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Wild By Night

Chapter One

“You've got to be kidding me!” Candace Anderson glared at her older brother from

across his kitchen table. “How could you do this to me, Nate?”

Leaning against the low counter several feet away, he shrugged. “How could I not?
I've been asking you for damned near a year now what’s going on between you and
Duane. Every time, you say nothing. If that’s the case, I don’t see why your being paired

up with him in the wedding is such a big deal.”

And she couldn’t tell him either. She couldn’t tell another living soul why it was she
went out of her way to avoid the man who’d been like a part of her family nearly all of
his thirty-three years. Even if she could tell someone why she avoided Duane, they
wouldn’t believe her. Why should they, when most days she still refused to accept the

truth?

“I just want to be with someone else. Including yourselves, you and Kelsey are

having five stand up on each side. Why can’t I be with one of the other four men?”

“Because they’re either married and standing up with their wives or content with
the person we placed them with. The plans are firm, Candy. And even if they weren't,
there’s no way in hell we’d make changes this late in the game. The rehearsal is

tomorrow night.”
Like he needed to tell her that!

Candace’s belly tightened with the idea she’d be seeing Duane tomorrow. She
couldn’t get around it this time any more than she could get around being close to him.
She’d be expected to stand centimeters away, arms intertwined much the same way
she’d once foolishly allowed their bodies to be.

It hadn’t seemed foolish at the time.

Duane had been living in Braxton, positioning his newest sport equipment rental
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store amidst the bustling city’s main strip. Candy had visited Braxton three times in the
year, plus he had called the place home and it seemed that the third time really was a

charm.

The night before she was set to return to Clarion Heights, she’d chanced upon
Duane in one of the area’s upscale bars. He’d been there with a handful of other men
and, by the time she’d spotted him, she’d had more than enough liquid courage worked
up to approach him. Whether it was the fact that they were several hours from their
hometown and her overly well-meaning family and friends or just that the time for

action had finally come, Candy hadn’t held herself back that night.

She’d grabbed his hand, led him onto the dance floor and made known what she
wanted in seconds. She’d relished the fact Duane clearly wanted that same thing by the
intensity of the hunger in his smoldering dark eyes and the impressive erection that

rubbed against her belly and flamed her arousal a notch higher each time they moved.

It had been a night of dreams and decade-old fantasies come to life in wild, magical,
breathtaking Technicolor. And then it had all changed. Duane had changed, become
something she never could have imagined. And her dreams, her fantasies, the foolish
desires she’d harbored for the two of them for years had morphed into a stinging

awareness that was caught somewhere between fiction and reality.

The memory of the time Candace had spent in Duane’s arms raced through her
mind and brought an icy shiver coursing down her spine. She wasn’t one to be easily
shaken, had seen just about everything there was to see through her nursing position
with the emergency care section of Mount Mercy Hospital. Yet, he’d managed to scare
the hell out of her that night. Terrified her and hurt her in a way she could never forget.

Shaking off the unwelcome thoughts, Candace stood and grabbed her car keys from
the table. She passed Nate a last glare as she moved to the kitchen door. She wished to
God she hadn’t stopped by his house on her way home from work. Not that the news

could have been delayed forever but even a few more hours would’ve been nice.

Since it hadn’t been delayed... “I'd be careful if I were you. If this thing turns out
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half as bad as I think it will, you're going to regret ever having me for a sister.”

His gaze narrowed, curiosity clear in the vivid auburn eyes shared by all five of the
Anderson siblings, and then he let go a boisterous laugh. “Just imagine if there actually
was something going on between you two. I wouldn’t be able to sleep at night for fear
my life was in jeopardy.”

Candy laughed dryly while her insides tightened further into painful knots. If the
words she’d spoken only half in jest did keep her brother awake at night out of phobia,
then at least he would be in good company. Because that’s exactly what she’d been
dealing with for almost a year now, since Duane’s return to their hometown. More,
since he’d made it clear he wasn’t ready to put to rest what happened that night in
Braxton. Regardless of the way things had ended, he still wanted her. Deep down, she

still wanted him as well and that’s what made sleep damned near impossible.

Every night she lay awake for hours, staring at the ceiling, fearing if she closed her
eyes for so much as a second, she’d wake to find him prowling through her room,
rounding her bedside, then throwing himself over her and latching onto her flesh. If he
did that, she’d never be able to resist. Duane and the changes that had come over him
during the time he’d spent in Braxton frightened her, but he also held something over

her. Some kind of power, a magical pull. One she knew she couldn’t deny.

The moment he laid his hands —or possibly his paws—on her she would lose the
battle she’d waged for over ten months. She would succumb to the demanding strength
of his arms, the hard, lean lines of his body, the drugging sting of his bites. And she
couldn’t do that. She wouldn’t risk him hurting her again, wouldn’t risk suffering any

more injuries like those that remained as faded scars on her breasts.

She’d cared about Duane once, had believed that he felt the same way. But that had
been before she’d learned the truth about him, long before he turned violent on her.
And sure as hell before he shifted into his half-human/half-wolf form and barked out

demands that were anything but tender.

“See you tomorrow, sis.”



Jodi Lynn Copeland

In the process of exiting through the kitchen door, Candace broke from her reverie
and glanced back at Nate. As much as she wanted to stay angry with him, and likely
would in at least some part of her mind, she couldn’t leave him with a glare. She

flashed a smile and said with as much as levity as she could muster, “If you're lucky.”

And if she was lucky, the ground would open up and swallow her whole. She’d
much prefer falling straight to Hell and having to endure the Devil's wrath, than find
out if she had the strength to contend with the warring needs that filled her whenever
Duane came within thirty feet. The need to run, the need to fight and, most

disconcerting of all, the need to fling herself into his arms and never let go.

EEEE

The citrusy smell of orange blossoms wrapped around Duane Livery’s heightened
senses and brought his body jerking to attention. The blood surged through his veins
and his heartbeat stampeded, while his cock responded with an anxious twitch and
lengthening that spoke to both his human half and his wilder side. He didn’t have to
turn from his conversation with his long-time friend Nathan Anderson and the man'’s
father, Tom, to know who the owner of that baiting scent was. There was only one

person who could affect him this way. Only one woman. His woman.
Candy.

He turned toward the chapel entrance and locked gazes with Candace. As the
owner of a handful of “Sporties” outdoor rental stores, which catered to winter and
summer sports enthusiasts, Duane typically had the off seasons to relax and enjoy life.
This year hadn’t been typical. He’d been forced to spend the better half of March and
the first week of April back in Braxton, overseeing the design completion of his most
recent store. More specifically, he’d been forced to spend it away from Candace and his

goal of making her see what they were meant to be.

The last time he’d even been able to think about that cause and see the woman
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herself had been three Sundays ago when he’d been invited to share dinner with Tom
and Darla Anderson and their grown children. Candace hadn’t found out about his
taking part until it was too late for her to bow out. She’d spent the night snarling across
the table at him, her nostrils flaring in open hostility. They were doing the same thing
now and, between that and her short denim skirt and breast-hugging gold sweater, his

blood pitched toward the boiling point while his cock thickened further yet.

Did she have any idea how appealing it was when she twitched her nose that way?
How animalistic a move, like she was scenting him the same way he was her. Like she
knew how badly he ached to bound across this room, toss her to the floor and fuck her

here and now, for all to see.

Okay, so maybe that was a bit drastic but he still wanted it. The werewolf in him
demanded it. The human half grabbed firmly to control. He had waited months for her
to come around and accept that they were meant to be, that she was his intended mate
and no other female —human or otherwise —could ever fill that role. If he counted the
time before he’d changed, back when he’d cared about her far more than as a friend or
sibling figure, then he’d been waiting for her to come around and accept his attraction
to her for years. A few more days wouldn’t hurt anything. If his body behaved, it

wouldn’t.

Before the change, he’d wanted her, cared for her, but after the change, now, his
hunger for her was like a living thing. An animal that silently yelped to be freed and
take what was rightfully his. The woman who would give him the one thing he’d never

known. A real family and not just one he pretended was his.

Duane excused himself from the conversation with the two men and started toward
Candy. The remainder of the wedding party had yet to arrive for rehearsal and she
stood alone at the back of the church. For her sake, he was glad. As much as he liked the
Anderson family and felt gratitude for everything they had given him through the
years, his need for Candace still overshadowed it. He wasn’t above making a scene to

prove she was his. She hadn’t yet reached that level of understanding and would have
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no qualms about overtly rejecting him in the hopes it would dissuade him.
It wouldn’t, of course.

It had taken some time to adjust to the lifestyle that had been set upon him one
night last year, when he’d been too shit-faced drunk to acknowledge that the woman
who'd picked him up and proceeded to take him home and make him her late night

snack wasn’t exactly normal. But he had adjusted and he knew what was meant to be.

Duane came to a standstill two feet from Candace and reached out a hand to sweep
a strand of long, golden blonde hair behind her ear. She flinched at his touch and his

body responded with a pang of raw hunger. “You look incredible. Good enough to eat.”

Pulling away from his hand, Candy rolled her eyes and snorted. “I bet you
wouldn’t have any reservations about doing just that either, would you? Or are four-

legged animals more your choice of entrée these days?”

He was surprised she’d spoken so candidly, even if they were beyond her father
and brother’s hearing range. Not that Candace wasn’t frank. She was to the extreme,
but in the past that frankness never extended to comments on his wilder side. Did that
mean she was ready to face the truth between them? That she was at least ready to talk
about it? “I wouldn’t turn down a nice juicy steak but you know my favorite will
always be extra-thick-crust pizza from Angelou’s. Have you eaten yet? We could go
there after this is over and talk.”

She flashed a “yeah, right” look and took a step back. “Damn. I'll have to take a rain
check. I promised Nate and Kelsey I would go over the last minute details with them.
You know how stressed out the bride and groom get the night before the wedding.”

He didn’t doubt that some couples did but he’d spoken with both Nate and Kelsey
several times today and neither appeared the least bit frazzled. Which meant Candace
was digging for a way out. Why? Normally she would tell him, point-blank, no or
possibly to go to hell.

Could it be his closeness bothered her? Was she as aware of the electric heat that

sizzled between them as he was and doing her damnedest to deny it?

10
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Warming to the thought and the many ways he might bother her further until she
owned up to the way he affected her, Duane closed the short distance she’d put
between them. Candace’s eyes widened and the breath left her mouth as sharp pants as

he reached for her once again.
“Actually, you didn’t say anything like that, Candy.”

The sound of Nate’s voice just behind him had Duane taking a step back and his

hand dropping away before it could make contact.

The alarm left Candace’s expression and she looked at her brother tight-lipped.
“Yes. I did,” she grated out. “Remember yesterday when I was at your house?

Remember what I said right before I left? I meant what I said then. Every word of it.”

Nate came to a stop next to Duane and looked thoughtful for a few seconds before
nodding. “Come to think of it, I do remember you saying something. That still doesn’t
change the fact we don’t need help. Mom and Dad are watching over things so closely

not so much as a hymn book is out of place.”

Malice filled her eyes as she mouthed an, “Oh,” then turned her attention back on
Duane. “I still can’t have dinner with you. I already said no to dinner with my family

because I have too much to do to get myself ready for tomorrow.”

“Yeah, and I still don’t get that.” Nate cut into the conversation once more. “The
dresses have been ready for weeks, your hair appointments are all set and you're
having your nails and makeup done at the salon. You took four days off from the
hospital, Candace. Take advantage of that time for a change. If you don’t want to have

dinner with the family, then have it with Duane. It won’t kill you.”

“It might even be fun,” Duane put in, relieved to have Nate on his side. Up until
last summer, they’d been best friends—Nate had been the one to bring him into the
Anderson home and make him feel welcome in the first place —and in most ways they
still were. Just lately, Nate was asking questions, acting as though he wasn’t sure if he

trusted him any more.

Nate glanced over and his brow furrowed. “I said she should go out with you.

11
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That’s all I said she should do.”

And that backed up Duane’s theory that Nate didn’t trust him any longer. “What
the hell do you think I'm going to do her, man? Get her drunk and convince her to come

home with me?”
“The thought had crossed my mind,” Nate said too somberly for Duane’s liking.

Nate had known about Duane’s desire for Candace since they were hormone-
driven teenagers but what he didn’t seem to understand is that Duane cared for her as
much as he wanted her. He knew her too well, her fears, her childhood secrets. Her
most forbidden thoughts. He would never get her into bed by coercion. Smooth words,
even dirty ones, possibly. Hypnotic suggestions and whispered thoughts, for sure. But
never would he take her until she was good and ready to submit to both him and her

own carefully concealed feelings about the two of them.

“So what if he did?” Candy bit out, her glare once more focused on Nate. “I'm
twenty-seven—in other words, a grown woman. As I've told both you and Joe a million
times, I don’t need any overprotective brothers watching over me, getting in the way

just when things are starting to get good.”

“And you're saying they’re starting to get good with us?” Duane asked, latching
onto the unexpected words as hope cruised through his body as restless longing. Had

his instincts been on before? Was she ready to talk, to own up to things?
“I didn’t say that,” she retorted. Only, her thoughts weren’t falling in line.

Telepathy was an ability he rarely used, hadn’t even fully gotten a handle on yet,
but with Candace it was like second nature. Whenever she was worked up, the way she
was quickly becoming now, her thoughts bulldozed straight into his head. Now they
were making it clear just how much she’d believed things had been about to get good

before Nate had interrupted them.
“Maybe not, but are they?” he pressed.

She looked at him for a long moment, her mind racing almost too fast for him to

follow, then turned her attention on her brother. “Are you sure you don’t need any

12
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help? Anything? Anything at all?”

“If you're that desperate, there is something you can do,” Nate said. “I was going to
have Dad help me with it later but there’s no reason it can’t be done now, when we’re
waiting for everyone else to get here. I want to add another row of chairs behind the
pews just in case we end up with a bigger turnout than what we’re expecting. They're
in the storage room down the hall on the left. The wiring’s messed up, so you won't
have much in the way of light but, so long as you leave the door open, it should be

okay. Actually, the door sticks, so you’ll want to be sure to brace—"

“I'll be fine,” Candace cut him off in a rush then, before either of the men could say

another word, headed for the hallway that adjoined the rear of the church.

“I'm sure you will,” Nate uttered to her retreating back. He turned to Duane. “Do
me a favor and go with her. There are at least three dozen chairs there and, knowing

her, unless someone steps in, she’ll try to get them all at once.”

Yeah, that sounded like Candy all right. Headstrong. Stubborn. Always thought she
had to be outdoing herself. This also sounded like the Nate he used to know. The one
who trusted him alone with his younger sister. True, their solitude would only stretch
about twenty yards but that was more than enough distance to cause the kind of trouble

Nate should fear. Not that Duane would, but it didn’t change the facts.
He nodded. “You got it, man.”

Duane moved out of the chapel’s main room and down the hall. Blistering curses
singed the air as he approached the storage room. He grinned. Candy might have
attended this church with her parents as a child but she wouldn’t make it here very

long as an adult, that was for damned sure.

Tucking back his smirk, because he knew if she saw it she’d throw a fit that was
nowhere close to holy, he rounded the half-open door. His shoulder brushed against it
as he passed and it closed behind him, flooding the area with darkness. His eyes
adjusted quickly, night lenses extending to cover human lenses. He could see perfectly.

Candy bent over, jerking at a chair that was stuck in a pile. The short denim skirt

13
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hitching up on her shapely thighs. The very edge of her pink panties peeking out from
beneath. The pale flesh of her butt cheeks exposed on either side.

She jerked upright suddenly and rounded on him. Her eyes glowed a golden
yellow as if they were lit by the sun. “What the fuck did you just do?”

“Your brother thought you might need a hand.”
“The door, idiot. You closed the door!”
IISO.’,

“So, Nate said it sticks.” She pushed past him to the door and jerked on the handle.
The door remained firmly shut and she swiveled back on him. He’d never told her he
had night vision and obviously she hadn’t spent the last months reading up on
werewolves to learn it for herself, so she did the one thing she never allowed herself to

do around him. She let the panic she was feeling show on her face.

Damn, he’d known he worried her but he’d never realized how badly. It should
have been a given. He would have been scared shitless in the same situation, not this
one but the one he’d put her in the last time they’d been alone in the dark together. That
night things had gotten seriously out of control. It hadn’t been his fault. It had been
mere weeks after the change and he’d had no idea the limits of his strength, of how

rough and demanding he would become when he coupled with his intended mate.

He hadn’t meant to hurt her, hadn’t even known he had it in him to do so. He'd
honest to god believed her cries toward the end of their lovemaking had been the same
throaty moans from the beginning. He thought he’d been giving her the same pleasure
she gave him. The blood and tears visible when he’d reached his climax and moved off
from her, then tried to pull her back into his arms, made it clear she hadn’t been
experiencing ecstasy at all. The way she scurried off the bed and shrank back in the
corner of his room, sobs jerking her body as she hugged her knees to her chest, had

made him feel like the worst kind of monster.

That had been then and this was now. He had control of himself and he would

never harm her again. He cared about her too much, the amazing woman she’d become

14
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and the headstrong little girl she’d once been. Somehow he had to convince her of that.

To soothe her and make her understand what was to be.

Duane reached to her face and idly stroked a thumb over the rise of her cheek.

“Don’t be scared, Candy, sweetie. They know we’re in here. They’ll come for us soon.”

She shuddered beneath his touch, her pupils dilating, and he cursed under his
breath. He could control himself now but that didn’t mean he wanted to. Just the gentle
heat of her breath and the feel of her soft, smooth flesh beneath his fingertips made him
ache to move his hands lower, along the tender column of her throat, down to cup her

lush breasts, then further still to fill with the sweetly rounded globes of her ass.

His cock throbbed in response to the thought, the idea of tearing the pink panties
away and plunging into her from behind. Of taking her the way every wolf before him
had taken his mate. Of hearing her answering howls as he brought her to orgasm and
filled her buttocks with his hot seed.

'II

Candace jerked from his touch and backed up against the door. “I'm not scared

Loathing filled her eyes where before there had been fear. The fear he could abide
by, the hatred he could deal with, the lying he couldn’t tolerate for an instant. Having
spent the first fourteen years of his life shuffled from one set of foster parents to
another, all of whom swore they would keep him around and yet never did, made him
despise dishonesty above all else. Her lies now called up a temper he never used to

possess.

He advanced on her in a flash, pinning her tightly between the door and his body
as he took her face in his hands. “Like hell you aren’t. You don’t have to be brave for

me, Candy. You can give in, submit to your fears.” Submit to me.

He didn’t voice those last words but conveyed them in thought as he allowed his
hands to journey the course they itched to follow. His fingers chafed along her neck
where her pulse thrummed chaotically and then moved down her shoulders to the
insides of her arms. She sucked in a hard breath when his palms met with the outer

swell of her breasts. Slowly, he worked his way inward, until his hands covered her
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breasts through her sweater.

Her nipples beaded against his palms and the breath rushed from her mouth on a

'II

heated wave. “I want out of here, now

“No, you don’t.” Moments ago, Duane had thought she was afraid and, in some
ways, he recognized she still was. He also recognized her thoughts, how they conveyed
her excitement and the equally appealing way her scent did the same. She was hot for
him. Hot and wet. She needed him every bit as much as he needed her. In mind, heart.
Body. “You want my mouth on you, my hands cupping your breasts, buried under
your skirt, dipping into your soaked pussy. And it is soaked. I can smell your arousal,
Candy. Sticky sweet. You want me, just as I want you. It won’t be rough like last time. It
was all too new to me then; I had no idea what would happen. I couldn’t control it. I can
now. I will. Let me show you. Let me make you mine, the way you're supposed to be.

You are mine, Candy. You have to know that. We’ve always belonged together.”

The scent of her arousal heightened even as she attempted to move away from him.
Clearly aware her efforts were futile, she stilled and narrowed her eyes. “I am not a

goddamned possession. Yours or any man’s.”

The words were spoken low, acidic, in a pitch that called to every fiber of his soul.
She pushed at him, at his composure; she always had, and it made him want to push
back. Made him want to lock his mouth on hers, thrust his tongue deep inside and
demand she respond in kind. Instead, he kept his hold on her breasts firm and said
calmly, “I'll be yours too, just tell me the truth. Tell me you want me. That you always

have. A single “yes’ is all it takes.”

Her gaze narrowed further still, but it was her body’s response that mattered. The
way she shifted against him, moved her legs just enough to have them straddling his
thigh and brushing inches from his swollen shaft. She was trying to rub against him, to
ease the need that burned deep in her womb and, even if the action was only

instinctual, it was the opening Duane had been looking for.

Rubbing the pads of his thumbs over her erect nipples through her sweater, he bent
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his knees slightly and leaned into her, rocked his groin against her mound. The subtle
bite of his zipper against his cock registered but then was forgotten as he watched
rapture take over Candace’s face and turn her cheeks pink and her eyes the same

brilliant gold shade as her sweater.

He moved one hand to her back, providing support as he rocked harder, pressing
his cock against her cunt, silently demanding she give in. “Tell me you want me,

Candy,” he ordered. “Say the words.”

She bit down on her lower lip and shook her head. He waited for denial to follow
that shake, to enter her thoughts and tumble from her lips but all that filled her mind

was hunger and all that came out of her mouth was a desperate sounding, “Please...”

It was a please he couldn’t resist even when he knew now wasn’t the time or place
to give in to it. He pulled her flush to him, trapping her breasts between their bodies,
and crushed his mouth against hers. He swept his tongue inside, brushed over the flat
tops of her teeth, then dipped into her heat. She was still for an instant then her hands
were on his shoulders, her nails digging into his flesh through his thin shirt, her tongue
crashing against his with violent need. The blood surged to his cock and his need to

possess, despite time and place, stole over him in pounding waves.

He’d waited so long for this. Months. Years. Decades. And he couldn’t accept it.
Because, regardless of the way she might be acting now, she wasn’t ready to take the
next step, to submit to him and become all that he’d craved for so long. And even if she
were, he would never take her here, in the storage room of a church with her family just

down the hall. That didn’t mean he couldn’t give her pleasure.

Duane relaxed his hold on her just enough to ease her back from his chest. He
moved his hand between them and fisted the material of her skirt in his hand, then
pushed past that barrier in search of her panties. She squeezed her legs together, halting

his progress and making the first real sign of resistance.

Still, it wasn’t real resistance. Not when her nails continued to bite into his flesh and

her tongue to lap at his with urgent demand. She needed reassurance. A reminder of
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what it was she would get once she gave in to him. Of what they would both get.

Moving his hand up the underside of her skirt, he met with the softness of her
panties. His fingers slipped beneath the top edge of the cotton and dipped down to the
treasure of heated curls below. He coaxed the stimulated flesh beneath the wet, wispy

hair and she released a throaty cry that had one of his own tunneling up inside him.

Duane pulled free of her mouth and pressed a wet kiss to her throat as his fingers
continued to pet her damp curls. “You can feel it, can’t you? Feel the way we belong
together. Feel that you are the only one for me, that we are meant to be. Don’t tell me

you can’t feel it, Candy. Open your body to me, your mind!”

“I don’t...want to...feel...this way,” she admitted on a jagged breath but then let
the tension leak from her thighs. She parted her legs and opened to him and he moved

his fingers lower to rim the lips of her pussy.

He could smell her heat before, knew she was aroused but he hadn’t been able to
tell the extent of how wet she was. She was dripping for him and that knowledge pulled
at the wolf within him, made him ache to give in and satiate it, to take her hard and fast
and completely until she was his in every way, shape and form. “You test me, Candy,”
he growled, sliding his fingers along her drenched slit, slipping them in just far enough

to fondle her inflamed clitoris. “You make me want to lose control.”

“You will not lose control!” Candace’s nails left Duane’s shoulders and tension

returned to her thighs. Once more she tried to clamp them together.

He pushed into her sheath with two fingers and silenced her urge. She was right, he
wouldn’t lose control but he also wouldn’t stop now that he’d begun, not until she

found her satisfaction. “I won’t, but you will.”

He added a third finger and circled her clit with his thumb, coaxing the nubbin
until her breathing grew sporadic and she wriggled in his arms. She squeaked out a
curse even as her eyes widened in a sensual haze. He worked his fingers in and out, in
and out of her slick sex. Her breathing came faster, raggedly, and her hands returned to

his shoulders, her nails nipping with painful pleasure into his skin.
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Her feminine muscles shuddered around his fingers, pulling at them, trying to bury
them further inside. He quickened his pace, pressing harder against her cunt, fingering
her clit with more insistent strokes. The contractions of her pussy pulsed forth and
trembles sliced through her, shudders that had his own body standing on end with the
need to unleash, to let go. The trembles grew and she swayed toward him, leaning

against him as her legs went weak and her body began to give itself over to pleasure.
“I won’t come for you!” she ground out.

Chuckling, Duane took her mouth and teased her lips with nipping kisses as her sex
contracted one last time and then leaked her juices onto his fingers in wet, hot,

streaming waves. “You already are, sweetie. And you'll do it again, many times.”

While he hadn’t planned on those many times happening tonight, in this storage
closet, he couldn’t stop himself from pulling his fingers from her still-spasming pussy
and going down on his knees. He wouldn’t lose control, wouldn’t take her the way he

yearned to do but he needed to taste her, to savor her hot essence on his tongue.
“What the hell are you doing?” Candace rasped out.

Gripping her thighs, he buried his nose in the sodden crotch of her panties and
inhaled her sultry sweet scent. “Smelling you. Tasting you.” He pulled his nose back
and gathered the wet material in his hand, gave it once fierce tug that had it falling to
the ground unheeded. He brushed his coarse chin hair against her swollen pussy lips

once, twice, and then buried his tongue deep into her dripping center.

Candace bucked against his mouth and a low cry tore from her lips. A cry that was
followed by a strangled gasp. She jerked from his touch too quickly for him to stop her
and hurried the short distance to the other side of the closet, feeling her way around
brooms, buckets and other obstacles as she went. Her back pressed against a stack of
chairs, she stared at him wide-eyed, her face suffused with passion and yet something
more. Something that looked like the fear she’d shown when they’d first been trapped
in here. He followed the direction of her frantic look to his hands, to the claws that

protruded from his fingertips. She couldn’t see them in the dark but that didn’t change
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the fact she had obviously felt them. It also didn’t change the fact he hadn’t been able to

maintain control the way he’d all but promised he would do.

Son of a bitch, he’d wanted to bring her closer to him, to show her he could be

gentle, not scare her more than what she’d already been.

“I want out,” she said in a quiet, uneven voice, then, when he didn’t immediately

respond, added much more loudly and forcefully, “Now!”

He couldn’t blame her for her alarm or her fury. And he also knew he wouldn’t get
any farther with her tonight by keeping her here. She needed distance and he needed

the same, before more of him shifted than just his nails.

Duane stood and moved to the door and, calling on superhuman strength, forced it
open. He stepped back into the darkness, giving her a wide berth and, at the same time,
shielding himself from anyone who might be nearby. She moved past him in a flash,

only looking back when he said, “We aren’t done here, Candy. Not by a long shot.”

She narrowed her gaze and flared her nostrils. His cock throbbed with the action
and his cells tingled with heat and need, signaling how close he was to shifting further.
“Yes, we are,” she spat, “We’ve been done for a long time. A very long time,” and then

turned back and hurried down the hall without a single chair in her possession.
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Chapter Two

“Something the matter?”

Was that Nate’s idea of a joke? Candace wondered as she came to a stop near the
back row of church pews where her brother stood. She noted the rest of their family and
Nate’s fiancée, Kelsey, and her friend Jan had arrived during her absence and were

gathered near the front of the church. She then shot Nate a disgruntled look.

Was something the matter? Well, let’s see, she’d just been going at it with a wereman,
or what ever the hell you'd call what Duane had been back there, in the pitch-black
storage closet of a church. Yeah, that qualified as something seriously awry. A big

damned something.

If it hadn’t been for the judgment-awakening feel of his long claws digging into the
soft flesh of her thighs, they would still be in that closet. He probably wouldn’t be on
his knees, rubbing the wondrously rough hair of his goatee over her pussy or tonguing

her any longer, though. He would probably be buried hilt-deep inside her and...furry.
She shuddered at that last thought.

How could she even consider getting that turned on by a man who had the power
to grow a silky pelt of chestnut brown hair any canine would be jealous of? Worse, to
lose herself and her control to him? She couldn’t let it happen again. Couldn’t allow
them to be left alone with only her fleeting judgment for a bodyguard. He hadn’t hurt
her this time but that had a lot to do with the fact she hadn’t let him. The moment she’d
seen the animal in him start to emerge, she had done what she should have done the
instant he’d entered the closet. Demanded he let her out and not stopped demanding

until he did just that.
“Earth to Candace. You feeling okay, sis? You look...flustered.”

More like recently fucked. Maybe Duane had only managed to get his hands and
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mouth on her but she’d still been breathing hard, still felt the sizzling heat of orgasm

slicing through her and tingeing her face with red. She’d still climaxed because of him.

Refusing to reflect on the mind-numbing orgasm or the way his long, strong tongue
felt lapping at her cunt, Candace lifted her shoulder in a careless shrug. “I'm fine and
nothing is the matter.” She nodded toward the front of the church, then looked back at

Nate. “Why aren’t you with the rest of them?”

“Because I was coming to find you two and make sure everything was okay. It
shouldn’t take over ten minutes just to grab a few chairs.” He glanced at her hands and

frowned. “Where are they are anyway?”

The chairs, right. She’d gone to get chairs, not have a closet quickie. One that left
her nether regions hanging out beneath her short skirt and a cool lick of air caressing
her aroused flesh. She grunted at the reality of how turned on she still was. She wanted
to be back in that closet, seeing just how far Duane would take things. She wanted to

take things further herself. And that just wasn’t right, damn it!

She had to get a grip on her body. Had to learn to ignore whatever hold it was he
had over her, one that made her give in when she knew damned well she should be
running the other way. “They are...the door was stuck. You said it does that sometimes;
well, it’s doing it again. Duane’s still trying to get it to loosen up.”

He frowned. “It sticks from the inside, not the outside.”

She rolled her eyes with his rapid response. Wasn't that just her luck? She came up
with an answer that was halfway reasonable and he had to go and prove it wrong. Not
that she had any intention of letting him know it was wrong. She narrowed her gaze,
silently daring him to dispute her. “This time it happened from the outside. The
damned thing won’t budge.”

Nate looked past her and his frown grew for just an instant before disappearing.

“Guess it must’ve finally decided to budge.”

Though her suddenly pounding heart told her it was the last thing she wanted to

do, Candace turned to follow the direction of her brother’s gaze. Duane walked toward
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them, his arms laden with folding chairs. He nodded at Nate, then shot Candy a grin.

Her heart sped faster and her clit tingled with awareness. Why the hell did he have

to have such a sexy smile?

Determined to avoid that smile and the masterful tongue hidden just behind it, she
dropped her attention to his hands. They were free of claws now, thank God. Or maybe
not thank God. She hated having to bear the burden of knowing what Duane was all on
her own and yet she didn’t dare tell any of her family members for fear they would
think she was due for a visit to the loony bin. If they found out on their own, then they
would have to believe her. But what if they found out and shunned Duane? He scared
her at times, yes, but she didn’t want her family to cast him out. He’d been a part of it

for too long and didn’t have one of his own to fall back on.

As much as her family could be a real pain in the ass at times, she couldn’t imagine
them not being there for her, just as she couldn’t imagine what life would have been
like growing up without her fourth brother, Duane. The one who teased and goaded
her along with all the rest and yet wasn’t a real brother at all. Considering her current
feelings would be knee-deep in incest if he was a true sibling, it was a damned good
thing he wasn’t. Feelings aside, she had to keep his secret and therefore her family’s

close regard for him intact, and that meant making things seem normal between them.

She returned to his smile and, urging back the heat that consumed her with that

simple look, put on one of her own. “Oh, good. You got the door fixed.”

Duane nodded, then looked to Nate. “I suggest you have your mom tell them they
need to put a new lock on that thing, man. If I hadn’t moved Candace out of the way so

I could give the door a yank, she’d still be there, trying to get into the damned room.”

The calm she’d pushed into place frayed a bit as her temper threatened to spurn
forth. She mentally forced it back. Somehow Duane had figured out what she’d told
Nate as an excuse for their absence and, unless she wanted her brother thinking any

differently, she’d best keep her mouth shut.

Nate glanced at her, his expression one of expectancy, as if he thought she would
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comment on Duane’s remark. Not trusting her mouth, she nodded her agreement. Her
brother’s earlier frown returned as he glanced at Duane then back to her again. The
wariness in his expression said he knew something was off. Thankfully he didn’t ask on
it any further but said, “Yeah, okay. I'll make sure she knows,” then looked back to
where everyone else was gathered at the front of church. “Forget about the chairs for

now. We need to get the rehearsal started.”

Candace waited for Nate to get halfway across the room before she asked in a low

voice, “How did you know what I told him?”

“The same way I knew what you wanted back in that closet.” The heat returned to
Duane’s eyes with the words, rendering their typically hazel shade a surreal yellowish-

green. “Hate to break it to you, sweetie, but your thoughts are like an open book.”

Candy snapped out of the daze of his eyes as the meaning of his words settled in
and curled her belly with anxiety. “My thoughts... You can read my mind?”

“Only when you're anxious.”

Which is what she became every single time he walked into a room.

Damn it. She had enough trouble convincing herself she didn’t want him; if he
knew for a second the mixed feelings she had toward him, he’d never be persuaded into
keeping his distance.

“Then remind me not to get that way again any time soon,” she snapped, then
turned on her heel with the intention of joining the safety of her family. At least she
hoped their proximity would act as a safety net. Duane wouldn’t let on what he was to
them any more than what she herself would do. Would he?

No. If he’d intended to do that, then he would have long before this.

“You're still that way right now, Candy. Just my standing here, a foot away from
you, thinking the things I'm thinking, has you so nervous, your mind and heart are both
racing. Then there’s what’s happening south of your heart. You're still wet, still hot. Still

wishing we were back in that closet so we could finish things the right way.”
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She shouldn’t succumb to his taunting. She shouldn’t turn back and taunt him in
return. She shouldn’t but it wasn’t in her nature to walk away. She pivoted back
around, stopping short to fist her hands at her hips and glare at him. “You wish!”

“Yeah, I do. I wish you’d accept what’s happening between us and give in to it
already. It's going to happen, we're going to happen, so why fight it?”

“It's not going to happen and I'm not fighting a damned thing. I don’t want you, not

now and sure as hell not forever.”

“Candy, honey, is something the matter?” her mother asked from the front of the
church.
No. Nothing was the matter and why did people have to keep asking her that? If

they wouldn’t keep asking, she wouldn’t have to keep lying to them or to herself.

Candace eased her hands off her hips and back at her sides. She looked to her
family, all of whom stood gaping at her, and smiled. “Everything’s fine, Mom. We're

just talking about...stuff.”
“Having a lover’s spat’s more like it.”

“Corey!” Carrie, Candace’s younger sister and Corey’s twin, swatted their brother
on the arm. “Don’t be such a jerk.”

A cocky grin turned up Corey’s lips. “Well, that’s what it sounds like from here.”

“First off, we're not lovers,” Candy bit out, “and secondly, what would you even
know about the word? The only thing you love in this life is your own reflection.”

His grinned deepened and he made a show of dusting his knuckles on his chest. “It
is rather impressive, isn’t it?”

“Oh, God —”

“If you two are done, can we get this thing moving along sometime tonight?” Joe,
the oldest of the five siblings cut Candace off. “Candy might not want to take advantage

of time off and spend the night out unwinding but most of the rest of us have dinner

plans. Duane, you're invited to join us, of course. That is, unless Candy changes her
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mind and takes you up on your offer.”

She stared at him in disbelief. What the hell was this, gang up on Candy night And
who told him she’d turned down Duane’s dinner offer, anyway? Not that it should
really surprise her—Joe had this uncanny ability to know everything about everyone
and an opinion to go with that knowledge —but lately his time and thoughts had been

wrapped up almost completely in his wife, Gracie, and the impending birth of their son.
“I have things to do,” Candace said in her defense. “I have to get myself ready.”

“What do you all have to get ready, Candy?” Kelsey asked. “Is there anything I can
help you with? It is my and Nate’s wedding after all.”

“No kidding, what do you have to get ready,” Duane asked, pulling her attention
back to him and the sensual smile that had overtaken his lips, “because from where I'm

standing, you look pretty amazing right now.”

Between the promise that seemed to fill that smile and the compliment, warmth
charged through Candace’s body too fast to stop it. She blushed before she even
realized what she was about to do. Obviously the color stinging her cheeks was
apparent from fifteen yards away, because Corey’s cocky look returned and he said,

“See, told ya, lover’s spat.”

Candace bit back a groan and focused on the only sane person in the room —at least
it seemed that way at the moment — the minister, who stood off to the side of her family,
looking like he’d lost track of the conversation long ago. “Can we please do this

already,” she pleaded. ”I want to go home and...” Pout. Or something very close to it.
He gave her a grateful look. “Yes. Let’s begin. Everyone will start at the back of the

church. Nate, you'll be seating your parents. Since Kelsey’s brother isn’t here yet...”

Candace moved to the back corner of the church and sat down on a pew as she
waited for the minister to finish explaining how things would proceed. Much to her
relief and her surprise, Duane left her alone. At least until he didn’t have any choice but

to come for her, to escort her down the aisle.

She stiffened at the feel of his arm twined through hers, recalled the thought she’d
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had yesterday, about the way they’d once been twined together bodily. The same way

she’d almost allowed them to become a very short while ago.

What was it about him? Did he truly hold some kind of magic over her the way
she’d told herself on several occasions? Was that magic and the way he used it to
enchant her to blame for her reeling senses and chaotic heartbeat? Was it the culprit
behind her sudden desire to forget everything that had happened between them and

start tearing his clothes off here and now to unveil the long, lean frame beneath?

Her mouth watered at the vivid image that formed in her mind. There was
definitely an upside to his wolfishness and that was the effect it had on his physique.
Maybe it was from the time he spent scrounging the fields at night for field mice or
trotting along the highway looking for road kill but the man had a dynamite body and a
killer tight ass just made for gripping.

Duane chuckled beside her as they started to advance down the aisle. She glanced

over at his amused expression and mouthed a “What?”

“You're in serious need of an education if you honestly think that’s the kind of stuff
I eat, let alone how I spend my nights. I spend them just like you do, Candy, lying in
bed, thinking of what would be happening if we were together right then, the way

we're destined to be.”

Candace’s thought slammed to a halt and she bit her lip to keep inside the squeak
that welled up with his too-knowing words. She tried to concentrate on the fact he read
her mind as clearly as if she’d voiced her thoughts aloud, tried to consider what else she
might have unknowingly admitted when she hadn’t known he was listening in. All that
was happening instead was that her body was responding to the implication in his
words. Thoughts of what they would do if they were in bed together filled her mind in

vibrant detail and had her pussy swelling with a fresh course of desire.

The humor in Duane’s eyes turned to hunger. His nose twitched and he leaned
closer, inhaled audibly and whispered near her ear. “I like this no underwear thing.

Normally I can smell your arousal even when you have them on but off, it’s so strong, it
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makes my cock hard with just one sniff. Then there’s what it does to the rest of me.”

Her gaze fell to his groin out of instinct. The bulge of his erection wasn’t so obvious
everyone else would notice but the way it twitched against his jeans as she stared upon
it made it clear it was definitely there and large. Her sex pulsed with the memory of just
how large and her inner thighs grew damp as juices seeped from her crotch. Her clit
tingled, flamed, and it was all she could do not to reach down and rub her hand against

it in the hopes of bringing some much needed relief.

Good God, she wanted to fondle herself because of the idiot and the thoughts he’d

planted in her head. And in front of her family and in a house of God, no less!

Magical or not, it was seriously wrong, this hold he had over her. It had to stop.
Now. “Walk, Duane,” she gritted out, doing her best to shut out the wetness that leaked
from her thighs and the heat that poured through her veins. “And if you want to live to

see tomorrow, don’t say another damned word to me tonight but ‘goodbye”.”

ok kB X X
Candace awoke with a start. Her pulse raced in her throat and fear wrapped around
her limbs, locking them in place. Someone was in her bedroom. One sniff told her that
the someone wasn’t her sister Carrie, who lived with her. Rather, it was a man. Or

maybe the better word was beast.

She couldn’t describe Duane’s scent if someone asked her to and yet, it called to her,

made her limbs suddenly loosen and her body heat with awareness.
She sat in bed and whispered, “Duane.”

Silence was her only answer. A deafening silence that brought the tension careening
back into her body. She bit down on her lower lip and let the covers fall away from the
death grip she had on them. She would not cave to her panic. She wasn’t afraid of him.

And even if she were, she would never let him see that.

Candace released her lip and drew in a calming breath. She waited for her eyes to
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adjust to the pale light of the moon bleeding in through her windows, then called his

name a second time, louder, “Dua...”

She trailed off as a flash of movement snagged her attention. She looked toward the
set of windows she kept cracked open, even during the cooler months, and her heart

stopped for an instant, only to take off in a pounding rage.

She didn’t want Duane to see her fear but, damn it, how could she stop it when he
was in her room, mere feet from her bed, hunched down in his full wolf form and

preparing to attack?

He’s not preparing to attack, Candy. You can’t even see any of him other than his outline

and the glint of his eyes.

Okay, so she couldn’t see him well but that didn’t change the fact he was in her
bedroom at one-thirty in the morning. If he wasn’t here to attack her with logic-altering

kisses and strokes, then why had he invaded her home in the middle of the night?

Anger burst forth with the realization he truly had invaded her home. As much as
she’d worried about him doing just this for months, deep down she’d honestly thought
that her concern was nothing more than the result of an overactive imagination. She
hadn’t believed he would really break into her room and pounce on her. For reasons

that were now beyond her, she’d trusted him to leave her home as her sanctuary.

Well, he might have destroyed her trust and entered her home without her
permission but there was no way in hell she was letting things go any farther. Whatever

he had come here for, he was going to tell her and he was going to do it now.

Pushing away her fear, Candace let her growing frustration seep into her voice. “I
can see you, you idiot, so there’s no point in keeping your silence a second longer. Say

what you came to say, then get the hell out of here.”

She’d expected at least a snort of humor, or maybe a laugh—or whatever sound it
was a werewolf made when it was amused —but once again only silence answered her.

Silence and his strangely overpowering scent.
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The odd aroma had grown stronger in the last few seconds, almost as if he’d come
closer to her. In truth, he hadn’t moved an inch. He was still hidden in the shadows of
night, only his outline visible. She couldn’t make out his eyes well enough to know if
they were on her and, for that reason if no other, she shouldn’t be feeling aroused. Only

she was feeling aroused, unbearably so.

Once more her tension slipped away as his luring scent filtered through her senses
and into her mind. Her heartbeat slowed to a rhythm of desire and her inner thighs
heated while her pussy flooded with the juices of expectancy. Back in the church, Duane
had worked his magic on her, made her ache to touch herself, to stroke her clit and ease
the restless burning in her sex. It had to be magic making her feel those same things
now, because, before she could even consider what she was doing, her hand was

beneath the covers and touching a heavy, naked breast.

She stroked her fingers over an erect nipple and the breath caught in her throat as
an answering pool of wetness seeped from between her thighs. Tugging at her swollen
nipple, she kicked back the covers and moved her free hand lower, to the edge of her
slit and the damp curls that concealed it. One finger moved inside the slick, open valley
of her cunt, piercing her core with a pumping thrust and she nearly came off the bed at
the exquisite sensations that coiled through her.

My God, she felt ready to come, and all from a simple stroke. But, no, it wasn’t from
a stroke. It was from Duane. From the heat of his potent gaze, from the knowledge that

he watched her fingering herself. From the magic he worked over her senses.
Damn it, she would not succumb to that magic!

No matter how good it felt to touch herself under his watchful gaze, no matter how
wickedly naughty, and yet somehow so very right, she couldn’t give in to his sexy

goading smile anymore than her own forbidden desires.

Cursing her moment of weakness, Candace jerked her hands from her body and
narrowed her eyes toward Duane. “You have two seconds to speak your mind and after

that I am coming over there and hurting you.”
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One. Two. More silence.
Maybe he was working on the right words and needed a few extra seconds.
Three. Four. Five. Still more silence.

Damn him! Why was he acting this way? He had to know by now his magic had
failed, that, as much as she ached to reach down and finger fuck herself into mind-
numbing climax, she wasn’t going to do it. So what was his game plan then? Was he
angry that his efforts at seducing her with his mind alone had fallen through and was
trying to frighten her? If that were the case, then why had he told her not to be afraid of
him less than eight hours ago? He’d never been the kind of man to say something like
that and not mean it. But then she’d also thought he wasn’t the kind to hurt her or break

into her home when he knew damned well he wasn’t wanted.

Son of a bitch, something had to be done. She wasn’t going to spend the night stuck
in a limbo of wanting to fuck herself and wanting to kill the man responsible for getting

her in that mindset in the first place. Or better yet, fucking that man himself.
But, no. She didn’t want to do that. She just wanted him out of her room.

What if she went over there and he used it to his advantage? What if he said she’d
come to him voluntarily and therefore she was his to do with as he pleased? Once he
started, she’d never be able to stop him. She wouldn’t even want to, no matter how

logical it might be.

Shit. She couldn’t go over there. Her only hope of getting him to go away without
causing any more havoc on either her mind or body was to ignore him, pretend as if she
couldn’t care less if he watched her sleep. Pretend like her pussy wasn’t on fire with the

need for just one more thrust. Oh, hell, for a whole lot of them.

“Fine!” she snapped, her body’s state of arousal fueling her words with passion.
“You don’t want to talk, then stay there all night and watch me sleep. I'll warn you

though, I snore like a banshee.”

Flopping back to the mattress and onto her stomach, Candace burrowed against her

pillow and closed her eyes. She opened them immediately, knowing how pointless it
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was to even bother with trying to sleep. She would never sleep with him here, not when
she felt his gaze boring into her back, his scent threatening to overtake her logic. Not
when she couldn’t stop thinking about the fact she was naked beneath the covers,

naked and stimulated and burning to do something about it.

It was a pity she hadn’t installed a Clapper. She’d always wanted one of the
automatic light sensors when she’d been a kid. If she had one, she could just clap her
hands, turn on the lights and take care of the situation. Not that she really thought a

little light would sway Duane into leaving but it sure couldn’t hurt. It might even—

A rustling sound brought her rambling thoughts up short and she drew in a sharp
breath and rolled back over, half expecting to find a werewolf lying in the bed next to
her. Much to her relief and maybe just a bit to her sorrow, there was no one in her bed
and Duane was still in the corner, still watching her. Still driving her nuts and making

her feel wet and achy.
“Can you smell me?”

Candace closed her eyes and swore under her breath. Why the hell had she asked
that? It had to be because of his comment at the wedding rehearsal, about how he knew
she’d been wet and wanting him in that closest long before he’d touched her, about

how he could smell her arousal even as they were walking down the aisle.

Once more Duane remained silent. If he was going to respond to any of her
questions, then it should have been that one because, in its own way, it sounded like
she might be interested in whatever it was he’d come over here to offer. So what was up

with his silence? Had he grown tired of her lack of action and fallen asleep?

The idea eased her some, enough to have her opening her eyes and moving to the
side of the bed. Gripping the top cover around her, she stood and, with held breath,
moved to the light switch next to the door. She might be feeling a bit bolder but she still
wasn’t about to go over there and confront him in the dark.

Turning her back on him long enough to flip the switch, she swiveled back, blinked

at the suddenly intense light...and laughed out a disbelieving groan.
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There was a wolf in her bedroom all right but that wolf wasn’t a werewolf or a

living creature of any kind. It was an almost life-sized stuffed animal.

Candace crossed to the window and the wolf that sat beneath it, staring at her
through yellowish-green glass eyes. This fuzzy, lifeless, almost cute stuffed animal is
what had scared her? Even worse, what had turned her on until she couldn’t stop from
fingering herself?

Okay, so maybe there hadn’t been any magic ruling her actions, maybe she’d just
been horny since leaving Duane at the church and had used the idea that he was behind

her behavior as an excuse to touch herself.

That still didn’t explain the smell. She had smelled Duane. It had been his scent that
had first stimulated her. Hadn’t it? Was it possible she’d seen the wolf’s outline and
allowed herself to make up the scent? But no, she’d smelled it before she’d seen the
stuffed animal. There had to be some other excuse. Some excuse that explained how the

animal had arrived in her bedroom in the first place.

She did have a few cherished stuffed animals left over from her childhood and even
a few more recently given to her by hospital patients but none of them were wolves. It
could be Carrie’s but, if it were her sister’s, that still didn’t explain what it was doing in
her room. Why it would appear tonight of all nights and why it would have to remind
her so damned much of the one man she was determined to forget—sexually, if
physically wasn't a possibility. Whatever the reason, it would have to wait for
tomorrow. Maybe Carrie could tell her something then or, at the very least, get the

animal out of her sight.

b SRR SN N
The moment Candace’s bedroom light came on, Duane had darted out of view of
her windows and into the shadows that surrounded the outer city limits house. He

knew better than to come around here this time of night, this time of the month, when
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the moon was almost full and his longing to barge into her bedroom and make her his

nearly painful.

He hadn’t been able to stop himself. He had to see her. Had to know if she’d
accepted the gift he’d asked Carrie to give her. He'd spotted the wolf in a department
store window next to the restaurant where he’d shared dinner with the rest of the
wedding party. Everyone but Candy, that is. He’d thought the animal appropriate for a
number of reasons —one of which was to offer her comfort from her many bad dreams
and sleepless nights and another was to get her used to the idea of having a wolf in her

life full-time.

Aware Candace wasn’t the type to be swayed by gifts or, for that matter, even
accept them, particularly from him, he’d asked Carrie to give it to her under the
pretense it was from her. Thankfully the younger sister wasn’t half as obstinate as the

older and had quickly agreed.

The wolf was now in Candace’s bedroom. Not in her bed the way he craved to be,
but in her room at all was a step and, if what he’d just witnessed through her window
were any sign, a big one at that. His cock expanded further, throbbed as the image of
Candy fondling first her large, rigid nipple then her sweet, dripping pussy filled his
mind. He'd never expected her to respond so overtly to the wolf and he’d never
expected himself to have such a mind over body struggle to turn away from her actions.

Tonight he had no choice but to do just that, turn away and return home alone.

Tomorrow was another day though. Tomorrow he’d take the next step in ensuring
his loneliness would soon come to a permanent end. Tomorrow he’d infiltrate himself
into her thoughts throughout the wedding and reception, convince her to dance with
him many more times than just that first obligatory dance of the wedding party and

soon, very soon, replace that stuffed wolf with a much larger, warmer, responsive one.
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Chapter Three

“Tt’s all about resolve.”

After pulling on her robe, Candace tossed open her bedroom door and started

toward the kitchen, chanting the words to herself.

That stupid wolf might have made her panic and then get turned on but that was
last night when she’d been tired and out of sorts. This morning she was relatively alert

and ready to face the day ahead, no matter how bad the latter half of it might be.
“Morning, sunshine.”

It was all about resolve, Candy repeated the words silently, this time in regards to
her younger sister’s cheerful morning attitude. Morning people had serious issues but
she wasn’t in the mood to point them out to Carrie right now. Instead, she forced a not-
quite-sincere smile and made her way to the cupboard. She grabbed a mug, filled it

from the pot of coffee on the counter and sat at the table across from her sister.

The coffee was steaming hot but the scintillating aroma was too much to ignore,
particularly in her quickly returning irritable state. She took a long swig, almost
enjoying the way it scalded over her tongue and down her throat. After taking a second
tastebud-numbing drink, she set the mug on the table and looked to Carrie. “Did you

put a wolf in my bedroom?”

In the midst of bringing a spoon laden with oatmeal to her mouth, Carrie halted her

arm’s progress and shot Candace an odd look. “Ah, no. Did you find one?”
“I woke up last night and it was watching me.”
“A real wolf was in your bedroom last night, watching you?”

“I don’t mean watching me, watching me. I mean...” What, that a stuffed animal

was spying on her as she slept, making her hot and horny with its supposed magic and
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stimulating scent? Yeah, that sounded rational. “No, not a real wolf. It's stuffed. It's a

big stuffed wolf and it isn’t mine. I don’t like it and I don’t want it.”
“Well, it isn’t mine, either.”
“It is now.”

The hasty retort pulled a frown from her sister followed by a shudder. “A big
stuffed wolf magically arrives in your bedroom in the middle of the night and you want
to give it to me? Very sweet, sis, but no thanks. That’s just a little too creepy for my

taste.”

Carrie returned to her oatmeal and Candace watched her eat in silence. Her sister’s
reaction seemed to speak to the fact she had no connection with the wolf but if she
didn’t, then it meant someone else had been in her room last night. Someone or
something had planted the wolf there in the hopes of gaining Candy’s attention, in the
hopes of making her react to its commanding presence and intensely knowing eyes by
fondling herself. In the hopes that, when she thought back on it this morning, she

would grow warm, wet and wanting all over again.
Right, they had. And she was officially losing it.

Candace straightened in her seat and forced herself not to rub her thighs together
against the wet heat gathering between them. She was not turned on by the idea it
really had been Duane watching her, just as she hadn’t been aroused for that reason last
night. She was merely...in need of a topic change. “Fine. Since you don’t want it or

know where it came from, I'll throw it out.”
Carrie’s attention snapped from the oatmeal bowl] to Candace’s face. “No!”

So much for changing the subject. How could she when it was obvious by the
passion in her sister’s response that she had everything to do with the wolf? At least, its
presence. Where Carrie had come by the animal was another question and one that
Candy could well guess the answer to. What she couldn’t guess is why her sister was
covering for Duane. Carrie liked Duane, of course, but Candy was family by blood and

that should be worth something, damn it. “Why not? You said you didn’t want it.”
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“I don’t but that’s no reason to throw it out. What if it’s important?”
“To whom?”

Carrie lifted a slim shoulder in a shrug and focused back on her bowl and making

oatmeal hills with her spoon. “I don’t know. I guess whoever put it there.”

Candace bit back a groan at her sister’s continual avoidance of an honest answer.
Since when had she gotten so good at keeping a secret anyway? It used to be, she’d
overhear something and the rest of the family and most of the city would know it by

nightfall. The Carrie of old couldn’t be so far gone.

Perhaps it was a simple matter of throwing out a little reverse logic. “No one put it

there, Care.”

Carrie looked up, eyes narrowed, and tilted her head to the side, sending the
blonde ponytail that had seemed a permanent fixture on her head since puberty
swinging. “So you think it just got there all by itself?”

“Yes. No. I don’t know. I just don’t want it. If you want it, fine, go into my room

and get it. Otherwise it’s going out with the garbage on Monday morning.”

“What are you going to do with it “til then?”

“I thought I'd bring it to the wedding with me as my date. What do you think I'm
going to do? I'm leaving it where it is.”

For an instant, Carrie’s eyes lit with relief and then that look passed and she
scooped a spoonful of oatmeal into her mouth, muttering an “Oh,” in the process.

Between the momentary flash of thankfulness and the same relief that seemed to fill
her sister’'s mumbled response, Candace immediately regretted her hasty words. She
didn’t want that animal in her room until Monday. Only now she could hardly remove
it without risking her sister’s wrath in the form of twenty knowing questions; starting
with if she was moving it because it bothered her and ending with if that concern had

something to do with who she thought its presenter might be.

Maybe that was Carrie’s whole point—trying to get Candy to admit it bothered her
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because it came from Duane and brought all those thoughts of him she tried to push
away to the forefront of her mind. The idea made sense and fit with her sister’s persona

perfectly.

At twenty-three, Carrie still managed to hang on to a spark of youthfulness and
energy. She also hung on to a penchant for getting bored too easily and constantly
trying new things. It was the reason she was still in college with no real direction after
five and a half years and, Candy was willing to bet, the reason for her behavior now. In
typical Carrie fashion, she’d gotten bored yet again and decided to take up
matchmaking as her latest endeavor. Candy could guarantee this endeavor was
doomed to fail. As she’d told her older brothers numerous times through the years, she
didn’t need help with her love life or lack thereof. She for damned sure didn’t need

anyone pushing her in Duane’s direction.

Candace opened her mouth to tell her sister to stop with the matchmaking
attempts. Before she could do so, Carrie stood and said, “You’d best get in the shower
soon. Mom and Gracie said they’d be here a little before ten to pick us up and, knowing
you, you'll need at least an hour of shower time before you’ll be nice enough to
associate with anyone.” Then, before Candace could so much as respond, Carrie placed

her bowl in the kitchen sink and left the room.

SRR

Idle chitchat had never been her thing. As Candace sat in the day salon, waiting for
the beautician to finish her hair, she remembered why. Because between women that
chitchat typically turned to one of two things. Men or shopping. The latter she could
handle. The former, however, was the current topic and she feared at any moment the

conversation was going to come around to her and Duane.

“I still can’t believe he’s going through with it,” Jan, Kelsey’s best friend, said in

regards to Nate and the fact that up, until a year ago, he’d been all but a sworn
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bachelor.

“I can.” Sitting next to Kelsey, Darla Anderson sniffed. She swiped at her misty eyes
and smiled. “When he was a boy all he ever talked about was how he was going to
grow up some day and have a big family of his own. I'm just thankful he found the

right woman to give it to him.”

Kelsey looked past the nail technician, who was coating a second layer of polish on

her nails, and laughed. “In my case, I'm just glad I found the right man.”

The women fell into laughter over the way she’d emphasized ‘man’. Even Candy
had to give in to a quick chuckle recalling how Nate and Kelsey had met. He’d been
operating under the guise of a woman and, because of the way her body reacted every
time they’d touched, had managed to convince Kelsey she was a lesbian or at least

bisexual.

If only her own problems were so simple, Candace thought. She could handle being
attracted to another woman far easier than being attracted to another species. Needing
to get her mind off thoughts of Duane, she said to Kelsey, “I'd tell you that was a fluke
and my brother’s the sweetest guy you’'d ever meet but then you already know him

better than that.”

Carrie rolled her eyes. “Yeah, don’t we all. Talk about a pain in the butt to grow up

with.” She looked at Candy. “But then again, you weren’t much better.”

“Nonsense!” Darla scolded her girls” teasing words. “All of you kids were a joy. I
can only hope that your own children turn out to be as wonderful. “ She turned a

meaningful look on Kelsey. “And the sooner the better.”

“Hey, don’t look at me,” Kelsey tossed back. “I love kids and Nate and I definitely
want them but we’re not even married yet. Besides, you already have one grandbaby on

the way.”

“Yes, I do.” Darla smiled the short distance to where Joe’s wife, Gracie, sat. Her hair
had already been finished and, since she was foregoing nail polish, she’d taken up

residence in a nearby chair. Apparently, seven months of pregnancy had started to
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weigh on her, as her eyes were closed and she appeared to be asleep. Darla looked back
to the rest of the women and added, “But there’s nothing wrong with a couple dozen

more.”
“A couple dozen?” Kelsey squeaked out.

“They don’t all have to come from you and Nate, dear,” Darla assured, “or even

you two and Joe and Gracie. I have two other perfectly lovely daughters.”

At her mother’s pointed look, the tension that had subsided from Candace’s belly

during the casual banter returned full force. “Don’t even think about it, Mom.”

“Of course, I'll think about it. I'm your mother, it's my job. Besides, you're not
getting any younger, honey, and from what I hear you're also not going to find any
better catch than what you already have.” Candy was barely aware of her mouth falling
open and a gasp slipping out, when her mother continued, “Don’t act so surprised; I'm
not blind. We don’t need to talk about it now —it’s Kelsey’s day —but whenever you're

ready, I'm here.”
“Uh, thanks,” Candy managed.

“You're welcome and that goes for you too, Carrie.” This time it was Carrie’s gasp
that filled the room. Their mother seemed oblivious to both it and her horrified look, as
she turned back to Kelsey and smiled. “Now about this boy of mine. He’s a keeper and I

think you already know that.”

“He has his moments, I'll give him that.” Kelsey’s smile slipped into a full-fledged
grin that revealed a dimple in her left cheek. “Okay, so he has more than a few of
them.” Her grin faded and she said solemnly to Darla, “Thanks for raising for him for
me; I can’t imagine my life without him. Without any of you. Andy was all I had for so

long.” Her voice cracked on the last words and her eyes filled with tears.

Darla let loose her own tears and stood to take Kelsey’s free hand, giving it a
reassuring squeeze. “Oh, honey, we're the ones that are thankful. You've made our
family even bigger and better. And pretty soon—" she swiveled back and her gaze once

more landed on Candace, “ —it will be even bigger and better yet.”

40



Wild By Night

Candy fought off the urge to shed her own unexpected and highly unwanted tears.
As much as her mother might want to see her and Duane together, as much she might

want it herself in some very deep and dark recess of her heart, it could never happen.

o F H N X

The dress had shrunk.

Kelsey had picked hunter green A-line dresses for her bridesmaids to wear. The last
time Candace had tried hers on, a few short weeks ago, the dress had hung to the floor,
hugging her body gently. Today it fit like a second skin and made her breasts stick out
like beach balls.

“You look gorgeous.”

Candace shifted her attention to Jan, who stood next to her in the side room of the
church. If anyone here looked gorgeous it was Jan, with her deep red hair done up in a
French twist and spirals framing her flawless face. Her dress didn’t hug her body like it
was painted on either. Candace moved her attention lower, to where the woman'’s
breasts all but plunged over the neckline of the gown, and groaned. Okay, so maybe her

dress fit that way too but she swore that hadn’t been the case a few weeks ago.
“I teel like I've gained twenty pounds this month.” All in the chest.

She couldn’t walk down the aisle dressed like this. No, she couldn’t walk down the
aisle next to Duane dressed like this. His attention was going to be on one place and it

wasn’t her Cinderella pumps.

“Oh, please,” Gracie put in from several feet away. “If anyone here gets to complain
about feeling fat, it’s me.” She glanced meaningfully at her rounded belly, then back at
Candace. “You look amazing, so stop worrying.” She looked to each of the other
women and smiled. “All of you do. And considering all of you, but Kelsey obviously,
are single, I'd say there’s going to be a reception full of men, begging for dances

tonight.”
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“I dance alone,” Carrie said, scowling at her mirrored reflection. She patted the
French twist of blonde curls atop her head. “And I still don’t see what was wrong with

wearing my hair in a ponytail. I look —”

“Beautiful.” Kelsey’s smile turned sympathetic. “You know, I don’t like getting
dressed up this much either. As soon as the cake is cut and the first few dances over, I

promise we can all change into jeans and T-shirts and put our hair back in ponytails.”

Carrie groaned but then nodded. “Okay. I guess I can handle it that long.” She
looked at Candace and opened her mouth as if she were about to say something but
then stopped short and walked over to her. Her gaze fell to her chest and she frowned.
“Not that I make a habit of checking out your chest but I don’t remember ever seeing

marks on it before. When did you get scars on your breasts or are they wolf scratches?”

Disbelief shot through Candace and she slapped her hands to her chest and
squeaked out, “What?”

Carrie’s eyes danced with humor and she laughed. “I thought maybe your stuffed

friend from last night was to blame.”

Oh. That wolf. Not that the inference was made any better because it was meant as a
joke. Carrie had still noted her scars, which meant at least part of them was visible
above the dress’s low-cut bodice. Which meant not only would others be noticing them
as well but that Duane was going to spend the night with his attention focused on her

breasts for certain.

But maybe his seeing them was a good thing. Those first few seconds trapped in the
storage closet yesterday, he’d seemed genuinely concerned about her fear of him. He’'d
sounded almost apologetic about the way he’d handled her that first time they’d been
together. In truth, he had made numerous comments over the last year to that same

effect.

If he truly was sorry about his behavior that night, then putting her scars out there,
right in front of his face, might just be the thing to finally convince him to keep his

distance. It was about the only thing she had in the way of hope right now, and so, as
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the music started up, playing a trumpet voluntary, and the women filed toward the

door, she clung to it.

SRR R

With his first look at Candace in a dark green, body-hugging gown, her plentiful
breasts rising tauntingly above its scooped neckline and her citrusy scent wrapping
around his senses, Duane felt like a real wolf. And while that might not be saying much,
it still said something. Namely that, if he wasn’t careful and watch himself tonight, he
was liable to lose control and become a real wolf right before everyone’s eyes.

Candace reached him and, smiling at her, he took her arm, slid it through his
crooked one and started down the aisle. He could feel the tension radiating off her as
they walked and was tempted to lean over and say something to ease it. Only doing
that wasn’t liable to go unnoticed. Leaking a few thoughts into her head, however,

wouldn’t leave anyone but Candace the wiser.
You look too amazing to be so tense.

She tensed even further and her next step faltered slightly. She didn’t look at him
but he could sense her scowl in the sharpness of her thoughts. Stop it, you idiot! Get the
hell out of my head!

Quit frowning and relax before people start to think something’s wrong.

Something is wrong. At least, something is going to be if you don’t knock it off, because I'm
going to kill you.

You don't really want to do that, Candy. You want something far different from me and we

both know it. Before this night is over, you're going to admit it, too. You will because it’s meant

to be, sweetie. We're meant to be.
“We are not!”

Candace jerked to a halt and breathed out a gasp with the loudly spoken words.

Duane bit back a chuckle and pulled her into motion, tugging her along beside him
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until they reached the end of the aisle where the minister and part of the wedding

party, including her brother Nate, already stood.

Nate glanced from Duane to Candy with an irritated look but then let it go and
turned an expectant smile back down the aisle. With a squeeze of her arm, Duane
released Candy to the women’s side of the aisle. She was barely in place when her

thoughts reached him.
I swear to God if you don’t stay out of my head, I will personally see to your death.

Promises, promises, Candy. Now be quiet and watch your soon-to-be sister-in-law
walk down the aisle. I don’t want to have deal with Nate later if you have another

outburst and I am sure he’ll find some way to blame it on me.
That was your fault and don’t tell me what to do!
Shh...
Grr...

Candy, sweetie, growling is not the best way to turn me off. Neither is flaring your nostrils
at me. In fact, both are really good ways to get me to make a scene like you don’t even want to
think about. Shall I explain?

No, you shall not. Now be quiet and watch Kelsey walk down the aisle.

Candace’s thoughts died away and she turned her attention solely on the entrance
of the church as Here Comes The Bride started up and an overjoyed-looking Kelsey
appeared. Duane laughed to himself. That was his Candy, turning his order around on
him, so that it looked like she was the one who’d voiced it to begin with. She wasn’t, of
course, but it did give him some ideas on how he might use that particular trait of hers

to his advantage.

Half-listening to the ceremony, Duane grinned as thoughts of Candy naked beneath
him, crying out his name, smiling up into his face and begging for more, filled his mind,
and his anticipation for the night ahead grew with each one. He had promised her
before this night was over she would see things his way. And she would do just that;

even if getting her to that point meant coercing the truth out of her by way of his hands,
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mouth and a number of highly salacious thoughts.

Ok H X X

“And now for the bridal party dance.”

Candace’s belly did a slow roll and anxiety skittered along her spine. She had been
dreading this moment since walking into the reception hall over an hour ago. And
Duane, judging by the taunting smile that curved his too damned scrumptious mouth

as he approached her, had been waiting for it with baited breath.

He reached the table where she sat chatting with cousins she hadn’t seen in over a

year and extended his hand. “I believe that would be us.”
And she believed now would be the opportune time for a trip to the ladies room.

Duane’s smile kicked higher and he took her hand and tugged her to her feet. “You

can do that in a few minutes; first, you're mine.”

Candy blew out a hard breath, not sure if it bothered her more that he had read her
mind yet again or called her his among mixed company, then proceeded to tug her onto
the dance floor like a rag doll. Deciding on the latter, she stopped short, jerked her hand
free of his grip and started back off the dance floor. She’d taken two steps when she

spotted Nate glaring at her from where he slow-danced with Kelsey.

Damn it. She owed Nate for sticking her in this situation to begin with but she
couldn’t retaliate by ruining even a few minutes of his wedding. She had to dance with
Duane. Resigned, she swiveled back and collided with the hard wall of Duane’s chest.
His hands came around her waist, pulling her flush against him and trapping her hands
between their bodies in the process. Then, before she could say a word or attempt to
remove them, he picked her up and swung her around in a circle that left her mind

spinning and her breath wheezing out as pants.

He set on her feet and brought his arms back around her waist, swaying with her

the way the slow song dictated. With laughing eyes that seemed to almost glow in the
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darkened reception center, he smiled down at her. “Are you having a good time?”
“I was,” she said, purposefully adding bite to her tone.

He chuckled and pulled her closer still, far too close for propriety’s sake. She’d felt
his hard body beneath her hands moments ago when she’d run into him but that had
been only for an instant, not nearly long enough to cause her mind to wander. This time
his long, lean frame was molded against hers and her breasts were all but squished
between them and he was showing no sign that he planned to release his hold on her

any time soon.

His odd scent—slightly tangy, slightly woodsy, totally entrancing —seeped into her
senses and curled warmth in her belly. She tipped back her head and eyed his mouth.
Thanks to the added height of her pumps, his full, succulent lips were entirely too close
to her own. If she rose on tiptoe even the tiniest bit, she could brush up against them,
bury her tongue between and caress his, remembering just how hot he made her when

he stroked hers in return.

Duane’s lips lifted in a knowing grin and Candace jerked her attention away and
swore under her breath. She wasn’t rising on tiptoe and she also wasn’t going to
consider how incredible he looked in the black and green tuxedo. She was going to
focus on the same thing too damned many others had been focusing on tonight. Her
breasts. She’d come up with an excuse to explain the scars to everyone else. With Duane

there would be no excuses, only the cold, hard truth.

She glanced down at her chest. “I never realized how low cut these dresses were
when we were being fitted.” She flitted her gaze back to his and looked at him
meaningfully. “People keep commenting on my scars.”

The sexy grin left his mouth in an instant. He cursed just loud enough for her to
hear while his eyes filled with what looked to be remorse. “I'm sorry about that, Candy.
I've told you so a hundred times. I also told you it will never happen again and I meant

it. I can control myself now. I will control myself.”

Right, like he had last night in the closet? She wasn’t going to voice that thought and
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she also wasn’t going to give him the chance to pick into her mind and respond to it.
She forced a smile. “Good. I'm sure whoever you sleep with next will be relieved to

know that.”

The remorse in Duane’s eyes was overtaken with frustration. He tightened his grip
on her and bent his head, growled low near her ear, “The only woman I'll be sleeping

with, tonight or ever, is you. You're mine, Candy. You know it.”

Candace shivered against the heat of his breath, the commanding way he tried to
get her to give in to him. She’d always hated men who tried to take control, despised
the ones who thought they should have the upper hand over a woman. That was
exactly how Duane had been acting around her lately and she should hate him for it.
And maybe the sensible portions of her did but the not-so-sensible portions were
feeling something entirely different. They were becoming more and more stimulated

with each slow grind of his groin against hers.

As if he knew her thoughts and, knowing him he probably did, he shifted his pelvis
slightly, enough for her to feel the long, hard press of his aroused cock against her belly
and yet not make a glaring public display. Her eyes widened with that first subtle brush
and her heart sped while her sex responded with an insistent heating. Wetness gathered
in her panties and her pussy throbbed with a stab of desperate need. She bit back the
urge to press her thighs together and squirm, to lean closer to his ear and beg for him to
rub harder, to move his hand from her neck and use it to stroke her burning flesh

through her gown.

The slow song was replaced by another and the D] announced the dance floor was
open to everyone. Couples filed onto the floor, surrounding Candy and Duane, taking
away the security that came from knowing their actions could be seen by all. In the
throng of swaying bodies and darkness broken only by twinkling white lights and
sporadically placed candles, no one would be able to detect their movements. That left

way too much room for temptation.

Candace attempted to break free of Duane’s arms. He held tight. “One more song.”
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“One.” She could last through just one more. If she could get her thoughts off his
pants and how badly she ached to get in them, that is. In dire need of a topic change,

she asked the first question that came to her. “Did you ask Carrie to give me a wolf?”
Duane stopped moving and frowned at her. “What?”

She shrugged, hoping to somehow make light of the situation. “I woke up last night
and thought I smelled you in my bedroom. Then I thought I saw you. It wasn’t you but
it was a wolf. A big stuffed one that wasn’t in my room when I fell asleep. Carrie tried

to deny putting it there but I know she’s lying.”

He looked thoughtful for a few seconds, then gave a shrug of his own and resumed

his slow, sinuous moves. “Sounds like you have a secret admirer.”

Candace gritted her teeth and locked her body in place. Maybe they weren’t in
plain view anymore but she still wasn’t about to stand here and let him rub up against
her. “The only admirer I have is you and you're not a secret or wanted, so I suggest you
quit with both the moves and the presents before I take my earlier threats seriously.”

“You plan to kill me?” he asked, looking more amused than worried.

“The thought has some real appeal.”

Duane laughed, the sound deep and throaty and somehow directly connected to
her pussy, as it let loose with a flood of juices that had her clit tingling and her fingers
itching to grab hold of his clothes and rip them off one piece at a time.

She cursed herself for the thought. It was his damned magic. It had to be. She
honestly could not want him this badly. It wasn’t even in her physical makeup to do so.
She wasn’t asexual exactly but men just didn’t leave her weak-kneed and wet. They
certainly didn’t rub against her and have her burning with the need to tear off their
clothes and toss them back on the dance floor to ravage in front of her entire family.

Annoyed with how badly she ached to do just that, Candy snapped, “Why is the
thought of my killing you so funny? You never would’ve laughed about something like

that before.”
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“In case you haven’t noticed, I'm not the man I used to be. Time and circumstance

have a way of changing a person, showing them those things that matter most.”

“Trust me, I've noticed.” And what exactly did he mean by ‘those things that matter
most’? Was he talking about her? Them? It wasn’t important because he had changed
and he’d never again be the man he was, just as her lust for him could never be naive.

“If you were that same man, then you might have a chance.”
“But since I'm not, I'm just shit outta luck?”

“Amazing, you do understand. For a while there I was beginning to think that,

along with the rest of your changes, you’d become dense.”

Duane laughed again; this time the sound was dry. He sobered and peered down at
her with burning intent in his eyes. “I'm not dense, Candy. I'm also not taking no for an
answer. I know you, I know what you want.”

His hips started up again, moving against hers in a slow, rolling grind. She caught
her tongue in her teeth to stop herself from moaning out a growl of acquiescence.

Reining in her haywire libido, she bit out, “You don’t know a damned thing about me.”

His eyes sparked, seemed to come alive with glowing light and a smug grin settled
on his mouth. “No? Then tell me this doesn’t make you feel something.”

His mouth was on hers in an instant; his kiss firm, commanding, impossible not to
sink into and feel a whole range of sensations because of. And yet Candace knew she
had to stop herself from doing just that. Pressing at his chest, she struggled to push
away but he held her firm to him, his arms as rigid and unmoving as dead weight. She
attempted to cry out, to scream at him to stop but her words came out as muffled gasps
barely audible to even her own ears above the music and conversations of others.

Damn it, let me go!

Let yourself go. You want this. I know you do, have for years. Give in to it. Give in

to me.

No. [ won’t!
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But, whether it was the influence of his magic or just the truth in his thoughts that

she’d been wanting this very thing for years, she already was giving in.

Duane’s hands slid from her waist to move along her sides. His palms grazed the
outer swell of her breasts and her nipples peaked and throbbed as if he’d pulled them
between his lips and sucked. His tongue pushed past her mouth, rubbing against hers
in a slow move that held barely any pressure at all. Had there been pressure she would
have been able to find the strength to pull away —somehow she would have—but

where there was no force she was powerless to do anything more than respond.

Aware she’d already lost this fight, Candace did the one thing she’d been aching to
do since he’d pulled her onto the dance floor and rubbed her body against his. Grinding
her pelvis in the same teasing way he’d done to her, she stabbed her tongue deep into
his mouth, loving the way his unique scent exploded as tantalizing flavor onto her
tongue and danced across every one of her taste buds. She retreated then sank in again,
stroking and suckling at his tongue with each sure thrust of her own. Her senses
reeling, her mind spinning, she moved her hands from where they lay dormant at his

back to knead his firm ass beneath the tails of his tux jacket and through his thin slacks.

God, how she ached for so much more. Her pussy felt afire with the need to feel his
hot, hard flesh pumping into her, mimicking the action of their tongues. She wanted his
hands on her everywhere, beneath the dress, fondling her bare breasts, burying into her
cream-drenched slit and making her come undone completely. She wanted him to make

her moan, groan and howl. She wanted to submit.
“As much as I hate to interrupt, the music’s stopped.”

Candace’s recklessly speeding thoughts came to a jerking halt with her sister’s
words. She released her hold on Duane’s butt and pulled free of his mouth, struggling
to attain normal breathing as she concentrated on the sounds and sights around them.
The mass of bodies that had before encompassed them was gone. Chattering voices still

carried on but otherwise the hall was distressingly silent.

Heat consuming her cheeks, Candy wrenched herself from the grip Duane still had
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on her and shot her sister a guilt-ridden look. “Uh, right. Thanks.”

Carrie laughed softly, then narrowed her eyes in speculation. “You okay, sis? You

look a little...overheated.”

Wasn’t that the understatement of the decade? She was aflame, scorching with the
need to let go, to return to Duane’s arms and admit that everything he said about her
was accurate. That she did want him, had for years. That it wasn’t magic to blame for
her behavior tonight or the visceral way she’d responded to the stuffed wolf last night.
It wasn’t the naive lust she used to harbor for him either. It was raw, unadulterated
desire. Decade old longing that refused to be extinguished no matter how hard she
tried. The truth was that she wanted him and in a way she’d never wanted another
man. In a way she feared went well past the physical and that she could she never feel

with another.

Duane’s murmur of acknowledgement brought her attention zinging back to his
face and she realized he was reading her mind again. Not about to consider what he’d
just learned from her thoughts, because it was more than even she was ready to deal

with, she turned to Carrie. “I'm fine. I just need something cold.”

“In that case, I was about to go change. If you want to go with me, we can grab a
couple beers on the way.” She glanced at Duane and grinned. “Don’t worry, loverboy,

I'll have your woman back in no time.”

“His what?” Candace’s blood ran cold with the accusation, one heard by a good

deal of the reception attendants thanks to the lack of music. “I am not his woman!”

Carrie shot her a “yeah, right” look. “Mmm hmm. Looked that way ten seconds ago
when you were lip-locked and groping his ass.” Candy gasped, realizing just how bad
and completely accurate it had looked, and her sister laughed and grabbed her arm.

“Let’s get moving before Mom tracks you down for details.”

Oh, God. Their mother had made it clear at the salon she knew something was
going on with Candy and Duane. Now she would believe there was more than a little

something and, as Carrie had suggested, want all the details. Ones along the line of
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when they were planning to take things to the next level in the form of wedding bells.

And since the answer to that was a big fat never... “Good idea. Let’s.”

o O H N X
“So, dish,” Carrie said the moment she stepped into the women’s bathroom. She’d
remembered her duffel bag was still in the car halfway to the bathroom and had left

Candace to wait for her while she went and grabbed it.

Candy had had no plans to wait where the wolves could get her and had come
promptly to the bathroom to start changing. Only she hadn’t gotten around to it yet.
She’d taken one look at her flushed face and kiss-swollen lips and realized cooling

efforts came far before comfortable clothes.

She dabbed at her newly washed face with paper towels from the nearby dispenser,
then tossed the damp towels into the wastebasket and looked at her sister. “About

what?”

Carrie pulled a brush and ponytail holder from her duffel bag. She set them on the
double sink basin and snorted as she started to remove the bobby pins securing her hair
in place. “Right, sis, like you don’t know. What's going on with you and Duane? You

were practically mauling each other on the dance floor.”
“We were not!”

Why did everyone have to describe the attraction between her and Duane in such
primal terms anyway? The few times Nate had actually come out and suggested there
was something going on with them, he’d said the way they acted toward each other
was animalistic. Corey had jumped on the bandwagon in an instant. Joe didn’t put
things in quite those terms but he certainly took his fair shots at making it known he
thought they belonged together. At least he had before Gracie had gotten pregnant.
Thank God for that blessed event. One less sibling with a matchmaking agenda was

exactly what she needed here. Okay, so four would be even better.
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“Oh, please—" Carrie finished with the pin removal and caught Candy’s gaze in
the mirror as she started brushing her hair, “—1I have eyes, so does everyone else and,
after the way you two were going at it, I can guarantee you I won’t be the only one to

ask what’s up.”

“Nothing is up.” No matter what she wanted, what she had to admit if only to
herself she craved, nothing could be up. Because...just because. “It was a slip of
judgment, heat of the moment kind of thing. It didn’t mean anything and it isn’t going

to happen again.”

Carrie stopped brushing her hair to level a direct gaze on her. “Duane’s okay with
this?”

What, was she kidding? Like her sister actually thought she would ask him. “Duane
doesn’t have a choice. Besides, he’s not even my type.” Admittedly, she wasn’t sure

what her type was but she was pretty danged certain it wasn’t four-legged.

Carrie’s gaze went from direct to joyful. Smiling, she turned back to the mirror and

twisted her hair into the ponytail holder. “Then I guess you won’t care if I ask him out.”

Candace was in the process of opening the locker where she’d stored her casual

clothes when the words reached her. She swiveled back, stunned. “What?”

In the mirror, Carrie’s smile blossomed into a dreamy grin. “He might not be your
type, whatever that is, but he is mine. He’s been like part of the family for so many
years, I guess I never really took a good look at him until recently. He’s changed

somehow, become more...passionate. I like it.”

She couldn’t be serious. Carrie never dated. Not to mention this was Duane they
were talking about. Duane! He had changed but not for the better. Only if that were the
case, why did the thought of her sister dating him twist her belly with loathing?

“He’s ten years older than you,” Candace blurted, hating the jealousy she heard in

her tone.

Carrie closed her eyes on a wistful sigh and shrugged. “I happen to know someone

who’s in love with a man almost twice her age. Eleven years is nothing.”
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“It’s ten years! An entire decade.”

“So?”

“So...” So she couldn’t really be this upset over her sister wanting to be with
Duane. Not when she’d spent the last ten months plus trying to convince him to move
on. Not even if she could finally admit to herself she still wanted him. She wasn’t about
to act on that desire and that meant it had to be more than jealousy eating at her gut.
Maybe the frosting on the wedding cake was spoiled. “So I don’t think it’s a good idea,”

she finally snapped.

Carrie opened her eyes and turned back. The dreamy look was gone and in its place
was a knowing that cut directly to Candace’s soul. She held her breath, torn between
awe and disgust. No way, that did not just happen. Her little conniving bitch of a sister

had just set her up. But she had and, like the idiot she was, Candy had fallen for it.
“Because you want him to yourself,” Carrie said. “Admit it, sis. You want his bod.”

Oh, hell. What point was there in denying it, when she’d all but come out and made

it clear with her resentful tone? “I shouldn’t.”

“Why not? You are so overdue for some fun, Candy. You work almost non-stop.
When you aren’t at the hospital, you're doing stuff around our house or at Mom and

Dad’s place. I say let yourself go for once. Take Duane up on his offer.”

She narrowed her gaze at her sister and the knowing way she’d voiced those last

words. “I never said anything about an offer.”

“I'm just guessing there had to be one by the way he looks at you—" she wiggled

her eyebrows, “ —like he wants to find a dark corner and play doctor.”
Candace laughed despite herself, then tacked on a “Carrie!” for good measure.
“What? He does. I think it’s hot. I also think you need to say “yes’.”

Candy sobered in an instant. God, how she wanted to do just that, say a loud and

long ‘yes” and throw herself into his arms, but... “I shouldn’t.”

“You already said that but you never said why.”

54



Wild By Night

Fear. But no, she’d told herself on numerous occasions she wasn’t afraid of him.
Duane himself had told her she had nothing to worry over. But if it wasn’t fear, what
was holding her back? Just the idea of what he was? What he could become? A glance
in the mirror revealed the answer in the form of pale scars just visible above the

neckline of her dress. It wasn’t fear exactly but it was damned close. “It’'s complicated.”

Carrie dropped her brush into her duffel bag and sank a hip against the sink basin.

“But you admit you do want him, even if you shouldn’t?”

What she shouldn’t do was answer her sister, the woman who, up until this
morning, had always had looser lips than a gossip columnist and yet the need to tell
someone had been driving her crazy for ages. If she couldn’t count on that someone

being her sister, then who could she?
“Only the better part of my life,” she finally admitted.
“That long, and you've never done anything about it?”

Carrie sounded aghast, her probing gaze one of amazement, and, for some reason,
that brought a sting of heat rushing into Candace’s cheeks. One that apparently wasn't
missed by her sister, as her mouth gaped for just an instant, then she said, “Candace?

You two didn’t... Oh my gosh, you did! When?”

Why bother stopping now? She’d already laid the bulk of it out there. Not that she
planned to go into details, like the part about Duane turning feral on her, but she might

as well speak the rest. “Last winter and it was a one time thing.”
“He was that bad?”

“No, it wasn’t like that. It was just...not important.” But even as she said it, she
knew it was a lie. The truth was, as much as she remembered the bad moments of that
night, she remembered the good far better. Things had been going really well up until
the point where he’d actually entered her. It was like the moment he was inside, he’d
gone wild. But before that...before that it had been incredible, like the joining of two
souls that had always been meant to be together. Like nothing she ever could’ve fully

imagined and everything she’d always wanted. Perfect.
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Candy sighed. She wasn't the type to think in terms of perfect and yet she couldn’t
stop herself from wishing for that very thing now, at least the perfection she’d found in
Duane’s arms, as temporary as it might have been.

Was it even possible that he meant it when he said he could control himself now?
What about when he said she was the only one for him, his life mate? Did that stupid
stuffed wolf somehow factor into things? Oh, God, was she out of her mind to be
having these thoughts? “Truth time, Care, did you put the wolf in my room?”

“Why are you so hung up on that thing?”

Because she’d smelled Duane last night and for a while there she’d been so sure he
was nearby, watching her. If her sister hadn’t put the wolf there, then maybe Duane
had. Maybe he really had been in her room last night, watching her while she slept. Not
waiting for his chance to attack or working his magic over her mind and soul but
simply watching over her, the way he thought a good wolf should watch over its mate.
“I just need to know.”

Carrie pushed off the sink basin and eyed her for a long moment before responding.

“If I answer you truthfully, will you answer me the same?”

“I wasn’t offering a barter.” And yet she was suddenly desperate to know.

“No, but I am. Take it or leave it. I can live with it either way.”

Candace laughed at her no-holds-barred tone. “When did you get to be so
conniving?”

Carrie smiled. “It’s just a little something I picked up living with my big sister.”

She laughed again, not doubting that for an instant. “Okay, I agree.” Even if I do live
to regret it. “Now spill, where the hell did that thing come from?”

“I put it in your room. I know you’'ve been having trouble sleeping and I thought it

might make you feel more secure.”
“Oh.” Well that explained that. However, it still didn’t explain the smell.

She’d scented Duane, damn it. That hadn’t been her imagination. Unless Carrie was
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lying to her again, the way she had this morning. “If that’s the truth, then why didn’t

you just tell me this morning?”

“Because you seemed upset by it and I thought my putting it there had done more
harm than good.” Sympathy passed through her eyes. “I'm sorry that it's been

bothering you so much. I guess I should’ve told you the truth when you first asked.”

Yes, she should have, because it would have saved Candace from considering the
reasons Duane might have given it to her, from imagining he’d spent the night
watching over her as a protector and someone who might care about her enough to
curb his inner beast the way he claimed he could. From thinking even for a second

maybe the two of them had a chance at something real and lasting.

That hadn’t been the case and she was fine with it. Better than fine, because this
way she didn’t have to worry about softening where Duane was concerned. She didn’t
have to think for a second on the way he would behave if she were to take a chance and
give into him. She was so much better off. Really, she was, even if the sudden

constricting pressure in the vicinity of her heart would seem to speak to the contrary.

“Forget about it.” Candy turned back to the locker. “We should get changed and

back out there before someone starts wondering where we are.”

“Not so fast. You still owe me one,” Carrie said, the sympathy of a moment ago

replaced with a commanding tone.

Candace blew out a breath, resigned to the fact her sister hadn’t forgotten the latter
half of their agreement. “Right. I forgot,” she said but kept her back to her sister and

continued to open the locker and grab her clothes bag.

“Truthfully, if you had the chance to be here alone with Duane right now and were
able to put aside those complications you mentioned, even temporarily, would you take

advantage of the situation?”

Candy set her bag on the floor and squatted to dig through it, frowning over the
question in the process. It was absurd, since it would never happen, and therefore she

decided to answer with candor. “Sure, I would. I'd push him up against that sink basin
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you were sitting on before, tear off his clothes and proceed to rock his world. Since
Duane isn’t any too likely to come into the ladies” room, I won’t waste my time waiting

for any of that to happen.”

“I wouldn’t be so sure about that, Candy, sweetie.” A voice too deep and masculine
to be Carrie’s responded from somewhere behind her. One quick inhale, which had
both her heart and her hormones hammering into action, told her just who the owner of

that husky voice was.
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Chapter Four

In one swift move, Candace shot to her feet and spun around to glare at Duane. Her
eyes were alive with aversion and his blood sizzled in response. He’d had second
thoughts about taking Carrie up on her offer to get him alone with Candace and then to
watch the bathroom door for as long as he wanted privacy. Now that he was standing

here, about to be alone with Candace, those doubts were long gone.
“What the hell are you doing in here?” she snapped.

He tried not to smile, knew it would anger her all the more, and yet he couldn’t
help it. She was just too damned appealing when she was riled up. Always had been.

“Carrie invited me.”
“She what?” Candace looked from Duane to Carrie and her glare turned deadly.
Carrie grabbed onto the handle of her duffel bag, and darted for the door. She

flashed an innocent look as she pulled it open. “Oops... I just remembered I promised
to bring Mom a fresh glass of wine. Gotta go.”

The door closed behind her and Candace turned back to Duane, nostrils flaring.
“She’s going to die.”

So was he, of an explosively hard cock, if she didn’t stop with the nose thing. It took
her level of appeal and turned it into a thing of danger, one that called forth all of his
baser urges and made him want to forget about talking things through first and getting
down to action. He wouldn’t risk that, not now that he had her alone where she’d be

forced to listen.

He moved his gaze higher, to the simmering heat that filled her auburn eyes, and

tried for levity. “Good to know I'm not the only one you plan to do in tonight.”

“What do you want, Duane?”
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Easy. He wanted everything he’d never had before—a family of his own, a place to
call home, someone to love and who would love him in return—and all with her. She
wanted it, too. She might have had those things before, might still have them, but the
way she’d acted toward him at the club that night in Braxton told him she wanted
more. That night her feelings, her hunger for him had been clear for all to see, in her
eyes, her face, the carnal way she’d danced against him. While she might not be letting
those feelings, that hunger for him show so overtly these days, it was still very much

alive in her thoughts, in the words she’d spoken to her sister.

Duane took a single step closer when he burned to take so many more than just that
one. Five would put him directly in front of her. Six would have him buried inside.
He’d get to six eventually but first he had to get her admission that those things he’d
overheard in her thoughts and just now in this bathroom were true. “What I want,
Candy, sweetie, is the same thing you do. The same thing we’ve both wanted for
years.” Emotion flickered in her eyes and he allowed a small smile. “Yes, years. I've
wanted you since you were old enough for it to be legal. I'd always hoped you felt the
same; sometimes I felt like you wanted to say something or do something to let me
know for sure, but you never did and, until last winter, I was never certain of your

feelings. I am now, just as I'm certain about my own.”

Her anxiety level shot up with those words; he knew it did because her warring
thoughts of what to deny and what to confess pummeled into his mind like a freight
train. She clearly decided to deny it all, as her gaze narrowed and she said, “I told

Carrie that I wanted you, note the past tense.”
“That’s not what you said, sweetie, and it wasn’t meant in the past tense either.”

“I am not your goddamned sweetie and it should have been.” With a last cutting
look, Candace turned her back on him and squatted down to her gym bag. Jeans and a
sweater tucked in the crook of her arm, she stood, turned back and nodded toward the

door. “Now if you don’t mind, I need to change.”

Duane shrugged, not about to let the venom in her tone deter him. He knew just
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how insincere her hard attitude really was. As much as she liked to pretend to be
callous, she was a big softie at heart and, if he voiced that aloud, she was liable to knock
him on his ass. “Go right on ahead. It's not like I've never seen you naked before.

Besides, I have X-ray vision. I can see through your clothes any time I want.”

Her hard look relented as her eyes went wide and her mouth fell open. She shut it

to breathe, “No way.”

Yeah, there was no way and it also seemed there was no end to the things he could
tell her about himself and have her believe. He laughed shortly and risked another step

toward her while she was distracted with her thoughts.

“I was joking, Candy. I don’t have X-ray vision.” He let his gaze drift to the fullness
of her lips then farther to her chest. The pale scars visible on the rise of her breasts
momentarily tightened his gut. He forced himself to move past that area, to take in the
rest of her wondrously curvy body in the snug gown. He'd seen her dressed in
everything from her hospital scrubs to a tiny string bikini, yet something about this

dress called to him more than anything else, aside from her birthday suit, ever had.

He’d told her she looked amazing earlier. What she really looked was edible. His
tongue moved by itself with the thought, licked across his teeth and over the
sharpening points of his incisors. Just being this close to her, watching her expressive

face, inhaling her intoxicating scent had the wolf in him attempting to emerge.

He shouldn’t move any closer, shouldn’t even stay in this room for fear more than
his teeth would begin to transform. He didn’t want her to think for an instant this thing
between them, his need to take things to the next level, had anything to do with his
being a werewolf. It didn’t, at least not beyond the way that change had opened his
eyes, made it clear that if he was ever going to have those things he wanted most he
needed to act on them. The change had helped to set his priorities straight, gave him the

strength to follow through on feelings he’d had for years, but that’s all it had done.

And that was why he should leave now, because he wasn’t thinking with feelings,

at least not completely. He was letting his inner nature pull at him, letting the throbbing
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ache of his cock rule him. He should leave, walk out the door and let her ponder what
he’d said so far, but he couldn’t. Instead, he took three more steps forward and caught

her chin in his hand.

Candace’s wide-eyed look returned in an instant. She attempted to take a step back
only to run into the lockers behind her and whisper out a curse. Duane smiled, aware of
just how trapped he had her. Even more aware of just how much she wanted to be
there, forced to put her fears aside and own up to the truth. The reality of that was in
the way her eyes darkened to gold, the way her breath came out as anxious puffs of air,

in the subtle tremble of her lips.

He set her chin free to stroke his thumb along her cheek. “I might not have X-ray
vision but I remember perfectly what you look like naked. I remember just how long
and smooth and silky your legs are. How you have that tiny pear-shaped birthmark on
your inner thigh. How when I run my tongue over that same spot, it makes your head

tip to the side and the rest of you quiver.”

He moved closer still, until her breasts rubbed against his chest, and allowed his
hunger for her to be reflected in his voice as a needful rasp. “I like it when you quiver,
Candy. I like the throaty sounds you make when I stick my tongue deep inside you. I

love the way you growl and dig your nails into my shoulders when I suck on your clit.”

The anxious puffs turned to ragged breaths and her tongue slipped out, dabbing at
her lips. Duane grunted in the back of his throat and swallowed down the raw burst of

need that coursed through him, pulling at his control with her artless move.

Struggling to continue in a voice that wasn’t half as commanding as he suddenly
felt like being, he rubbed his thumb over her soft, moist lips. Her nostrils flared. He
flared his own back, inhaling her cloying scent. It was laced with far more than a citrusy

perfume now. It was thick with arousal.

He grinned at the knowledge, at how hot she already was for him. “But you know
what I really love, sweetie? I really love how you can stand there and try to deny your

feelings for me and yet be so wet and needy all you can think about is pushing me to
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the floor so you can fuck me. Or maybe you want to have me up against the sink the
way you told your sister you would do if we were in here alone. I dare you to go ahead

and do that. I promise I won’t stop you.”

Turning her face away from his touch, Candace wet her lips again and glanced past
him to the sink. She looked back and her throat worked visibly. “I might want that,” she
admitted in a breathy voice. “I might even wish for that in some very remote part of my

mind but I won’t act on it. Tonight or ever.”
“Because you're afraid of me.”
“Because we don’t belong together.”

“No, because you're afraid of me. Because you think I can’t control myself
whenever things start to get intense.” That truth was alive in her eyes, just past the glow
of awareness was fear. Duane had seen it yesterday but believed he could get past it by
way of his hands and mouth and a few carefully chosen words and thoughts, by

revealing his own long-time feelings for her. He knew better now.

There was only one way she was going to get past her worries and accept that deep
down he was the same man she’d cared about for years, only a wiser version. It wasn’t
by coercing her into having sex with him the way he ached to do. It was by shelving his
restless need for her another few days and using the time between now and then to

convince her how harmless he truly was.

Duane returned the pad of his thumb to her shimmering lips, allowed himself one
last touch, then dropped his hand at his side and took three steps back. He pushed his
hands into the pockets of his tuxedo jacket, not trusting them to behave on their own,
let alone remain in their human state. “I'm going to prove you wrong, Candy. I'm going
to take you out tomorrow night and show you that I'm exactly the man you remember
from a few years ago. Then I'm going to take you home and show you just how intense

things can get and how gentle I can still be.”

Candace nodded then shook her head. Her thoughts were just as at odds. He

wanted to reach into her mind, to help her along a little, but he wouldn’t do that. She
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had to come to terms with things on her own. He wanted her love more than his next

breath but only when she was ready to give it her heart and soul.

She shook hear head once more and said in a voice too calm for her roaming

thoughts, “Sorry to disappoint you but I already have a date.”

The unexpected words brought a laugh into the back of Duane’s throat. Candy
didn’t date. She hadn’t in ages, just as he hadn’t and, whether she knew it or not, they
shared the reason for not doing so. Because long ago they’d met their match and mate
in each other. “I might have been gone these last few weeks but I have it on good
authority you weren’t dating anyone during that time. You haven’t dated once since I
moved back to Clarion Heights and, as I remember, you didn’t date for years before I

left. I find it awfully damned hard to believe you would suddenly have one now.”

The facade of calm that had come over Candace faded in a blink. She fisted her

hands at her hips and narrowed her gaze. “Well, I do. So believe it.”
“With whom?”
“That’s none of your business.”

“I'm making it my business. I don’t want you going out with just anyone.” Just the
idea of her going out with another man made Duane want to find the guy and tear him
apart with his teeth. He could never admit that aloud. Relying on a half-truth, he said

softly, “I've known you for too damned long to see you get hurt.”

Her cool look faded as surprise replaced it. She schooled her features and shrugged.

“If you must know, it’s with Andy.”
The composure he’d only just managed to attain shattered into a million pieces.

Bullshit. She was making it up. Kelsey’s sports mogul brother might be every
woman’s fantasy to look at and maybe even imagine what he’d be like in the sack but
he wasn’t the type to date. He also wasn’t the type Candace would be caught dead with.
He was every bit as dominating as Duane had become as of late but he was also the
kind to jump from one bed to another with careless ease. “When did you even talk to

him? He didn’t show up until a few minutes before the ceremony started.”
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“After the ceremony, when the pictures were being taken. The attraction was
instant and, from there, it only took a few minutes to realize how much we had in

common outside of the desire to get physical.”

Duane’s growing temper shot up a notch with her surefire tone. His hands curled
into fists inside his jacket pockets, lengthening claws nipping into his palms. She was
lying, goddammit! She had no longing to get physical with anyone but him. She also
had nothing in common with Andy, sure as hell nothing more than what she had in

common with Duane. “And what the fuck exactly would that be?”

The words had been snapped out and apparently the harsh tone was enough to set
Candace’s anxiety on edge, as her eyes narrowed once more and she scooted along the
short row of lockers until she stood a good ten feet away. “Plenty. None of which I need
to explain to you.” Her gaze shot to the door then back on him and she ground out, “Do

yourself a favor and leave before I call someone in here to make you.”

He snorted at the absurdity of the words. “Who do you think I would be scared of
enough to let them toss me out? And don’t even think about saying Andy. He might get

your panties wet but that’s all he’s capable of doing.”
She flinched but then retorted with a hasty, “Nate.”
“I'm not scared of Nate.”

“No, but you are worried about him finding out your secret and how it might affect
your friendship. If you make me call him in here, I promise I'll tell him every sordid

detail.”
“Right, and ruin his and Kelsey’s wedding in the process.”

“I wouldn’t be the one ruining a thing. You would. You will be if you don’t leave

immediately.”

It was panic talking, Duane knew, making her say or do whatever it took to get him
out of this bathroom without touching her again. The odds she would really call Nate in
here were slim to none. Still, for the sake of setting her anxiety at ease and potentially

keeping a lifelong friendship intact, he’d go. “I'm leaving but don’t think for a second
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I'm through. We will get our date, Candy. And once we do, you'll never be able to tell
me we don’t belong together again. At least, not do so and mean it. We do belong

together and one day soon you're going to admit it.”

o F H N X

He was in her room.
And this time it wasn’t just a figment of her imagination.

Duane wasn’t a stuffed wolf sticking to one corner of her bedroom and not making
a sound. He was a real, live werewolf advancing on her bed with malicious intent
burning in his yellowish-green eyes.

Candace had experienced fear around him before but, until this moment, she’d
never realized how frightening he truly could be. He looked like he wanted to attack
her and this time not with pleasure in mind, but brutality.

“You will not go out with him!” he snarled as he leapt onto the end of her bed.

Her belly crimped with terror at the threat behind his words and she pulled her
knees up and shrank back against her pillows. She tugged the covers tightly around her

neck, then immediately tossed them back.
Damn it, she would not be scared of him!

Let him snap at her, let him even come so close as to try and harm her. She

wouldn’t let it happen. Never again would he cause her pain.

Candace pushed up on her elbows and glared into Duane’s glowing wolf eyes mere

feet from her own. She gritted out, “I'll do whatever the hell  want.”

He bit out a sound that was somewhere between a laugh and a howl, then crept up
further in the bed, his big paws falling on either side of her legs. “If you were doing

what you wanted, then you would be doing me.”

Even if his odd scent was filtering into her senses and working its magic on her
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hormones — spiraling warmth into her womb and seeping the juices of arousal from her
pussy —she would never have sex with him in his wolf form. She would never have sex
with him period. “Sorry, but I gave up doing it doggie style years ago.”

He let out another bark of almost laugher and stalked closer. His eyes lit further,
brightened so intensely they hurt to look at, and then he looked away, down at
something she could only guess at. “No you haven’t, Candy, sweetie. In fact, I think

that’s exactly what you're hoping for.”

He moved too fast for her to acknowledge what was happening. The covers were
thrown back and his cold, wet nose brushed against her naked thigh. His intention
settled in then and her breath drew in sharply, snagged in her throat and left her
gasping. His rough tongue pressed down, made its way up her inner thigh to

centimeters from the swollen lips of her sex, and that gasp turned to a moan.
“You want this,” he taunted. “You know you do. Say it. Say “yes’.”

“No-000...” Her protest died on a fresh moan as his tongue moved upward,

inward, taking advantage of her naked state and probing at her bared cunt.

His paws came to her thighs, pushing her legs up and out, while his long claws bit
into her flesh and shot shards of ache rioting through her. Then, just when she thought
she couldn’t spread her legs any wider, couldn’t stand the bite of his nails any longer,

his paws moved away and the dampness of his nose brushed over her clit.

His wide shoulders pressed against her legs, tickling her with his fur. The
coarseness of his canine tongue lapped at her pussy, caressing her most sensitive spots
with an abrasiveness that had tremors surging forth in an instant. Heat unfurled in her

belly, licked its way through her limbs and deep into her womb.

The press of his shoulders grew and he buried his head further between her legs
and sank his tongue deep into her sheath. He licked at the cream of arousal that

slickened her core and then turned those licks to demanding stabs.

Pressure sizzled through Candace’s body, brought flashes of dazzling light to her

eyes and had her mind spinning out of control. Her lungs ached, burned. Her pussy felt
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much the same. Duane’s tongue moved faster, deeper, fucking her cunt with a
fierceness that stole her energy and her breath. Still, she managed to arch up, lift her

hips and growl out a scream of urgency.

She fell back to the bed and fisted her hands in the sheets, panted out hasty breaths
over the inebriating affect he had on her. She’d told herself it wasn’t magic he held over
her but, damn it, it had to be. He made her feel drunk with uncontrollable lust, with the

savage hunger to give in, to let go and give him the answer he demanded...

Shit. She was losing perspective here fast.

Concentrate! You have to concentrate.

Through hazed eyes, she glanced down and her efforts to concentrate were
forgotten as the sight before her brought a shiver coursing down her spine and a fresh
wave of arousal pooling in her sex.

A wolf was between her legs. A big, furry wolf with a beautiful coat of chestnut
brown hair, and his tongue... His ungodly long, marvelously talented tongue was
buried in her cunt, lapping at her, eating her, driving her slowly out of her mind.

The harsh stabs of his tongue ceased, and Duane pulled back and bared his pointed
fangs. The tips of his incisors snagged the moonlight, glinting with wetness she knew to

be her own juices. “Say it, Candy,” he ordered. “Say “yes’. Say you will be mine. Say

you will succumb.”
Yes — but no! You cannot give in!

No matter how much her pussy throbbed. No matter how badly she yearned to feel
his long, hard cock—she knew well in his wolf form it was a cock to rival all others—
pumping inside her, she could never give in.

She had to stop this, had to make him go away.

“Succumb,” he snarled again and bent his head back to her sex. He lapped at her
clit, flicking back the hood and scraping his rough tongue over the inflated nubbin

beneath, then moved to her dripping slit and drove hard inside her.
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Oh, God... The lights that before had been dazzling were now brilliant and moving
before Candace’s eyes in a seductively mesmerizing dance. Tension pulled at her from
her toes to her fingertips. She dug her nails into the mattress and bit her lip to keep

from crying out. She had to stop this, had to make him go away.
But she couldn’t.

She couldn’t say or do anything when he was thrusting into her this way, when his
cold nose and soft fur were brushing up against her pussy lips and racking shudders of
pleasure from deep within her soul. Hell, she didn’t even want to send him away any

longer. She just wanted... Just wanted to...
She just wanted to say... “Yes! Oh, God, ye-esss...”

Her hips shot up in the bed and she reached for Duane’s head and buried her
fingers into his silky fur. His tongue continued its relentless assault, lapping at her,

fondling her with sensual delight, and the tension that pulled at her released itself.

She purred her exultation as cum flowed freely from her quivering sex and coated
his rough, gifted tongue. An answering growl of fulfillment rumbled up from deep
within his chest and the reverberations against her pussy brought another round of
tremors surging forth. He continued to lap at her until the last of the juices was gone,

then took one last long, slow lick and pulled back to smile up at her.

Candace shouldn’t have known what a wolf smile looked like but this one she
could read well. It was a smile of victory. He thought he’d won. He thought her “yes”
had been for his sake. It hadn’t been. But that he thought it had took her moment of

bliss and turned it into a thing of terror.

“I knew you’d see things my way,” he said smoothly, smugly and bounded onto
her chest with his front paws. The air cruised from her lungs on a painful wheeze and
eyes that an instant before had been fogged with pleasure now filled with salty, stinging

tears. “Lay still, sweetie, because things are about to get good.”

Duane shifted his weight, adding more pressure to his forearms and digging into

her breasts with his long claws. Her heart ached. Her lungs screamed for air. She
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couldn’t breathe when he stood on her this way, couldn’t even move. She couldn’t—

His head bucked down and the sharp points of his fangs sank into her breast. Pain
welled in her joints, through her limbs. Horror seized her as his teeth dug in, gnashing

into her flesh, tearing at her skin, ripping into her bones.
Oh, God, it hurt. It hurt so bad. “Stop! Please...stop...”
“Candy?”

Candace silenced her pleading at her sister’s voice. Carrie was so close. If Duane
heard her, saw her, he would go after her, too. He couldn’t hurt Carrie. She would die

before that happened. “Please don’t—"
“Candy?”
No! She couldn’t get any closer. “Go away! Before he hurts you, too.”

A hand connected with her arm. A hand that was cool and soft to the touch and free

of fur. A hand that was her sister’s. Damn it, she hadn’t listened. She’d —
“Hey, sis, wake up.”
The hand shook her and the wolf at her breast snarled. You want me. You know you

do. You are mine, Candy. Mine! He flashed his fangs, sticky now and crimson with her

blood, in a conquering smile. Then he was gone.
The hand shook her once more. “Wake up already, Candy. It’s just a dream.”
Just...a...dream...

The words reached Candace in a slow motion daze and then took effect in an
instant. Her heart stampeding in her chest, she opened her eyes and blinked at the
harsh light above her, illuminating her bedroom against the darkness of night. Then

blinked again at Carrie’s worried face. “What are you doing in here?”

“You were dreaming or having a nightmare by the sounds of things. You were

screaming so loudly, you woke me up from three rooms away. You okay?”

Her breathing coming out unsteadily, she glanced at the tangle of sheets wrapped

around her and the sweat that clung to her flesh. No, she wasn’t okay. She was losing
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her mind, letting a fear she claimed not to have enter her sleep and attack her. She
couldn’t tell that to her sister. “I'm fine,” she lied. “I don’t even remember what it was

about.”

“Oh, well in that case—" Carrie looked to the stuffed animal still taking up
residence in the corner of Candace’s room, then smiled back at her, “ —maybe the wolf’s
helping at least a little.” She moved to the door and turned off the light. “Good night.

And this time do us both a favor and have sweet dreams.”

“Night.” Candace waited for her sister to close her door, then reached to her spare
pillow and chucked it at the corner of her room and, more notably, the evil creature
standing there that reminded her too damned much of another. One who had her so
haunted she couldn’t even function normally any longer. “Goddamn, fucking wolves! I

don’t care if you're to blame or not, tomorrow you are so out of here.”

SRR R

“I can’t believe you're going out with him or that you're wearing that.” Carrie took
a long look at Candace’s attire of a hip-hugging leather miniskirt, all but see-through
cream-colored top and strappy spiked heels, and shook her head. “You're just lucky
Nate didn’t find out before he and Kelsey left for their honeymoon. He thinks Andy’s
great, awesome from an athletic standpoint, but he would never approve of either of us

dating him in a million years.”

Candace grabbed her calf-length jacket from the living room closet. She pulled it on
and buttoned it up, trying to make it look like she was preparing for the moment when
Andy arrived and not that she was hiding her body. She couldn’t believe what she’d
worn either. She was going to freeze her ass off in it, not to mention get plenty of
disapproving looks from passersby. Wearing the tacky, off-season outfit had been an act

of pure desperation.
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After several assurances to Andy that she and Duane weren’t an item, she’d been
able to make good on what she’d told Duane and get Andy to go out with her tonight.
What she hadn’t been able to attain was the slightest bit of attraction for the man

beyond agreeing he was decent to look at. And she needed to.

Andy might be an adrenaline junkie, might even be the kind of aggressive male
with a bed hopping reputation that she generally loathed, but he was also human. She
needed to connect with, to physically want a nice, normal human being. They were safe,
maybe not with her emotions for certain, but in many other ways. Ways that wolves

were not safe.

She wasn’t going to think about wolves tonight. She wasn’t even going to think
about humans that could shift into the wily creatures. She was going to go out with
Andy and spend the evening proving to herself she could both want and care for

another man.
Who knew, it could even work.

She’d come to the conclusion, as she lay awake last night following that horrific
dream, that Andy might just be her answer to moving past Duane, because they shared
a similar background. Neither of them had parents and that called to the sympathetic
nature she tried her best to ignore outside of at the hospital and, in doing so, opened her
feelings to them. It had to work. It had to be because she was desperate. If she could just
get another man into her head and want that same man in her pants, she might be able
to forget the one who currently took up residence in both, at least in her thoughts and

dreams if not reality.

Candace focused back on Carrie. Her sister stood in front of the living room couch,
hands on her hips and looking as though she expected a response. Candace could waste
her breath explaining just how little she cared about what Nate or anyone else thought
of the men she dated, or for that matter all the ones she hadn’t dated through the years,
but why bother? She’d done it a hundred times before and no one listened anyway.

“Don’t you have class to attend or something?”

72



Wild By Night

“It's Sunday,” Carrie said dryly, “and Spring Break.”

Oh. She should have known that, given that weddings typically took place on
Saturday, but her erratic work schedule always had her so mixed up it could be
Wednesday as easily as Sunday. “In that case, why aren’t you using the time off to find
your own man? You're so gung-ho on getting involved in my love life and yet I can’t

even remember the last time you went on a date.”

Carrie scrunched up her nose and made a face. “I have my reasons for being
selective when it comes to men.” Her nose relaxed and a smile tugged at her lips. “If it
makes you feel better, then you'll be happy to know I have a date lined up very soon.

As a matter of fact, I'm really looking forward to it.”

“Oh. That'’s...shocking.” In a big way. Carrie dated even less than she did. That she
had a date now and with a guy, the mere thought of whom made her smile, was
nothing short of a miracle. “It's good shocking though,” Candy clarified. “Hopefully

things will work out for you two.”

Carrie sank onto the couch and her smile turned reflective. “Hopefully. There are
too few good men out there to let them slip through your fingers when you finally find

one.” She glanced up at Candace. “Know what I mean?”

The question was rhetorical, the knowing look in her sister’s eyes wasn’t. Her
happiness over Carrie’s mystery man faded to red-hot temper. “Damn it, Care, I told
you last night to knock it off with trying to push me at Duane. Maybe I admitted to
wanting him but I am not going out with him. He is a friend of the family. That’s it. All

he will ever be. End of story.”

Carrie’s calculating look faded and she shrugged. “I never said a word about
Duane, though I won’t argue with you over his being a good man. He definitely is.

Better than ever. He’s really changed this past year.”

Candace bit back a groan and flexed her fingers so they wouldn’t be tempted to do

anything unforgivable, like cross the room and strangle her sister. Why in the hell were
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they even still talking about Duane, and, for that matter, having the same conversation

they’d had last night? “So you’ve said.”
“He wants you. You want him.”

Yep, same damned conversation as last night. Candace flexed her fingers a second
time, then crossed her arms and glared. “Get it through your head already, I don’t care.”
She let her arms fall back at her sides and strode toward the door. “Andy should be

here any minute; I'm waiting outside.” Where I don’t have to deal with idiot little sisters.

“You might not care but Duane does. Enough that the moment he found out about

your sleeping problems, he gave you a guard wolf in the hopes it might help things.”

The breath caught in Candace’s throat and she swiveled back around to gape at her

sister. “He what?”

Carrie lifted a shoulder in a shrug. She tipped her head to the side and fingered the
ends of her long blonde ponytail as if she was bored. “You wanted the truth, there it is.
It was from him. He knew you would never accept a gift from him, so he asked me to
give it to you.” She stopped twirling her hair to give Candace a pointed look. “Since

you didn’t want it and made it quite clear you didn’t want him either, he’s moved on.”

“’Moved on’? When the hell would that have been? Last night he was—" The buzz
of the doorbell cut her off. She jerked back around to glare at the large, dark outline just
past the beveled glass. “Shit. Andy’s here.”

“I thought you wanted to go out with him,” Carrie said from behind her.

“I did. Do. I do.” Even if the idea of spending the night with the man suddenly

sounded about as much fun as pulling her hair out one strand at a time.

Damn it, why did Carrie have to spring the truth on her now? And even worse,
why did her belly have to tighten with a sensation somewhere between jealousy and
animosity, as if she actually cared that Duane hadn’t lived up to his feelings any more
than he had his words about her being the only one for him? Or maybe she was still his
only one, maybe he was only pretending to go out with someone else in the hopes it

would lure Candace in. That had to be it.
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Well, it wasn’t working. He could pretend to date someone else all he wanted, she
wasn’t giving into him. No way in hell.
The doorbell rang again and Carrie said, “Put your happy face on and go get the

door. Andy’s a great catch. I'm sure you guys will have a wonderful time together.”

Candace rolled her eyes and moved to the door. She gave her sister a glance as she

reached for the knob. “Five minutes ago you thought Andy was all wrong for me.”

“Hey, what do I know? I can’t even decide what I want to do with my own life,

why should I know what you should do with yours?”

Shaking her head, Candace turned back to the door. Carrie used to make such
sense, used to be so easy to read and even easier to get information out of. Now she was

a frigging walking enigma. One that Candy had no time to try and figure out.

Determined to forget about her sister’s odd behavior as of late, she put on a wide
smile and pulled open the door. “Hi, Andy. Sorry to keep you wait-ing.” Her heart
lodged into her throat as the all too familiar form of the man before her materialized

against the backdrop of the porch lighting and the blackness of night.

Andy’s hair was black like Kelsey’s. This man’s hair wasn’t black. No, it was
chestnut brown, the same damned shade as the silky pelt of the wolf from her dreams.

The same damned man that wolf was supposed to represent.

Duane stood with his back to her and she swore his ass had never looked so tight
and graspable as it did in faded and well-worn jeans. Her cheeks heating, she dragged
her gaze past his leather bomber to the back of his head and cleared her throat. He

turned and his eyes lit when they landed on her. He flashed a sexy smile.

Candace bit her tongue to keep from sighing. She didn’t have as much luck with the
rest of her body. Her nose went to work, drawing in one hasty breath of his too
tempting scent and her blood heated while her pussy swelled. Wetness seeped into her

panties and her nerves stood on end with awareness.

Fuck. That smile was going to be the death of her yet.
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She forced her own smile to turn to one of antipathy when what she really wanted
to do was drag him out into the night, strip away his clothes and lick him from head to

toe. Nostrils flaring, she bit out, “What the hell are you doing here?”

Duane’s gaze fell to her mouth, or maybe it was her nose, she couldn’t be certain.
His eyes darkened and he stayed still, staring for several long, torturous seconds, then
he shouldered his way past her and into the house. “Going out with your sister. Didn’t

she tell you we have a date?”
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Chapter Five

“Kitchen. Now!”

Duane just managed to hold in his laugh over Candace’s order to her sister. He
hadn’t been sure about taking Carrie up on her offer to continue to help him with
Candy —not only did he not want to pit sister against sister but he wasn’t convinced
that pretending to go out with Carrie would upset Candace. At least, not in a jealousy
kind of way. In a fury kind of way, because she feared for her sister’s safety around
him, that he was sure he could bring about. He was also sure it was fury shooting from

her eyes right this moment.

Carrie stood from the couch and looked from Candy to Duane, then back at Candy.
“Sorry, sis, no can do. We have a dinner reservation at eight-fifteen and, unless we get

out of here now, we’re not going to make it.”

“I don’t care,” Candy growled, already moving toward the kitchen. “We need to

talk. Now!”

“We've already talked plenty.” With a dismissive wave of her hand, Carrie grabbed
her coat from the closet and joined Duane near the door. She called back over her
shoulder, “Enjoy your date.” She wiggled her eyebrows at Duane. “I certainly plan to

enjoy mine, maybe even all night long.”

“Carrie!” Candace gasped. She looked to Duane, fear and loathing flowing from her

gaze like a living thing. Please, if you care about me at all, don’t do this.

The desperation of her thoughts was almost too much for Duane to ignore. The
reality that taking Carrie out and bringing her back home again safe, sound and
unhandled, might be the best way to convince Candace he meant no harm to either of

them was even harder to overlook. “Don’t worry, I'll take care of her.”

The plea left Candy’s gaze and she bit out, “That’s exactly what I'm afraid of.”

77



Jodi Lynn Copeland

Carrie let out a huff and reached for the doorknob. She pulled the door open, then
took Duane’s hand and sent her sister a parting look. “Relax already. You said yourself

that Duane’s like part of the family, that he has been for years. I'll be perfectly fine.”

Candace hustled to the door and her eyes narrowed on Duane while her nostrils

flared with open hostility. “If you so much as lay a paw on her, I swear I will —”

“Kill me,” Duane finished with a knowing grin while doing his best to avoid the
temptation of her twitching nostrils. Even without focusing on her nose, the damned
thing was having an affect on his body, heating his blood and hardening his cock. They
needed to get the hell out of here before it had an affect on the rest of him and he totally

blew the cover on this date. “I got that you were into bodily harm yesterday.”

He gave Carrie’s hand a squeeze and, seeming to understand he wanted to leave
immediately, she tugged back on his and moved out the door, saying as she went, “He’s
not going to lay a paw —hand — on me unless I want him to, which I very well might, so
knock it off and try to enjoy your own date. And, since we all know that isn’t any too
likely to happen, when you do come home alone, don’t even think about waiting up for

”

me.

* % Ok ¥k

They weren’t really on a date. It was too coincidental that Carrie and Duane would
have reservations at the same restaurant and almost the same time as she and Andy
had. No, this wasn’t a date. They were just trying to make her jealous so she would give
in to both her feelings and the longing Duane stirred in her.

But if it wasn’t a date, if it really was just make believe, Candace asked herself as
she glared over the top of her menu to where Duane and Carrie sat at a candlelit corner
table, why did they keep touching? They’d even kissed! Right in front of her. Okay, so

not in front of her, but sitting less than a hundred feet away and, damn it, they had to
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know that. Had to know how disgusted it had made her feel. How much she’d wanted

to go over there and wrap her hands around both of their no-good necks.
“You sure you're okay with them eating here?”
“It’s fine,” Candy snapped.

That she was on a date with a man that, less than an hour ago, she’d been praying
was her answer to forgetting Duane, came back in a flash. She put her menu down and
fixed a smile on Andy. He looked at her through eyes the same rich shade of blue-green
as the ocean. Set beneath thick, black lashes, they were mesmerizing. At least that’s
what she’d recently read about them. Frankly, they didn’t mesmerize her even a little
bit. All they did was look sort of nice. All he was doing was looking across the table at

her like he regretted ever agreeing to this date.

Shit. She had to focus. Had to remember her reasons for asking Andy out. Had to
forget that Duane had been the one to give her that stupid wolf, because he really and

truly cared and wanted to see her watched over during her fitful nights.

That was such a load of crap. He didn’t really care about her. If he did, he wouldn’t

have stuck his tongue down her sister’s throat.

Candace’s belly knotted as the revolting image of them rubbing mouths replayed in
her mind. She forced herself to stay focused on Andy, to smile even wider, to act like
she was having the time of her life. Who knew, if she could just give the man a chance,
she might. “Sorry if I snapped at you, I'm just feeling edgy. Probably has to do with not
working in so long. I go back on Tuesday.” Thank God.

Just another two days and she would be back to spending ten to twelve hour shifts

at the hospital and, even better, away from Duane.
“You're an ER nurse, right?”

She rarely let her softer side be known, hardly ever talked about her passion for her
job; doing so with Andy was bound to go a long way toward cementing something

solid with him.
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Candace relaxed in her seat and pushed her menu aside, flashed him a real smile
for the first time since he’d picked her up a half hour ago. “I do. It's a great job. Not
seeing all those people injured or sick, but the helping out factor. Knowing I'm doing
something that matters. That’s not to say someone with a job like yours isn’t helping out

or making people better. I know a lot of people worship you for what you do.”
“But not you,” Andy asked, a black eyebrow raised in introspection.

Worship a man who made his living by partaking in daredevil stunts? Respected

his valor, maybe, but “worship” was a bit much. “I've never seen you in action.”

He winced. “Ouch. With Nate owning an outdoor superstore chain and attending
numerous sporting events for publicity’s sake, I figured your knowing the playing field

would be a given.”

Nate and Duane. The thought popped into Candy’s head without any forewarning,.
It wasn’t her fault; she’d been grouping the two men together for as long as she could
remember. They were alike in so many ways, including the fact they both owned

outdoor stores. So many ways, but the one that mattered most.

Her brother was not a werewolf. Duane was and, if her conniving bitch of a little

sister found that out the hard way, then she would get exactly what was coming to her.

Guilt tightened her stomach and she bit back a curse of self-reprisal. Carrie did not
deserve to get hurt for wanting Duane. And she probably didn’t even want him
anyway. More than likely it was a rouse, kiss and all. Truthfully, Candace hadn’t seen
any tongue involved in that kiss. It had just looked really hot and wet from her vantage

and so she’d stupidly let her mind drift with thoughts of what might be happening.
“That could be fixed, you know.”

She jerked her attention from where it had been creeping back to get a peek at

Duane and Carrie to Andy’s face. “What's that?”

His lips curved into a smile and his eyes carried an invitation so dark and carnal

she couldn’t have missed it if she’d tried. “Having not seen me in action.”
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She hadn’t missed his hot look and yet she also wasn’t feeling it. No heat cruised
through her body and into her limbs. Her heart wasn’t beating even a little fast. She
didn’t want him. God, why couldn’t she want him? Maybe what he was offering up
didn’t revolve around feelings but it could still be the answer she needed. Had to be the

answer she needed.

Determined to want him as much as he seemed to want her, Candace flicked her
tongue out and over her lips, purposefully drawing his attention to the way she knew
the flickering candlelight made them glisten. She allowed her mouth to tug into the sort
of seductive smile she generally loathed. “I'd like that. Later.”

Andy reached an arm across the short expanse of the table and stroked his fingers
over the back of her hand. “Later’s good, but so is right now.”

Now? Like now, now? And why the hell was he touching her?

Because that’s what you want him to do, dumbass.

Right. What she wanted.

She resisted pulling her hand back and struggled to keep her smile warm, enticing.
“Now, I'm hungry. And I can be a real bear if I don’t get my food.”

Andy’s smile slipped away and she half-expected him to pull back his hand and
leave. Instead, he tipped back his head and chuckled. He looked back at her, his grin
huge and his eyes so vivid they almost glowed in the soft lighting. “You're out with the
right man then, because I certainly understand animalistic behavior.” His grin seemed

to grow even bigger still, the white of his teeth to flash. Sharp points glinted.

Fangs.

Fangs?

Tension mounted the length of Candace’s spine and she jerked her hand from
beneath his to dig her nails into the cushioned seat on either side of her thighs. Her
heart pummeled against her ribs. She sucked back air, chanting reassurances to herself.

It had just been her imagination, images conjured up by bad dreams from last night.

She hadn’t really seen fangs. They were teeth. Just teeth. Not fangs.
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“What do you mean?” she asked, intent on keeping the anxiety from her voice.

Andy looked to the table, to the spot where her hand had been, to where his own
lay still. His grin was gone and in the place of the humor he’d exhibited moments ago
was alarm. The look faded and he shook his head and pulled back his hand. He picked

up his menu and, concentrating on reading it, muttered, “Nothing important.”

Then why was he suddenly acting so strange, like he was guilty of something? Or

maybe trying to hide something. Something like —
“You're not...” Don’t even think about finishing that question, you idiot!

He is not a werewolf. He does not have fangs. He’s just confused about the way you
jerked your hand away so fast. He’s thinking you don’t want him and, given his

reputation, that’s probably never happened to him before.

Andy glanced up from the menu, the sudden lack of interest in his eyes all but

tangible. “I'm not what?”

Damn it. She’d been right. He thought she’d thrown up a red light. He couldn’t
think that. She might not want him quite now, but she would soon. It was imperative
she do so. Even more imperative that she make him realize there was some major
chemistry between them. Enough to start an all-alarm fire. Enough to vanquish
thoughts of another man, beast or whatever the hell you wanted to call Duane, from her

mind permanently.

Candace slipped her tongue back out of her mouth and again wet her lips in the
disgustingly tawdry way she loathed. Taking it a step farther, she crossed her arms
tightly and leaned forward, letting her cleavage press against the low-cut front of her

too-summery shirt. “I meant you haven’t. As in, you haven’t already eaten, have you?”

He looked from her eyes to her lips to her breasts and the glint of hunger returned
to his expression full force. Setting his menu aside, he extended his hand. She quickly
slid hers into it. He grinned in exchange, a grin she knew would have any other woman

wetting her seat. All Candy felt was the subtle urge to smile back.
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“No, I haven't,” Andy said. “Even if I had, I always have room for more. I have a

killer appetite. Particularly when it comes to red meat.”
Killer. Appetite. Red. Meat.

Candace gulped down a hard breath and forced her fingers to remain within his,
teasing, caressing, while her thoughts raced with possibilities she didn’t want to

consider and yet they sprang through her mind all the same.

He wasn’t a werewolf who lost control in the height of passion, goddammit. And

before this night was over, she would prove it, too.

S S N
“What's the matter?” Carrie asked Duane from where he sat beside her at the

candlelit table.

“I don’t know.” Just that, for a moment there, Candace’s thoughts had come
skidding into his mind and they hadn’t been close to pleasant ones. They also hadn’t
lasted more than a few seconds. Whatever she’d been anxious over, her panic had
passed. Now he couldn’t get a read off of her for anything and he burned to do just that.
He couldn’t turn in his seat without making it obvious where his attention was

centered, but Carrie could certainly fill him in.

“What's she doing now?” he asked, hating how desperate his voice sounded. He
shouldn’t be using Carrie as a pawn, even if she did seem eager to help. He should be
relying on his own prowess, on the —

“Getting ready to crawl across the table and into Andy’s lap.”

The words squeezed at his gut like a leaden fist and he wrenched around to focus
on Candace and Andy’s table. Rage made his heart beat faster, a growl to rumble up
from deep in his throat. The bastard was holding her hand and looking like he planned
to do a whole lot more than that before the night was through. As for Candy, she was
licking her lips like she couldn’t get them wrapped around Andy’s dick fast enough.
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“Nice,” Carrie said dryly. “Very smooth move.”

Duane shifted his attention back to Carrie, aware just how collected his move
hadn’t been. She passed him a sympathetic smile, then reached across the table to pat

his hand. “Maybe we should try another kiss. That seemed to work well the first time.”

That kiss had seemed to tick Candy off, made her stare at them so lividly he could
feel her glare from across the room. It had also made him feel like a complete lecher.
He’d told Candy he would take care of her sister tonight and he damned well meant it.
But what if Carrie didn’t want to be taken care of, at least not in a hands-off manner? It
was something he’d never considered before—that maybe Carrie had agreed to help

him not for the sake of getting him closer to Candy, but to Carrie herself.
“For you or Candace?” he asked, only half-jokingly.

She pulled back her hand and stuck out her tongue. “Funny, Livery, but you're like

a brother to me and I am so not into the whole incest thing.”
“You didn’t like that kiss even a little?”

She lifted a slim shoulder in a shrug and reached for her beer bottle. “If not for that
whole aforementioned brother complex, then yeah, it was pretty hot—at least as hot as
a no-tongue kiss can be. And before you suggest it, no, I am not implying that I want to
find out what a tongue kiss would feel like.” She held up a hand, palm toward him.

“Please, save those for Candy.”

Duane grinned. He might not know why it was that Carrie was helping him out
with Candace but at least he knew her reasons were altruistic. His grin fell flat with his
next thought. “The last thing your sister wants is my tongue. At least, it’s the last thing
she’s admitting to. You heard how long she’s wanted me. She knows damned well I feel

the same. I wish to hell she’d quit putting up a fight and give in to her desires already.”

Carrie took a drink of her beer, then sat it back on the table and shrewdly narrowed
her gaze. “No, you don’t. You like that she’s hard to get. Maybe not all the time but, if

she were a pushover, you wouldn’t want her half so much. It's not in your blood.”
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She was right. If Candace wasn’t the hot-tempered yet compassionate to strangers
who chanced by during her hospital shifts woman she was, he would never feel the
way for her that he did. He’d always been decently strong-willed but, since the change,
he’d become incredibly so. Just as Candy was. Between her strong state of mind and her
bend toward humanity, she was his perfect offset, his perfect mate, and it had

everything to do with his blood.
How the hell did Carrie know that?
“Has Candy ever mentioned anything about me?”

She made another face, scrunching her nose up and sending her blonde ponytail

swinging. “I've known you most of my life; what’s she gonna mention?”

And that would be a ‘no’, which meant her too-close-to-home comment about his
longing for Candy being tied to his blood was nothing more than a coincidence. “Good

point. Forget I said anything.”

Her nose uncrinkled and understanding filled her eyes. “Oh... You mean about the

two of you hooking up last winter?”

In the midst of reaching for his beer, Duane stopped short. Maybe her comment
hadn’t been a coincidence. But if Carrie knew his secret, knew what had happened that
night with her sister, wouldn’t she be acting differently than what she was? Like

reaching across the table with her fist? “Yeah, that. What did she tell you?”
“Nothing really. I just guessed on it last night. She admitted to it but then said it
wasn’t a big deal and changed the subject. It was pretty obvious it was a big deal.”
“Why?”
“Because she got all flustered looking, like she wanted to hunt you down and run

off to a dark corner together and not for conversation, either. Actually, that was right

before you came into the bathroom.”
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Came in and heard how badly Candy wanted him, that she’d been wanting him for
years. Then she’d proceeded to turn him down for a date because she’d already had one

planned with Andy. The man she was about to crawl across the table and jump on.

Duane’s blood boiled with the thought, with the visual that remained in his mind
from when he’d turned back to glance at Candace and Andy. His hands curled into fists
and he moved them under the tablecloth and forced his tone to come across calmly, his
temper to stop from exploding. He had to remain collected here, in control, and keep
leashed the wolf that was clawing to be let free to do bodily harm to Candy’s date. “So,
she didn’t say anything else about that night or about me?”

“Not that you didn’t hear for yourself.” Carrie smiled faintly, then sobered to add,
“Trust me, I wish I could give you more. It's clear she wants you so bad that it’s

affecting her day and night.”
“She’s still not sleeping well?”

“Not even close. Last night she woke up screaming so loud, I thought someone was
killing her. She was kicking and shoving like there was something on top of her. I tried
to wake her up and she yelled at me to leave before he hurt me, too. I have no idea who

or what that— Ooh, wait, she’s looking. What do you say to another kiss?”

Duane’s gut knotted as Carrie’s words sank in. She might not know who or what
her sister had been dreaming about but he could guess well. Candace had been
dreaming about him, about him losing control and hurting her.

Son of a bitch, why couldn’t he get it through her head that he was safe, that he

would never harm her again?
“Yes? No? Decide something fast before she looks away.”

Decide something, like that maybe their coming here wasn’t such a good idea. That
maybe his being with Candace wasn’t even a good idea, not when attaining his dream
came at the cost of her suffering. The thought was too heavy and crippling to think of
now, so he forced flippancy into his tone and smiled at Carrie. “Are you sure that

brother complex is really an issue and you aren’t just out for another kiss?”
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She looked first shocked and then mortified. “Ew, yes. It is so an issue. If it weren't
for the fact I haven’t had a date in ages, let alone kissed someone, I'm sure I wouldn’t

even have thought of the last one as nice.”

Duane’s interest rose at that first part and he latched onto it as a way to temporarily

forget his own problems. “Why is that?”
“What?”

“That you haven’t had a date in so long? You're an Anderson, which pretty well
means good looking, charismatic and loaded. On top of that, you're in a business
college whose student body is made up of more than seventy percent men.” Something
he’d hated when he’d been attending but, for a woman, it had to be a plus or at least a

factor in her date book. “How the hell can you not have guys asking you out?”

Carrie pulled her attention away from his to concentrate on peeling the label off her
beer bottle. “There have been a few.”

In the five years she’d been going to the university, he’d be willing to bet there had
been a lot more than a few. She might routinely wear a ponytail and prefer baggy
clothes to tight ones but, as he’d noted already, she was still an Anderson. Still had the
tanned, blonde good looks they all shared. She wasn’t as sensually appealing as

Candace but she was cute as hell. “I'm betting a lot more than a few.”

She huffed out a breath and shrugged. “Fine, there have been quite a few but I just

haven’t felt the sparks.”
“Isn’t that the point of the date, to give the sparks a chance to happen?”

Carrie glanced up from the beer bottle and frowned. “I just... I'm picky. I have a

certain type of man in mind and I won't settle for less.”

Something about her tone, or maybe the way the emotion in her eyes didn’t match

her frown, had Duane asking, “He have a name?”
I/Who?ll

“The man you have in mind.”
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Her eyes went wide for an instant, then narrowed to accusing slits. “I didn’t say I
had ‘a” man, I said I have a “type” of man.”

No, she had “a” man. He didn’t need to telepathy or even finely attuned senses to
know that either. The emotion he’d witnessed before now came clear. It was one he
himself experienced every time he was around Candy. Carrie was in love or, at least,
deeply in lust. Perhaps that explained why she was doing so much to help him out with
Candace. “Right.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

The snide tone and deadly glare were too much not to laugh over; they looked like
Candy to a tee. “You know, you're a lot more like your sister than I ever realized. Well

aware of what you want, but afraid to make it known.”
“Shut up and kiss me already.”
He laughed again. “See what I mean. Bossy as hell. Gotta love that in a woman.”
“This woman is not free to love,” Carrie bit out.
“Right, because you already gave your heart to another.”

She hissed out a breath, then leaned toward him and brought her hand to the side
of his face. “If you want my help, start playing your part. I have plenty of other things I
could be doing right now than being on a date with your sorry butt.”

“Other men, too, by the sounds of things.”

She blew out another jagged breath and, chuckling, Duane brought his mouth to
hers. He brushed over her lips with just enough pressure to make it look more intimate
than what it was. Carrie angled the hand at his face, shielding their mouths while she
twisted her head to the side to make it look as though she was taking the kiss deeper.
Duane started to pull back when Candace’s thoughts slammed into his mind.

The big, fucking idiots. That is not real. They are just messing with me, so help me they are.

Yeah, they were and a part of him was still feeling guilty about it. A bigger part was

thinking she was getting just what she deserved for not only dressing the way she had
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for her date but for all but launching herself into Andy’s arms from across the table. The
fact she’d done both had him moving closer to Carrie yet and pretending to kiss her

with a savage hunger he could never feel for any woman but Candace.

SRR R

He shouldn’t have come back to this house. Duane hadn’t been able to stop himself.
He’d dropped off Carrie shortly after midnight to find that Candace was still out with
Andy. He’d gone home then, but hadn’t made it inside. He’d sat on the front porch in
the moonlit darkness, letting the crisp air of early April infiltrate his senses while he
wondered where Candy was and what she was doing. The possibilities that coursed
through his mind had been endless and yet consistent, in that each one of them

involved her naked, sweaty and moaning in the arms of another man.

That wouldn’t happen. He wanted to trust her judgment enough to believe she
herself would stop it from happening. Only he couldn’t. Not when he knew how
desperate she was to move past her feelings for him. So he’d done the one thing he’d
promised himself just last night that he wouldn’t do again. He’d returned to Candace’s
house in his wolf form and stood sentinel in the shadows outside her bedroom window.
Not that his waiting here would help her should she need him somewhere else, but at

least this way he would know if she made it home safely, or at all.

Twenty-some minutes had passed when Andy’s truck pulled up the drive. The air
cruised from Duane’s lungs in thanksgiving, then quickly rushed back in when Andy
and Candace stepped from the vehicle. Their voices carried to his perceptive ears as

clearly as if they stood beside him and his tension built with each word.

Candace had made the right choice tonight in saying her goodnight to Andy at her
front door —where the two currently stood talking —but, by the sounds of things, she

didn’t plan to follow that course for long. She was telling Andy what a wonderful time
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she had, how she hoped they could go out again tomorrow. How she’d think of him

every moment until then.

She was full of shit. She hadn’t had a good time, she didn’t want to go out again,
and she sure as hell wasn’t going to spend her time thinking of him. Candace didn’t
want Andy. Only, the sound of her throaty sighs as Andy pulled her close and kissed

first her mouth and then her neck sounded a whole damned lot like want.

Andy’s hands slid down, cupping her buttocks through her long jacket and too-
damned-tiny-skirt, and Duane’s frustration turned to hostility. Loathing tunneled up as

a feral growl from deep within his throat.

No one but him touched his woman that way! And Candace was his. They all knew

it. If Andy didn’t yet, then he was about to find out.

Heart hammering in his ears, Duane bounded from the shadows and straight for
the couple on the front porch. He was halfway to them when Andy relinquished his
hold on Candace’s ass, said a last goodnight and turned for his truck. Duane stopped
short, blood singeing between his ears and through his limbs. Fuck, he couldn’t move in
any closer and rip out the man’s tongue the way he burned to do. Unless he wanted
Candy to both despise him and be frightened of him the rest of her life, he couldn’t do a

damned thing but retreat to the shadows.

Bridling his temper, he slinked back to the side of the house and camouflaged
himself amidst the row of shrubs that lined it. Andy got into his truck and, after Candy

went inside the house, backed up the drive and pulled away.

Duane had no choice but to follow. If he made his claim on Candace to Andy when
she was in listening distance, she would deny it with either repulsion or laughter,
possibly both. For the sake of the man’s safety and what might happen to him should
he continue to date Candace, Duane had to get him alone and make it clear that she was
already taken. Make it even clearer that, if Andy chose to ignore that fact and pursue
her anyway, the outcome was liable to be painful, if not deadly. It wouldn’t come to

that though; somehow he would figure out a way around anyone getting hurt.
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Winding the scent of exhaust, Duane started after Andy’s truck. He caught up with
the glow of taillights after several minutes and continued to follow the vehicle to the
narrow, winding road that ran the length of the Dorr National Forest and through the
sprawling Eagleton Mountain Range. The truck veered off the main road to head up

one of the steeper, wooded paths and Duane stopped short.

Where the hell was he going and why? No one came into this stretch of the
mountains in the middle of the night, no one outside of predatory animals and those
humans who were close enough to predatory animals to not fear the creatures that lived

here. Then again, Andy wasn’t from around here. He probably didn’t know any better.

Wasn't that laughable? He’d followed the man to warn him away from his woman
and what would happen if he didn’t stop seeing her. Instead, it looked as though he

would be warning him from far worse dangers than himself.

The red glow of taillights disappeared from sight and Duane snarled. He couldn’t
waste his time sitting around trying to figure out Andy’s reason for coming here. He
had to catch up with him before he did something stupid, like get out of his truck for a

moonlit stroll through the mountains.

Duane took off at a sprint, quickening his pace as he hurdled over fallen trees and
through overgrown thickets and dense patches of swampy marshland. The foliage grew
thicker the higher he climbed, then split away suddenly to reveal a rolling glen,
engulfed in moonlight. He’d been to this place before, the few times he’d given in to the
pack howls of other wolves—both were and natural—and joined in their monthly
rituals. He’d believed this is where he would find Andy. Only Andy wasn’t around.
Judging by the silence of the glen—only the occasional howl and the gentle stirring of
the wind punctuated it—no one or nothing was.

Even as he thought it, the wind picked up, turned to a rushing whip that had his fur
standing on end and his nostrils flaring with awareness. His senses went on full alert
while his blood pumped through his veins in a violent crescendo. He’d been wrong

before. Someone or something was here.
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Branches snapped behind him. Duane spun in a circle, opening his mouth to reveal
his fangs as he eyed the woods through night sensitive eyes. He couldn’t make out

anything but forest. He could scent something though. Something that smelled dead.

From somewhere to his left, a feline hiss rent the night air. Releasing a warning
howl, he turned toward the sound and connected with the glowing yellow eyes of a
panther. There were no panthers in this area, they couldn’t live in this environment.

Only, there was a panther. One that let out an ear-shattering caterwaul as it leapt at him.
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Chapter Six

Candace woke from a nightmare to have her already pounding heart leap into her
throat. Duane was in her bedroom, his eyes glowing an eerie yellowish-green from
where he was haunched down in the corner in his wolf form. Her own eyes adjusted to
the darkness and her mad heartbeat slowed as realization settled in. Duane wasn’t in
her room. It was just that damned stuffed wolf. That wolf she’d moved out of her room

this morning. Clearly, Carrie had moved it right back in.
That just went to show how accurate Candace had been tonight at dinner.

No matter how much Duane and Carrie had touched and kissed, it hadn’t meant a

thing to either of them. It had all been for the sake of making Candy jealous.

It hadn’t worked. She hadn’t been jealous in the least. Truth be told, she’d forgotten
all about them and their numerous displays of affection and focused solely on her date.
Going into the evening, she might not have been attracted to Andy. But by the time the
night was through, she’d been more than ready to give in to the invitation in his eyes.
She’d been burning to bring him back to her bedroom and show him that, while her
name might sound sweet, her bedside manner was anything but. She would have done
just that too, if it weren’t for the fact Carrie had already been home and asleep. She

didn’t want to wake her sister with her screams of ecstasy.
And if that wasn’t the biggest load of shit to ever cross her mind, nothing was.

Growling in the back of her throat, Candace laid back and stared at the darkened
ceiling. It was so not fair. She’d wanted to want Andy. She’d tried everything short of
crawling under the table, unzipping his jeans and taking his cock into her mouth to get
herself hot for him. Nothing had worked.

She’d learned a lot about him tonight, enough to move past her old impressions of

him as a carefree bad boy and respect him as a trustworthy friend. But that’s it, just a
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friend. Even that long, deep goodnight kiss he’d planted on her hadn’t gotten her a little
wet. It was hopeless. Only it couldn’t be. She had to want Andy. Once she returned to
work she wouldn’t have time to track down another man who could speak to her
compassion enough to make her forget Duane. And she wouldn’t put off forgetting him

another day.
Candy.

Candace shot up in bed and nearly screamed at the thought that darted through her
mind. A thought that wasn’t her own but sounded a whole lot like one of Duane’s. She
inhaled automatically and his odd scent filled her senses and had heat curling to life in

her belly and her libido firing on high.

Wonderful. She’d spent over five hours with Andy and, as much as she’d tried, she
couldn’t even work up a little wetness for him. All she had to do with Duane was think
he might be in her room and her pussy was dripping wet and her nipples hard as rocks.

Yeah, she’d been right the first time. It just wasn’t fair. Or sane, for that matter.

She reclined back in the bed and tugged the covers up around her, closing her eyes.

“I know you aren’t real and I wouldn’t hear you, even if you were.”

A low wheezing sound somewhere between a yelp and a sigh drifted to her ears
and brought her pulse thrumming to chaotic life. He wasn’t really here, she reminded
herself. It was just like Friday night. She’d thought she smelled him then, too, but she
hadn’t. Not really.

Candy, sweetie. I'm real. Turn on the light.

“No, you aren’t,” she snapped, aware how irrational it was to be yelling at a stuffed
animal and still unable to stop herself. “I'm just...dreaming.”

She laughed at the irony in the words. The visions her mind had conjured up the
last few nights were not dreams. They were nightmares that haunted her damned near
every second. And it was all Duane’s fault. If he could have just left her alone after that
first time she probably would’ve been able to move past it, past him. But he wouldn't

leave her alone. He just kept pushing his way into her life, her thoughts. Her bed.
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Her blood pumped harder with the idea of him being in bed with her right now. Of
feeling his cold, wet nose on her naked thigh the way she thought she had last night.
That dream had morphed in to a nightmare but at first it hadn’t been one. At first, as his
long, rough canine tongue suckled at her pussy and rasped over her clit, it had been like

the most wicked kind of heaven.
And that was wrong on too many levels to count.

Candace lifted her head to glare at the corner of her room. The curtains fluttered
inward from the windows she left cracked open every night and, just to the right of
those curtains, were eerily glowing eyes that looked far too intense to be made of glass.

“Why the hell can’t you just leave me alone?”
Need you.

“What's the matter, Carrie didn’t live up to your expectations?” Nice. Now was she
not only talking to a stuffed animal in her sleep but she was making it pretty damned

clear she’d been jealous of Duane dating her sister.
Don’t need...Carrie. Need you. Turn on...the light.

“Sorry, but I don’t have a Clapper.” And there was no way in hell she was getting
out of this bed and walking over to that light switch with that damned stuffed wolf
ogling her naked ass. Then again, this was a dream. Perhaps if she clapped her hands,
the lights would come on, even without the handy-dandy mechanism that made The
Clapper work.

Candace drew up into a sitting position and brought her hands together in two
short claps. Darkness loomed on, broken only by the sound of the wolf’s next thought.

What...you doing?

Acting like an idiot. “Nothing. Why aren’t you talking to me anyway? Every other

time I've dreamt about you, you've talked to me.”

Can't talk...when wolf. This...only way... Light...
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He couldn’t talk when he was a wolf and apparently he couldn’t think very well
either, because his thoughts were coming across disjointed and hard to follow. Why she
was even trying to comprehend them was beyond her. It was a dream. A stupid dream
she needed to wake up from before her last few sanity cells decided to go the way of all

the rest she’d lost this year, thanks to the big pain in her ass known as Duane Livery.

Huffing out a breath over his name and the stimulating effect just thinking it had on
her body, she flung herself back in bed and growled, “I don’t want to turn on the light. I
want to wake up. I'm going to pinch myself now and end this hellish dream, so

goodbye.”
Not...dreaming. Light. Please.

Forcing the thought from her mind, Candace reached to her left forearm with her
right hand and gave the skin a hard pinch. Pain shot up her arm and she squeaked out a
gasp that turned to a snarl when the darkness waged on along with the suddenly

intense sound of labored breathing that wasn’t hers.

Son of a bitch, this wasn’t real. It wasn’t. But it sounded real. The subtle movement
of the wolf’s big body against the billowing curtains seemed real. The pleading glint in

his eyes seemed so real it was frightening. “Damn it, I don’t want you here. Go away!”
Can’t. Hurt. Light.

Hurt? Candace’s fear of the situation at hand evaporated as a new kind of panic
burst forth, bringing emotions barreling up her throat and into the backs of her eyes.
She worked as an emergency room nurse, she should be immune to feeling alarm over

injury. But she wasn’t immune to it, not when it was Duane who was the one in danger.

And he was in danger. She couldn’t deny it any longer. Couldn’t shut out his
wheezing breaths and the way his eyes had dipped to half moons, as if he couldn’t keep
them open any longer. She couldn’t dismiss his pleading quests to turn on the light. She

could only face reality. Duane was in her bedroom in his wolf form and he was in pain.
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Candace couldn’t deny it and yet she also couldn’t make herself get up and turn on
the light. Not until she had some idea what to expect when she did finally see him.

“What do you mean, you're hurt? Why are you hurt? How? What's wrong with you?”
Help...me. Light. Please...

Shit. He wasn’t going to tell her. He was just going to keep begging her until he
couldn’t beg any longer. That he was begging at all said something and it was that she

couldn’t lie in this bed a second longer.

Wrapping the top cover around her and tucking its end between her breasts,
Candace moved from the bed and over to the light switch. She flipped it on, then held
her breath as she slowly turned around. Her heart constricted at the sight before her

while the air cruised from her lips on an agonizing gasp.

She’d seen Duane in his almost-wolf form that night he’d lost control but she’d
never seen him completely as a canine. He looked exactly as he had in her dreams and
nightmares. Exactly, but for his wounds. Flesh and fur hung lifelessly from numerous
gashes. Dried patches of crimson stained his chestnut coat, singeing the air with the
metallic tang of blood. A wide, jagged laceration ran over his left eye and the tip of his

nose seemed to be hanging on by little more than a thin strip of cartilage.

Candace’s stomach turned over and whispers of fear chased along her spine.
Pushing both sensations away, she rushed to Duane’s side and dropped down to take
his face into her hands and examine his injuries more closely. His tongue slipped from
his mouth to hang limply at one corner and his eyes faded to slits that seemed to scream
suffering. Her belly tightened anew, her heart balling into a fist of anguish for his pain,

while a blinding truth slammed into her mind and soul.

She’d thought that Andy was her solution to forgetting him, to moving past her
feelings for him, but she would never be able to do either of those things. She cared
about him too much. Cared about him beyond everything, including anything that

might have happened between them in the past. Even more than what he was.
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She couldn’t think about feelings now or the mistakes she’d made these last months
in not giving him the chance to prove himself when he said he could maintain control
no matter how intense things might become. All that mattered was helping him and
that meant distancing herself from the situation, from the man and the wolf. The only

way to distance herself from Duane was with anger.

Shutting out the caustic turning of her belly and insistent press at her heart,
Candace lifted her hands from his face and stood. She stepped back and, fisting her
hands at her hips, glared at him. “What the hell happened to you?”

His eyes flickered open. Panther.

There were panthers in Clarion Heights? That was extremely creepy. Not to
mention impossible. Unless they weren’t normal panthers. Unless they were
werepanthers. Oh, God, when had her mind gotten so warped that she could even
consider something like that as being real? Probably about the same time she’d given

her heart away to a werewolf whose favorite late night snack was her breasts.

She shivered at the thought then, remembering what she had to do here if she was
to be any help to Duane, forced sarcasm into her tone. “Right. A panther. Because there
are just so many panthers in Clarion Heights.”

His eyes lulled shut again and he sprawled onto his belly. Don’t know. Help. Please.

“Stop saying “please’! Or thinking it.” She couldn’t even pretend to be angry when
he was pleading with her that way. She also couldn’t pretend she knew what to do,
because she didn’t. “You should never have come to me, you idiot. You need serious
help. A doctor.”

Need you. Can’t...shift. Weak.

“Then a vet. The point is I can’t help you, Duane. I don’t know anything about

treating werewolves. Hell, I don’t know anything about treating regular wolves.”

A low howl escaped him and he slumped onto his side. Torn flesh and muscles

glistened with the tint of red and Candace closed her eyes against a threatening wave of
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tears. She sucked back her emotions and opened her eyes. She tried to glare, to stay

where she was and act pissed. She couldn’t do either.

The emotions returned in a wash and this time she was powerless from caving to
them. Sniffing at the tears that slid over her cheeks, she dropped to the floor and leaned
over Duane’s body, touched a finger to his broken flesh, wondering, if he looked this
bad on the outside, what did it say of the shape of his insides? He whimpered in

response to her gentle probing and her own fearful sigh slipped free.

“God,” she whispered, “you’re injured in so many places. If you die, I swear I
will —”

His head lifted a bit, angled toward her until she could see his pale, watery eyes.

His lips curled back in what she guessed to be a smile. Can't...kill...me....then...

For his benefit, Candace forced her own smile while inside her guts twisted into
searing knots. He was right. If he died, she couldn’t kill him. And that was exactly why
he couldn’t do it. Life might be easier without him around but it would be a hell of a lot

less worth living too.

She rocked back on her heels and narrowed her gaze. “You won’t die! You hear me,
Duane, you will not die! That’s an order and I don’t want to hear anything else about it,

so just...shut up.”

His head returned to the ground and his tongue lolled back to the side of his

mouth. Eyes closed, his thoughts came through slowly, drunkenly. Y-ou...f-ix...m-e....

The uneven sound of his breathing slowed and his thoughts tapered off to nothing.
His body lay inert, save for the barest of movement with his heartbeats. If ever she
believed he possessed magic, she knew now she’d been wrong. If he were magical, he

would fix himself. He wasn’t, he was just human. In a wolfish sort of way.

Candace fisted her hands to keep from reaching out and pummeling him. Not
because she wanted him to suffer any more pain, but because she knew he was no

longer with her —at least consciously —and she was clueless what to do to help him.
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“Wake up, Duane,” she ground out. “Goddammit, you cannot pass out on me! I
don’t know what to do.” She added in a gentler tone, one thick with emotion, “Please,
wake up for me. If you wake up, I will do whatever you want. I'll give in, Duane. I'll

admit you were right about us all along. Just open your eyes and look at me.”

His body remained silent, his thoughts the same, and she closed her eyes and blew

out a ragged breath. Shit. Shit, shit, shit!

She had to get herself together. Had to take stock of his injuries as best as she could
and do everything in her power to try and fix them. She had to because he wasn’t going
to die. He couldn’t. Because if he did, she would never be able to forgive herself for not

admitting to the way she felt about him.

ok kB X X

“Candace.”

At her whispered name, Candy turned back from where she stared out the window
at the dawning of a new day. Dim light bled into her bedroom from between the
curtains and onto the bed where she’d managed to maneuver Duane when he’d been
semi-coherent several hours ago. His eyes were open and he watched her with alertness
that spoke to fact he was more than semi-coherent now. He was awake and...alive. Her

heart squeezed with near painful relief.
Thank God, he was going to be okay.

Try as she might, she hadn’t been able to distance herself from him last night. She’d
battled with panic and sorrow the entire time she’d spent tending to his injuries,
suturing those wounds that needed it and applying gauze and tape to the remainder.
She’d experienced those emotions right up until a few short hours ago when she gave

him one of many washcloth baths in the hopes of keeping his fever down.

She had almost completed the task of wetting his fur with cold water when his

body moved under her hands. She’d held her breath, prayed he was regaining
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consciousness. Only he hadn’t regained consciousness. Instead, he’d shifted. The sound
of bones grinding together as they changed shape and size had had her belly roiling in
an instant. The sight of his naked, sweaty human form beneath her palms when the
shifting process was over had the roiling in her belly turning to a pang of hunger that

settled much farther down than her stomach.

Due to Candace’s fear of covering him and bringing his temperature up in the
process, Duane was still naked now and her gaze automatically moved over his body.
She tried to view him as a patient, tried to take in his many wounds and the way they
already seemed to have significantly improved. Tried not to notice how long and lean
and perfect he looked laying in her bed, his dark head resting on her pillows. She failed

on all accounts the moment he shifted his leg to reveal a quickly lengthening erection.

Her own body pulsed to life with the sight of his strong, sturdy cock jutting up
from a thick patch of chestnut brown hair. Juices flowed deep within her pussy and
dampened the crotch of her cotton shorts. She hadn’t had time to worry over
underwear or a bra last night; she’d barely even had time to throw on a T-shirt and
shorts. Since she wasn’t about to look down and check, she could only assume her

wetness was visible against the pale gray cotton.

Wrenching her attention from his groin, Candace crossed to the side of the bed.
Duane’s nostrils flared at her approach and she sensed her own response on instinct,

inhaling his intoxicating scent and making her clit tingle with awareness.

God, she wanted to touch him. To prove to herself he really was here in her bed and
looking so much healthier than he had even four or five hours ago. She couldn’t touch
him. Not now, when he was still her patient. And, more importantly, not until they had
a chance to talk about things. Since she planned to follow up that talk with action of the

most pleasurable kind, it wasn’t happening until he was completely better.

“You're awake,” she finally said, stunned by the sound of her own voice. The house
had been dark and silent for so long. She hadn’t even heard Carrie leave for her sadistic

morning run.
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Duane’s gaze left hers and he looked down at his body. He glanced back at her and

his brow furrowed as he croaked out, “When...”

Candace reached for her glass of water on the nightstand and brought it to his dry
lips. He lifted his head but didn’t even try to maneuver the drink himself and that told
her even more than his low, scratchy voice that, while he might be feeling some better,
he was still in a good deal of pain. “Drink slowly and only a little bit, or you'll get sick,”

she said in her nurse’s voice.

His question returned to her as he drank and she fought off a shiver over the
renewed memory of his shifting. “A few hours ago, when I was giving you a cool-down
bath. Between the fact I never expected it to happen and I never imagined when it did
happen it would sound so incredibly disgusting, it’s safe to say you scared the fuck out

of me.”

He took a last sip of water, then laid his head back on the pillow and closed his

“"y’r 4
eyes. “I'm...sorry.

“Don’t talk.” By the sound of his rasped words, it hurt him to do so. Even if it
didn’t, it still hurt her, squeezed pressure at her heart and had her chest swelling with
ache for him. “You're doing better, unbelievably so, but you still aren’t in the clear. You

need more sleep.”
Duane’s eyes popped open and he shook his head. “No—"

“Damn it, yes,” Candace snapped, instinctively responding to him the way she
always did when he acted difficult, with temper. “I am the professional here,
remember? You want to be a pain in the ass tomorrow or whenever it is you're able to
get your butt out of my bed and go home, fine. Today, we do things my way. And that

means you go back to sleep.”

He stared at her, his eyes searching her face for several long seconds, and then they
closed again and he rolled onto his stomach, emitting a yelp in the process. She opened
her mouth to tell him to roll back over, that it wasn’t smart to be lying on his stomach

when his wounds were still so fresh. Nothing made it out short of a whimper.
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Candace took a step back to keep herself from giving in to the temptation his ass
presented. Tight. Taut. Perfect. She wanted to grab a cheek in each hand and squeeze.
She wanted to turn him back over, straddle his groin and grab hold of his buttocks as
she drove herself onto his magnificent cock. She wanted to forget about waiting on the
talk and say the words right now so she didn’t have to feel so damned guilty about
standing here, ogling him. She didn’t do anything she wanted but crossed her arms

over breasts made heavy by arousal and turned her back on him.
“You were right.”

Muffled by the pillow beneath him, Duane’s words were barely audible and

brought her swiveling back around to ask, “What?”

He placed a palm flat on the mattress near his shoulder and, groaning with the
effort, rolled back over to eye her somberly. It was an expression she’d seen on his face
only one other time. Last year, when he’d realized the way his savage behavior had

hurt her.

Whatever he was about to say had to be life altering, or at least close to it. That
knowledge took any residual heat she was feeling from that spectacular view of an even
more spectacular ass and destroyed it. “Whatever it is you seem to think I was so right

about, just tell me already.”
“We don’t belong together.”

Candace’s belly lurched, her pulse skittering while her mind turned with disbelief.
He was wrong, damn it! She had not been right. It didn’t happen often—okay only
twice in her whole entire life—but it had this time. They belonged together. And he
knew it, too. “You're sick, Duane. Probably even hallucinating from the pain medicine I

gave you. You don’t mean what you're saying.”

“Yes, I do. You are my mate, the only woman I will ever want, but that doesn’t
matter any more. I would rather be alone forever than let this—" he lifted the hand he’d
placed at his ribs to gesture to his wounded body, “—be your life. It isn’t a life and I

won't let you go through it again. I shouldn’t have last night. I just...” He broke off on a
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wheeze that quickly turned to a rasping cough and shook his entire frame. When the

coughing ceased, he finished on a whisper, “I didn’t know where else to go.”

Because there had been no other place. She’d been scared, unsure how to treat him,
and yet she’d known, almost from the moment he’d shown up in her room, she

wouldn’t have wanted him to go to anyone else for help.

Once more the urge to touch him coursed through Candace. She dropped her arms
to her sides and, fisting her hands, eased that impulse away. Soon. Very soon. Now he
needed the woman she hadn’t been able to be last night, the strong, stubborn one who

relied on severity to get her out of many a tight situation.

She narrowed her gaze and said firmly, “You did the right thing in coming here,
Duane. Now be quiet and go to sleep. You're tiring yourself out and wasting your

breath over nonsense.”
“I scared you,” he murmured.

The shit out of her and then some. “Outside of when you shifted, which, I already

told you the effect that had on me, you didn’t scare me.”

His mouth twitched, started to turn into a frown that edged into his goatee, then
instead sparked into a weak smile. “I could sense your fear last night, Candy, sweetie. I

can still sense it now.”
And she could sense the number that sexy smile of his was doing to her shorts.

God, she could so not think about the insistent throbbing of her pussy right now. “If
you think so, then your sensors are seriously in need of a checkup. I was worried last
night, if anything. Worried my sister would come in and find you in my room. Worried
about how I would ever get your blood out of my carpet. Worried about getting even a

wink of sleep.” Worried once he closed his eyes he would never open them again.

Candace pushed away the thought, refusing to let it affect her emotions and start

up the tears she’d cried too many of last night. “That’s all it was, just worry.”
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Duane’s smile faded and he eyed her down hard. He didn’t have to tell her she’d
been anxious enough right then to have her thoughts coming through to him loud and
clear, the bite in his lowly spoken words was clear. “Don’t lie. I hate it when you lie. It

makes me angry. It makes me want to get out of this bed and take you over my knee.”

That wasn’t supposed to be an invitation she thrilled in and had her cunt flooding
with excitement but somehow it managed to still affect her that way. “You're not
getting out of that bed,” she growled, determined to get him back to sleep even if it took

all morning. “I didn’t save your sorry ass just so you could go and die anyway.”

He snarled at her and the sharp points of burgeoning fangs showed just past his

lips. “Then tell the truth.”

In the past, the sight of those fangs had brought Candace fear, now they seemed
nothing more than a part of him. A part of the man she cared deeply for and, if she was
ever going to have the opportunity to prove it to him, the man she had to get healthy
again. “That’s what it’s going to take to get you to listen to reason, the truth?”

He looked thoughtful, as if he were contemplating if she seriously meant to tell him,
and then nodded. “Yes.”

“Fine. I was scared. I was scared shitless, as a matter of fact, and it wasn’t about my
sister, the carpet or any damned thing else but you.”

Duane pulled in an audible breath. “Because I was a wolf and you thought I would

hurt you the same way I did before.”

“No, you idiot, because I thought you were going to lose consciousness and never
wake up again. I thought... I thought I would never get to say I was sorry.” Candace’s
voice broke on that last and she rolled her eyes and cursed her stupidity. She did not
want to talk to him about feelings now and, if she started in with the blubbering again,

there wouldn’t be a single damned way around it.
Curiosity filled his eyes and he asked quietly, “For what?”

“Nothing. For nothing. I'm just rambling. I do that when I'm tired. I only got an

hour of sleep last night thanks to someone. Now go to sleep, so I can do the same.”

105



Jodi Lynn Copeland

To her astonishment, Duane closed his eyes as if in agreement. Ten minutes passed
and his breathing evened out. Relieved to finally have him asleep, so she could do the
same, she crept toward the bed. She’d almost reached it when his eyes snapped open

and he looked at her. “Where?”
“Where what?” she asked, halting in her tracks.
“Will you sleep?”

Where she’d been en route to when he’d made it clear he was still awake. The same
place she’d lain last night, right on the bed beside him. True, he hadn’t been conscious
then, or human and gloriously naked, but once he was asleep that wouldn’t matter. She
hoped. “That’s for me to know and you never to find out. Now get your ass to sleep

before I decide to kick it out of this house.”

o E H H X
Duane opened his eyes and took in his surroundings. Soft beige walls, white lace
curtains that revealed the late afternoon sun, a deep green comforter wrapped around

him and a woman who smelled of slumber and orange blossoms curled in his arms.
He was in Candace’s bed and Candace was in it with him.

Her hand was at his back and it moved now in a gentle caress. The rush of her
warm breath feathered along his chest. She was awake. Awake and under the belief he
wasn’t, Duane realized in the next instant, as she moved away from him and pulled
back the covers. His eyes were closed and yet he could feel the heat of her gaze as it
roved over his body. She was checking on his injuries, the rational parts of him knew,

and yet those parts didn’t seem to care any more than the irrational ones.

His blood hummed to life. His cells heated as well, when her fingers returned to his
body, sliding along his torso with a teasing lightness that spoke to every male part of
him. His cock grew, thickened, throbbed. Candace’s startled gasp ensured she hadn’t

missed the almost instantaneous transformation from nearly flaccid to stiff as stone.
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Duane knew it was time to open his eyes, to face her and what would happen now
that he was healthy again. And he was healthy, healed —just one of the benefits of being
a werewolf. Not that accelerated healing would’ve helped if that panther had killed
him—not even werewolves could come back from the dead—but it hadn’t and he

wasn’t going to think over the outcome if it had.

He opened his eyes to find Candace leaning over him, her long blonde, sleep-
tousled hair nearly brushing his groin as she stared in the general direction of his lap.
Her fingers moved to his inner thigh, probed, while her tongue slipped out to dab at her
lips. His shaft pulsed in response to the wet pink tip gliding over her full lips and his
erection bobbed toward her face. With another gasp, her gaze snapped to his. The two
connected and she jerked her hand away, leaned back. The look in her eyes went from

inquisitive to furious in a heartbeat.

He chuckled at her angry look, relieved beyond measure to see real temper on her
features again and not just anger that she tried at for his sake. He needed to hear her
laugh as well. To see a smile on that mouth that had been turned down in concern for
over sixteen hours, happiness shimmering in eyes that had been murky with tears. He
had been unconscious on many levels last night and early this morning, but he’d still
been aware of her unyielding presence, of her pain, her fear. He wouldn’t think of those

things now. Now they needed levity.

Duane took hold of her arm, so she wouldn’t try to run, and grinned. “See anything

you like down there?”

Candace’s cheeks deepened with pink and she tugged on her arm, relenting when it
became clear it was pointless. “That is so not funny, you idiot! I was checking on your
wounds, making sure they weren’t infected or anything.”

“And were they?” he asked, not letting up on his hold, not trusting her to stay.

Her upset was replaced with awe as she nodded. “You're healed. There are a few
lingering marks, but nothing worth worrying over. Nothing that won't be gone

tomorrow morning if your progress so far is anything to go by.”
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Her expression and tone were both too serious, with no trace of the humor or even
the passion he craved. Needing those things as badly as he’d needed the water she’d
made him drink this morning, perhaps even more so, Duane gave her arm a squeeze
and jerked his head toward his feet. Her gaze followed his, right to the swollen length

of cock standing thick and tall and throbbing in wait of her touch.

He looked back at her and allowed his grin to become wicked, wolfish, for the
hunger that had clamored to life the moment he’d spotted her eyeing his groin to reflect

in his voice. “Thanks to you, I'm even better than healed.”

Candace’s nostrils flared and she again tugged at her arm. Thoughts tumbled

around frantically in her head, spiraling into his. Give in. Run. Give in, then run.

Finally, she said, “Don’t think just because I kept you alive it means that I care

about you or that I want you or anything like that. I don’t.”

No? Then why had she acted so alarmed when he’d voiced his thoughts about them
not belonging together? About her being better off without him? He hadn’t wanted to
admit that for the world but he also didn’t want to think about her having to tend to his
wounds whenever he chanced by a pissed off panther or bear or whatever it might
happen to be the next time. And what if next time there were no wounds that could be
healed, what if he didn’t make it through? Even worse, what if she didn’t make it
through? If they were to be together as mates, as the family he’d dreamt of being with

her for so long, it meant her becoming a werewolf, too.

The “what ifs” had been more than enough reason to do her bidding and agree to
stop pursuing her. But that had been before Duane had heard her deny his words,
before he read her thoughts of how much she too still believed they belonged together.
Well before she —God forbid —admitted she’d been wrong. Maybe she hadn’t said the
words aloud but she’d thought them, meant them. She wanted to give him—them—

another chance. A real one this time.
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Duane’s heart swelled with that knowledge and he smiled up at her. “I think you
do care, Candy, sweetie. I think the idea of my being dead scared the hell out you, even

more than the idea of my being a werewolf.”

He tugged at the arm he still held, this time with enough strength to take her off
guard and have her collapsing onto his chest. The weight of her breasts rubbed at his
flesh, her nipples peaking into rigid points that had the softest of sighs tripping from
her lips. She wiggled her groin against his cock, pulling at his resolve, awakening both
the urges of wolf and the too-long unfulfilled hunger of the man from their semi-
dormant state. He couldn’t stop himself from pulling her the rest of the way up his

chest and feasting on the sight of her plump pink mouth.

Candace’s hands moved to either side of his head on the mattress, her pupils
deepening to gold, dilating. Her tongue came out, moved over her lips in an impatient
little flick. Her full sweet lips glistened from the action. His blood pumped harder, his

tongue moved in his mouth, ready to plunge into hers, to give, to receive. To succumb.
“You want me, Candy. Just like you want this kiss.”

No longer willing to hold back and wait for the moment when she’d finally admit
her desires aloud, Duane buried a hand in her hair and tipped his head to bring his
mouth to hers. She met him halfway, her tongue the first to imbibe, to slip into his
mouth and stroke, to rub against his with raw need and urgency. One of her hands
moved from the mattress to feather through his hair, tangle in the short, thick strands,
caress his scalp. Her tongue moved faster, diving in and out in a carnal move she soon
mimicked with her hips, pistoning against his engorged cock, grinding the hard ridge of

her pelvic bone and the far softer, wetter slit of her cunt with demanding pressure.

His blood boiled, his cells ached. He felt as though they would explode with the
need to change, to shift, to take what was rightfully his, what they’d both wanted for
years now. Only he wouldn’t do that, not this first time. Not when it was clear she was

still fighting some residual concerns. Soon though. Very soon.
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You want me, Candy. Just as I want you. You care about me. Just as I do you. We're family,
you and me. Soul mates. It's the reason I can’t leave you alone, sweetie. The reason 1 gave you
that wolf, so I knew the woman I love more than anyone or anything else in this world felt

soothed, watched over, protected, when I couldn’t be here to see to it myself.

Candace pulled back with his thoughts, tugged her hands from his scalp and sat
back. Straddling his groin, she touched her fingers to her lips, looked at him through

eyes dark with desire and yet something more, an emotion he couldn’t name.
“I-I shouldn’t,” she admitted in a breathy voice.
“Because you're afraid of me?”
“No. Because...just because.”

Duane didn’t know what that “because” was and, judging by her thoughts, neither
did she. What he did know was she wasn’t lying this time when she said she didn’t fear
him. She also had no intention of moving off of him and tossing him out of her room the
way she’d threatened to do several times in the last sixteen hours. She wanted him and

she sure as hell cared. “Sorry, sweetie, but ‘because’ isn’t gonna cut it with me.”

“I know —” the emotion he hadn’t been able to place left her eyes and she dropped
back onto his chest while a seductive smile curved her lips and happiness lit her gaze,

“ —that’s why I'm not going to listen to it.”
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Chapter Seven

Candace reveled in the feel of Duane’s long, lean body beneath hers. She hadn’t
wanted to have second thoughts. Last night and this morning she didn’t even think she
could have them. This afternoon, as evening fast approached and it became clear Duane
would be fine, the enormity of it all — of giving in to her worst fear even if she claimed it

wasn’t—had caught up with her and had her retreating to her more severe persona.

Between the way his stimulating scent grew stronger when he was aroused, the
passion that had filled his kiss and his true reason for giving her that wolf —because he

cared for her and wanted to see her protected — that persona hadn’t stood a chance.

Any panic she might have felt was gone in a blink and then it had all come down to
the order of events. She’d wanted to talk with him first, get out the things she’d been
feeling, thinking. She hadn’t made it that far.

Or maybe she’d made it farther, Candace realized on a whimper as Duane’s mouth
returned to hers, his hands slipping beneath the waistband of her shorts. His tongue
plundered, took, demanded, while his large, rough palms cupped the heated flesh of
her buttocks. Rubbing her tongue against his own, she melted against the exquisite feel
of his hands kneading her skin, his masterful mouth overtaking her senses, the hard

press of his swollen cock against her inner thigh.

He pulled away from her mouth and looked up at her, his eyes an eerie shade of
yellow. His voice laden with an almost painful sounding rasp, he asked. “Are you

sure?”

If she had been feeling any lingering anxiety, it vanished with the question, the
sincerity of his expression. He had her right where he’d wanted her for months —make

that years —where they both had wanted to be, and he was giving her the opportunity
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to retreat. It showed two things on his part. He was in control and he cared for her more

than what she’d ever even hoped to realize.

Candace’s heart beat faster and her pulse took off with the understanding that his
thought from a moment ago had been authentic, that he truly did love her. That he’d
chosen her to be his family — something she’d always known he’d never had but, until
now, hadn’t realized how badly he ached for. “I am so sure.” The thrill she felt came
through in her words, lit them with happiness. “I'm more sure of this, of us, of the way
I feel for you, than anything else in my life. I'm even more sure if we don’t get started

soon, I'm going to come just thinking about it.”

Duane chuckled and his mouth curved into the delicious grin that made her wet
and hot every time it appeared on his handsome face. Bringing that sexy grin to her
lips, he kissed her softly, sweetly, in a way he’d never kissed her before. No man had.

There was such emotion, such tenderness and, beyond that, quiet control.

It was the control that spoke to her the loudest. He was keeping his desire in check
at a cost to himself. There was no reason for that, because she trusted him to let loose
and still not hurt her. If there was ever a time he was going to turn wild on her, then it
should have been in the small hours of the morning, when he’d been in his wolf form

and extreme pain.

Candace brought her hand to his face, stroked his cheek. She rubbed her thumb
over the crisp hair of his goatee, imagining how it had felt on her feminine lips that
night in the storage closet of the church. Her pussy exploded with juices at the memory
of the way he had tongued her. It had lasted only a few seconds before she’d felt his
claws and ended things, yet it had been so amazing... “Give in to me, Duane.” She
allowed a fraction of demand to enter her voice. “Succumb. It will be okay.”

His eyes filled with an indefinable emotion and then he pulled her tightly to him
and laughed long and hard. Sobering, he loosened his hold to pin her with a serious
look. “I've been saying that same damned thing to you for months, that if you just gave

in to me, it would be okay — better than okay. You didn’t believe it, so why should I?”
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Here it was, the moment of truth. One she’d only just realized a short while ago.
One that took the desire she’d been feeling and temporarily sedated it. “I did,” she

admitted quietly.
“What?”

“I did believe it. At least, part of me did. The truth is...” Candace faltered at that
and tried again, forcing her voice to ring steady, clear, “The truth is you didn’t hurt me
so much that last time. You did some but you scared me more than anything. Enough to
make me fear what might happen if there was a next time. If the pain would get worse
or if maybe...maybe there would be no pain. Maybe if I just gave you a second chance it
would be just the way you promised it would. That you would stay in control.” She
inhaled deeply, then said on a heated rush, “I thought I wanted that, you staying in
control, but I don’t. I want you to give in to me and show me the way you really feel,
not hold back for fear the truth will scare me away. I'm a hell of a lot stronger than that.

We both know it.”

“What are you saying?”

“I want you to let loose, Duane. Succumb to the wolf.”

His features lit with elation. But then he shook his head. “Not this first time. Next
time, yes. Absolutely. But this time is for you, to make you understand that, while the
wolf might be a part of me, it isn’t what rules me. It isn’t what makes me want you. It
isn’t what made me fall in love with you years ago. That’s all about you, Candy. About
the remarkable woman you are.”

To hear him say he loved her again, that he had for years and well before he’d
changed, swelled Candace’s heart with joy and yet she couldn’t ignore the tautness of
his limbs and his body beneath hers. “You're too tense like this. I can feel it, taste it. You

can’t even enjoy yourself.”

Humor flashed in Duane’s eyes. He shifted beneath her, rubbing his thick shaft

against her thigh and pooling a fresh course of desire in her sex in the process. “Do you
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feel that, sweetie? Does that really feel like I'm not enjoying myself to you? I am. Very

much so. And soon I will be even more. Now shut up and kiss me already.”

Part of Candace still wanted to deny him, wanted to demand he give in to his baser
urges the way she could sense he craved to do, but the rest of her responded to the
delicious friction of his cock sliding along her heated flesh. Her pussy pulsed with the
thought of him plunging into her, slamming his shaft deep into her wet channel. She

needed that, had needed it for so long.

Placing her palms on the defined muscles of his chest, she scooted down his body,
until his erection brushed against her mound and had fire flaming to life deep in her
womb. She slid her hands lower, curled her fingers over the sides of his chest and
leaned back to grind against his long, thick cock. Her clit flamed with each intense rub

and her cunt throbbed for so much more.

“Is that all you want, Candy?” Duane taunted, his voice a low growl and his eyes
afire with appetite. “Just to rub against me with your clothes on? Or do you want more?

Do you want me to tear off those shorts and ram my cock deep inside you?”

Between the explicit suggestion and her ceaseless grinding, she was breathless,
achy, on the verge of exploding. “Yes,” she panted. “That’s what I want. I want you
wild. Feral. I want you to show me my limits and take me past them. Please, Duane.

Give me what [ want.”

Duane had already said he wouldn’t let loose the werewolf this first time and he
planned to stick to that promise. He hadn’t said a word about letting the darker urges of
the man come forth and give her everything she pleaded for.

Pulling her flush to him, he rolled them over so that he straddled her from above.
He moved down her body, until he reached the heart of her, the heat. The scent of her
arousal was thick, musky and he inhaled it and let it affect him just enough to grant her
the most pleasure possible and yet still allow him to remain in his human form. Mostly,

anyway. His cock throbbed, burned as it grew thicker, longer, skirting the edges of the
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one he claimed as a wolf. His tongue lengthened as well, grew wider, stronger, while

the very tips of his fangs emerged.

Power rippled through him with even those minor changes and he took that power
and turned it on Candace. He pushed her knees up and her thighs wide, buried his face
against the darker gray area of her shorts. The cotton was damp against his nose, damp
and sexy as hell. He rubbed his nose against her pussy through the shorts until she
whimpered and brought her hands to his head and then he dug the short edges of his

fangs into the material and wrenched his head to the side.

The cotton tore free as if it was hooked together by no more than a single stitch and
then her pussy was before him, dark blonde curls damp and parted and her lips
splayed wide, gleaming with her essence, heavy and pink from her excitement. He

sniffed her and her hips arched up, all but pushing her cunt into his face.
“Please...” Candace breathed. “Don’t keep me waiting.”

He couldn’t even if he wanted to. His tongue was on fire to thrust into her, lap at
her cream, feel her tremors of ecstasy as she exploded into his mouth. Gripping her
thighs, he pushed into her, drove his tongue all the way to her core and, fitting his
mouth to her feminine lips, suckled.

“Holy shit!” Her hips pumped against his mouth, pistoning her pussy against his
tongue, making him take her harder and deeper yet. “That is so...so deep. I can feel

you... Oh, God, it’s like you're in my throat. I can feel you in my throat!”

A laugh bubbled up at both the awe and artlessness of her words. He pushed it
back. There would be plenty of opportunities for laughter through the years, right now

her pleasure was tantamount.
Stop thinking and let go, Candy. Just feel. Don’t question.

“I don’t know if I ca...aan.” Her words died on a moan as he pulled back and

drilled his tongue into her again.

Duane glanced up at her face through the vee of her legs. Her cheeks were crimson

and her eyes pinched shut, her tongue rimming her lips. If she needed speed and silent
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demand to make her stop thinking, then speed and silent demand he would provide.

Gladly.

He retracted his tongue and let loose her hips to part her sex with his fingers. He
pulled back the hood covering her clit and rubbed his goatee along it in a slow, sensual
caress and then fitted his mouth over the nub and suckled. She arched up again, her
fingers diving back into his hair, her short nails scraping his scalp. He rasped the edge
of a fang along the sensitized bundle of nerves and her pussy trembled as she screamed

out, “What the fuck are you doing?”
Once more laughter bubbled up. One more he fought it back.
You like it.
“Yes, but what is it?”

What it was wasn’t important, that she admitted to liking it was, because if she
liked the feel of his fangs on her clit, then she would love it when it came time to make
her his mate, his werewolf. His family. His cells tingled with the thought, his cock

pulsated with the need to do so now.
Soon. Very soon, he assured himself.

For now there were other matters to see to. Matters he planned to enjoy to the
utmost. Sliding his tongue past his teeth, Duane moved his fang back over her clit and
this time when she arched, when she screamed, he drove his tongue deep inside the
warm, wet walls of her cunt. He fucked her with his tongue while his fangs rubbed

again and again over the distended nubbin of her pleasure.

Candace thrashed beneath him, the bite of her nails letting up on his scalp as the
tremors of her pussy grew. He applied more pressure, slamming his thick tongue into
her the same way he would soon be doing with his cock and, with a shudder that shook
her entire frame and a scream that had to be heard by the entire neighborhood, she
came around him. Her muscles contracted, pulled at his tongue, struggling to take it

deeper, to bury it inside her permanently. He drew back from that commanding grip
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and lapped at her cream for several lazy seconds, then he pounced up and over her, his

hands on either side of her head, and drove his cock hard into her still-spasming cunt.

Her eyes went wide, turned brilliant gold as they connected with his, and a breathy
gasp escaped her swollen lips to be cut off when he filled her mouth with his tongue.
She sucked at his tongue, licked at her cum that still lined it and lifted her hips to meet
him, thrust for needy thrust. Feeding from her mouth, he pumped into her until the
tremors returned, telling him just how close she was to falling over that edge again, and

as the first cries of her orgasm mumbled against his lips, he gave into his own climax.

This first time Duane had allowed it to happen fast, because he knew that was what
she’d wanted, and also because his body ached to get to the next time. To that time
when he would first make her his mate in body and then in form. To that time he’d

dreamed of for years. To that time that was now upon them.

Candace’s breathing began to return to normal and she pushed at his chest, as if she
thought they were done, that he should roll off and away from her. They weren’t done.

Not even close. He reared back and thrust into her again to prove it.
Her eyes went wide. “No way. You're still... But I felt you—"

“And I felt you.” He grinned. “I will again. Soon. We both will.” Only this time it

would be the way she’d wanted before. The way he craved.

He kissed her softly, slowly and then moved down to expose her breasts. He
pushed her T-shirt up and the pale, heavy globes sprang forth. The scars from the first
time they’d been together, when he’d been drugged by her taste, her scent, her blood,
and had bitten her too hard and in far too many places, caused him a moment of
hesitation. Then he remembered those scars would soon be nothing more than a
memory and that it was Candace herself who had asked for this, for him to cut loose

and let the wolf emerge. To make her his mate in every way.

Duane tweaked a hard nipple, enjoying her answering squeak, and then bent his
head to lavish her breasts with hot, wet kisses. She stiffened beneath him when his teeth

scraped over a nipple, then relaxed again when he moved on without so much as a
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teasing nip. Returning to plying her breast with damp kisses, he rubbed his thumb over
her other nipple until he could feel its sensitivity and then moved that hand to the place
where they were connected. Her pussy still dripped with wetness and he coated his

fingers in her cream and slid one into the seam of her ass.

On a gasp, Candace wrenched forward. Her eyes flared wide. “What the hell are
you doing?”

Duane slipped a second finger inside her buttocks, readying her, testing her for
when he would fill her with his cock. He fondled the interior walls of her ass and she
reared against his fingers, her wetness growing, this time from her own anticipation.

“What you wanted,” he said thickly. “What you asked me to do.”

She shook her head even as she reared back again, her dampness continuing to

grow. “I never asked for this.”

Maybe not in precise terms, but she still wanted it and he wouldn’t stop until he

gave her all that she desired.

He pulled his fingers and shaft free and, gripping her around the waist, turned her
over and placed her onto her belly. The air rushed from her mouth on a squeak. Aware
that squeak would soon be turning to a sigh of pure rapture, he rimmed the seam of her
buttocks with his cock, then slipped the lubricated head inside.

Candace tensed beneath him, pushed up with her hands against the mattress and

shook her head. “I don’t want this, Duane. I don’t.”

Yes, she did. He knew it. She knew it as well. She’d even said so. Said she wanted
the wolf to come out, to take her, to finally make her his and this is how that happened.
“Yes, you do, Candy. Just relax, sweetie. Relax and let it happen.”

Splaying a hand at her belly, Duane eased inside her buttocks. Her sphincter
muscles tightened around his shaft and he paused, reached a hand down and captured

her clit between his thumb and forefinger, pulled at the aroused bundle.

She bucked against him on a moan that quickly turned to a broken shout. “Stop it!

Goddammit, stop...please... I don’t want this.”
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“You said you did,” Duane snarled, hating the sound of her fear, the way it twisted
his gut, and hating even more that she could claim to be strong, to trust him not to hurt
her, only to prove she wasn’t strong and she didn’t trust him at all. It made him want to
push into her all the way, to take her hard and deep, to sink his fangs into her neck and

not care if she screamed in pain the entire time.

That last thought was too much. It wasn’t him that wanted those things, to punish
her for not believing in him; it was the beast within. Before that beast threatened to
overtake him and hurt Candy in the process, he moved off her, to the side of the bed,

and stood. She rolled onto her side and faced away from him.

The twisting in Duane’s gut turned to a bitter knot. She feared him so much she
couldn’t even look at him now. But no, she didn’t fear him. She couldn’t, not having
experienced what he just had, having tasted the passion and longing in her kiss. And
most of all because he didn’t sense it. She was giving off something, possibly even

something close to fear, but not the real emotion.

Whatever it was that she felt, he didn’t want to make it worse and yet he couldn’t
stop himself from biting out, “Damn it, Candace, you told me you wanted the wolf to

emerge. You fucking asked me to succumb!”
“I didn’t mean like that.”
The words were spoken low, shakily, so much unlike his Candace. His Candace

was all attitude, stubbornness, spoke her mind loudly and frankly. She would never

cower in a moment like this.

What would it take to get his Candace to come out? More questions, more pressing

her for action? “That is how it has to happen, Candy. That is how you become mine.”

Her shoulders shook and a sniff reached him. “Then I don’t want to be yours. I

don’t even care about you.”

He almost laughed. Others had tried to do this to him too, treat him so tenderly, so
lovingly, to go so far as to actually admit they cared about him, only to change their

minds. Those others he might have believed when they said they didn’t care any longer,
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but he would never believe Candy. Not when she’d spent the night seeing to his
welfare and foregoing sleep in the meanwhile. Sure as hell not when she’d cried over
him, let alone given in to him for sex of any kind. “You do care, Candy. That is one

thing you can’t lie to me about.”
“Fine. I care but not enough to let you do that to me.”
“Do that? That is nothing. I told you that you would enjoy it if you relaxed, if you

trusted me enough to give me a chance to show you. If you won’t even relax for that,

then what will you do when I change you?”

The shaking of her shoulders came to a halt. She rolled onto her back and looked at
him through murky eyes. “What do you mean, change me?”

“When I make you my mate forever. My wolf.”

“Your wolf...”

Candace sat and shook her head. No. No way could he mean that. She hadn’t even
been prepared to have him take her from behind, she could never accept becoming a

werewolf. The former had taken her aback, left her disturbed, distressed. The latter had

rage born of fear shooting to life deep within her soul.

She narrowed her eyes, flared her nostrils. “There is no way in hell I'm becoming a
werewolf. It's bad enough that you are, that I can feel something for you knowing that

you are. I can’t become one myself. I won't!”

Duane’s eyes glowed, fangs showed just past his curled upper lip. “You will do it.
You will become my mate and you will enjoy it. You will because you know we belong

together, that we’re family. You must submit to me.”

Never. Not at the price he demanded of her. She cared for him, had wanted to be
with him for years, but it was just too much. “The only thing I must do is kick your ass

out of this house.”
“I'm not going any goddam —"

“Candace?”
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They both turned toward the partially opened bedroom windows, to the shout that
drifted past the billowing curtains, followed by loud knocking. It was Andy’s voice and,
if his agitated tone were to be believed, then he’d been out there for a while. A glance at
the alarm clock told her why. They had a date tonight. A date that should have begun

ten minutes ago.

“Shit.” Candace moved off the bed and jerked her robe from its hanger near the

door. Andy’s shout came again and she growled in the back of her throat.

Why hadn’t Carrie answered the door? Come to think of it, why hadn’t her sister
checked on her even once today? Candace never left her door closed during the day and
she certainly never spent it sleeping unless she was deathly ill. Then there was the
matter of the shouting, not to mention the elated screams and squeaking bed. Carrie
had to have heard it all. Unless she wasn’'t home. Had she even been home last night
when Andy had dropped off Candace? Carrie’s bedroom door had been closed but

she’d never actually heard her sister inside the room.

“Maybe she decided at least one of you deserves to be happy and ran off to be with

her lover.”

And maybe he should just stay the hell out of her head, Candace thought with a

cutting glance at Duane. “Right, Carrie with a lover. I don’t think so.”
“You sure as hell thought so last night when it was me she was with.”

“I don’t want to think about last night.” Or this morning, or any time in the last
twenty-four hours. God, how was it possible for things to go from perfect to perfectly

miserable in such a short amount of time?

She had to get rid of Andy, then somehow convince Duane to leave as well. She
needed distance. Time to think, to sort out all the thoughts and feelings jumbled

together in her head. She reached for the doorknob, twisted.
“What's the matter, Prince Andy turn out to be a toad?”

Candace closed her eyes and blew out a hard breath at the resentfulness clear in

Duane’s words. She felt guilty over it, like she owed him an explanation. Like she
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should tell him the truth, that Andy hadn’t done anything for her one way or the other.
Only she couldn’t tell him the truth, because he would think she wanted him around.

And she didn’t. At least, not right now.

Andy’s pounding came once more and Candy knew what she had to do. Use the
man’s presence as her ticket out of this house and away from Duane. “Andy was

wonderful. Too much so to keep him waiting another second.”

Before Duane could respond, she stepped out the door and closed it tightly behind
her. Praying he wouldn’t follow, she went to the living room and opened the door far
enough so that Andy could see her face and little more. Candace had been prepared to
voice an apology, to explain she wasn't quite ready and would meet him at the

restaurant in twenty minutes. The sight of him stilled the words in her throat.

His face was cut in several places and a dark purplish-black bruise ringed his left
eye. She should have felt sympathy for him and whatever had happened since he’d last
seen her. Instead, Candace thought of Duane, of the way he’d looked when he’d come
to her last night. How afraid she’d been of losing him. She’d thought he would die. That
she’d never get to admit that she cared. That she’d never get to tell him she wasn’t half
as afraid of him as what she let on, that most of her anxiety was due to her own

overactive imagination and too-damned-lifelike dreams.

Was it that same anxiety that ate at her now? She certainly wasn’t afraid of Duane
and the things he wanted of her because she’d experienced them in the past. She had no
idea what it would be like to have him take her from behind any more than she did to
be a werewolf. Maybe she would even like it, them. Maybe even if she didn’t like them,

it would be worth enduring to be with him, to be his lover, his family.
“She’s busy.”

Candace’s thoughts evaporated at the sound of Duane’s sharp tone coming from
just behind her. His arm wrapped possessively around her middle, pulling her back

into the house and against his hard and very naked chest, while he opened the door the
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rest of the way with his other hand. Andy looked from her to Duane and back again

and his gaze turned shrewd and knowing.

So much for using him as an excuse to get out of here. She pried Duane’s arm from

her waist and swiveled to glare at him. “I don’t need your help.”

His lips curved in a predatory smile. “In that case maybe I should just go back to
bed and wait for you.” Before she could get out so much as a gasp in response, Duane

nodded at Andy’s face. “Rough morning?”
“Late night walk gone wrong.”

Duane’s smile slipped away and his gaze narrowed on the other man. “Shouldn’t

go up in the mountains at night. Dangerous place.”

Candy frowned at the odd remark. “What makes you think he was up in the

mountains last night?”

“Those marks on his face are from an animal, a canine one, so unless he got into it
with a damned big dog, I'm guessing he came across a wolf. The only place I've ever

seen wolves in this area is up in the mountains.”

Her stomach rumbled with the words, with the accusation that seemed to fill them.

The guilty look that flashed through Andy’s eyes made the rumbling all the worse.

The look passed and Andy said, “Part right, anyway; it was a canine, a damned big

one. I stopped to pet an Akita only to figure out she wasn’t feeling any too friendly.”
Duane chuckled, the sound low and mocking. “Bullshit, you did.”

Andy’s gaze narrowed. Temper flared in his eyes and turned their blue-green shade
stormy. There was something happening between the two men, something Candy

couldn’t name and yet she could feel it, stifling the air around them.
Not about to let it happen, whatever “it” was, she snarled at Duane, “Leave.”
“I was just about to,” Andy said.

Candace looked back at Andy. “I was talking about him, not you.”
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“Doesn’t matter. You two obviously have things to work out. I'm not sticking

around to hear them.”

Andy turned and headed for his truck. Candy closed the door and swiveled
around. She fisted her hands at her hips and glared but it was Duane who spoke first.
“You don’t want him, Candy.”

“You don’t know what the hell I want.” And frankly neither did she, outside of
time away from him. She strode toward her bedroom, intent on slamming the door in
his face and locking herself safely inside.

“Yes, I do. I know you don’t want Andy, because he’s just like me, but worse.”

The sobriety of Duane’s proclamation stopped her mad stride. She spun back to
find his eyes held the same serious note his voice had. “What is that supposed to mean?
He’s “like you'?”

“He’s a panther and, if the idea of mating with and becoming a wolf scares you,
you don’t even want to think about what it would mean to be with him.”

He’s...a...panther...

Candace huffed out a breath and closed her eyes, not wanting to believe it. The
flash of fangs in candlelight sprang to mind, followed by the guilty look in Andy’s eyes
both last night at dinner and this evening at her door. Shit. The man was a panther.
And, like the idiot she was, she’d all but thrown herself into his lap in the hopes of
forgetting another just like him or close enough to it for her piece of mind.

The accusation in Duane’s words when he called Andy a liar returned to her and
she realized what he’d meant. “You think he’s the one who attacked you?”

Duane nodded. “I don’t think, I know. I followed him last night after he left your
place. He went up into the mountains and his truck disappeared. Next thing I knew, a
panther was on me. Those marks on Andy’s face aren’t from any dog, they’re from me.”

If she hadn’t spent the last ten months coming to terms with the fact there were

werewolves and her feelings were wrapped up in one in particular, Duane’s comment
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about the marks on Andy’s face being from him might have bothered her. She had
spent the last ten months coming to terms with it and the only thing she heard was that
he’d followed her date after the man had left her house. And she knew why. Because in
Duane’s mind she was his to control. He thought she should lay down her sense of self
for him, give in to his every demand. Turn into a werewolf and howl at the fucking
moon until her throat hurt too badly to speak. Only she wouldn’t be speaking because

werewolves couldn’t talk. At least, not outside of her dreams and nightmares.

She might not know what the lifestyle of a werewolf was like but she also wouldn’t
be finding out. Not when it came at the expense of being controlled by a man, of being
made to do every damned thing he wanted whether she was comfortable with it or not.
Not even if choosing not to become one meant walking away from a man she cared

about more than she would ever care for another.

“You're right. I don’t want him. I don’t want either of you. I just want my normal
life back. If you truly love me the way you say you do, then you'll give me that. You'll
leave right now and never again say a word about what you are or what the two of us

are meant to be.”
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Chapter Eight

“Can you stay four over?”

Candace turned from her locker where she was grabbing her street clothes to
change into when the head nurse’s question reached her. It was a pointless one, since

Nikki asked it at least once a week and every time Candace said, “Sure thing.”
Why shouldn’t she? It wasn’t as though she had anything else to do.

She couldn’t even pass time by bickering with Carrie. Her sister was back in school
and apparently taking her studies very seriously, in that she was spending all her

evenings and even some of her nights at the campus library.

There was always the alternative of going home and attempting to catch up on all
the sleep she’d missed these last weeks. Only Candace knew damned well that would
never happen. Just like she would never ask any of her family members if they’d seen

or heard from Duane in the past month.

That wasn’t to say they didn’t try to tell her without her having to ask. At some
point in time, everyone in her family had attempted to confront her about him and what
had happened between them. As much as she’d been tempted, she hadn’t been able to
open up, not even about those parts of their relationship that didn’t border on the
surreal. It was her inability to do so that led to the thing she did instead of sleeping at
night. She stared at the ceiling and thought of Duane, wondered how he was doing, if
he was spending his time overseeing the neighboring city’s Sportie’s shop now that late
spring was upon them, or if he was at another location altogether. And, the worst
thought of all, if he’d been serious when he’d said she was his only one, that he would
never take another woman for his mate, for his family, or if he’d already moved on to

someone new and far more receptive to his needs.
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Refusing to think of another woman in his bed, howling her rapture as he took her
over the edge, Candace rehung the shirt she’d taken out and closed the locker door. She

forced a smile for Nikki. “Sure thing. I'll just grab a soda and be over.”
“Great. Thanks.”

After stopping at the cafeteria to down a diet soda, Candace made her way to
Trauma. Mount Mercy was a large hospital and the registration area was situated in the
middle of the waiting area and the dozen plus examination rooms. She stopped at the
check-in desk to see if help was needed anywhere in particular. Before she could even
get the question out, the piercing wail of an ambulance filtered in from the automatic

doors that led outside.

Instinctively, Candy ran to meet the ambulance crew. A doctor and nurse carting a
gurney followed closely on her heels. The EMTs transferred the injured man from the
rig to the cot and, after rattling off his information, vitals and injuries, handed him off to

the hospital’s care.

“Still can’t believe he hit a wolf in that area,” the driver of the rig said to his partner
moments later, as the two men started for the registration desk to fill out the necessary

forms. “Never heard of one being that far down from the mountains.”

Candace had been moving on rote, doing her best to help the injured man relax
and, along with the other nurse, assisting the doctor in whatever way she could. She
froze now, her heart pummeling into her throat, and looked from the patient’s pale face
to the EMT who'd just spoken. He was several yards away with his back to her. More
than likely she’d heard him wrong. But what if she hadn’t? “Did you say a wolf?”

He turned to her and nodded. “Yeah, over at Fifth and Hill.”

Fifth and Hill. A few blocks from her house. A wolf.

The words slammed into her one by one, each sending her pulse to beating a little

louder between her ears, her heart into thumping harder against her ribs.

“How is he?” she asked, struggling to keep her welling panic at bay.
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“Like I said, lower half of the leg’s shattered from where he tried to brace himself

when he crashed but, other than that, minor cuts and bruises. He got lucky.”

Candace’s fingers curled with the half-wit response. She wanted to reach out and
shake the idiot. She settled on gritting her teeth and moving closer to snap at him, “Not

the man, the wolf! How is the wolf?”
He frowned, then, “Dead. Guy was going almost forty. Happened on impact.”
Dead. As in dead? Like D-E-A-D, dead?

Her mind spun, lightheadedness swamped her. She shook her head, forcing it off.
She couldn’t faint. She had to know more. She had to know that it wasn’t Duane. It

couldn’t be him. It was impossible. Because.. .just because.
“Candy, they need you in room three.”

She heard the request, recognized the voice and yet couldn’t get herself to turn and
acknowledge it. She couldn’t break eye contact with the EMT. If she did, he would leave
and he couldn’t leave. Not until she had all the facts. Not until he told her the truth, that

Duane wasn’t dead. “What color was the wolf?”
Once more the man frowned but then answered, “Brown.”

Oh, God... Not brown, any color but brown. It was too uncommon. Wolves were

gray or white or...something. Not brown. Not many. One was. Shit.

Sucking in a calming breath, she moved closer to the man, stopped just short of

grabbing his shirt front and shaking. “Brown, like chestnut brown?”
“Never been big on colors but sure, I guess you could say so.”

“No.” No, she could not. And neither should he, because the wolf hadn’t been
brown. It hadn’t. But it had. The man said it had!

This wasn’t happening. Damn it, it could not be happening!
“He a friend of yours or something?”

Candace laughed hysterically as the stupidity of that question rolled over, reached

deep down inside. No, Duane was not a friend. He was her everything. He was the man
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she cared about more than anyone or anything else in this world. No, not cared about.

He was the man she loved. Her family. And he was dead.
No...

Emotions charged up her throat, tears stormed into her eyes. She pushed them
back, pushed calmness into her voice. Just managed to quell the renewed urge to grab
the man by the shirt collar and shake. “Are you sure he’s dead? Maybe he was just
badly hurt. Maybe he just needs —"

“Candy, they need you in room three. Stat.”

The word “stat” was the only reason that Candace turned to the speaker of that last
request, which sounded much more like a command. Nikki stared at her, her expression

somewhere between speculation and annoyance.

Candy nodded numbly. “Right. Room three.” But, no, not right. She couldn’t stay
here and pretend like nothing was wrong. Like Duane didn’t need her help. He needed
her help, because no matter what the EMT had said, he wasn’t dead. He was just hurt
badly and, with a little care from her, he would be fine in the morning. “No. I-I can’t. I
have to go. I... I forgot. I have a dentist appointment.”

“Cancel,” Nikki said firmly. “I need you here. In that roo—"

“I'm sorry,” Candy snapped back, “but someone else needs me more.”

Nikki spoke further words but Candace had no idea what they were, she was
already running out the door and through the parking lot for her car. She didn’t even
have her damned purse she realized as she flung open the car door and jumped inside.
That was okay though, she didn’t need her purse. She kept a spare ignition key in the
back of the glove box. All three of her brothers had told her it was a stupid thing to do.
It didn’t seem stupid now; it seemed like the smartest thing she had ever done in her
life.

Except for telling Duane she cared. Only she hadn’t followed that caring through

with trust. Goddammit, why hadn’t she been stronger for him? For both of them.
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She started the car and backed out of the lot, pulled onto the street with an angry
screech of tires. She’d gone a few miles when she realized she didn’t even know where
she was going. They wouldn’t have left a dead wolf on the side of the street. They
would have taken it somewhere. But where? The city morgue? No, not for a wolf. More
likely Duane’s body had been taken back to animal control by whatever cops had

responded to the accident.

Duane’s body. The thought ricocheted through her mind, down her throat and tore
at her heart. He’s not really dead. He’s not really dead. So long as she kept telling herself
that he wouldn’t be. He couldn’t be.

Three miles from the police station, Candace realized she was in front of Nate and
Kelsey’s house. She didn’t want to take the time to stop and yet instinct told her she had
to. It was almost six o’clock. Her brother always watched the news. What if the accident

was on there? What if he recognized the wolf and figured things out for himself?

That couldn’t happen. She had to be the one to tell Nate his best friend was dead.
That he was never coming back. That he’d died feeling unloved and alone because she
was a heartless bitch who’d been too afraid to believe in him and try something a little

different with her life.
Dead. Dead. Dead.

The words chanted through her mind as she flew into Nate’s driveway, threw the
shifter into park and shot out of the vehicle and up the front porch steps. She pushed
the door open at the same time that someone opened it from the inside and collided

hard with her brother.

Nate caught her shoulders and stilled her. In that jarring moment, reality hit Candy
like a slap in the face. She’d been so afraid of Nate seeing Duane’s dead body on TV but
the truth was Nate didn’t even know that Duane was a werewolf. Duane was dying,
maybe already dead, and here she was, standing in her brother’s doorway, wasting

impossibly precious time.
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She shook her shoulders, fought at his grip, trying to get him to loosen up, but his

hold remained firm, his look one of intolerable dread.

“Candy, what the hell’s the matter with you?”

Shit. She had to tell him now. She had no choice.

She opened her mouth to speak but no words came out. No sound. She tried again,
managed a whispered, “It’s...it's Duane. He’s... Oh, God, Nate, he’s...he’s dead.”

The dread on his face waged on and she guessed he was taking it in slowly,
digesting it and coming to term with the reality his best friend was no more.

Nate let her shoulders go then tossed back his head and laughed. Hard.

He stopped laughing and smiled at her. “I think you seriously need to consider

taking a longer vacation next time, sis. Duane isn’t dead. He’s in the kitchen with Kelsey
and Mom and Dad.”

Candace’s throat closed up. Her heart seemed to stop as well. She closed her eyes
and focused on getting air into her lungs, to making her heart beat normally again.
When she felt as though she wouldn’t pass out, she opened her eyes and looked at
Nate. Replayed the words in her mind, then barked out, “What?”

He nodded. “We're having dinner. What most normal people do this time of night

instead of working themselves into an early grave or, in your case, a panic attack.”

She narrowed her eyes at the accusation. A panic attack? He thought she was
having a fucking panic attack? His best friend was dead and he thought— But no,

Duane wasn’t dead. Nate had just said so. He’d said Duane was in the kitchen.

The reality behind those words crashed through her in a temporarily blinding haze.
She froze for a moment, unable to move so much as an inch, and then she pushed past

Nate and bolted into the kitchen.
“Candace!” he shouted after her.

“Candy, honey, what’s the matter?” her mother asked, concern etched into her tone.
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Candace shut out both voices and focused on the man looking at her from the far

end of the table. His hazel eyes filled with very real and very alive emotion.

Duane’s nostrils flared and she knew he was sensing her fear, reading into her
thoughts. He knew what was going on in her mind and still she couldn’t stop herself
from murmuring it aloud, “You're alive. Not dead. Alive.”

He smiled slowly, sexily, sensuously. “Looks that way to me.”

Why, the idiot! She ought to smack him for looking so good, so alive. Alive. What
he was. Not dead. But alive. “Someone hit a wolf a few blocks from here and it died,”

she said on a rush. “I thought... I thought you were dead.”

“Why in the hell, with all the traffic around here, would you think he was the one
who hit the wolf?” Nate asked from where he’d entered the kitchen behind her.

“I didn’t think he hit the wolf. I thought that he—"
“I'm fine, Candy,” Duane cut her off. “I'm not hurt, not even scratched.”

The sudden intensity of his look caught up with her and she realized what she’d
been about to admit. She truly was having a panic attack if she would come so close to
sharing Duane’s secret with everyone here. “I'm sorry,” she said, focusing on him,

hoping her look conveyed the truth of that. She backed toward the door. “I should go.”

“Stay for dinner, Candy,” Kelsey said from her seat next to Duane. “There’s plenty
to go around.” Her face lit with a dimpled smile as she added, “Not to mention I'm

dying to tell someone else what an incredible time we had in the Caribbean.”

“No. I-I can’t. I have to get back to work.” If she even still had a job after the way

she’d run off.

Duane pushed back his chair and stood, rounded the table. “Let me walk you out.”

Please.

As much as she had to talk to him, to explain what a fool she’d been, she knew she

didn’t want it to happen here, in her brother’s house, where everyone would hear.
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Only, Duane’s silent plea and the concern that had overtaken his face, now that he was

facing away from the others, were too much to ignore. “Okay.”

Candace said a quick goodbye to her parents. Then, after promising to stop by soon
and hear all about Nate and Kelsey’s honeymoon, she walked with Duane into the
living area that led to the foyer. Now that the bulk of her panic was over, she felt
incredibly stupid for acting the way she had. In the past, she might have written it off

with sarcasm. Today, she couldn’t do that. Not with Duane.

She stopped walking and turned to him, licked her too dry lips and met his eyes.

“I'm sorry about that. I just thought—"
“That someone finally killed me the way you’re always threatening to do?”

His grin sparked and she ached to close the short distance between them and melt
against him. She couldn’t do that. She couldn’t seek comfort in his arms until she had

out all those things she needed to say. And then, only if he took her back.

Her belly pinched tight. He had to take her back. They belonged together. They
both knew it. He had for a long time, she finally did as well and with a level of
understanding that before she could only have imagined. She thought succumbing to
him meant giving up her sense of self, giving in to his every demand. It didn’t. And
he’d tried to tell her as much on several occasions. For some reason his words had never
sunk in before today. They did now and she understood succumbing to him meant him
succumbing to her in return, to giving and taking in equal shares, to broadening her

sense of self and attaining an even stronger awareness. Of being a family.
“I panicked,” she admitted. “I thought you were gone. I thought I'd lost you.”
His grin slipped away and he narrowed his gaze. “I thought’s what you wanted?”

“So did I but I was wrong,” she said solemnly, then added on a lighter note, “I
know that’s hard to believe, me being wrong twice in the same month, but I was.” She
sobered again and gave into her urge to step forward, to reach a hand to his face, rub

her thumb over his cheek and down along his goatee.
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“What I want isn’t for you to go away,” she said softly. “What I want is for you to
stay. To be with me, so I can be with you. What I want is everything, Duane. I said that
before but that time I didn’t know enough to mean it. This time, I do. This time, I'm

sure. | want to be a wolf, Duane. I want you to make me your—"
“I don’t think you should be driving.”

The distressed sound of Nate’s voice cut Candace off. Refusing to remove her hand
from Duane’s face, even if the intimate touch would cause her brother to jump to

conclusions — ones that were one hundred percent accurate — she turned toward Nate.

He stood just outside the kitchen door, an odd look on his face somewhere between
shock and mystification. “You aren’t making any sense, Candy. People don’t just

become wolves. Maybe in the movies, but not in real life. Tell her, Duane.”

She was caught up in emotion, still feeling fragments of residual panic, and yet
Candace heard the hesitation in her brother’s words. He wasn’t just asking for her sake,
he was asking for his own. Did he somehow know? Could Kelsey’s brother have told

him about Duane? Did Kelsey even know about Andy? Did Nate?

I doubt either of them know about him. But Nate, at least, knows something isn’t right with
me. One day I'll tell him why. We will together. Just not today.

Duane followed that thought up with a nod of accord. “He’s right, Candy. You
can’t go back to work in your condition. Maybe not even tomorrow.” He looked to

Nate. “Don’t worry about her, man. I'll take her home and see that she gets to bed.”

Nate glanced from Candace to Duane, his mouth edging somewhere between a
smile and a frown, as if he couldn’t decide how he felt about the two of them being

together. Finally, he nodded. “Fine. Just...be nice to her.”
“I won’t do anything she doesn’t want me to do,” Duane promised.

Nate opened his mouth to say something in response but then shut it and waved

toward the door. “Just go and take care of her already.”
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Duane had done exactly as he’d promised Nate, took Candace to his home and saw
that she got to bed. Being the overachiever he was—at least when it came to a certain
woman and certain situations that involved that particular woman —he even took it one
step further and climbed into bed along with her. Sleep, well, it was a good thing he
hadn’t promised Nate to see his sister got any of that, as there didn’t appear to be any

on the foreseeable horizon.

Candy was gloriously naked and on her knees on the king-sized bed, her breath
coming in jagged pants, her breasts heavy with arousal and filling his hands. His cells
were on fire with the need to finally make her his, in body if not yet in form. Yet he
stopped himself from pumping into her buttocks the way he burned to do and asked

one last time, “Are you sure you want this?”

“Yes,” she breathed, rearing back against his rock-hard shaft, trying to get him

between her butt cheeks by her own means. “I want it. I want you, Duane. I love you.”

The words were remarkable, ones he could hear every day of his life and never tire
of. He planned on doing just that, just as he planned on speaking his own in return

every day, night and numerous times in between.

After rubbing his cock along the seam of her ass one last time, he pushed the pre-
cum-lubricated head inside until he reached her sphincter muscle. She tensed for an
instant, the muscle tensing in turn, and then both loosened again as she demanded,

“Now! I want you inside of me now.”

Candace reared back against him again and this time he met her thrust with one of
his own in the opposite direction. He pumped his cock deep inside the slick valley of
her ass and she squealed out with the rapid entry while her fingers dove into the sheets,

clawing against the navy silk and turning her knuckles white.

“Too much? Tell me if it is, sweetie. Tell me to stop.” It very well might kill him to
stop now but, if she asked, he would do it. There would always be another day, another

time for them to become mates in more ways than just in hearts.
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“You will not stop!” she bit out. “You will move!”

He chuckled at her demand. If those weren’t the sweetest words he’d ever heard,
then he didn’t know what were. Actually, Duane realized as he gave in to her request
and his own burning need, pulling his cock almost all the way out of her buttocks and
then thrusting into her again to the sound of her ecstatic screams, he did. He voiced
them now, “I love you, Candy. Always. Forever. You're my family. Everything I've

always wanted. Dreamed of. Mine.”

Her body trembled beneath his, her muscles tugging at his cock, urging him to
release inside her, to spurt his seed and finally make her his. He leaned down over her,
until her back was flush with his chest, and pulled at her nipples, teasing, toying,
twisting until fevered cries rang from her lips. He took her neck in his teeth then. Let his

fangs emerge ever so slightly and bit down.

Candy’s tremors turned to shakes and her moves to jarring slams, her buttocks
grinding hard against his groin and her pussy dripping with her juices against his balls.
The scent of her sweet arousal filled his nostrils, had his cock growing thicker, longer,
wider within her ass, his fangs emerging to sink farther in her neck. For a moment, he

feared it was too much and then she shouted a euphoric, “Ye-esss!”

She reared back one last time and her sphincter contracted around him, tugged at
his cock until he was powerless to giving in. He didn’t even try to prolong it. He had no
reason to. He could feel the orgasm sliding through her, hear its effects in her thoughts
and feel them as the cum drained from her body and soaked his balls and the bed
beneath them. As his own shot into her buttocks, filled her up in a warm, wet stream,

she turned her neck against his mouth and growled, “Mine.”

“Yours, huh?” Duane asked teasingly moments later as he pulled her into his arms
and kissed the bite marks on her neck.

Candace smiled back, her eyes dark gold and filled with love. Her voice was
anything but, biting out, “Yes, you're mine. To control. To have whenever I want. To

demand you give me endless pleasure.”
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He chuckled, aware just how much truth there was to the venomous tone —not very
damned much. Moving to her lips, he kissed her soundly. “Don’t forget about taking

you hunting at night for road kill and field mice, every werewolf’s entrée of choice.”

She laughed, then sobered. “I seriously think you need an education if you think

that’s what us werewolves like to eat.”
All humor drained away with her seriousness. “’Us werewolves’?”
She licked her lips and nodded. “I'm ready.”

Ready. As in, ready to change. Ready to become his in more than just heart and

body. In form. “You're sure?”
“You said it wouldn’t hurt, right?”

Duane recalled the way she’d responded to his tonguing her that afternoon after
he’d met up with Andy in his wolf form. She’d more than enjoyed the scrape of his
fangs against her clit, just as she’d enjoyed them on her neck now. “Did you like
becoming my mate?”

Her eyes widened slightly, her pupils dilating just enough to tell him she’d liked it
and then some. “If you really have to ask that, then you truly are an idiot.”

“I don’t, but I love it when you get bitchy with me.” To the sound of her gasp, he
moved down her body and settled his hands on her thighs, pushed her legs up. “Open
up, sweetie. Your inner wolf’s down here, just waiting to come out and play.”

Parting her thighs, she raised an eyebrow. “Down there?”

“Oh, yeah.” He planted a kiss on the ticklish pear-shaped birthmark that lined her
upper thigh. To the squeal of her laughter, he moved lower still and sniffed at her
arousing scent. He brushed his goatee over the sodden curls that covered her mound,
then parted those curls and sank his tongue deep inside her warm, waiting wetness.
Slowly, he allowed the wolf in him to take over, to emerge. To become whole.

The grating sound of bones shifting and changing filled the air for several seconds

and then faded away to nothing but the excited sound of Candace’s panting breaths.
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Duane looked up at her through his wolf’s eyes and brushed his cold, wet nose over
her clit, followed it with the gentle rasp of a fang. Her pussy pulsed in response, let
loose a flood of juices. Her eyes darkened and her fingers dove into his long fur. He
moved his fangs to either side of her clit and sank them into the delicate flesh that
surrounded it as he plunged his tongue deep inside her core. Her hips bucked up off

the bed and her fingers clenched in his hair.

“Oh, God, Duane,” she breathed as he increased the pressure of his sucks, his
thrusts. “I want to become a wolf at least once a day. On second thought,” she bit out a

on a harsh pant as his tongue lengthened and widened to its fullest, “make that twice.”
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Epilogue

Candace pulled into the parking deck of Vaughn Technologies, fighting off anxiety.
Joe was going to be ecstatic, just as the rest of the family would be about her news. Still,
Candy hadn’t expected this day to ever come, let alone so soon, and the idea of telling
her oldest brother she was engaged had her belly coiling with tension. Deep down, she
knew the truth. She wasn’t anxious about sharing the news she and Duane were getting
married, but that the outcome of that marriage would be children they both wanted
badly and soon, yet also ones she had no idea of what to expect. Would they be human?

Wolves? Mixed breeds like their parents?

According to Duane and what he’d learned in speaking with others of their kind,
they would be the latter, but more than likely come out in their wolf form. And that was
the real cause of her nerves. Before that day came, they would have to tell her family the
truth about them, not to mention find an obstetrician who wasn’t afraid of delivering

werepups, potentially a whole litter of them.
First things first, though. Sharing her happy news with Joe.

Mentally calming herself, Candace made her way from the closed-in ground-level
deck to the third floor of the technological building that housed Joe’s office along with
numerous others. It was after five already but she knew her brother well. He was
working an extra hour or two a day now to compensate for next month, when his son

was due and he’d want to take off several days in a row, if not more.

Reaching his closed office door, she heard the echo of his deep voice from inside.
Just like she’d guessed, working late. Candy took one long, nerve-fortifying breath, then

turned the doorknob, pushed in and...came to a mind-jarring halt.

The deep voice she’d heard seconds ago was louder now, far more understandable,

and didn’t belong to her brother for a second. It also wasn’t her brother who stood on
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the opposite end of Joe’s spacious office. That man was clad in nothing more than black
suit pants, his dark hair shot with gray at the temples, and in his hand was a whip. A
whip he brought down soundly on the bared and reddened backside of a blonde.

Candace’s speeding thoughts came to a grating halt at that last observation. Forcing
herself to look past the actions of the man, she concentrated on the woman. On the
blonde. The one who was bent over and manacled to the arms of Joe’s desk chair and
shouting out her pleas for mercy. Pleas that sounded more like ecstatic requests for the
man never to stop. Pleas that rang out in a voice Candy recognized to a heart-stopping
certainty, just as she recognized the woman’s fair blonde hair. It wasn’t in a ponytail

now, the way she always wore it, but that didn’t change the facts.
Good God, Carrie?

But, no, it couldn’t be. Her sister never wore her hair down. Didn’t even seem the
least bit interested in men. She sure as hell wasn’t subservient—that trait wasn’t built
into the Anderson gene pool. Then there was the little matter of Carrie being at the
university library this evening, cramming for a coming exam. That’s what she’d told
Candy this morning. Had told her almost the same damned thing the morning before
that and the one before... Oh my... No. No way. She couldn’t have been lying that

whole time. This couldn’t be her sexually reserved little sister —

The blonde’s head fell back suddenly, her facial features coming into clear view,
and Candace all but swallowed her tongue. She blinked back her stupefaction, her

shock, the sensation she was going to pass out, to gasp, “Holy shit! Carrie?”

“Oh. My. God.” The words tumbled from Carrie’s lips on a squeak. Candy repeated
them silently, only with far more strength. Their overprotective older brothers were
going to freak.

Well, Candace did still owe Nate for making her stand up with Duane in his and
Kelsey’s wedding. Not that she was actually upset about that anymore. Or that she
planned to get retribution by telling him their baby sister was not only seeing a much

older man, if the gently graying hair was any sign, but one that was into whips and
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handcuffs. Judging by the elated look on Carrie’s face just before she’d spotted Candy

and horror overtook her expression, Carrie was in to it every bit as much herself.

Oh, dear Lord. And she’d thought her secret was big.
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