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Shepherd’s Watch: Serviced

J. Hali Steele

 


Ren Alsatian is no one’s guide dog, but when forced to care for a blind woman, the last thing Ren expects is the straight-laced librarian who reads him like a book. She fills his dreams nightly with page after page of raw sex between the dusty aisles. He wants to show her how to smell, touch and taste again.

 


Marguerite Pinkston knows it isn’t going to be easy living with the service animal assigned to her. She dislikes dogs and this one comes with a handler whose husky voice and wild, sexy scent enflame her with visions of entwined bodies. If only she could see…








 


 


 


Chapter One

 


Begging wasn’t how Ren wanted to start his day, but shit happens. It always did when he worked an assignment in Vegas.

Shaking his head, he moved up and down the neat, color-coordinated row of shoeboxes in his dressing room, peering into the see-through sides. Nothing. Not a goddamn thing to match his new outfit. Well, nothing that he wanted to pair it with anyway. Ripped jeans and sneaks would work fine for anyone else.

The gig Ren was handling tonight called for him to blend in with his client -- some new kid on the hip hop scene he’d be shadowing at the music awards.

So he’d beg. Just a small advance until payday. His older brother, Max, not only held the company purse strings, but this morning at breakfast the shadows under his eyes were darker than usual and he’d been in a piss-poor mood. Not getting laid enough, if you ask me. The speech about spending money to make an unnecessary fashion statement was growing old and Ren didn’t feel like hearing it today.

Who would notice his feet anyway? By the end of the evening, his feet would be bare if he was lucky. Jobs like tonight’s concert always ended with him getting laid and he was in dire need of some female attention. A smile tugged at his mouth and his cock twitched to life, forcing him to use his hand to adjust himself. “Easy, boy, we’ll take care of you real good tonight.” For crying out loud, now I’m talking to my dick. Life, sometimes, was a bitch.

Ren Alsatian and his brothers, Max and Wade, were German shepherds masquerading as men. Shifters, if you wanted to call them that. His brow puckered. A genetic fuckup is what they were thanks to Mendel the maverick Austrian monk who studied more than pea cells.

Ren and his brothers had resided all over the world since they had been accidentally set free in the mid 1800s. Keeping to their very small packs, they were unknown to most paranormal creatures. There was no fancy magic like disappearing or mind reading, though they had a heightened sixth sense. They had extraordinary olfactory abilities and their hearing was sharpened. The shepherds were like cheetahs on steroids when it came to running -- they didn’t grow tired.

As dogs, they were abnormally strong and were immune to human diseases. There were only a few packs, and one in Europe had a doctor who had discovered that they aged only in human form, but at a much slower rate than normal men.

The Alsatians had all been given a clean bill of health when the doc was in the States a few months back. He said they each resembled human males in their thirties.

That was the limit of anything special.

Well, there was the alpha control they were able to exhibit over other breeds, which was put down to shepherds being smarter than most dogs anyway. “And much better looking.” Ren glanced at his reflection as he passed the mirror. The black jeans and pale gray turtleneck he wore looked fine. He had given up on finding the perfect shoes. He had a few hours yet.

Bounding down the steps, he joined his brothers in the office to discuss business and anything else that might be pressing. They owned and operated Shepherd’s Watch, an elite company that provided professional protection and guard dog services to the rich and famous -- or infamous, depending on how you looked at it.

Max eyed his watch. “Ren, how many times do I need to remind you we start at nine?”

“Christ, it’s ten after.” Wade slouched across from him, his mouth a slash, his eyes barely slits.

What the hell was going on? “I was looking for something. Let’s get started.”

“Shoes?”

“What?” Ren peeked under the table. “Aww, fuck.” He still wore his slippers. “Hell, now you’ll rag me about how I dress for meetings.” He glared at Wade. “What’s your problem?”

“Screw you, Ren.”

“You’re both acting like someone died or something.”

Max gritted his teeth and the sound skidded across Ren’s nerves. Shit. Something was up. Maybe his brother had good reason to be irritated this morning.

“There was an accident last night with one of the rotties guarding the senator.”

“Damn, I keep telling you those guys are rough around the edges. Who was handling?” Some of the human employees had a tough time with the stronger dogs. Rots and pits only went out with experienced controllers because of their inherently rowdy nature.

“Daggett.”

“He’s one of the best.” Ren turned to Wade. “Guess you know what happened since Dag’s a friend of yours.”

“What does his being my friend have to do with anything?” Wade’s eyes remained lidded, his voice gravelly.

“Don’t go all defensive, tell me what happened.”

“Senator Gardner hugged some lady, she dropped her purse and when she bent to pick it up, she lost her balance.” His eyes cast down. “She fell back into Dag and the dog went berserk.” Wade cleared his throat. “The rot slammed her face-down on the pavement.”

“Shit, is she okay?” Ren swallowed hard.

“Dag’s at the hospital with the senator now.” Wade’s voice cracked. “The rot’s dead. Daggett broke his neck pulling him back. Everything happened so fast and he feels responsible.”

Shepherd’s Watch had lost dogs before. Clients, too, for that matter. Why was this one different? “Accidents do happen.”

Max stood and walked to the open bay window. Curtains billowed in the morning breeze. “The woman is the senator’s niece; he raised her like a daughter.” Turning back to the table, he said, “He’s pretty upset.”

“She’s going to be okay, right?” Senator Jack Gardner was actually a good politician and a nice person. He had connections everywhere, even Hollywood. He’d recommended clients, and Ren didn’t want to think what could happen if he pulled his business from the Watch.

A heavy sigh floated on the breeze. “She’s blind. Doctors aren’t sure how long it will last or if she’ll ever see again.” The chair thudded on the floor when Max sat down. “He wants us to supply a guide dog and a handler to help her adjust.”

“We can’t, everybody who’s capable of that kind of service is on assignment. We don’t have time to train a new dog.” Wade and Max continued to stare at him in silence. Finally, it hit Ren like a ton of bricks. “No. Fucking. Way.” Coffee cups clattered in their saucers when his fist hit the table. “I’ve got an assignment. I’m not babysitting some blind chick. Find someone else, man.” The chair scraped loudly across the floor as he stood.

“Wade will cover the concert.” Max slid an envelope across the table. “You’re all we got and… uhh… you can handle both roles. After all, she’s blind and won’t see you shift. In here is everything we know about her, where she lives and works, even what she likes to read.” His fingers tapped annoyingly on the envelope. Ren opened his mouth and Max’s hand flew up. “You’re it. I’ll do everything possible to get you out of this as soon as I can. We can’t lose the senator’s contract.”

Ren’s growl circled the room, bouncing from the walls. He ripped his clothes from his body without a care and fell to his knees. The long velvety snout was already forming and his hands twisted into gnarled paws. Ren didn’t even feel the fleeting pain associated with the change as a hunch pulled his shoulders up. Sucking in a draft of air, he slammed his front paws to the wood floor. Toenails scraped beneath his weighty body.

Raising his head, he loosed a howl that would have made a wolf proud.

* * *

She shivered at the clicking sound of nails scraping across the floor outside her living room door, and wished she’d kept her jacket on. A dog. From the sounds of it -- a very large dog. It would be living with her in the spacious guest house she occupied on the grounds of her uncle’s home.

Marguerite Pinkston clenched her hands at her sides. She’d moved around a lot and didn’t have a dog when she was growing up. She wasn’t afraid of them but they were hairy, messy animals, and having one underfoot now wasn’t what she wanted. She squeezed her eyes shut, and in slow motion she saw the big square head of a huge black dog coming at her again. That could be the last thing she’d ever remember seeing.

She’d had a slight concussion. Tests showed a swelling around the optic nerves. According to the doctor, she should have regained her sight once it had gone down. Almost a month later nothing had changed and more tests were inevitable.

Her first day home and she fought back tears at the idea she needed a guide dog. “Uncle Jack, can’t we just get a visiting nurse?”

“Marguerite, we don’t know how long this may last. You need to start preparing yourself if you expect to get around on your own.”

“How does one prepare for never seeing the sun shine?” Tears slid silently in rivulets down her cheeks. “How will I do my job at the library? And please stop calling me Marguerite. You know I prefer Margy.”

“Honey, give it time.”

A throat cleared, reminding her of when she came to in the hospital. Ren Alsatian. He’d stayed with her day and night, never saying a word unless spoken to. Ren escorted her to therapy, guided her back to her hospital bed, and only left when she slept. He would handle the dog that would be her eyes for God knows how long. The few times he approached the subject, she’d cut him off, hoping it wouldn’t be necessary.

This morning he’d arrived at her home with the animal that restlessly moved about in her hall. She missed Ren and the way he touched her, the way he moved quietly around her. Margy missed the smell of him.

“Miss Pinkston, Ren will stay with you until you no longer need him.”

That was Max Alsatian. Funny how she’d learned to tell them apart so quickly. Their voices sounded practically alike. She dabbed her eyes with a tissue. “What’s the dog’s name?”

“The dog…” Waiting, Margy shredded the material in her hands. “His name is Shooby.” Her hands shook at the low growling. He sounded so close.

“Margy, I’ve got to attend a luncheon so I’ll leave you to get familiar with everyone. I trust these men explicitly.”

She listened to her uncle’s steps retreat down the hall, and jumped at the sound of Max’s voice. “I’m going to bring the dog over so he can smell you. You need to touch him and become used to him. He’s been all through the house and he’ll prevent you from bumping into things. You’ve had quite a shock, and though it’s your home, it’ll take some getting used to again.”

The jingle of chain drove home the seriousness of her situation, but there would be no more tears. Her back stiffened. “Let’s get it over with.” The staff at the hospital had prepared her as much as they could. Though she wasn’t resigned to being blind, she wasn’t given to whining.

She regretted that she hadn’t let Ren tell her more about the service animal while she was in therapy, but she couldn’t bear it. Heat flared up her neck and touched her cheeks. The things she’d thought about each time she heard his deep voice. She’d wet more than one pair of panties listening to him.

Padded footfalls inched closer and closer, taking her mind off the handler. Puffs of air brushed her bare legs and made her wish she’d worn pants.

“I’ll place your hand on his head and I want you to touch him, run your hands down his back to feel his size. He’s a shepherd. They’re very smart, and he’ll guard you once you’re secure enough to leave the house.”

Margy’s fingers tingled as she pushed through the thick fur. It was soft and warm. Not at all what she expected. Muscles bunched and rolled beneath her palm. She shuddered but it wasn’t fear. “I heard a chain,” Margy blurted in an effort to regain her composure. “What’s it for?”

“The harness for walking outside. You’ll be shown how to use it later.” The chain rattled onto the coffee table. “At night, he’ll stay outside your door unless you wish otherwise.”

“Where’s Ren?”

“He’s… He’s unloading and putting his things in the guest room. There may be times he’ll leave you with the dog but don’t worry, Shooby is well trained to service all your needs.” She tilted her head at Max’s chuckle. “He’ll even fetch from the refrigerator.”

She continued to stroke the dog and scratch behind its ears. The animal panted and hunched up into her hand. “Oh!” A cold nose bumped her thigh and a loud sniff followed as he nudged at her skirt.

“A sign of affection, but if you don’t like it, tell him no. Ren has probably filled you in on the proper language and he’ll teach you to use the animal as an extension of yourself.”

“Has he ever bitten anyone?”

“Ren?”

Hesitant laughter slipped from her mouth -- the first in days and it felt good. “No, Shooby.” Margy’s hand was buried in the fur under the dog’s chin while he nuzzled at her leg. “Somehow Shooby doesn’t quite fit.”

“Why do you say that?”

“I don’t know.” Her brow knitted together. She had no idea at all why she said it. “Mr. Alsatian, thank you. I’ll be fine until Ren is finished unpacking. You probably have things to take care of.”

“Yes, I’ll leave you to get acquainted with Shooby, and tell Ren to come in when he’s finished.” He walked toward the door and his steps stopped. “You can trust Ren in any situation but sometimes he’s, well, his attitude leaves a little to be desired and you may have to put him in his place.”

“I’m sure I can manage.” Standing, she felt the dog place his shoulder against her thigh, sending a tremor up her leg. “We’ll be fine. This won’t be for long and so far he’s been a perfect gentleman. Have a nice day.”

Her dismissal of him bordered on rude but it irked her that people always assumed a librarian was inexperienced with men. Margy considered herself a big girl but she’d enjoyed healthy, sexual relationships. Though, from brief conversations with her uncle, she knew that the Alsatians were nothing like the men she normally dated.

The dog pressed against her thigh again and she thought of Ren. Lately he’d been the only man on her mind. She wondered what it would be like to touch his face, feel his lips, the way she’d been shown in therapy.

Those thoughts would have to stop. Margy wasn’t a fool. The stoic man who had watched over her in the hospital didn’t strike her as the type to waste his time with a blind woman. She’d vowed if she remained sightless she wouldn’t be anyone’s pity fuck. She’d rather be alone for the rest of her life.

Sweeping her hand down the dog’s back, she whispered, “It might just be me and you, boy.”








 


 


 


Chapter Two

 


Shooby! The bastard.

Ren would take a bite out of Max’s ass right now if he could, but his brother’s footfalls grew farther away. It gave him little satisfaction to know Max would be the one unloading the SUV. A smile resembling a snarl pulled at his furry face. He’d packed a shitload of clothes, figuring on being here for the long haul. He slipped his tongue past his canines and swiped up the outside of Margy’s leg, right above her knee.

“Hey, hey, you’re a fresh one.”

Her melodic voice sent a shiver down his spine. And damn she tasted good. Smelled good too. Christ, if he was in his man form he’d have a raging hard-on. Like the one he’d carried around the hospital for weeks. Yet during her waking hours, he couldn’t stand to be away from her. Ren didn’t need this bullshit right now. He hadn’t been without a female this long since… hell, he couldn’t remember when. Stranger yet -- he couldn’t picture a single one of those he had been with. Woman or bitch.

When she’d initially gripped his arm on the way to therapy, he felt sorry for Margy. Each day her touch grew lighter and she grew more confident. He missed the tight hold. He felt like a horny bastard when he’d watched the sway of her hips as she learned to manage the white cane they’d given her in the hospital. Soon she mastered that too.

His dog was literally on his last leg and would begin to get anxious if he didn’t ease his need soon. Max had told her to say no if she didn’t like to be licked and she hadn’t. Taking advantage of that, Ren licked out, curving his tongue over her flesh, dipping close to the inside of her thigh. Just one more little taste…

Plap!

Hell no, she did not whack me on the head. Son of a --

“Keep your tongue to yourself and we’ll get along just fine.” A soft sigh slid from her mouth. “What’ll I do if you have to relieve yourself? I forgot to ask about that.”

Ren quickly moved away into the hallway. He shifted, hoping Margy wouldn’t hear the telltale signs when his claws painfully retracted and his limbs elongated. She’d still be a bit disoriented and he’d blame the soft popping noise on the dog moving around.

“Where did you go?” Her hand patted through the air.

After the fleeting pain, he stood to his full height, and naked as a jaybird, Ren returned to stand by the low table just across from her. She jumped when he cleared his throat. “Sorry, should have warned you I was in the room. I’ll take care of setting up a run along the fence for, for… umm… Look, my brother was kidding about the dog’s name.” Now what, jackass? “His real name is… is Sherpa.”

Her throaty laughter brought his dick up like a flagpole. Red lips he’d dreamt about kissing for days now bowed into a luscious smile, and the simple movement of her hand through recently cut, honey-blonde waves caused his heart to skip a beat.

She’s gorgeous. Her full cheeks were flushed for some reason, and the severe suit did nothing to hide her curves. They were more pronounced than ever. Those same rounded lines had invaded his sleep every night for weeks. He’d follow her through aisles of dusty books, wanting to run his tongue all over her body and between her thighs.

Ren wasn’t dreaming now. His hands opened and closed at his side as he fought the need to touch her. Lord, his cock was leaking and he hoped to God her sense of smell hadn’t improved too greatly yet.

Dark glasses hid the barely visible bruises that were left and added an air of mystery. He’d seen her blue eyes and wanted to see more of them.

“I didn’t think it was Shooby, it didn’t feel right.” She still searched blindly with her hand for the dog. He took a quick step in her direction and caught her just as she tripped on the leg of the coffee table. “I’m a little disoriented.” She snatched her hand back from his naked chest. A warm puff of air brushed across his shoulder as he edged her back to the sofa.

“I had my shirt off to unpack my gear.” What would she think if she saw his full cock standing rigid and wet in front of him? “Let me take Sherpa out and I’ll be right back.”

Ren rushed into the guest room he’d be using and quickly put on a white tee-shirt. He struggled to zip jeans over his slowly shrinking penis, and slipped his feet into a pair of loafers. Good thing Max had left because he didn’t want to explain sporting wood in front of a blind woman. Both brothers were already suspicious over the amount of time he’d spent at the hospital when he didn’t have to.

Ren couldn’t make sense of what had happened to him. He hadn’t counted on being attracted to Margy as a man, and it made it twice as difficult to keep his dog under control. Even as he thought the words “down, boy” her scent filled his nostrils and aroused him all over again. He stroked his tongue across his lips, savoring the sweetness lingering there.

Looking down at his feet, he chuckled to himself. He hadn’t given thought to whether or not his shoes matched his outfit in weeks. Forgetting himself, Ren sniffed loudly as he hurried back into the living room.

“Did you take him out?” She unbuttoned and removed her jacket, placing it on the arm of the chair.

This assignment was going to be much harder than he’d thought. Playing at being himself and his dog would take one hundred percent of his concentration. Right now that had flown out the window with any rational thought. He stood inside the doorway and watched her breasts rise up and down through the thin material of the shirt she wore. Each breath she took jerked his cock back to a full erection.

Margy had a real woman’s body. Her waist sat above a luscious swell of hips that would feel great beneath him. Hell, over him or under him, she’d feel good. He couldn’t rid himself of the vision of her ass cheeks snuggled against his crotch, doggy-style.

When his gaze reached the hem of her skirt, he couldn’t pull his eyes away. She’d been dressed in the hospital each day by a nurse and wore a full set of pajamas. He’d never seen her like this. Her legs were crossed and the skirt had slid up, baring even more of her big thighs. His mouth open, he sucked at the air, drawing her scent deep into his lungs. Shit.

“Ren?”

“Uhh, I’m a little out of breath. Sherpa needs to stretch his legs so I left him out to run for a while.” He had to get it together. “Would you like anything before we talk?”

“Maybe some wine. There’s a small bar in the room I use as an office right across from your guest room.”

“I’ll be right back.”

He returned carrying two glasses, a bottle of Merlot and a corkscrew. The wine goblets in his hand clinked together loudly when he stopped dead in his tracks. Margy had removed her shoes and her feet were curled under her. Her scent wafted around the room and drove his shepherd out of its mind. Ren shuddered with the force needed to keep his animal at bay.

He couldn’t take any more. Settling beside her, he put the glasses on the coffee table, uncorked the red wine, and poured some into both glasses. “Give me your hand.” Her fingers were cool when he wrapped them around the stem.

She took a sip, and the soft sigh that followed the sweep of tongue over her wet lips undid any resolve he had left. “Marguerite --” He placed his goblet on the table.

“Margy, please.”

“Margy, I’ll show you how to see through touch so much better than they did in therapy.” He took the wine from her hand, set it on the table, and turned to face her. “Touch me.” Ren gently placed her fingertips on his cheek.

Her touch was soft, tentative -- and set his blood on fire. Shit, he purred like a freaking cat. Totally lost when the tips swept across his lips, he opened his mouth and took her thumb inside. When she didn’t pull away, Ren sucked gently and wrapped his tongue around it, savoring her taste.

He didn’t want to stop but he did. Leaning over, he dipped two fingers in his wine glass and moved his hand to her mouth. She trembled when a drop hit her chest and slid slowly between her heaving breasts. “Ren, I --”

“Shh, taste it.” Her mouth was hot as she licked his fingertips clean. Her raw scent drifted up and filled his nose. Ren’s shepherd silently howled with pleasure.

Stopping now was out of the question. Watching her, smelling her every day had stripped away his defenses. Alarms clanged in his head like Big Ben but he ignored the warning.

* * *

Margy tried to stop, but instead of pushing his fingers out of her mouth, she drew them further in.

What the hell was she doing? This man had spent every waking hour with her for over three weeks. Surely he had a girlfriend who wondered where he was, who he was with?

No, not Ren. She’d known a few like him and they didn’t have one woman. The strong, silent, macho type who would answer to no one. His job called for him to be in the company of beautiful women day and night so why would he want to be with a plain Jane who was blind? He provided a service, it was his job. Nothing else. But she couldn’t find it in herself to give a damn right now. Margy wanted him -- one time. After all, it wasn’t as if they’d just met.

“I won’t stop at a kiss or a touch. I want it all.”

“Will Sherpa be okay?”

“You’re worried about the dog?”

“He’ll be out there for quite a while.” I’ve gone mad!

His wicked laughter ricocheted around the room and should have been a warning she was in deep trouble. Air whooshed from her lungs when Ren grasped her hand and put her fingers in cool liquid. Wine. He took her fingers back in his mouth and sucked each one until they were clean. Taking hold of her wrists, he placed her hands on his face. “See me.”

In therapy, they’d taught her the basics but it felt nothing like this when she touched them. She stroked down to his chin and let her thumbs rub over soft, full lips. His cheekbones were high and his jaw wide. She visualized the hair she felt there. “You have a beard.”

“I haven’t had time to shave today.”

Margy trembled at the feel of his hands brushing across her shoulders. He moved down her arms to the bend in her elbow. Circling under them, his fingers stroked the sides of her breasts. Moving her hands up, she eased her fingers into his hair and sifted through the waves. Not too short, not too long. “Describe the color for me.”

“Dark brown, almost like bittersweet chocolate.”

She feathered her fingertips over his eyes and his brows. Neat, trimmed. “Your eyes…”

“The color of roasted chestnuts.”

“Do you describe everything using food analogies?”

“No, but I’ve thought of tasting you for days.”

“You must be very handsome.” She felt his thumbs circle her hard nipples through the silky material of her shirt. Margy thanked God she was sitting down. Her vagina contracted and liquid pooled in the seat of her panties. Puffs of air hit her face as one hand brushed her cheek and reached behind her ear to remove the glasses. “No!” She grabbed at his hand.

“I want to see your blue eyes, honey. It won’t be the first time.”

“No, Ren. Please.”

“Okay, when you’re ready.”

She felt him move back to her shirt and he began to unbutton it slowly. Her hands rested on his forearms where the muscles tightened. Breath hissed from her when he reached back to unsnap her bra. Cool air rushed over her nipples, hardening them even more. Margy’s pussy ached with need. Hands settled on her waist and tugged her forward. When his lips touched a stiff peak, a low moan slid from her throat. “Uhh.” Her body bowed forward and he took that opportunity to slip the blouse and bra from her shoulders.

“You’re wearing far too much and I can’t wait.”

The material of her short skirt was ripped away from her. “Oh!”

“I swear I’ll replace it. Come here.”

Margy gulped a lungful of air when he lifted her as if she weighed nothing. She wasn’t tiny. Ren strode with ease from the room and the slapping sound his shoes made against wood warned her they were heading to his guest room.

She trembled and clutched tighter around his neck. She was out of her element. Panting breaths escaped her lips. She couldn’t see and suddenly she was disoriented. “Ren, slow down.”

“Margy, trust me, baby, I won’t let anything happen to you. Keep touching me, stay connected to me.” He sat on the bed with her in his lap. “I’ll stop if you want.”

Dragging long pulls of air to settle herself, she whispered, “Don’t stop.” The brief moment of fear faded. Margy felt safe in his arms. His cock was hard beneath her and she wriggled against him, wanting to free it from the denim material brushing against her butt.

He settled her on the bed and stood. “I want you to touch me all over.”

Taking her hands, Ren guided them to his belly. The rock-hard muscles there contracted beneath her touch. He probably worked out daily. She swept down his thighs and felt him tremble. Moving back to his waist, she found the button on the top of his jeans. It felt foreign in her fingers. The zing of the zipper sliding down made her heart flutter faster. Wisps of hair met her fingers at the same time heat flared from behind the thick material. No underwear.

He eased back a little and she heard shoes thump away from his feet as he kicked them off and pushed his pants down. “Feel me, baby. Let your hands be your eyes.” She heard him slip his shirt off.

His light grip on her wrist pulled her hand back to his crotch. Oh. My. God. Big, hard and hot. She slid her hand up and down his length. She had never felt an erection like this -- seeing it for the first time with only her mind’s eye. She cupped the broad head and felt the drop of liquid at the slit. Her mouth opened and she drew in a long draft of air. The smell… Ren’s smell was so sweet.

Margy regaled in the feeling of smearing the pre-cum over the crown. She circled her fingers around his penis, right beneath the ridge of skin and smoothed down his cock. The feel, the scent, pulled her closer and closer. She wanted to taste him. Moving her head, sniffing his scent, she flicked her tongue out and licked the leaking slit.

“Oh Christ, honey, yes.”

Her lips covered the head of his cock and she sucked lightly on the tip. Running her tongue around it, she sucked harder and tried to take his length down her throat. When she thought she’d taken all she could, his hand tangled in her hair and fed her more. Never had she tasted anything as delicious as he was. Not having sight, her tongue, her nose, had to take it all in for her.

“Suck it, Margy, taste me.”

Her mouth took him again and again. Deep, all the way to the back of her throat. Then she laved him with her tongue, licked and played with the head of his cock.

“Whoa, baby, stop or I’ll come in your mouth.”

“Mmm, it’s good.”

“Stand up.” He gripped her forearms and pulled her to her feet. His fingers tweaked and pinched her nipples. “Damn, you’re hot.”

His breathing was harsh when he leaned in to suck on a peak. He pulled the nub into the hot recess of his mouth and circled the areola with his tongue. Ren’s teeth teased and tugged the bud until she thought she’d come standing right there. He wasn’t done. Moving to the other nipple, he did it all over again. Tremors slipped down her spine at the feel of moist heat he left in his wake.

Tangling her hands into the soft curls at the back of his head, she held him locked to her. She didn’t even want to let him come up for air.

Stooping, he stroked between her breasts with his tongue, stopping short of reaching her belly button. “Take your panties off and wait for me. Don’t sit down.”

Margy tilted her head and listened to his footsteps recede down the hall.








 


 


 


Chapter Three

 


He set his wine glass on the nightstand.

“What are you doing?”

“This.” Cool liquid dribbled down her breasts and he latched onto her nipples again. One after the other. Sucking, licking, tasting. Her knees buckled when she felt drops slide down her belly. “Now you can sit.”

“What --”

“Trust me, Margy.”

She backed up a step until the bed hit behind her knees. Sitting, she slid back a little. “Condoms?”

Damn. He’d never used them because the shepherds had no health issues. He decided to be honest. Almost. God, please don’t let her change her mind. “I was just given a clean bill of health by my doctor.” No need to say it was months ago because it didn’t matter. It was impossible for him to give her any diseases.

“I haven’t been with --”

Ren cut her off. “You don’t have to tell me, I trust you.” He caressed her cheek and stroked a thumb down her neck.

“I want you now.”

Moving his hands to her thighs, Ren eased her legs open and knelt in front of her. He cupped her breasts and played with her nipples before he nudged her onto her back. He didn’t want to let go of the pebbled buds. But he wanted to ignite her senses. Make her taste things in a way she never had, to feel like it was the first time, and smell what she’d been missing. “Raise your knees and place your feet on the edge of the bed.”

She did as he told her and it was his undoing. Margy’s pussy looked so good. His cock bobbed against the side of the bed and the friction teased more drops from the slit at the tip. Ren’s nuts were so tight, they hurt.

When the red liquid hit her belly button, she arched from the bed. “Oooh, God, what are you doing?”

“You like it?”

“Yes, yes.”

“Can you smell it?”

“Merlot.”

“Good. How does it feel?”

“Wonderfully cool.”

He lifted the glass higher and let some splash in the light hair dusting her pussy. Ren watched it trickle down into the glistening folds as he put the glass back on the table. “And that?”

“Please, please, please.”

“Please what?”

“Take me, Ren.”

“Not yet.”

He lowered his head and began to lick the drops from her mound. “Mmm, you’re sweeter than wine.” Her hands found his head and she pulled him tight between her legs. He moved his tongue until he touched her clit.

Margy’s fingers burrowed into his hair and she bowed up, shoving more of herself into his waiting mouth. Ren sucked and teased her clit as she continued to push at him. He used the very tip of his tongue to search out the sensitive bump that he knew would send her even closer to the edge.

“Unnh.”

Dipping his tongue as far as he could into her pussy, he tasted heaven. In and out he stroked until he couldn’t bear it any longer. “Raise your ass up.” He grabbed both pillows and shoved them beneath her. Wanting her hips high so he could fuck her good, he pushed her knees toward her body. “I’m going to make you come so hard.”

With one hand he stroked his cock, then pushed it into the moist folds to wet it so he could penetrate her easily. Moving the cockhead to her vagina, he watched her. Her mouth was slightly open and her breasts heaved up and down. He wanted to see her blue eyes but she held fast to one side of the glasses with her hand.

Ren could barely breathe as he nudged the crown inside her. He wanted to be gentle but his shepherd wanted what it wanted. Gripping her thighs, he jammed his whole length inside and waited only long enough for her to adjust to his thickness.

“Talk to me, baby.”

“Take me now.”

Pulling out, he thrust all the way back in. He did it again and again. Long, hard strokes until his balls touched her ass. His toes dug into the carpet and his knees bent so he could fill her over and over with his cock. “That’s it, squeeze and milk it.” Her pussy clenched and convulsions throbbed around him. “Oh, yeah, come for me, let it go.”

With one arm stretched above her head, she rose up to meet every assault he made on her cunt. She keened. “Oooh, I’m coming.”

He felt cream slide from her pussy, wash over his cock, and he was done. One, two, three more strokes and he shot a stream of cum deep into her pussy. “God, Margy.” He growled, pushing her legs open. “You’re good, baby.” He continued to pump inside her with short, slow thrusts, giving her every drop she’d milked from him.

Collapsing, he rolled over, bringing her to rest on top of him. He ran his hands up and down her back and held her pressed tight to him. She felt so good in his arms.

Too good. “Why are you afraid to let me see your eyes?”

She pushed off him and landed on her back beside him. “I imagine it’s not a pretty sight. Not what you’d be used to, I’m sure.”

He hissed through clenched teeth. “You don’t know what I’m used to.”

“Look, we were attracted to each other, you provided a service and this is where it ends. It won’t happen again.”

“I see.” He bounded from the bed. “Come on, I’ll take you to the bathroom.”

“I can find my own way. Get Sherpa for me, please.”

“Sure, sure, I’ll leave you with the dog. I can use a break.”

* * *

Sherpa had sat outside the bathroom and wouldn’t come in no matter what she did to coax him. After Margy had wrapped a towel around herself, she felt his shoulder nudge her.

Ren had told her when Sherpa bumped her leg lightly with his head it meant move a little to whatever side he wasn’t on. If he nudged her harder, move more in the direction he pushed. She had left the cane in the living room since she found she didn’t really need it in the house.

He guided her slowly into her room without incident. Wanting to be totally alone to dress, she shooed the dog out. “Go play.”

She dressed in a light blue geometric print dress that had been laid across the chair earlier in the day by her uncle’s maid. The woman was going to stop by each morning to see to any cleaning and lay out whatever Margy described she wanted to wear for the day. Since she usually slept in the nude, she didn’t need anything for nighttime, yet the woman insisted she would put pajamas or a gown on the edge of the highboy.

Margy was actually glad now that she hadn’t insisted on a nurse. They’d just be underfoot and slow down her progress. She planned to go to the library in a few days so she needed to get used to as much as she could. Taking a deep breath, she bent and felt for the flat blue shoes she asked to be placed beneath the chair. Just as she located them, there was a knock at the door.

“It’s me, honey. Are you decent?”

“Yes, come in,” she called out to her uncle. She stood and slipped her feet into the shoes.

“Found him running around the pool.”

Easing his shoulder next to Margy, Sherpa panted heavily as she patted his head and scratched him behind the ears. She was adjusting to having him around much quicker than she thought. “Ren said he needs to run to get rid of pent-up energy.”

He padded quietly behind her and Uncle Jack to the main house for dinner. After the meal and small conversation, she insisted she walk back alone. She remembered to leave her patio door ajar so Sherpa could go out when necessary.

Still no Ren.

She was becoming familiar with his airy scent of musk. It was nowhere in her house.

* * *

She woke the next morning feeling lonely and disoriented. Damn if I’m going to be a prisoner in my own home.

Sliding slowly from the bed, she reached her dresser without incident and grabbed the night clothes there. Since she had said not to put anything out, Margy had no idea what color it was. When she put it on, it was fitting and hit mid-thigh. The silky material felt cool against her skin.

Not hearing any noise, she opened her door and expected Sherpa to be there.

He wasn’t. Shoot. Taking a few steps down the hallway with one hand on the wall to keep her balance, she stopped to gather herself. Margy took a deep breath. Every painting had been hung by her, each piece of furniture placed where she wanted it, so this shouldn’t be difficult. Stepping a little away from the wall, she continued one slow step at a time. Lord, she hadn’t expected to be this hesitant in her own home.

She’d forgotten to count the steps for the next time like they taught her in therapy. Just when she thought she’d reached the living room, she stubbed her toe on the door jamb. “Goddamn it.” Hopping on one foot, she listed to the side and started to topple over. Margy never hit the floor.

“What in hell are you doing?”

Too late, she caught the lingering scent of musk in the air. She stiffened in his arms at the sound of anger in Ren’s voice and pushed him away. “Where’s Sherpa?” Her eyes squeezed shut.

He gripped her around the waist and pulled her against his body. “Afraid I can’t take care of you?”

His cock was a hard bulge inside his slacks and it felt so right nestled against her stomach. “I-I just…” Her words disappeared beneath his lips. Ren’s tongue pried at her mouth for entrance and Margy opened wide. The sweetness of him, the smell of musk, overwhelmed her as she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back with wild abandon.

She was in trouble. There was only one thought in her mind and that was having Ren inside her again. Deep and hard. Her pussy throbbed, and he was the only person who could assuage her need, make her feel better. Pulling away, she whispered, “The maid.”

“I told her you’d call.”

His hands stroked up her thighs, lifting her gown. Grabbing just above her thighs, he lifted Margy and she clamped her legs around his waist. “You look good enough to eat.” The gruffness of his voice, the words, made her tremble.

In her mind’s eye, she saw her legs spread wide and felt his tongue inside her all over again. Something bumped to the floor when he wedged her against the wall and ground his hips into her. She didn’t care what it was when his tongue lashed her mouth, delved in every corner and left her breathless. If he stopped now, she’d faint straightaway. “More,” she begged against his mouth.

“You’ll get all you want, baby.” He straightened and started backing further into the living room. “Feel my cock. It’s so full and I can’t wait to bury it inside you.”

“Now.”

“Right now.” Ren panted as he licked her neck with long, slow strokes, then nibbled on her ear. Moving to her shoulder, he nipped her there, drawing a muffled cry from the depths of her soul.

“Rennn…” Margy shivered and rubbed her pussy against him.

Her foot hit against the sofa and he untangled her arms. “Get on your knees for me.”

She didn’t hesitate to do as he asked after she lifted the gown over her head. The scratching sound of his zipper made her vagina convulse and she leaked cream down the tops of her thighs. Margy arched up when his fingers found her nether lips and pushed through the wetness there. When he touched her clit, she raised her hips higher. Feeling his fingers sink into her made her cry out. “God, yes.”

“You like it?”

“Don’t tease me, please don’t.”

His fingers pumped methodically inside her pussy until she rode the wave of her first orgasm. “I’m coming.”

“Yeah, honey, come for me, let me know you like it.” She heard him scuffling to get his shoes off and kick the pants away from his ankles. His cock knocked against her butt, causing her to force out more liquid. He ran his hands up and down her back, stroked her neck and tugged at her hair. “Breathe, baby, smell what you do to me.” One hand moved to lift her ass higher. He eased his cock through the folds of her pussy, and she gasped, practically choking on a mouthful of air. “Can you see it? Picture my hard cock right at your pussy?”

“Ooh, yes.” The tip of his length slipped in, and she clenched the back of the couch. “All of it,” she cried out.

And she got it all. Every hard inch of his penis slammed inside her. He pumped in and out over and over. Each stroke was harder and went deeper than the last. “Your pussy is so hot and tight.” He gripped her hair and pulled her head to the side. “Damn it, Margy, open your eyes.”

“Fuck me, Ren. Harder.”

With long, slow strokes, he jammed his cock again and again into her pussy. She’d never get enough of him. Didn’t want to. Her body was no longer her own. Floodgates opened and cum ripped from so far inside, she didn’t know if it would ever stop flowing. “Uhhh, I’m -- I’m coming again.”

“It’s mine, give it to me.”

His nuts beat against her ass with each long, hard stroke, and when they became slower, when his cock jerked uncontrollably inside her, she felt the warmth of his cum shoot deep into her pussy.

“Ahh, I’m coming, baby.” He collapsed onto her back and growled. “You belong to me.”

Margy struggled to catch her breath beneath him. She had an odd premonition that she’d only be safe with the dog between her and the one man she couldn’t allow herself to love. Fear bubbled inside her when he rolled to the side and gently turned her over to lie across his lap. She blurted out the first thing that came to mind. “Where’s Sherpa?”

He sat her up with her back against the cushions. A silky piece of material fluttered into her lap. “It’s red and you looked beautiful in it.” He stood and she heard him gathering his clothes. “Hope my service met with your pleasure. I’ll get the dog for you.”








 


 


 


Chapter Four

 


Ren hadn’t intended to fuck her again. But when he’d heard her cry out and rushed to catch her, he hadn’t counted on how vulnerable she’d look. The sexy red negligee threw him totally off guard. She’d felt so good in his arms…

The day before hadn’t been enough to satisfy his dog. That was why Jack had found him running laps around the pool like an idiot. He went over the events of yesterday in his mind. As she’d requested, he had “fetched” Sherpa and stayed with her in her room.

She’d eaten dinner with her uncle, and after she’d gone to bed, he’d arranged to meet Max and Wade at a little restaurant he’d discovered a couple of blocks from Margy’s place. The Seared Soul served the best meat this side of town.

He caught a load of shit from his brothers if he didn’t come around and see them at night after making sure Margy was asleep, but he was having trouble leaving her. Just like he had at the hospital. They were concerned, and God knows, he didn’t know what was wrong with him either. Ren didn’t feel like getting into it, but his animal missed his siblings. It was part of the curse of what they were. They needed their small pack to feel whole. Running together at night wasn’t something they wanted to do -- they had to do it.

He’d seen them in a booth at the back of the quaint soul food eatery and headed that way. Max was due a piece of his mind. “Shooby? Where did that sorry ass name come from? I owe you one for that.” He’d leveled a look at his older brother. “I think since I’m acting as a guide, Sherpa is much better suited.”

Both brothers had smiled widely and Max said, “You’re the one with a shoe fetish. I thought the name fit perfectly.” His next words carried a serious note. “Miss Pinkston didn’t think the name fit either. Don’t mess with her, Ren. She doesn’t deserve to be hurt by the likes of you.”

Wade was next to beat up on him. His lip had curled up. “Too late, he smells like her already. Is she so good that you don’t miss us?”

Ren hadn’t expected the flare of anger that roiled in his chest and heated his face. “Don’t talk about her like that.” He’d pierced Wade with a look he hoped said back the fuck off. “Ever again. And I mean it.”

“What’s happening to you, man?” Max’s jaw had tightened as he tried to remain calm but his eyes glittered with concern.

“I don’t know, I feel… well, I just feel responsible for her. That’s all.”

“Uh huh, Sherpa, what else?”

“Wade, I mean it, that’s enough.”

A tall, dark-skinned beauty had walked up to the table. “I’m Victoria Germaine, owner of the Seared Soul. Wanted to stop by and welcome you.” She turned to Ren. “I’ve seen you in a couple times and I’m glad you invited your… you all look like brothers.” Her voice was like velvet and carried a calmness that hit him like a ton of bricks. Her sparkling, amber eyes didn’t miss a thing. If he’d been in his shepherd, his hackles would have been up and his tail would have been flailing back and forth. This lady felt familiar. He hadn’t been the only one feeling her effect.

Max’s fingers began a nervous tap tap on the table top and it made Ren’s dog antsy. “I’m Max Alsatian.”

Ren spoke up. “I’m his brother Ren.”

“Call me Wade.” Wade leaned back in his chair and his brown eyes became slits.

Her short, spiky hair glinted under the low hanging light. Ren looked her up and down, and the hell if Max didn’t growl.

Victoria had noticed it too. Though she tried to hide it, her hands trembled a little and she shifted from foot to foot. “Well, I’ve got to greet a few more guests. I hope the Alsatians will stop in again.”

Max followed her clear around the room, never taking his eyes from her. “What the hell was that?”

Wade sniffed loudly. “Damn if I know, but I’ll be keeping my eye on her.”

Max’s fingers drummed louder and louder but he never turned to face Wade. “I got it. I’ll keep an eye on her.” He turned and glanced at each brother. “Jesus, she’s hot.”

Wade broke into laughter and Ren joined him. That was a first for the cool, calm and collected Max Alsatian. The good thing was she took his brothers’ minds off him and his problem with Margy.

They’d ordered and stuffed themselves on rare steaks and baked chicken with no sides.

Afterward, they sniffed around and found a deserted wooded area in the neighborhood where they undressed and hid their clothing before shifting into their shepherds to carouse around. There were outfits stashed all over the county in the event they couldn’t make it back to their clothes.

Often they took up with strays that nobody cared about and shaped them into great guard dogs. Not to mention they saved them from a deadly trip to the pound.

Sometimes they did what dogs do and slaked their desire with a willing partner in heat. They carried no guilt over a good screw, and since they genetically couldn’t create offspring with other dogs -- no harm, no foul.

When he’d returned to Margy’s in the early morning hours, he had peeped in to find her still asleep. Her first day home had been tiring and he certainly hadn’t helped that by jumping her bones.

Unable to control himself, he’d slipped back into his shepherd and sniffed around the bed. He couldn’t get enough of the woman and it was driving man and beast mad. He’d curled up next to the bed and slept for a couple hours.

That’s where he’d found himself this morning. Sneaking out of her room, he’d let Sherpa run and even enjoyed a dip in the pool. After showering, he’d shaved the beard off and felt kind of naked.

Settling on the sofa, he’d waited for her to get up. When the maid came, he’d sent her on her way with the promise to have Margy call when she needed her. Ren should have felt irritated over the way Margy had sent him on his way the day before, but he didn’t give a fat rat’s ass. He wanted her. In fact, he’d decided, sitting there and waiting for her to wake up, that he’d have her again if she’d let him. Just once more.

Hearing the bedroom door open, he hadn’t moved. Ren figured it’d be good for her to make her way down the hall alone. It wouldn’t take long for her to get used to her surroundings. What she’d been through had just thrown her equilibrium off a little.

When he’d heard her stub her toe, he’d rushed into the hall and caught her before she hit the floor. Once she was in his arms, it had been all over. What in hell had he gotten himself into?

* * *

Hell, all she was good for was feather dusting the books.

The assistant librarian had done an excellent job of keeping things in order and Margy wasn’t really needed. This was her second week back, yet sitting in the small office she couldn’t shake the feeling that she didn’t belong here anymore.

Manning the phone was all she’d done. She gave out information on hours, directions and even told one dunce yesterday that there were five Great Lakes, not four!

Even the Braille section was beyond her. A meeting had been scheduled for tomorrow with an instructor to discuss learning to read with her fingers, and someone was coming in to set up audio programs on her computer.

She patted Sherpa on the head just to make sure he was still lying beside her desk. Touching him brought vivid pictures of Ren to mind. The smell of musk had all but disappeared from her office and she missed it. She missed him. Things had been very strained between them for the last two weeks.

She’d had to bite her tongue earlier, before she weakened and begged him to stay. What was the point? Margy had promised herself not to be weak anymore, but even the thought of him made her wet with desire.

A light tap on the door jolted her back to reality. Her assistant was leaving and would make sure everything was locked up. Ren would be here soon, and she felt safe with Sherpa. Reaching for her cane, she decided she’d go out and wait by the reception desk. “Come on, boy. Let’s be adventurous.”

Making her way slowly to the front, she stopped between the shelves and inhaled deeply. She inched her finger across several spines as her nose filled with the smell of old leather -- and dust. Only a librarian or someone who loved books would appreciate it. She chuckled when Sherpa sneezed. Rubbing her nose, she had a fit of sneezing too. “Guess I don’t dust well either.”

Suddenly Sherpa pulled the harness from her hand and nudged her back toward the office. Grrrr! The low rumble in his chest vibrated through her thigh.

Someone’s in here! Spinning too quickly, Margy dropped her cane and tripped, banging her head on a shelf. A sharp pain sent her to her knees. “Sherpa,” she whispered, flailing her arms in the air to feel for him. He wouldn’t be far.

“Hello, who’s here?” Cocking her head to the side helped her pick up the direction of the man’s voice. “I got locked in.” It came from the other side of the shelves behind her.

Running footsteps pounded down that aisle and skidded to a stop when he turned the corner of the row she sat in. “What the hell are you doing to her?” he shouted.

Strong hands grasped her shoulders and sat her back against the bookshelf. They didn’t belong to the man yelling. He was still too far away.

“Sherpa!” she screamed. Another fit of sneezing came over her. Who was touching her? Bare feet slapped against the wooden floors as someone ran down the aisle in the opposite direction of the voice.

Trembling in fear, she cried out toward the voice. “Who’s here, where’s my dog?”

A quiet voice sounded above her. “I didn’t see a dog, miss. Just a naked guy who ran the other way. We’ve got to get you out of here.” He tugged at her arms and helped her up. “Are you okay? I was upstairs and got locked in.”

“I’m blind, and my dog is in here somewhere.”

Deep growling and toenails clicking on wood preceded Sherpa’s arrival. His ferocious bark shook the books against her shoulder.

“Lady, call your dog off, I’m trying to help.”

“Sherpa, no.” The dog pressed tight against her as she felt for the handle of the harness. It must have come loose. “It’s okay, boy.” Grabbing hold of the raised fur at his neck, she faced toward the voice. “My assistant locked up when she left. Could you help me to the front door? I’m expecting a friend to pick me up.”

“Sure, just keep your dog on the other side. My name’s Paul.”

Sherpa’s grumbling grew lighter; he seemed calmer. “I’m Margy, the librarian.”

They reached the front door seconds before it flew open and Max Alsatian’s voice boomed in her ears. “Miss Pinkston, you okay?” Her head swiveled at the sound of another set of footsteps. “Wade’s with me.”

“I’m fine. Where’s Ren?”

Paul told them, “You need to check the back. Some naked guy got locked in with us and he accosted her. Good thing I heard her fall.” He continued, “He’s got dark brown hair, over six feet tall with an athletic build.”

“We’re responding to the alarm from Shepherd’s Watch. Thanks for your help, sir. Wade will see you out.”

Alarm? When had the library installed an alarm? Her assistant would have mentioned something that important. Her head ached but she wasn’t that confused.

Max told her to wait at the desk while he checked things out. She’d dropped her cane earlier and needed to get it. Something niggled at the back of her mind but she couldn’t grasp it. “Sherpa, come.”

Margy counted steps back the way she’d come. It was almost habit now. Reaching the aisle where her cane should be, she sniffed the air. That’s what bothered her. The dust and sneezing had thrown her off. The unmistakable smell of musk lingered between the shelves. Ren. Picking up her cane, she went back to the front.

Footsteps accompanied the familiar jingle of chain. “You should have Sherpa’s harness looked at, Max. Somehow it came off.”

“Uhh, I’ll have Ren check it out.”

“Where’d he go?”

“Who?”

“I know Ren was here, Max.” Her dog danced around her feet and wouldn’t let her hold him.

“You’re wrong. He called and asked us to make sure you got home okay.”

“When did we contract with your company for an alarm at the library?”

“Uhh…”

“Never mind. I’m ready to go.” Max’s muscular forearm pushed under her hand.

The men dropped her and the dog off, and a couple aspirins later, her headache had faded. She’d practically tapped a hole through the patio floor with her toe as she sat alone waiting for her uncle to get in. Sherpa had given up on her moving and ran off to dig a hole or get into some other mischief. He’d been skittish ever since they left the library.

“Margy, honey, why are you sitting out here in the dark?”

“It’s not like I can tell. Did you have an alarm installed at the library without anyone’s knowledge?” Sherpa bounded up and danced around her legs. “Sit, damn it.” She never used sharp words with him, and instantly felt bad as she rubbed his ears, which didn’t settle him down at all.

“No. I couldn’t do that without the county’s knowledge. What’s going on?”

“Nothing. How well do you know the Alsatians?”

“Well enough to trust you to their care. They’re excellent at their job and I like them. They’re honorable men, Margy, and that’s a hard commodity to find nowadays.” The Adirondack chair squeaked under his weight. “Tell me what’s going on.”

“I don’t need Ren here anymore. Sherpa and I are fine alone.”

“Honey --”

“I mean it, Uncle Jack. Just Sherpa, and you can tell Max or I will.” She left him sitting there and took the dog to her room. Locking the door, she fell into the bed and let the tears fall.

Margy was sure she knew who the naked man was. Thank God someone had been accidentally locked in with her. What had Ren planned to do? “Sherpa, why would he do something like that?” Sobs racked her body as her heart broke in two.

Too late, Margy realized she’d fallen in love with Ren, only to find out she could never trust him again.








 


 


 


Chapter Five

 


What a goddamn mess. Her tears tore at him like a knife. Each sob ripped a new wound in his heart.

Ren had only moved away from her to find the man he smelled on the other side of the aisle. When Margy hit her head and fell, he shifted out of Sherpa to help her, and the asshole came around the corner and caught him. He ran away to call Max and unlock the door to the library once he sensed the man wasn’t a danger. The guy would insist on hanging around. Any real man would. If only she’d waited in her office.

Over the last two weeks they’d barely spoken unless it involved talking about her training with Sherpa. It was killing him to be so close and not touch her. She’d stung his pride the second time she chose his animal over him. Regardless of how much he wanted her, Margy needed to let him know she wanted him, the man, just as much.

Risking being found out at the library confirmed something he didn’t want to face. Ren had fallen in love with Margy. Days, weeks, spent in her company and making love to her had snapped something inside him. The dog didn’t want another animal; the man couldn’t bear touching another woman.

He didn’t know what the fuck to do. If he’d let him, Sherpa would howl at the moon in misery and loneliness. He couldn’t tell his brothers and he didn’t know anyone else like them who’d been through this. How could he continue to be a dog around Margy, smelling her, wanting to touch her, needing to taste her? She’d gone through enough without being told some genetically screwed up half-man, half-animal wanted to possess her. All of her.

Each night after she’d gone to sleep, he met his brothers and pretended everything was okay. That was getting dicey too. They constantly questioned his need to hurry back to her side and he was fast running out of good excuses.

Being cooped inside that tiny office with her every day had driven him insane.

Whenever she ate dinner, he pretended to stay in his room. What he did was shift into his shepherd and run until she called him back.

Her fingers would burrow into his fur leaving a hot trail of desire that settled like a leaden weight in his balls. His shepherd only understood it was being denied something it craved on a daily basis. Margy. It had to end.

* * *

Uncle Jack had done as she asked. Margy didn’t hear or smell Ren this morning. Though she didn’t want to think about him, she couldn’t help it as she listened to Sherpa pace up and down the hallway. He’d been agitated all morning.

A part of her screamed out to know why Ren had done it. Another part said leave it alone. Maybe there was a good excuse. What if he was embarrassed by her blindness and didn’t want to be seen with her outside of her house or the library? There were people like that, and he had never asked her to go anywhere with him.

Who the hell are you kidding, Margy? Twice they’d made love and now she understood that’s what it was for her -- not just sex. Each time she was cold as ice afterward and even asked him to fetch her dog. A sad effort to protect her heart because after the first time, she’d lost it to him. Tears threatened to spill over and she clenched her eyes tight behind the dark glasses to hold them back.

He had wanted to see her eyes when they made love. Men like Ren Alsatian didn’t look a woman in the eye. Did hers still sparkle with life or were they flat and dead? Would he see the love she felt for him in their blue depths? That’s what she was afraid of. “He’ll see the love there.” It was too late now. She heard a car door close and wondered who was picking her up for work. “Sherpa, let’s go.”

Her sense of smell and sound had improved dramatically. Wade’s voice was deeper, different from either of his brothers’. He smelled of cedar and she found herself wishing it were musk.

* * *

Her first session with her Braille instructor had gone well, but there was still work to be done on the installation of the voice recognition software.

The assistant assured her the place was empty before she left this time. Margy returned from the restroom right off her office to get Sherpa. Wade would be here any minute.

He always bumped her leg when she came back into the room. “Where have you gotten off too?” She tilted her head automatically to pick up any sound of him but what she got was a strong scent of musk. She trembled. “I know you’re here and if I have to I’ll call Sherpa.”

“Margy, there’s been a misunderstanding. I’d never let anyone or anything hurt you. I’d kill them first.”

“What did you think you were doing, Ren? And why were you naked?”

“I can explain. You may not believe me, but I can explain that. But you have to know I’d never harm you.”

Air whistled past her lips on a deep sigh. “I believe you.” She decided to go all the way. “Look, I understand some people are embarrassed about having a relationship with a blind person…” Her words trailed off. What the hell were they to each other? She didn’t want to force him into saying what she wanted to hear.

“Embarrassed? I want you more than anything in this world but I don’t like being sent away for my dog.”

“He’s my dog now.” Damn if she was giving up Sherpa.

“We’ll talk about that later.”

She was swept off her feet before she could protest. “Lord, Ren, you’re naked again, and where are you taking me?” One thing he said made her happy -- there was going to be a later.

“To protect you, Shepherd’s Watch had to know everything about you. I even know what your favorite reading material is.” She felt the heat climb up her face. “I’m taking you to the paranormal romance section.”

“Then what?”

“Maybe I’ll read to you about things that go bump in the night, ghosts that want to love you but don’t have a physical body.” The crack in his voice sent a shiver down her spine. “Animals that change into men and make sweet love to the woman they want to keep forever.”

Her nervous laughter echoed from the shelves of books he passed. “You almost sound like you believe in those things.”

“I believe in the goodness of animals even though sometimes people screw them up.” He let her slide slowly down his body until her feet touched the floor. “Maybe I should take you to the genetic research section.”

What was he trying to tell her? Margy wasn’t prone to having premonitions, but this was to be the second time she’d had one so strong in his presence. She wanted Sherpa beside her, needed him there to feel safe.

Suddenly she knew she wasn’t betraying him. Somehow Ren and Sherpa were tied to each other. Afraid the answer would turn her world upside down, Margy had to know. “Where is Sherpa, Ren?”








 


 


 


Chapter Six

 


“Damn it, Margy, show me your eyes.” Ignoring her question about Sherpa, he touched her cheek with his fingers.

She rested her hand on top of his and rubbed her face against his palm. “Make love to me right here.”

“You don’t know how often I’ve dreamed of having you here like this. Please, let me see your eyes.” He moved his hand to the frames and slowly pulled them off. She didn’t stop him this time, but she kept her eyes shut so tight it looked painful. “Open your eyes and let me see you.”

Slowly, her lids came up, and Ren hissed at what he saw there. Cornflower-blue and they shimmered with tears. He could see through them. His instincts had been dead-on, but without Sherpa being a part of him, he might never have known what it was he felt. Seeing the love reflected in her eyes made his burn painfully. Instinctually, he growled. “You love us, but not nearly as much as we love you.”

His lips smashed into hers so hard he drew blood. Her mouth opened and their tongues battled to taste each other as they fell into the bookshelves. Pushing up her blouse, he found her nipples already hard. He palmed her breasts and stroked the tight buds until he couldn’t stand it. He shoved beneath her bra and freed the breasts he wanted to taste. “I want to taste you all over.”

“Do it.” She stripped her shirt and bra off and let them fall to the floor. He watched her slide her skirt down into a puddle at her feet. The lacy white panties she wore matched her bra. He salivated at the blonde hair peeking through.

“You’re so freaking beautiful, baby.”

“I want to see you.” She stroked his face with her fingers and moved her hands down his body. When she pinched his nipples, another low growl escaped his throat. Going lower, her hand touched his throbbing cock and moved between his legs to caress his tight nuts. “Mmm.”

“Like what you see?”

“Oh, yes.” She wiggled out of her panties and dropped to her knees in front of him.

He watched, mesmerized as her tongue darted out and licked the tip of his penis. Ren’s hips bucked forward uncontrollably. “Good God, yes.” She sucked inch after inch into her mouth until he felt the back of her throat. Scared he’d hurt her, he pulled out, but she grabbed his shaft and slipped it right back into her mouth. Again and again she pulled him in, and each time she did release him, she lapped at the head until drops slipped from the tiny slit there. Unable to take it for another second, Ren reached down, grasped her arms and pulled her up. “You’re voracious.”

“My fingers were enjoying the view.”

“Margy, you need to understand what I was trying to tell you.”

“Ren, make love to me. Right now there’s nothing else.”

“I’m not who you think I --”

Her fingertips found his lips and pressed on them. “I know I love you. I think you love me.”

“Oh, baby, do I love you.” He gripped her ass and lifted her until her pussy rested on the hard length of his cock. Her arms came around his neck and her legs wrapped around his waist when he pushed her back against the shelves. Using the weight of his body to hold her, he reached down and grabbed his penis.

He stroked it back and forth through the wet folds until he was soaked with her juices. “I can’t wait to be in you.” He placed the crown at her opening and pushed into her so slowly she released a moan that vibrated up through her breasts and reverberated against his chest. “How much do you want me?”

“Ren, damn it, give me what’s mine. You know I want you.”

Moving his hands to hold her ass still, he covered her lips with his in a blistering kiss. When he shoved his tongue inside the warm recess, he thrust his cock deep into her cunt. The taste of himself in her mouth drove him over the edge.

He slammed into her over and over, the shelves rocking and books tumbling to the floor around his feet. It didn’t slow him down a bit and he never missed a stroke. In and out he drove deep inside her, taking what belonged to him and his shepherd. “Mine, you’ll always be mine.”

“Oooh, Ren, harder, I want to come.”

He gave her what she asked for and more. The smell of sex floated through the air and called to his animal. Squeezing her butt cheeks, he continued to pump inside her until his balls felt like they were going to burst.

When Margy’s orgasm slid over his cock, he responded with his own stream of cum that ran forever. The animal in him expressed his pleasure at having what it wanted in the only way possible. Ren threw his head back and released a howl that shook the shelves and showered more books down around their feet. Going down to his knees, he never let her go. “God, I love you.” He sighed. He knew this could very well be the last time he had her.

Pushing books out of the way, he piled his clothes on the floor and sat her on them.

“Where’s Sherpa, Ren?”

* * *

What he’d alluded to was unbelievable but Margy had to know the truth. His vague reference to the supernatural, his comment on genetic research, it all meant something. “I love you. I’m not sure if it’s enough but it’s all we have.”

Ren remained on his knees in front of her and never spoke a word but she heard him struggling. His breath came in short gasps. The popping and scraping sound made her cringe against the shelf. Afraid to reach out and touch him, she sat very still.

When a cold nose brushed against her arm, Margy jumped an inch off the floor. Holy shit! It was Sherpa. He nudged her hand to rest on his head. She stroked the side of the shepherd’s face and pushed her fingers through the fur on his back.

This was Ren. This was the man who had just made love to her and, God, the pain he must have endured. The meaning of his family name struck her like a bolt of lightning. Alsatian. German shepherd. “Oh, Ren.” Margy leaned in and kissed the dog’s head.

Sherpa pulled away from her. The howl he let out seemed to last forever and she had to cover her ears.

“Sherpa!” His toenails smacked against the floor as he ran away from her. Tears filled her eyes while she dug through the pile of clothes trying to separate hers from his.

After she’d managed to dress, she slowly made her way back to her office to wait for Wade. At least now she understood why she felt she needed Sherpa. He was Ren.

Margy needed, wanted, them both in her life. With Sherpa she felt safe, with Ren -- she felt loved.

Wade arrived and she refused to budge until he took her to his brother.

“I don’t know where he is.”

“Let’s get something straight, Mr. Alsatian. I know your secret. I don’t understand it, and I don’t care.” She breathed erratically. “You know where he is and I’m not moving until you agree to take me to him.”

“Jesus. Come on.”

She felt his hand on her arm and stood.

* * *

Ren sat across from Max in the Seared Soul. He was tired as hell and that wasn’t normal. The scowl on Max’s face had more to do with his predicament than Ren’s. His eyes constantly flashed about the restaurant. “So what’d he say?”

“Not much to go on but it has happened before.” Max’s fingers stopped drumming for a moment. His brother only did that when he was anxious or pissed off. “I can’t believe you risked us all.”

“I didn’t have a choice.” Again, Max perused the room. “This is important, man, can’t you keep your mind on me for a minute? What the hell is happening to us?”

The pity he had heard in Margy’s voice had driven him away from her. Ren’s pride had taken a real bruising over the last month and he couldn’t handle that emotion at all. Weren’t they quite the pair -- she was blind and he was… What was he? Not a man, not a beast. Over all the years he’d lived, it had never mattered. He’d had his brothers at his side and their small pack worked and played together easing their physical needs whenever the mood struck them. Since Margy, the thought of touching anyone, anything else, made him feel sick. Max’s next words didn’t make him feel any better.

“The doc gave me a bunch of bullshit about mating. He called it ‘pairing.’ The gist of it was as a man you love her but the shepherd needs her too.” His eyes darkened and closed to slits. “The major drawback is that your dog will never mate again.”

“You mean he’ll never have satisfaction?”

“Only through you.” Max cleared his throat. “The other problem is he will become very possessive of her and could be deadly to anyone who even seems like a threat.”

“Children? She might want kids and how can I take that from her?”

“He didn’t have an answer for that. If it’s happened he doesn’t know about it.”

“Shit.”

“Is it that bad?” His brother stared at him hard. There was something else in his look but Ren couldn’t fathom what it was.

“Not for me. It’d be worse without her. I need her so bad, Max, and I know she loves me because she told Sherpa.” His throat worked up and down as he swallowed past the lump. “You should have heard the pity in her voice.”

“She told the dog she loves you but didn’t tell you?” He barked out a short laugh. “Hmph, maybe she meant she loves the dog.”

Ren glared daggers at his brother. “Don’t make me fucking hurt you.”

“Sorry. Maybe it wasn’t pity. Could have been something else.”

“It’s nice to have the Alsatians back.”

Both of them jumped, scraping their chairs across the floor. Victoria had eased up on their table and that should have been near impossible. If they hadn’t scented her, they sure should have heard her. Right now, neither of them were good examples of their breed.

At least he had an excuse. What in hell was up with his brother? He watched Max’s nose literally quiver and his mouth opened and closed but no words came out. His fingers began tapping incessantly on the tabletop again. Ren almost burst out laughing at his brother’s tongue sweeping back and forth across his lips. The indomitable Max Alsatian was speechless. Damn!

At the same moment Wade decided to make an appearance with Margy on his arm.

A deep, audible sigh broke through his lips. This day just got better and better. Ren was going to kill Wade if Sherpa didn’t beat him to it. The dog prowled back and forth whimpering inside him, causing his stomach to churn out of control. He wasn’t ready to see her yet but Sherpa sure was. “Why’d you bring her here?”

“Shit, she’s more stubborn than you are. She refused to move unless I did.” Wade pulled out a chair and guided Margy into it. “I’m tired of you all right now. I’ll see you guys later.” A wide smile split his face. “If Sherpa’s allowed out after dark.”

“Get the hell out.” Ren’s animal growled and he clenched his teeth to trap the sound.

Max still hadn’t said a word but his eyes followed Victoria around the table where she took a seat beside Margy. “I’m Victoria and I own the restaurant you’re in. You look pale, honey. Is everything okay?”

That voice again. Like balm, it flowed soothingly over him and it practically had Sherpa purring. What was it with this woman? Evidently, she had the same effect on Max. His tapping had ceased.

“Nice to meet you. My name’s Margy.” She held her hand up and Victoria took it in hers and patted it. “Would you both mind if I talk to Ren?”

“Max and I will give you some privacy.” Victoria rose and glanced from him to Margy. “Hope you’ll both visit the Seared Soul more often.” There definitely was something different about Ms. Germaine. The effect she had on them all, Max in particular, was unbelievable. She did bear watching.

“Ren --”

He faced Margy. “I don’t need your pity.”

“Is that what you think?” Her laughter settled him enough to where he could breathe. “And I thought I was a pity fuck. After all, why would someone like you want a slightly overweight, blind librarian?” The dark glasses hid her eyes from him again. “I couldn’t bear the thought of you being in pain.”

The howl of joy that tore through his stomach would have escaped if Ren hadn’t been so angry. “I’m not shallow. Margy, I love you and I wouldn’t care if you had four eyes all seeing twenty-twenty.” He touched her cheek. “And I think you’re perfectly beautiful. So does Sherpa.”

“I’m scared as hell and I don’t know if I’ll ever see again, but I know one thing for sure -- I can’t let either of you go.”

“There’s a lot you need to know, maybe you won’t like me after you hear it.”

“I assume you’ll be running around with other dogs at night?”

“When I’m not with you.”

“You… won’t pick up any strays?” Her voice cracked.

“Sherpa will never let me touch another female.” One thing worried Ren. “I -- He will become very violent if anyone tries to harm you in any way.” Margy needed to know that. “We’ll also have to tell Jack.” They had worked hard keeping what they were a secret. And now it could all be blown to bits because he fell in love.

“Uncle Jack may be more help than you think. He genuinely likes you all.”

“I know. He trusted us with you and he thinks we’re honorable.”

“Good lord! You heard everything I said?”

“It was all good, baby.” He reached down to caress her thigh beneath the table. “Christ, I want you again.” Ren took her hand and pressed it to his crotch. “Feel that.”

“Take me home.”

He scooped her into his arms, and when he saw the smile on his brother’s face across the room, he felt happier than he’d ever been. Max accepted Margy in their life and Wade would too. She wasn’t a shepherd, but their little pack was growing. That slowed his steps. “Margy, how do you feel about children?”

“One step at a time, Mr. Alsatian.” She tightened her arms around his neck. “I need to know all about you, Ren. What happened to make you what you are.”

His lips covered her mouth with force. Ren’s tongue sought entrance and she let him in. She was so sweet and she belonged to him now. Sherpa settled down and the churning in his belly stopped.

The street was empty and he kissed her until he had his fill. “Just in case you decide to keep this dog under your porch, one thing you need to know is I’ll never get enough of you.”

“I hope you’re not all talk and no action.”

His laughter shattered the silence of the night as he walked with Margy in his arms toward her house. “Careful, honey, I’m at your service, but I bite.”
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