


She’s a real wild cat...in and out of bed.

Wild Things, Book 2

Alexandra’s brother has changed since his mate’s death, but she’s certain he’s no cattle killer. When
she gets the chance to track down the real culprit, she jumps at the opportunity to clear the suspicions
hovering over his head. And maybe ease her own grief.

Connor would do anything for Alex—even be her mate if she would only ask. Instead he settles for
coming with her, ready to protect her from the rogue as well as human hunters. When another tracker
shows up accusing them of the crime, though, there’s no stopping Alex’s instant attraction to the lone
werewolf.

Dirk is on the same mission, but for a different reason: His pack owes one of the ranchers a favor.
Once he finds Alex examining the latest bovine victim, though, he shifts his goals to include her mile-long
legs wrapped around his waist. If only he can get past her interfering friend.

Trigger-happy hunters send them all into hiding, where huddling for warmth turns hotter than
expected. The heat burns away any pretense that this is a sexual romp. It’s a destined love that a killer

could destroy...unless Alex makes a heartbreaking choice.

Warning: Beware of claws, fangs and weapons of a very personal nature. The sex is hot and raw,

including the kind of threesome you’d love to have. Oh, yeah, and a heart-wrenching plot.
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Dedication

I usually thank my supportive and loving husband who gave me the first nudge into the writing world.
However, | think it’s time to thank the other two big supporters in my life; my parents. They suffered
through my early creative years, oohing and ahhing over one awful poem after another, then into my
tumultuous teen years and, finally, into adulthood where | found not only my singing voice, but my literary

voice as well. Thanks, Mom and Dad!



Chapter One

“Shit, shit, shit.” Alex skirted the bloodied area and knelt beside the mutilated carcass. “That’s the
third one today.”

Batting the flies away, she held her breath against the putrefying stench and was glad she’d had the
forethought to tie her hair into a ponytail. She wished she’d brought a handkerchief to cover her nose.

Once again, Alex reconsidered her decision to track the rogue werecat responsible for the cattle
attacks. But it wasn’t like she really had a choice. She could either accept the growing suspicion that her
brother was the killer, or she could volunteer to find the real culprit. Either way, the situation sucked, but
she’d made her choice, coming down on the side of proving her brother’s innocence.

Understanding why her people assumed that Bryer was the killer wasn’t difficult. After his mate had
been fatally shot by hunters, he’d changed, growing bitter and angry. Then, when the council had refused
his demand for retribution, he’d spurned the pride, vowing to make them pay along with the hunters.
Bryer’s words of hate and pain the night he’d stood before the council, condemning them, ripped through
her, taking her away from the gruesome mutilation.

“Alex? Did you hear me?”

She jerked, bringing herself back to the present. “Uh, no. I’m sorry. What did you say?”

Conner, Alex’s best friend and childhood companion, squatted beside her. “I said that, from the way
she’s torn apart, the cat must be a massive one. Definitely bigger than any regular mountain lion and much
bigger than any werecat I’ve ever seen...”

She could almost hear the unspoken “with the exception of your brother” hanging in the air. Glaring
at her friend, she gritted her teeth and counted to ten, letting the rush of irritation pass. She couldn’t fault
Conner. After all, he’d chosen to come along with her when no one else would. He’d come with her not
only to support her brother, but in hopes of scoring points with her. Once again, she wondered if she could
have a life with Conner as her mate. After all, if anyone had proven his love for her, it was Conner. But the
extra spark, the underlying connection she yearned for, just wasn’t strong enough.

Alex studied the handsome shifter. He was tall and lean with enough muscles to make her feel safe in
his arms. His long black hair fell across his forehead, serving to highlight the sparkle in his obsidian eyes.
In short, Conner was exactly the way she liked her males. Not for the first time, she sighed, easily
imagining sex with him, her limbs wrapped around him, holding him to her. But was sex the extent of any

relationship they could share? In fact, knowing he wanted her for his mate kept her from accepting his
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sexual advances. Even after she’d started using sex to drive away the loneliness, the hole in her life her
brother had left, she’d kept her friend at arm’s length. Still, if she relented and took him to bed, would that
help clarify her feelings for him? As she’d done so many times before, she pushed the questions away and
focused on the present.

She nodded, then moved away from the rotting animal. “Yeah, that’s a werecat’s work, all right. Just
like the others.”

“Like | said, one helluva big cat, too.” He paused and released a heavy sigh. “One as big as Bryer.”

She whirled on him, flashing fangs and sprouting claws. “Bryer didn’t do this. He couldn’t be this
cruel, this wasteful. And he wouldn’t put the pride in danger by stirring up the ranchers. | don’t care what
he said that night at the council. You know my brother, Conner, so how can you think that?”

She fisted her hands, not to keep from hitting him, but to rid herself of the uncertainty clawing its way
into her gut. Memories of her brother sobbing on her shoulder, then swearing to tear human hunters apart
flashed through her mind, but she forced them away. She looked away from Conner. Bryer had no one left,
no one else to stand by him. She couldn’t, wouldn’t, give up on him.

“He’s changed in the past year, Alex. After Lara died—"

“Leave his mate out of this.” If only Lara had lived, then maybe Bryer wouldn’t have changed,
wouldn’t have grown cold and hard. But multiple wounds had proven too much for the young werecat and
the baby she’d carried. Alex swallowed the lump forming in her throat, defiantly lifted her head and
confronted Conner.

Although she could see the argument in his eyes, Conner raised his hands and nodded in agreement.
“Okay, okay. Take it easy, Stretch.”

The childhood nickname, given to her because she’d towered over other female werecats, didn’t
lessen the anguish twisting her heart. Again she pushed away the horrible images trying to invade her
thoughts and drew her body straighter. Instead, she pictured her brother chasing her around the hillside,
tumbling over her in good-natured roughhousing. He’d grown from a pesky little brother into a wonderful,
caring man. A man who’d had everything, a bright and happy future. Until the day Lara died. From that day
on, he was no longer the playful free spirit she loved. Oh, how she missed his spontaneity and joking
nature. It was as if the world had gone dark. She glanced at the carcass and shook her head. She had to
believe in the brother she’d once known.

“Do you two like tearing dumb animals apart? Or is it because you like your meat rotten?”

Alex’s snarl matched Conner’s and together they spun toward the voice. She squinted into the sun,
trying to see more than the outline of the figure standing on the nearby rocks. Resisting the urge to change
into her werecat form, she slowly raised her hand to shield her eyes from the glare. Shadowed from the
light, she could see the man clearer, his long form spreading wide at the muscled shoulders. His chest

pushed against the denim material, highlighting the rock-hard abs beneath. A lock of dark hair flopped over
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his forehead, but it was his bright blue eyes that caught her attention. The laughter in them unsettled her
and she dragged her gaze past the sensuous lips to the strong jaw. The tug inside her abdomen hit her,
throwing her emotional equilibrium further off-base. Her vaginal walls tightened, cueing her libido’s
quickening. If ever she’d wanted to eat a man alive, this was the one. Then he grinned and she almost
moaned with desire. His sexy, devil-may-care grin shot a hot lust-filled rush through her that had her
swaying on her feet.

She cleared her throat, making sure her words wouldn’t come out in a bedroom breath. “Who wants to
know?”

“Qooh, she’s a feisty little kitty.” His grin grew wider. A grin reminiscent of the kind her brother used
to brighten her day. She fought the smile tugging at the corners of her mouth.

She tilted her head and took a harder look at him. Not too many humans could recognize a shifter so
quickly. “Trust me. My claws are a whole lot sharper than a kitty’s. You’d better hope you don’t find that
out.”

Conner stepped to her side, his body coiled and ready for action. “Listen to the lady and leave,
cowboy, while you still have the chance.”

The sexy stranger glanced at her friend, then turned back to her, dismissing him. “And let you bring
down another one? Uh, nope. Not happening.”

“We didn’t do this. Or the others.” Intrigued, she narrowed her eyes at him and wondered why he
wasn’t worried about facing off, unarmed and alone, against two werecats. Alex crossed over to the other
side of the small clearing, putting the sun to the side of her. “Besides, how do we know you’re not the
responsible one?” Yet she instinctively knew he wasn’t. After all, this wasn’t the work of a human. If he
was human. She sniffed, wanting to catch his scent, but he’d done a good job of keeping upwind of them.

“Ah, so you know there’s been more than one sacrifice.”

“Sacrifice?” She eased closer, her predator instincts kicking in, her body tensing for a fight. In the
past—before Lara’s death—she wouldn’t have been so cautious. She used to greet others openly, curious to
meet new people. But Bryer wasn’t the only one who’d changed that horrible day.

He studied her movements, the tips of his mouth quirking upward again. “From the amount of meat
left on the carcasses, the animals weren’t used for food. Besides, even a full-grown cougar wouldn’t bring
down three cows in one day. Nope. These killings are for show. Ugly presents to stir up the ranchers.” His
gaze met hers, relaying knowledge of her game. “But I’m pretty sure you already knew that.”

She almost smiled in return, but caught herself again. Better to not let him know how charming he
was. However, she couldn’t stop the quickening of her pulse. How long had it been since she’d enjoyed the
company of a fun, sexy man? Conner was smart and handsome, but he lacked the clever wit, the quick
laugh she’d always found attractive. Catching a questioning glance from Conner, she vowed to keep her

head on the business at hand and ignore the other parts of her body trying to monopolize her attention.
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“Alex, why are we bothering with him? We have work to do.” The tension radiating off Conner
prickled her skin and her arousal won out over the truth of his words.

The man with the sparkling eyes hopped off the rock outcrop and landed a few feet from her. “Relax,
furball. I believe your lady friend when she says you two didn’t do this. Of course, that doesn’t mean you
don’t know who did. In fact, I think you do know. What with you being werecats like the killer.”

“What business is it of yours? Did he kill any of your cattle?” She cringed at her use of the telltale
“he”.

His eyebrows jumped up, noting her slip, but he didn’t say anything. Irritated with herself, she
scanned his lean body, searching for a weapon, and found none. If he was a rancher, he’d have a weapon,
even if only a pistol.

His chuckle was so full of life she could barely resist the urge to laugh along with him. “Nope. But
some friends of mine did. They’ve asked me to stop the varmint causing all the problems. So, pretty little
pussy, what’s your story?”

She ruffled at the term “pussy” but decided it wasn’t worth commenting on. Besides, she didn’t think
he’d meant it in an offensive way. His manner was more easygoing, exuding a live-and-let-live kind of
attitude. The way Bryer had been. “Suffice it to say we take care of our own.”

She didn’t need Conner’s low rumble to urge her to stop talking, but this man was so interesting,
stopping was difficult. And not at all what she wanted to do. If she could get information from him, then
what was the harm? Enjoying the bulge in his jeans was simply an added benefit. She struggled to lift her
gaze from his crotch.

With another chuckle, he started circling them in an easy graceful way until he’d put the slight breeze
behind him. “Go on. Take another whiff. Enjoy the sweet aroma.”

She inhaled, expecting to find a mix of human pheromones and sweat. Instead, the unexpected scent
assaulted her nose. Werewolf. Alex stuck out her hand, keeping Conner, who’d also taken a sniff, from
lunging at the shifter. Frowning, she inhaled again. Oh, shit. I’'m attracted to a werewolf. “Aroma? | think
stink is a better word.”

He pressed a hand over his heart and feigned a hurt expression. “Oh, my lady, you injure me so. You
might as well stab me in the heart.”

Alex laughed, finally unable to deny his charm, then suddenly wished he wasn’t a werewolf. For the
first time in a long while, she was attracted not only physically, but intellectually, to a man and he turned
out to be a werewolf. She sighed and cursed her luck. She’d had sex with werecats and her share of
humans, but never a werewolf. Hell, she’d never even considered it. But maybe...

“With pleasure.” Conner hissed and lengthened his fangs.
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The werewolf merely cocked an eyebrow and tipped his hat. “Calm down, kitty litter king. No reason
to go all adversarial. How about we take a step back and start over? My name’s Dirk. Dirk Claxton of the
Cannon Pack.”

“The Cannon Pack, huh?” She’d heard of the werewolves based near Colorado Springs and knew they
were considered to be a decent bunch of shifters. Rarely bothering her kind, they stuck to their own
business and kept out of everyone else’s. At least until now. “Why are the Cannons helping human
ranchers?” She shot a look at Conner, then signaled him to back down. He did so, albeit with a couple of
grudging mutters.

“We’re on good terms with the ranchers around here and owe them a favor. | said 1’d look into this
and get rid of the problem.”

She eyed him as he walked over to examine the body. He knelt down, a gesture signaling that he no
longer thought they’d attack him. “You needn’t have bothered. We take care of our own.” Damn, but she
liked that cocked eyebrow. She wanted to lick that eyebrow and every other inch of him. Slowly, she ran
her tongue along her upper lip. Catching Conner’s frown out of the corner of her eye, she cleared her throat
and adopted a stern expression.

“Yep, and it looks like you’re doing a bang-up job of it, too.”

“Alex, let’s leave this flea-ridden mutt here to clean up the mess. We’ve got better things to do than to
waste time flapping our yaps at him.” Conner took a step away, then paused, surprised when she didn’t
follow him.

“Alex, huh? So daddy cat wanted a boy?”

His quick perception of her chauvinistic father surprised her, but she kept her face neutral. “My father
liked the name Alexandra.”

“Got a last name, Miss Alexandra?”

His gaze glided down her, then headed slowly back up, halting briefly to linger over her chest. Not
that she didn’t appreciate a man who found her body appealing. She waited until his eyes met hers before
answering. “I’m Alex Grayson and this is my friend, Conner Walkman. We’re part of the Grayson Pride.
Ever hear of us?”

“Oh, sure. 1 know you guys.” His mouth twitched, fighting back another grin. “Didn’t | read
something about you in All About Cats magazine? Oh, yeah. You guys invented a new brand of catnip,
right?”

Conner’s growl forewarned her, giving her the seconds she needed to block him. She struggled to
keep from giggling. “Cute. Very cute. But Conner’s right. We don’t have time to waste playing audience to
your standup routine.” She moved away, pausing to let Conner catch up—and to take one last look at the

werewolf. Then, setting the pace, she jogged to the edge of the forest surrounding the clearing. She’d gone
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only a few yards when her hearing picked up the sound of footsteps behind her. The footsteps of two pairs
of feet.

Quickly she twirled around, with Conner doing the same a moment later. Dirk slammed to a stop a
few yards away. “Where the hell do you think you’re going?”

Enjoying a conversation with a witty werewolf was one thing, but having him follow her?

“With you, of course.” The werewolf strode forward, closing the distance between them.

A skirmish between irritation and a strange delight played out. “No you’re not.” She fingered the
small moon-shaped stone she kept in her pocket as she always did when uncertain. Conner had given her
the stone years earlier with his name etched on one side and hers on the other.

“Yes, | am. Because | get the definite impression you know something more than | do about these
dead cows. And | aim to find out what that is.”

She could easily outrun him, but should she? Maybe he could prove beneficial to her mission. Making

her decision, Alex sprinted, eager to see if the persistent shifter could keep up with her.

Dirk was still on their heels two hours later. Werewolves weren’t as fast as werecats in short distances
and he’d struggled to keep Alex and Conner in sight for the first mile. Or was it his imagination and she’d
taken it easy, allowing him to stay close? If she had shifted, she would’ve left him choking in her dust. For
whatever reason, once her initial burst of energy had passed, the staying power of his inner wolf had
allowed him to catch up.

He ran through the intriguing idea of working with the werecats and watched the way her firm ass
moved with each stride. The appealing bottom, however, was only part of her attraction. When she’d first
turned toward him, ready to fight, he’d fallen straight into her fiery jade eyes and hadn’t been able to think
straight since. How could he when her body was all toned desire, rounded, womanly and perfect for a
man’s hands? The bobbing of her long reddish-hued hair, tugged back into a ponytail, kept rhythm with the
sound of his boots striking the ground. He considered surging past her to see her full, perfect-for-his-hands-
sized boobs but rejected the idea, opting to play it safe—for now.

He’d never had sex with a werecat but according to a couple of his pack mates the experience was one
he’d never forget. Not only were the females eager for sex, they were wonderfully uninhibited in bed. Hell,
in bed, in a car, in a cave—wherever sex could be had. Her butt cheeks jiggled, making him wish he could
sink his teeth into her soft flesh. Maybe it was time he tried getting some real pussy. Swallowing, he
concentrated on keeping one foot in front of the other.

Following the two werecats hadn’t been part of his strategy. But once he’d seen Alex, then gotten the
definite impression that she knew more than she was saying, he’d changed his mind. The fact that she made

his johnson rise to attention in under ten seconds was a bonus. Besides, he’d seen something in her eyes, a

www.samhainpublishing.com 11



http://www.samhainpublishing.com/�

Beverly Rae

deeply rooted pain and vulnerability, that had tugged at him, enticing him to take care of her, keep her safe
and protected. He puffed out a breath, ridding himself of the unusual thoughts, and paced himself, keeping
a few yards behind the pair.

Attempting to get his mind back on business, he switched his attention to Conner. The male shifter
stayed neck and neck with Alex, glancing over at her, a questioning expression on his face. Again, Dirk
gave careful consideration to the possibility of her wanting him to stay close. He smiled, enjoying the idea.
Could he help it if females, shifters as well as humans, found him irresistible and wanted to keep him
around?

Then his smile faded. He wouldn’t kid himself. Alex Grayson was no ordinary female. If she wanted
him around, it was because she wanted something from him. Something more than sex. Again, the idea of
keeping her safe, locked in his arms, swept over him.

Maybe he could goad her into telling. “I bet the sex would be phenomenal.”

Alex slammed to a stop and confronted Dirk, shifting enough to bring out her fangs. Before he could
react, her snarling lips were an inch from his face. Conner was by her side in an instant, imitating her
partial transformation. “Dog, don’t get on my nerves.”

Her beauty intensified with her anger, making her green eyes flash. His balls ached just looking at her.
Thinking on his feet, Dirk adopted an impromptu expression that was as fake as a three-dollar bill. “Who,
me?” Once he saw her stern expression, however, he quickly gave up the pretense. “Look, we’re after the
same thing here. We both want to stop the asshole who’s making trouble. Whoever this is has all the
ranchers riled up and taking to the hills, shooting at any cougar or wolf they see. Hell, anything that’s big
enough to have done the deed. I figure if we work together, we have a better chance of stopping him before
any other innocents get harmed. Then both of our packs, er, peoples are safe.”

Something about the way she considered him told him she’d given the idea some serious
consideration during the run. “I hate to admit it, but you may have a point.”

“Are you crazy? Do you want a damn werewolf slowing us down? Flapping his jaws and getting in
our way?” Conner paced a few feet away, running his hand through his hair. “Come on, Alex, get real.
What would the council say?”

“Who the hell cares what the council thinks? Do you see any of them lending a hand?” Alex’s tone
left no room for argument.

“So | was right. You can use the help.” Dirk smothered the fuck-you expression he so wanted to shoot
Conner. “And for the record, | was right on your heels. Maybe it’s you who’ll hold us back.”

As he expected, the shifter’s hackles rose. Conner pushed against Dirk, chest against chest. “Keep it
up, you reject from the pound, and you’ll find your nose buried in the dirt hunting for your own leg bone.”

Instead of accepting Conner’s challenge, Dirk narrowed his eyes and glanced between them. “Hmm,

that’s unexpected. | thought werecats rarely start a ruckus unless they have a dog in the fight, if you’ll
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forgive the expression.” He let a shit-on-you grin explode. “Oh, I get it. So you and Alex are a couple, is
that it?”

He held his breath and hoped she’d deny it.

“No we’re not.” Alex winced at the intensity in her tone, then shot a “forgive me” look at Conner.

Conner backed away from Dirk to scowl at Alex. Relief and joy sprang to life in Dirk, but he kept his
composure.

“Not yet.” But Conner’s tone didn’t sound confident.

If Dirk hadn’t wanted to take Alex to bed himself, he would’ve found the tension rippling between the
two werecats amusing. As it was, however, he knew he’d have to tread carefully if he wanted to get her on
her back. “Sorry, man, but it looks like she’s not interested.”

“Conner and | are really good friends. Close friends.”

Dirk grimaced. “Oooh, ouch, dude. You’re in the friend zone. Or are you friends with benefits?”

If anyone could be friends with benefits with Alex, he wanted to be that friend. A friend who could lie
between her legs and lap up her fetching feline juices.

Conner took Alex’s hand, pulling her attention away from Dirk. “Alex, what the hell are we doing?
Let’s keep searching and talk later.” He shot Dirk a glare. “Alone.”

“You mean before or after she gets with me?”

Dirk ducked, letting Conner’s swing stir the air above his head. Yet before he could execute a punch

of his own, a shot rang out.
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“You two wanna get your hands off my butt?”

Crouched between Conner on her right and Dirk on her left, Alex stared straight ahead through the
leaves of the bushes where they’d taken shelter. How they’d ended up with her in the middle and each man
fondling her ass, she wasn’t sure. Not that it was an unpleasant feeling. It felt good. Really good.

Conner immediately took his hand off her. Dirk, on the other hand, squeezed her cheek. Hard.

“Watch it, Dirk.” She halfheartedly meant the menace in her warning. In fact, if she had her way she’d
like his hand on another part of her body. She reached for Dirk’s hand, but didn’t get it in time.

Conner grabbed the shifter’s hand, knocking it away from her. Dirk stared at his hand, then chuckled.
“Now how did that get there?”

She’d always been a sucker for a sense of humor. “Yeah. | wonder.” Alex snorted and scanned the
trees surrounding them. “The shot wasn’t far off. But at least it was downhill of us.”

“I’ll bet it’s one of the humans out to bag a cat trophy for the wall above his fireplace.”

Conner tensed along with her. The werewolf was probably right. “No doubt.”

“It sounded like it came from the nearest ranch.” Worry gripped her, ridding her of the heated
thoughts about Dirk. What if a hunter had shot her brother? They could easily mistake him for the killer in
their zeal to shoot any unlucky cougar. She rose, her heart lodged in her throat, her jaw clenched. Holding
on to her belief in Bryer’s innocence, she prayed he’d gone into the mountains and away from the turmoil
surrounding the killings. Still, she couldn’t shake the fear clinging to her spine.

“Let’s check it out.” Dirk took a few steps, then realized they weren’t following. “Uh, troops, that’s
your cue to fall in line.”

Alex and Conner glanced at each other and she sent him a silent plea. “I suppose we should. Check it
out, | mean. You know, if only to ease our minds.”

“Ease your minds? | don’t understand. | thought we were tracking this menace.”

Conner turned away from Dirk’s scrutiny, apparently giving Alex the choice of telling him about her
brother. But she wasn’t ready. Sure, Dirk was friendly and she was beginning to trust him, but she wasn’t
ready to tell him such personal information. Not yet, if ever. “Never mind. Lead the way.”

“Finally. But since it’s getting dark, | suggest we shift and investigate in our animal forms. That way

we’ll have our night vision. Plus, we’ll get in and out faster.”
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She had to admit the werewolf had good ideas. Too bad her own brain wasn’t functioning on high
speed. “Agreed.”

“Good. Then let’s get going. We can leave our clothes under these bushes.”

She’d undressed many times in front of Conner and other werecats, shifting whenever they’d wanted
to run in the woods. But, strangely, the idea of changing in front of Dirk left her embarrassed. What if he
didn’t like her body? Either her naked human body or her cougar form? The cat inside her reared its
independent head, ratcheting up her stubborn streak. What was she worried about? About how a werewolf
would see her? Besides, she’d had plenty of men tell her she had a great body. But still she had to wonder.
What was it about this man that made her so self-conscious and yet ready to rumble in a sexual romp?
Annoyed, she nonetheless placed her back to Dirk. Undressing as quickly as she could, she started the
transformation before all her clothes were off. By the time she was nude and ready to run, all four paws
were on the ground.

Conner, in his dark brown cougar body, snarled at the still fully clothed Dirk. She added a snarl and
swished her tail at him. Why hadn’t he changed?

“Oh, sorry. | was so mesmerized watching you get naked that | flat forgot to take off my clothes. But
can ya blame a guy? You, sugar, are smokin’.”

She couldn’t help it. She preened. Flattery, especially from a handsome stranger, was always a
welcomed treat. The next snarl came from Conner.

Sporting that sexy grin, Dirk unabashedly shucked his shirt, boots and jeans in quick succession. Still
in human form, he hid his clothes next to theirs under a pile of leaves, then stood up and stretched, giving
her the full picture.

If she was smokin’, this man was on fire. She raked her gaze along his body, taking in the scars lining
his back and highlighting his firm torso, the slight curve of his waist and the touch-me roundedness of his
buttocks. The sudden urge to run her tongue down the crack of his ass overwhelmed her and she padded
forward. If Conner hadn’t put his body in her path, she would’ve flattened her tongue against that tanned
human flesh. Dirk turned, giving her a front-row seat to the steel-like mounds of his chest, and her legs
suddenly went wobbly. A spattering of dark hair highlighted the rippling muscles and played tour guide to
the flat abdomen. Her gaze fell on his prize and her mouth dried up. His cock, so big, so thick, so amazing,
curved all the way to the perfect end. She tilted her head, inhaled slow and long. If he was that big without
an erection... She couldn’t help it. She licked her lips.

Surprised at the intensity of her lust, she heeded Conner’s warning and, as difficult as it was, averted
her eyes from Dirk’s manhood.

Dirk, however, caught her gaze and shot her a knowing look that said, “It’s okay to look. But
wouldn’t you rather touch?” With a short chuckle, he let his inner animal take over. Muscles lengthened,

bones creaked and snapped as the change swept over him. Dropping to the ground, he gritted his teeth
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together until fangs replaced them. Smooth human skin quickly disappeared under brown fur and a bushy
tail sprouted. In less than a minute, Dirk the human had shifted to Dirk the powerful werewolf.

She wanted to rub against his silky fur, nuzzle his ear. Anything to touch the huge wolf staring at her.
Recognizing the sexy lift at the corners of the werewolf’s mouth, she smiled.

Dirk yipped at them, flicked his tail and started down the trail leading into the valley and to the ranch.
They let him take the lead and followed, keeping first to the trees, then the brush. At last, the open field
spread out before them and they ran toward the ranch house and barn. Ducking under the fence marking the

outlying boundary of the ranch, the three shifters slid toward the pasture where cattle lazily fed.

Dirk led the way, keeping to the shadows of the falling light. Hearing angry human voices ahead of
them, he veered to the left along with the two werecats and took shelter behind a broken-down lean-to. He
crouched next to Alex and lowered his tail.

Four ranch hands stood around a dead bull. One man hunkered next to it, examining the body.

“It’s definitely the work of a big cat. Nothing else could’ve taken Thunder down. Not this easily. But
what | don’t get is the why of it. Why is this thing killing but not feeding?” The older man stood and wiped
his hands on his jeans.

The burly cowboy next to him shifted his rifle to the crook of his arm. “We must’ve interrupted its
meal when we ran it off, Ben. But Luke here got a good shot at it.”

Dirk sensed Alex cringe, but didn’t turn quickly enough to catch her full reaction. A flash of anger
darkened her features and then, suddenly, her face was a neutral mask. The only remaining evidence of her
rage was the hard look in her eyes. He studied her, trying to understand her. Wanting to understand her.

“Jim’s right. But | missed, goddamn it.” Luke spat a wad of tobacco.

“Seems like the thing’s slaughtering cattle for the fun of it. Like it’s personal or something.”

“Yeah, right, Ben. The cougar’s mad at you for not taking it to the dance.”

Unlike the others, Ben didn’t find the joke amusing. “Damn it all. This is the fourth one I’ve lost this
week. We’ve got to do something.”

“We need to send out a hunting party like the other ranchers did, that’s what. Sooner or later,
someone’s gonna bag the beast.”

Now it was Dirk’s turn to cringe. He hated to think of how many innocent werecreatures, not to
mention forest animals, were going to end up dead before this was over.

“And wind up killing some stupid camper, Jim?” Ben shook his head. “No thanks. I’ve already heard

about a couple of accidents and | don’t intend to have my head blown off trudging around those hills.”
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“Then maybe we should put out some traps? They’re not as effective as a bullet to the brain, but at
least we’d get the damn thing.” Jim toed his boot into the side of the dead bull. “And if we get really lucky,
it’ll die a slow agonizing death.”

Dirk couldn’t help letting a small whine escape him. And immediately heard Conner scoff. He silently
answered, lifting the edges of his mouth to show his fangs.

“Maybe.” Ben muttered a few expletives. “We’ve had predators before, but this one’s got me
stumped. It’s almost as though it can think like a human and stay two steps ahead of us.”

“Maybe it’s one of those creatures people say live in the mountains.”

“Yeah, right. You’ve heard too many spook stories, Jim.”

“I’m just saying, is all. So what do you want to do with Thunder, boss?”

“Leave him. I’m not paying someone to come out this far and haul him off. Let’s head back to the
main house and put our heads together.”

Staying low to the ground, Dirk started backing up. Alex matched his movements, creeping alongside
him. Conner, however, whipped around, flashing his tail from behind their barrier.

“Look! There it is!”

“Shoot it!”

A shot shattered the night. Without thinking, Dirk threw his body in front of Alex, blocking her from
the hunters. Conner yowled and jumped into the air, twisting like a sidewinder snake, then landed on his
side several feet away.

Alex snarled, turning toward her friend, but Dirk blocked her from going to Conner. Letting out an
urgent bark, Dirk pushed her ahead of him, forcing her toward the safety of the trees and growled his
words. “I’ll get him. Now go!”

Once she was off and running, he rushed over to Conner, putting his body in between the injured
werecat and the hunters.

“Move, cat-man, move!”

Conner scrambled to his feet, snarling his pain, then dashed after Alex. Another bullet whizzed past
Dirk’s ear, too close for comfort. He hunched down, digging into the dirt for traction, and raced after the
werecats.

They kept running until, at last, they arrived at the same location where they’d hidden their clothes.
Dropping to the ground, Dirk panted, exhausted but relieved to see that Alex was unharmed. She fell to the
ground beside him and changed.

Dirk shifted, all the while keeping his gaze on the beautiful woman. Her long body, taller than any
woman he’d ever known, glistened with sweat. Stretching to rid herself of the after-shift aches, she lifted
her arms to the moonlit sky, reminding him of a forest goddess he’d once seen in a movie. Her full breasts

perked higher, tempting him with brown areoles and taut nipples. He swallowed and followed a bead of
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perspiration as it trailed between her breasts, over the flat stomach and down to the curly patch of hair
below. His mouth dried up and he desperately wanted nothing more than to quench his thirst by drinking
her sweet juice.

“Why did you do that?”

He lifted his head to peer at her. “Do what?”

She stared back at him. “You know what I’m talking about. You threw yourself in front of me. You
shielded me, kept me from getting shot.”

“Well, isn’t it obvious? | didn’t want that pretty hide of yours riddled with gunshot holes.”

“But why? Why put yourself in harm’s way to save me?” Her scrutiny made him nervous, like she
was diving down into his soul, ready to drag out the truth. “And then you did the same thing for Conner.”

The answer came quickly enough, but he wasn’t ready to reveal the truth, let alone admit it to her.
“Let’s chalk it up to chivalry, okay? And as far as saving the cat-man’s ass...” He shrugged. “I figured it’d
be easier than trying to recover his dead body and explaining what the hell he was. Don’t make such a fuss.
It wasn’t a big deal.”

“Yes, it was. You risked your hide to help us. No matter what you say, it’s a very big deal to me.”
Alex gave him an indecipherable look, a look highlighted by a soft glow in her eyes. She started to reach
out, then withdrew her hand at Conner’s grumbled protest. “Thank you, Dirk.”

Her gratitude flowed over him like a soft breeze. “No problem, sugar.” For a moment, their gazes held
and he took a step closer. She started to move toward him, then blinked at Conner’s groan, breaking their
invisible link. Tucking her head, she turned toward her friend.

“Conner, how badly are you hurt?”

Wrenching away from the tantalizing sight of her to the wounded man beside him took a lot of effort.
Conner, returned to human form, dug his clothes out from under the brush and struggled to pull on his
clothing. “It’s only a flesh wound, Alex. Nothing to worry about.” He brushed off Alex’s attempt to look at
the gash on the back of his leg. “And for the record, | didn’t need his help.”

“Yes you did and you were lucky he was there.” Alex shook her head at him. “Why didn’t you stay
like you were so you’d heal faster?” She grabbed a piece of clothing and began wiping away the already
drying blood.

“Hey, that’s my shirt.” Dirk snatched the shirt from her, but at her glower, grudgingly tore off a
section from the shirttail she’d already used. “Fine. Here. But next time, use his shirt, okay?”

Alex dabbed at the area where the injury had been although only an angry red slash remained. “Let’s
be thankful it wasn’t worse. Worse, as in mortally wounded. Thanks to Dirk.”

Conner palmed her cheek and tilted his head so he could make her look at him. “Getting shot was

worth it if it means knowing you care.”
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“Don’t be silly. You know | care.” She placed her hand on top of his. “Please be careful. | couldn’t
stand the thought of losing you, too.”

Dirk started to ask what she meant, but decided he wouldn’t interrupt. Still he had to wonder. Who
had she lost?

“No, Alex. | mean really care.” The two werecats stared at each other, a silent message zipping
between them.

Dirk knitted his brow, confused by the jealous twist in his stomach. Their affection for each other,
their connection, was obvious. He didn’t like the unfamiliar sensation tightening his chest, yet he couldn’t
shake it.

“Conner, you know how | feel.” Alex caught Dirk watching and abruptly averted her gaze. “But let’s
not get into it here. Not now.”

“Hey, don’t mind me. Far be it from me to interrupt mates. If you two lovebirds want to get it on, I’ll
be happy to stick to the sidelines.” Falling back on his usual cavalier manner, he added with a wicked grin,
“Or not.”

“We are not mates.”

Her forceful denial delighted him and Conner’s scowl added to his pleasure. “Even more reason for us
to get busy in the bushies.”

“Back off, Fido. She’s a feline. She doesn’t lie down with mangy mutts.”

If the male cat wanted to get under his skin, he was doing a great job of it. Yet instead of taking the
bait, Dirk kept his attention on Alex. Her lips thinned at Conner’s outburst.

“I suggest we get some rest. It’s late and | want to get an early start tomorrow.”

“Are you seriously suggesting we sleep with him, Alex?”

“Yes, Conner, | am. I’'m exhausted and we need each other’s body heat during the night. Plus, | think
Dirk’s got the right idea. If we work together—I mean, really work together—maybe we’ll have better
luck. God knows we need to try something different.” Pushing leaves and twigs together to form a bed
under the overgrowth, she lay down and curled into a ball. “Are you two joining me? Or would you rather
huddle together, just the two of you? Do whatever you like.”

“The lady doesn’t have to ask me twice.” Dirk slid close to her, spooned her, and tried to wrap his arm
over her only to have it slapped off. “Hey, you said we could do whatever we liked.”

“Try that or anything remotely similar and I’ll do more than slap at you.” Her tone, however,
contradicted the threat in her words.

“Oooh. You are such a spunky one.”

A mumbling Conner took her other side, lying so he could face them, and pressed close to her body.

“We’re going to discuss this so-called cooperation with a werewolf again in the morning.”
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“Whatever, cat-man.” Dirk made a show of snuggling closer to Alex, barely managing to suppress the

smile tugging at his lips.

The light grew dimmer around them, the night blanketing the world, and the sounds of nocturnal
animals added their bedtime music. Alex kept her eyes closed but couldn’t sleep. Memories of Bryer and
Lara, happy and contented together, churned inside her. Too many what ifs whipped her mind into a
whirlpool of thoughts and emotions, keeping sleep away. Although she’d tried talking about the tragedy to
Conner and others, they could never quite understand, never feel the pain the way she did. Feeling alone as
she had for so many nights, she sought comfort from the closeness of the males.

She sighed, enjoying the warmth surrounding her. How could she not think of sex with two very
masculine, very well-endowed men sandwiching her? Conner’s wide chest rubbed against the tips of her
nipples which, of course, reacted in a perfectly natural way. With Dirk’s hard pecs pushing against her
back, she developed a whole new meaning to the phrase, “caught between a rock and a hard place”. Not
that she was about to complain.

Trying to keep from touching anything too personal, she tucked one arm under her head and rested the
other along her leg. Soon, however, her legs grew stiff and she needed to move. Trusting Conner more than
the wily werewolf edging ever closer to her, she lifted her leg and gently laid it on top of Conner’s. He
tensed at her touch, then relaxed, his breathing evening out.

If only she could sort out her feelings for Conner. She loved him, adored the friend she’d grown up
and knew he’d make a caring and supportive mate. Logically, he was a great choice. Yet, although she was
sexually attracted to him, would take him to bed if he wouldn’t make more out of it than merely a sexual
romp, she couldn’t, wouldn’t take a mate until she found the extra sizzle simmering right below the surface
that meant a lifetime of passion. She sighed and wished Conner thrilled her that way.

Something hard bumped into her buttocks, coming to rest in the cleft between her cheeks. She
inhaled, knowing exactly what that something was. Her first instinct was to slap it away as she’d done his
arm, but she held back, enjoying the way the long rod grew even longer and thicker against her sensitive
backside. Dirk’s shaft was impressive. Impressive and very insistent. Hoping he’d think she was moving in
her sleep, she arched her back, pushing her breasts harder against Conner’s chest and wedging Dirk’s cock
deeper into her butt crack. He groaned, making her freeze. Was that a good groan? Or a frustrated one?

She took a peek at Conner. His eyes were closed, but his lips were parted, almost as though— She
gasped as Conner’s tongue snaked out to lightly touch her mouth, then slowly glided toward the corner.
Squeezing her eyes closed, she wondered if Dirk could see what Conner was up to.

Suddenly, the rough texture of a different tongue tracked along the curve of her neck. Alex shuddered,

pleased, excited and a little guilty. What would Conner do if he knew? She didn’t think the werewolf would
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mind sharing, but her friend would. She’d heard about werecats having sex with werewolves, but she’d
never considered it—until Dirk. But what about sex with both a werecat and a werewolf? Her heart
pounded at the idea.

Dirk’s hand found her left buttock, then fingered its way under her T-shirt and along the curve of her
waist. Moving her arm barely enough for him to slip under it, she remained motionless and waited to see
where he’d stop. He paused, then let his hand fall, coming to rest over her belly button. Conner scrunched
closer and placed his hand on the side of her breast.

Fearing that Dirk would move his hand higher and run into Conner’s, she feigned a stretch over her
head and, keeping her eyes closed and her breathing even, rolled onto her back. Both men stirred and she
waited to see if everything was good to go. When neither man complained about the other, she let out a
small sigh.

Almost in sync, each man took hold of a breast. Dirk scooted closer, his dick pushing hard against her
leg and his face close to her cheek. She could smell his breath on her, and slowly drew in his scent,
relishing the musky aroma. Conner removed his hand from her breast to pull her leg over his, catching it in
between his two, and spreading her apart. Gently, he placed his hand over her crotch.

Alex wondered how much longer this enticing interplay would go on, then prayed that it would.

Dirk’s thumb caressed her already peaked nipple and she fought to keep from squirming. At first, he
pressed lightly, then increased the pressure until, at last, his thumb rubbed slow forceful circles over her
bud. She bit the inside of her mouth to keep from moaning.

Conner undid her jeans, tugged them wide and snaked his hand between her legs. His fingers found
her sensitive spot, one rubbing her nub while the other fingers massaged the sensitive skin beside it. She
couldn’t stop her moans any longer. Wetness flooded her, oozing over his rapidly moving fingers.

She glanced at Conner’s face, the dim light of the moon aiding her heightened senses. Checking
Dirk’s face, she found his eyes closed, but a soft smile curving the ends of his mouth. Did they know? How
could they not?

She bit her bottom lip, resisting the burning compulsion to lick the corners of Dirk’s mouth. But if she
did, he’d know she was awake. Silently, she sent a prayer skyward, praying for them to keep their eyes
closed. She shut her eyes again, eager to find out where they would take her.

Dirk’s tongue flicked across her nipple and she couldn’t squelch a tremor. To cover, she stretched
again, pushing her breast into his face. She silently urged him to suck her aching bud, harder, stronger. As
though he’d heard her unspoken command, he brought her nipple into his mouth and suckled. She moaned
again, unable to suppress her pleasure any longer.

Conner rubbed harder, more insistent, and she spread her legs wider. Giving up the pretense of sleep,
she lifted her butt, signaling Conner to slide her jeans down her legs. With a hard kick, she freed her legs.

“So you were awake all this time, Alex?”
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She felt more than heard Dirk’s quiet chuckle at Conner’s question. “Well, duh. Who can sleep with
you two touching me?”

“Wait. Both of us?”

The irritation in Conner’s voice flowed over her. “Yes, both of you. Now get back to business, boys.”
At once, guilt washed over her. “Conner, if you don’t want to, I’ll understand.”

Yet she yearned to touch him, to give him a part of her. She hoped he’d go along with the threesome,
especially since her desire to have Dirk was on full steam ahead.

“Yeah, Conner, don’t do it if you don’t want to. But in the meantime...” Dirk chuckled again, then
latched onto her nipple. He pulled, tugging at her, cupping her breast and molding it to his face. Conner
lifted onto his elbow and took her chin in his hand.

“Conner, don’t stop. Please.”

“You’re right. | don’t want to do this. Not with a damn—"

She put every ounce of frustration she could muster into her shout. “Conner!”
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Her cry stopped him. She held her breath to keep the harsh words inside and glared at him, half-
pleading, half-demanding.

“I’ve waited so long to have you, Alex. But not like this.”

She held his gaze, not giving into the impulse to look away. Yet when she failed to voice a response,
he gritted his teeth, then groaned and scooted down, running his hand along her leg until he could move
into position. Lifting her legs over his shoulders, he dove in, pressing his face against her warm pussy. He
fingered her folds apart and raked his tongue over her, ramming it hard against her swollen nub. Sucking,
nipping, licking, he continued to plunder her while Dirk suckled one breast and fondled the other.

Mewing, she no longer tried to hold back and released loud sounds of enjoyment. Dirk and Conner
became vocal, each moaning, murmuring sounds of lust, as they worked her body, at once treating her
tenderly, then roughly. She reached down to help Conner by holding herself open to him, then ran her hand
down Dirk’s back, keeping him close.

“Oh, oh, oooohhh, Conner!”

Listening to the noises Conner made lapping up her juices made her wetter, wilder, hornier. Lust
coursed through her, churning her insides, flaming her body. She squirmed, wanting more, yet fighting for
a few seconds to recover from the delicious torture. He plunged his tongue inside her, using his fingers to
massage her throbbing nub. Heat, unexpected in its quick arousal, burned into her, sending her flying. She
climaxed and waves of delight shuddered through her. “Oh, please. Don’t stop.”

Dirk got on his knees, brought her breasts together and forced his face between them. The vibrations
of his pleasured groans reverberated against her chest. He stroked her nipples with his thumbs, then
pinched them between his fingers. “Suck on my nipples, Dirk. Make them ache. It’s okay. I like it rough.”
He answered with his mouth and teeth, pulling, nipping at her.

Conner answered, too, breathing air onto her sensitive clit. The warmth hit her, shooting her into
another orgasm and she clutched at Dirk’s back, digging her nails into his flesh. Gripping her bottom like
he’d never let go, Conner kept her to him, unrelenting in his pursuit. He ducked a little lower, piercing her
with his tongue. She bucked, not wanting to get away, but unable to stand the delicious sensations any
longer. “Oh, shit. Oh. My. God. If I’d known what you could do...”

Conner stopped to question her with a look, but unwilling to explain, she pushed his head down again.

“Don’t you dare stop now.”
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Dirk, however, wasn’t one to stand by and watch. He ran his tongue between her breasts, moistening
her skin. “How about I get on top and fuck your tits?”

“No!” Conner shoved her hands away. “Don’t let his cock near you.”

She started to tell him he couldn’t make demands, then thought better of it. How could she deny his
request when he was pleasing her in spite of his dislike of Dirk? For now, she would acquiesce. “Not now,
Dirk. But I wouldn’t mind watching you take care of yourself while Conner eats me.”

Conner growled, but she ignored him and quirked her eyebrows at Dirk. “Well?”

“Don’t mind if 1 do.” Dirk quickly unzipped his jeans, pulled out his all-too-ready dick, spat on his
palms and started massaging himself.

She gasped and wished for a brighter moon to see his massive shaft.

Conner darted his tongue in and out, fucking her as she watched Dirk work his cock. She wiggled to a
better position, trying to keep her hands on the werecat’s head and her gaze on the werewolf. Dirk pumped
his shaft, sliding his hand back and forth from the curly dark hair at the base to the curve that led up to the
mushroomed cap. “Faster, Dirk. Go as fast as you can. As fast as Conner’s tongue and fingers.”

Both men took the challenge and increased their speeds. Dirk’s heavy pants grew faster, his rapt
attention centered on her every move. Lifting her breasts toward her mouth, she swiped her tongue over one
taut bud then the other and was rewarded with an agonized sound from Dirk. “Ooh, Dirk, | love it when
you growl.”

Not to be outdone, Conner added his thumb to the agonizingly wonderful attack, wrenching her focus
away from the werewolf. She stared at her friend, amazed at how he controlled her even as she bucked
against him. He stayed with her, using her jerks to coincide with his licks, his head remaining buried
between her legs. The familiar whirlwind of impending release whipped through her and she thrashed
about, her moan heralding her pleasure. At last she could take no more and she cried out, her body jerking
with orgasmic spasms, her breasts jiggling. Gasping for air, she watched Dirk tense, readying for his
release. His eyes changed, the brilliant blue morphing into glowing amber in the darkness as his explosion
overtook him.

The tension inside grew, forming stronger waves of lust, and she knew her ultimate orgasm was near.
The turmoil of desire built up inside her abdomen, speeding up and down in rolls of heat. Suddenly, she
exploded, soaking the tender flesh between her legs. A deeper blackness than the night swept over her and
she struggled to stay conscious.

Climax after climax rocked through her until, at last, she could stand it no longer. She heeled herself
away from Conner, breaking his hold. Going to his knees, he undid his jeans, took his shaft in his hand and
masturbated. Her gaze glued to his, her breaths still racking her body. He stiffened, groaned, then released.

“Alex.”
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Alex wondered at the lust, the excitement and, more, the love in Conner’s tone. Shuddering, he fell to
her side, keeping one hand possessively on her thigh. Had she made a mistake? Should she have let him
tongue her? She bit her lip and hoped the sexual romp wouldn’t make him even more determined to mate
with her. But, oh, God, how wonderful he’d been! She couldn’t deny it. She’d loved every second with
both shifters.

Turning away from Conner, she caught the expression on Dirk’s face and gasped. The compassion
and, more, the absolute understanding filling his features left her breathless. Suddenly, he reached out and

covered her hand and, for the first time in a long while, she was content.

“Shit! Get away from me, you mangy mutt!”

Conner’s angry words ripped apart her dream—a wonderful dream of delicious sex with Dirk—
startling her awake. She leapt into a fighting stance, ready for an attack by a faceless killer. Instead she
found Conner backing away from Dirk, his hands fisted, his neck red with fury.

“What the hell is going on?”

Dirk, sporting his mischievous grin, shook his head and continued to brush the dirt and leaves off his
body. “Nothing. He’s getting all excited—oops, poor choice of words—over nothing.”

“Nothing? You call waking up with your arms wrapped around me nothing?” Conner spat onto the
ground and stalked a few feet away.

She couldn’t help but laugh. “Well, seriously, Conner, what’s the big deal? | mean it’s not as if you
haven’t already seen his he-haw.”

“He-haw?” Dirk’s expression was priceless. “If you’re referring to my manly package, I’ll thank you
to use a more fitting term.”

“You—" Conner pointed at Dirk. “You are a freak. Stay away from me, got it?”

“Aw, Connie, you’re hurting my feelings. | thought we shared something special last night.”

Alex choked back her giggle although she wanted nothing more than to let it loose. It had been a long
time since she’d laughed like this. A long time since the one person who could always make her laugh had
changed. “Okay, okay. Fun’s over. Conner, calm down. I’m sure it happened after | got up to, uh, use
nature’s facilities, then lay back down on the other side of you. He probably rolled next to you thinking you
were me.”

“You do have a very feminine side to you, cat-man.”

Conner darted toward Dirk, hands open to throttle him, but Alex jumped between them, blocking his
way. “Don’t we have more urgent matters to attend to?” The two men grumbled but stepped back from her.

“How about we agree that last night never happened?”
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Not that she ever wanted to forget and she hoped they felt the same way. When she was sure Conner
wouldn’t lunge at Dirk again, she moved away, already concentrating on the real problem. “I was thinking.
We shouldn’t have shifted into our animal forms to check out the ranch. After all, there’s less chance of
getting shot, at least intentionally, as humans. Granted, we won’t cover as much territory, but at least we
won’t wind up dead.”

“Agreed.” Dirk bit his lip, humor showing in the lines around his eyes. “Is that okay with you, cat-
man?”

Alex frowned and shot him an imploring stare. Granted, he was funny, but Conner obviously didn’t
agree, so why keep baiting him?

Dirk caught her meaning, coughed and did a one-eighty. “Uh, seriously, man. What do you think?
Should we stay in our human forms?” After she rewarded him with a soft smile, he added another attempt
to get on her good side. “And how are you doing today, anyway? Wound all healed?”

“Alex, so help me, I’m going to chew him up and spit him out.” Conner’s face flushed a purplish-red.

“Actually, Conner, | think he’s sincere.” She couldn’t help but wonder, but decided to give the
werewolf the benefit of the doubt.

Conner didn’t appear to agree, yet grumbled a curse at Dirk and nodded. “I’m fine.” He put his back
to Dirk who made a “hey, | tried” shrug. “I think we should tackle the next ridge near the two smaller
ranches.”

“l agree with ca—with Conner. From the locations where the bodies were found, it looks like the
killer’s moving in that direction.” Dirk’s grin was gone, seriousness replacing any sign of mirth.

She had to admit she liked his serious side almost as much as his jovial one. Her thoughts drifted back
to last night’s activities and landed squarely on his excellent package. Of course, his physical attributes put
both those other sides to shame.

“Alex? Did you hear what | said?”

She blinked, wiping away the sexy image. “Yeah. | heard you, Dirk.” Avoiding their silent perusal,
she forced her mind back to her mission. “So what are we waiting for? Get your tails in gear, men.”

She marched off, leaving the men to follow her.

A skimpy breakfast of berries-on-the-run and twenty minutes later everything was forgotten except
picking up the trail of the killer and trying to stay out of gunshot range of the armed humans scouring the
hills. Using hand signals to relay his intent, Dirk ordered the other two shifters to spread out, moving out of
eyesight of each other but close enough for their sensitive ears to hear a shout.

A noise to his right had Dirk ducking, narrowly avoiding being spotted by two hunters. Hiding behind

some bushes, he let them stroll past him as they argued about which baseball team would win the
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championship. How they expected to hunt while flapping their gums he’d never know. In fact, if they’d all
stay home, he could make better time. He resisted the urge to stand up and tell them so. Now that he had
Alex to worry about, he couldn’t take unnecessary risks.

The implication of his thoughts struck him, making him stay behind the bushes a little longer than
necessary. Why should he worry about Alex? Not only was she competent enough to take care of herself,
she had Conner. Yet he couldn’t shake the need to protect her. Hell, he wanted to protect her. Wanted to
keep her safe from not only the hunters, but from anything else that might hurt her.

Once the hunters were out of sight, he rushed off in a different direction, his footsteps barely making a
sound. He then circled around, making sure he stayed close to Alex’s position.

Conner’s exclamation alerted him and he took off in a run. A few minutes later, he dashed into a
clearing to find Alex and Conner standing over a dead cow. “Damn it! Not another one already.”

“Looks like it.” Alex’s scowl, a scowl that couldn’t mar her beauty, matched his inner turmoil.

Conner knelt next to the carcass. “Yep. It’s definitely the work of the same cat. Same earmarks. Same
everything. And it happened recently, too. The body’s not even cold yet.”

“But how does he do it?” Dirk scanned the surrounding tree line for any signs of the killer, but found
none.

“What do you mean?” Alex kicked her toe against the cow’s still-limp leg. “He attacks and rips out its
throat. Exactly like he did to the rest.”

“That’s not what | meant. I’m asking how does he strike so fast? And with all these hunters around? |
spent most of my time hiding from them instead of tracking him.”

“Why would you hide?” Alex held her hand up to shield the light coming through the trees. “I thought
you liked humans.”

“l like them well enough, | guess. But if you called out and they heard you, then they ran into a
beautiful woman—" he covered the length of her with his gaze, then landed back on her face, “—they
might question what the hell you’re doing out in the wilds.”

“Which is why | stayed hidden, too.” She blinked and he could almost read her thoughts.

Taking compliments wasn’t easy for her, but it was more than that. He reached out to her, hoping to
dive behind the pain he’d seen all too often since meeting her. She saw his gesture, started to smile, then
caught him studying her and forced a passive expression. Instead of pulling her into his arms, he dropped
his hand uselessly to his side.

Conner cleared his throat, loudly, rudely. “If you two are through discussing the obvious, maybe we
can get going?” He pointed to an area of grass where drops of blood were scattered. “Wait a sec. This is
different.”

“How so, cat-man?”

“It appears Bry—uh, the killer decided to take some of the meat along with him this time.”
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Tension between the two werecats rippled in the air. Alex bristled at Conner, then abruptly turned in a
different direction, placing her back to Dirk. Dirk took them both in, tried to understand the conflict, then
decided to bide his time and ask questions later. Adding more tension wouldn’t gain him any answers. Until
then, he’d have to wonder what Conner had started to say.

“Well, at least we know he has to eat. But why this time and not before? He’s always torn the cow
apart, then left all the meat at the site of the kill.” Dirk searched the ground around the cow but didn’t see
any signs that he’d fed beside his prey.

“Probably because of the hunters.”

Dirk shook his head at Conner’s explanation and pointed toward the sky. “I don’t think so. He’s never
worried about them before so why start now? | think maybe it’s because of that storm coming in. If he’s
smart—and obviously he is—he’s heading for shelter.”

Alex’s and Conner’s gazes followed his direction. Black clouds formed nearby, darkening the sky to
the west of them. “Crap. The rain will wash away his tracks.”

“That and catch a lot of unprepared people in the mountains. Including us if we don’t find someplace
to hunker down and wait it out.” Dirk pivoted on his heel and started toward the nearest ranch.

“Hey, hold up, Dirk. Where’re you headed?”

“Um, to find cover, of course. You know. Like at a ranch. Personally, | don’t like flash floods, and |
kind of thought cats didn’t like getting wet, either.”

“Very funny. Look, I don’t like getting wet, but | don’t like the idea of trying to explain who we are
and why we’re hunting the killer cat, either. Didn’t you say they’d wonder about a woman being out here?”
She glanced at Conner and lifted her eyebrows in question. “I know a safe place the pride uses.”

“Alex. No.” Conner obviously didn’t like the idea of showing a werewolf one of the pride’s secret
hideaways.

“Conner, we don’t have a lot of options.”

“Why do | get the impression that you two are speaking in some kind of feline code?”

She chuckled, ignoring Conner’s sour face. “Follow us, werewolf. We’ll keep you safe and dry.” Alex
turned toward the mountains and the rock outcrop situated on higher ground. The men followed behind
staying silent and matching her pace for pace. Together they left the valley, traveling through the forest and
onto the rocky ledges until Alex stopped in front of a large growth of bushes. With a glance at Dirk, she
pulled at the branches and the false barrier fell away, revealing a large cave. The mouth of the cave reached
above their heads and was wide enough for all three to stand side by side.

“Holy shit. I’ve spent a lot of time in these woods, but | never knew this was here.”

The clap of thunder following Dirk’s remark sent them scurrying into the cave.

Alex stared at the flashes of light slashing through the falling darkness. “Am | imagining it or was that

lightning too damn close?”
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“Freaky damn close.” Conner scowled at Dirk. “The storm must be our ancestors telling us how
displeased they are by our hanging around with a werewolf.”

“Conner, my friend, you do have an interesting way of viewing the world.” Dirk puffed out an
exasperated breath and dragged in a leveling one. “Not a good view, but an interesting one.”

Why did Conner have to be such a prick? Especially since Dirk had tried so hard to be nice to the cat-
man to make Alex happy. But a man could only put up with shit for so long before it stuck in his craw. He
gritted his teeth and returned Conner’s snarl. “For Alex’s sake, I’'m trying to control the part of me that
wants to flatten you and stomp your furry butt into the cave’s rocky floor. Hell, through the floor.” Yet
when his gaze fell on Alex standing at the mouth of the cave, he immediately forgot about Conner.

Lightning lit up the world outside, bursting splashes of brightness across her upturned angular face.
Soft shadows played with her features, accentuating the high cheekbones, the way she jutted her chin out in
a defiant manner. The fire of lights outside made the copper in her hair sparkle with its own flame. She
stared into the night that had arrived with the storm, her eyes darting from one point to another, searching.
She pursed her full lips together, plumping them as though waiting for a kiss.

He’d love to kiss her. To ravish her lips, her eyelids, her pussy. And, surprising even himself, her
mind. Captured by her beauty, Dirk let his eyes devour her. She was taller than most women, even most
shifter females. The way she stood, her shoulders thrown back, gave her a regal posture and, if he believed
in such things, he would swear she was a Greek goddess returned to Earth. From the rounded curve of her
shapely buttocks to the long, lean length of her legs, he took her in, his mouth watering at the idea of her
lying beneath him, writhing in lust-filled ecstasy.

A clap of thunder jolted her and she jumped. Her gaze locked onto his, her green eyes glowing,
sprinkled with brilliant golden flecks. Shifter flecks. The night’s storm called her inner beast just as he
could feel his own animal heeding the call. His animal roared to life inside, aching to answer her unspoken
summons to take her. His gut twisted in the familiar stirring of lust, but stronger than he’d ever felt it,
different than he’d ever felt it. He let his fangs grow and returned her stark perusal. “Alex, | need your legs
wrapped around me, holding me.”

She swallowed and narrowed her eyes at him, almost as though she’d heard his thoughts. Then her
pink tongue flicked across her kissable lips and his knees nearly buckled in the rush of desire. He swore at
that moment that he heard her answer in his mind. “Then come to me, Dirk. Take me. I’'m yours.”

A soft rumble rolled in his chest and he took a step forward—until an arm pushed against his chest.

www.samhainpublishing.com 29



http://www.samhainpublishing.com/�

Chapter Four

Dirk’s growl rumbled out of him and he glared at Conner. “Get your stinking paws off me, you
oversized mouse-chaser.”

Conner dropped his arm, then took a step in front of him. “Alex, get away from the entrance of the
cave.”

Alex, still uneasy on her feet after the unnerving connection with Dirk, could merely nod. Normally
she would’ve balked at such a brusque order, but she was in no position to argue. At least not until she’d
figured out what had happened.

When she’d stared into Dirk’s eyes, she’d experienced a bond unlike any she’d ever had with any of
her werecat lovers. Somehow she and the werewolf had come together, emotionally, sexually, without
physically touching. If Conner hadn’t broken their connection, she would’ve gone to Dirk and begged him
to take her. At that moment, she’d wanted him to push her down and ride her from behind. She’d wanted
him to tell her what to do and how to do it. She still wanted him to.

Another flash of light and the resulting clap of thunder shook her from her fantasy. Dirk frowned, a
crease marring his forehead, but he never stopped staring at her.

“Conner, could you gather some firewood and start a fire?”

Conner glanced at Alex, then at Dirk and frowned. He opened his mouth to speak, but clammed up at
Alex’s hard look. With a curt nod, he eased into the darkness outside the cave. She swallowed and paused,
half expecting Conner to return, then tossed her hair over her shoulder. Glancing at Dirk, Alex hastened
into the interior of the cave. Voicelessly, she begged him to follow her.

The plea was in and out of her mind before she realized what she was thinking. Was she going crazy?
Or was it her imagination playing out with the storm’s eeriness? She quickened her pace and kept moving
toward the rear, into the blacker recesses of the cave that ran approximately fifty feet deep. What would
Conner think? Moreover, what would he do if she hooked up with Dirk? The other night had been
unplanned and spontaneous. But this time she knew what she wanted, had even instigated it. Suddenly, her
strength left her and she leaned her shoulder against the cool wall. Did she dare continue this sexual
escapade? She chuckled, speaking her answer before logic could talk her out of it. “Hell yes.”

“Hell yes what?”

She whirled, placing her back against the wall to find Dirk standing close to her. Too close. “What did

you say?”
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The intensity in his eyes echoed the frown on his face. “That’s what I’'m asking you.” She
instinctively knew that he understood what she wanted before he spoke. “Or do | already know what you’re
saying yes to?”

“You’re a strange man, Dirk Claxton.” She needed time to think. Not caring if he responded, she
looked down and immediately regretted it. Her gaze fell to the bump in his jeans, his cock pressing against
the material. Her breathing shortened and she struggled to look elsewhere, at anything else.

“Strange but sexy, | hope.”

She forced her words to come out stronger than she felt. “A bit conceited, are we?”

He touched a lock of her hair, spreading the strands between his callused fingers. “Hey, when you’ve
got it, why deny it? You’re not exactly a dog, you know. Although some of the female dogs I’ve known
have been real knockouts.”

She laughed at his joke, letting out some of her anxiety along with it. “Gee, thanks. Your flattery is
underwhelming.”

“Okay, then let me say it straight out. You’re the most captivating woman I’ve ever known. And I’'m
not talking just about the way you look, either. I think you know that. You can sense this thing between us
like I can.”

Dirk lifted her chin to make her meet his eyes—his gorgeous ocean-colored eyes filled with amber
speckles—and she blinked at the passion in them. Suddenly he pressed against her, his muscled chest
flattening her breasts. His mouth crushed hers and he thrust his tongue between her lips, past her teeth to
seek out hers. She inhaled, as much from delight as surprise, and met his forceful kiss with her own. Pulling
the bottom of his shirt from his jeans, she slipped her hand along his muscled back, running her fingers
over his scars. “How?”

His chuckle spread warmth into her mouth. “How? | figured you already knew how. But if you don’t,
then not to worry. I’'m a great teacher.”

She gasped as he nibbled at her ear, sending delicious spirals of desire along her neck to the tips of her
breasts. “I’m talking about your scars, wolf-man. How did you get the scars on your back?”

He paused, then took her face between his hands, forcing her to look at him, his gaze delving deep
inside her. “Seriously? You want to talk about my scars?” But when she didn’t answer, he continued,
“They’re souvenirs of a bad time in my life when | fought with everyone and everything I could find.
Including a man with a whip.” He tilted his head. “Why? Do they bother you?”

She slid a hand over a large scar and shook her head. “No. In fact, | think they’re kind of sexy.”

His wicked grin melted her from the inside out. “Sugar, you’re the sexy one.”

His mouth crushed against hers, ridding her of the need to answer his flattery. Instead, she pulled him
close, trying to mold his body to hers, into to hers. He lowered his head, trailing his tongue down her neck

to the rise of her breasts, then back up to capture her mouth again.
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At first, she wasn’t sure if the rumbling sound came from her or from him. The vibration that traveled
with the low hum, trembled through her breasts to spread inside her, touching her heart not with a mere
physical awareness, but with something more, something stronger. His tongue lashed at hers, sliding over
hers to suck her taste into his mouth. Musky raw flavor filled her and she wanted to drink in every bit. Dirk
growled again and angled his head to nip at the corners of her mouth. She moaned and ignored the chilly
rock pushing into her back.

Suddenly, he changed places with her, then pulled her to him. Grabbing her buttocks, claiming her
like the animal he was, he lifted her and she gladly wrapped her legs around him. With a sigh of desire that
filled his mouth, she thrust her hips forward, grinding into his hard bulge.

Supporting her with one hand, he moved his palm under her shirt to her braless breast, taking it,
making it seem small in his large hand. Another growl rumbled from him to her and she warmed at the
now-familiar feeling. Please take me. Fuck me and fuck me hard. Silently, she hoped he’d hear her
thoughts again.

With a half-growl, half-groan, he pushed her away even as she clung to him. “Here? Now?” he
whispered.

Unable to speak, she nodded.

“What about—"

She snarled her warning, breaking off his irritating questions, and started unbuttoning his shirt. He
growled again, relief mixing into the urgency this time, then reached for her jeans and started unzipping
them. Unlacing her legs briefly, she chucked off her boots and let the jeans slide to the floor.

“I’m so glad you’re a commando lover like me.”

At last, she found her voice. “Makes for a faster shift.” She grinned, knowing her grin was as
mischievous as his. “Or a faster lay.” In a hurry, she threw his shirt to the floor and started on his jeans
while he worked on his boots. “Come on. | want you bare-assed.”

“Damn straight. Whatever you want, sugar, you’ll get.”

“And speaking of damn straight...”

He shoved down his jeans, his cock thrusting outward to prod against her mons. “Is this straight
enough? Although I’ve always heard that the ladies like the curve at the end.”

She mewed at the engorged shaft and slipped her hand down to fondle him. He moaned and lifted her
again, his fingers digging into her ass cheeks. Dark brown hair framed his dick, already oozing with his
pre-come. She licked her lips, ready to taste him. She smiled at the idea. Dirk had her licking her lips a lot.
“Damn but you’re hard. Hard and wet.”

“The better to take you with, my dear.”

His playful words, combined with the sensual growl of his tone, made her pussy flood with cream and
her nipples pebble. A pulsating need raced through her. “Take me, Dirk. Now.”
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“Take it easy. That storm’s not going to let up anytime soon. We’ve got all night.” He skated his hand
between her legs and dipped his fingers between her folds. “You’re wet, too. So slick and slippery.”

She groaned her frustration into his ear, followed with a lick down the side of his neck. “Then slide on

Catching her throbbing nub between his fingers, he pinched her, making her yelp. “Ow!”

“l like it rough, lady. Can you handle it?”

“l can handle anything you throw at me, wolfie.”

He moved his fingers, rubbing, stroking, pinching her nub. She wiggled against him, loving the sting
that came along with the pleasure. Her come flowed out of her, raking her release through her and outward
in ragged pants.

“Already?” He nuzzled his mouth against her collarbone, warm breath tickling her skin.

“Don’t worry. | have more where that one came from.”

“Argh.” Gently, he lowered her along with himself, placing her on her back against the chilly cave
floor. “I’ve got to have you.”

He pushed her T-shirt over her head and threw it away. Sucking on her nipple, he tugged and pulled at
her breast. Fingers of lust spread into her breasts and splintered outward to thread through her body.

“Condom.”

“Shit.” He reached over to rummage through his jeans pocket.

“Do you always bring a condom along while hunting a cattle killer?”

“Hey, ya never know. | was a wolf cub with the Boy Scouts so I’m always prepared.”

She laughed out loud. Dirk reminded her of Bryer, the way he made her laugh, his lighthearted
attitude toward life. Sadness at the thought of her brother trickled into her, but she roughly pushed it away
and concentrated on the sex. On Dirk. “Figures you’d be a Boy Scout.”

Dirk quickly put on the condom. “What’s your pleasure, little lady?”

“My pleasure would be for you to stop talking and start working.” Alex spread her legs wider, leaned
her head back and gasped at the delicious rush of pleasure Dirk’s hands and mouth gave her, then let her
head fall to the side. She gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders.

Conner sat on the other side of the cave, watching them. His eyes, glowing with amber, narrowed at
her, intent on taking everything in. But it was his expression that had her breath hitching in her throat. A
mixture of hurt and arousal played across his features.

Why hadn’t he said something? She searched his face, waiting for him to see her question, but he
didn’t act as though he’d noticed. “Dirk, look,” she whispered.

She couldn’t understand Dirk’s mumbles from between her breasts. Taking Dirk’s hair, she tugged his
head up.

“Ow! | like it rough, but hair pulling isn’t very cool.”

www.samhainpublishing.com 33



http://www.samhainpublishing.com/�

Beverly Rae

Taking his chin, she twisted his face away from hers. “Conner’s here.”

Dirk stopped moving to glower at the werecat. His body tensed and not in a good way. “So you like to
watch, huh, cat-man?” His easy tone contradicted the rigidness of his body.

The strange expression on Conner’s face dissipated, replaced with an irritated one. “No.” His gaze
matched Dirk’s and held, then moved to her and softened. “I lit a fire at the entrance like you asked and
then wondered where you two had gone. When | saw—"

“When you saw us, you decided to sit a spell and take in the show.” Dirk checked Alex. “Not that |
mind. As far as I’m concerned, he can watch all he wants. Still, the lady may not like it.”

She pushed a hair out of Dirk’s eyes and hooked it behind one ear, keeping her gaze—and her
hands—where they were. “Conner, are you all right?” | wonder if... She paused, gave the new idea another
thought and decided to forge ahead. “Would you like to join in?” She ran a hand down Dirk’s back,
enjoying the texture of his scars against his smooth skin. “You don’t mind, do you, Dirk?”

The slight crease of his forehead belied his words. “Naw. | don’t mind. Personally, | prefer my
threesomes with two females, but whatever catches your fancy, sugar.”

“Conner?” Had she gone too far? As much as she wanted Dirk, she’d hate to hurt her friendship with
Conner. She sent him a smile, one filled with both hope and a plea for understanding. “I want you, too,
Conner.”

“Come on, man. It’s a good way to pass the night.”

Alex shot Dirk a warning look, caught the twinkle in his eye, then tried a different approach. “Please,
Conner. I’ve always wondered what it would be like. Haven’t you?” She knew he had. But would he let her
give this to him? Would he give this to her? She tilted her head and tried on a sexy expression. “And after
last night, I really want to.”

He blinked, his eyes suddenly darkening, then added a quick nod. “Of course | have. But just with the
two of us.” His eyes darkened into a deeper yellow. “Not with him.”

“Be reasonable, man. What the lady wants, the—"

Alex flattened her hand against Dirk’s mouth. Once she was sure he’d finally gotten the message to
shut up, she tried again. “Conner, this is what | want. Please. | can almost taste you.” She ran her tongue
over her upper lip as an extra enticement and was rewarded with a flicker of desire across his face.
Reaching out, she beckoned for him. “Come here. Let me have this. Let me have you.”

The added emphasis did the trick. Slowly, Conner rose from his seated position, kicked off his boots
and crossed over to them. “Only for you, Alex. 1’d do anything for you.”

Alex tried to ignore the commitment behind Conner’s words and, pushing against him, encouraged
Dirk to back off. She got on her knees and offered her hand to Conner. Yet instead of taking his hand, she
reached for his jeans and undid them. “Then do this. | promise you’ll enjoy it.”
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Slipping his jeans to his ankles, she wrapped her hand around his hard cock, then slid her mouth down
the length. He tasted wild, musky, wonderful. He inhaled sharply and pulled off his shirt. She sucked
harder, drawing him deeper than before. He wavered on his feet a second and tracked his hands through her
hair to keep his balance. Moaning, he fixed his gaze on her, watching her move his penis in and out.

“Hey, don’t forget about me.” Dirk positioned himself behind her, taking her butt cheeks in his grip
and spreading them wider. His shaft slid into her crack, rubbing his shaft against her.

Keeping her focus on Conner, she cupped his balls and gently massaged him. He moaned louder and
planted his feet apart.

“Oh, shit.” Conner pulled her impossibly closer, holding her to him. “That’s so good. Ahhh. Yeah,
Alex.”

She increased her rhythmic motions with Conner, tugging, pulling, sucking him. Wrapping her tongue
around him, she ran one hand up his firm abdomen and thrilled at the tiny ripples of pleasure coursing
through his skin.

Dirk groaned, leaned into her and nipped her on the shoulder. “Damn, but | love your ass. I’ve been
watching it all day, wanting to stick my dick into you.”

“Then do it.” Alex trailed her tongue along the bottom of Conner’s shaft, breathing in the scent that
was all male werecat.

Dirk grazed his teeth across one cheek, down the dip in the middle and over the other cheek. “Bend
over a little more and open wide.”

The wetness between her legs erupted into a flood. She moaned and bent forward as Conner fell to his
knees, leaning back to give her a good angle to take him into her mouth again. Dirk pushed her cheeks
apart and used his fingers to rub something cold and wet around her anus and inside.

Dirk was prepared for anything. Instead of saying so, however, she continued to eat the prize in front
of her. Conner’s cock was hard, highlighting the purple veins laced from tip to bottom.

Dirk slowly pushed his fingers into her, carefully, gently. “Breathe, Alex. Breathe and relax.”

She closed her eyes, fondling Conner’s balls and concentrating on the wonderful heat in her hands and
body. Taking long slow breaths, she opened for Dirk.

Dirk quickly replaced his fingers with his shaft and slid the huge cock slowly, inch by delicious inch
into her butt. She tensed, then relaxed, easing him inside her. Dirk rocked back and forth, grunting as he did
so, his hands on her hips to keep her in place. “Awww. God, you’re so tight. So sweet.” Suddenly, he
rammed into her, pushing her forward. She would’ve fallen if Conner hadn’t held her shoulders. Every time
Dirk thrust into her bottom, she used the motion to take Conner’s shaft deeper into her mouth.

“Ooooh!” Saying the word with Conner still in her mouth, Alex felt the warm air flow over her hands

and down his shaft. Another climax broke free, shooting out from her pussy in waves of ecstasy. Smaller
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pleasure waves rippled along her legs, threatening to weaken her knees. Dirk, however, sensed her
weakness and held her tighter, keeping her with him.

At last she could stand no more and let go of Conner’s shaft. “Oh, hell, yes. Someone better do me
right now. | can’t stand it any longer. | need a man’s cock inside my pussy.”

For a moment, she wasn’t sure if either man had heard her. They went still, neither one moving.
Glancing up, she could see the dare in Conner’s face as he glared at Dirk.

“I’ll have her first.”

“Well, technically, cat-man, | already did.”

“Dirk, shut the hell up and get Conner a condom.” Alex pulled away from him even as he tried to hold
on, then twisted to face him. If she hadn’t wanted sex so much at that second, she would’ve found his
surprised expression amusing. Lying on her back, she opened wide and motioned to Conner. “Now,
Conner. Dirk, take the condom off and let me suck you dry.”

Again the men paused before moving into position. Conner leaned over her and took one of her
breasts. Lifting her legs, she wrapped them over his shoulders, lifting her pussy toward his prize. With a
half-moan, half-growl, he slammed into her, scooting her head into Dirk.

Dirk shifted to the side, giving her better access and held his dick in his hand. “You’re so damn wet. |
can see your come on him.”

“Give it to me.” Alex took his shaft and guided it into her mouth. She closed her eyes, savoring the
new taste of werewolf. The taste was slightly different from Conner’s. Thicker somehow. Earthier. She
dragged on him, keeping her gaze on his lust-filled face.

“Suck me, Alex. Use your tongue, sugar.”

Rocking back and forth from Conner’s rhythmic pounding, Alex drew Dirk in and out, holding then
releasing over and over, sweeping her tongue around the thick rod. His impressive shaft curved at the end
to tap at the top of her mouth. So big. So long. So right. Tasting Dirk while Conner fucked her pussy was
beyond her wildest fantasy. She’d had threesomes before, but never with two men who were so very
different. And never with a werewolf.

Conner groaned, leaned over and flicked his tongue over her taut nipple. Taking his cue, Dirk reached
out to pinch her other sensitive nub.

She slurped Dirk’s shaft inside, released him, then did it again. He groaned and spread his legs wider.
Cupping his balls with one hand, she slid the other around his thigh to grip his tight butt cheek. Feeling
powerful and in control of the two men, she tightened her legs around Conner and tracked her tongue down
Dirk’s length, kissing it along the way, only to plunge him back inside her mouth.

“Oh, shit, I’m going to blow.” Dirk groaned and pulled out of her mouth, turning away with a shout.
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Conner, soaked with sweat, increased his speed, pumping her harder and faster. She reached down,
fingering her nub, driving her pulsating pussy to climax. The moment she tensed, then let the climax roll

through her, Conner stiffened, threw back his head and roared his release.
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“Damn it. Another day gone and we’re not a step closer to finding him. So much for three heads being
better than two. Especially when one of the heads is a werewolf’s.” Conner wiped the sweat from his brow
and scowled at Dirk.

“Last night’s storm didn’t help matters, Conner. The tracks we were following have washed out.”
Dirk could’ve said more. In fact, he wanted to tell Conner to shove off, but he resisted the urge to take
Conner’s bait. The werecat was as worn out as he was and taking it out on him. Besides, he didn’t really
dislike Alex’s friend and, in fact, could understand why Conner resented him. The werecat had to have
noticed the chemistry between Alex and him. A chemistry that simply didn’t exist between Alex and
Conner.

Dirk studied Alex as she arched her back, thrusting out her breasts, trying to work out the soreness
from several hours of running. She bent her head, rubbing her neck, and he bit back the sudden desire to
massage it for her. Instead he watched her, fearful of disturbing her, like scaring away a timid doe in the
forest. Impossibly, she was more beautiful now than when he’d first seen her—like a female werewolf but
with an exotic edge. Getting to know her had added to her charm, making him want to know her even
better.

Alex sighed a mournful sound, then turned toward him, her gaze meeting his before moving on. Yet
he knew she hadn’t really seen him. Instead she was far away, lost in her thoughts, her memories. Dirk
inhaled, stunned at the loneliness and grief in her eyes. For several moments, he studied her, wondering
what tragedy could fill her beautiful eyes with such extraordinary sadness. Her face, as captivating as ever,
seemed older, as though filled with lines he couldn’t see. Her lips parted and he expected her to speak but
knew if she did, her words would not be meant for him but for someone only she could see. He inclined his
head to her, hoping the movement would catch her eyes, but still she looked past him into an unseen world.

Unable to bear the ache in her eyes any longer, he dropped his perusal from her face to her breasts.
Her firm and pebbled breasts dried his mouth and he wrenched his attention farther down, eager to devour
her other treasures. He followed her long legs, watched the way she held her body tall and straight, denying
the inner turmoil he’d seen hidden in her gaze. She was a strong woman and he loved how that strength
revealed itself in sex. A spark of excitement tickled his cock. Last night was great, but he wanted more time

with her. Alone time with her. He glanced at Conner and barely kept the snarl from his lips.



Wild Cat

“Alex?” Dirk whispered, fearful of startling her. She blinked but didn’t show any other sign that she’d
heard him. He took a step toward her, raising his hand to her. Conner hissed at Dirk, stepped to block him,
then reached out to touch Alex’s arm. Without warning, Dirk’s gut clenched, twisting with an unfamiliar
emotion.

“Stretch?”

Alex jolted out of her trance, pulling away from Conner’s touch. She glanced between the two men,
confusion etched on her face. “What?”

“You okay?” Conner’s lowered tone was gentle, his demeanor suggesting he’d seen her this way
before.

“Oh.” Alex shook her head, then tugged at the ends of her hair, her gaze wandering anywhere except
on the two men. “Of course | am.”

“Are you sure?” Dirk studied her, ready to do whatever she needed. “Is there something | can get
you?”

“l said I’m fine, Dirk.”

“Good. For a minute there, | thought="

She ground out her answer, her glare telling more than her words. “Like I said. It’s nothing. | was just
thinking about...the weather.” She looked skyward toward the darkening horizon. “We need to find shelter
again, boys.”

“You’re right, Alex.” Her gaze, firm yet tender, locked on to his and his stomach took another hit.
This time, however, he recognized the feeling as good old lust. “There’s a ranch not far from here. | know
the rancher and I’m sure he’ll put us up for the night. Besides, | could use a hot shower.”

Alex lit up at the mention of a shower, her attitude returning to a friendlier mood. “Oooh, hot water. |
can almost feel it running over me. Are you game, Conner?”

“The idea of Dirk getting his stench washed off sounds good, but not much else. Staying with
humans? | don’t know.”

“You don’t smell like a bed of roses either, furball.”

Alex laughed, directing her attention to her werecat friend and wrenching Dirk’s heart in the process.
A nagging idea tugged at his awareness, but he couldn’t bring it to the forefront of his mind. Why was he
so hung up on this female? Sure, she was hot, but he’d had his fair share of sexy females. No, it was
something more, an intuition that they were alike, sharing not only an internal unhappiness, but a hope to
see the joy in life. In short, Alex was special.

“1’d prefer a cave to a human’s home.”

Dirk opened his mouth to argue but, fortunately, Alex chimed in with her decision.

“Not me. I’ll take four walls and, hopefully, a bed over a cold rock any day.” Her eyes sparkled,

radiating the excitement in her body. “Dirk, lead the way.”
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He nodded and started off at a slow trot. The two werecats followed, mucking through the mud left
from the previous night’s storm until, at last, they saw the ranch nestled in the clearing below. Dirk picked
up their pace toward the main house.

An older male stepped through the front door and watched their approach. When they were close
enough for him to see them clearly, he held up a hand in greeting.

Dirk stopped them, motioning for them to stay where they were. “Let me do the talking.” He strode to
the house and up the porch steps to extend his hand to Bob Tally, the ranch’s owner. “Hey, Bob, how’s it
hanging?”

Bob gripped his hand, firm and hard. “You tell me. Are you having any luck?”

“Not yet. But I’ve enlisted a couple of friends to help out.” He nodded toward Alex and Conner. “I’'m
hoping you’ll let us stay the night to rest up before we head out again.”

Bob’s knowing gaze skimmed over Alex and Conner. “They don’t look like Cannon Pack.”

“They’re not.” Although Dirk sensed that Bob wanted more information, he assumed the seasoned
cowboy would figure it out on his own. “I’ll vouch for them.”

Bob studied Alex and Conner as though rethinking his decision. “Well, since they’re friends of
yours...” He tipped his hand to Alex. “We can’t have a female staying in the bunkhouse so you’d better
stay here in the main house. I just finished supper, but you’re welcome to make yourself at home in the
kitchen.”

“I’d appreciate that, Bob. I could use a good meal.”

Bob glanced at Dirk, then at Alex and raised one eyebrow. “There’s plenty of spare rooms upstairs,
but I expect you won’t be needing three rooms.”

“I’m hoping you’re right.” Dirk kept his back to Alex and Conner, not letting them see the wink he
gave Bob.

Bob chuckled, then waved Alex and Conner forward. After brief introductions, he led the trio into the
house, then excused himself and went upstairs.

Alex turned to Dirk, resting her hand on his chest. “Are you sure this is okay?”

“Trust me. Bob wouldn’t have said yes if he didn’t mean it.”

“But are we safe here? What will the other humans say?” Conner squinted through the window and
into the settling darkness at the bunkhouse directly across from the main house.

“We can leave at first light so they won’t know we were here.” Taking Alex’s arm, Dirk led her
upstairs toward the guestrooms. “Let’s check out the accommodations first, then head back down for a
meal.”

Dirk strode to the first bedroom door and swung it open. “You can bunk in here, Conner.” The
werecat peeked into the room and slowly entered. “Don’t be shy about taking a shower. We’ll all thank you

for it.” He caught Conner’s scowl a second before he closed the door.
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“Why do you love irritating him so much?”

Dirk feigned a “who me?” expression, but soon gave in. “It’s my nature, | guess. Besides, he’s just so
damned easy to prod.” Pushing the next door wide, he motioned for her to enter. “M’lady, your home for
the evening.”

Alex smiled her thanks, touching his arm as she passed to enter the dimly lit room. Awareness of her
ripped through his arm at her touch and quickly found its way to his shaft.

Following her inside, Dirk searched the cozy interior and located the small lamp on the bedside table.
The lamp cast a golden glow, filling the room with warmth.

Alex turned toward him and he inhaled sharply, startled by the sight of her. The more he looked at
her, the more beautiful she became. The golden light softened her face and added dancing highlights to her
copper hair. Wrapped in the almost ethereal light, she was transformed from a worldly beauty to a
mesmerizing spirit from another land and time. “You’re amazing.”

Appreciation lit her eyes and her lush full lips parted. “Oh.” Shyness overtook her, making her look
away. “I, uh, don’t know what to say. Shoot, I’m never at a loss for words.” At last she lifted her gaze to
his. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” If | can look at her for the rest of my life, I’ll die a happy man. At first he was
stunned at his thought, yet he knew with absolute certainty that he meant it. “Uh, the bathroom’s right
here.” He motioned to the closed door to his right, feeling more like a bellhop than a hopeful lover.

“So | guess you’ve stayed here before?”

“Yeah, Bob and the pack go way back. | normally bunk with the ranch hands, but I’ve also been
allowed inside the big house.” He grimaced. He’d made it sound like he was some housebroken mutt
begging for scraps at the dinner table. A heat he hoped she didn’t notice traveled up his neck and into his
face. “Um, I’ll be in the adjoining room getting cleaned up. You know. If you need anything.”

She stepped forward and pressed her palm to his cheek. “You don’t have to play host, Dirk.” The tip
of her tongue peeked out to tempt him. “Besides, | like the way you smell right now.”

Sliding his arm around her, he closed the gap between them. “I’m not playing host. It’s just that |
want you to feel comfortable. Relaxed and—"

“Safe?” She ran her thumb along the stubble on his chin, sending flashes of pleasure down his spine.
“I do, Dirk. | feel very safe with you.”

“I’m glad. | want you to know you can trust me. That you can tell me anything.”

She sighed and leaned into him to rest her head on his chest. “I’d like to. It’s been a long time since |
had someone to talk to. Someone who hasn’t already judged my—"

A loud bang jolted them, breaking them apart. Together, they pivoted to find Conner standing at the
door. He struggled to remain calm, fisting then flexing his hands. “How about we eat something, then get

some sleep? I’m starved.”
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Dirk saw the same regret in her eyes that he felt. She’d wanted to open up to him. “You interrupted
us, Conner. Why don’t you back on out and give us a few minutes?” But, instead, Alex stepped away,
leaving his heart and his body bereft.

“Conner’s right. We do need to eat.”

She’d let the moment go and Dirk had to let it go, too. “Okay, sure. But let’s let the lady choose.” Not
exactly words of wisdom, but that’s all he could manage. While one head was raring to go, the other was
fresh out of ideas. “What do you want to do, Alex? Eat first? Or finish our conversation?”

She wavered, opened her mouth to speak, closed her eyes, then opened them with a new glint lighting
them. Her entire demeanor changed, going from serious to playful. “Actually, | want more of what | had
last night. How about it, Conner? Are you up for another threesome?”

Although he hadn’t expected that answer, in fact was surprised at her fast change, Dirk was pleased.
He’d have another time for her to tell him what he wanted to know when she was ready. Until then, I’ll
wait for as long as it takes. The thought physically rocked Dirk on his feet. Alex made him think in strange
and unexpected ways. In wonderful ways. But it was Conner’s reaction that really threw him.

“Yeah, sure. Why not?” Conner’s frown, however, belied the lighthearted nature of his tone. “If that’s
what you want, Stretch.”

She licked her lips and took a step toward the old-fashioned iron bed. “I hope this thing can hold all of
us.”

“Well, there’s only one way to find out.” Dirk slid his hand down her spine, delighting in the way she
shivered at his touch. His heart rate sped into high gear and he swallowed the sudden flood of saliva. “Let’s
make this interesting, okay?”

She faced him, excitement lighting her features. “Okay. How?”

“Yeah. How?” Conner moved to the other side of the bed, his face a mask of suspicion. His posture,
however, said he was ready for anything they could throw his way.

“Easy, man. All I’m suggesting is playing a little blindfold game.” Conner might not want to admit it,
but he definitely liked the idea. “Alex?”

“Sure, why not?” She tugged her T-shirt over her head, toeing off her boots at the same time. Her
jeans soon fell to the floor, leaving her naked.

Shucking his clothes in easy moves, he took in the wonder of the woman ready to do as he asked.
Dirk caught a glimpse of Conner, still clothed. If only he didn’t have to share her...

“Conner, are you going to get undressed or what?”

The werecat male jolted as though coming out of a deep trance, took one look at Alex then Dirk, and
started disrobing.

Alex ran her hands over her breasts, stopping a second to tease her taut tips. “Let’s do this.”
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“That’s my girl.” The words were spoken before he knew it. For a moment, the three shifters stared at
each other, each deciding how to interpret his statement. “You know what | mean. It’s merely a phrase.”

Taking a blue handkerchief from his back pocket, Dirk made a circling motion with his finger, telling
Alex to put her back to him. He folded the handkerchief, then laid it gently over her eyes, letting her guide
it into place. Once it was tied, he took her by the shoulders and positioned her legs against the edge of the
bed. “Crawl on the bed, sugar.”

She did as he commanded, the ancient bed frame creaking as she moved to the headboard, then
flipped over onto her back. Conner watched silently, his body tense in anticipation.

“Now spread those luscious legs wide.” She complied and he thrilled at the way she obeyed him.
“That’s good, sugar.” Her pussy, already glistening with drops of desire, nearly drove him insane. “God, |
want to eat you up.”

“Then do it, wolf-man.”

Alex could barely wait for one of the men to make the first move. She’d wanted to tell Dirk about
Bryer, had started to tell him before Conner had arrived. But her courage had fled her. As she’d done so
many times in the past year, she pushed away the agonizing emotions that thoughts of Bryer always
brought and focused on something simple, easy and mindless: sex.

The bed creaked, the mattress lowering under the weight of someone sitting on the edge. A hand
touched her leg and she jumped, then silently cursed herself for being so skittish.

A hot mouth closed over her left breast and lashed a tongue over the tip. She gasped, loving the feel of
the tongue running back and forth over her chilled skin. Goosebumps that had risen because of the cold air
warmed. Rough fingertips, callused from hard work, dragged up and down her side, tormenting her as she
inwardly begged for them to move closer to her center. The fingertips continued, slipping into the crevice
between her legs and her torso, yet staying too far away from her aching pussy. She groaned. “I didn’t
know you planned on torturing me.” She spread her legs wider, hoping to entice one of them to drink her
juices.

A warm chuckle slid over her breast. “You ain’t seen nothing yet. Suck on her, cat-man. Make her
moan. That’s it, sugar, arch your back. Shove it at him.” Dirk ran his tongue over her bud and pressed
against it, then nipped at it to give her a thrill of pain.

A different hand, Conner’s, took her other breast and squeezed it, pushing more of her nipple inside
his hot mouth. His chest leaned against her side and she slipped her hand around his neck, keeping him to
her.

Dirk moved his hand across her pelvis, up the soft curve of her belly to return to her side again.

Dragging his fingers, he skimmed his hand past her thighs then along the inside of her leg to her quaking
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knees and back up the inside. He paused and she held her breath, hoping he’d take her mons in his palm.
She almost cried out when he didn’t, instead moving down her leg.

“Tell me you want me to finger-fuck you, Alex.”

She groaned and reached out for him. “l want you to do more than that.” More? She’d spoken the
truth, but wasn’t certain what she’d meant by it. More sexually? Or more?

“Then tell us what you want, sugar.”

Conner echoed her groan, then palmed both her breasts, bringing them together so he could suck on
them at once. He nipped at the tender tips, zapping little bits of pain through her. But he soothed the sting
soon with flicks of his tongue.

“Oh, Conner, | love it when you suck on my breasts. Suck harder. Lick me, too.”

Dirk ran his hand along her leg, over to her folds to spread them just wide enough for him to thumb
her wet clit. She mewed, ready for more yet not wanting to rush him.

“Do you love that, too? Your pussy is so hot, so wet. Come on my fingers, Alex. | want to lick your
sweet juice off my fingers.”

An orgasm rushed to do his bidding and she lifted her ass toward him, pushing against the thumb
driving her crazy. “Oooh. Please. Do it harder.”

“If I rub you any harder, sugar, I’ll rub the skin right off.”

“l don’t care.” Conner squeezed her breasts together again, then drove his face against her, licking the
hollow between them. She gasped at the roughness of his tongue. “You two are making me so horny. Dirk?
Conner? Someone eat me. Now.”

“My pleasure.” Dirk clamped his hands around her ankles, pulling her sideways to the edge of the
bed. “Sorry to take away your treat, Conner, but I’ve got to have a taste right now.”

A cool wet tongue licked her pussy, pushing against her throbbing peak, driving her over the edge
again. She exploded and heard Dirk let out a satisfied moan. She lifted her hips, squirming in ecstasy. Her
legs shook, threatening to buckle until, at last, he shouldered her legs and held her firm. “Stay right here.
I’ve just started to lap you up.”

Dirk stabbed his tongue inside her dripping pussy, licking the inside of her cave then sucking her
juices out of her. His breath blew against her as he took her nub in, then abruptly let it go. First flicking his
tongue of sweet agony over her distended fleshy bead, he then dragged his tongue flattened and hard
against her. He held her, restraining her thrashing and keeping his mouth and tongue on her. She moaned in
pleasurable anguish, but he didn’t stop, instead using his teeth on her tender bead. She cried out, unable to
imagine how much more delightful ecstasy she could stand but not ready to have it end. “Ahhhh, please.
Keep doing what you’re doing.”

Dirk’s chuckle warmed her skin, taking his teasing tongue away. “But, sugar, there’s so much more |

want to do to you.”
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“l want a taste.” Conner let go of her breasts and more creaking sounds came as he placed his body
sixty-nine style over hers. “Suck on me, Alex, while | suck on you.” His thick shaft nudged at her mouth,
tempting her to take him inside.

Wrapping her hand around his shaft, she pulled him into her mouth. His taste, so wild, so tangy filled
her mouth. Slowly, she dragged her teeth along the smooth skin, stopping every once in a while to suck or
lash her tongue around him. His moan, filled with sexual tension, encouraged her and she pulled him in,
released him, then deep-throated him.

Soft kisses feathered her mound and a tongue flicked over her skin to tease the vee that led to her
pussy. While Conner kissed her, edging closer and closer, Dirk ran his fingers along her legs and moved,
dipping the bed. He lowered his body to place her heels on his shoulders, opening her wider still. Turning
his head, Dirk jabbed his tongue inside her, matching Conner’s quick kisses along the top of her mons.
Together the men pleasured her, Conner keeping to the area above her pussy while Dirk stabbed his tongue
in and out, over and over, sucking on her wetness.

“My turn.” Conner’s voice was low and gravelly.

Dirk paused and she held her breath, hoping the two shifters wouldn’t start fighting.

“Fair enough. But I’'m still going to use my fingers.”

Two fingers pushed inside her, moving swiftly to caress the tender skin of her vaginal walls. Conner
lowered himself closer to her body, then latched on to her aching nub. She inhaled sharply, throwing her
head back, side to side. Pure lust-filled bliss filled her.

“She’s so tight. Hurry up, cat-man, and get your fill. I’ve got to have her and | mean soon.”

An irritated rumble from Conner tickled her skin, but was swiftly followed by breathtaking sucking
that turned the ripples of desire into waves of hot hunger. Her blood pulsed in her nub, echoed in her ears,
pushing another, bigger orgasm close to the surface. Soft kisses replaced the sucking, leaving for a moment
to circle the sensitive skin around her nub. Dirk sped up, plunging his fingers deep inside her, thrusting in
and out of her, doubling the intense build-up.

She wondered how close Dirk’s fingers were to Conner’s mouth, then promptly pushed the worrisome
thought away. Like her own desire, their craving was too strong for them to complain. Instead, she cupped
Conner’s balls in one hand and gently squeezed as she deep-throated him.

Alex tried not to writhe too much, not wanting them to lose contact. Instead, she lifted her hips,
grinding her sex against them. Conner answered her by pressing his mouth fully against her, enclosing her
tender clit and pussy lips. He pulled them into his mouth and the only thing she could do was to scream.
The orgasm rocked through her, first in a giant tidal wave and followed by smaller waves of release. She
clung to Conner’s legs and waited for the delicious bliss to subside.

“Conner, move out of the way. | have to have her.” Dirk waited for Conner, a silent message she

couldn’t understand passing between them. “You know what | mean.”
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Alex thrilled, wanting Dirk more than she’d ever wanted a man. She heard the intensity in Dirk’s tone
but kept her mouth firmly around Conner’s throbbing shaft. Pumping him, she sucked his cock in again and
again, feeling his release coming closer and closer. Suddenly, he shouted, heralding his release, and she
pushed on Conner’s hips, moving his body away from her.

“Alex.”

She heard the love in his voice and bit back the tears welling in her eyes. Could she make him
understand? She’d finally figured out how she felt, once and for all. But if she told him, would he remain
her friend? After taking a steadying breath, she took off the blindfold. Conner covered her mouth and she
tasted the musky tang of her own juices. The kiss lingered, bringing with it all the emotions they shared. He
finally broke free and studied her. Realization, then hurt filled his face but quickly vanished. Slowly, he
settled by her side.

“l can’t wait any longer.” Dirk climbed between her legs and tore open a condom package. Taking a
firm hold under her butt, he pushed her legs toward her chest. He slid into her, his eyes closed, his face
tensing with control. She gasped at the size of him, lifted her head to watch his hips move back and forth,
diving in then retreating from her cave.

Conner cupped her under her chin and made her look at him. He dove into her eyes, making her feel
more exposed and vulnerable than any nudity ever had.

“Conner, | don’t—" Words failed her as she stared into her beloved friend’s eyes.

“It’s okay.” He glanced at Dirk. “I can see what we don’t have.” His sweet smile lifted at the corners,
reminding her of Dirk’s wicked one. “Mind if | watch?” He skimmed his hands over her breasts, fondling
them and tweaking at the firm tips.

She tried to return his smile but failed. Instead, she gripped his hand and squeezed. “I’ll always love
you... Always need you...” She opened her mouth to say more, but words failed her.

“Come for me, Alex.” Conner glanced at Dirk, then tweaked her nipple.

The smile she’d wanted to give him finally came.

Dirk thrust into her, rocking her toward the headboard. Conner rested on his elbows to place light
kisses along her shoulder, down the curve of her breast and over her nipple. Dirk slammed into her wet
pussy, working harder and faster. Pushing against her knees, he opened her wider and rammed into her,
driving all the way inside her. Alex arched, clutched the sheet, and gripped Conner’s neck. “Yes. Oh, hell,
yes!”

Her pussy clenched, tightening around Dirk’s cock, trying to hold him in place. Dirk stroked her hard
wet nub and she exploded, screaming louder than before, uncaring who heard her. He came a second later,
roaring his release. Tremor after tremor shook through her into him, then came back to her. Blood rushed to
her ears, dulling the sound of Dirk’s grunts. The final burst of her sex almost pushed her into the darkness.

She closed her eyes and held on until the ride was over.
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“Alex?”

“Stretch?”

Conner using her nickname told her that they would remain friends. “Yeah, boys?”

“Damn, after what we just did, 1’d hardly call us boys. What do you think, Conner?”

“| think you’ve got that right.”

Alex opened her eyes to find them lying on either side of her. She lowered her gaze, first at one, then

other, finding their shafts nestled against her legs. “Agreed. You two are most definitely men.”

Alex stretched her arms above her head, warmed by the sun’s light bursting through the window to
spill onto the bed. Although the idea of waking up with Conner and Dirk beside her had been a tempting
one, she was glad that she’d sent them back to their respective rooms after raiding the kitchen for a late-
night supper. Sometimes waking up all alone in a big comfortable bed was even better than sex. Okay. Not
better than sex with Alex and Conner, but damn close.

Conner. The image of her friend played in her mind, but for once, she wasn’t conflicted. Although
Conner was everything a woman could want, he would never be more than a friend to her.

She slipped out from under the sheet, padded into the bathroom and checked the clothes she’d washed
by hand the night before. Finding them dry, she pulled them off the shower curtain rod and laid them on the
counter. “Time for another hot shower.”

Testing the temperature of the spray, she stepped into the shower and let the water cascade down her
body. A sigh escaped her and she closed her eyes to savor the wonderfully soothing sensation.

“Want someone to scrub your back?”

An excited tremor rushed through her to find Dirk standing in the doorway. “Good morning, Dirk.
Have you had your shower yet?” She couldn’t resist. She had to tempt him, knowing he’d take the lure and
run with it. “Or are you still dirty?”

His smile widened into the mischievous grin she adored. “Hell, yes, I’m dirty. Even though | already
had a shower.” His lustful gaze scoured her body, leaving her breathless.

“Then | guess you should take another one.” She opened the shower door and gestured for him to
come inside. He moved quickly, shucking his boots and jeans. She tugged at his hair, roughly bringing him
toward her. His mouth found her nipple, seizing it, pulling it. She struggled to unbutton his shirt, pushing it
away from his shoulders to fall to the bathroom floor behind him. As their lips connected, nipping, pulling,
licking, she brought him into the shower.

They crushed together, unable to let their bodies separate for even a second. Leaning against the
shower wall, they let the warm water flow over them, mixing the hard taste of well water with the musky

juices of their kisses.
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Dirk took each breast in a hand, shoved his face between them and licked each one, circling around
their fullness several times until his spiral led him to her hardened nipples. As his thumb caressed one
nipple, he nipped the other, the pain becoming the pleasure she wanted.

But she needed more. She wanted him to take her as any male should take a female. As she’d always
dreamt of her mate taking her, controlling her, making her his. She needed him to possess her, to take her
sex and claim her heart.

His hands played with her bottom, slipping his fingers between her butt cheeks. Reaching above her,
she angled the spray nozzle and showered his back with the warm water, loving the way his muscles
channeled the stream down the contours of his back, over the rise of his butt and into the cleft of his ass.

He took the nozzle from her, the sparkling eyes she adored twinkling at her. “My turn.” Reaching
between the cleft between her legs, he lifted one leg and placed it on the built-in shower seat. Running his
hand over the small mound of her abdomen, he bent to his knees, taking the nozzle with him. “Hang onto
my shoulders. | wouldn’t want you to fall when your knees give out.”

“Modest much, are you?” She sank her fingers into his shoulders and gasped as the warm spray struck
her, coursing the water around her, inside her. Spreading her folds, he aimed the water at her center and she
gasped again as the spray throbbed against her aching nub.

“Oh, hell. Oooh! Dirk. Oooh, yeah, but that’s— Oh, yes!”

“Go ahead, sugar. Mix your juices with the spray and let me drink.” His tongue joined the water to
lick her clit, drinking in her juices along with the rivulets coursing along her skin. She cried out, barely
holding on to him as rush after glorious rush ripped through her body.

“Dirk. Oh, wow, Dirk.” Wanting more, wanting all he could give, all she could physically stand, she
spread her legs wider. Her release exploded and was followed by two stronger ones. She cried out in
delight, hanging on to him to stay upright.

Moving the nozzle an inch to the side, he drove his tongue between her folds and sucked. She threw
her head back, closing her eyes to concentrate on the delicious rush of emotions flowing through her. She
craved him, needed him. More than she’d ever imagined she could. But once they’d found the killer, he’d
leave her and she would miss him. When had this man, this werewolf, come to mean so much to her? She
gasped from the realization and gripped his shoulders, holding on to him, physically keeping him with her.

He took his mouth and the water from her, making her shout in protest. She begged him with her eyes
and her words. “No. Please. Don’t stop.” She bit back the words she wanted to say. The words begging him
to never leave.

Yet when he lifted his head to her, his eyes darkened in desire, she knew he wouldn’t desert her.

Without a word, he brought the pulsating water back to her. This time she couldn’t keep her knees
from buckling as the force of the water struck her nub and she climaxed again, the glorious waves of

pleasure rolling through her.
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Dirk gently guided her to sit on the seat, letting the shower nozzle fall to the side. “I’'m still thirsty and
something tells me you’ve got more orgasms to give me. Spread ’em, sugar.”

She obeyed, murmuring a soft mewing sound, and slid her bottom toward the end of the seat. Leaning
her shoulders against the wet tile wall, she caught her breath, ready when his mouth fell on her mons. First
he teased her, licking away the water streaming over her skin. His tongue slid over her, easing across her,
making her ache for him. At last, he moaned and slid his hands under her legs to lift them over his
shoulders. Using his fingers, he opened her to him.

Dirk knew how much pressure to put on her, when to lick, when to suck, when to bite. She’d reached
the precipice time and time again, but he’d changed position and left her hanging over the edge of her
orgasmic cliff.

“Dirk, please. Don’t make me suffer.” She wanted to say so much more but didn’t have the strength.

Again his answer came in the physical way, using his fingers to explore her vagina. Crushing his
mouth against her, he renewed his attack. She moaned, her voice growing louder with each rub of his
fingers. Clutching his wet hair, she kept him to her, moving her pelvis up and down in rhythm. Like an
avalanche moving faster and faster as it rushed down the mountain, her muscles tightened everywhere,
tensing in preparation for the next eruption. Shudders of orgasms, each one bigger than the last, rushed
through her.

He stopped, giving her time to rest and catch her breath. Her pulse slowly returned to a seminormal
pace, and she tugged on his hair to pull his face closer to hers. Before the cascading water could wash it
away, she ran her tongue over his lips and tasted her juices on them. “Hmm, good stuff.”

“You don’t need to tell me.” He fondled her breasts and growled his excitement low and deep in his
throat.

“Your turn.”

“| thought that was my turn, sugar.”

She pushed against him, making him stand while she stayed seated. He did so, the corners of his
mouth tweaking upward as he flattened his hands against the wall behind her. She ran her hands over his
hard abdomen and licked her lips, tilting her head to the side to appreciate how the rivulets of water
coursed over his six-pack abs, through his bush of curly hair and dripped off the tip of his purple-veined
penis. She flicked her tongue over the end of his cock and watched it jerk in response. Glancing at him, she
opened her mouth just enough to run her tongue over her lips and watched the water drip off his nose as he
locked his attention on her. Smiling, she took his shaft in her hand and drew him into her mouth.

He inhaled sharply and spread his feet wider. She cupped his ass, keeping him close to slip him in and
out of her mouth.

“Damn, Alex, | don’t know how much longer I can hold on.”
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“You have to because I’m not finished yet.” Alex sucked harder, pulling on every inch of his shaft in
a slow drag. She wrapped her hands around his dick, working him. His pleasure moans grew louder,
signaling his imminent release.

“Damn it. | can’t—"

Abruptly, she let go and stood. Putting her back to the wall, she lifted a leg to the seat, opening for
him. “Take me, Dirk. Now.”

He rammed into her, knocking her head against the wall. She cried out, but he kept on, taking her
bottom in his hands to slip his fingers into her crack. He fondled her buttocks, pulling her close, rocking her
backward with his thrusts. She cupped one breast and brought her nipple to his mouth. “Harder, Dirk.”

Obeying her, he grunted with the strain and pounded into her. Her muscles clamped around him,
keeping him a willing captive inside her. She tightened and released, giving him as much pleasure as she
could. He quickened his strokes, increasing the friction inside her, rubbing against the sensitive spot.

“Go deeper. Give me everything you’ve got.”

Groaning, he lifted her off the floor then crushed her with his body. She cried out and slipped her
hands to his butt, feeling his cheeks clench to drive into her farther, deeper. She bent her neck, enjoying the
quick bites he trailed from her ear to her shoulder. In and out he worked, pushing his dick farther inside
with each stroke. She ran her hands over his back, taking time to caress his scars.

She climaxed again and again, too many times and too fast for her dazed mind to count. Bringing his
mouth to hers to smother her cries, he tensed for a minute, then roared his release into her mouth. His body
shook, his climax thundering against her, and she matched his climax with the biggest orgasm of all. All
too soon, his body rested against hers, quivering.

“You, sugar, are amazing.” His breathing settled into a normal pattern and he let her legs slide to the
floor. Placing his hands on either side of her head, he leaned in and gave her a soft, tender kiss. “l want
you.”

“Wow. Again? So soon?”

His eyes deepened, still amber like before, but holding a different intensity to them. “Alex, you don’t
understand. | mean | want you now, tomorrow—"

“No, don’t say it.” She laced her fingers over his lips, her breathing quickening. Did she want to hear
what he would say? Fear mixed with joy, tearing her apart, confusing her. Was she ready for whatever he
wanted to tell her? Would he tell her he wanted to stay? Or would he tell her he could stay, but only for a
short time? And what about when he finally left her? Could she endure another heartbreak?

“Alex.”

Startled, she and Dirk turned toward Conner. Strangely embarrassed, she kept her body blocked by
Dirk’s.

“Damn, Conner, don’t you ever knock?”
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Conner’s fangs flashed at Dirk, then he hid them behind an emotionless face. “I came to say

goodbye.”
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“What do you mean? We haven’t found—" Alex clamped her mouth shut, cutting off Bryer’s name.
Instead, she stared at Conner, willing him to say that he was joking.

Conner avoided her glare, giving her time to recover from her near mistake. He lifted his head again,
this time fixing his attention on Dirk. “Take care of her or you’ll answer to me.”

Instead of his usual banter, Dirk agreed in a solemn tone. “You can count on it.”

Alex grabbed the towels hanging on the rod, tossed one to Dirk, then wrapped the other around herself
and hurried over to her best friend. “l don’t understand. Why are you leaving?” She struggled to find the
answer. “If it’s about last night— Or maybe this morning, 1—"

Conner pressed his fingers against her lips, stilling her. “Don’t, Alex. We both know why. And it’s
okay. I’'m okay.”

Her heart cracked open, spreading until the pain tore her soul apart. “Oh, Conner, I’m so sorry. Please
stay. Let’s talk about this.” She pressed her palm to his chest, then clutched his shirt. “Please don’t do this.
I can’t lose you, too.”

She had to make him understand, had to make him stay. After losing Lara, then losing Bryer in an
even worse way, she couldn’t imagine losing her friend, too.

“You’re not losing me. Not in the way you think.” He shook his head and rubbed her arms, but his
attempt to comfort her didn’t work. “But | can’t stay. Don’t ask me to, Alex. | thought maybe we could be
together, that we could be mates. | gave you the time you needed to decide.” His gaze flew to Dirk, then
back to her. “I want you to be happy.”

“Then don’t leave.” A small cry escaped her and he drew her into his arms. She leaned into him,
taking in his familiar scent. Wrapping her arms around him, she held on to him, physically keeping him
there but knowing he’d already left.

“Shh. It’s not like we’ll never see each other again.” He offered her a small smile, then moved her
back to look at her. “I’ll always be there for you, Stretch. No matter where you go or who you go with.”

Alex swallowed the lump in her throat that threatened to cut off her breath and forced herself to talk.
She unclenched then clenched her fists, unable to let go. “But you promised to help me find...the killer.

Our job isn’t finished yet.” She couldn’t let him leave. How could she keep going without him?



Wild Cat

Dirk saw her unspoken plea. “Look, man, don’t go on my account. Alex needs you more than she
does me. Maybe I’m the one who should leave.” He paused, waited for her to respond. “I’ll do whatever
Alex wants. All she has to do is say the word.”

“No, Dirk, it’s not that.” Keeping one hand on Conner, she reached out for Dirk, then drew her hand
back. How could she make them understand that she wanted them both?

“I’ve given this a lot of thought and | think you and Dirk will have a better chance of finding the killer
without any distractions. Instead, I’ll report back to the council and let them know how the search is going.
Maybe | can get them to reconsider sending help.”

“But we need you. | need you.”

“No, you don’t. You and Dirk will be fine. He’ll take care of you.” He took her face in his hands.
“Come on, Alex. Don’t make this harder than it already is. You know this is what’s best.”

Ignoring the truth of what he said, she tried to protest again, but he wouldn’t let her. He took her
wrist, breaking her hold on him, and moved her arm to her side. She studied the all-too-familiar stubborn
expression. His mind was made up and once his mind was made up... “Won’t you please reconsider?”

“No. My decision is made. Trust me, Alex. | need to leave.”

She searched his face, trying to think how to make him stay, but she knew he was right. They’d
sidestepped the unspoken problem between them long enough. Even if Dirk hadn’t come along, they
would’ve had to confront it. But she didn’t want to think about that. She’d let it go for now, saving it for a
later time, a time alone when she could cry. Slowly, she picked up her jeans lying on the counter, reached
into the pocket and pulled out the moon-shaped stone. “I want you to take this back.”

“But it’s yours. Why would you give it back? We’re still friends, right?”

“l want you to have it so you’ll remember how much you mean to me. How much you’ll always mean
to me. No matter what happens between us or whoever comes into my life. Keep it safe for me.”

“Okay. But you ask for it anytime you want. It’ll be something we’ll always share.”

“Agreed. We’ll keep it special, just between us.” Her attempt to smile failed under the weight of her
heart. Conner moved away and her stomach rolled, anguish forming a knot in her abdomen.

Conner’s expression matched the werewolf’s. The two men gripped each other’s right forearm and
studied each other. With a nod at Dirk, Conner broke their handshake to give her another hug. She held her
breath, somehow keeping her arms at her sides, and closed her eyes, once again taking in his essence. He
stepped away, slicing an agonizing rip into her heart, turned briefly to give her a soft smile, then closed the
door behind him.

Letting out a moan, Alex fell against Dirk and clung to him. How much more of her life did she have

to give up? Why did she keep losing the people she loved?
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Dirk enveloped her, leading her to the bed to lower her on the edge. Sitting next to her, he hugged her,
cooing soft words of comfort. She reached for his hand and held on, using it as her anchor in a world
suddenly turned upside down.

“Why did he have to go? | thought we were doing okay, the three of us.” She tightened her grip on
Dirk.

“We were and we weren’t.”

It wasn’t fair of her, but she didn’t care. She shoved him away, frustration whirling with anger.
“That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard.”

“Alex, you’re hurting, 1 know. But once you calm down and have some time to think about it, you’ll
know it was for the best.”

“For the best? How the hell is running off my best friend for the best?” She glared at him, wanting to
hurt him, to make him feel her pain. Even if she was wrong in doing so.

“You didn’t run him off, you know. He’s still your friend, will always be your friend. In fact, | envy
him that. He’s lucky that he’s known you all these years. The only difference between then and now is that
he realizes that’s all he’ll ever be.”

She stood, pacing across the floor to the window. Scanning the yard below, she searched for Conner,
but he was already gone. She leaned her forehead against the pane and closed her eyes. “I can’t believe |
hurt him this way. If we’d never gotten together, hadn’t had sex...” Yet she couldn’t regret giving that part
of her to him, if only for a short time.

“Do you mean you and Conner? Or me and you?” He waved the questions away. “Never mind. He
would’ve had to come to grips with it some other way.”

She turned away from the yard, unable to stand the emptiness. “I know. But why couldn’t he have
stayed with us, helped us search? | should have made him stay.”

“You really would have hurt him then.” He waited for her, hands clasped in his lap. “You’re doing
what’s right for him by letting him leave now.”

She hated the fact that he was right. Hated the fact that she knew he was. A tear, the first one she’d
shed in the year since Lara’s death, slid down her cheek to wet the corner of her mouth. She licked it away
and tucked her chin, averting her eyes.

“Alex, what is it that’s hurting you? Not just Conner, but the thing that’s deep inside you?”

She gasped, then raised her gaze to meet his. “I don’t know what you mean.”

Seeing the refusal to accept her lie reflected in his face, she turned away.

“l can tell you’ve lost someone. Maybe more than one?” He was by her side before she could force a
response. “Please, Alex, tell me. | see the sadness in you and | want to help. Trust me to shoulder some of

your pain.” He tipped her chin up. “I may make a lot of jokes, but | know what it’s like to suffer a loss.”
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“l don’t like to talk about it.” Would he understand? Could he? She tried to shrug him off, but he
wouldn’t let her.

“l get it, Alex. You’ve gotten really good at pushing the bad thoughts aside, haven’t you?”

She took a calming breath and released it, the air shuddering out of her. Biting her lip, she searched
him, wanting to believe. “How do you know? How could you tell?”

His smile, so full of empathy, lifted her spirits. “Oh, sugar, you know what they say. It takes one to
know one.” A cloud darkened him, in his body, in his tone. “A hunter killed my father when | was a
teenager. But it was the same as if he’d killed both my parents. My mother was never the same after that.
She withdrew, lost interest in everything, including her children. At first, | vowed revenge, hated everyone
and everything around me. | let my anger out the only way | knew how, by killing cattle for no other reason
than the need to inflict my pain on someone or something.”

Like her brother had? She opened her mouth to ask, then closed it, unable to voice her greatest fear.

“The rancher who owned the cows punished me by putting these scars on my back.”

“Oh, Dirk, I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay. | wouldn’t have admitted it at the time, but | deserved it. He could’ve done much worse.
After that, | withdrew from everyone. Hell, | barely said a word for two years.”

She touched his arm, skimming her hand down his shoulder to take his hand in hers. He linked his
fingers with hers. “Still, it’s a horrible story and I’'m sorry you went through that.” Knowing he would
understand, she managed a smirk. “But you not speaking? | don’t believe it.”

He chuckled, patted her arms in much the same way Conner had. “Yeah, but | swear it’s true. After
that, | found another way to cope. | changed into the smart-talking lovable hound you know so well.” His
smile faded. “But it’s only a defense thing. Something to keep the grief from rearing its ugly head.” He
narrowed his eyes. “So, now that you see | understand where you’re coming from, tell me. What’s eating
you up inside? Stop hiding, Alex, and let me in.”

She licked her lips, trying to moisten the dryness, trying to decide what to do. Yet when he touched
her face, ran his thumb over her cheek to wipe away a tear she hadn’t realized she’d shed, the words began
flowing. “My brother Bryer was my best friend. Even closer than Conner. He made me laugh, made me
believe that anything was possible. Life was good then. Unburdened.”

He led her back to the bed, retook their seats. “And then something happened to Bryer?”

“In a way.” For a moment, she could see Lara and Bryer, happy and alive, announcing their union to
the council. “Bryer fell in love with a beautiful werecat, a lovely woman named Lara. They were the
perfect couple.” She sighed. “I prayed I could find joy the way they had.”

“But something happened, didn’t it? Go on, Alex. Don’t stop now.”

She put her head on his shoulder, committed to continuing, relieved to finally tell him her secret.

“They were married less than a year when it happened. Lara—she was always so adventurous—went too
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far away from our home.” He cradled her hand in his and she stared at their hands, amazed at the way hers
fit perfectly in his.

He stroked her hair and she closed her eyes, drawing strength from him. “You loved her.”

“More. | loved and respected her. Lara was fearless in everything she did.”

“But that fearlessness cost her her life?”

She nodded and choked out the words. “Her father found her the next day. She’d fallen off a cliff and
we thought it was an accident. But then Bryer saw the wounds in her head, the bullet holes...”

“I’m sorry, Alex. For you and for Bryer.”

She leaned back so she could see his face. “But it was worse than that. Bryer died that day, too. Not
physically, but emotionally. He changed from the second he saw her lying at the bottom of the cliff. My
funny, lovable brother changed into a cold, cruel person I no longer knew.”

“Then it’s like you lost both of them. One was dead, but the other wasn’t really alive either. | know
how that is.”

He understood. She touched him, making sure he truly existed, wasn’t merely a dream. She’d never
found anyone in the past year who’d understood how she felt. Conner had understood, but not in the same
way. He couldn’t have. Only someone who’d suffered the same way she had could understand completely.
Did she dare tell him the rest?

“Alex, you can trust me. Go on.”

All she needed was to hear him ask. She released the hurt in a rush of words. “My people, even
Conner, think my brother Bryer is the rogue werecat. They think he’s trying to stir up trouble between the
ranchers and the pride. He blames all human hunters for Lara’s death and the pride for not agreeing to his
need for revenge. He feels like the pride is betraying him and they think he’s trying to start a war where
both shifters and humans will get hurt. A war of revenge for Lara’s murder.” She dragged in air, then let it
out in one quick breath.

“And what about you? Do you think it’s Bryer?”

She shook her head, then stopped. “I don’t know. Part of me can’t imagine my brother doing this,
instigating all this trouble.” Placing her trembling hands in her lap, she closed her eyes and forced herself to
go on. “But another part of me can’t deny that it makes sense. In a very real sense, my brother died a year
ago, and this person walking around in his body is a stranger.”

“You’ve had a hard time of it, haven’t you?” His tone was lower, gentler.

Alex inhaled, held her breath, then let it out in a slow sigh. The anger, the agony, hell, the guilt for
wanting to live her life without the heartache crashed together inside her, forming a whirling ball of grief
she could no longer force down. Clutching Dirk, she nodded, then sobbed, finally giving voice to the

blackness that was her sorrow.
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“Pick it up, Dirk.” Alex quickened her step, taking the lead and leaving Dirk struggling to match her
pace.

“Will you quit running me to death? | know you miss Conner, but you don’t have to take it out on
me.”

She slowed her pace until he was by her side. “I’m sorry. | didn’t mean to— I miss him so much.”

His silence said more than his words ever could have. After comforting her, he’d stayed with her,
holding her close, her tears wetting his chest.

She listened to the padding of their feet on the forest floor. Dirk’s stride and hers matched, mixing
together in an easy way that was both new and familiar. “Thank you for this morning.”

“I’m glad you confided in me.”

“Me, t00.” They jumped in tandem over a fallen tree. “I feel better about Conner now that I know
he’ll still be my friend.” Did she dare say the rest? Dirk and she had grown closer, letting her believe in
him. She shot him a smile filled with thanks. “I’m glad to have a friend who understands what | went
through. What I’'m still going through.”

“I’ll always be here for you, Alex.” She sent him a questioning look that he caught and tried to
dismiss. “Isn’t that what friends do for each other?”

A warm glowed filled her, taking some of the loneliness of Conner’s absence away.

“In fact, it’s good that Conner realizes where he stands. Now he can move on.” Dirk’s hand touched
hers, his sensuality rippling off his body and into her like waves onto a beach. “He’ll move on and then
you’ll do the same. When the right person comes along.”

The right person? She watched Dirk, his hard body glistening in the sun, and her stomach did a
strange flip-flop. Shyness hit her and she tried to keep her face neutral, not wanting her thoughts to show on
her face. “l guess you’re right.” She suddenly brightened. “Oh, wow. | just had the best idea. | know the
perfect lady for Conner. She’s always had a crush on him.”

“See? Things have a way of working out for the best.” His sly smile crept at the corners of his mouth.
“Especially when I’m around.”

“Ah, Dirk, your parents should have named you Mr. Perfect.”

“Hey, when you know you’re the best, why deny—"

A bellow, full of rage and pain, shattered the air around them. Dirk and Alex pivoted, each letting out
a warning snarl.

Dirk rushed down the side of the hill toward the sound. Alex pounded the earth beside him, her breath
hitching in her throat as she fought the rising panic. Was that scream from an animal? Or from something,
someone else? They’d immediately rushed in that direction, not taking the time to disrobe and shift

completely, and keeping up with Dirk was proving to be difficult. She slid on the small rocks on the
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hillside, ignoring the branches of the brushes, breaking heedlessly through them. Dirk pulled away from
her, blazing the trail ahead of her, telling her to stay behind him. They broke into the valley, bursting
through the tree line. Dirk slammed to a stop in front of her and she almost rammed into his back in an
effort to stop. He grabbed her, tried to turn her away, but she struggled against him.

“Alex, no. Don’t look.”

Fear of what she would see shot through her, but the need to see, to know what had put that shocked
expression on his face, overwhelmed his warning.

“Let go of me.” She flung her body away, breaking his hold on her, determined to face the worst.

“Oh, my God.” Horror stunned her, making her immobile. Her gaze zeroed in on her brother, glorious
in his werecat form, hunched over the body of a mutilated cow. He lifted his face to her, his bloody lips
pulled into a defiant snarl. Angry golden eyes locked on to her, turning her blood to ice. His huge frame
unfolded from his crouch, his tail whipping back and forth, and he cocked his head to one side as if to
question what he saw.

“Bryer.” The word was expelled in a harsh whisper of denial. What she had feared the most had come
true. Her brother, the fun-loving playmate of her youth, was the killer. The tears came and her mind slowly
accepted what her eyes showed her.

“Alex.”

Dirk’s gentle tone, so incongruous with the awful scene before her, drew her gaze away from her
brother. She frowned at Dirk, unable to speak as the myriad of emotions tumbled through her.

“Alex, it’s Conner.” Dirk tipped his head toward a form lying a several feet from the dead cow. She
turned, her mind reeling, and stared at the crumpled heap.

Where her body had gone numb before, pain rushed to fill those dead areas, anguishing her brain first,
then her flesh. Conner lay on the ground surrounded by a growing red stain. A small cry escaped her and
she moved toward the unmoving form before Dirk could stop her. “Conner!”

Falling to the ground next to him, she grabbed his shirt and pulled him onto his back. She gasped,
then clutched his blood-soaked shirt, to hold on against the wave of nausea racking her. His face. His
handsome, sweet face. It’s gone. “No. Please, please, please. This isn’t real.”

For a brief wonderful moment she allowed a fantasy to play out. Maybe it really wasn’t him. With a
face that disfigured, how could she be sure? Holding her breath, she ran her hands over him, searching for
some kind of identification. She had to find a clue that would tell her this lifeless body wasn’t her
childhood friend. Praying harder than she’d ever done, she dug into his pockets, his blood staining her
fingers, her hands, her clothes. At last, however, she felt the familiar smooth object in his front pocket and
knew. Slowly, she withdrew the moon-shaped stone.

“Oh, Conner.” Her throat ached, her words coming out in a croak.
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Her brother had murdered her best friend. Although every ounce of her wanted to deny the reality
lying next to her, she couldn’t ignore the horrific sight. Memories of Conner and Bryer playfully wrestling
as she called encouragement to first one then the other flooded through her, battling against the stench of
death filling her nostrils. More images filled her mind. Bryer hugging a laughing Conner, his arm
protectively wrapped around the smaller shifter. Conner and Bryer hunting together, sensing what the other
would do without signals or words. She closed her eyes, blocking out the horror. If she wished hard
enough, could she make it all go away? Yet when she opened her eyes again, the terrible ugliness remained.

A low growl tore her away from her friend. She glanced at her brother, his tail still swishing, his ears
laid back. “How could you? How could you do this to Conner?”

Why had her good-natured brother lost his soul and transformed into a heartless killer?

Fury swept through her. Unable to hold it back, she unleashed it, pushing all her agony out with it.
She slammed her fist on the ground, her lips pulling into a snarl. “Damn you, Bryer! Damn you to Hell! |
stood by you through all of this, through everything the others said about you. But they were right. You are
evil.” She broke down, giving way to heaving sobs that racked her body. Placing her hand in the sticky
mess that remained of Conner’s chest, she said one last silent farewell, then rose to her feet. “No more,
brother. Your killing spree ends. Here and now.”

She shifted then, tearing her clothes off, allowing the transformation to rip them away.

Roaring, Bryer leapt, not giving Alex time to finish shifting. Caught in midtransformation, she did her
best to get ready for the attack.

“No!”

Dirk’s shout startled her seconds before his hard body rammed against her side. Bryer never reached
her. Instead, she hit the ground, the jolt knocking the air from her and rattling her teeth. She shook her
head, trying to make the world come into focus again and suddenly wished she hadn’t. Still out of breath
and aching from the blow, she could do nothing more than watch the two shifters fight.

Bryer and Dirk rolled together, the werecat clawing at the snarling werewolf. Fangs dripped saliva
and blood. Claws dug into fur, puncturing the skin underneath to release flow after red flow. The two
shifters tumbled over in the grass, neither one letting go of the other. Dirk sank his fangs into Bryer’s
shoulder, his face splattered with the werecat’s blood. But Bryer barely noticed the werewolf’s hold on
him. He tore at Dirk’s back, ripping fur and skin away in large chunks.

Alex managed to get to her front paws, but her foggy brain couldn’t make her back legs work. She fell
to the ground again, whining from the frustration and the searing ache in her side. She tried again to get up,
and again, failed. But even if she could get to her feet, who would she help? Her brother or Dirk? Torn in
body and in spirit, she lay on the ground as the battle between the two men raged on. She moaned. But
what about Bryer? Should she save him and let him continue to kill? Could she watch him destroy Dirk? Or

could she save both?
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The two shifters broke apart, each stumbling away for a moment’s rest. But the respite didn’t last
long. Releasing a roar that was more like a demon’s howl, Bryer leapt at Dirk, fangs bared and claws
flexed. Dirk, his chest heaving, attempted to sidestep the attack but couldn’t move fast enough. The werecat
struck him with one swipe of his massive paw, knocking the werewolf to the ground. Bryer jumped on top
of him and tore at his exposed belly. Flailing now, Dirk tried to gain a hold on the impossibly quick
werecat, but only managed light, nonlethal blows. Bryer let out another awful roar, this one filled with the
joy of victory.

Alex’s head cleared and she tried once again to regain her footing. This time her legs held and she
scrambled to her feet. She wobbled a moment, fearful that her strength would give out.

Bryer jumped away from Dirk who lay gasping for air, stretched out on his side. Adopting a sly smile,
he paced around the werewolf, occasionally swatting at him to elicit a groan. Making satisfied noises that
sounded like chuckles, Bryer finished circling his victim and turned to face Alex.

Alex, now fully shifted, growled, lowered her head and laid her ears back. Bryer swished his tail in
challenge, then lowered it between his legs, reminding her of the many times they’d wrestled as cubs. But
this was no playtime. With his ears laid back, he snarled at her, daring her to attack.

Alex glanced at Dirk who lay unmoving, his gaze transfixed on her. Their eyes met and she knew,
with absolute certainty, what he was thinking.

Run.

If she obeyed, Dirk would die and Bryer would continue his killing spree. Innocent people, other
friends and loved ones would die. She whimpered, torn between the two men. But how could she choose
between them? She looked at Bryer who waited, giving her time to make her decision, and cringed at the
hate in his face.

The urgency in Dirk’s eyes grabbed her, clenching her stomach into a knot. His intense expression
told her she’d have to choose.

She decided to risk everything. Shifting, she regained her human form to reach out to him. “Bryer,
stop. Please. For me.” Bryer’s soft rumble gave her hope. “l know you can’t be this cruel. You’re my
brother. I love you.”

Bryer waved his tail back and forth, then crouched beside Dirk. His hard eyes sent chills through her.
Gathering her resolve, she took a step toward them. “Please let me help him. For the sake of what we once
were, do as | ask. If you do, | promise you, we won’t keep tracking you. But for my sake and yours, you
must leave the area and never come back.”

Was that a smile on his face? She frowned, trying to understand what his smile meant. Was he

agreeing with her plan? Hoping she was correct, she took another step toward the pair.

60 www.samhainpublishing.com



http://www.samhainpublishing.com/�

Wild Cat

Bryer crouched and snarled at her, bringing her to an abrupt stop. Slowly, as if in a nightmare, he
shook his head, vanquishing her hope. Placing his head close to Dirk’s face, the werecat opened his jaws
wide.

“No, Bryer! Stop!”

With a wicked chuckle, Bryer clamped down on Dirk’s neck and closed his eyes. Dirk’s agonized
how! reverberated through her, and horror struck her in the gut, shooting bile into her mouth. Dirk’s body
jerked with each yank Bryer gave and she cried out, moving quickly.

Scooping up a nearby rock, she held it over her head with both hands and raced to stand next to her
brother. Her arms trembled under the weight of the stone and her body shuddered with determination.
“Bryer, | won’t let you kill him!”

Startled by the fury in her tone, Bryer released Dirk. Disbelief, then anger, filled his face. He let out a
screech and tried to get out of the way, but it was too late.

Putting every ounce of strength she had left into the move, Alex thrust the rock down, crashing into
Bryer’s head. Bones cracked and blood spewed outward. Tears blurred her vision, obscuring the terrifying
scene. Letting out a strangled cry, she lifted the rock one more time and repeated the blow. With her tears
mixing with her brother’s blood, she fell to her knees next to Bryer’s unmoving body.

For a moment, the silence surrounding her was too much. Why didn’t one of them make a noise? Had
she lost them both? Reaching out, she touched her brother’s back and ran her fingers along his soft fur, his
quiet body. “Oh, Bryer.” She choked, the emotion stealing her voice for a few moments before she could
speak again. “Why did this happen to you? To us?” Closing her eyes, she leaned over, rested her face
against him and sobbed. “I’ll always love you, Bryer. Please, please forgive me.”

Something stirred beside her. She was sure of it. Reaching out, she touched Dirk’s shoulder. “Dirk,
stay with me.” A sob racked her throat, her voice sounding raw. “You can’t die. | won’t let you leave me,
too. Do you hear me, Dirk? | won’t let you go.” She shook him, the rock in her gut hardening when he
didn’t moan, didn’t move. But the rise and fall of his chest with each shallow breath gave her hope. “Dirk,
you have to shift back to human form. I can’t carry you by myself. I’m going to need your help.” She
waited, holding her breath, and almost fainted when he managed to nod. “Thank God, Dirk. Come on.
You’ve got to try.”

The first time he tried to change, he shifted part of the way, his ears growing shorter, fangs and claws
retracting. But he couldn’t keep the transformation going, instead giving up and allowing the change to
reverse on its own. She framed his face with her hands. “Keep trying, Dirk. You have to try again. Please.
Do it for me.”

He groaned and tried again. His body shook, with the effort to shift again or from the pain, she didn’t
know. The change came slowly, much slower than it should have. She murmured encouragement to him,

willing her energy, her strength into his torn body until, at last, he changed. He lay spread-eagle on the
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ground and she almost wished he hadn’t succeeded. In his human body, the wounds appeared more brutal,
deadlier. Nonetheless, she pushed on. “You did it, Dirk. That’s great.”

His skin was pale, his eyes closed, his breath coming in quick bursts as he pushed the air from his
lungs. She pressed her lips against his forehead, closed her eyes and tried to send energy into him. “Dirk,
damn it. You hang in there. Don’t you dare leave me. Open your eyes, you good-for-nothing dog.”

His eyes fluttered and she would’ve sworn he’d spoken. But the whisper was too faint for her to hear.
She placed her ear to his mouth. “What did you say? Please, Dirk, tell me.”

His voice, weak and breathy, tickled her ear. “I am not a dog.”

Alex laughed, wiping the tears from her cheek. “Okay, okay. You’re not a dog. But you’re not going
to be a dead werewolf, either.” She took his arm and tugged him into a sitting position. Tearing the shreds
of her clothes into strip bandages, she did her best to wrap his wounds. Yet, despite her efforts, the blood
continued to seep through, making her cringe. But on she worked, hoping it would be enough.

“Can’t.” His head lolled to the side and his dull eyes closed, then blinked open.

“Yes you can. And you will.” Alex called on her inner werecat to gain extra strength, then lifted him
so he could lean on her. “We have to get you help. Put your weight on me. All you have to do is keep
moving your feet.”

Together they stumbled forward and headed toward Bob Tally’s ranch. Alex kept her arm around him
to keep him upright and a hand on his chest to keep him from pitching forward. Placing one foot in front of
the other, she kept up a continuous stream of encouragement. “That’s it, Dirk. Keep moving. That’s all you
have to do. One step at a time.” Alex renewed her grip on Dirk, keeping his weight on her.

“Don’t think... Can’t make it.”

“Like hell you can’t. | didn’t use half of my clothes bandaging your wounds only to have you give up
on me. I’'m almost naked because of it.” She batted her eyes at him, hoping he’d jump at her bait. Instead,
he coughed and hung his head. “Come on, Dirk. We’re almost to the ranch.”

She eyed the blood-soaked bandages on his neck and tried to ignore the large red stain. If he weren’t a
strong werewolf, he’d have already died.

The badly injured man clung to her, groaning with each step they took. *“Should
have...werewolf...heal faster.”

“We’ve already talked about this. | couldn’t have carried you. At least this way you can help and
we’re less likely to get shot before we reach the ranch. Now shut up and concentrate on staying on your
feet.” She gritted her teeth, determined not to lose another person from her life. He needed more than his
shifter’s healing qualities to survive. He needed medical attention. “Don’t give up on me, Dirk. It’s not
much longer. The ranch should be over this next rise.”

Together, they shuffled onward. Alex kept her gaze fixed on the ground ahead of them, urging him to

put one foot in front of the other. She didn’t want to think any further than that, but her mind wouldn’t
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listen. What if he died? Could she live with another loss? First Lara and Bryer, then Conner and now Dirk.
No, she couldn’t let it happen. She moaned, her heart aching as though a knife had sliced through it.

A shout brought her head up. The ranch house lay ahead, and three men ran toward them, calling to
them. “Oh, thank God. Dirk, we made it. Dirk?”

His head hung listlessly against her and suddenly his full weight rested on her. Unable to keep him
upright, she clutched him to her body and softened his fall. Kneeling next to him, she raised her hand in the

air and waved to their rescuers. “Over here! Please help us.”
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“How’s he doing?” Bob Tally peeked around the corner of the bedroom door. “And how are you
holding up?”

Alex waved him inside and struggled to place a smile on her face. “He keeps coming in and out of
sleep. | don’t think he really knows where he is or who | am.” Although she’d told the rancher several
times since arriving, she needed to say it one more time. In fact, she could never say it enough. “Mr.
Tally—"

“Bob.”

“Right. Bob, I can’t thank you enough for what you’ve done.” They’d gotten lucky, finding their way
to his ranch in time. Bob had carried Dirk inside the main house, then called for the doctor. He’d listened to
her story and hadn’t denied her anything, even when she’d begged him to retrieve Conner’s and Bryer’s
bodies. She closed her eyes, letting the all-too-familiar grief spread through her. Letting it have its way was
easier than fighting it. If only the images of their battered bodies would fade.

“Girl, I’ve told you often enough. You don’t need to keep thanking me. I’ve known Dirk for a while.
I’m thinking it’s fitting that you two found your way to my home. That you thought to bring him here.”
Bob rubbed the back of his neck. “So, Ms. Grayson—"

“Now how many times have | told you to call me Alex? Fair’s fair, Bob.”

“Right enough.” He chuckled, then sobered. “Alex, would you like me to contact your people for
you? Tell them about...”

She didn’t want to think of what had to be done until after Dirk healed. Then she’d deal with the pride
and explain the deaths. But she couldn’t let Bob handle it either. She owed it to Conner—and to Bryer—to
handle their return home. “No thanks.” She turned to him then, needing to see that he understood. “I’ll take
them home, but | can’t leave right now. | can’t, | won’t leave until Dirk’s better. Until then...” She shook
her head. “Is there some way...” To keep the bodies...safe? She shuddered at the thought of their bodies
lying in the cold storage room but pulled herself taller, forced herself to be stronger. Conner and the Bryer
she’d loved would’ve understood her need to stay with Dirk.

“Don’t you worry none.” His eyes, so full of sympathy, wrenched her heart. “I’ll make sure the
bodies—" He coughed, clearing his throat. “I’ll make sure your loved ones are taken care of until you’re
ready to go.”

She sighed, thankful to have him helping her. “Bob?”
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“Yes?”

“Do you think we could have a memorial service tonight? Nothing big or formal. If only to say a few
prayers? Just something to say goodbye until they can be laid to rest properly.” Her head had already said
her goodbyes, but her heart needed more.

“Of course. I’ll see to it.”

She faced Dirk again, searching for any sign of recovery as she’d done many times since the doctor
left. Was it her imagination or did he look less pale than before?

“Uh, Alex, there’s one more thing. Some of Dirk’s people have shown up. They’re practically biting
my head off to see him. | told them | had to ask you first and, frankly, they didn’t take kindly to that idea.”

“That’s because asking a werecat for permission doesn’t make a whole lot of sense.”

Alex jumped, twisting toward the deep voice. Two men and one woman strode into the room. Their
werewolf scents assaulted her nose, blocking out all other smells.

The tallest of the men came to stand beside her while his companions flanked the other side of the
bed. The woman, tall and curvy, bent over Dirk, placing her hand on his forehead. “At least he’s not
running a fever.” She arched an imperious eyebrow at Alex. Brilliant blue eyes locked on to hers. “What
are you doing here?”

The challenge in the female’s tone had Alex biting back a retort. Was she kidding? She was the one
who should ask the questions. Forget the fact that they were werewolves. Who the hell were they to barge
in and act like she was the intruder? “I’m Alex Grayson. I’m Dirk’s...friend.”

The short stocky shifter next to the female snorted. “Woo-hoo. Looks like Dirk found himself a pretty
kitty to play with.”

Alex inhaled sharply, then checked Bob’s reaction. Or rather nonreaction. How could she expect him
to take up for her? After all, what claim did she have on Dirk?

The handsome dark-haired shifter standing next to her lifted the sheet to examine Dirk’s bandage-
covered body. “Looks like Dirk got his butt whipped.” Letting the sheet fall, he tilted his head at her. “I
hear you’re the one who brought him here.”

Alex swallowed, suddenly feeling outnumbered. Thankfully, Bob flashed a quick smile, alleviating
some of her anxiety.

“Not only that, but she Killed the werecat that’s been causing all the trouble.” Bob’s color drained
from his face. “Oh, shit, Alex. I’m sorry. | didn’t mean for it to come out like that.”

Frowning, she struggled against the war raging inside. She’d stopped the trouble, making good on her
promise to the council, but she’d lost her brother and her best friend.

“No shit?” The big male’s scrutiny intensified. “Then | guess we owe you a bit of thanks. Of course,
if your kind had controlled the rogue cat the way you should’ve in the first place, Dirk wouldn’t have

gotten hurt.”
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“|I hardly think that’s fair, Cannon.”

Alex took a harder look at the tall shifter. This man wasn’t simply one of Dirk’s pack. He was a
Cannon. An alpha.

“Can we get on with this?”

Cannon nodded at the other male werewolf. “Bronson’s right. Let’s get on with what we came to do.
Sheila, go ahead when you’re ready.” Taking her by the arm, he tried to lead Alex to the door. “Thanks for
everything you’ve done, but we’ll take it from here.”

“Hey, wait a sec.” Alex struggled against Cannon, making him tighten his grip. She continued to
protest, but it was no use. He thrust her into the hallway. She stepped toward him, running into his broad
chest when he blocked the entrance. “Bob, would you explain to Ms. Grayson that she’s no longer
needed?”

Bob squeezed through the narrow opening Cannon gave him to pass. “Uh, | think she understands you
well enough. Just let me know if you need anything.”

“Will do. Oh, and thanks again for calling us, Bob.” Cannon tipped his head at her in a curt dismissal

and closed the door.

Alex scanned the yard through the front window, watching the hired hands take the coffins back to the
storage room, her hand over her heart. “Thank you again, Bob, for the coffins. | can’t believe | didn’t think
about that.” Bob’s carpenters had made the wooden coffins and the hired hands had joined them at the short
service. The kind rancher had even taken over at the memorial when her grief had rendered her speechless,
and led them in prayer.

Alex took a deep breath, attempting to settle her nerves. She’d cried so much in the past few days. But
who could blame her? With both Conner and Bryer gone, she had no one. Shirking the inclination to
wallow in self pity, she focused her thoughts on Dirk and the werewolves. Those damned werewolves who
weren’t letting her see him.

Bob’s attempts to explain things hadn’t made Alex feel any better. She paced the living room, then
flopped onto the sofa to stare at the ceiling yet again. “This royally sucks.”

“1 know, Alex, but let his people help. They know what to do. The human doctor’s done all he can.
Dirk needs more help than he can give him.”

“l was taking care of him and he was getting better.” But when Bob looked away, she had to admit the
truth. She’d done everything she could, sitting by his bedside constantly since they’d arrived, following the
directions the doctor had given her, but Dirk was still in bad shape. “I can’t take it. He has to live. He just
has to.” She sat up, hands clasped in front of her, and tried to resist begging Bob to make everything all

right. If only he could.
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“You’ve got it bad, don’t you?”

“Bad?” She frowned, thrown off-kilter. “What do you mean?”

Bob arched one eyebrow in unmistakable body language. “Girl, anyone can see you love the big
galoot. A blind man could see it. Even a stupid man. Hell, even a blind stupid man.”

Did she love Dirk? Alex inhaled sharply, thrown by the lump in her throat and the thrill the idea gave
her. Her breathing quickened with the memories flooding through her. Dirk’s sexy grin. Dirk shielding her
from the hunter’s gun. Dirk taking care of her, comforting her. Dirk understanding how she felt, exactly
what she needed. He’d shared a similar experience and had given her a friend when she’d needed that more
than a lover.

And then she remembered his greatest gift. Dirk sacrificing himself to save her from her brother’s
attack. How could she have not known it? She did love him. She loved him with every ounce of her being.
But what could she do about it when she couldn’t even get near him?

She scowled at the ceiling again, listening to the footsteps above her, the sounds of the werewolves
tending to one of their own. Dirk was a werewolf. She clenched her fists, wanting to hit something,
someone. What was she thinking getting involved with a werewolf? Sure, sex was one thing. But to
consider spending a lifetime with a werewolf? They didn’t have a chance. Her people would never stand
for it any more than his people would. Talk about Romeo and Juliet werecreature-style. Would their love
have the same ending?

She froze, uncertainty taking hold, warning her to slow down. She didn’t know if he cared for her
other than as a friend. Wasn’t that what he’d said? That they were friends? Friends with benefits, maybe.
She huffed out her exasperation. But he had to care about her, right? After all, he’d saved her, jumped in
between her and her brother. Would he have done that if he didn’t love her?

She heard a thump above her, jolting her back into the here and now. “What the hell are they doing
anyway?”

Bob followed her glance upward and shook his head. “I’m not sure. Although I’ve heard that when a
werewolf is attacked by a werecat, they have to take action to counteract the werecat’s bite. Something
about the two blood types not mixing.”

Their bloodlines wouldn’t mix, meaning werecats and werewolves didn’t belong together. No matter
how much they cared for each other. She stared, trying to see through the ceiling with willpower alone.
“What kind of action?”

“Again, I’m only telling you what I’ve heard, not what | know. But I think they have to bite him. You
know, use their saliva to counteract the bite of the werecat.”

She gaped at him and tried to understand what he meant. “You mean, those three werewolves are
going to bite Dirk? When he’s already so badly wounded?”

“Yeah, but that’s the way of it. Although I think only one of them has to bite him.”
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“And then he’ll get better?” She hated to think of Dirk getting bitten, but if a bite from a werewolf
could save him, then it would be worth it. Still, a nagging worry wouldn’t let go. “But wait. What if it’s the
female that bites him? Doesn’t that mean they’ll be mates?” Could she stand having Dirk mated to another
if that saved his life? To save him, she could. But what if there was another way? “Does the female have to
bite him? Or can one of the males do it?”

“Hell, 1 didn’t think of the mating thing. | don’t know, but I think it’s usually the females that bite the
wounded.”

That bitch was going to bite her Dirk? Alex growled, confusion, jealousy and anger giving her
courage. “Oh, no she won’t. | have to make sure someone else does it.” Alex whirled around and bolted for
the stairs. Ignoring Bob’s shout to stop, she took the steps two at a time, dove to the left and headed down
the hallway. She flung her body at Dirk’s bedroom door, bursting it wide open. The door slammed against
the wall, surprising the three shifters. Alex paused to regain her balance, then dashed toward Dirk.

“What the hell are you doing?” Cannon caught her, slipping his arm around her waist and lifting her
off her feet. Bronson whipped around from the window, snarling. Sheila, in wolf form, knelt over Dirk, her
jaws open and fangs dripping.

“Keep your jaws off him!” Alex struggled in Cannon’s arm but couldn’t get free. “Put me down, you
big mutt.”

Cannon readjusted, lifting her higher like she was nothing more than a child in his arms. “What is
your problem, little Kitty?”

“She can’t bite him. Don’t let her touch him.” Gnashing her teeth, Alex kicked out, hoping to strike a
vulnerable body part. She pointed at the surprised Bronson. “You bite him. Not her!”

Sheila, a bemused look on her face, ran her tongue over her teeth. She whined, then lowered her head
until her sharp fangs were less than an inch from Dirk’s shoulder.

“Can we get on with this, Cannon, or do we have to wait for you and the Kitty to play tag first?”
Bronson plopped into a nearby armchair, boredom etched on his features.

“Cannon, damn you. Put me on my feet.”

“l don’t think so. Let’s let Sheila finish her business first.” He waved a hand at the werewolf,
signaling for her to get to work. “Go on, girl.”

Sheila nodded once, then opened her mouth wide.

“No!” Wrenching free at last, Alex fell to the floor, landing on her hands and knees. She scrambled
away from Cannon, keeping low until she reached the end of the bed. Jumping on the comforter, Alex
screamed and hurled her body at Sheila. She struck the werewolf on the side, knocking hard against the

werewolf’s lean body, but she was too late. Sheila’s teeth sank into Dirk’s shoulder.
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“No.” Her anguished whisper was harsh, filled with loss. Her strength left her, taking away none of
the horror. Lying on her side next to Sheila, Alex took a steadying breath and faced the awful reality. Sheila
was Dirk’s mate now.

And still Sheila held on. Dirk’s body jerked beneath Alex, thrashing, unconsciously trying to free
himself from Sheila’s hold. Alex, too exhausted to move, didn’t resist Cannon as he lifted her off the bed
and sat her in the other chair. She kept her eyes on Dirk, his body growing calm again until at last Sheila
released him. Wiping her bloodied mouth against the bed linens, the female werewolf shifted back to full
human form, losing her fangs. “Umm, umm, good. Dirk is one tasty puppy.”

“Damn you.” Alex wanted to say more but couldn’t find the energy. She’d lost him. Before she’d ever
had him, she’d already lost him.

“Man, | knew werecats were weird, but this one is super freaky.”

She’d had enough. All the anguish, all the horror of the past days caught up with her, sending her into
a rage. She flung her body at the shifter and wound up once again squirming in Cannon’s arms.

Cannon carried her to the door. “Shut up, Bronson. Something else is going on.” In the hallway, he
slammed the door and studied her. Moving his face nearer to Alex’s, he examined her like a bug under a
microscope. “Is this what 1 think it is, little Kitty? Do you like Dirk?” He grinned, reminding her of Dirk’s
wicked smile. “I mean, do you likey-likey our little Dirky?”

Alex blinked, words of denial on her lips that wouldn’t come out. “Will he live?” If she couldn’t have
Dirk, then at least she’d know he was safe. Even if that meant he was mated to that she-hound. “Will her
bite heal him?”

“It will.”

“Are you sure?”

His chuckle irritated her. “I’m sure. But I’m also sure that there’s something going on between you
two. More than fun sex, that is.”

She blinked again and tried to hide her reaction. “I owe Dirk my life. That’s all.”

“Oh, little kitty, don’t try to fool a fooler like me. You’re lying. But lie away. | don’t care. Still, I’ve
never known a werecat and werewolf to fall in love.”

She shook her head, afraid to admit to him that she loved Dirk. Could her love cause trouble for him?

His tone hard, he added, “It can’t work, you know. It won’t work.” Taking hold of her, he guided her

down the hall. “For your own sake, little kitty, leave and don’t come back.”

Alex refused to leave. The werewolves could keep her out of Dirk’s room, but they couldn’t run her

off. Not until she was sure he would recover. Instead, she sat by the edge of the bubbling stream behind the
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main house and watched the window of Dirk’s room. She held her head high and her back straight,
determined to face the dismal future the best way she could.

Losing Conner and Bryer had torn a hole in her, a hole that might never be filled. But the fact that
she’d lost Dirk, too, had destroyed her. He was mated to the she-werewolf now and she could do nothing
about it. A boulder lodged in her chest, making it difficult to breathe, but she had no more tears to shed.
What was done was done. Yet until she could see that Dirk was all right, she’d stay.

How had this happened? How had her brother, her friend and the man she loved been taken away
from her? Didn’t she deserve love? She swallowed, closing her eyes to steel herself against the sorrow.
Once Dirk was healed, she’d take Conner’s and Bryer’s bodies back to her people, then go out on her own.
How could she stay with the pride when everything reminded her of hopes now dead? The agonizing
questions pounded her, leaving her shaking and cold despite the warm sun.

If only things had gone differently. If only she’d told Dirk what he meant to her before Bryer’s attack.
Sitting on a rock by the stream, she’d rehearsed what she wanted to tell him, but she no longer had the
right. Maybe if she said the words out loud, she’d get them out of her system, freeing her to move on.

“Dirk, we need to talk.” She shook her head, hating the cliché phrase. Gathering her thoughts, she
tried again. “Dirk, | need to tell you something.” She could almost see his mischievous grin and feigned a
halfhearted giggle. “Dirk, for once, stay quiet and listen, okay?”

“But | haven’t said anything yet.”

“Oh, shit.” She spun toward Dirk and placed her hand on her chest. “Damn it. Are you trying to scare
me to death?”

Dirk, pale and unsteady on his feet, chuckled, then winced at the pain. “I think I’m the one closest to
death.”

She couldn’t help returning his grin. “You can say that again.” Hurrying to him, she led him to a
nearby rock. She wanted to slip her arms around him but settled for taking his hands. “Hey, it’s good to
have you back.”

“It’s good to be back.” Dirk glanced around the area. “We made it to Bob’s place. Although I don’t
remember too much after getting my ass kicked by your—"

He slammed his mouth shut and gave her an apologetic look. “I’m sorry about Conner, Alex. And
Bryer, too. Look, if there had been any other way... If you’d had any other choice... He would’ve killed
you, too, you know.”

She pressed a palm to his cheek. “I know. It’s all right. Or at least it will be. Besides, you’re not the
one who...”

“l can’t begin to imagine how hard that must’ve been for you.”

She choked back a sob and her throat closed up. Would she ever get over having to kill her brother?

Even if she’d done it to save Dirk? “Are the others gone?”
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“You mean Cannon and the rest?” Dirk glanced toward the house. “Yeah. They weren’t too happy
about my asking them to leave, but I couldn’t stand another minute in that room. I had to find you. | had to
make sure you were all right. Especially after what happened.”

The silence that filled the space between them wasn’t strained. Instead, she remained quiet, letting his
nearness soothe her, taking comfort by laying her head on his shoulder. Nothing else mattered except him.

“Alex, you said you needed to tell me something. What is it?”

Her tranquility shattered and she took a deep breath, hopefully bringing in courage along with the air.
She sat up and wiped away a tear. “Yes. | did.” She wanted to go on, but her mouth wasn’t listening to her
head.

“And?”

Suddenly, she could no longer meet his gaze. Instead she turned to the creek and fervently wished
she’d kept her mouth closed. What made her think he cared for her? Just because she loved him didn’t
mean he had to love her back. In fact, she wouldn’t have blamed him if he didn’t. A werecat falling for a
werewolf. Talk about delusional.

“l repeat. And?” He bent lower so he could see her face. “If you know nothing else about me, Alex,
you know you can trust me. Tell me what’s on your mind.”

She did trust him, trusted him with her life. But could she trust him with her love? She searched his
face and wanted to reach out to touch the stubble on his cheek. “I wanted to tell you that...” Again, her
tongue stopped working even as her brain shouted at her to get it over with.

“Yeah, we’ve established that you wanted to tell me something.” He chuckled, then winced again. “I
don’t suppose you were going to tell me the doc left more pain pills. I sure could use a couple right now.”

“l don’t know, but I’ll check with Bob.” Saved by the pills. “So you’re feeling better? And Sheila’s
bite helped?” The female werewolf’s face came to her, but she shoved the image away.

“Alex, you’re driving me crazy. Speak your mind so | can say what | need to say.”

Did he want to tell her that he’d taken a mate? Anger coursed through her, fueled by the cruel blows
life had given her. She steeled her resolve and prepared for the pain he might cause her. All she had to do
was tell him that she loved him and then she could leave, hopefully without her tail between her legs.
“Fine. I’m going to say what | have to say. But don’t think you have to say anything back. In fact, it might
be a good thing if you don’t.”

“O-kay. If that’s what you want.”

She shot him a glare. He quickly pantomimed zipping his lips. “Good. So I’m just going to blurt this
out. Dirk Claxton, | love you.” With the words spoken, she stood and paced away from him. She stopped
with her back to him, unable to maintain eye contact yet unable to leave.

“Alex.”
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“No. Don’t say anything. | know what | said is ridiculous. I mean, we haven’t known each other very
long. And the idea of a werecat and werewolf becoming romantically involved is ludicrous. Sex is one
thing, but love? Pff. What a joke.”

“Alex.”

“All I wanted was to let you know. That’s all. | don’t expect you to have the same feelings for me that
I have for you. So now that I’ve said what | wanted to say, I’ll get out of your hair. I’m happy you’re doing
better, Dirk. Have a great life.” She was halfway to the main house when he called for her, his tone gruff
and commanding.

“Come back here, Alex. Don’t make me chase after you.”

She ground her teeth, fought back a retort and got ready to face him. Holding her head high, she
slowly turned toward him and thrust out her chin. “What do you want?” What more could he want from her
when she’d already given him her heart? His face, however, was unreadable.

“Would you come back here, please? | haven’t had my say yet.”

She groaned to release a lot of pent-up anxiety, stuck her chin higher and trudged over to him. “Do
you need something other than pills? Do you want me to get Bob?”

He took her hand and she smothered back a gasp. She’d had her life turned upside down, but would he
say something to make it worse?

“You’re a fool, Alex Grayson.”
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Alex may have spilled her guts to a man who didn’t love her back, but that didn’t mean she’d let him
put her down. “Okay, | gotta admit it. That wasn’t what | was expecting. But gee, thanks for your opinion.”
She jerked her hand away. “I’m sure you’ll understand if 1 don’t stick around to listen to you call me
names. Let’s pretend this little confession of mine never happened.”

“Will you stop flapping your yap for a second? | think you’re a fool because anyone who would want
me has to be a fool.”

What? Alex studied him, unsure what he meant. A glimmer of hope flickered in her heart. “I don’t
understand.”

“It’s a good thing you’re beautiful, Alex, because at the moment you’re acting pretty dumb.”

“Hey, watch it.” The fact that he’d called her beautiful kept the anger from rising. Instead, she tried to
move away, but he grabbed her, pulling her close. He took both her wrists and held her in place.

“I’m kidding. Sheesh, how can you love a man and not know he’s a kidder? All I can say is that it’s a
good thing | love you, too. Otherwise, you’d be in a shitload of embarrassment right now.”

“Let go— Wait. What did you say?” She took a couple of deep breaths, trying to slow down her
pounding heart. “Did you say you love me, too?” Although his eyes sparkled with humor, the sincerity she
saw made her hold her breath. Could it be true? Did he really love her? She narrowed her eyes. “Are you
serious? Or is this one of your jokes?”

“Let me give you an answer you’ll understand better than words.” Placing his palms on her cheeks, he
brought her lips to his. The kiss, soft and yet possessive, lingered, mixing his breath with hers. Alex leaned
against him and the kiss deepened, his tongue skimming the inside of her mouth. She sucked, drawing in
the special flavor that was all Dirk. He groaned and held her tighter, one hand locked onto the small of her
back, the other cupping her buttocks. She clasped the back of his neck, rejoicing in the love they shared.
She believed the love in his kiss and sighed.

“Dirk, take me. Make me yours.”

He panted, his breathing labored and made a face. “Damn, | can’t. But God knows | want to.”

She brushed her tongue lightly across his lips. “Then do what you want to do.” Running her hands
gently along his shoulders, she reveled in her man’s physique. “Don’t you want to show me how much you
love me? To prove it to me?

“I do. I really do.”
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Following the path of her hands skimming down his chest with her kisses, she murmured against the
hollow of his neck. “Then do it.”

He tensed, breaking their kiss and, although he tried to hide it, she saw the wince he made. She broke
away from him. “Oh, hell, I’'m sorry. | wasn’t thinking. I got so horny that | forgot about everything else
except wanting you.” She gingerly placed her hands on his chest.

“You’re horny and | can’t do anything about it. Aw, hell, now I’m going to die for sure.”

Alex laughed, then put on a sexy expression. “Hey, | have an idea. Maybe you can’t do much, but |
can.” Taking his hand, she led him into the house and up the stairs to the bedroom she’d slept in.

Standing by the bed, she patted the comforter, welcoming him to sit. “You lie back, enjoy and let me
handle everything.”

He licked his lips and glanced toward his private parts. “Handle away, sugar.” Alex walked enticingly
to the end of the bed and he grinned at her, the expectation in his face lighting his features. “Take it off,
Alex. | want to see your smokin’ body while you do whatever it is you’re going to do.”

She tugged her T-shirt out of her jeans and smiled coquettishly. “Like you don’t know what 1’'m about
to do.” Swaying to unheard music, she continued to move her shirt over her stomach, gliding it over her
breasts, taking her time with each movement.

“Damn, girl, but you are hot.”

“Yeah? How hot?” She whipped the shirt over her head and tossed it at him. Taking her breasts, she
rubbed her thumbs over her nipples, peaking them.

“Blazing hot.” He raised his gaze from her breasts to her face. “Hot enough to be my mate.”

She froze. “Mate?” She crossed her arms over her breasts, suddenly feeling vulnerable. “Oh, no. |
forgot about that. About her.”

“Hey, don’t cover up. What’s wrong? You forgot about who?”

“Your mate, of course.”

Dirk’s jaw dropped and he gaped at her. “My what?”

“Your mate. Sheila.” Why did he look so confused? “You remember Sheila, don’t you? The she-
werewolf that bit you? Come on. You know what 1I’m talking about. She bit you, thus saving your life and
making you her mate.” Repeating what she said wasn’t helping but she couldn’t find the right words to
make him understand.

“l remember Sheila, all right. And | know she bit me.” Dirk placed his hand on the teeth marks
already healing on his shoulder. “But she’s not my mate. No way.”

Alex dropped her arms, exposing herself, but she was too excited to care. “Sheila’s not your mate?”

“l don’t know what else | can say, Alex. She’s not my mate.” He leaned back, his eyes growing

bigger. “Oh, I get it now. You thought her biting me made us mates.”
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“Well, yeah. | mean, that’s what I’ve always heard.” She moved to sit next to him and he took her
hand. Her heart beat wildly, but she kept the hope she felt from her face.

“And you’re an expert on werewolves and their mating customs, right?” He grinned at her, at once
making her feel better and mocking her.

“Isn’t that how it works?”

“It can. But that kind of bite is a different kind of bite. Sheila bit me to give me some of her energy,
not to make me her mate.” He narrowed his eyes, searching her. “Do you understand?”

“| think so.” Alex relaxed next to him, relief flooding through her body. “If | had any more tears in
me, I’d cry.”

He slipped an arm around her. “Why would you cry?”

She brought her head up to stare into his amazing blue eyes. “For once, I’d cry out of happiness.
Because you not mated to Sheila means that maybe, just maybe, | haven’t lost you, too.”

“Ain’t no maybe about it, sugar. I’'m all yours.” His gaze bored into her. “If you’ll have me, that is.
And more than as a lover and friend. As a mate.”

Alex bit her lip and squeezed his hand, bringing his gaze to hers. “I’d like that. But with you being a
werewolf and me being a werecat... You know it won’t be easy.”

“l know. But | don’t care, Alex. As long as you’re beside me, | don’t care what the rest of them
think.” His brow furrowed as a cloud passed over his features. “Of course, if you don’t want to go down
that road, I’ll understand. 1 won’t like it, but I’ll accept your decision.”

Alex let a soft smile play on her lips. “We’ll need to talk it through to figure out how to handle
everything.” She lowered her gaze to the bulge under the sheet. “But let’s talk after.”

His sexy grin returned. “Agreed. After.”

She helped him undress, taking care not to hurt him. Swallowing her nervousness, she struggled to
keep the slice of ache in her stomach from showing on her face. Although she’d seen most of his wounds,
had dressed them, the amount of bandages covering his body still rattled her. Bruises covered what few
areas weren’t covered in bandages.

“Oh, Dirk.” She closed her eyes, then opened them and hoped he’d see the plea for forgiveness in
them. “My brother did this to you and | couldn’t stop it soon enough. | am so sorry.”

“No, Alex, it’s not your fault. And it looks worse than it feels. Besides, let’s not talk about what
happened. The time for all that is later. Right now | don’t want to think about anything except you.”

Slipping onto the bed, she kissed the bruises on his legs and traveled toward the hard pole looming
ahead. “Let me help heal your wounds.” Until he healed, she’d be the one to show him how much she loved
him. They had time enough for the other way round.

“Anything you say, Nurse Kitty.”
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For once she didn’t laugh. She was too focused on taking care not to press against his injuries. Gently,
she took his shaft and laid the tip of his mushroomed cap against her cheek. “Who knew someone so tough
could have such a soft spot. And I’m not talking about your heart.”

“Ooh, pretty lady, you are one big tease.”

“Am 1? Or am | merely enjoying the moment of anticipation?” He moaned and spread his legs farther
apart. Squeezing him with care, she wrapped her hand around his cock and curved the palm of her other
hand to cup his balls. He moaned and lifted his head to watch.

“Alex, if you don’t put me inside your mouth soon, I’m going to go crazy.”

“Man, you werewolves don’t have much control, do you?”

“I"ll show you who has control.”

He reached for her, but she batted his hands away. “Cut it out or I’ll have to stop.”

“No, for the love of shifters everywhere, don’t stop.”

Sliding her hand down, she massaged him from tip to base. His huge shaft, curved for a woman’s
pleasure, twitched in response.

“Easy, bay.” A crashing roll of desire shot through her, wetting her pussy. Cautioning herself to go
slowly, she flicked her tongue over his 0ozing cap and struggled not to deep-throat him. “I love you, Dirk.
Every inch of you. From the very first moment | saw you, | wanted to have you.”

His agonized moan thrilled her. Not only did it make her feel powerful, she delighted in the pleasure
she gave him. With a sigh, she circled her tongue around the weeping tip, then slowly inched him inside her
mouth. A multitude of flavors touched her tongue and she sucked, bringing them to the back of her throat.

“Ummm.” He tasted like the forest wind. Like the hot sun on the back of her neck. If she could have
him for the rest of her life, she’d never tire of his taste.

He took her hair in his hands, holding her to him. She moved up and down, sliding her tongue along
his shaft, then back again. She lapped him up, released him and started over. Dirk groaned and let go of her
hair to grip the sheet. His cock grew impossibly larger, longer. His life’s essence pulsated in her palm,
warming, wetting her skin.

“Get on top of me.”

She refused, letting her “no” flow warm air over his dick. No way would she risk hurting him.
Instead, she bounced his balls between her fingers and renewed her attack on his shaft. At first he protested,
but his complaints soon turned to appreciative moans that made her even wetter, hotter. His shaft was a hot
brand against her palm, a brand she wanted to burn into her skin. Inhaling, she took in his raw masculine
scent and committed it to memory. This was her mate. No matter what anyone said about the two of them,
he was the one for her.

She fingered her pulsing nub, rubbing harder and harder until the engorged nub throbbed mercilessly.

Continuing to work her finger, she matched one hand’s movement with the other, massaging herself as she
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pumped him. She blew on him and he jerked, giving her the gratification of knowing she thrilled him.
Licking his tip, she lazily slid her tongue down his rod, slurping in the slick mix of his pre-come and her
saliva.

“You’re driving me crazy, Alex.”

She chuckled, using her breath to flush warm air over him and loving the way his shaft answered. “I
seriously doubt that.” His growl sent shivers of lust through her.

“Please get on top before | explode in your hand.”

She closed her eyes, the image of him shooting hot milk sending her over the edge. She came, her
body’s river flushing over her fingers. Trembling with the cascading climax, she dived back onto him,
relentless in her determination to bring him to the brink.

“Holy shit, woman.”

Yes, she was his woman and he was her man. Sucking, she bobbed up and down, working him with
her hand and her mouth. Her tongue lashed at him, pressing against the rise of the veins, licking every taste
from him.

“Qooh, I’m going to come. Damn, Alex, get on top.”

She ignored his request again and readied for his climax. He groaned, tensed and then let out a savage
cry, gripping her hair harder, holding her in place. Enjoying his possession of her, she took him in. His
body shook, quaking under her command until at last he let out a long sigh and relaxed.

“1 wish you’d done as | asked.”

She slid over his leg to crawl into the curve of his arm. Resting a hand to ride with the fall and rise of
his chest, she played with his nipples. “Are you telling me you didn’t enjoy what | did?”

He laughed and kissed her forehead. “Hardly. But | wanted to do so much more to you.”

“Don’t worry. Once you’re healed and back to your studly self, I’ll let you make it up to me.”

“Hey, is everything all right in there?”

Alex grabbed the sheet and tugged it over their bodies. She hoped Bob wouldn’t open the door. “Uh-
oh. We must’ve gotten too loud.”

“Yeah, Bob, we’re good.” Dirk wiggled his eyebrows at her and whispered, “Damn good in fact.”

“Oh, okay. Good to know. | heard someone yell and... Oh, uh, never mind. Sorry to have disturbed
you.”

“No problem, Bob. We’ll see you in bit.”

Alex snuggled against Dirk. “I can’t tell you how great Bob’s been.”

“Yeah, he’s a good friend to the pack. To most werecreatures.” Dirk fingered a strand of her hair.

“Speaking of the pack, what are we going to do about us?”
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Suddenly, the fantasy spell she’d been under broke loose. “Boy, who knew later would come so soon?
But you’re right. We need to talk and now’s as good a time as any.” She twined her fingers with his,
needing to feel his skin against hers. “Have you ever heard of a werecat and a werewolf mating before?”

“No. I’ve heard of them having sex of course. But actually mating? Can’t say | have.”

She sighed, hating to think about the problems that their union presented. “My pride will never accept
you as my mate.” There. She’d said it.

“l figured as much. And I don’t know what my pack will do. Oh, sure, they’ve accepted humans
before but that was because they became pack soon enough. Unfortunately, | can’t change you into a
werewolf.”

“And | can’t change you into a werecat.”

They lay together for a while, each deep in thought, until Alex broached another problem. “Even if
our people could learn to accept us, we still have the problem of children. Is it possible for us to have
children? Would you want children?” Dirk stroked her hair and she relaxed a little with the comforting
touch.

“Yeah, | think I’d like to have a child or two. But we definitely can’t do it in our animal forms. That’d
be like a dog mating with a housecat. Still, I don’t know about the other way round. Maybe if you stayed in
your human form after conceiving? I’m sorry, but | don’t have a clue.”

She lifted onto her elbow to study him. “Then what are we going to do?”
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“Alex, stop fussing over me. I’'m fine.” Dirk repositioned the backpack over his shoulder. “I’ll be
damned if I’ll let you carry the load.”

She rolled her eyes but allowed him to have his way. “Fine, Mr. Macho Wolfie, take it. | always
wanted a pack mule, but I guess you’ll have to do.” They’d left the pride two hours earlier, hefting the
backpack filled with the provisions her friends had given her, and were making good progress. Returning
Conner’s and Bryer’s bodies to her people had reopened the wounds their deaths had left her, but she’d
wanted to see them home and laid to rest. After a week of scornful glances, muttered remarks and even
blatant rudeness, she’d accepted what she’d known all along: Dirk would never be fully welcomed to live
with her people. To Dirk’s credit, he’d handled it all with his usual brand of humor, but she’d seen the
relief on his face the moment they’d left.

His scowl turned into his sexy grin. “Good. I’'m glad you understand your place, woman.”

“Uh-oh. Do not tell me you dared to use that term.”

He sidestepped her jab at his arm. “Hey, you didn’t mind it when | called you that during sex.”

She picked up the pace and took the lead. “That’s different.”

“Right. Different. Not.”

Alex had gone half a mile before he finally called out to her, telling her to hold up. She pivoted to face
him, checking him for any signs of fatigue although he’d recuperated from his injuries and had no lingering
problems. “Yeah. Why are we stopping?”

“Because, my sweet little pussy—" his grin grew bigger, “—do you know where you’re going?”

She blinked at him, suddenly aware of her mistake. Not thinking, she’d started in the direction that led
to his pack. “Oh. I, uh...”

He ran his hand behind her neck to pull her in for a quick kiss. “I thought we decided that the city was
the only place we could go. Are you changing your mind about living with the humans? Because you know
my pack isn’t going to welcome you—hell, me—with open arms.”

She shook her head and couldn’t meet his eyes. She’d gladly given up her family, her people for him,
but it still hurt to think they wouldn’t have a home with either of their kind. “Not at all. I guess | thought
that maybe...” She eyed him. “Are you still certain of your choice?”

“Definitely. | happen to like humans.” In a flash, his cockiness was gone. “Besides, | would go

anywhere, live anywhere with you. You’re my life, my family now, Alex.”
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The knot in her throat was filled with the emotion she saw in his eyes. Damn, but he was great with
words. Great at sex, too. “What do you think the pack will say when they find out? Because you know
they’ll find out eventually.”

“l think Cannon knew my decision back at Bob’s when | ignored his command to stay in bed.” He
slipped the burden to the ground and rolled his shoulders. “But | don’t care what they’ll say. If | know the
Cannon brothers, they’ll come around. In time and especially if we have kids.”

“We don’t know that we can have kids, remember?” She ignored the twinge in her abdomen at the
mention of children. Why keep bringing up the subject when there was no way for them to have children?

“Sure, | remember. But we don’t know if we can have kids as humans, do we? I’ve been thinking. |
know a doctor in the city who might be able to help us answer that question. In the meantime...”

A flare of heat replaced the twinge. “In the meantime, what?”

He lifted her off her feet, gently taking her to the ground. “In the meantime, we can sure as hell
practice making one.”

Her clothes were off seconds after his lay strewn on the ground around them. He kissed her neck, then
skimmed his way along the slope of her shoulder to the valley between her breasts. She tunneled her fingers
through his hair and moved his tongue over her aching nipples. “Tease them, Dirk. Make them hard.”

He complied, sucking then nipping them. She squirmed, already feeling the warmth of her wetness
moistening the cleft between her legs. Pushing her breasts together, she held him, enjoying the way his
moans tickled her skin.

He lifted his gaze, showering her with unspoken love, then thrust his tongue into her mouth. She
cupped his neck, capturing him, and sighed, reveling in his touch. Sucking, he rolled his tongue around
hers, causing a shudder of delight to course through her. He was the one she’d waited for. From the
moment their eyes met, her body had known, giving her brain and heart time to catch up.

Their bodies moved together, melting together under the hot sun. He pressed his leg between hers,
opening her wider, and she happily responded. Using his leg, he rubbed against her, spreading her juices.
She pushed back and rocked, needing more. Sighing, she ran her hands down his hard back, his flexing
muscles moving her hands up and down.

She looked skyward, squinted against the bright light and longed for a shooting star to make a wish
on, hoping to stay as they were at that moment forever. Too soon, they would have to find their way in the
human world. Conner and Bryer were gone, but she still had friends, people she cared about in the pride.
Could she face never seeing them again? Would she make friends among the humans?

Fear of what lay ahead churned at her gut, but she refused to let it take hold. Somehow with Dirk’s
help, she’d make a new home in the city. If they could survive everything they’d been through, then they
could handle whatever came next. Skating her fingers down his arms, she concentrated on thrusting her

hips against his groin. His kisses blazed a trail down her skin and into the hollow of her neck. She tilted her
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head, showing her throat, and he answered with a low rumble against her skin. The sound, so wild, pulled
at the animal within her. She clutched him, suddenly afraid of losing him.

“Dirk. My Dirk.” She hoped those simple words would relay the depth of her emotions. Emotions too
strong for her to find the right thing to say.

He lashed at her breasts, lessening the force of his leg against her. Moaning, he slid his fingers
between her folds. He stroked her, using her movements to increase the pressure on her nub, catching her
between his fingers. Exquisite pain exploded within her.

“Uhhh.” She dug her fingernails into his back, raking into him, drawing blood. Although she knew the
wounds would heal, they’d leave a faint scar, warning others to stay clear of her mate. Another climax
erupted, leaving her breathless. “Please, Dirk, now.”

Ignoring her, he slipped two fingers inside her, then out, bringing her sweet moistness with them.
Continuing the exquisite torment, he rubbed his thumb against her hot nub and plunged his other fingers
into her. She cried out as yet another release swept over her and she clung to him for support. His chuckle
drifted over her.

“Stop laughing and put your mouth where your fingers are.”

“You are such a bossy little kitty, aren’t you? Good thing I like bossy women.” He feathered kisses in
between her breasts, stopping for a quick lick at each nipple, then down the soft mound of her stomach. He
took his time, teasing her, working her until she had to grit her teeth to keep from shouting at him to hurry.

“Now it’s my turn to order you around. Spread ’em wider.”

She did, eager to have his tongue on the most sensitive part of her body. Tormenting her again, he
took his time, moving slowly over the ticklish skin on the inside of her leg. Biting, sucking, he inched
closer to his goal.

She growled her frustration.

Giving her one of those grins that made her insides turn to hot lava, he ran his hands up her legs and
stopped, pressing his thumbs at the creases. “Ready?”

“Are you frickin’ kidding me? Dirk, | swear, if you don’t— Oh, hell, yes!”

He parted her lips and raked his tongue over her sensitive nub. She inhaled sharply, instinctively
shifting to bring out her claws, and dug into him. He yelped, then plunged down again, licking her harder
and faster. Her cries flowed into loud moans, encouraging him. “Dirk, damn, please. Take me now.”

Instead, he buried his face between her legs and intensified his sucking. He tugged her aching clit
inside, then let it go, following the brief reprieve with a lash of his tongue. She tensed, every fiber in her
readying for her climax. She screamed as it pummeled outward, spreading into her arms and legs, tremors
shaking her from head to toe.

And still he took her. Faster, harder, he attacked her swollen nub, bringing her to an even higher
height.
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When she could breath evenly again, she commanded, “My turn, Dirk.”

He lifted his gaze to hers and, catching her off guard, scrambled around, keeping his face at her pussy
and putting his dick directly above her head. She reached out with her tongue and touched the tip of his
cock. Sweet pre-come dripped off the end onto her mouth. She licked her lips, enjoying the taste of him. He
tasted so right. But she wanted more.

She grabbed his buttocks, lowering him, and blew on the mushroomed top. He moaned and answered
by taking her sweet nub and surrounding skin into his mouth. She opened her mouth and took in the top of
him.

“Oh, shit, Alex. Take more.”

Fondling his balls with one hand, she took his shaft in the other and started stroking him. His shaft
twitched, throbbing his pleasure. She swallowed him in with one quick motion and heard his delighted
shout. Running her tongue first one way, then the other, she dragged him in and out, wanting to give him
every ounce of passion she had inside her. Panting, he let her pussy go and groaned.

“I’m coming, Alex.” He pushed his cock farther into her mouth. “Argh!”

She almost choked, but took a deep breath and kept him, taking as much as she could.

“Alex, no. | don’t want to come. Not yet.”

She changed to a different rhythm, pulling on him, then letting him slowly slide out. Slowly, she
inched him into her mouth until his cock’s tip pushed at the back of her throat.

He lifted his ass, taking his cock away, and spun around to face her. Capturing her mouth, his tongue
wrestled with hers, challenging her, playing with her. She tasted her juices mixed with his and pulled on his
tongue, taking every drop. He lifted away and she clutched at him, trying to bring him back.

“l want you, Alex.” His voice was heavy with need.

She held back a tear. “You have me. And | want you just as much.”

Dirk licked her shoulder, nibbling at the soft flesh of her throat. “If you were human, 1’d bite you to
make you mine.”

“Then bite me.”

He lifted away from her, studied her face and asked, “But what good would it do? You’d still be a
werecat. Our blood doesn’t mix.”

“I know. Still, one day, I’d love it if you could bite me.” She flattened her hand over her heart. “But
it’s okay. You’ve already marked me where it really counts.”

He touched her face, then added a quick lick to her earlobe. “And you’re already my mate in my heart.
That’s all that matters.”

A strange expression filled his features, one combining love, desire and something more she couldn’t

identify. Roaring, he shoved inside her, sliding her body upward. Her body rocked with the pounding of his
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dick and she wrapped her legs around him. Together their bodies moved, their sweat slicking them together
as though they were one, the heat of their bodies matching that of the sun overhead.

“Oh, Dirk, yes!”

He gripped her butt, sped up and pumped into her faster, deeper, longer. Her vaginal walls wrapped
around him, clenching and unclenching with each of his moves. He filled her completely, tightly as though
they’d been made for each other. Her legs shook, weakened by her efforts to keep up and the many orgasms
thundering through her. Her panting breaths kept time with his. When his body tensed, she was ready and
tightened the muscles of her cave, seizing him, possessing him completely.

Shockwaves of climax rippled through her, traveling into him, calling for his own climax. Answering,
he roared his release, earthquakes of desire shaking his strong frame.

He collapsed next to her, breathing heavily. Gathering her into his arms, he placed a quick kiss on her
forehead. “That was incredible.”

“Yeah. | think I’m going to need to rest a bit before we get moving again.”

“Agreed.”

They lay quiet for several minutes, each lost in thought and the comfort of the other’s arms. At last, as
the sun started its descent, Alex turned on her side and searched his face. “So we’re really going to do
this?” She touched his mouth, then looked into his eyes.

“Do you mean living in the city? Or being mates?”

“Both, of course. Why would we do one without the other?”

“Never mind. | guess my brain’s not quite recovered from the sex yet. You know. As in mind-blowing
sex.” He sat up, taking her with him. “Tell me again, Alex. Are you really ready to leave everything
behind? Are you ready to take the chance that we won’t be accepted anywhere, even in the city among the
humans?”

She took his hands and pulled them against her heart. “With you, I’m ready for anything.”

The relief on his face almost broke her heart. Had he really doubted her? “Then I guess we’d better
get to town. We’ve got a whole new life ahead of us. And, sugar, | can’t wait to get started.”

She nodded, keenly aware of the dangers that lay ahead, and gathered her clothes. Once dressed, he

took her hand and turned toward the setting sun.
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She likes her men rough, tough...and two at a time.

Cougar
© 2010 Beverly Rae

Wild Things, Book 1

Shannon Tally’s heart has been broken one too many times, but it hasn’t put a damper on her sex
drive. If guys can play the field, so can she. And the two hot, sweaty ranch hands she spots “in the field” at
her cousin’s ranch will do nicely to play out her wildest fantasy: to tame not just one hunky cowboy, but
two. At the same time.

Humans are a mystery to cougar shifter Chase Reya. They invade his home, threatening the animals
and his solitude. That’s why his leader sent him to the Tally ranch, to learn how to get along with humans.
Or at least not to slice and dice them.

He never expected Shannon to stir a whirlwind of heat. And when the alluring female shares her
affections with a werewolf, the combined sexual desire erupts even hotter. Only one person can generate
this kind of passion—but can his lifelong mate be a human? And for Shannon, a self-proclaimed lady
“cougar”, fidelity could be a tall order. Not to mention accepting his true nature...

Warning: contains animals who are armed and dangerous and find a whole new use for spurs. If you
like undomesticated pets, light bondage and m/f/m sex as graphic as it can get, then take a trip into these
wilds...but be careful. With more than one animal after your hide, you may end up in bed with more than

you can handle.

Enjoy the following excerpt for Cougar:

Shannon ran her gaze over the shirtless man shoving a pitchfork into the hay. He worked with his
back to her, muscles rippling in his broad shoulders, highlighting the bulge of each tendon as he lifted load
after load of hay from the stack over to the floor of the horse pen. Perspiration glistened on his body,
showing off more of his fine definition. Worn jeans, frayed at the bottom where the cuffs met scuffed
boots, settled an inch or so below his lean waist, tempting her to push them even lower. His thick blond hair
lay at the back of his neck, wrapping around to fall in front of him whenever he bent over.

And oh, when he bent over! She tilted her head, zoning in on the firm round ass pushed her way with
each forward thrust of the pitchfork.

He’d taken his sweet time, but she was glad she’d waited for Chase to find his way to the stables.
After giving him thirty minutes inside, she’d slipped across the yard toward the barn. “Fancy meeting you
here, cowboy.”

Chase rested the pitchfork against the stall. A smile flashed across his face before being replaced by a

somber, uninterested expression.



Yeah, right. Like I really believe you’re not happy to see me.

Making sure she moved her hips in a practiced way meant to allure even the most resistant of men,
Shannon crossed over to him, getting close. Very close. She could smell the sweat mixed with another
aroma, his personal scent of desire. | wonder what he smells like in bed? During sex? After sex? An image
of Chase strapped to her bed flashed through her mind. Fantasies, like wishes, can come true. If you’re
willing to make them come true. And I’m more than willing.

“Pretty corny line.”

Again, she studied his expression. Or rather the lack of one. Don’t even try to hide your feelings, big
guy. No one can kiss me the way you did and then pretend he’s not ready to kiss me again. Kiss me and
more. She tossed her curls and sidled over to him. “Yeah, | know. But | like the old-fashioned pickup
lines.”

He narrowed his eyes and a slight edge of smugness played at the corners of his lips, betraying his
aloofness. “Does that mean you’re trying to, uh, pick me up?”

He sounded unsure of the phrase which only made him that much sweeter. Taking his hands, she
pulled on the fingers of his work gloves, slowly removing them and letting them fall to the ground.

“Trying? Oh, honey hunk, | never simply try.” She looked at him—oh, how I love a tall man—and
tiptoed her way up to plant a peck on his lips. “I just do it.”

He licked his lips, tasting the chaste kiss. With a flicker of emotion across his face, he finally let go of
his pretence. “Then just do it.”

He reached for her, but she slipped out of his grasp and walked toward the back of the stable. She
suddenly felt like the cat teasingly playing with a mouse. A very delectable masculine mouse. “You know,
I’ve always wondered if 1’d enjoy a roll in the hay. Seems to me hay would make for an itchy bed.” Good.
He’s following. As if there was ever any doubt.

“You’re right. Hay is itchy. But if you’re getting fucked the right way, you won’t notice.”

She arched an eyebrow in silent question. “And you would know, right? Having had lots of willing
fillies in the hay?”

He didn’t answer, instead letting her figure it out on her own. At the back wall, in the dim light
sneaking through the boards, she unbuttoned the first button on her blouse. When he didn’t say anything,
she undid the next one, continuing until her shirt lay open to her waist to reveal the swell of her breasts. He
blinked, his eyes altering somehow.

Wider? No, narrower. | wish | could see his pupils right now. I bet they’re as big as all of Colorado.

“Chase.” Saying his name was all she needed to do. He was by her side, faster than she’d have

thought possible. But the end result was all that mattered.



And yet he didn’t touch her. She frowned, unable to believe he hadn’t pulled her into his arms. But he
wanted her, she had no doubt. His breathing came in shallow puffs, his mouth slightly parted in invitation
while his gaze slid from her throat to the valley between her breasts.

At last, he reached out, using only his index finger to lightly graze over her breast. She inhaled,
stunned at the response that small touch sent through her body. If one finger could heat her up that much,
his cock would likely burn her alive. She’d gladly die in that fire.

Intrigued, she kept her hands at her side and waited for his next move. Dragging his fingertip along
the curve of her breast, he paused at the edge of her blouse. She heard the ragged intake of his breath and
matched it with one of her own, then held her breath. Shit, don’t stop now.

He let out a burst of air and slipped his fingers under the blouse until finally his hand hid under the
loose material. And still he hadn’t touched her nipple. She straightened, wanting to force him to feel her
until she either exploded or pushed his hand where she wanted it.

At last, he continued the torturously slow path toward her aching tit. His fingers finally slid over her
taut nub, burning the nipple as though he’d lit a match to her skin. She arched, unable to do anything else.

“Look at me.”

She did as he commanded and lost herself in the conflicted expression on his face. “Yes?” She hadn’t
meant to whisper, but her voice had suddenly lost its strength. Tell me anything. Tell me everything.
Without warning, she realized she wanted more from him. But more than sex? She hadn’t wanted more
from any man in a very long time.

“If I go on, | won’t stop.”

His hand closed over her breast and her knees almost buckled. “If you stop, I’ll kill you.”

Surprise burst into his eyes, soon replaced with amusement. He slid his other hand under her shirt and
cupped both breasts. Pushing the blouse aside, he tugged it from her jeans then shoved it off her shoulders,
down her arms to slide to the ground.

She shivered under his frank appraisal, confused at her shy response. After all the lovers 1’ve had, why
am | acting like a timid virgin?

Chase growled, a low, slow rumble in his throat that sent a different kind of shiver through her. He
angled his head and enclosed her mouth with his. Hot musk filled her mouth, spicier than she remembered
from the earlier kiss. Sucking on her tongue, he followed with not-so-tender bites to her lips, sweeping
along her lips to flick his tongue in the corners. She moaned, wanting more with each nibble.

Yet he still hadn’t touched her anywhere else. As though he’d read her mind, he suddenly grabbed her
butt, pressing her breasts to his chest. Her firm tits flattened against the unyielding expanse and she arched
backward to push her tits harder against him. Her hands slid behind him, becoming slick with his sweat.
Running over the contours that were so like the rugged hills surrounding the ranch, she dug her fingernails

into him, wanting to leave her mark.



This man is dangerous. Physically, and even more frighteningly, emotionally. Part of her, the part that
kept her invisible wall fortified, warned her to stay away from him while another side, the side she hadn’t
heard from in years, called to her, urging her to take another chance.

He hissed in pain and broke their kiss. Yet he didn’t appear angry. Instead, he looked pleased. “Using
your claws already?”

Claws? As in nails? She tilted her head to study him. “I don’t mind a little pain. Do you?”

“Not that kind of pain.”

That kind? She dove into his eyes, searching. Does he know the same type of pain I know? The kind
that leaves scars on the inside? She tried to calm down, returning to the guarded persona she knew so well.

His eyes glowed, the hazel giving way to the growing golden flecks and becoming more slanted than
she remembered. “So are you up for a little fun?”

“Little?” She dropped her gaze to his crotch. “I sure hope not.”

“Don’t worry about that. Let’s get you naked.” He made that growling sound again, reached for her
and yanked her jeans and thong down her legs, almost knocking her to the ground. He lifted her legs one by
one, like he was shoeing a horse, and jerked her boots off.

“Hey, I’m not going to be the only one playing nudist. Drop ’em, handsome.”

He hurriedly shucked his boots and jeans. The lean waist that had hinted at the sizable package under
the jeans hadn’t lied. Tawny hair, not unlike her own golden curls, framed his dick, already oozing with his

pre-come. She took in every inch of him—every horny inch—and licked her lips.



Love can tame the wildest heart...

Golden Eyes
© 2010 Maya Banks

A prequel to Amber Eyes

After Duncan Kennedy stumbles across poachers in his mountains, he is understandably angry. His
discovery of an injured cheetah makes him even more furious. He takes the cat home until he can summon
the local vet, only to get the shock of his life. When he checks on his charge, he finds not a cheetah but a
gorgeous, very naked woman.

Aliyah Carter spent the past six months trapped in cheetah form, a prisoner of the poachers who took
her to use in an illegal exotic-game hunt. Finally she’s escaped, but now she faces another problem. A

devastatingly sexy sheriff who knows her secret.

Enjoy the following excerpt for Golden Eyes:

Duncan paced back and forth in front of the fireplace, his mind ablaze with the day’s drama. A
cheetah. She was a fucking cheetah. As mind-blowing events went, this one topped the list.

Apart from the fact that he had a beautiful, naked cheetah-woman camped out in his bed, he also had
to deal with the fact that poachers were turning out animals to hunt in his mountains.

And to think he’d lamented the fact that nothing exciting ever happened in Elk Ridge.

His first priority... Hell, what was his first priority? He had an injured chee...woman. What was he
supposed to do with her? And he had poachers to catch and make damn sure their days of importing exotic
animals were over.

He spun around, took two steps toward the bedroom then stopped and walked back to the fireplace
again. The bedroom was out. She was in his bed. Naked. There was only so much temptation a red-blooded
man could take, and a voluptuous, golden-eyed goddess laid out like a Christmas present might well be
construed a temptation.

He flexed his fingers then curled them until the skin stretched and whitened across his knuckles.

A sound from the bedroom had him yanking his head around.

He strode out of the living room and rounded the corner into his room. He caught the door frame with
his hand as he came to a halt.

His breath stuck in his throat, swelled and rebounded into his chest.

The fur he had covered Aliyah with was bunched around her feet. She lay on her hip, but her upper
body was twisted so that her back was pressed to the bed. Her left arm was thrown wide to the side, and her
right hand was curled into a fist at her shoulder.

She was...quite beautiful, even in her state of distress. Apart from the inflamed-looking wound on her
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leg, her skin was unmarred by a single blemish. Slender legs led up to rounded hips, a tiny waist and two
spectacularly formed breasts.

Jesus, they were perfect. She was perfect.

Gently rounded nipples, a soft peach color, so soft looking that he caught himself swallowing as he
imagined tasting them.

He closed his eyes. He couldn’t go there. He was turning to leave when she moaned again. As he
looked back over at her, he could see a sheen of sweat glistening on her forehead. Her head twisted from
side to side, and then her eyes blinked open.

They glittered gold, and the pupils elongated and shrank to a vertical sliver. Her muscles twitched and
jumped, and he realized she was fighting against her instinct to shift.

Unsure of whether he should stay or whether he should get the hell out of the bedroom and lock the
door, he stood there not knowing whether to shit or go blind.

Her distress decided things for him.

He hurried to the bed and knelt over her. “Aliyah,” he whispered urgently. “Aliyah, wake up, honey.”
He reached down to touch her damp face. Tenderly, he pushed a tendril of golden hair behind her ear, and
she nuzzled her cheek into his palm.

Her eyelids fluttered, and he breathed in relief when he saw her eyes were back to normal.

“Duncan?”

“I’m here,” he said. Then he looked down and realized his hand still rested against her cheek. He
started to pull it away, but she caught his fingers in his hand.

“No, don’t go,” she said. “Please.”

To his utter astonishment, she reached over and wrapped her arms around his waist then proceeded to
snuggle into his body as tightly as she could go. Oh hell.

He relaxed on the bed to alleviate the awkwardness of the position, which sent her seeking further into
his arms.

“It’s been so long,” she whispered.

“Since what?” he asked as he smoothed her hair with his hand.

“Since | felt another’s touch on my skin.” She rubbed her cheek over his chest and then impatiently
shoved at his shirt, raising it so she could press her face to his bare skin.

She ran her hands up his ribcage and over his chest as if she couldn’t get enough. Her warm lips
glanced over the hollow, and he groaned as his cock, which had jumped to attention the moment she
touched him, swelled painfully in his jeans.

“Aliyah. Aliyah,” he said louder when she ignored him. “Honey, you have to stop.” He tried to pry her
away, but he didn’t want to hurt her. He grasped her wrists and pulled just as her lips met the column of his

neck. “God.” It came out more as a groan than an actual word.



“Touch me.”

“Aliyah...we can’t...don’t do that...ah damn it.”

Her lips whispered close to his ear, and she nibbled delicately at the lobe.

“Touch me,” she whispered again. “Please.” She captured her hands in his and raised them to her
breasts.

He might have resisted even that, though the weight of the soft mounds resting against his palms
made his fingers itch to rub over her nipples, but when she reached down and slid her hand between his
legs to cup the discernible bulge there, he was lost.

“Slow down, sweetheart,” he said. “I don’t want to hurt you. We have to take it easy. Your wound
isn’t healed.”

He groaned even as he said it. Surely this qualified him for sainthood. He had his arms full of a
curvaceous hellcat intent on rubbing herself over every inch of his body and he was saying shit like let’s
slow down.

He might as well cut off his dick and throw it out the window.

With a delicious-sounding purr, she arched her body and slid along his chest until her breasts bumped
him right in the mouth. Unable to resist such a sweet offering, he nipped at the swell then lapped at the
nipple with his tongue.

She threaded her fingers into the hair at his nape and pulled him closer until he sucked the tender bud
into his mouth.

“Yes,” she whimpered.

No longer able to fool himself into thinking they’d be taking anything slow, he wrapped his arms
around her and lowered her to the bed. He was tugging at his jeans while she yanked at his shirt. And then
he had an awful thought.

Oh Jesus, let him have something. He shot off the bed and hurried into the bathroom to yank open the
drawer. Hallelujah. One half-empty box of condoms. He hoped like hell the damn things didn’t expire
because it had been a while since he’d used them.

When he returned, Aliyah was spread out all over his bed, her lips parted, hair splayed out on his
pillow, and those delectable nipples were puckered and just waiting for his mouth.

Her gaze wandered down his body, and he felt himself harden further when her eyes glittered in
appreciation. He wasn’t a vain son of a bitch, but when a beautiful woman looked at you and liked what
they saw, it definitely added two inches to your dick.

He tossed the condoms onto the nightstand and then crawled onto the bed beside her. The wound on
her thigh was still red and angry, so he bent down and kissed the area just above it.

Her hand tangled in his hair and coaxed him away to the rest of her body. He was hard and impatient,

and he was positively itching to get between her legs. But he figured the quickest way to fall out of grace



with a woman who practically threw herself at you was to make it all end in three minutes flat.

As he lowered his body carefully to hers, she moaned in pleasure.

“You feel so good,” she murmured as her hands ran over his back. “Hard, strong. My people would
call you a warrior.”

“I’m hard all right, sweetheart, and it has nothing to do with being a warrior.”
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