance as she began to buck back and into him, her hands shifting their hold on the marble.


  Holding onto her waist Miklos pulled out and then slid in hard and fast, pressing into her as far as he could. Growling softly he found a rhythm that seemed to please his mate and just took her, bending over to scrape his teeth lightly up and down her back, his hands stroking her body.


  Harker pushed back as hard as he pressed forward. “Yes!” she cried out. “God, Miklos!” she screamed as her orgasm came over her. Clenching and holding his cock tight inside of her he knew she was silently demanding his release as well.


  Cupping her breasts with his hands he held her to him as he took her roughly and, on the relaxation of her orgasm, he came, taking them both over the edge together. Whispering her name into her ear as he shuddered his release Miklos rubbed his cheek to her shoulder and just held on for dear life.


  She was positive she waved at St. Peter as she and Miklos floated past the pearly gates in their trip to Heaven and back. Her knees were shaking and legs threatening to give out when she finally whispered, “I can’t stand anymore, Miklos. We need to go to the floor before I fall.”


  Chuckling softly he nipped at her shoulder before wrapping his arms fully around her and picking her up. He moved them to the sofa, easing down to sit while his body finished filling her with his semen. His hands stroked slowly over her body. “So, are we enjoying Wolf sex better than just plain human sex, my sweet?” he asked in a curious tone.


  “You know, you were perfect before but now…” She shivered as she felt another splash of his seed into her body and had to bite back the moan. “Now, Miklos, you are…” She hated to say this but it was the truth. “You are a god.” He was perfect. She never believed that sex could be so incredible, so intense, and so pleasurable, but now that she knew, she was never letting go of these feelings that only he could give her.


  Bursting out laughing at her, he hugged her against him and nuzzled her shoulder. “Just remember that when I piss you off next, love,” he teased. “Damn,” he said suddenly and snapped his fingers. “Why is it I never have the tape recorder with me when I need it?” he asked when she turned questioning eyes his way.


  “It would be inadmissible as evidence.” She laughed and nodded. “Yep, it wouldn’t hold up in court being it was coerced while I was under the influence.” She grinned and looked at him with a nod. “I love you, too, Miklos.” God she loved being here with him, like this. No pressures, no worries, just them.


  As his body relaxed and, as he slid from her heat, he lifted her, turning her in his lap to face him more. “I’m sure I could come up with something that is admissible,” he murmured softly. Kissing the end of her nose he breathed her in slowly. “I love you, Harker, but we need to get moving or I’ll have to tie you down and have my wicked way with you until you beg for respite. Much as that thought excites me we should act like humans for a time and deal with real life.”


  “You are right, Miklos.” Touching his lips she grinned. “Although the thought of being tied up…” She shivered. “Yes, we need to get up and go now, Miklos, like right now or we won’t ever make it out our front door and then your brothers will come looking for you and thinking I have killed you or something. Yes, love, we should go.”


  Smiling he helped her to her feet and then chased her to the bathroom scooping her up and setting her into the shower stall before following. Turning on the water he lifted his chin so it slid down his face before moving back and shaking it off.


  She laughed as she watched the purely canine move and shook her head. “You are more wolfie I think than even you know.” And she wasn’t complaining at all. Reaching out she touched his thigh gently, fingers lightly going over where he had the previous injury before turning to give him her back. “How does my back look? It only twinges now.” The intense pain from her injury was gone, and now only itched, burned slightly, and twinged, like she said.


  “Woof,” he teased as he wiped a hand down his face before looking at her back. Gently he ran a hand over the skin. “It’s looking a hell of a lot better than it did, love.” Tracing the scar that was still there he grinned at her shiver. “It’s nice and pink and healing beautifully. You may still have a mark for a while, or you may have a slight dimpling for the rest of your life since it had started to heal before your change. But even if you do, you’d have to know where it was to find it or under just the right lighting conditions,” he said. “Which reminds me, I should teach you how to change voluntarily later and how to deal with all your new senses, too.”


  Chapter 28


  


  “I don’t care if I scar. I just wanted to know how it was looking.” When she turned she gave him a cocked look. “Oh god, you mean I have to change again?” All she recalled of the change was pain, incredible and intense pain and then a feeling of inadequacy as she wasn’t even able to walk on her own legs. “No, Miklos, I don’t think I can do that again.” She gulped.


  Shaking his head slowly he kissed her shoulder. “I should have said, ‘I should teach you to shift,’” he murmured against her skin. “I’m sorry, love, I know it was hard on you.” And he hated that fact. “But shifting forms is something you need to learn to do and it is not painful. It’s a little odd in the beginning, the sensations bizarre, but in time it’s second nature and beautiful in its own way. But the other reason to teach you to shift is so that you learn your body’s responses to certain stress factors and learn how to control your Wolf’s automatic response to protect you.”


  “You mean like bite first and ask questions later?” she asked and looked up with a nod. “All right, but only you okay, Miklos? I don’t want our wolves around for this. Just you and I, promise me?” Until she was certain what her Wolf would or wouldn’t do, she didn’t want to chance her family, and Miklos she trusted to keep himself safe from her.


  “We’ll move the furniture in our living room and practice inside,” he promised her softly. “We’ll see what triggers the Wolf and we’ll get you to learn the feeling of the Wolf clawing to the surface and then you’ll learn how to push her back unless it’s really necessary. Just remember, if you let her out while dressed, you’ll end up naked as you shift back.”


  “Check, always remove clothes beforehand. No one gets a free show.” She winked at him and nodded. “I like the idea of moving the furniture around. I know that I am going overboard just wanting it to be us, but I just need it, okay?”


  “It’s fine, Harker,” he assured her softly touching her cheek. “I don’t want you around them before you are fully in control of your abilities. Trust me, it would not end well for them at all,” he added with a steely note underscoring his voice.


  “Why is that?” Now she was curious. “I can’t even walk in that form, so I know I couldn’t protect myself so why would you be worried about them?”


  “I’m not. I’m worried about you, love,” Miklos said honestly, his tone soft. “They wouldn’t play fair,” he murmured his words gentle but the meaning behind them harsh. “I’d have to do something I swore I never would. But for you I’d do anything,” he promised trying to skate around what he was referring to as much as possible.


  “My head hurts too much to listen to double-talk, Miklos. Please tell me just what you are talking about? I want to know what it is that you’re talking about, and no dancing around anything, all right?”


  Growling softly he pushed a hand through his hair and sighed. “There are unmated wolf males in the pack, Harker. While you carry my scent, you are also new enough to the change that they would likely have their hormones override their sense of the way things are and just take you. They could hurt you, Harker, and that is a death sentence.”


  Eyes grew wide as she looked at him. It was likely several long minutes before she realized her mouth was hanging open and closed it shut with a snap and shook her head. “Oh god, you mean that they would, while I was in that form they could…” She trailed off as the implications sank in. “Right, yes, just us, Miklos, because I don’t think that I could survive a wolf rape.”


  Reaching out he cupped her cheek. “I’m not going to let anything happen to you, love, ever,” he promised softly. “You are mine to protect, always,” he said before pulling her close to hug her. “I didn’t want to scare you, love.” But she had been right. She deserved to know just what might befall her if she wasn’t careful for the first while.


  “I know you didn’t, Miklos, but I had to know.” She pulled back and looked up into his eyes. “If I didn’t know I wouldn’t know what to look for and how to avoid it. Now that I know, you can help me learn to protect myself from it, yes?”


  “Yes,” he said with a nod. “I just don’t want you to worry. You’ve been through so much, Harker, so much in so little time. I worry that I’m burdening you with too much too soon. I know how strong you are, Harker. I see it in every movement you make, in the depth of your eyes, but everyone has a point they just can’t go beyond.”


  “And yet you can’t protect me from life, Miklos. I will be hurt, you will be hurt, but we will survive. We will push past the pains, push past the hurts and move on. We will love each other without any hesitation because that is who we are.” She paused then. “But part of that loving is letting us accept and do for ourselves as well.”


  Making a face Miklos wrinkled his nose. “You just had to throw that last part in there, didn’t you?” he asked with a resigned tone. “I love you, Harker. You know that you can do anything you want. Just know that I’ll always be there if you need me, darling.”


  “I know you will, Miklos. You wouldn’t be you any other way.” She smiled softly for him, and him alone before pulling back slightly. “Now then, I believe that I would like to sometime or another go and meet the family. I should get to know them, right?” Especially since Janos had helped her through the change, she owed him, big time.


  “We can do that if you want, Janos and Mina should be around the house, Ben, Kris, and Laz are likely working but we might be able to entice them over for dinner or we could check out Ben’s shop if you want,” he offered.


  “How about we start with Janos and Mina and then Ben’s shop. We will invite them all over for dinner after we know how I will react around people.” She was afraid she would hurt someone in her new state, so she would rather be safe than sorry.


  Glancing to her he knew he could say anything he wanted to try and ease her mind but he stayed silent since he knew, from experience, that only time would reassure her. “Sounds good to me, love,” he told her softly. “But, just so you know…” Come on, it was him. He couldn’t resist. “My brothers likely won’t be offended if you chase them down to sniff their crotches.”


  Her mirth started as a grin, then bloomed into a chuckle and turned into a side-holding full-out laugh that was from the gut. “Oh god.” She shook her head and laughed even more. “That’s…” She couldn’t breathe and tears streamed down her face. “Oh god.”


  Grinning at her he wiped at the tears on her face. “Yeah, I know, it was bad of me and now you’ll be overly conscious of the temptation, but do try to resist. I’m not sure how you’ll react to the water bottle of behavioral adjustment.” He chuckled.


  That sobered her quickly as she frowned. “They would do that to me? I would think that they would be more than willing to allow a female to sniff at their crotches.” She grinned as she added, “Unless it would be you using the water bottle of behavior adjustment?”


  “I’d be the one using it,” he said, narrowing his eyes on her. “Those faithless rats would be enjoying it much too much,” he said, shaking his head. “Maybe a frying pan upside their heads,” he murmured more to himself as he thought of ways to ensure his brothers behaved around his mate.


  “And if I decide to sniff at your crotch?” She was feeling wonderful. The teasing was very good for her, and for him, too. “Would you use the water bottle on me then as well?” She knew full well he wouldn’t.


  “Hell no, I’d have you on the floor so fast, my love, that your head would spin.” He smiled moving closer to her. “After that I think I’d just let nature take its course, whatever it might be.”


  “Gods, Miklos, do you know just how hard it is to make myself follow through with the knowledge that we need to get out? Right now all I can think about is your hard cock and wanting to suck you off until you can’t take it and fuck me hard, rough, fast, and make me scream as I come.”


  Growling at her he shook his head. “I think we did that earlier,” he pointed out. “And you were the one that said she wanted to go and meet the family. Apologize to Janos for puking all over him and his house, meet the others and so forth. I was all for just staying here and letting you do whatever you wanted.” He grinned at her.


  She narrowed her eyes on him and growled. “Well that was before I was sure I was in heat and now all I can bloody damn well think about is having you fucking me, having us all naked and sweaty in any way possible.”


  “You know I’m all about getting naked and sweaty with you, darling, but you were the one that wanted to visit family,” he felt the need to point out again, him and his sick humor. “But if you’d rather wait for another day I suppose”—he heaved a put-upon sigh—“we could delay so you can ravish me as you will.”


  Narrowing her gaze at him she shook her head. “I want to delay it more than a day, Miklos. As long as I’m feeling like this I don’t want to be around our family. The need to be with you is too great. The need to simply throw off clothes and fuck each other is riding me hard.”


  “So we delay a day or ten, I’m all good with it.” He smiled slowly at her. “Do as you will with me, darling. I am yours to command,” he teased, wondering what she’d do with his willingness to comply so easily to her needs and demands.


  She growled and snapped her teeth. “You aren’t supposed to be so willing.” Where the hell that came from she didn’t know. “How do I know that you really deserve me?” Again, who the hell was pulling her vocal strings?


  “I was wondering when that was going to come up,” he muttered, eyeing her as he moved away from her and out of the shower, knowing that, at this point, anything could happen. “I thought you wanted me willing, love,” he said in a louder tone, his voice soft but with a hint of steel. “But if you want otherwise you know that all you have to do is say the word.”


  She didn’t even think. Her Wolf was more in control than she was and she jumped at Miklos, a growl in the base of her throat, claws instead of her hands, and attacking the man she loved. The human inside of her was screaming for it to stop. She didn’t understand what was happening but the Wolf refused to listen and demanded a mate who was more than her equal.


  Eyes widening he shifted his stance and, when she came at him, he met her head-on. Capturing her wrists in his hands he took her to the ground. Growling at her in return when she tried to snap at him with her teeth he got her down with his greater weight and then flipped her to her belly. Lying over her with his full weight he rubbed his cock against her ass. “Is this what you want, Harker?” he asked, his tone deceptively soft.


  The tones were low and gravelly as she said, “Fuck you.” Twisting and turning she tried to get away from him, the human inside of her crying, the Wolf demanding to have everything.


  Chuckling at her words he bit her neck just hard enough to get her attention. “Oh darling, that is definitely the plan,” he promised her. Shifting her hands to one of his he held her tight enough that she’d likely have bruises for a short time later, but in the now he was a little more worried about his eyes. Stroking his fingers between her legs he breathed her in. “You want me, don’t you, love?” he asked before biting her shoulder with a bit of force.


  It was the human side of Harker that sobbed his name and the Wolf growled her acceptance. “Yes,” both said in unison. Harker was scared, but so turned on she could barely see straight and when his fingers dipped into her weeping, pulsating pussy she cried out and pushed back on his hand. “Miklos, please.” It was all human her tone, no bite of Wolf to it, simply a woman begging for her man.


  There she is, he thought with a smile as he shifted and, with no warning, drove his cock into her hard. He kept her hands confined. He wasn’t ready to test her will over that of the Wolf just yet. Holding her hips up with an arm he slammed his aching cock into her pussy again, his balls slapping against her clit. Then, slowly, rotated his hips to put pressure on just where she liked it. “Please what, my love?” he whispered by her ear before biting and lightly scraping his teeth over the shell of it.


  “More, Miklos,” she panted out loudly and wiggled, trying to push back against him. “God that feels so good. Harder.” That was her Wolf growling, demanding more of her mate, and it made him smile.


  “Patience, my sweet,” he taunted and pulled his face back to avoid her teeth. “For shame, love, trying to do me damage like that.” He’d smack her rear for that one later. Adjusting his hold he did as she asked though and took her harder and faster, the firmness of the floor ensuring she wouldn’t move.


  Each stroke into her pussy sent flames up and down her spine. She was spinning out of control, her body and mind both exploding with need, desire. As he fucked her, pounded his cock into her aching cunt she whimpered, cried out, and then screamed as her orgasm shot through her like a bolt of lightning, her whole body shaking with the feelings he incited.


  “There you are,” Miklos breathed a moment before he came, her name a startled yelp. Shaking, his eyes rolling back in his head and his body strung tight, he buried himself balls deep as his body filled hers over and over with his seed. Panting he collapsed over her moments later, his forehead on her shoulder and, finally, he released his hold on her wrists.


  She was gasping for air as she lay under him, her wolf curled up and content inside and the woman simply amazed by what had happened. She couldn’t move, let alone speak, for a while and when she did speak it was a hoarse whisper of sound. “God that was…” She searched for the right word and finally settled on, “Incredible.”


  Nipping at her shoulder Miklos rolled off of her to lay on his back at her side. Rolling his head to look at her he smiled slightly. “Glad you liked it,” he murmured. “But the next time you have a mind to jump me with claws out, know I may not be nearly as accommodating, darling mine.”


  “I will try.” She rolled and curled into him with a smile on her face. “Tell the Wolf though, Miklos, I don’t know how to control her.” Yet, she would learn though. She would have to learn to control the Wolf so that she didn’t lose her mate, her Miklos.


  “She just needs a little gentling and, when she gets too feisty I will just have to show her who’s boss,” he teased with a grin on his face. Rolling into her quaking body, he kissed her softly and stroked his hand slowly down her spine. “Are you all right?” he asked softly. “I didn’t mean to hurt you, Harker. You know that, right?”


  She nodded her head and looked up with a goofy grin on her face. “You didn’t hurt me, Miklos. I was afraid because I couldn’t control her but god that felt so good.” She stroked a finger over his chest. “I love you, Miklos, and my god that was the most amazing thing I have ever felt in my life.”


  “It’ll get easier in time, love, I promise,” he murmured pulling back. Lying with his forehead touching hers and his nose gently brushing back and forth against hers he smiled. “Not for the first little while, but in time you’ll have greater control over her.”


  “I hope so.” Her eyes were open and on him. She could only see him with as close as they were. “I was so afraid I would hurt you, Miklos. I never want to feel that fear again, that uncertainty.” She sighed. “Promise me you will never let her hurt you? Hurt her, me, if you have to take us down, but please don’t let her hurt you or any of our loved ones?”


  “Darling, you won’t hurt me, trust me, love. I’ve seen enough Wolf couples to know what signs to be aware of. And I promise, if I have to, I’ll sit on you until your Wolf learns to play nice with the man in your life.”


  “I am going to trust you on that one, Miklos.” She laid her head back down and sighed. “Now I think a nap is really in order.” She was sated, physically, emotionally, and happy. Good time for sleep. “I love you, Miklos. Later we will go and see Janos and Mina, for now I just want to be here with you all content and cuddly.”


  “Darling, we’re in the middle of the bathroom. Don’t you think the bed might be a better option for a nap?” he asked her softly.


  She grinned and shook her head. “I guess I lost myself on where we were.” Looking up and around she shrugged. “Wherever is closest works for me.” Sitting up fully now, she stretched her hands high up and over her head, popping her back as she arched and stretched.


  Pushing to his feet he held out his hands and, when she took them, he hoisted her up and over his shoulder. “Bed works, more room there,” he told her as she squawked at his treatment of her. Nipping at her hip he lightly smacked her bare, upturned bottom and headed into their room.


  “Do it again,” she heard herself asking. “Smacking my bottom, it felt so…” Amazing, nice, wonderful. “Good” She chose the lesser of them all to describe her feelings.


  There was a pause in his steps before he did as she requested and smacked her bottom again with the exact same force, ever careful not to hurt her. “Are you trying to tell me you need a spanking, my sweet?” he asked.


  “Yes.” Oh boy did she need a spanking. “God that feels so very good. I never would have dreamed this would have felt so very good.” Shuddering slightly she ran her hands down his back and then squeezed his ass. “God we just finished having mind-blowing sex and yet my body is demanding more again.”


  “You’re not human anymore, love,” he reminded her as he bent to let her down from his shoulder. Straightening he backed her to the bed. “You’re going to feel hungrier, needier, and a hell of a lot hornier pretty much all the time,” he told her. Lifting her slightly he tossed her on the bed and followed, flipping her onto her stomach and smacking her bottom again with just enough force so she’d notice. “You will feel new cravings, new desires, and want a whole whack of new things to happen. Don’t fight it but you will need to learn to curb the desires, especially in public. The police frown on public nudity and sexual acts,” he teased, leaning in to bite one of her ass cheeks lightly.


  “It’s a good thing that you are a cop,” she said as she got up on her knees and pushed back against him. “God this feels so amazing.” She groaned delightfully with a happy grin.


  Growling softly he sank his teeth into her ass cheek carefully, squeezing just enough to see her shiver. Pulling back he smacked her bottom again ever careful to not actually cause her harm. “You like the spanking or the nibbling?” he asked, curious as to what was turning her on so quickly. He could smell her feminine arousal from where he was clearly and knew she was ready for him if he decided to take her again right then.


  “The spanking, the nibbling, both.” She felt a full-body shiver move over her body. “Oh god, Miklos.” She growled, not a Wolf growl, but the human inside of her. The human who was relishing this action, this moment so tremendously.


  “Do you want me to continue with your spanking?” he asked as he rubbed his hand over her bottom, letting his thumb stroke up between her cheeks and rubbed at her anus lightly. Leaning in he bit her as he rubbed slowly, dragging his teeth over her other cheek and nipping now and again.


  “Yes,” she shouted in shocked pleasure. “Yes, please don’t stop, Miklos, just what you’re doing, it feels too good, don’t stop.” She pushed back on his thumb, pulling him more into her body, begging him to give her more of the simple action he was giving her now.


  Shifting his hand despite her complaints he slid a finger through her wet pussy before he pressed it to her other opening and slowly in. Gently he nibbled on her, his other hand sliding to push two fingers deep into her body.


  She was panting as she felt his fingers inside of her body. Nodding she bit her lip. “So good.” She moaned and shivered. “I need you again, Miklos, and I need you, sweetheart, again I need you.”


  Moving he kneeled behind her body and, moving his one hand, he slid his engorged cock into her cunt. “No arguments,” he whispered against her shoulder as he bent over her, his one finger still pressing deeper into her anus.


  Clenching on his cock tightly she pushed back against him. “Miklos.” She groaned and moved her legs farther apart and moved on him, pushing back and forth with him as he pumped harder and harder into her pussy.


  “Do you want your mating mark back?” he asked softly as he nipped at her shoulder, his body moving brutally in and out of hers. “Do you want a permanent one, my love?”


  “Yes.” She and the Wolf both spoke at the same time. “Mark me as yours, Miklos, one I can keep always.” She shivered fully when he moved harder and faster inside of her. “Rough, love it rough.” She had never thought she would, but she did, very much so.


  Driving his cock into her pussy over and over again Miklos teased her with his hands, stroking, cupping, massaging. Nibbling on her shoulder he grinned as she growled at him, but he wanted to wait until she was nearly there and then send her hurtling into the abyss. She was close, he realized moments later and, driving his fingers down to toy with her clitoris, he whispered her name and then bit her shoulder, with no warning at all, drove his teeth deep to ensure the mark would remain even with her healing.


  She howled and screamed all at once. She shuddered and moaned as his cock expanded, the knot forming, and gave her another orgasm that had her crying out his name on a torn sob as she clawed at the bedding.


  He growled deeply with satisfaction in the sound as he came with her, his teeth holding her as he tasted blood. Pulling back on the pressure just slightly he kept his teeth in her flesh as he held her to him not letting her move any which way.


  There was nowhere for her to move, so she just let her knees drop slowly, bringing him with her and laying fully on the bed. “I think you killed me, my love,” she whispered as she closed her eyes and grinned. “And what a wonderful way to go.”


  After pulling his teeth from her skin he pressed several kisses to the tender flesh. Laying his cheek to her shoulder he rubbed his skin to hers. “Love you,” he croaked softly.


  Her eyes were closed, she couldn’t breathe, and with her eyes completely closed she shook her head and smiled again. “Talk later.” Like when she could breathe, when she could move. For now, however, it was perfect to simply lay there and be a part of him like she was.


  “Good,” he whispered to her with a chuckle. “Can’t think either,” he said as he rubbed his cheek to her skin again. “I’ll move as soon as I can feel my legs, love, or when you can’t feel anything and kick me off.”


  “Sleep, is good.” She grumbled and, turning her head, grinned. “Love you,” was her whispered sound as she dropped off and into sleep.


  Chuckling softly Miklos let out a breath. He wanted to sleep, too, but knew if he did she’d really be complaining once his body was a dead weight. When he was finally able to move he rolled off of her to his back at her side. But that was all he could manage before he passed out, out of sheer exhaustion.


  Chapter 29


  


  “Miklos,” she called up the hall and grinned as she stood there with the dress on that more than showed her beautiful mating mark. “We are going to be late and I really do want to get there before everyone gets all drunk and everything.” They had been invited to the Policeman’s Ball. It was a novelty for her, as a firefighter. Again she shook her head. Whoever said that women took longer than men to get ready really didn’t know a nervous Wolf when they saw one, or knew how long they took to get ready and how many times they changed their suits.


  “Yeah, yeah,” he muttered coming down the hall. “It’s these blasted cuff links. Whoever designed them should be slowly tortured for the pain it causes men in trying to put them in. Help!” he begged thrusting out his arm and the cuff link to her and then stopped. Eyes widening he slowly smiled as he moved closer again and slowly circled her. “I like,” he growled softly, brushing his lips against the curve of her neck. “I like a lot.”


  The gown was deep dark blue and went fully to the floor where it pooled softly in a fall of silk. Strapless with a high waist, it accentuated her breasts and put them on display as well as her upper body and arms. “I’m glad you like it.” She looked him over and licked her lips. “Good thing for you that I am out of heat or we would never make this engagement.” Holding out her hands she waggled her fingers. “Give me your arms, love. I will fix the cuff links because the limo is likely out there waiting at the gate.” She couldn’t figure out how to buzz him in, never having used the gate release before.


  Passing her the devices of evil he held his sleeve together so she could put them in with some ease. “Seriously, who creates something that needs three hands to put in? I only have two, dammit. This just is not a practical product.” If they hadn’t been one of his father’s sets and ones he always wore when he had to wear civilian dress wear, he’d have tossed them long ago.


  “Because there is normally always a woman nearby who is more than willing to place her hands on her man,” she said with a grin and then patted his arms. “All done, darling.” She laughed at him softly and straightened his tie. “Are you ready to take me and introduce me to all your coworkers. I mean, I am a firefighter you know.” There was always the battle between cops and firebugs.


  “Darling, you are so much better than any of them and you clean up nicer, too,” he said with a smile. “Come on, darling.” Picking up her wrap, Miklos held it for her and draped it lightly over her shoulders. Taking her hand in his he led her to the door and keyed the gate to open once he confirmed the driver of the limousine. “Shall we, my dearest mate?” he asked, offering her his arm.


  “Yes, I believe that we shall.” She grinned up at him. “Desmonda won’t be there. She said something about unable to handle the dog and pony show?” She shrugged. “I can’t wait personally.” She said with a smile, “I love that we get to have this moment out, this moment together.”


  “Probably couldn’t find a date,” Mik muttered under his breath before flashing her an innocent grin when she looked to him suspiciously. “If I didn’t have a lovely mate to show off I wouldn’t be caught dead at this thing either. Don’t be surprised if a bunch of people stare at us slack jawed.”


  She snorted and shook her head. “As long as you don’t leave me alone with a bunch of the pompous assholes we should be good. As for their slack-jawedness”—she looked up with a teasing grin—“what can you expect of cops? We firefighters are ever so much better at things than the cops ever will be.”


  Snorting at that he shook his head. “You flamers only like to think you are, but in reality the police are the top dogs. We’re the ones with guns and you get what, a hose?” Shaking his head he chuckled at her look and knew this could get heated. Good thing it was a long drive.


  “Yes, but at least our hoses work.” She was grinning ear to ear, loving the teasing. “How often do you have to fire your gun in the line of duty?” She made a moue of her lips. “You poor boy, you don’t even know if your gun would really go off for you or not, while us ‘flamers’ know that our hoses are always primed and ready.” How she got to thinking about sex was beyond her, but she was. As they rode there in the darkness of the limo she had to shift her legs restlessly as she began to smell her own desire wafting in the air.


  “My gun always fires when it is required,” he told her leaning in close to nip at her ear gently. “Never any misfires in all the time I’ve had to pull it out and use it. The big problem with you flamers is, you use your little hoses for a time and then they just go limp and useless as the well runs dry. But my gun is always primed and ready for any and all situations.”


  She bit her lip and wrapped her fingers into the lapels of his jacket. “Kiss your flamer, copper. She really needs to feel you touching her, kissing her so that when we face the enemy she will be well secure in the knowledge that at least one copper loves her.”


  “I definitely love you and if any of them give you a hard time let me know,” Miklos murmured. He’d personally see that they got the worst assignments in the history of the department. Kissing her slowly he slid a hand up and down her hip. He wanted more but he was trying to behave so she wouldn’t be rumpled when they got there.


  It was only a will of iron that had saved her ass more than once that had her pulling back and licking her lips. “Enough, Miklos, I need to adjust my makeup now.” She grinned and tugged her small purse close. “Later though, later I will let you peel me out of this dress and make love to me while I’m still wearing the heels and silk stockings.” Which was all she wore under the skin-tight dress, but he didn’t need to know that, yet.


  “Actually,” he murmured eyeing her legs, “I was thinking we should find a closet or a bathroom and have a little fun.” He grinned. “Unless you’re wearing underwear and full hose, in that case I may have to rethink my evil plan to have my wicked way with you.”


  Shifting her legs slightly she allowed her leg to show through the nearly to-the-thigh slit and shook her head. “Nope, just the silk thigh-highs and heels are under this dress. Thank god I don’t have a bigger rack than I do.” She cupped her size-B breasts and ran her fingers over where her nipples would be in the strapless gown. “So that’s possible.” She gave him a look of pure devilment as she spoke.


  Growling softly he leaned over and kissed the curves of her breasts lightly. “Anything is possible when you are as naked as you under this lovely dress,” he smiled. Glancing up sharply he inhaled. “We’re here,” he said softly, his body tightening for a whole new reason. His mate was about to be around a lot of males, not something that the Wolf was pleased about at all, especially since they weren’t pack and therefore were suspect.


  The Wolf inside of her tensed, but she soothed her just as she was about to soothe Miklos. “It will be all right, darling. They are friends.” Mostly. They were cops, so they were as close to friends as a firefighter could get to them. “You will be at my side all night. I promise we will be fine.”


  Growling softly he got out of the car and helped her out. “I am not leaving you alone with these dogs, that’s for sure,” he muttered. Tucking her hand through his arm he guided her toward the entrance as he pulled out the invitation. “I say we go in, have a couple drinks, find a toilette, and then run for home,” he said softly to her.


  It was tempting, so very tempting but she shook her head. “No. I want a full night out, Miklos. You promised me we would have the whole night together out and enjoying this party.” Actually he had snorted and made crude remarks about it, but she didn’t care. “I want this, Mik. I want to feel like we are a normal couple and that you are proud to introduce me to your friends, please?”


  “I am proud of you, but most of these guys are not my friends,” Miklos said softly as they moved into the grand entrance. He turned her toward the ballroom. “They are associates and competition. Most of them are pissed that I got a promotion over them.” He’d also been doing police work for a lot, a lot, longer than they’d all been alive.


  “Well you also have many years on them, Miklos,” she muttered as she turned her head around slowly to take in the ballroom, her eyes getting big. Letting out a breath she grinned. “Wow. All right, let’s meet some of your associates and competition, shall we?”


  “If we must,” Miklos murmured and headed toward his captain figuring he’d start there. Introducing her to the captain and a couple lieutenants Miklos let her chat with them, watching as she charmed them, even though she was a flamer. Keeping his hand lightly resting on her back Mik kept his eyes moving around the room feeling the waves of animosity from certain members congregated there.


  Suddenly Harker’s head came up and she frowned. “Miklos.” Someone was watching them. She wasn’t a cop and she hadn’t been a Wolf long but she knew when someone was watching, and someone was watching. “I think you were going to come with me for a drink?” Her eyes held the fear there that only he could see, she hoped.


  Nodding he excused them from the captain and led her slowly to the bar. “I know, babe,” he murmured softly when she looked up at him again. “Nice and slow, Harker, we need to see who’s watching you for anything other than curiosity.” He didn’t like the feel of the look coming her way. It was cold, vicious, and just plain vindictive.


  “I don’t like it at all, Miklos,” she said with a sunny smile that didn’t touch her eyes. “Someone is scoping me out for more than curiosity’s sake and it’s really, really pissing me off.” Her Wolf was in full attack mode. “And it’s very hard to control her right now, Miklos. It’s taking all my willpower to keep her at bay.”


  Wrapping his arms around her as they stopped by the bar, Miklos brushed his lips over her cheek. “Calm yourself, even if you do not feel calm and she will settle, love.” He really wished they’d had more time to work on suppressing her Wolf. Nipping at her ear he glanced up as the bartender approached. “What do you wish to drink, Harker?” he asked, softly rubbing his hand up and down her bare arm.


  She found her center in him and nodded. Looking up she smiled. “I would love to have a vodka martini, dirty please.” She needed the vodka. Hopefully she would get just enough of a buzz that she could shake off the feeling of being so angry.


  Looking to the bartender he ordered her vodka martini and asked for a double scotch neat for himself. Shifting with her down the bar he wrapped her in his arms. “Are you feeling any better?” he asked even though he felt the eyes still on them, but with the number of people in the room looking their way and talking about them it was hard to find the one with anger in their heart.


  “Slightly calmer with you holding me.” Him wrapped around her was the only thing keeping her Wolf in check. She knew it and so did he. “Hopefully the vodka will be enough to calm her, me.” She smiled. “We will drink and then dance and see if we can figure out who it is that has designs on me.” More like marked her for the kill, but she wasn’t quibbling terms. They both knew that it was the factions that were after the Wolf Princes, she just hated that they now had their eyes on her.


  “You’ll need to drink a lot of martinis then, love,” he murmured softly. “You’re Wolf now. Human liquor has almost no effect on us. Even if we drink bottles and bottles we’ll only get a slight buzz and then no hangovers. The stuff made for us on the other hand will slap you silly and send you love notes.” He grinned as he shifted to take her drink and pass it to her before taking his.


  “Of course,” she grumbled in complaint and then drank the martini with one swallow. “But maybe if I drink enough of these they will think I’m drunk and leaving will be expected.” She hoped.


  “Could work,” he told her with a shrug. “We’re not leaving until I find us a closet though,” he reminded her with a grin. Taking her glass he signaled the bartender and then sipped at his very good scotch.


  “Right, oh, I know where.” She grinned and nodded. “The coat closet.” And that fast her hormones began to rage out of control. “Dammit, so not the right time for heat to hit.” She knew it wasn’t the heat of her time, just simply the need of her mate.


  Grinning at her he passed her the new martini and shrugged. “If you want to wait,” he said and let the words drift off. Downing his drink he set the glass aside as he watched her and knew she’d be tossing it back to drag him off, eventually.


  There was really no eventually to it. She tossed her drink back and went into his arms with a grin. “Let’s go shall we?” And along the way they might luck out and figure out who had been eyeing them like a fat kid eyes the candy store.


  “We shall,” he teased wrapping his arm around her waist and gently guiding her from the bar area out through the throngs. “Dance first or closet?” he asked her as the band changed to a slow and romantic song.


  “Dance first,” she decided as the slow strains of the song began. “Hold me close and dance me toward the coat closet. Sound like a good idea, darling?”


  Pulling her into his arms he moved her to the music, their bodies close as he directed them slowly around the floor, his target in sight at all times. Miklos didn’t take a direct path, just seemed to wander aimlessly around the floor to the music. Brushing his lips to her cheek he breathed her in. “I think I could get used to dancing with you, my love. You do move wonderfully.”


  “It’s only me on your toes, love.” She really wasn’t moving, much. Thankfully however she hadn’t completely taken his toes off with her dancing. “And I think you and I will be dancing for our whole lives, Miklos, you holding me close as we move through life.”


  Grinning at her he kissed her gently. “You’re not that bad, but a couple lessons at home might not be amiss,” he teased gently. “All of us had to learn to dance, my mother’s will on that one, and when we had to run Laz insisted we finish all our lessons for her.”


  “I think that is perfectly acceptable, love. I’m happy that she did,” she said with a smile and then, “I would like more lessons. I want to learn to be able to move as beautifully as you do, Miklos. I should be able to move like my lover, shouldn’t I?”


  “I think you should, too.” He grinned. “Who knows, might give you more ideas for other things,” he teased softly against her ear. “Learn to swish your hips a little more, rotating them for other dances, the rhythm of the body and all the actions it can cause and create.”


  She moaned and bit his earlobe gently. “Closet now, Miklos, or this ball will be remembered for Harker and Miklos making out right on the edge of the dance floor.” It amazed her how just a soft word, a gentle caress made her whole body burn in need.


  Chuckling softly he led her to the edge of the floor and meandered through the crowds until they were before the coat closet. Looking about he noted no one was really paying any attention so he opened the door and let her slide in before he joined her and locked the door. “I really hope no one wants to leave in the next twenty minutes,” he muttered as he pulled her to him and kissed her with need.


  Wrapping her arms around his neck she grinned and nodded. “I completely agree.” Her leg moved to wrap around his waist, and she felt his hands pulling the dress up as she hugged him close to her. “God you feel so good.” She grumbled as she added, “But you have on too many damn clothes.”


  “Not much to do about that,” he muttered as he got her dress up and undid his pants, pushing them out of the way of his cock as he lifted her. Pushing into her pussy he let out a shaky breath of relief. “Gods I love you,” he whispered brushing his lips over her mating mark as he adjusted his hold and began to move in and out of her tight pussy.


  She bit her lip to hold back her cry and wrapped her legs tighter around him. “I love you, too, baby. God I love you, too,” she said with a sob of pleasure as she rocked on his cock while he moved deep inside of her. Working at the buttons on his shirt she finally bared him to her and leaned in, licking at his shoulder in pleasure. “I need to mark you, Miklos, can I?”


  His body jerked, hard, at her words and he growled softly. “If you want to, my love, be my guest,” he whispered not sure how he was going to manage to not spill like an untried youth. The mere thought of her biting him had him harder than ever before.


  He thrust into her two more times before she brought her mouth down on his shoulder. She licked at where she wanted to bite him and when she knew her orgasm was coming, she sank her teeth into him deeply, pulling back slightly when she tasted blood. Her fingers clutched his arms and her body squeezed him with all she had in her. She whimpered and then felt her orgasm run through her and bit into him harder, needing his as well.


  Groaning in pleasure when she bit him he whimpered softly as she dug in deeper and then, with a soft growl, he pumped his cock into her harder and faster all while holding her head to him gently. A low, deep growl rolled through the room as he came, his cock jerking in her pussy as he held her tighter.


  She felt him expand and then begin to spill deeply inside of her. She didn’t let go. She held onto him until he told her that it was enough and only then did she let up. Her tongue laved the angry mark but she smiled happily. “You’re mine forever now, Miklos. I don’t have a ring, but we have these marks.”


  “I was yours as soon as I saw you coming out of that burning building hauling a man three times your size. You impressed me then, you awe me now,” he whispered against her neck. “You do have a ring.” He chuckled. “I just haven’t actually given it to you yet.”


  Chapter 30


  


  She pulled back and looked at him, shock evident on her face. Shaking her head she frowned. “I am so not going to acknowledge that you said that and in fact I’m going to pretend you didn’t.” When he got that look of “what” on his face she said, “You don’t tell a woman that you have a ring for her and not produce it, or ask the question that goes along with it. We just fucked like bunnies on the commissioner’s coat.” Somehow that took away her frustration at his casual “you have a ring” comment and made her giddy with laughter.


  Covering her mouth with a hand as she started to laugh Miklos rolled his eyes. “Women,” he muttered. “We should probably get off the commissioner’s coat, love, and out of here before the commissioner finds me bare-assed naked with my mate on his jacket and suspends my ass. Besides, don’t you want to go home and find out what might come with my announcement of said hand jewelry and all the other good stuff?”


  “Oh yes, I want to get home and find out what might come with said items.” She nuzzled against the mark she had given him and grinned. “God I love how you shiver with that.” Looking up into his eyes she grinned as she added, “Then again I love everything that you do when you are inside of me.”


  Growling softly he caught her lower lip between his teeth and gently bit down. “Behave,” he breathed as he slid free from her body. Stepping back he buttoned himself up and then helped her straighten and smooth out her dress, or that had been the plan, his hands having a mind of their own, and he got smacked for it. “I’ll remember that later,” he grinned at her as he stood and checked his suit in the mirror quickly.


  She tugged her hair back into place and smiled as she looked at herself in the mirror from where she had moved to be before him. “And I certainly hope that you do remember that, Miklos, and while you are remembering”—she moved a hand over his shoulder where she knew his mark now rested—“remember this.”


  Shivering slightly he leaned over and kissed her neck lightly dragging his mouth down to tease her mark. “Always,” he murmured softly, lifting his eyes to meet hers with a smile. “Come on, love, let’s see if we can sneak out of here just as easily as we got in.” He doubted it, but one could hope. Shifting to the door he cracked it and listened for a moment and then eased it a little further open. Looking around he pressed it open further and slowly stuck his head out to look around. Sliding out he pulled her out behind him and then casually began to move around the room.


  She moved with him and grinned as he was stopped time and time again. She nearly laughed as he growled at one of the younger officers stopping him to ask him if he could ride along with Miklos next week. Finally, however, they made the front door and she looked up with a grin. “Do you want to make a run for it?” There was a pause followed by, “And since we have a limo…” She trailed off to let his wonderful imagination fill in the blank spots.


  “Can’t get enough of me, can you?” he asked with a smug grin and laughed at her look. “Love you, too, babe,” he teased leading her out of the building. Shaking his head he inhaled the night air. “Gods, I’ve never been so glad to get away from people,” he muttered letting the thought trail off. “It’s bad enough that they know I’m a Wolf, but the fact that they purposefully wear hideous perfumes and colognes to screw with me, that pisses me off.”


  She, too, drug in a large breath of air and sighed. “I know, I never would have dreamed that it would have been so horrible.” She grinned up at him. “No more. We did our obligatory ball for the coppers so no more, darling.” She moved with him toward the limo and answered the first question. “And no, I can’t get enough of you. I will never get enough of you.” When he handed her into the limo she didn’t wait, didn’t hesitate. She simply reached out and hit the locks on the doors when he was in. “Tell him to take the very, very long way home?” she asked from where she was now straddling him and caressing his face.


  Reaching up Miklos relayed the message to the driver before he locked the controls for the divider. “I’m all yours, love, and we’re taking a tour of the city,” he promised with a grin as he watched her shifting. Moving his hands under her skirt he pushed it up slightly, his hands skating over her thighs, his thumbs caressing the smooth and sensitive inner flesh.


  She leaned into him and brushed her lips over his neck. “I’m glad that you’re all mine because I am all yours, Miklos. I’m yours from now until forever. Love me, Mik, help me out of this dress so that you can see and feel what I wore beneath it.”


  Moving his hands up her back he worked the zipper down slowly, his fingers trailing lightly over the skin he revealed. When it was loose enough he scooped it up over her head and tossed it to lie flat on the seat along the side and, looking back to her, he let out a shuddering breath. “God damn it,” he whispered, “I’m so glad that I did not think about this while we were there or I’d have had a hard-on constantly.”


  She was all smiles as she sat there in nothing more than silk stockings, garter belt, and the skin she was born in. “It was a good surprise though, yes?” she asked as she trailed a hand down the newly waxed skin of her mound. “I even waxed for you as well. What do you think?” The skin was petal smooth and felt strange, but amazing, too.


  Sliding a slow and exploratory finger down her body he traced the soft curves of her pussy. “I like it a lot,” he murmured before sliding his arms under her hips and lifting her as he slid down. Placing his mouth to her he lapped at her, his tongue sliding between the soft folds to taste all of her.


  Her hands braced on the leather seat as she lifted her hips slightly and felt his hands sliding up and under her rear. “Then this was totally worth the pain.” She moaned in ecstasy as he lapped and licked at her pussy. “Gods, Miklos, you have the best mouth.” One hand moved from the seat to his hair, fisting in it as he licked and lapped at her greedily.


  Growling softly he nibbled at her soft flesh, his tongue delving deep to reach that perfect spot inside of her and just plain enjoy himself. Nuzzling her he sucked at her clitoris, his tongue probing deep as he lightly massaged her buttocks.


  Her legs moved so that one was on each of his shoulders and she lifted herself again to him. “Miklos!” she screamed as she erupted in release from his wonderful mouth and hands.


  Lapping at all the juice her cunt spilled for his enjoyment Mik teased her to a fury, keeping her right at the edge before he slid from between her legs. Stripping he turned and, on his knees, brought her down onto his engorged cock, her back to his front. Spreading her legs he cupped her breast in one hand, the other moving to cup her smooth mound as he began to take her.


  She moved up and down on him and braced her hands over his, one over her breast and one over her mound. “So good.” She squeezed her nipple at the same time his fingers began to dance over her clit. “So good,” she sobbed even as they hit a bump, which made his cock slide even deeper and harder.


  Growling softly as he went deeper Miklos put his mouth to her mating mark, licking and nibbling at the sensitive flesh as he flicked her clitoris. “I love you, Harker,” he whispered against her skin, his body claiming hers in a mating dance older than time.


  Her body pressed back against his and, using her hands as a fulcrum, pushed back on him harder and faster. “I love you, too, Miklos, so much.”


  Shifting up a little more Miklos leaned her forward so she had to use her hands to brace thus giving himself more room to move. He slammed his cock into her now, his fingers tugging, tweaking, rubbing, and stroking her clit as he lightly bit her mating mark.


  She was going to be paying for damages to the limo, but in that moment she didn’t care.


  Claws erupted from her hands as the Wolf inside of her battled with the need she felt, the hunger. She came so hard, so fast that it was as if the world had stopped moving and was now breaking her apart with its desperate and complete need. “Miklos,” she begged and then came a second time in as many seconds.


  Growling against her flesh Mik milked another orgasm from her before he let the Wolf loose and, shifting her forward to her hands and knees, pressing her shoulders to the material of the seat, his Wolf took his mate. It was harsher, deeper, his cock slamming into her pussy and his balls slapping at her bare pussy as he breathed her in and enjoyed everything about her. When she screamed his name he came, the Wolf letting out a howl inside his head of pleasure as Mik closed his eyes and surrendered to the pleasure.


  She fell down into the shredded seat and huffed her breathing in and out, but smiled broadly. It was a long while before she said, “Amazing. I didn’t think that it could get any better between us.” She snorted. “Wow, was I wrong.”


  Nipping at her shoulder he smiled and chuckled. “Darling, I am all about improving our loving. And as long as I’m keeping you happy I have no worries at all. Now, had you told me that this had been boring and ho-hum, I’d have had to try harder to impress you, but I honestly don’t think the car would survive anything more.”


  Finally she looked at the seat she had shredded and felt her face flame. “Oh god.” She shook her head. “I can’t believe that I did that, Miklos. I’m usually in more control.”


  Nipping at her shoulder he licked the small hurt gently as she gave a start. “Don’t worry so much, love,” he murmured. “You are not human anymore, Harker. You do not live by human standards any longer. This”—he jerked his chin to the seat—“is a damned fine testament to a Wolf mate’s pleasure.”


  There was a warmth in the pit of her belly that spread all through her body. “Fine, you get to pay for the damage then, my love.” She smiled and wrapped her arms around his around her middle. “And you get to be the one who gets to tell the limo company about it, too.”


  “Darling, I already put a huge deposit down just in case you decided to get a might…” He chuckled and then added, “Frisky with your mate.” Kissing the side of her neck he lightly nibbled slowly up to her ear and nipped at the soft flesh of her lobe. “But, from the slowing and that last turn, I would say that we are on the road to the house, love. We should get dressed unless you are of the mind to streak across to the house.”


  “No, I think not.” She grabbed her dress even as she stayed close to him. “Because I would hate to be the reason the driver died because of watching me streaking.”


  “Good point,” he murmured as she wiggled around, not exactly helping him want to get dressed again. “Laz would likely have a hernia when he found out the terms of the lawsuit from the limo company,” he added with a groan and bent to nip at her ass as she wiggled it in his face.


  She jolted so badly when he nipped at her ass that she jumped and hit her head on the ceiling of the limo. Falling down hard onto the floor of the limo she grabbed her head and cursed.


  Cursing, Miklos moved to her and then just leaned over instead of touching her. “Harker, love, are you okay or should I start to panic?” he asked as he watched her. Actually, there was no “start.” He was panicking. He’d never meant to cause her harm and yet…Yeah, he was a real great one.


  There was laughter in her eyes and a smile on her lips as she said, “Yes, I feel like an idiot but I’m perfectly fine, my love.” She leaned over and looked at him with a smile. “God I love you, Miklos. You make me smile in so many ways, baby, and this…” She rubbed her head. “It’s just one of so many of them.”


  Eyeing her he touched her cheek. “I think you hit your head harder than you think, love,” he told her, really, really concerned now. So much so that he could feel the Wolf’s panic. “I didn’t mean to hurt you, baby, I swear it,” he whispered, gently touching her head looking for a wound.


  “Miklos.” She stopped him and put her hands on his face. “Miklos, stop. I’m fine. I hit my head. I have not hurt myself badly, I just bumped my head,” she grumbled. “See, no blood. I’m fine, sweetheart. I’m fine.”


  Searching her face carefully he nodded slowly. “Are you sure?” he asked softly. At her nod he pressed his cheek to hers and held on for a moment. Breathing her in slowly he pulled back and kissed her. “I love you, Harker. I never meant to hurt you, I swear it,” he whispered cursing his own actions.


  “Yes, Miklos, I am positive I am fine, and I know you didn’t mean to hurt me and truly you didn’t.” She touched his cheeks now. “You didn’t hurt me, honey, you really didn’t. I overreacted, I’m sorry.” She felt like an ass because she had placed that worry on his face, and she hated it.


  “Don’t apologize, Harker.” He frowned, slightly confused at her apology. “You did nothing to apologize for, darling,” he whispered softly reaching out to stroke her cheek. Feeling the car slowing he cursed. “Finish dressing, love. I need to do up my pants,” he said, kissing her and making a note to finish this conversation inside.


  She grinned as she looked at him and approved. “Oh yes, no shirt, Mik, only your pants, no shoes, no shirt. God am I drooling?” She had to be because just the thought of him in his silk trousers only had her whole body flaming so hard that she was certain she was turning white hot with the flame.


  Lifting his hand he lightly touched a finger to her mouth and then pulled it back to inspect. “Funny thing that,” he said before giving her a half smile knowing she was trying to lighten the mood. At her look he moved and pulled his pants back into position and zipped them up but, as opposed to her instructions, he tugged his shirt and his jacket back into place but left them undone. Picking up his shoes he slid out of the car when the driver opened the door and helped Harker out with a wink to the man who surveyed the wreck of the interior. “Thank you very much,” Miklos told him and passed him the extra tip he’d promised the man should they shred his car before leading Harker up to the house.


  She grinned as she placed her hand into his and nodded. “Yep, I did that,” she told the driver who at least waited until they were at the steps to begin to laugh. Pouting just a little she looked at Miklos. “I know I asked you for no shirt or jacket.” She was practically dancing on their way up the steps to their home.


  Rolling his eyes he stepped inside and pulled his shirt and jacket back off. “Better?” he asked in a droll tone as he shut them into their house. “Now, I think you should strip down to the buff, my dear, and I’ll chase you around the house.” He grinned wickedly. “When I catch you though…” He let it hang.


  “Will the big bad Wolf get to have his wicked and wonderful way with me if and when you catch me?” His answer would determine just how fast and true she ran. She was already stepping back from him with a hopeful need in her eyes. “Will you tug me down and have me completely at your mercy?”


  “I will throw you down, lick you to submission, and then fuck you until your eyes cross,” he said in a growling tone as he shucked his pants. Grinning wickedly at her he winked. “You have ten seconds to run,” he told her and then changed to the Wolf and, sitting down as he began to count, he licked his lips.


  She bit her lip and laughed. She wasn’t going to shift. She wasn’t going to shift because she wanted to know what he would do if he were Wolf and caught her. She needed to feel him against her, even in his furry state.


  She took off running through the house and laughed the whole time as she ran.


  Barking out his last number Miklos took off after her making sure she’d hear his claws on the hardwood floors as he chased her down. Moving slowly he hummed to himself and, whenever he got too close, he’d let out a growl. He was having too much fun making her run around to take her down just yet.


  She made a full circuit around the house, thankful for the open-concept design on the lower level before racing up the stairs with laughter floating along behind her. She was lousy at hide-and-seek, always had been and likely always would be.


  Chasing after her he scrambled up the stairs and down the hall knowing she was heading for their bedroom. Silly female wanted him to catch her. He was good with that though. Chuckling in his head he chased her and, as she got to the bed, cut her off so she tumbled into a laughing heap on the blankets. Jumping up to the bed he licked at her skin before he found her neck and teased her by sniffing and snuffling at the sensitive flesh.


  Her fingers dug deep into his fur and laughing madly she turned her head to the side. “I love you, Miklos, so very much I love you,” she said with a grin as she bared her neck for him.


  Licking at her flesh he settled down at her side and lightly nibbled gently at her skin. Breathing her in he shifted back and wrapped his arms around her. “I love you, too, darling,” he said softly as he stroked his hands down her body. “I didn’t hurt you when I sent you tumbling, did I?” he asked against her cheek.


  Her legs moved restlessly against his and she shook her head. “Nope, you didn’t at all hurt me.” Hands moved up to cup and caress his face. “My beloved. But you need to know that I am far more sturdy than a simple tumble to the bed hurting me.”


  “I just worry,” he said softly, feeling foolish, his eyes ducking away from her to stare down at her neck. “I care about you, Harker,” he murmured quietly before he pressed his lips to her throat, licking gently at her skin and taking in her taste.


  “I know that you do, Miklos.” She pulled his face back to hers and pressed a kiss there on his lips. “And I worry for you as well, my love, but I have to know that you are able to care for yourself and keep yourself safe even from me.” Her hand stroked down his back. “We have a life together. I will be going back to work Monday and you will as well. We’ve had a wonderful time getting to know each other and it will carry us through the long days that wait for us, love. For now though we just need to be each other’s everything, all right?”


  “Darling, you’ve been my everything since the moment I first saw you carrying a man twice your weight out of a burning building,” he told her honestly. “And I also know that you would never hurt me.” Unlike he with her. “But if you tried, I’m warning you now, I’m sitting on you until you come to your senses.”


  “Sounds fair enough.” She touched his cheeks with her hands and stroked her fingers to them. “I love you, Miklos Farkas, but I think that for now we need to work on giving me a reason not to have to go back to work.” She waggled her eyebrows in suggestion.


  Smiling slowly at her he rolled over her and, cupping her face in his hands, he kissed her. “It would be my great pleasure, Harker,” he murmured and proceeded to show her just why she should stay home.


  Epilogue


  


  Two weeks later


  


  Harker looked up at Miklos and smiled, “She’s perfect.” The child that they had both decided to adopt was there and smiling up at them as they walked away from the courthouse.


  “She is, but having you as her mom she’s going to have an even better life.” His large hand ran over her hair gently, stroking her lovingly as they both watched the child that had become a part of their hearts skipping around in circles on the stairs of the courthouse, going around and around the metal hand rail that people could use when going up and down the concrete steps.


  “We have a family now. Are you happy, Miklos?” Harker asked him and took the little girl’s hand when she came back to them. Giving the child a gentle squeeze, she hugged her close to her side. She simply looked up at Miklos.


  “Yes, yes, we do have a family now. We have a beautiful daughter, we have a home. We are now and always going to be together, right?” She looked at him oddly but Miklos got down on his knee right there in front of the courthouse.


  The little girl laughed, covering her mouth with joy and whispered, “Now?” She asked, “The secret now?” When Miklos nodded the little girl pulled her teddy bear close, unzipped the pouch that the bear held and passed the small box to Miklos.


  “Harker, love of my life. Now mother of our daughter and I hope a lot more to come in the future, will you please do me the honor of being my wife?” He opened the box for her then.


  Harker looked at the ring and gasped. Holy shit it is huge, was her first thought, and her second thought was how sweet it was that he had gotten the little girl that they adopted involved. When the child went down on her knee, too, and looked up expectantly and muttered, “Pweeze?” Harker couldn’t deny them anything. Breaking out in tears she nodded. “Yes, yes, I will marry you.”


  “Look, Daddy, Mommy’s gonna marry us!” The little girl said happily. She hugged Miklos who picked her up and then hugged Harker as well. All three of them were laughing, crying and allowed everyone to see their happiness.


  


  * * * *


  


  From the shadows two factions watched the interaction, one which would always protect the Princes and one which wanted them dead. Both knew that the other was there and that was the one and only saving grace to this perfect moment for Harker and Miklos and their newly adopted daughter, Heidi.


  


  


  THE END


  


  WWW.HONOR-JAMES.NET


  


  ABOUT THE AUTHOR


  


  


  Born in the midseventies, this thirtysomething woman has only been writing for the last six years of her life, faithfully that is. Honor has always been scribbling a phrase, a curious word, or the oddest of thoughts down on anything she could find lying about. Now she piles them up before her and, if one catches her fancy, she further explores it to whatever its end might be.


  A lover of books, her reading material spans from Shakespeare to mysteries and all the way to the erotic. Anything and everything she can lay her hands on she’ll read. Though, these days, she leans more toward the paranormal than anything else.


  Poetry was her first love, lasting about three solid years. Don’t ask. She won’t show many of them to anyone. Then short stories became the focus and finally she began to write for more than just writing what came to mind. She started to write for pleasure and to tell the story that begged to be told.


  Life and family came next. Working full-time as a customer service representative and raising two children got in the way and the writing that she so loved as a teenager seemed to be pushed off to the back burner of everything.


  So several years passed and her children turned into more than the babies that demanded her attention and into young children and then teenagers with different demands, ones that allowed her to once more spread her imagination to the wind and ask for more, want more.


  As with all great things the door to her notebook-written world might have been closed and placed on hold, but where a door closes another one opens and in this case it was with the advent of buying a computer.


  Honor spends many a sleepless night pounding at the keyboards. She is a consummate professional in her daytime career. However, at night her visions swing to the fantastical, and in those long hours after the children and husband are in bed, she weaves together words and blends up stories that not only bring a whole new meaning to romance, but sizzle the pages with a heat that will have the readers begging for more.


  


  


  For all titles by Honor James, please visit


  www.bookstrand.com/honor-james-0


  


  


  [image: siren.png]


  


  


  


  Siren Publishing, Inc.


  www.SirenPublishing.com

OEBPS/Images/siren.png
SIREN





OEBPS/Images/hj-trw-intothefire.png
Into the Vortex
of Fere






