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SheWolf 
Chapter One 
“Until one has loved an animal, a part of one’s soul remains unawakened.” ~ 
Anatole France 


* * * 
Anna shoved through gyrating bodies, the voices of a hundred women’s chants ringing in her ears. Music throbbed from speakers arranged around the room while young, masculine bodies danced nude or almost nude on stage. Canned stage-smoke combined with cigarettes created an acrid, clogging scent. 
Escape. An explosive cough threatened, her lungs wheezed in their search for oxygen, and the inside of her nose burned. She hungered for cool, clean air. 
This was the reason she avoided bars. Her senses couldn’t handle the stress, but tonight was a special occasion. Her favorite vet assistant turned twenty-one. Her first night as a legal adult, and the girl wanted to see a male revue. 
Anna burst outside. The door slammed shut behind her, sealing the chaos of the party within. Only the muffled beat of the music pushed through the building. 
The beauty and silence of the night greeted her. Cool fall air enfolded Anna in a comforting cocoon and soothed her pounding head. She sneezed then breathed in the freshness of the night. Deep breaths cleansed the smoke from her lungs, and she closed her eyes, luxuriating in the fresh breeze. No noise, no stray emotions, and no smoke. 
Relief. 
A scent tweaked her senses, one so out of place it drew her fascination. She sniffed again. Wild and musky. Animalistic. Almost…sensual. The wind shifted, and the scent changed. Moved. Whatever it was, it wasn’t alone. 
Her gaze darted along the parking lot, searching. 
A dark shape slithered in the shadows, moving toward her in the night. Her breath caught in her throat. She sniffed again. Whatever it was didn’t belong here, in town. 
The shadow moved closer, and she stepped back. Too late, she realized her mistake. 
Like lightning, the scent grew behind her, and strong arms clamped about her waist, pinning her arms at her sides. A screech escaped her throat an instant before a large, calloused hand clamped over her mouth. 
Her own fear intermingled with the wild, masculine scent behind her. The cloying mix smelled vile, and her stomach churned. Anna kicked her heel back, colliding with her attacker’s shin. He shifted, and the blow glanced along the side. 
Soft, masculine laughter sounded at her ear. It cut through her fear and forced her brain to kick into gear. Drawing on experience, she evaluated the man behind her with clinical detachment. 
He towered over her five-feet-nine frame by a good six inches. He was strong and powerful. A light dusting of dark hair covered the thickly muscled forearms. She wondered if he was a dancer at the club. 
Whoever he was, she would not escape on physical prowess alone. She ceased her struggles. 
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But then the darkness moved again. It drew closer, till it stood in front of her. Oh, God, she’d forgotten there was more than one. A renewed sense of terror shot through her, freezing her blood. 
Like the man behind her, he stood absolutely huge. His cold grey eyes seemed like a study of malicious intent. He appraised her with a measuring stare she was sure looked straight into her soul. His perusal made her feel naked, inside and out. 
Fingers of dread clutched her throat, closing like a fist around her airway. Breathing became her first priority. Slowly she inhaled, ignoring the desire to gag at the influx of rancid wildness that hit her lungs. 
“What have we here, Ryland?” The voice was low and amused, a dark rumble of energy. 
The man behind her chuckled low in his throat. Hot breath feathered across her neck. A hand inched up from her waist to her chin and pulled her neck to one side. 
Moist lips whispered across her vulnerable throat, and Anna cringed. “I think I found myself a pussycat, Joshua. And I love pussycats.” 
Surely someone would come out of the bar any minute and she’d be saved. The thought boosted her courage, and empowered her to hide the fear shuddering through her blood. 
“Let me go.” She spoke the words through gritted teeth to keep them from chattering. 
Both men chortled as though she were an amusing child. 
The huge man in front of her stepped closer, sandwiching her body between them. 
Anna recoiled as the one called Ryland pressed his hard arousal against her back. But all that did was put her closer to the danger before her. 
Joshua leaned forward and whispered in her ear. “Have you ever been with two men at once, dear? One to hold you close to his chest, teasing you, while the other takes you from behind, stealing your very soul?” 
Her heart sank. No chance they wanted her purse now. 
“Never had the pleasure,” she said, her voice sharp and cold. “And when I find a couple of real men interested, I’ll let you know.” 
Joshua gave a sharp bark of laughter, though anger flashed beneath the amusement in his eyes. “Yes, I think I like this one.” 
He stepped closer, both men now pressed tightly against her. Hands roamed over her body, squeezing and taunting her breasts, buttocks, and arms. Bile rose in her throat, and she struggled to push it down. 
“She hides her fear well, but not well enough,” said Ryland. His deep inhale released in what resembled an all-too-animalistic, rumbling growl. “Yes, smell it, brother. As intoxicating as a sweet wine, fear is.” 
She was more afraid of the danger before her than behind. Was it because she could see him? See the evil that radiated from his face? Or was it the aura of danger that clung to him like a second skin? Would she be as afraid of the man behind her if she could see his face? 
“Really?” she said dryly, wincing as fingers pinched a nipple. Just whose fingers she wasn’t sure. “Now that you’re drunk, perhaps you should just stumble on home. Now.” However, she smelled no alcohol on either of these men. 
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“I don’t know, Joshua,” said Ryland. “I might just keep this one for myself. 
Sometimes a man doesn’t like to share. Tell me, pussycat, have you ever met a werewolf?” 
Anna fought to hide her shocked disbelief. Werewolf? Leave it to her to be attacked by the insane. 
“I don’t think she believes you, brother. Maybe you should show her,” said Joshua. 
Stepping back, he removed the pressure from the front of her body. Heat built behind her, circling and radiating from the powerful arms still wrapped around her waist. His muscles tightened and, impossibly, felt even larger, stronger than before. She glanced down, surprised to find hair growing, fingers elongating, and sinew clenching. The dark shirt sleeves popped open along the huge forearm, the seams ripping as the muscles doubled in size. 
What the hell? Black spots fluttered before her eyes, and panic assailed her. This
can’t be real. Special effects, maybe. Yeah, that was it.  Anna struggled to find some scientific, provable fact to keep her fear from running wild. 
“Oh, yes,” hissed Joshua, moving back toward her. “She’ll make a great mother. 
Perfect for the pack.” 
“No, no I don’t think I will,” she stuttered. Mind. Work. Think of something. He’d called her mother. “I uh…I can’t have kids.” For the first time in her life, the horrible fact gave her hope, and she clung to it. “So you don’t want me. Go try another bar. Someone else would be better.” 
“She really thinks we’re stupid,” said Joshua. An evil grin spread across his face revealing sharp canines. One long finger trailed down her cheek, searing her skin. “She’s ready for us now.” His voice dropped even deeper, rough and guttural. “Such beautiful pups she’ll create. Let’s go.” 
Ryland moved to pick her up. She struggled, hoping against hope that this really wasn’t happening. But life didn’t work that way. 
“No, please. I’m no good for you. I’m infertile, I promise! You need someone who can have kids, I mean pups.” 
“The lady said she’s not interested, Joshua.” The voice echoed from across the parking lot. 
Both of her assailants growled low in their throats, and Joshua’s fangs flashed beneath a curled lip. Ryland’s arms tightened about her waist, squeezing the air from her lungs. The wind shifted, dragging with it a dark, sensual scent of spice. 
“Go away, Kieran. She’s ours. We found her first.” Joshua’s growled words rumbled in her soul. 
Her heart sank. Just when she thought it was the cavalry. 
“Let her go. Now.” 
Anna shivered. Never had she heard such a commanding voice. She had the strange urge to drop to her knees, cower before it. But even if she wanted to, there was no chance of that happening. Not with the muscled arm wrapped around her. 
Joshua looked over her head to the man behind her. “I’ll handle this.” He turned and faced the new arrival. 
Sharp claws wrapped around her arms, biting into her flesh, holding her in place. 
Ryland pulled her back more tightly against him. “You think he’s your salvation. He’s not.” The whispered words held unspoken threats—effective threats. She struggled hard, 7 
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only to have his powerful, rib-crushing grip squeeze the last of the oxygen from her lungs, and she winced. 
“Do you intend to break my ribs?” she gasped. 
“You can take it, pussycat. You’re a strong girl.” 
She watched the two men circle one another warily, preparing for battle. The arms about her waist loosened. Now was the time to escape, while they were preoccupied. She swallowed the lump of fear in her throat and fought against the tight hold about her waist, her nails clawing at his arms. A growl rumbled behind her. 
“Stop!” The voice echoed between the buildings. It came from the one they called Kieran. “The more you struggle, the more excited he gets. Be still.” She stopped, though every cell in her body craved escape. Great. Just what she needed. A man behind her with every intention of ripping off her clothes, and another man telling her to be still. Of course, he wasn’t the one with claws tugging at his shirt. 
Yet, she waited. And listened. Harsh breath grated against her neck. The low rumbling growl vibrated through Ryland and into her body. If she couldn’t fight, how the hell was she going to get out of this? 
“What’s the matter, pussycat? Afraid?” 
“No, not afraid, you big jerk.” But her heart pounded hard enough for her to wonder if he could hear it. “Speaking of fear, are you afraid to let me go? A big strong man like yourself?” Anna taunted Ryland, hoping for a reaction. Her eyes never left the men preparing for battle. 
“No, pussycat, not afraid. I like the feeling of you in my arms. It’s where you belong. 
Besides, I think it’ll be fun to watch Joshua fight for us.” He nuzzled her neck, and she shivered. 
“Us?” she asked, unable to stop herself. She needed to shut the hell up before this jerk decided to do more than just hang onto her. 
“Yes, you and I. You will be my mate.” 
That shut her up. She turned her eyes to the battle that held her future, uncertain who she wanted to win. Despite what Ryland hinted at, this guy wouldn’t come to save her just to rape her himself. Would he? 
Joshua crouched and slid to the side, fangs showing in a face that snarled like a wolf. 
She bit back another shudder. Fear? Maybe. Revulsion, definitely. What were these men? 
But it was Kieran who held her attention. He stepped clear of the shadows, easily as tall as Joshua, and heavier. His body reminded her of a weight lifter, wide and strong, only the muscles were hard, natural. His hair flowed like inky black water to his shoulders, fluttering loosely in the gentle breeze. 
But his eyes…they glowed bright red. Two fierce orbs that shined eerily—animalistic. 
The image was as frightening as the claws at her waist. And yet, something about him drew her. His scent. It was different from the other two. Less fearsome, more…sexy. 
Oh, God. Did she really just think of one of these creatures as sexy? When this was over, she was going to get her head examined. Then again, maybe she suffered from shock. Anna held her breath while the two figures continued to circle one another. 
They moved with grace and stealth, yet both did their best to stay in the shadows, hidden from prying eyes. The side wall of the club on one side, a gas station opposite, and darkness in between. 
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Was it possible this Kieran could defeat both men? And even more important, was he trying to help her or hurt her? 


* * * 
Kieran watched Joshua through lowered lashes. He’d hoped to get the two wolves to release the woman before the fight. Keep her from seeing what should be private, wolven business. But that was not to be. Now it would be up to the pack elders to determine what was to be done with her. No human could know about them and live, unless they took the oath of Lycan. 
The wind shifted, and he sniffed the air in preparation for the first strike. A sweet feminine smell sent a jolt of pure lust surging through his body. The image of Joshua’s hands touching this woman ripped away the calm aggression he prized. Rage cut through him. Sharp fangs pushed through his gums. His skin itched with the overwhelming urge to shift, and the desire to feel his teeth rend the flesh from Joshua’s body fisted in his stomach. 
He glanced her way. She bravely stood still, waiting. Waiting for him to save her. 
Waiting for him. He shook his head, struggling to clear the jumble in his mind. 
Distraction could mean death. 
Joshua charged, as though he read the confusion in Kieran’s mind. The impact came with electrifying force, slamming him against the wall of the bar. The cracking of bone ripped through the night, the first sound of damage. His damage. 
The woman screamed as he crashed onto the ground. She watched him, ready to fight if she must. He would ensure she would not have to. 
The metallic flash of a knife in Joshua’s hand caught Kieran’s attention. A growl escaped his throat. Propelling himself to his feet, one hand snatched his own combat blade from the right ankle sheath. 
His opponent charged, his hand low, the knife ready to plunge into Kieran’s belly. 
But he was prepared. He twisted to the side, his own blade slicing the male’s waist. The foul stench that was Joshua mixed with the coppery scent of blood. But Kieran didn’t stop to savor it. He spun, slicing an arm. Then turning, he gashed Joshua’s leg. Every move planned like a dance, choreographed and lethal. 
“Stop this now, Joshua. I don’t want to kill you.” 
Blood dripped from every limb, but Joshua only snarled at his words. 
“Too late, Kieran. I’ve wanted to take you down for a long time and now I have my chance.” 
“My brother should have killed you when he had the chance.” 
“You’re going down, Kieran. You and that brother of yours. His pack will be mine. 
Just as that pretty pussycat will be mine.” 
No! Pure, possessive fury ripped through Kieran’s body. 
“Have it your way.” Kieran snarled, baring his fangs. “Tonight you die.” Joshua rushed forward, canines flashing. Kieran braced, blade at the ready. The large body slammed into his, forcing him back, but still Kieran held on. The knife pierced deep. Blood gushed over his hands, hot and sticky. With a twist of his wrist, the serrated edge of the knife ripped his enemy’s heart. 
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Kieran’s pulse pounded, and adrenaline coursed through his veins. He threw his head back and howled. Long and loud, it echoed through the night. To the victor go the spoils. 
Kieran stood, blood dripping from his silver blade. He stared at Joshua’s body. 
Slowly, the fog of the battle cleared from his mind. What a waste. There were so few of them left, and here he’d had to kill one of his own. He turned his eyes to the woman. 
He wasn’t all that surprised to see her collapse in Ryland’s arms. She was human, and humans didn’t deal with pack violence well. Yet, the sight of her limp body sent a fresh wave of anger through his body. 
“Release her.” Barely controlled, possessive fury roiled inside him. For the first time since his parents were killed, he felt more than a casual concern for another being. More than basic responsibility and duty. 
He took a menacing step forward. 
“She’s mine,” Ryland growled. 
Ryland had nearly completed the change from human to wolf. He’d gone slow, and Kieran suspected he was showing off his prowess. Only the strongest of their race could use such control. 
The woman’s body hung limp over powerful and dangerous arms. His woman. 
“Wrong,” rumbled Kieran. “Release her and you live. I don’t want to kill again tonight, but I will. Fight, and you die.” 
The battle within the other wolven’s mind rippled across his face. No wolven fought if he knew he would die, and Kieran left no doubt of his intentions. His lips curled into a snarl at the hesitation on the wolven’s face. 
Ryland’s eyes changed from yellow to brown, his hair receded on his arms, and clawed fingers returned to normal. Kieran kept his relief hidden. 
“Take her.” Ryland shoved the woman toward Kieran and backed into the shadows. 
Kieran caught her as she careened forward. Seconds later, Kieran saw a bright flash as the male changed to full wolf form, sprinting away. 
He carefully lowered her to the ground. 


* * * 
Anna opened her eyes and found herself staring into the darkest blue eyes she’d ever seen. Kieran. 
“Let me go. Don’t touch me,” she shrieked. Pushing away from the ground with her hands, she skittered backward to escape him. He didn’t follow, so she stopped after a few feet. 
“I won’t hurt you. Let me take you to your car.” 
She knew that tone. She used it herself when working with abused animals. Calm control, intended to ease fears and establish trust. 
“You….” The word faded into a wince, and she wrapped her arms across her bruised ribcage. “You aren’t human.” 
He shook his head and took a step closer. Her nostrils flared, scenting him. Buried beneath the calm strength he presented lurked something darker, hungrier. Lust. It burned brightly, calling to her. And to her surprise, her body responded. Heat coursed through her veins, constricting her lungs. She shook her head, struggling to clear it. 
“What are you?” 
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He shrugged. “My name is Kieran. And I’m here to help. Let me get you to your car.” Anna stared at the hand he held out. She drew his scent into her lungs. Exotic and tantalizing. Her pulse slowed, and her fear seeped away, absorbed by the concrete she sat upon. Only confusion remained. 
Someone must have slipped something into her drink. It was the only answer that made sense. But boy, whatever it was, it packed a punch. Surreal images flooded her mind, and she shoved them away. They weren’t real. 
Anna took a deep breath and let it out, slowing the renewed pounding of her heart. 
Hesitantly, she reached for the extended hand. 
Their skin touched, and electricity zinged between them, right through her fingertips straight to her heart. She yanked her hand back, clutching it in her other palm. His eyes widened, but his mouth curved in the hint of a smile. Huh. He seemed as surprised as she. 
But he didn’t retreat. His palm remained out, waiting. Uncertain, she placed her hand in his. Again, the current ran through her body, but she didn’t pull away. Nerve endings that before lay dormant sizzled to life, and her skin suddenly craved his touch, his heat. Anna gasped and struggled to hide her building desire as the man helped her up. 
“Who are you?” she whispered. 
“A friend.” His voice was deep, almost a growl. She liked that, the low, masculine tone. His wide shoulders blocked her view, and she moved to look around him. He simply moved with her, blocking the body she knew had to lay behind him. 
“Are you going to kill me now?” she asked. Why did she ask that? Nothing she’d seen could be real. All figments of a drug-induced imagination, which meant there was no need to kill her. 
He grimaced. “No, I am not going to kill you. I’m going to keep you safe.” She stared into his eyes. The red battle-lust was gone. Was that what it would be called? Or was it bloodlust? His eyes were so dark, almost black. Deep, beautiful blue irises. By the size of his dilated pupils, Anna wouldn’t be surprised to find he could see in the dark. She blinked and struggled to push her rising desire behind a shield of professionalism. 
“I think I believe you.” 
“You think?” he grinned. “Where’s your car?” 
She motioned toward her little Ford Focus and dug in her pocket with trembling hands for her keys. The instant his fingers closed around hers she felt it. That selfsame jolt of energy. Their eyes locked, his filled with pure lust. Oh shit. She wanted to look away, but she couldn’t. An explosion of heat rippled through her body. Too much. The world tipped on its axis, just before everything went black. 


* * * 
Kieran caught her before she hit the ground. Damn. Now what am I going to do? I
don’t know where she lives. He opened the car door and slid her into the passenger seat, then clicked the seatbelt into place. Her scent wafted to him, and his barely controlled arousal very nearly brought him to his knees. Instinct warred with common sense. 
He slid into the driver’s seat and started the car, still undecided. He had no choice. 
Unless she woke up and shared her address, she was on her way to his place. 
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“We will, we will…rock you,” Queen blasted from the speakers. 
He hit the knob as fast as he could and turned to look at Anna, a smile forming on his lips. Her radio was set to the local oldies station. So she liked older rock. He could deal with that. He liked Queen himself. 
He put the car in gear and headed for home, wondering what else he’d learn about her. He still didn’t know her name. He couldn’t very well call her mate when she woke. 
He didn’t think she could handle the shock so soon after what she’d witnessed. Her purse still hung over one shoulder. After he made her comfortable, he’d take a look inside. 
Something happened during the fight, which could have gotten him killed. Kieran adjusted the rearview mirror with an aggravated flick of his wrist. He’d let someone distract him. A first, and deadly in his line of work. He was death. His job was to destroy those who put their pack at risk—judge, jury, and executioner. He was good at his job. 
Yet tonight, this delicate beauty found her way through the wall he erected during these battles. 
He glanced toward the woman beside him. She held a subtle beauty, not in-your-face gorgeous. He liked that. Her soft, brown hair had fallen forward over her face. Kieran longed to push it aside, to memorize every soft curve, every nuance while she slept. She had an unusual face. Aristocratic. It reminded him of generations past, when wolven were powerful and strong as a race. When the shewolves were in complete control of their race’s future and they chose their mates wisely. 
Kieran’s gaze wandered downward. Big mistake. The sight of her feminine curves sent heated blood rushing to his loins. She was no stick figure. Thank heaven. Lush, full breasts and hips left his mouth watering. 
He pulled into his driveway and carried her inside. He wasted no time getting her to the bedroom. With one hand, he held her, while the other pulled back the covers. With extra care, he laid her on the bed and took off her shoes. His gaze swept over her one more time. His body hot and ready, he bit back a groan. He was an animal. And for the first time in his life, his instincts embarrassed him, lusting for an unconscious woman. 
He gently placed the covers over her and left. 
He paced the bare living room. Only an old couch, matching chair, and a television stand occupied the room. He didn’t come here often, only when his duties kept him from returning to the pack. 
The starkness of his home only accentuated his problem. He had been alone a long time. But now, things would change. There was no doubt in his mind. Only his mate could cause such distraction, such overwhelming hunger. Whether she liked it or not, the woman lying in his bed was his mate. 
Hell, he didn’t even know her name. He considered again the idea of checking in her purse, but that would be an invasion of privacy. Adding snooping to his crime of lust wouldn’t endear him to his mate when she woke. 
His mate. His hunger for her assured him of her status in his life. True Mate. 
A True Mating didn’t happen often. Yet there were times when the wolf recognized his perfect mate, soul mate. His parents had been True Mates, the last pair in their pack. 
Even his brother mated with a woman of status rather than for love. 
He dragged in a deep breath, searching for peace, then moaned. Her scent already permeated his home. His mate, in his house. Where she belonged. Heat charged through his veins at the thought. At the same time, his heart sped up. 
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He’d been through this, mating. And he hadn’t been able to keep her alive. He wondered if his unnamed True Mate would be safer without him. Maria certainly would have been. 
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Chapter Two 
Anna woke slowly. The bed felt harder than usual, the covers a bit scratchier. She rolled to her back and opened her eyes. The white ceiling above looked like her white ceiling. Slowly, images from the bar and parking lot blinked like a slide projector through her mind. Drugs. Someone had given her drugs. It was the only explanation. 
She sat up, her hand reaching for the throb in her head. No, this wasn’t her house. It wasn’t her bed. 
She yanked the covers back, relieved at what she found. She was dressed. Her body ached, but no more than usual after a night in cigarette smoke. Except for the sharp twinge in her ribs, which brought back memories of powerful, hairy arms. 
One quick glance told her she was in a man’s room. Nothing feminine sat upon the sharply designed oak dresser. In fact, not much lay anywhere about the room. Other than a small change holder beside the lamp, the area was completely sparse. No pictures on the walls, no personal items scattered about. No, wait. A small basket of laundry sat in one corner. 
She had something to take care of before she confronted the owner of those clothes. 
She stood and retrieved her shoes from beside the bed. After slipping them on, she searched for the bathroom and found it just outside the bedroom door. The persistent throb in her bladder quickened her step and kept curiosity at bay. 
The house remained quiet; the only sounds were of her own making. After taking care of business, she indulged in a little sightseeing, though there wasn’t much to see. 
Her mother always told her she could learn more about people from their bathroom than from their words. A razor, a worn bar of soap, but nothing to give her any real feel for who lived there. 
She recognized the soap. She used the same kind because it didn’t have added perfumes. At least he had that going for him. She inhaled. A rich, spicy–wildness that belonged to the man she remembered as Kieran washed through her senses. It filtered through her other senses and flooded her lower body. Her eyes fluttered closed, and her heart rate spiked. Anna bit her lip. 
What had gotten into her? First thinking how handsome he was last night, then letting herself get turned on in the midst of danger. And now? Whatever was in her drink last night had been potent. She shoved the bar of soap back on the holder and turned to the sink, determined to rid her hands of his scent. 
She frowned at the pale face reflected in the mirror. Death warmed over. She held out her hand and watched it. No shakes. Whatever the drug was that she’d ingested, there didn’t seem to be many after effects. Just a vague sense of unrealism. 
Frustrated, she finally opened the bathroom door and went in search of the house’s owner. She found him sacked out on the living room couch. A blanket draped over his legs to his waist, revealing a powerful stomach, chest, and shoulders, all covered in fine hair. So light and soft, if she wasn’t looking so closely she’d have missed it. 
Sunlight shone through a window, enhancing the already golden hue to his skin. His hair shimmered with shade after shade of brown. The complex color offset the harsh, strong face. No, he wasn’t handsome, not in the true sense of the word. But attractive, yes. Absolutely. Even in sleep, he radiated strength. 
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“Getting a good look?” The deep voice rumbled from his chest, and she jumped in surprise. 
“Probably no more than you did while I was out,” she said coldly. “Was it you who drugged me?” 
He sat up, his hand rubbing his face. Damn he was big. It took all she had not to take a step back. 
“Drugged?” A look of confusion crossed his face. “Nobody drugged you.” 
“Right,” she scoffed. 
He stared at her, his eyes still sleepy. Why did she find that so sexy? Especially when
I should be angry with him. 
“I can unequivocally say you were not drugged by me.” He shook his head and stood. 
He was even bigger than she thought. “Neither did the two men who accosted you.” 
“Accosted,” she sneered. “That’s a nice word for it. Then it must have been someone in the bar, but I don’t know why they would have. It’s not like there were any men to worry about. I mean, we were there for male review, I mean….” She let her voice trail off. 
Shit. She’d been rambling. She hadn’t done that since her first real patient when she’d opened her clinic. 
“Why don’t you sit?” His tone was cordial, relaxed. 
She eyed him warily but nodded and sat in the chair across the room. He leaned back on the couch. Despite its full size, he seemed to dwarf the piece of furniture. 
“What is your name?” he asked. 
“I’m Anna. Anna Calloway. And you?” 
“Kieran Hunt.” 
She blinked at him. What an interesting name. Irish. She struggled to keep her mind on the important things, like how she got there. “So, if I wasn’t drugged, then what happened to me last night?” Her recollections of the evening didn’t make any sense and couldn’t possibly be right. 
“Tell me what you remember.” 
She glanced at him beneath half closed lids. He seemed open and honest enough, yet still, something wasn’t right. She inhaled deep, cataloging and absorbing everything, careful not to let him see. Most people never knew she used her sense of smell to better understand things. 
Wildness, like his bar of soap, only stronger, more powerful. Something enticing. 
Erotic. As effective as any drug. 
“I don’t think I’d better,” she said finally, shaking her head. “You’d think I was crazy. 
Why don’t you tell me what happened from your perspective? Might be more realistic.” Kieran stared for a heartbeat, his face unreadable. 
“Do you remember the two men?” 
“Oh, yes,” she nodded. “I remember the two goons. Big, ugly, smelled funny.” He waited. 
“They were strange. Odd, behaving like something out of a movie. Really into special effects.” She was almost sure she saw the hint of a smile pass across his face. 
“What did they say to you?” 
“You mean other than threatening to rape me?” 
He winced. “Yes. Other than that.” 
Anna gave a heavy sigh. “Ok, promise you won’t think I’m insane?” 
“I promise.” 
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A vow if ever she heard it. Soft, yet with steel beneath it. For a moment she remembered that first commanding impression when he’d ordered the two men to release her. 
His eyes never left hers. He looked…fascinated, on edge. Concerned. She bit her lip. 
“They said they were werewolves. They said you were too.” There, she’d said it. Anna watched Kieran closely, but his expression didn’t change. 
He nodded, and the bottom dropped from her stomach. He didn’t seem surprised at all. 
In fact, he seemed to agree. 
“And did you believe them?” 
“Of course not!” she snapped. “That is….” She stopped. She couldn’t say it. 
“That is…what, Anna?” 
She closed her eyes. Why did the sound of her name on his lips make her shoulders shudder in pleasure? 
For the first time in her life, she actually considered sharing her real name, to see what it sounded like with his voice. Forcing her thoughts back to the topic at hand, she continued. “That is until they showed me.” 
His eyes widened slightly. “One of them shifted for you?” She nodded. “The one holding me, his arms turned all hairy and his fingers changed.” She stopped and paced angrily around the room. “Now you think I’ve lost it, don’t you?” 
He watched her move, and his silence was even more deafening than had he shouted in angry denial. Yep, he thought she was crazy. She stopped to face him, his warm brown eyes were soft with compassion. 
“No, I don’t think you’re crazy. Not when what you saw was truth.” At first, his words didn’t make sense. He was agreeing with her. It was true? 
“No,” she said. Nothing else would come out. It couldn’t be. 
He simply nodded. The horror of his words sluiced over her like ice water and settled into her bones. The scientist inside her warred with what her heart understood. 
“No,” she whispered again, her head shaking from side to side. Slowly, her knees buckled. He caught her before she hit the floor and guided her back to the couch. “But…. 
But they said…you….” 
No matter how hard she tried, the words wouldn’t come. Thoughts tumbled in her mind faster than she could grasp them. Images from werewolf movies, science scoffing at the idea, horror novels she’d read as a child. Fiction. It had to be fiction. 
Yet somehow, deep inside she knew he was telling the truth. That they were werewolves. The two men had said he was one of them. He didn’t look like a werewolf. 
In fact, he looked pretty normal. Ok, maybe not normal. Handsome, sexy, and dangerous, but not normal. Of course, that didn’t mean…. 
Unable to accept what she was thinking, she snapped into her clinical façade. Anna’s gaze roved over the now silent man beside her. Her mind turned over everything she’d read in the past, examining him for weaknesses in his story. 
He was stronger than most men. His hair was different; unlike any man’s hair she’d ever seen. Women spent hours in a beautician’s chair to get such a variety of natural highlights. Maybe he just liked the same treatment. 
But his scent. She inhaled sharply, letting her lungs fill with his essence. The wildness. It was there. The same scent she picked up when she worked at the zoo. Only the frustration wasn’t there. Just the pheromones. Hot, sexy pheromones. 
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“So you’re really…?” Her voice trailed off, unable to put into words what her mind was telling her. 
He nodded. “A wolven, yes.” 
“Wolven? They said werewolf.” 
“Werewolf,” he spat. “That term is as outdated as women wearing corsets and bustles. We are wolven, a race of shapeshifters.” 
“Shapeshifters.” The word echoed through her mind. No, shape shifting wasn’t scientifically possible. The bones would break, the pain would be tremendous. 
He nodded. “We are a race as old as humans, a race that has the gift to shift to another form. For us, that form is wolf.” 
“So you can become a…?” 
“Wolf,” he finished. 
“How? Were you bitten? Is that how it works?” 
He gave her a wry smile. “No. I was born this way. The movies are wrong. You can’t bite someone and turn them into a wolven.” 
“You can’t?” Why was her voice squeaking? 
“No.” 
“Then why did those two…?” She wasn’t sure if men was the right word anymore. 
They had looked like men, mostly anyway. Hell, Kieran looked like the perfect specimen of a man. 
“Wolven?” he finished for her. 
“Yes. What did they want from me if not to turn me?” 
He stared at her a long time before answering. “They were looking for a woman who was fertile. They wanted you to have a baby.” 
“What?” she screeched incredulously. 
“It’s a long story.” 
“Aren’t they all? Start talking, especially since they told me you were one of them too. 
How do I know you don’t want the same thing they did?” 
“The reason you are with me is for protection. Ryland will try again, tonight. As long as you’re with me, you’re safe.” 
“Why do they want me so badly?” 
“Before I tell you, I need to share some wolven history with you. You won’t understand otherwise.” 
“And are you going to kill me afterward? I mean, you just can’t let people wander around knowing what you are, can you? Don’t you normally keep this kind of thing secret?” 
The man smirked at her. Actually smirked at her. 
“No, I’m not going to kill you. Didn’t I just say I want to keep you safe?” She folded her arms beneath her breasts and scooted to the far corner of the couch, her eyes narrowed. “Fine, explain away.” 
This time he did laugh, but choked it into a cough when she glared at him. Normally a man laughing at her infuriated her, yet for some reason Kieran made her want to join in with him. That would not do. She clamped down on the desire and stared him down. 
“Wolven have been in existence as long as mankind. Thousands of years ago, it’s said we lived side by side with humans, helping them, while they helped us. We honed our hunting skills, they learned fire. We provided food, and they provided shelter. But as 17 
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civilization formed, so did religion. We became outcasts, believed to be of the devil, when all we are is another species.” 
“Some species,” she said. 
He shrugged and continued. “Persecution through the centuries has brought our numbers down significantly. To the point that many believe we are on the edge of extinction. The persecution took the form of hunts. While our males were out searching for food, the humans would hunt our homes. Entire villages were decimated. Women and children killed.” 
“But I thought only silver can kill a werewolf. I mean, wolven.” 
“It’s true that we are difficult to kill, but not impossible, and our powers of healing are legendary for a reason, but we cannot continue without women. Several hundred years ago, almost every single female in our ranks was wiped out. Our women are only fertile one time per year.” 
“What does this have to do with me?” 
“I’m getting to that.” 
He stood and paced the room. “Several hundred years ago, we found some of our males could mate with human women. The children could later be turned.” 
“So you are telling me these men wanted me to have a baby so they could turn it into a wolven?” 
“Yes." 
She laughed then sobered. He stared at her, surprised. Slowly, the laughter changed, and her heart hurt at the implications of what she was about to say. 
“What’s wrong?” 
“I thought wolves were smarter than that.” Slowly, she gathered herself together, a cold precision taking the place of her emotions, as her hand wiped the tears and her chin raised. “You see, I’m infertile. I can’t have kids.” 
The announcement fell like a rock between them. His face paled, for just an instant. 
She watched him scent the air. Just like she did at times. Then his eyes met hers. 
“Why do you believe that?” he asked, his voice neutral. 
“Like I’m going to talk female stuff with a man. Just rest assured, I’m infertile.” She saw he was about to argue with her, then drew back. Like he could get anywhere on that topic. What made him think he knew better than her GYN? Why would it matter to him if she were infertile? Unless he…. 
“You brought me here for that same purpose, didn’t you?” 
“No.” Despite his denial, what could only be described as guilt flashed in his eyes. 
“You did! I see it in your face. You don’t want to believe I’m infertile.” 
“It isn’t that, Anna. I just believe you’re wrong. You have to be.” 
“Oh really?” she arched a brow in his direction. “And what makes you a specialist in this area?” 
He chuckled. “Scent.” 
“Scent?” 
“Yes, scent. A woman gives off a different scent in her fertile time, and you, Anna, give off this scent.” 
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Chapter Three 
She stared at him, speechless. Scent. Yes, she knew about scent, more than anyone she’d ever met. She knew emotions gave off multiple scents, while illness gave off others. 
And yes, she’d even learned that dogs and cats gave off scents when they were fertile that were different than any other. But people? 
“It’s not possible, Kieran. I don’t ovulate. I don’t even have periods but every year or so.” Kieran stared at her for a moment. His dark, fathomless eyes made her wonder what he was thinking. His expression froze, as unreadable as his eyes. 
“No, you’re wrong,” he whispered. 
“Well, it’s true. Live with it.” She turned and stalked to the other side of the room. 
Why was she even still here? None of this was possible, werewo…wolven, having babies, changing people. She watched his nostrils widen. His eyes fluttered closed like a man enjoying the scent of a fine wine. Then they shot wide open, surprised. 
“What do you know about your parents?” 
His question surprised her. 
“My parents?” she echoed. “What have they got to do with this?” 
“Answer the question.” 
She stared at him and for the first time saw the intensity of this so-called wolf. She could almost believe he was telling the truth. His scent became more aggressive, more dominating. The scent she detected when dogs readied for a fight. Only here there was nothing to fight about. 
“My parents are none of your business.” She said the words softly, as though working with an animal at her clinic that was about to strike. 
“Tell me.” 
“I’m not going into my personal affairs with you. I don’t know you, and you don’t know me.” 
“Tell me about your parents.” 
She stared at him. There it was again. That confident, demanding, alpha-like voice. A wolf who knew his place, who knew his strengths. The pit of her stomach flipped, and liquid heat surged through her body. 
“Fine. My mother had me at eighteen, and my father is missing in action. There, feel better?” 
“Tell me of your father.” 
Exasperated, she motioned with one hand. “Didn’t I just tell you he’s missing? Don’t even know his name. Damn. Do you enjoy dredging up things that make people uncomfortable?” 
He stalked toward her, his head lowered just enough to glare at her from the tops of his eyes. Wolfish. The thought popped in her mind, and a giggle erupted. 
“What’s so funny?” he growled. 
“You are. You’re trying to intimidate me.” She chuckled under her breath. “It doesn’t change the answers to any of the questions, Kieran. I’m still infertile, and my dad is still unknown.” 
“No,” he answered. 
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He was nearly to her now. Instinct drove her to step back, but she refused to show weakness. Instead, she arched a brow and met him head on. 
“What do you mean, no?” 
“Exactly what I said. I don’t ask these questions to make you uncomfortable.” He took another step forward. “You’re a shewolf.” 
She laughed. Nervous laughter, but laughter all the same. He’d lost his mind. Kieran snorted in response. He really did act like a wolf. 
“And you are fertile, Anna. Right now. Once per year.” 
He scented her again, his eyes narrowed, almost closed. A soft, appreciative rumble sounded from his throat. 
“You’re stronger than most women your size, aren’t you? And your sense of smell is better than anyone you know.” 
The shock of his words rolled over her. She was stronger than most, and she did have a powerful sense of smell. All of that was true. But it didn’t mean anything. 
“That doesn’t make me this shewolf thing you say I am.” This time she did step back, not because he threatened her, but his overwhelming masculinity played havoc on her senses. Inches from her body, his aura radiated pure, sexual hunger. 
Her body reacted with such power it took her breath away. The dull ache in her loins sharpened, the heat turning to liquid fire inside. A sense of self-preservation kicked in, and she stepped back, colliding with the wall. His hands grasped her shoulders. 
“But you are. One of your parents is wolven. It’s why the others were so attracted to you. They probably didn’t even realize what you were.” 
“And now you’re attracted too? Just like that?” She snapped her fingers, trying for nonchalance. “Even wolves aren’t that fickle.” But obviously, her hormones were, because they sent impulses humming beneath her skin. Urges that begged for Kieran to touch her. 
“No, not just like that, since the moment I first scented you.” He lowered his head, inhaled deeply, and murmured his approval. “Those two didn’t understand one important thing.” 
“Oh really?” The struggle against her arousal intensified. Her knees turned rubbery, barely able to hold her weight, and thankfully, the hard wall behind her supported her back. His mouth was so close, her lips so hungry for a taste. She stopped herself from leaning toward him. 
“That you are mine.” 
“You’re not making any sense.” 
He rumbled again at her words. “Oh yes. Half-wolven can’t bear children by just anyone.” 
He pressed against her. Masculine heat called to her, begged her to take what she wanted. Hard, powerful muscles squeezed against her chest. His hands propped against the wall on either side of her head, effectively caging her in. It felt good. Too good. 
“Back off or I’ll scream.” She knew the sound of her voice cracking didn’t make her words very effective. 
His answered with a dangerous smile. “I’m not doing anything to make you scream. 
Yet.” 
Anna gulped for fresh air, but instead she tasted his scent. Most didn’t understand scent had a taste, but she did, and his exploded across her tongue, dark and sensuous. 
Addictive. Her eyes fluttered closed, and she rolled the taste over her tongue. His spice 20 
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swept through her, heightening her desires. She bit her lip, choking off the moan that threatened. 
“You want me.” 
She shook her head. “No…I….” 
But she did, and he knew it. There was no way to hide it from him. Not if he was what he said he was. Damn. Did that mean she believed him? No, it didn’t make any sense, he couldn’t be…. 
His roughened cheek nuzzled hers, his nose against her neck. The sensation of unshaven flesh sent a shiver of hunger skittering down her spine. All rational thought fluttered away, carried in the breeze of his touch. Anna bit her lip to keep from moaning. 
“Yes, you want me. You can’t hide it, Darine.” His lips trailed down her neck, his teeth scoring the tendons. 
“Darine?” she choked the words out past the boulder lodged in her throat. 
“Fertile one.” 
She needed to think, to breathe. “Kieran, please.” 
“Please what?” He chuckled low and deep, a sound more erotic than words. His hands swept down her back and across her butt cheeks, caressing the soft flesh. “Please kiss you?” 
She wanted to say stop, but the word caught on the lump in her throat. His breath played upon her lips, whispering like the wings of a butterfly, soft and warm. He stilled for long, torturous seconds, then finally leaned in. The touch was light, fleeting almost, a delicate caress of moist softness. But her response burst over her in a shower of heat. 
Deep inside, her soul unfurled, reaching for a connection. 
Before she could understand the sensation, he pulled back. 
“You are mine,” he repeated, his eyes dark with hunger, his voice filled with desire. 
Anna struggled to control her breathing, forcing air through constricted lungs. She shook her head, but the motion only brought his lips into deeper focus. If she leaned forward, just a little…. No. She would not. 
“Only one male can care for you, Anna, and that is your mate.” She brought her eyes up sharply to meet his. Despite the softness of his words, she heard the sound of steel behind them. Anger bubbled down in her gut. Her voice came back with a vengeance. 
“Oh, I see.” Not really. “And you’re applying for the job?” 


* * * 
Kieran struggled to hide his laugh. Her words were so sharp, yet so naive. Damn, she
smelled good. Even through the stench of cigarettes that clung in her clothes from the bar the night before, her natural scent beckoned him. Stronger than fresh baked bread, it roused a dark hunger so intense he battled for control with every breath. 
“No application required.” He bent to nuzzle her cheek again, but she laughed, hard and sharp. His gut clenched. 
“Sorry, interview over.” She shoved his chest hard, and he stepped back. 
He knew he was pushing her, but her scent was driving him insane. Only his True Mate could cause such overwhelming hunger. He took a step toward her, but she turned away, her eyes searching the room, her hands running over furniture as if a touch would make what she searched for appear faster. 
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“Seen my car keys anywhere? I need to get going.” 
“Anna, we need to talk.” 
He wished she’d be still. Now that she wasn’t cracking jokes, she was bouncing around the room like a rubber ball. 
“No, I need my keys, and you need to go get some rest. You’re delusional. That guy last night must’ve hit you pretty hard. If you want, I’ll call someone for you, but I need to go. Where are my damned keys?” 
He groaned in frustration and raked a hand through his hair. There was only one way to slow her down. “I’ll prove it to you.” 
“What? You’re going to prove you’re my mate? Try that again.” He grimaced. Could this be any harder? Could he be any harder? His lips still burned from where he kissed her, and all he could think about was his hunger to get inside her. 
“No…I meant…. Damnit, I meant I’ll prove I’m a wolven.” 
“Right. Ok, I tell you what. You give me my car keys and you have until I get to the door to prove yourself.” 
He stared at her, wondering what she was thinking. He glanced over the sweet curves of her body, his hunger building. He needed to get a grip if he was to win her. She didn’t know what she was. Her rationalizations were entirely human. 
Yet it was hard to tell his body that. He still felt her lips burn against his, felt the heat of her soft breasts against his chest. 
And she smelled so sweet. The scent of her arousal hummed through his body in the most erotic way. He flexed his hand at his side, forcing control upon himself. Without a word, he took a set of keys from his pocket and tossed them to her. She caught them one handed and took a step toward the door. 
He closed his eyes and let it take him. Magic tickled his skin. Light flashed and in an instant, he changed. 
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Chapter Four 
A bright light flashed through the room, centered where Kieran stood. A small scream of surprise escaped her throat. The light faded. Despite her determination to believe he was insane, the truth could not be denied. For standing in Kieran’s place was the most beautiful wolf she’d ever seen. 
Anna’s heart beat wildly. Her knees buckled, and she collapsed to the floor. 
It couldn’t be. The beast turned his head toward her, his dark eyes cobalt blue. 
Kieran’s eyes. She shook her head. It wasn’t true. People just didn’t turn into wolves. 
She scrunched her eyes closed, then opened them again. Still there. The wolf stepped toward her, and she skittered back until she stood against the wall. Her heart thundered. 
Was it fear? Or excitement? The churn of emotions inside her made it impossible to tell. 
Either way, she was glad when the animal stopped. 
Anna took a deep, calming breath, then bit her lip. Her mind searched for a logical explanation, but there was none. None she knew of anyway. Perhaps it was like apes, where not all species became human. Perhaps wolves did the same thing, where one species evolved, the others didn’t. 
She couldn’t argue with what stood right in front of her. And she could handle this. 
She had to handle it. 
Slowly, curiosity overpowered her fear, and the doctor in her psyche took over. One trembling hand reached out. 
The canine before her took one cautious step. Her fingers touched the coat. It was beautiful. He was beautiful. Shade after shade of brown, intermixed with gold and even some black. Individual hairs were wiry and crisp, yet beneath was an undercoat that felt soft and downy. 
The beast stood perfectly still while her hands roamed over his body. Hands shaking, she examined him. She counted his respirations, felt his heartbeat beneath her palm, and palpitated organs until he snarled. He was larger than most wolves, with powerful muscles that flexed beneath her curious fingers. 
His fur ruffled as though he enjoyed her touch. But when her fingers moved to examine his teeth he growled then snorted. 
She jerked her hand back. Maybe she wasn’t so confident after all. “Don’t like that, eh? Most don’t.” But her laughter was forced, unnaturally high. She wasn’t even sure he could understand her. He head-butted her side, and she fell back against the wall. A sharp, stabbing pain ripped across her ribcage. She winced at the reminder of last night’s events. 
The wolf whined in apology, and she reached to pet him. He ducked beneath her hand and moved closer to her neck, and she saw the teeth and cringed. Her heart fluttered in her chest, and her muscles tensed. 
But it wasn’t teeth she felt against her skin. Instead, it was soft and wet. He’d licked her. The shiver that ran down her spine made about as much sense as everything else that happened since stepping out of the bar last night. Absolutely none. Because this time she knew it wasn’t fear. 
The large canine laid down and put his head on her lap, his eyes wide and staring. 
With a hesitancy she hadn’t felt since vet school when she’d had to work on a lion, she stroked his head. 
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The beast closed his eyes and groaned. The sound was long and satisfied, like a contented dog. 
“Well, I guess this means that at least you’re what you say you are, Kieran.” The animal whined in response, but kept his eyes closed. 
“So where do we go from here?” The wolf stood and moved away from her, near the previously discarded pair of jeans. She’d been so caught up in the animal, she hadn’t even noticed the trousers on the floor. 
The bright flash of white exploded before her eyes, and the man now stood, glorious in his nakedness, hungry in his desire. Need burned through Anna, licking heat and flames building into an inferno. 
Strong, powerful thighs were heavily roped in muscle all the way down his legs. His narrow hips only accented the swell of his arousal, hot and ready. Her mouth went dry. 
With effort, Anna pulled her gaze up his body, letting her eyes soak in everything. His skin shone with a light sheen of moisture, moisture her tongue ached to lick off. Even now, she could taste the masculine salt in his scent. She fought the urge to let it roll over her tongue, to relish the flavor. 
When her eyes finally met his, he spoke. 
“Are you ready to talk, Anna?” 
His voice rumbled low in his chest. No, he didn’t look like he wanted to talk. His body was primed for action. 
“Get dressed,” she squeaked, then, jumping to her feet, she rounded to face the wall. 


* * * 
 Kieran nearly laughed aloud. She spun around so fast he thought she was going to fall. He retrieved his jeans and put them on. The zipper barely closed over his aroused flesh, and he gritted his teeth. This wasn’t the tight grip his body craved. 
Before letting her know he was finished, he inhaled. The bitter smell of fear hung in the air. But that wasn’t all. Curiosity overpowered it, and beneath both lingered the subtle scent of her desire. Oh yes, she wanted him. Even after what she’d seen, her hunger teased him, taunted him. He struggled to control his body’s response. Despite her scent, she wasn’t ready for him. Soon. 
Soon he would bury himself deep inside her, feel her body wrap around him, tight and hungry. He groaned and shoved the illicit thought away. Later. 
“You can turn around now, Anna.” 
She turned back, slowly. Her face flushed, her breathing shallow. Confusion wiped the desire from her beautiful, green eyes. 
“How?” she asked finally. 
He shrugged and motioned to the couch. When she didn’t move, he took her hand, but she pulled back, folding her arms. She strode to the end cushion on the sofa and sat down. Her delicate, pale face looked almost fragile in her shock. Yet the scent of fear was gone. 
He sat in the chair opposite to give her room to adjust to the changes in her life. 
Changes she couldn’t yet fathom. 
“How?” she asked again. 
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hear of wolves befriending humans are about us, the wolven. Then, centuries ago, there were battles and wars. From those wars came the rumors of werewolves and their evils.” 
“So you are a werewolf?” 
He grimaced and shook his head. “No, Anna. We are not contagious and we don’t go around killing and biting every human we meet. We are shapeshifters. And we are peaceful. We hide in plain view because there is nowhere else for us to go. But we don’t kill people, except in self-defense.” 
Her eyes widened. “So you have killed people?” It wasn’t an accusation, but a simple statement. He could hear it in her voice. He found that comforting, though why he wasn’t sure. 
He nodded. “Yes, but a long time ago. It was for the defense of our people. We are few and can’t afford to lose a single wolven if we are to survive as a species.” 
“But you killed last night!” The whites of her eyes showed again. “At least, I think you did.” 
Kieran gave her a sad smile. “Yes, but I would rather have not.” She stared at him for a long time. Expressions flitted across her face, processing all he’d said. 


* * * 
“So it’s my fault one of your people is dead?” 
“No,” he said, rushing the word out. “It was his fault! He could have stopped any time he wished.” 
“Why did you kill him, Kieran?” 
Her heart pounded against her chest. She couldn’t decide what was eating at her and what she was pushing for. Did she want him to say it was her fault? She felt her wants and desires changing inside her. She’d been a pacifist all her life, but just thinking about last night and what happened sent a surge of adrenaline through her blood. For long moments, he studied her. The intensity of his gaze unnerved her. Yet, still she pushed. 
“Tell me,” she said. 
His fingers curled into tight fists, the knuckles whitening under the pressure. 
“Because, the very idea of him touching you was enough to drive me over the edge.” Anna’s breath quickened, and she leaned forward, rapt. This shouldn’t be so arousing, yet she couldn’t control her reaction. She inched closer on the sofa. 
“Why did that bother you so much?” 
A muscle flexed in his jaw, his face dark and unreadable. “I tracked them all night, knowing their plans. Our law states I have to catch them in the act of taking a woman without her consent before I can stop them, so I waited. I heard you tell them no and moved in.” 
“And?” she prompted. 
“And then your scent hit me.” His nostrils flared. “In an instant, I knew. Maybe not consciously, but I knew. And when he pushed and taunted, when I normally would have backed down, he threatened you.” 
He growled beneath his breath. God, what things that growl did to her insides. She bit her lip. 
“I couldn’t do it, Anna. I couldn’t wait and rescue you later. I couldn’t take the chance he might touch you before I got there. I had to stop him, then and there.” 25 
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He sat quietly for a long time. Anna sensed a conflict burning deep in his soul. Guilt, yet a fleeting sense of pride. How she knew what the feelings were, she had no clue, but there they were. 
“Wolven don’t kill often, Anna.” Pain flashed through his eyes. 
“I believe you.” She wanted to sooth his guilt. To ease that pain, yet deep inside she reveled in his actions, thrilled by the fight to win her. 
The stiffness in his muscles melted, and he relaxed in the chair and sat back. 
Anna shook her head, trying to clear it. She was a veterinarian, and as such, a scientist. She knew firsthand the intelligence of most animals. But nothing prepared her for this. Quadrupeds didn’t just change into bipeds in the blink of an eye. Yet she couldn’t fight what she’d seen with her own eyes. 
She looked again at the man who sat quietly before her. “I need to go home. I need to think.” 
Kieran nodded and walked across the room. She watched his tight body bend over to pick up the forgotten keys from the floor. This time the growl she heard came from her own chest. 
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Chapter Five 
Anna plunged the hypodermic syringe into the dog’s thigh muscle and slowly released the vaccine into the animal. The large shepherd turned his head and glared at her over his shoulder, but made no move to avoid her ministrations. 
That’s what she liked about this dog. He was old, and while he didn’t like getting his annual shots, he certainly didn’t put up a fuss. 
“Duke looks in great shape for his age, Mrs. Kelfy.” She stood from her cramped position on the floor and picked up her pen to sign the rabies certification. A tap on the door drew her attention, and she turned toward it. 
“Dr. Calloway, can I have a word with you?” 
Jamie, her newly of-age assistant, stood in the doorway, an odd expression on her face. 
“In a minute, Jamie. I’m almost finished here.” It was unusual for her assistants to interrupt her with a patient, so it must be important. 
“Here you are, Mrs. Kelfy. Give one pill twice per day for ten days and bring him back in a week so we can check on that cut to make sure it’s healed up ok.” Poor Duke had argued with a barbed wire fence and lost. A little unusual for the big guy, who was already thirteen years old. He was long past the days of dangerous curiosity that plagued young dogs. 
“Poor Duke,” the woman said. 
“He’ll be fine. Duke’s strong, and even though he’s getting older, he’s still healthy. 
Just give him the antibiotics, and he’ll heal up beautifully.” The dog’s owner nodded and thanked her, then left to pay the bill. Anna headed to the back rooms to talk to her assistant. 
“What’s up, Jamie?” 
Jamie bit her lip. “There’s this guy, in room three….” 
“Ok, where’s the records?” Jamie’s smelled sharp, edgy. Confused. “What’s the problem?” 
“That’s just it, Doc. There’s no problem. He didn’t even bring a pet with him. He said it was for a consultation on his wolf, and he booked the entire afternoon.” 
“He did what?” The word wolf sent up red flags everywhere. Her assistant went on. 
“He booked the entire afternoon appointment block.” 
Kieran. Who else would be so blatant? If he thought he was getting away cheap, he had another thing coming. “Thanks, Jamie. I’ll take care of it.” She stormed to the room and opened the door. 
He stood at the aluminum exam table, a magazine open in front of him, his weight propped on his hands as though engrossed in his reading. Though worn and faded, his jeans appeared in good repair. The seams in the shoulders of his black t-shirt stretched to accommodate his powerful chest and biceps. Then her gaze traveled to his face and the dark, hungry, blue eyes that watched her. She swallowed, trying to ease the sudden case of dryness in her throat. 
She caught a glimpse of black, square-toed boots on his feet. She’d bet there was a motorcycle out in the parking lot. His scent wafted toward her, spicy and wild. Anna bit her lip. It wouldn’t do to let him know just how sexy she found him. 
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His gaze held hers, a slight quirk to his mouth. 
“I’m here for a consultation. Didn’t your assistant tell you?” 
“Yes, she told me.” 
“Good. But before we get down to work, let’s have some lunch.” She glanced at her watch. Lunch was normally at one o’clock, and it was now twelve thirty. “You can’t just blaze in here and take over my appointments, Kieran. I have patients, and they need me.” 
“Not today, you don’t. I bought all your time, so you have nothing to worry about.” He spoke over her attempted interruption. “And if you have any emergencies, your very efficient staff can call you.” 
Her eyes rolled, and she groaned in frustration. He’d left her alone for three days. 
Three long days to absorb everything he’d told her. Sometimes she still wondered if it was all a dream and she’d really been drugged after all. Yet the instant she saw him it all tumbled back. Every memory. The wolf, the fight, but most of all, every touch. That brief kiss still burned in her blood. 
Realistically, there was no reason to fight it. Except he wasn’t human. For the first time in her life, she was truly attracted to someone. And why shouldn’t I enjoy it? 

Besides, the scientist was fascinated almost as much as the woman. 
He waited while she debated in her head, his eyes filled with humor. There it was again, the strange feeling that he could read her thoughts. She certainly hoped not. 
“Fine, let me just close up here.” 
He nodded, and she headed into the back rooms of the clinic. 
“Jamie,” she called, but the girl popped around the corner, a huge smile on her face. 
“Right here.” 
Anna raised a brow. “Eavesdropping again?” 
Her assistant laughed. “What can I say? It’s my best talent.” Anna chuckled. “Then I guess I don’t have to tell you I’m done for the day, thanks to Kieran. Call me if there are any emergencies.” 
She took off her white doctor’s coat and hung it on the rack. Whoever’d chosen white for doctors had a vindictive streak. She went through lab coats faster than she went through dog treats. She snatched a roller with tape on it and cleared any dog hair from her slacks before heading back to Kieran. If she was going to investigate these feelings, she might as well look good. 


* * * 
Heat from Kieran’s large hand burned through the material of Anna’s shirt as he escorted her through the Mexican restaurant. He nodded without a word to their host and moved her to the back booth, encouraging her to sit. Instead of sitting opposite her, he scooted in beside; his body crowded her, and his aura was palpable, setting her nerves on edge. 
The waiter appeared, ready to take their order. They never jumped that fast when she was here alone, and she ate here often. It was one of her favorite lunch spots, and she was pleased when Kieran suggested it. 
In less than ten minutes, their food arrived. She shook her head, smiling. It was clear Kieran spent some time preparing for this visit, because while they were always fast, 28 
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they were never that fast. The waiter set their plates on the table, his hand wrapped in a pad for protection from the heat. Mexican spices assaulted her senses. 
She dove in, spearing the first bite of enchilada with her fork. Her eyes fluttered closed. So good. Absolutely perfect.  There was something special about the taste of a fresh, Mexican meal. 
“So,” Kieran said, cutting into his burrito. “Tell me more about what your senses tell you. What can you smell?” 
“You’re kidding, right?” 
He shook his head. “Not at all. You have traits you don’t understand. I can help you.” 
“I’m not…,” she stopped and looked around, then lowered her voice. “I’m not a shewolf. I’m a normal, everyday human.” 
“Then prove it. Open up your senses and let in the sights, sounds, and scents and tell me what you find.” 
She sighed, resigned. “Fine.” Putting down her fork, she closed her eyes. 
“Now, let out your breath, hold it, then breathe in, slowly.” She nodded and followed his instructions. 
She took a careful breath of air into her lungs. She rolled it around her tongue as it flowed through her. “I smell all kinds of things, all blended together.” 
“Good. Now sort through them. Concentrate on any one. You should be able to separate them.” 
Anna sorted through the sensory input from the room, focusing on one unusual aroma. It wasn’t food. It wasn’t a drink. It was sweet. Perfume. But where? 
“I smell perfume. Different kinds. But one is…stale.” She opened her eyes. 
He nodded. “What is the origin?” 
She closed her eyes again. Scents floated in and out of her consciousness, and she disregarded each in turn, focusing only on the sweet. She followed it as one would follow a thread. Her mind grasped the odor and pulled. Her eyes popped open. 
She nodded to Kieran. “Over there.” She motioned with her eyes to the empty booth on the other side of the room. 
Kieran’s smile crinkled his eyes. 
“Correct. Now, something else.” 
Anna inhaled, her heart pumping excitedly at her success. More smells sluiced through her. Again, she worked to separate them. No matter how she tried to concentrate, one scent interfered. It raced through her senses, overpowering everything else, spearing her body with a sharp hunger. Kieran. Like a woman addicted to drugs, she always found him. No matter how preoccupied, how determined she was to avoid his scent, it was there, like the yin to her yang. 
Unable to ignore it, and curious to see his response, she said, “And I can smell you.” Kieran’s fork froze on the way to his mouth. His eyes widened in surprise. Anna would have done anything to be able to read his mind at this moment. Why hadn’t she kept her big mouth shut? Then again, his reaction was exactly what she wanted. He set the fork on his plate and leaned toward her, his eyes dark and aroused. She met him half way. 
“Darine,” he whispered. One finger tipped her face up. He watched her through heavy-lidded eyes, the blue dark with desire. 
The instant his mouth touched hers, a soft groan escaped his throat. His tongue swept lightly over her lips, and his teeth nipped her bottom lip. Two such different 29 
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sensations sent a shiver of eroticism down her spine. Unable to resist, she opened for him, and their tongues met, feeding the erotic burst that flowed over her body. He tasted of hot, sexy male, with a hint of picante sauce. 
Strong, powerful hands dragged her across his lap. Heat seared through her clothes. 
He caressed her back, heat trailing his touch. Her body melted, liquid heat surging in response, her fingers tight about the hard biceps beneath his shirt. Masculine power ripped through her defenses, and she forgot all about their food. 
He broke off the kiss and stared into her eyes, his nostrils flaring. She knew exactly what he was scenting for. And he was rewarded with her body’s surged response, her arousal thick and hot. With half lowered lids, he moved in again. But this time he bypassed her mouth, his lips closing on her neck. Sharp teeth caressed the edge of the muscle, and she bit back a moan. 
Fangs. How had she missed them before now? Razor sharp, they teased and tortured. Who would have guessed they would be so arousing? 
His lips trailed down her neck, sending shivers through her body. She needed to stop, but it felt so good. Heat followed the path of his mouth, and when he brushed the skin just behind her ear, she struggled to bite back a moan. Through the haze of sexual arousal, Anna remembered they were in a public place and drew away. 
His eyes stared hungrily into hers, but before he could move closer, the waiter appeared and tapped him on the shoulder. 
Kieran swung around so fast Anna nearly fell back across the leather of the bench seat. His lips curled, and he snarled, anger rolling off him in waves. The man stepped back, muttering something about getting the manager, and stepped away. 
“Kieran,” Anna said softly. “He’s just doing his job.” 
The sound from his throat, so animalistic, so aggressive, triggered something deep inside her. She found hostility in men completely unattractive. Except in Kieran. 
Dark blue eyes turned back to Anna. So dark she could just make out the iris. The red flash of anger faded, leaving only a sensual hunger. 
“Let’s get out of here,” he said with a thick, low rumble. Anna bit her lip. Never before had a man’s voice sounded so sexy. 
“Good idea.” She barely recognized her own husky voice. 


* * * 
Kieran stood and yanked out his wallet, tossing money on the table. Grabbing Anna’s hand, he gentled his grip knowing he sat at the very edge of his control. Instinct demanded action and threatened to take over. If she was a pure shewolf, they’d already be in bed, and he’d know the sweet taste of her essence. 
His mouth watered at the very idea. No wolven liked waiting to mate. It was in their blood to reproduce at any given opportunity. Yet, if he didn’t give her a chance to adjust to the changes in her life, he’d lose her. She was a scientist, a veterinarian familiar with animals. It would be harder for her than any other. 
But she was learning fast. With every moment that passed, her outlook changed, almost as though she had been waiting for him to appear in her life. She would be ready soon. Waiting was torturous, and every cell in his body demanded he take what was his. 
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Especially with Ryland sniffing around. The wolven refused to give up. Kieran had sensed him on numerous occasions during the last three days, stalking Anna, but the instant Ryland had caught Kieran’s scent, he’d backed off. 
Soon, Kieran would mark her as his. Instincts could be denied only so long. 
Mine. The word whispered through his mind as he’d tasted her, his tongue swirling inside her mouth. And she’d accepted him, participated even. Such sweet ambrosia. Like a drug, she teased him, driving his desire higher and higher. 
Kieran’s thumb caressed the palm of her hand as he dragged her out of the door. A small, delicate, but useful hand with long and narrow fingers—a surgeon’s hand. A hand that would caress, tease and please him. 
The images distracted and aroused him. He ached to pull her back into his arms, to feel the velvety softness of her mouth on his. 
Unable to resist the hunger to touch, he released her hand and slipped his arm about her shoulders, pulling her tight against his body. The delicate curve of her hip met his, tantalizing in womanly softness. When they reached the parking lot behind the clinic, she pulled away. 
“I’m going to go back in. I have work to do.” 
“No, Anna. I paid for the next several hours and I intend to take full advantage.” She arched a brow at him. “You really expect me to spend time with you because you paid for me? What do you think I am?” 
“Which car is yours?” He ignored her question. He didn’t want to fight. What he wanted was to touch her. 
“I asked a question, Kieran. What kind of woman do you think I am? I’m not some whore to be bought and paid for.” 
He hooked one arm around her waist and yanked her against him. 
“You’re not anyone’s whore,” he said through clenched teeth. She stiffened in his arms. He stared into her eyes. “The money was to pay your employees while you were gone. I won’t have them suffer because I want to spend time with you.” 
“And why is it so imperative you spend time with me, Blue Eyes?” Her eyes sparkled with sudden interest, her muscles softening in his arms. 
He chuckled and leaned against the car behind him. “I’ll be happy to show you.” He nuzzled her neck, and she tilted her head giving him better access. 
“Now where is your car?” he growled. 
“You’re leaning on it,” she purred. 
“Excellent.” His voice sounded rough as he flipped her around and pushed her up against the Ford. 


* * * 
Anna felt like a teenager. A giggling school girl pressed against the car while her boyfriend had his way with her. Except, being a teenager had never been this hot. The instant Kieran’s lips touched hers, the world tipped on its axis. Hunger exploded within her body. Nothing mattered but the man who held her. 
Anna caressed his chest, reveling in the corded pecs, hard steel beneath soft skin. 
Her fingers played in the light dusting of hair that peeked above the V of his collar. 
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His mouth devoured hers. But she fed off his hunger, drowning in the masculine heat of his lips. His scent wrapped around her, stealing her thoughts until only a deep, empty ache remained. 
An insistent ringing penetrated her fogged brain. Her cell phone. The official and metallic sounding 911 ring she’d setup with the clinic for emergencies. 
With effort, she dragged herself from Kieran’s arms and yanked the phone from her pocket. She flipped it open and answered, her voice husky and raw. 
“Hello.” 
“Dr. Calloway?” Jamie’s voice asked. 
Anna cleared her throat. “Yes, Jamie. What’s up?” 
“Duke’s back.” 
Anna closed her eyes, struggling to kick her brain into gear, a difficult task with Kieran standing so close she could feel him. On the other end of the line, she heard Mrs. 
Kelfy in the background, crying and demanding to see Anna immediately. 
“What’s wrong?” 
“It’s the barbed wire again, Doc. This time it looks like someone wrapped it around his legs on purpose. The cuts are bleeding heavily. His gums are starting to look pale.” Mrs. Kelfy shouted, “Is that Dr. Calloway? Tell her to get here right now. I can’t wait to get my hands on my damned neighbors. I swear they’ll never throw barbed wire in my yard again.” Mrs. Kelfy slowed to take a breath. “Well don’t just stand there gawking. 
Tell her.” 
“Dr. Calloway—” 
“I heard. I’m on my way. Give me two minutes.” 
Anna snapped the phone shut and turned to Kieran. 
“I have to get back.” 
“I’m going with you. Maybe I can help.” 
She started to say no, but if Duke was as seriously injured as it sounded, his help might be needed. He was a big dog, and her male vet tech had left early today. Things might be easier if Kieran hung around. 
The instant they breezed through the door the receptionist motioned to the closed exam room. Anna nodded and grabbed the health records, then headed to where the animal waited. 
The exam room looked like a war zone. The dog lay on the floor with blood seeping from multiple wounds around his hips and back legs. Barbed wire was wrapped hideously around his body. Each move of his legs as the dog struggled tightened the wire dangerously, threatening permanent nerve damage. 
Anna dropped to her knees and reached to calm the large dog. He whimpered, but didn’t try to bite. 
“We have to get him to the table. Mrs. Kelfy, I need to sedate him so we can get this—
” she motioned to the twisted and bloody metal, “off of him.” 
“No,” the elderly woman wailed. “He almost died the last time he was knocked out.” 
“But he might die this time if we don’t. We’ll be careful. There are newer medicines now that aren’t processed in the liver.” Anna kept her voice calm and reassuring, but Mrs. Kelfy’s mulish expression insisted she wouldn’t budge. “He needs surgery to remove all this wire. It’s not fair to him to do this without putting him under!” 
“I said no, and I mean no.” The elderly woman’s face was set and stubborn. 
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Anna knew she loved the old dog and didn’t want to bring him undue pain. But Duke’s near-death experience years ago resulted in Mrs. Kelfy becoming over cautious. 
“But—” 
“I said no. If you won’t treat him, I’ll find another vet who will.” Kieran barged into the exam room and took in the situation with the eyes of a man experienced at taking control. A quick glance into his eyes told her what she already guessed. He grabbed Anna’s arm and pulled her to the side. 
“What’s the problem? Why don’t you just knock the poor thing out?” 
“Mrs. Kelfy doesn’t want to. When he was neutered as a pup he nearly died from the sedatives, and since then she’s refused to let him go under,” she whispered. 
A growl escaped his throat. “Does she understand the pain he’s in?” She nodded. “I think so. In fact, I know so. But she just won’t budge. I am going to have to remove the fence with him awake. It’ll be difficult.” Pain already radiated from the dog in waves. Anna’s body absorbed each and every one. Transporting him to another vet would kill him. But if he went untreated, he could die just as easily. Their only hope was for her to remove the barbed wire with the dog awake and hope he didn’t suffer from shock. 
“I’ll help.” 
She shook her head. “No. You don’t know anything about medicine.” 
“No, I don’t. But I know dogs. I can connect with him. Try to keep him distracted to ease his pain.” 
Conviction burned in those dark, blue orbs. 
“Very well.” She returned to the room. “Jamie, get me a surgical pack and stand. We can’t move him far, so we’re going to have to handle this on the exam table. Get an IV 
ready for subcutaneous fluids, stat.” 


* * * 
Kieran didn’t wait for instruction but gently lifted the dog from the floor to the table. 
He winced when the dog screamed in pain. The wire was wrapped so tightly he saw the white of bone. 
Anna was already at the sink scrubbing her hands. Jamie arrived with the supplies, as well as scrubs for the two of them. He waited while Jamie placed the gown over Anna’s clothes then moved to have her help him. Anna slipped on the surgical gloves. 
Her eyes met his, and he nodded. They were connected, not as a man and a woman, but as a team. Anna nodded at Jamie, who pulled a chair over for Kieran. He took it and arranged himself at eye level with the German Shepherd. The soft brown eyes appeared glazed with pain. With a quick push of his mind, Kieran established the mental link with the tortured beast. He sent calm, soothing thoughts to the animal and was pleased when his breathing eased. 
“You didn’t knock him out, did you?” the old woman’s voice trembled. 
“No, Mrs. Kelfy. We’re just working to keep his mind off the pain. Jamie, take Mrs. 
Kelfy into the waiting room while we work.” 
Jamie nodded and, taking the anxious woman’s arm, the two left the room. 
Kieran struggled to keep the connection while Anna worked. He wasn’t used to this. 
Sure, he’d touched the minds of dogs thousands of times. But that was for quick bits of information when he was in wolf form. Never for healing and control. 
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He watched Anna’s hands move with speed and efficiency, cutting the wires with a pair of industrial cutters. In minutes, she’d removed all the longer, loose metal strips and moved on to the ones embedded tightly about the dog’s legs. Her face grew pale, and sweat poured from her brow. The dog whimpered in pain, and Anna’s eyes fluttered. 
Kieran watched closely. 
She wasn’t pushing herself physically, but mentally. His link to the dog wasn’t needed. Anna was the one keeping the pain at bay by herself. No wonder she hadn’t really wanted him to stay. 
Jamie returned to offer assistance and wiped the moisture from Anna’s forehead. 
She knows. The vet tech knew what Anna was doing. Did they all know? 
After long minutes, the dirty, rusty wires disappeared, one at a time. Competent hands delved into the task of suturing. In less than thirty minutes, it was all over. 
Anna removed the surgical gloves and ripped off the gown she’d worn to protect her street clothes. With a flick of her wrist, she untied the mask, revealing an exhausted, pale face. Kieran barely contained his curse. 
“Jamie, let Mrs. Kelfy know that Duke made it through fine, but he’s going to need to stay overnight to keep from opening up the cuts. Get Candy in here to help you carry Duke to a kennel in the back. Make sure he gets a tetanus shot, and I’ll prescribe antibiotics.” 
Kieran stood, intent on carrying the dog himself, but Anna swayed on her feet, grabbing hold of the counter. With one hand on Duke to keep him lying still, he wrapped the other around her waist and pulled her against him. 
“You ok?” 
Anna nodded weakly. “I’m fine. Just tired.” 
He watched her through narrowed eyes. “You’re not fine. You’re exhausted and in pain.” Her eyes fluttered to his, reflecting her fatigue. Weak arms shoved against his chest as she struggled to maintain a semblance of control. That was too bad. She shouldn’t have pushed herself so hard. He held her snug against his body, forcing the support she didn’t want to accept. 
“What did you think you were doing?” he asked gruffly. “How could you work on a dog without sedatives and then let yourself take on his pain? Do you think I didn’t see what was happening?” 
He stopped his tirade the instant Jamie and Candy returned. With Jamie at the head, and Candy at the rear, the two younger women hefted the dog between them and carried him from the room. 
“My office,” she whispered. The occasional shoves as she tried to ease her body from his lost their strength. She wanted to sleep. He could see it in her eyes. He’d just bet she had a couch in that office of hers, ready for her to sleep this off. It wasn’t going to happen. Not this time. 
“I’m taking you home.” He started to pick her up, but she shoved his arms away. 
“No, it’ll scare my staff.” 
“Fine. Walk. But you’re going home.” With one arm wrapped around her body, Kieran escorted her to the main door. He nodded to the receptionist. 
“We’re leaving. If there are other emergencies, someone else is going to have to handle them.” 
The woman behind the counter nodded, unfazed by his sudden proprietary arm around her employer, or Anna’s sudden departure. 
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He settled Anna into the passenger seat of her car then realized he didn’t have her keys. He snapped the seat belt on for her and pulled back. 
“I’ll be right back. Where are your keys?” 
“Jamie knows,” were her only words, her eyes closed. 
He shut the car door gently and went back inside the clinic. 
“I need her car keys, and if she has a purse, that too.” 
“I’ve got them.” Still dressed in her scrubs, Jamie handed him the keys. 
“Thanks,” he said gruffly and spun. 
“She’ll be ok, you know.” 
Kieran stopped and turned back to her. He bit back the desire to snarl at the woman. 
“How often does she do this kind of thing?” 
Three pairs of eyes glanced at one another furtively, Candy, Jamie and the receptionist. Judging him. He watched their nonverbal communication as they weighed their options, wondering if he could be trusted with their secret. But it was the receptionist, Monica her nametag read, who nodded as though giving permission. 
“Not often,” said Jamie. “Well, not this bad. Usually her patients have been knocked out before she does this kind of detailed work.” 
He hid his surprise. They all knew, and just like a pack of wolven, they circled in protection of their Alpha Bitch, protecting and supporting her every choice. Their loyalty honored her. Impressive. 
He nodded, then turned and left the clinic. When he got to the car, he found Anna asleep. Or unconscious. He wasn’t sure which. 
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Chapter Six 
Anna stretched and opened her eyes. Darkness. A quick glance at the clock told her it was evening. Confused, her eyes darted about. Home, in her own bed. How did I get
here?  Her mind ran through the events of the day, and she remembered the procedure that took so much out of her. 
Pain she’d had only seconds to prepare for. Duke’s pain. 
In most situations, she’d take fifteen or twenty minutes to calm her mind, to prepare. 
But in emergencies, there wasn’t always time for that. She’d delved in, mentally unprepared, doing her best to ease Duke’s pain as she worked. 
But pain wasn’t what she felt now. Her dreams had been erotic, filled with carnal and darkly sensual images. With Kieran. Her body ached with an emptiness only he could fill. He’d stayed with her, lain beside her while she slept. 
She padded to the master bathroom to take a shower. Instead of washing away the images with cold water, she turned on the hot water and welcomed the heat as it sluiced over her. 
She soaped herself, but in her imagination, it was Kieran who swept his hands over her stomach. His large, rough hands teased and caressed her breasts, trailing downward. The cloth in her fingers moved between her thighs, the rough touch so like his tongue it drew a shudder from her body. A moan escaped her lips, dragging her back to the present. 
With a ragged breath, she shook her head and cleared it. Her dream world had to wait. Her hands trembled on the faucet when she turned off the water, snatched the towel from the rod, and stepped out. 
Yet even then, she was not to be satisfied. The terry cloth dragged across her sensitized skin. She whimpered with every soft stroke, her body begging for more. 
Tears slipped from the corners of her eyes as she entered the bedroom, her body hot with desire. Never had she been so hungry for the touch of a man. 
Anna rummaged through the dresser for something to wear. Her skin burned, every nerve ready to explode at the slightest touch, yet everything she saw would be too harsh on her skin. Ahh, there it is. Her favorite soft netting and velour nightgown. It hung to her knees, with an open back. The soft material slipped over heated skin, arousing her even further. Her sensitive, achy nipples hardened at the touch of the material. 
Her emotions warred. This wasn’t her. She wasn’t some easily-aroused trollop who thought of touching herself in the shower. Yet some strange instinct told her this was right. This was normal. But she was split in half. One part doctor, the other part all female. 
Anna stared at herself in the mirror. The woman staring back couldn’t be her. Her cheeks were flushed and her body arched in ways that could only be construed as erotic. 


* * * 
Kieran walked into the room and stopped. He’d died and gone to heaven. For there stood his mate, dressed in some sort of sexy lingerie. It wrapped like a second skin about her breasts, cupping the soft skin his fingers ached to touch. Her body called to him, as though begging him to take her. Her weight rested on one hand, palm flat on the 36 
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dresser. Her back arched, her head tipped, eyes half-lidded as she watched her reflection in the mirror. The fingers of one hand trailing down her neck provided him with an ample view of every soft curve she possessed. Pure lust shot through him with the power of a laser. He’d been half hard ever since they met, yet now he shook with hunger, the need to touch her so great. 
Her scent reached him, and his head jerked back in surprise. Oh, God. He was in some serious trouble. On the knife’s edge of control, a low rumbling shuddered behind his ribs. Her eyes met his in the mirror and widened. 
That’s when he saw she’d been crying. His mind kicked into gear, his heart softening. 
He shoved away all thoughts of the hunger zinging in his veins. He moved behind her, his hands grasping her hips, and nuzzled her neck. 
“What’s wrong, Darine? Why are you crying?” 
She shook her head, but tears continued to flow. Silent as midnight. 
His lips trailed along her neck. He wanted to taste her, to touch her, and to ease her pain. One finger caught a tear, and he touched it to his lips. Salty, delicate, feminine. 
“I don’t feel like….” Her words were a soft whisper. 
She sounded like a woman on the edge of discovery, unaware if it would end in joy, or disaster. 
“What don’t you feel like?” 
She shook her head. “Me.” 
Inside, Kieran’s heart shattered. The look of pain on her face was almost more than he could bear. He nuzzled her neck, more for comfort than anything, but her scent was so strong, so undeniably female. He groaned, and his tongue snuck a taste. Such sweetness, like honey, such innocence, like the spring daisy. They both trembled. 
One pale hand slid over her shoulder, and small fingers tightened in his hair, holding his head at her neck, encouraging his touch. When her body pressed back against his, the softness of her derriere pressed against his aching hardness, and he nearly lost control. Kieran groaned and watched her eyes flutter closed, inhaling the scent of their combined arousal. His lips pressed into her shoulder. Her skin intoxicated him. 
She wasn’t ready. Not in her heart, not in her mind. He knew that, but his body refused to listen. The lushness of her soft curves and undulating of her body trapped him just as effectively as if she’d wrapped a noose around his neck. 


* * * 
 His mouth grew more insistent. One hand moved from Anna’s abdomen. The instant he cupped his hand under her breast, her body stiffened. 
“Stop,” Anna cried. She’d completely lost her mind. She’d spent her entire life building control, hiding emotions, and in an instant, she’d let Kieran topple her from her tower. She yanked from his arms, and when he tried to hold on to one hand she turned, the other hand raised, prepared to strike. 
“Oh, God,” she whispered. She stared at her raised hand. She’d almost hit him. Never in her life had she raised a hand to anyone, yet that was her palm lifted, ready to strike. 
Kieran’s eyes widened, and he released her arm. But what remained in his expression wasn’t regret, or even anger, despite her inappropriate behavior. 
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Instead, his eyes darkened with arousal—deep, animalistic hunger. She shoved hard at his solid chest, and he stepped back. While his eyes widened, it did nothing to slow the ripple of energy that shot between them. 
Rage whirled through her with the strength of a tornado, violent and powerful. Her body rumbled with fury, her hands trembling in its wake. Anger at her inability to control her own emotions stabbed like knives. With a sweep of her hand she knocked everything from the dresser. The contents scattered, thrown from their solid surface. A small bud vase shattered as it crashed to the floor. Her hairbrush and comb slammed against the wall. 
The sounds rang in her ears. For long seconds she stared at the devastation, then a sob slipped from her throat. 
“I can’t do this,” she whispered. “Why is this happening?” The stillness in Kieran’s body was more imposing than his earlier touch. The only movement was a small tic in his left cheek. 
“Don’t do that again, Anna.” 
Her eyes narrowed on his. She didn’t understand the flash of irritation she felt at his words. 
“Don’t tease. The next time you touch me I won’t stop. I will be inside you. You don’t understand, Anna. I’m not human.” 
She should have been afraid, but instead a new wave of anger crashed over her. She was playing with fire and she knew it. He looked so angry, so imposing. So hungry. 
“I didn’t mean….” 
“I don’t care what you meant, Anna. I won’t be teased. The next time you touch me, you better mean it. Because I will have you.” He stepped forward, slow. The wolf stalking his prey. When he next spoke, his voice was low and dangerous. “I will have you beneath me, and soon. Screaming for more.” 
Anna flushed. She wanted to stop him now, to stop his words, stop the rush of heat that roared inside her. Her teeth drew blood on her lip, and she fought back the whimper of desire that hung in her throat. He was so close she felt his heat. Her body answered with a renewed vengeance, and it took all she had not to reach out, to fulfill the gnawing hunger that coursed through her. 
He bent toward her, his tongue sweeping the crimson liquid from her lip, and her knees nearly buckled. 
“You are mine,” he said, his voice barely a whisper. “I will give you time, only because I want you to come to me. But if you touch me again, I swear to you, Anna, I will not hold back.” 


* * * 
His cell phone rang, and Kieran cursed as he snatched it from his pocket. 
“Yes?” 
“Kieran, where are you?” his brother, Sean, growled through the phone. 
Kieran looked at Anna and then turned, leaving the room. He moved into the living room. 
“In town. What do you want?” 
“I need you here.” 
Here. The compound for the pack. 
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“I can’t, Sean.” 
“Don’t make me repeat myself.” As the Alpha of the pack, Sean didn’t take no for an answer. 
Kieran swore beneath his breath. “I’m with my mate.” 
The silence on the phone was deafening. And telling. It had been a long time since he’d surprised his younger brother. 
“So you finally found one, did you? Bring her with you. ”  Kieran almost heard the smile in his brother’s voice. 

“I can’t, she’s—” 
“She’s a half-breed?” 
“And in heat.” 
“Damn. I’ve never heard of a half-breed going into heat.” 
“Neither have I, but there’s no doubt.” Kieran wiped a hand over his face. 
“She doesn’t know, does she?” 
“That she’s a half-breed or that she’s in heat?” 
“Both.” 
“I’ve told her what she is, but I don’t think she believes me.” 
“But not that she’s in heat?” 
Kieran looked at the ceiling. “I just figured that out for myself.” 
“Damn.” 
“You can say that again.” 
“Want me to send you some help? One of the females to explain things?” 
“No, I don’t think that’ll be necessary. Besides, it’s too far into it. She might take another female’s head off.” 
The sound of a woman’s throat clearing behind him caught his attention. He spun around to find Anna staring at him. Half in surprise, half in anger. 
“Um, Sean, I’ve gotta run.” 
“You get everything under control fast, Kieran. I need you here. There’s been hunters.” 
“Right.” He barely heard his brother’s warning. He closed the phone with a snap. 
Neither spoke for long seconds, but for the first time, an uncomfortable feeling swamped over him. Indescribable, actually. Sort of like…fear. That was new. His heart pumped wildly. 
Anna’s eyes stared into his. Unspoken, out of control fury flashed in their depths. It burned like a palpable entity in the room around them. 
At long last she spoke. 
“So I’m in heat, you say?” 
He nodded. He was in serious trouble. One wrong move, and she’d come at him, the hormones having taken control of her body. She wasn’t herself. A wolven in heat was bad enough, but to be partially human, and to have her hormones go crazy, that had to be worse. If he played this nice and easy, they could both get out of this without either getting hurt or embarrassed. 
“I see. And that means, what, exactly?” 
“You’re the vet. You tell me.” 
The muscle in her jaw flexed. He saw it, the tightrope of control on her temper. He needed to get out of here, now. If he touched her, he’d try to take her, but her body 39 
SheWolf 
wasn’t ready, and she’d fight. Already the dual needs, his, and hers, fought for supremacy in his body. 
“I’m not an animal, Kieran.” 
“I didn’t say you were. But the heat is similar. The symptoms the same.” He knew the stories, knew what the shewolves went through and what they did to their mates when they were in heat. He knew their own hungers caused them not just emotional pain, but physical as well. 
“I get no say in this? I lose all control?” 
He shook his head. “No, baby. You don’t. You don’t lose all control. But you do lose control around your chosen mate.” 
She arched a brow. “And you think that’s you?” 
Years ago, he’d laughed as his brother was led around by the nose when his wife was in heat, laughed when she’d used Kieran to tease and taunt Sean, trying to make her mate jealous. Sean had told him he’d see what it was like when he found his own mate, how even the sweetest wolven female became something all together different when she was in heat. He didn’t have the heart to mention he’d once been mated, but then, she’d never gone into heat during their marriage. 
“Only you can answer that.” 
She nodded. “And if I’m not ready to answer that?” 
He shrugged, faking nonchalance. “We wait.” 
She stepped forward, one finger poised as though to run it down his chest. She must have remembered his earlier threat because she pulled back, fisting her hands. 
“Get. Out.” Her face was a portrait of icy control. Control he knew she held by a hair. 
The only sign of her distress was the whites of her knuckles on her balled up fists. 
“I’ll be back tomorrow, Anna. I’m not going to let you go through this alone. And I won’t go far.” 
“Do what you’ve got to do, Kieran, but for now, get out of my house.” She stalked forward then stopped. Emotions rippled across her face, her confusion apparent. 
He nodded, backing toward the door. One thing he knew, it was dangerous to take his eyes off a wolven in heat. She’d rip his head off if she thought he’d slighted her. 
“Call if you need something.” He closed the door behind him. 
Inside the house, he heard Anna collapse to the floor. Huge sobs rent the air. He knew she was in pain, and the cramps rippled through her abdomen. He could almost see her in his mind’s eye, curling inward, fighting the pain. 
He reached to open the door, but knew his presence would only make things worse. 
He fisted the palm he held poised over the doorknob then turned, forcing one foot in front of the other as his mate wept. 
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Chapter Seven 
Anna ruffled the orange tabby’s fur and planted a kiss on his forehead as his owner carried him from the exam room. She jotted a few, last notes on the veterinary record and was just closing the folder when Jamie walked in. 
“Doc, you have a visitor.” 
The grin hit her face before she could stop it. “Send him to my office. I’ll be there in a minute.” 
Jamie ran off to pass the message. 
Knowing Kieran was in the building sent wave after wave of arousal through Anna. 
Heat. She was in heat. No doubt about it. She’d scared him the day before, the scent of the fear heavy in the air between them. Odd. Somehow, she never expected him to fear anything. It was clear he hadn’t expected her anger. Thank heaven he’d explained what was happening to her, or she’d have been a wreck all day. 
Instead, her brain and her body were slowly merging, both on the same track. 
Kieran. If he was right, and her mind had already chosen him as her mate, then it was time to do something about it. Each time she thought of him, heat cascaded over her as if a tub of boiling water had been poured over her head. 
Anna turned to the owner of the cat. The young man sat stiffly on the bench, his legs crossed. She sniffed the air for a new scent. 
Damn. She hadn’t meant to do it, but this heat was more than she’d bargained for. 
Pheromones as thick as pea soup hovered in the room, and the poor cat owner sat there, trying to hide his own confused arousal. Quickly, she handed the prescription medication to him and stepped back. “Just make sure he gets one of these each day and bring him back in a month.” 
He nodded but didn’t speak. His jaw tightened, and she knew he was grinding his teeth. She needed to get him out of here, and fast. “I’ll see you next month.” She turned her back and almost sprinted out of the room. 
She charged to her office door and stormed in without a moment’s hesitation. But once inside she didn’t recognize the man who stood by the window behind her desk. She stopped and stared. 
Whoever he was, he made an impressive picture, dwarfing the tiny office with his presence. He stood easily as tall as Kieran, his hair golden shades of blond, brushing his shoulders. He was lean and wiry, but powerfully built all the same. His gaze focused on something outside the window. He smelled familiar, and when he spoke, his voice sounded soft. 
“Hello, Anna.” She stopped dead. 
Ryland! 
She should be afraid, terrified even. But she wasn’t. No, her traitorous body warmed. 
For the first time, she truly felt more animal than human. Ryland was a powerful alpha male, and her body sensed that, even though her mind wanted to avoid him. She squashed that sensation, burying it beneath a calm, professional persona. 
“What do you want, Ryland?” 
He turned slowly, revealing a strong, handsome face, marred by the presence of a scar. It measured almost two inches and cut across his left cheek. 
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One manicured finger of his large hand rubbed the scar as though he’d forgotten it was there. He shrugged. “This was made with a silver blade, gained honorably, in battle.” 
He said the words as though they should mean something to her. Bragging? No, not quite, but yes, ensuring she was aware of his prowess. “Honorably, huh? More honorably than trying to kidnap me, I hope?” Sarcasm dripped from her words. Yet despite everything, she found him fascinating. 
He grimaced. “I came to apologize.” He sounded sincere and human. No, that wasn’t the right term—civilized. 
“Apologize? Ok, apology accepted. You can leave now.” 
Anger hardened his gaze, and she watched while he regained control. This man wasn’t used to being dismissed. He’s wolven, not a man. She really needed to change her way of looking at life. 
“We need to talk.” He finally gained control. He moved out from behind her desk. 
She could see in his eyes he had a hair trigger on his temper. It took less than a minute for her to push his buttons. 
Interesting. Not only could Kieran gather his temper much faster, but it took more to push him to his limits. As of yet, she’d barely brushed the edge of his control. 
Her mind struggled to catch up with her instincts. She’d never expected to want a man like Kieran, much less find herself comparing him to another, more violent man. At least Kieran came out the winner. 
She strode to her desk, brushing past the big male. Determined to hide her discomfort, she refused to put the desk between them. Instead, she turned to face him and leaned against the hard wood, ankles crossed, revealing her calves and knees below her skirt. 
“I don’t see what we have to talk about, Ryland. You wanted to kidnap me, to rape me, and make me bear your children. Somehow your apology falls short.” One hand moved into her pocket and fingered the keypad of her cell phone. She should call Kieran. It would be easy, just a quick press of a button, number two on her speed dial. 
She turned and met his eyes. They flashed yellow. 
“That was not my doing,” he said softly. 
“Oh, I don’t know, Ryland. Those were your arms holding me in place. Your hands grabbing my body without permission. So yes, I’d say it was all you there.” 
“I was following orders.” 
“Ahh, the catch-all, end-all phrase. Just like the Nazis in World War II. They were all following orders.” 
“It is our way. We follow our pack leader’s directives. But no more.” The last words ended on a growl. 
She arched a brow in surprise. “Oh, and what changed?” 
“Kieran killed my pack leader. I am leader now.” 
The simple reminder of the battle a few nights before was all it took. A flash of heat, a flush of moisture, and she was uncomfortably aroused. The image of Kieran fighting…so powerful…so strong. 
“And you will be my mate.” 
Her mouth dropped open. “You’ve got to be kidding!” 
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He approached, his steps sure, his head lowered. He watched her from beneath heavy lidded eyes. That damn stalking again. Did wolven males practice it as children? 
She should have put the desk between them after all. Too late now. Her heart thudded against her chest. But she didn’t feel fear. Kieran must be right. Only someone half-wolven would find Ryland’s approach exciting. 
“No, Anna.” His voice lowered, rumbled sexily. Her body responded against all common sense. He inhaled and smiled. “You will be mine.” 
“No, I won’t. Besides, it seems to me if Kieran killed your pack leader, doesn’t that make Kieran your pack leader now?” 
He chuckled. Like warm honey, the sound rolled down her spine. Not as erotic as Kieran’s, but arousing all the same. He stood just inches away, his head bent close to her neck. “He didn’t claim his place, therefore it’s mine. And you want me. Your body says so.” 
“It’s not you I’m thinking about.” 
That soft laughter from his chest, so deep, so masculine. He inched close, and the breath whooshed from her lungs, his heat causing havoc on her already rampant body. 
Then, inside, it was like a switch that flipped in her head. Her mind and body now in sync. It wasn’t him she was responding to, but the chase. She put her hand on his chest, impressed by the powerful feel of steel muscles beneath the flesh. 
“And here I thought the bitch chose her mate.” 
“But you are no wolf.” He whispered the words as his head dipped to hers; his lips found her neck instead of her mouth. For that, she was grateful. 
A scent wafted through the closed door. Kieran. He was here. Despite all common sense, despite her body’s actual desires, she let Ryland drop his kiss on her neck. 
“Aren’t I?” 
The door to her office burst open. She couldn’t see, but she knew Kieran stood in the entrance. Power and anger rolled from him in waves. 
“Step away. Now.” 
Anna wasn’t sure if he was telling her to move away from Ryland, or Ryland to move from her. Either way, a shiver of perverse anticipation ran down her spine. God, what was wrong with her? 
Ryland’s hands dropped from her shoulders as he turned to meet Kieran. When Anna tried to step around him, one arm pushed her back. 
The answering growl from the other side of the room sent shivers of desire through her blood. 
“Anna, move away.” Kieran’s voice trembled with rage. 
Despite everything, her body and instincts were telling her, Anna’s intellect knew this was a dangerous situation. Wolves attacked in an instant, if their line of sight to their mate was blocked, and right now, in his heart, Kieran was all wolf. A flood of moisture between her legs accompanied the thought. Mate. A soft rumble of approval rolled up her spine. Anna took a step to the side only to have a large hand stop her. 
“Stay.” 
Anna shoved Ryland’s arm as hard as she could and stepped to the side. 
Kieran’s fury was a sight to behold. Gone was the patient seducer. In his place stood pure predator. His eyes flashed red, and his lips curled into a sinister snarl. 
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She bit back her moan. Such beauty. Such power and strength. She closed her eyes and reveled at the emotions that rippled through the room. She was insane. That’s all there was to it. 
For long seconds nobody moved. The only sound was that of two powerful hunters breathing, the only motion their chests as breath heaved in their lungs. 


* * * 
 Kieran stared at the scene before him. Ryland had touched his mate, put his hands on her. Fury like he’d never experienced roiled, searing through his veins. Kieran scented the air. She was hungry, but whether she wanted Ryland or himself, he couldn’t tell. It didn’t matter. She was his. 
Kieran stalked Ryland, who again threatened to step between himself and Anna. A furious growl erupted from his throat and echoed across the room. 
“Step away, Ryland. Now.” 
“If I step away, Kieran, it will only be to end your miserable life.” Kieran eyed the man, searching for his weakness. When he found it, powerful instinct moved him. 
His fingers closed around Ryland’s throat, the male’s pulse pounding beneath the tough skin of his palm. 
“She’s mine.” The quiet growl promised danger, violence and even death. He glared into the face of his enemy. Fangs elongated, both men snarled, their eyes locked in combat. 
“Enough,” shouted Anna. They ignored her. 
From the corner of his eye, Kieran caught movement. Anna. Before he could stop her, she stepped between them. One hand on each chest, she pushed them apart like Sampson taking down the pillars of old. Kieran’s only option was to release the enemy’s throat. 
Her head lowered, and her eyes flashed with anger and desire. “I said, that’s enough!” Her voice echoed in the room, followed by her own growl. 
Surprised, the two men stopped. Had she knowingly stepped between two alphas to end a fight? 
His eyes turned back to Ryland. The man looked as surprised as he felt. Shewolves liked bloodshed. Hungered even, for two powerful wolves to do battle. They craved the aggression. 
Anna eased her arms down, watching the two men. Then she turned the force of her anger on Ryland. 
“Get out,” she growled. Kieran watched in amazement as her body moved exactly like a shewolf. Her shoulders rose while her head dropped. She glared at the man from beneath shuttered eyes. She stalked him smoothly. Deadly force was packed in those muscles. A shocking sense of pride mingled with his own desire to kill Ryland. 
With one finger, she poked Ryland in the chest. “I told you that it’s the bitch’s choice, and I do not choose you. Get out.” 
Ryland tossed his head. Kieran reveled in the frustration clouding the wolven’s eyes. 
“This is not over,” the blond said through clenched teeth. 
“Yes, it is,” she said with finality. 
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Slowly, he moved away, and once he was safely out of the door, Anna slammed it shut. 
For a moment she stood, a hand resting against the wood blocking out the rest of the world, the other raking her hair from her face. 
Seconds passed like minutes, and she stayed perfectly still. Kieran took a step toward her, and she turned. 
His lungs squeezed the breath from his body. Her face flushed with the heat of desire, she stepped toward him. Her movements were different than they had been just moments before. Her shoulders squared, and her chin lifted. Hips swung enticingly, her steps slow and sure. A soft rumble sounded from her chest. The scent of her arousal filled the room, nearly overpowering him in her sweet desire. She licked her lips suggestively. 
“You would have killed him,” she whispered. 
“Yes.” 
For the first time, confusion speared Kieran. He sensed her anger, but anger wasn’t what he saw on her face. 
“Why?” 
The question caught him by surprise. Why, indeed? “Because he wanted you. You are mine.” 
“Am I?” 
“Yes.” He barely recognized his own voice. 
Her palms touched his cheeks. She stared into his eyes. “You would kill for me?” 
“Absolutely.” 
He felt the shudder that ran through her body. His gaze rested on her lips—swollen and hungry for his kisses. Kisses he craved to give. But he would not start something she wouldn’t let him finish. 
“I don’t know why, but I find that an incredible turn on.” The sound of her voice, low and husky, went right to his groin. 
Unable to resist another second, he grabbed her waist and yanked her to him. “Oh yeah? And this bothers you?” His lips hovered just inches from hers. 
“Yeah.” He barely heard her soft answer, because she pulled his face to hers, and her mouth gently touched his. He groaned then took control of the kiss. His tongue delved inside, devouring and savoring all of her. She tasted like pure honey. Her wolven heat had intensified, dragging her into its dark depths. He sensed she hung onto control with a fine thread, but he didn’t care. She was addictive and hot. 
Her hands slid past his shoulders and tightened in his hair. A tremor ran down his spine. 
He rubbed his arousal against the gentle swell of her belly. She moaned in response. 
When he pulled back from her mouth, he spied the confusion in her eyes. 
“Why?” she asked. 
“Why what, baby?” 
“Why did I find that so arousing? I don’t like violence, yet the instant I sensed your anger….” 
He stared into her beautiful, green eyes. “It’s your wolven half coming out, baby. 
You’re in heat. Shewolves search for the strongest in the pack. You’re built to feed off the emotions brought on by challenges.” He couldn’t stop tasting her, so while he talked his tongue trailed down her neck, her skin muffling his voice. 
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She shook her head. “But I’ve ovulated before, a few times at least, and it’s never affected me like this. Not once.” 
She sounded lost and confused. He forced himself to pull back. “I wasn’t here before, Anna. When a shewolf finds her mate, she can think only of him, just as he thinks only of her. It’s nature taking over, baby. Just nature.” 
“But I’m not an animal.” 
He winced at her words. 
“No, I mean…. Damn, I don’t even know what I mean.” 
“I know, baby. I know exactly what you mean.” His forehead dropped to hers, his arms lightly wrapped around her waist, offering comfort and no more. “I’m here for you, Anna. No matter what. I’m not letting you go through this alone.” For a few moments, she was quiet, and he stroked her hair, hoping to calm her. 
“And if I become pure wolven, does that mean this will get worse?” Kieran could barely restrain his grin. “No, baby. It seems like you’re full-blown in heat, wolven or not. I can’t see it getting much worse no matter whether you stay part human or not.” 
She turned her eyes to his. The confusion melted, leaving only the desires that ran through her blood. She cocked her head. “And you really would kill for me?” A rumble sounded deep in his throat. If she asked that one more time, he was going to take her right there on the desk. “Yes, baby. I’d kill for you. I’d give my very life for you.” The instant the words were out of his mouth he knew they were true. 
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Chapter Eight 
“Do you notice that this is the second time you’ve driven me home in my own car? I can drive, you know.” 
Her words shook Kieran from the sexual fantasies in his mind. Sitting so close to her in this vehicle with the windows rolled up was killing him. She tantalized and teased him with the perfume of her desire. 
He glanced at her then smiled. “Next time, Darine, next time.” She laughed. The sound echoed in the small car between them, husky and hungry. 
There was no doubt, no confusion, and no pain. And if she laughed like that again, he was going to have to pull over, say the hell with it, and take her in the car. He was hard enough to burst the seam of his jeans. 
If only he’d known what it took to bust through her reservations, he could have saved them both a lot of suffering. He silently thanked Ryland for his visit. Not that he still wouldn’t kill him if he touched her again. 
He pulled into her driveway and turned off the ignition. She jumped out of the car and headed to the front door. So that’s the way she wanted this to play out. She was going to pretend nothing happened. His little mate had a huge awakening coming her way. Today was his game, only she didn’t know it yet. 
He exited the car and stood behind her, the key poised in her fingers. He locked his own around hers. 
“Allow me.” He turned the key and opened the front door. He followed her inside then closed the door. 
They got no further than the living room. He had to touch her. He captured her hand in his and drew her flush against his body. 
“Where do you think you’re going?” 
“I was going to change.” 
He shook his head, a sardonic smile on his face. “Here. Now.” 


* * * 
The wild taste and strength in his kiss weakened Anna’s defenses. Yes, she had every intention of making love, but on her terms, not his. After they talked. She needed to understand things. 
But everything about his touch demanded her submission. Her tongue wrapped around his, teasing, tasting, but she jerked it back in surprise when it touched along a sharp canine. 
Fangs. 
Deadly canines. Wait, there’s something I need to ask…something about….  She struggled to get away, to step back and breathe, to think, but he was everywhere. His body touched hers, his scent like a drug, and his taste, dark and sensuous. He was everything dangerous. Masculine, strong, deadly. Everything she’d ever dreamed of in a mate. Mate. That word again. It slipped into her mind when she least expected it, taunted her with promises of the future. Promises of a decadence she craved, cravings only Kieran could fulfill. 
“Anna,” he whispered. 
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“No.” 
He pulled back, confusion rampant on his face. 
She palmed his face in her hands. “My name is Annabelle.” He quirked a smile, and his eyes widened. “Annabelle,” he growled. 
The sound of her name on his lips shattered the last vestiges of her control. It poured over her like chocolate, heating her mind and body, melting them into one. 
“My sweet Annabelle,” he groaned. His deep voice vibrated in her ear, and her body shuddered. Who knew it would be so sexy to hear him use her real name? 
She trembled at his touch, arching into his hands, begging for more. His fingers slipped into the V of her blouse, and with one quick jerk of his hand, the buttons fell away, scattering across the floor. The blouse slid from her arms and landed on the carpet at her feet. A brief shot of remorse at the loss of her blouse was replaced with the lightning bolt of hunger sizzling straight into her feminine core. 
His hands stripped her of her clothes as his mouth peeled away the woman she once was, showing only the shewolf inside. Moisture trickled down her thighs. Things spun out of control faster than she expected. She had questions. She needed answers. If she could just remember…. 
Her mind fought to keep up, but the heat of desire incinerated any conscious thoughts, replacing them with a hunger so deep she ached with the sensation. 
“Kieran,” she whispered. 
“Hmm?” His hands moved to her skirt, sliding it up her thighs, the heat from his hands melting the muscles beneath her skin. 
“I wanted to ask….” 
His teeth traced the edge of her neck, raking along the taut muscles. Tremors skittered beneath her skin, and a hunger too powerful to be denied delved low and aching. Her breasts throbbed with desire. 
When Kieran’s hands cupped her butt, she hissed, and he let out a low growl. It rippled through her body, piercing her soul, ravaging what was left of her control. 
“The hell with it,” she murmured. Her hands ripped his shirt over his head then landed on powerful, muscled abs. She slid her palms upward and found his nipples, teasing them into tiny hard pebbles. A tremor ran through his body. She rumbled low in her chest. Oh, yes. She liked knowing she affected him as much as he affected her. 
His growl intensified as she rubbed her body against his thigh, strategically placed between her legs. Ripples of hunger surged between them. Her breath came in hard pants as he pulled down her skirt. 


* * * 
Kieran heard her moan of submission and reveled in it. At last, his True Mate. The one he’d never expected to have. He ground his teeth, struggling for control as she unfastened his pants. But when her soft hand slipped inside to caress his hip, he shook with hunger. 
His heart hammered against his chest as he made a new discovery. She wore stockings, not pantyhose, and her panties were so small as to be nearly useless. With a quick flick of his hand, he ripped them open. 
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Her scent slammed into him like a fist, and he teetered on the edge of disaster. Fangs split his gums, growing longer, begging him to mark her and make her his own. He fought against the urge, knowing she wasn’t ready. 
“Darine, you are so beautiful,” he murmured. She pressed against him, so feminine, so hungry. She was everything he could ever want in a mate. Intelligent, brave, and strong. Soft and sweet. Something teased at his brain. He was forgetting something important. 
He slipped one hand between them, caressing her folds. She moaned and shifted beneath his touch. He slipped a finger inside her heated path, and she cried out, her knees buckling. 
Kieran caught her and moved her to the couch, coaxing her to lie on it. 
“No,” she murmured and sat up. “I want to see everything.” Barely able to control himself, he stepped back, allowing her a good look. He dropped his already open jeans and stepped out of them. Her gaze felt like a heated caress, touching and arousing him further. He reached for her, but she pushed his hands away and slid to her knees on the floor before him. 
Her soft, delicate hands wrapped around the length of his erection, and his own legs nearly buckled. Wet kisses trailed along his thighs and up to his naval. Her tongue caressed his skin hungrily. The moist heat drove him mad. Her small, white teeth nipped him at the waist, and he nearly came in her hand. He grabbed her shoulders and pulled her up. 
“Not yet, Darine. Soon.” 
“But….” 
“No,” he said into hungry, dazed eyes. He sat on the couch and before he could stop her, she climbed onto his lap, straddling him. 
“I want you now.” Her voice was low and husky. He fisted his hands in her hair and pulled her head back, baring her throat to his teeth. He scraped along the artery, chuckling at her answering low moan. 
She pressed her body against his, hot and ready. Proof of her hunger trailed along his skin, burning him, heating him to the point his mind struggled to function. He didn’t want to frighten her. Didn’t want to lose control and mark her before she was ready, but everything about her touch shredded all but the smallest ounce of control. 
He held onto the tatters of self-restraint, watching her body arch, her beautiful breasts so close to his hungry mouth. His lips closed over one erect nub, hard in his mouth. Sheer perfection. Her breasts were soft and just the right size. He let his teeth run along the swollen nipple. Soft hands grabbed at his head, tangling in his hair. At first, he thought she was in pain, but her pull was soft and slow. His teeth held on to her nipple, and she whimpered, her breast pulled taut. He released her and reached for the other. 
As his lips closed over the second peak, she shifted in his lap, and his hardness slid into her tight, moist heat. A groan escaped his chest. Such sweet heat. 
“Damn, baby,” he said, his words lost in the rumble of a growl deep and barely recognizable. Never before had he felt such overpowering lust. He hungered to flip her onto her back, to pound into her, to take her, make her his for all time. 


* * * 
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Anna’s breath caught in her lungs as she took him inside her body. He filled her to capacity, his erection long and hard. When she’d taken him in her hand, she’d nearly cried with longing, and now he was there. Inside. They froze together as one. For the first time, she felt whole. Complete. But she needed more. 
Anna didn’t know what had happened to her inhibitions, but pure, unadulterated lust consumed her. Her body reacted on instinct as she danced the dance of life, older than time itself. She rocked her body, riding him slowly at first, then harder, faster. And every time he growled he sent shocks straight through to her groin. Like a delicate caress on that special bundle of nerves. 
“Kieran, I want to hear you growl. Now.” 
He didn’t question, but obliged her, his growl low and long. Her body trembled in response, deep inside it rumbled. Muscles tightened painfully. Kieran responded, continuing the growl. Whatever she needed, his body understood. His lips curled back, and his teeth scored her neck and shoulder, the thunder of his snarl muffled by her skin. 
The speed of his thrusts increased. The build up inside her reached a pinnacle of unprecedented proportions. 
When the explosion hit, it hit hard, her body bowing on his lap. 


* * * 
Kieran felt her orgasm hit. Her muscles spasmed around him, squeezing every ounce of pleasure they could from his body. He thrust hard, his orgasm intensifying. 
“Kieran,” she cried, low and deep. His name stretched out as her climax reached its peak. He thrust hard then froze, exploding within her. 
His shout of completion echoed around the quiet home just as she collapsed into his arms. He gathered her close, his mind hardly able to work. The only sound now the hoarse whispers of their ragged breaths. 
For long minutes, neither moved. Her head rested on his shoulder. 
He recovered before she did, but only barely, and brushed her hair from her face. 
The afterglow of serious love making shone in her eyes, her face flushed. Her body draped over his, languid and satisfied. More sexy than ever before, and he felt his own body twitch inside of her. She gasped at the sudden movement and leaned back to look at him, but wouldn’t look him in the eyes. 
“Don’t be embarrassed, my mate. Never be embarrassed.” 
“But…I was so….” 
“So beautiful and so sexy.” He played with her hair. “Never be ashamed of your desire.” 


* * * 
 Anna struggled to hide the tears brimming in her eyes. Confusion rippled in waves. 
She’d wanted him. There was no doubt. And she’d come like never before. This wasn’t her. She didn’t rip a man’s clothes off and make love to him. And what was with the growls? Why did her body respond to them so powerfully? 
But Kieran would have none of her regrets. Even now, his hands caressed her gently. 
She didn’t want to admit it, but the gentleness almost overwhelmed her. 
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“Stop,” she whispered. 
“Why, Anna? Why should we stop? Is that what you really want me to do?” She shook her head, confused. “I don’t know…. This isn’t me….” He smiled, chuckling softly. “No, my mate. This is you. This is who you are meant to be.” 
“But I’ve never….” She was trying to say she’d never acted like a slut before. So wanton. It was embarrassing, to say the least. 
“Never what?” 
“Never been so crazy.” 
He laughed. “And I pray it continues, mate.” 
She slapped him playfully, hiding the hurt from him. 
“Seriously,” said Kieran, “it’s the heat, Anna. It makes you much hungrier than you would otherwise be. Don’t you understand that?” 
“Does that mean it won’t always be like this?” 
He hesitated. “I can’t say. I would like to think so. Though it may not always be as…intense.” 
She nodded, hiding her blush in his neck. Big mistake. The masculine scent that was Kieran rolled over her, powerful and erotic. It hit her hard, like a drug. And like a woman addicted, she nuzzled him, her tongue sneaking out for a taste. The groan that escaped her throat only served to announce her loss of control. Large palms clapped her butt, squeezing. He tipped his head back, baring his throat. 
Unable to resist, she traced the muscles of his neck with her tongue, then her teeth. 
She bit down on the muscle, and he moaned. Fisting his hands in her hair, he yanked her head back. She stared into eyes glazed with pure lust. 
“Now it’s my turn,” he said, harsh and hungry. He lifted them both from the couch, with no effort. For the first time in her life, Anna felt tiny, delicate. She wrapped her legs around his waist. He moved, staying inside her, taking them to the bedroom. Each step pressed him deeper and deeper inside, filling her. His strength was as powerful an aphrodisiac as his scent or taste. Now, with her earlier hunger sated, she could enjoy his touch, enjoy his devastating masculinity. Every move aroused her again. Luscious, decadent. 


* * * 
Kieran knew the instant she chose to submit. Her body melted against him as he moved into the bedroom. His mate. There was no doubt. She still had her questions, and he felt her uncertainty at her own heightened arousal, but he knew in her heart she had accepted him. 
He laid her crosswise on the bed and pulled from her body. She whimpered as he flipped her over. He rumbled softly at the sight before him. Her smooth, sexy back flared into the most beautiful hips he’d ever seen. Wide and round, exactly the way he liked them. She moved to get up. 
“No, stay. I want to see you.” 
She groaned into the mattress, and he was pretty sure he heard her murmur something about embarrassment. 
“You are so beautiful, mate.” He knelt behind her, and his teeth nipped each butt cheek. Like a buffet, he longed to taste every inch of her skin. His tongue trailed down 51 
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her back. He reached her core, and her scent threatened to shatter his control. So sweet, so musky, so hungry for him. Everything about her cried out for his touch. He had to taste. 
He moved in, and she stiffened as his hair brushed her heated skin His tongue swept along, tasting her sweet treasure, and she cried out. 
The wolf inside him struggled for escape, begging for her essence. The instant her sweet honey rolled over his tongue, he was lost. He licked her, ravenous for more. Her body spasmed, and still he continued. Like a drug, he was addicted, unable to stop. She moved to push him away, and he growled. 
“Kieran,” she cried, another orgasm shaking her body. It wasn’t enough. He fought the instinct to bite, to mark. His teeth grazed the soft skin. She yelped, and his tongue soothed the hurt. 
Instead of marking her physically, he let a different hunger take over. His tongue savored her feminine essence, devouring each drop. He had to, or wither and die. A concept he knew made no sense. 
“Mine,” he murmured into her softness. 
He took another swipe with his tongue, and her body shuddered. He pleasured her with everything inside him, and with every taste he marked her soul as clearly as he wanted to mark her body. 


* * * 
Anna struggled but couldn’t gain his attention. He was all instinct. Her body heated again, with the feel of his tongue on her. She wasn’t sure she could take another orgasm. 
His tongue had worked magic, driving her out of her mind, her body exploding time after time. 
Yet still, he continued, each lick, each brush of his fingers designed to drive her insane. His tongue reached deep inside her, as though he wanted to taste her soul. Her body trembled continuously, unable to find a foothold in the storm he created in her body. Her throat became hoarse from screaming. He’d driven her to so many peaks, she’d lost count. 
“Kieran, please.” She cried his name, her voice strained. 
He hesitated. 
“Kieran, I need you inside me. Please.” 
He shifted and crawled up her body sliding effortlessly inside her. She moaned but was too exhausted to move with him. He thrust again and again, each move calculated to drive her to insanity. Damn. An orgasm began building again. Her body reached, while her mind fought it. She couldn’t take much more. Yet he pounded inside of her, his mouth against her ear. He growled and clamped his mouth on the muscles at her throat. 
She felt the fangs, and knew he wanted to bite. Yet still he exerted very little pressure; the skin remained unbroken. 
His body stiffened, and he slammed into her one more time as a howl echoed through the room. The sound trembled through her, and while she knew she should be frightened, she wasn’t. Instead, she fought the urge to join in, to sing the praises of their joining, to howl in celebration. Like an animal. 
The heat of his release did it. No matter how much she struggled against it, her body exploded into another orgasm. Lights burst behind her eyes, and she screamed, her 52 
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voice raw and broken. Yet it went on. Dark spots dotted her vision, and still she screamed. Then at long last, blackness washed over her. 


* * * 
Kieran lay over her limp body, his breath coming in huge gasps. He moved back, slipping from her, bereft in the loss of her heat. He rolled her over. What had he done? 
She wasn’t moving. 
“Anna?” He listened. Her heart beat steadily. Guilt ate at him. His animalistic nature had gotten away from him, and he’d left her unconscious. That was a first. 
Her eyes stirred and fluttered open. 
“Kieran?” 
“Oh, God, Anna. I’m so sorry.” 
“For what?” She frowned. 
“Are you ok? I didn’t mean to be so rough.” 
She smiled lazily. One hand caressed his cheek, and he nuzzled the soft touch. “Not too rough. Tired. So tired.” 
She faded off to sleep. Not too rough? She came until she fainted.  His face cracked into an ear splitting grin. He’d always thought that was a myth. 
He slid her exhausted body beneath the covers then moved to the bathroom to clean up. He barely recognized the face in the mirror above the bathroom sink. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d looked so relaxed. 
His True Mate. 
The words echoed through his mind as he returned to the bedroom. Against his own desires, he washed the proof of their lovemaking from her body. If he had his way, it would stay forever. 
Smiling, he snuggled against her, ignoring the erection he sported. 
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Chapter Nine 
Anna flicked her wrist to glance at her watch. Five thirty. Kieran would be back any minute from picking up paper towels. Kieran’s desire to be at her side at all times was so wolfish, it drew a smile from her heart. But it made life difficult as a veterinarian, so she’d resorted to sending him off on little shopping trips, the last of which was to pick up a few supplies for the clinic. When he got back, they’d be off to visit his pack. 
Today was the meet-the-family trip. Wiping sweat from her palms, she sighed. She always thought it was the men who dreaded such visits. Then again, she wasn’t meeting a normal family. These people were wolven. An entire pack of wolven. What if she did something wrong? Would it be like wolf society, and she’d get “smacked down” for being rude? 
God, she hoped not. 
So much had happened in the last few weeks. She was no longer an innocent veterinarian from a single-parent household. She was something else, and her mom had kept secrets. Important secrets. When Mom got home from her vacation, they were going to have to talk. Even though Anna loved her mom, the day Nancy Calloway’s plane landed, she was in deep trouble. 
Anna stripped off her smock and reached for her clothes. No sense meeting the pack smelling of cats, dogs, and medicine more than she had to. 
She dropped her skirt and reached into the closet for the black slacks she kept for emergencies. The door to her office opened. She turned. “Hey!” It was Kieran. He closed the door behind him. His face held a determined expression. And more. She knew that look. He wanted her and now. Moisture flooded between her thighs, her body already preparing itself for him. 
“Kieran, we don’t have time for—” 
One strong arm reached out and grabbed her about the waist, and before she could utter another sound, his mouth covered hers. She gasped into his mouth, and his tongue surged in. His body pressed against hers. The hard knife’s edge of his erection pressed against the softness of her belly, his heat melting any idea she had about resisting. 
Once again, she found herself pressed against the wall. She’d never known a man so hungry for her that he couldn’t wait to get her to a bedroom. Kieran’s strong hands moved down her arms, a firm, definite caress. He linked his fingers in hers and swept them above her head, clasping them in a large palm. He pressed his body to hers, nuzzling against her neck and across her shoulder. 
Sharp canines scraped the muscle in her neck while he unbuttoned her blouse. 
“I need you now, Anna.” His hips surged toward her, and she responded. The constant, dull ache in her loins exploded to full-blown hunger. 
“Not arguing here,” she breathed. She was going to have to make a decision soon. 
She couldn’t keep doing this to him. He needed her on a level she couldn’t even comprehend, and until she gave him her full commitment, she knew he’d stay on the edge of control. Just as the heat had her on the edge of hers. 
At that instant, his hand slipped into her panties, and all conscious thought disappeared. Lust burned through her, boiling away the last of her inhibitions. With a lift of her knee, she struggled to climb up him, to feel the heat of his body where he belonged, between her thighs. 
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He growled when her legs lifted. “No, stay.” He firmly pushed until her feet touched the floor. 
Damn, she wasn’t a dog who obeyed. She wanted to move, to take him as he wanted to take her. With a tug, she struggled against the hold on her hands, but he didn’t budge. 
“Kieran, please….” 
One finger slipped into her panties and parted her feminine folds. It gently brushed the knob of nerves within. He softly circled with his fingertip, not moving inside, not pressing down. She groaned. 
Every touch like torture. Every touch like Nirvana. How did he do this so fast? Take her from a controlled, professional woman to a wriggling mass of hunger in mere seconds? Her legs trembled, and again she wrapped one around his hip. 
“Not yet.” His breath fanned across her cheek, hot and moist. She turned to meet his lips, only to be denied. 
“Kieran,” she complained. “I want you. Now.” 
He chuckled, that soft, male sound that drove her insane. Why was he teasing her like this? 
“I want my scent all over you. I want no one to doubt you’re mine.” He answered her question as though he knew her mind. 
Even in her fogged, aroused state, Anna understood. She’d felt it each time they made love, his hunger to mark her as his own. His body shook with the effort it took to contain the desire. And now they would meet his pack, without that mark. Without her changed to full-wolven. 
“Yes,” she whispered. A low rumble of approval sounded in his throat. God, how she loved that sound. 
He kept her pinned to the wall with one hand while his other caressed her body. 
Firm, masculine strokes of pleasure. With a quick flick of his hands he did away with her panties. She gasped and heard his masculine laughter. 
“You can’t hold my hands up here forever. You’re going to have to let me go.” Anna barely recognized her own voice. The soft and husky tone echoed her desire. 
“How right you are,” he groaned. But he didn’t release her. Instead, he brought her palms to his chest, over his heart. “On your knees.” 
Her gaze shot to his in surprise. 
“On your knees, Annabelle,” he whispered. It wasn’t a request but a command. For an instant, she thought about refusing. But the hunger in his eyes, his need to dominate burned into her. She shivered with longing and held his gaze as she knelt at his feet. 
It wasn’t like her to be submissive to a man, yet she couldn’t ignore the need gleaming in his eyes. Here, in her own office, he was going to take her his way. The only way. 
She eyed his crotch, now at eye level. It bulged with evidence of his hunger, the threads pulled tight at the seams. 
“Your teeth, baby. Use your teeth.” 
God, this was crazy. Insane. Any second one of her vet techs could come barreling through the door. Yet she didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward and grasped the metal zipper tab with her teeth. It took some time, but she lowered it carefully. Each zipper tooth opened, revealing a fraction more of his body, intensifying the hum of hunger inside her. 
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“Take it out, Annabelle.” That selfsame shiver rippled through her at the sound of her name on his lips. The only man who’d ever used her real name. It made her feel intensely feminine and delicate. 
Despite the desire in her veins, she couldn’t do what he asked—what she longed to do. 
“I need my hand.” She tugged at her right arm. “Kieran, please.” God, she was begging him. On her knees and begging. She should feel humiliated, but she didn’t. The hunger in his eyes gave her power. 
He released one hand, the other staying over his pounding heart. The pounding in his chest increased in time with her touch as she smoothed her hand over the front of his jeans, caressing the hard steel beneath the cloth. With a flick of her wrist, she opened the jeans, and with the help of his hands, his jeans dropped to the floor, along with his underwear. 
He was beautiful. She didn’t care that men weren’t supposed to be beautiful. Kieran was. Long and hard, his body strained forward, begging her to caress. Her fingers brushed across the velvety soft skin. The texture seemed at odds with the solid power beneath it. Her long fingers closed about his length, barely able to encircle him. 
The masculine scent of his arousal touched her on some instinctive level she didn’t understand. She rubbed her face in his crotch, inhaling his essence. That’s when she understood. Like him, she wanted his scent on her. To be marked. But not now. Not minutes before meeting the pack. Soon. She moaned as she nuzzled him, absorbing his scent into her skin. 
“Lick it, baby. All over.” 


* * * 
Her soft, wet tongue touched his heated skin, and Kieran gasped. He’d died and gone to heaven. There was no other way to describe the sheer pleasure that ripped through him. Her tongue trailed from top to base and then back again. Any second someone would come waltzing in and find their boss pleasuring him. 
He should be appalled at his actions, but instead, he felt powerful. When she’d nuzzled his crotch, unabashed, he’d nearly come right then. Did she even understand what she was doing? She wasn’t just touching him. Her skin was absorbing his scent at its strongest. 
Her hot lips slipped over the head, and she took him inside her mouth. His thoughts scattered, and his hips lurched toward her, uncontrolled. 
He yanked her up by her arms and wrapped them around his neck. 
“Hold on, baby.” The second her hands tightened about his neck, he lifted her. She entwined her long legs about his waist, and with his hands on her derriere, he plunged, deep and hard, inside her. He captured her scream with his mouth, inhaling it. She gasped into his mouth, and he let her up for air. 
He stroked in and out of her, and her mouth came down hard on his, and it was his turn to groan at the sweet sensations. They fed from one another’s mouths while her body gripped him hard, pulsing and milking him. 
She’d thought him dominant. He’d seen it in her eyes, the battle to decide if she should submit. Yet from the instant her lips touched his erection, she’d been the one in control. Every stroke of her tongue, every soft touch of her mouth had driven his need to 56 
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dominate right out of his mind. Instead, he could only feel. Only relish the sensations that were his mate. Hard need to dominate supplanted by pure hunger. 
Even now, as he plunged into her, his hands on her hips, thrusting hard inside her, he could think only of his desire to take her as his own. His canines lengthened, and his body shook with the need to mark her. He broke their kiss and let the sharp edges of his teeth graze her neck and shoulder, and she moaned, her body wracked with a hard shudder. 
“Soon.” 
Her single word was a whispered promise fluttering through the air between them. 
Soft, like a butterfly’s wings. A word of magic. The trembling eased, his canines receded. 
He captured her mouth with his. Her body shook and shivered, and he knew she neared her climax. 
“Now, baby,” he whispered. She understood. God, how he loved this woman. Her body convulsed, and he captured her screams in his mouth. The rippling of her muscles around him was more than he could handle, and he let it take him over the edge. 
Powerful bursts of light and energy flowed through his body like a detonation of pure lust. 
The gasp from her throat only urged him on. Instinct threatened to overwhelm good sense. His desire to taste her life’s blood grew stronger by the minute. The knowledge she would be meeting his pack as his mate sent tremors of hunger through him. 


* * * 
Anna’s eyes flew open the instant the hinges on the door squeaked. “Don’t come in,” she shouted. “I’m not dressed.” The door closed again, and Anna smelled Jamie on the other side and knew she was smirking at them. Jamie often walked into Anna’s office while she was dressing, and Anna had never uttered a word of complaint, so she had to know something was different this time. 
“Just letting you know Doctor Conroy called and said he’d have no problems covering for you this weekend. Everything’s under control.” 
“Thanks, Jamie.” Anna heard the soft, rubber soles of Jamie’s shoes as she walked away. 
Kieran rested his forehead against hers. “That was close,” he said, chuckling. 
“More than close. She’s not stupid.” Yet Anna didn’t care. She ducked her head to hide the satisfied smile tugging at her lips. She’d felt Kieran’s need the instant he’d walked into the room and her body had responded. Boy, had it. 

“Think I have time for a shower?” she asked. 
His only response was a glare and a growl. The sound reverberated inside her. 
Possessive, hungry. 
“Guess not,” she laughed. She couldn’t believe she was doing this. Going to visit the pack after making love to Kieran and not showering. They would all know. Of course, that was his goal, but that didn’t make it any easier. Her instincts fought her common sense this time. Instinct said flaunt it; let them smell his scent on her. But her human side thought it was wrong. Privacy factor and all. 
Instinct won out, and she dressed. 
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* * * 
“So how many people are going to be there, Kieran?” Anna asked while pulling a brush through her hair. 
“People?” 
She spun around. Humor filled his eyes. “Oh, all right, wolven. How many?” He shrugged, the smile still a shadow on his face. “It differs. Some of them may be out hunting. The pack is about seventy-five strong, but they aren’t always there at once.” 
“Seventy-five! I thought I was going to meet a few members of your family, not an entire army!” She tossed her brush into her bag. “I can’t believe you didn’t tell me.” He arched a brow. “How would knowing the number make a difference?” 
“Never mind,” she said in exasperation. 
“I’m sorry, Anna. I thought you understood. Don’t worry. It’s not like you’re expected to remember them all at once.” 
“Yeah, I know,” she said, waving him off. “It’s no big deal. Come on, I’m ready.” She grabbed her bag and headed out of the door. 
Anna left information with her receptionist in case of an emergency then let Kieran escort her outside. 
He didn’t take her to a car. Instead, he took her to his motorcycle. 
“We’re going on that?” Every time she saw Kieran on the bike, she’d struggled not to laugh. She always expected a man of his size and strength to have something bigger, more impressive. But the Kawasaki looked more like a child’s toy than a man’s motorcycle. It had room for a passenger, but just barely. 


“It’s the safest mode of travel.” 
She arched a brow as he handed her a helmet. 
“The safest mode of travel to where we’re going. It’s a dual purpose bike. I can ride it on road and off.” 
“Are you saying we need an off road bike for this trip?” 
“The pack doesn’t make its headquarters in the center of town. We tend to like the woods.” 
She met his gaze and smiled. In her mind’s eye, she pictured the tall pines and the underbrush and could almost feel herself running through the trees. “Just a second.” She moved to her car and opened the trunk, shrugged on the backpack she kept inside. 
“Do you always keep a pack ready to go?” 
She nodded. “Sure. I like to be prepared. Don’t leave home without it.” 
“Always ready for anything, aren’t you?” He shook his head and grinned. 
He handed her the helmet and, after adjusting her pack, she donned it easily. The bike vibrated beneath them, and she propped her feet on the tiny pegs. The bike lunged forward, and she wrapped her arms around his waist. 
Forty minutes later, they turned into the Uwharrie National Forest. Pine trees and turkey oaks dotted the landscape around them. Several stories high, their needles and leaves blocked the sun. The tops of the pines glittered in the clear afternoon light as though decorated in golden Christmas tinsel. The scent of the acidic pine burned her nostrils. 
The motorcycle bumped along the dirt path through the trees until they came to a small clearing. Cabins were tucked neatly behind vegetation, built to enhance the environment rather than clash. It exuded a pleasant peacefulness she hadn’t 58 
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experienced since she’d visited her grandparents as a child. They too lived in the woods, their house complimenting the vegetation around it. 
Anna swung her leg off the bike. Two wolves whipped past them running full speed, their bodies stretched low to the ground. She fell back, and Kieran caught her, his strong arms wrapping around her waist. He stripped her pack from her shoulders and righted her, letting go only after she was steady. 
A scream echoed on the other side of the clearing. Kieran glanced at her and without a word sped across the grass, still holding her backpack. Anna ran after him. When they reached the other side, she smelled it. The coppery scent of blood. 
Without a word, she pushed her way through the gathering masses, Kieran close behind, to find three wolves lying on the ground. Two gushed blood from their sides, their coats slick and wet. The other had a smaller injury near the ribs. 
“My bag,” she said. 
Kieran handed it to her without a word. The entire crowd stood hushed. They seemed frozen in shock. 
She stepped forward, and growls exploded from the onlookers. 
“Excuse me, pushing through. Excuse me.” 
“Who do you think you are?” one male snarled, stepping in front of Anna. 
Kieran bared his fangs. The man sniffed the air then backed off just as fast as he’d stepped forward. 
In the center, next to the wolves, stood a dark shewolf. Her Native American style skirt hung past her knees, and her braided hair gleamed in the late afternoon sun. 
“Why don’t they just change?” 
Kieran caught up with her and answered. “They still have bullets inside.” He sniffed. 
“Smells like silver. If they change, the bullet becomes part of them, and they’ll bleed to death. If it’s not removed quickly, they’ll die anyway. Silver keeps the wounds from healing, causing heavy blood loss.” 
Anna stepped forward again, only to be stopped by the dark shewolf. 
“You are not welcome here.” 
“Excuse me?” Anna’s voice was crisp, already in clinical mode. “I can help them.” 
“You are not one of us.” 
“She is.” Kieran spoke from behind her, his hand on her waist. “She’s half shewolf.” Whispers fluttered through the crowd like water over rocks. 
“And she’s a veterinarian,” Kieran growled. 
The two females squared off. Neither planned to give in. Anna knew if she did, these three wolves would die. She sniffed the air, too, and realized she was learning. The scent told her one was wolf. The others were wolven. She was not about to let any of them die because of stupid pack rules. Not if she could help it. 
“Get out of my way,” said Anna. “If you want them to live, let me through.” She dug in her bag and took out her surgical pack. “Unless you have another doctor?” A tremor of fear tried to peek into her subconscious, but she shoved it aside. Now was not the time. She was here to meet Kieran’s family, but instead she bossed them around, forcing them to do her bidding. She didn’t even know the differences between wolven bodies and wolves, but she wasn’t about to let that stop her. 
The dark shewolf stared her in the eye, refusing to back down. The contest went on for long seconds while the pack remained silent behind them. 
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At long last, the shewolf’s eyes dropped. “He is the doctor,” she said, motioning to the wolf injured the least. 
“Then move them inside and let me get to work.” 
Finally, the dark shewolf nodded and motioned for the injured wolven to be taken into the nearest cabin. Kieran stepped forward and picked up the largest among them, and others quickly followed suit. 
Anna decided the best place to operate was the large wooden table in the center of the room. “Bring that one first,” she said nodding toward the one injured the most. 
“No. Not this one. Him first.” The dark shewolf motioned to the one she’d called the doctor. 
“But he’s not the one near death’s door.” 
“No. But we must think of the pack. We cannot lose our doctor while you try to save one that cannot be saved.” 
Logical, but cold. Anna gave a stiff nod and dropped to her knees at the doctor’s side. 
She rolled out her pack and slid on surgical gloves. A quick examination showed the bullet was lodged between the second and third ribs. Removing it would be difficult, but if she made incisions on either side of the bullet, she could pull it out with forceps, though it would be painful for the patient. Her hand scrabbled in her bag until it closed around her favorite scalpel. Heat burned through the rubber glove, and she hesitated. 
The special blade had been a gift from her mother upon graduating vet school. It was more for luck than actual surgery, so she’d left it in her car for emergencies. But, because it was special—because it was silver—it was of no use to her this time. 
“Damn,” she said. She dropped the scalpel into her pack and wrapped it up. 
“What’s wrong?” asked the woman. 
“Get me your doctor’s pack. I need a different scalpel.” Murmurs of dissention ran through the crowd. 
“You heard her,” barked Kieran. “James, go get the doc’s kit!” The young man turned and ran. Anna examined the wounds more closely. She thought she saw relief in the male’s eyes. He too had sensed the silver in her hand. A moist tongue licked her jeans. 
“I’m sorry, you’ll just have to wait a few more minutes.” She ran her hand over his side. Energy sizzled through her palm. Familiar energy. Not sexual, like Kieran’s, but something else. His scent seemed familiar in some way. Like she’d met him before. 
A few seconds later, the young man returned, charging through the crowd holding the large medical bag. 
Anna grabbed it and opened it, only to be drawn up short. They were dirty. The tools inside hadn’t been cleaned. Her gaze flew to Kieran’s face. She couldn’t use them. 
“They won’t have a problem with infection.” Kieran moved to her side and whispered softly. “Remember, once the bullet is out, they are going to change to their human forms. Well, two of them will.” 
She nodded. “I need something to knock them out.” 
“No,” the dark shewolf interrupted then turned to Kieran. “I thought you said she would know what she’s doing?” 
“She does, but there are some differences she hasn’t been trained on yet. Anna, you can’t sedate them.” 
“But the pain….” 
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The shewolf spoke, her voice harsh. “They’ll tolerate it. If you can’t do it, get out of here and let someone else handle it.” 
“I’ll do it.” 
“Anna,” said Kieran. “Don’t soften it. It’s their pain. Don’t take it from them.” Her eyes flashed at him, frustrated. She couldn’t stand causing anyone pain, animal or human. Or in this case, wolven. How could he ask that of her? 
The entire situation went against her training. Knowingly causing any creature pain went against her oath, and to do it with dirty instruments…. But it had to be. It was her or they die. Just like with Duke, there was no other option. 
She took the scalpel and with a soft prayer, she cut. The wolf rumbled a groan of pain but made no move to escape. Despite Kieran’s warning, she felt the pain. Felt the slice in her side. She breathed through it. 
Kieran cleared his throat, and she knew he was aware of what she felt. With a deep breath, she built a wall, brick by brick, in her mind. She bent to her work. It was slow going. At long last, she managed to remove the bullet, but the bleeding continued. She turned a worried glance to Kieran, when an idea hit. Anna dug into her bag and pulled out the Quick Stop. Hopefully it would be enough. A light sprinkling over the wound, and the bleeding stopped. 
Bright light flashed in her eyes, and when it dimmed, a naked man lay before her. 
His dark hair had just enough length to show curl. The golden skin was smooth and dusted with dark hair. She examined the skin along his ribs, purposely avoiding his lower body. Splashes of blood remained, but the wound was healed. 
The woman handed him a pungent drink. “Here, Matthew.” 
Again, Anna was overcome with familiarity for the man. She didn’t know his face. 
But she knew his scent. Kieran moved the man outside. The pale of the injured man’s skin showed just how much damage the injury caused. He’d lost a lot of blood. 


* * * 
 Kieran helped Matthew stand and moved with him outside to the fresh air. He wasn’t sure who needed to breathe in the crisp healing oxygen more, Matthew or himself. The shock of Anna taking control of his pack was like a silver blade piercing his lungs. His breathing grew labored, and his heart pounded. He needed to get out of there to keep Anna from realizing something was wrong. She had her hands full as it was, and he didn’t want his niece to suffer long-term affects from the silver poisoning. 
He lowered Matthew into the chair on the porch then handed him the concoction provided by Laura on the way out. It was the same vile liquid Matthew had forced down Kieran’s throat more times than he could count. 
Healing herbs. 
Contrary to human stories, wolven didn’t drink blood. But when blood loss occurred, often a supplement was needed, something to speed their recovery. Shifting healed the worst of the injuries, but it took energy. Lots of energy. Sometimes the body needed help, and thus the healing concoction Matthew had invented. 
He watched the doctor grimace in distaste. 
“This stuff really is nasty, isn’t it?” 
Kieran bared his teeth in a semblance of a smile. “Yes, it is.” 
“Perhaps I should do something about that.” 
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Kieran barely heard his friend’s words. 
“Maybe you should,” he replied automatically. He turned to stare at the woods, fighting the desire to run, to become a wolf and burst through the trees, banishing all human thoughts and emotions. 
There was no way the woman he’d seen in action could possibly be his True Mate. 
She was too powerful, too strong-willed. She was an alpha. 
Once changed, she would hunger for one thing: Control. Of the Pack. The one thing Kieran could never give her. 
“Kieran?” 
He turned back to Matthew. Kieran had known him since he was a child. The man joined their pack, saying his own was angered by his mate. Yet here, he was mateless, huddled in a blanket provided by the pack’s own Alpha pair. Accepted only because of his skill as a doctor. Something so rarely used, many still considered him an outcast. If not for the healing concoction the man now held in shaking hands, he’d be on his own. 
“Kieran, did you hear me?” the doctor asked. 
“No, sorry. What did you say?” 
“I asked, have you told her?” 
“Told her what?” 
“That she’s with child.” 
Kieran’s eyes widened in shock. “She can’t be.” 
“When did you first bed her?” 
“Isn’t that term archaic even for you, Matthew?” 
The man shrugged, pulling the blanket closer to his body. “Maybe. Would you prefer me to ask when you first fucked her?” 
Kieran growled. Wild emotions rippled through his body. Frustration, anger, and for some strange reason, jealousy. That the man recognized what he didn’t? Maybe, but he wasn’t sure. 
“It’s been a week,” he finally said. He let the breath ease out through his teeth. She was pregnant. True Mates were so rare the stories must have been skewed through the years, romanticized. The stories were wrong. It was the only answer. She was able to get pregnant with his child as a half-breed. But there was no way she was his True Mate. 
He’d been mistaken. 
Alpha. The one and only position he could never provide her. Fury at his own weakness ripped through him. If only they’d met years ago, before he’d proven his flaws. 
“Then she doesn’t know. Maybe that’s best.” The doctor nodded. “She’s a beautiful woman, Kieran. Though if you change her now, she will lose the child.” Maybe I can still keep her with me, force her to learn her place, teach her to submit. 
Then the image of her staring into Laura’s eyes, demanding the woman’s submission, the whispers of the crowd when she succeeded, all flashed in his mind. If only she’d thought to ask permission. But she hadn’t. He’d never met a half-breed whose instincts were so strong. His fingers curled around the wood railing, nails growing. 
It wouldn’t work. 
“She’s not mine to change, Matthew. I thought she was, but I was wrong.” The doctor stared at him. 
“Kieran, she has accepted who and what you are. She is your True Mate. Even I can see that.” 
Kieran wheeled about, his fangs flashing. “No,” he shouted. 
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Matthew’s eyes grew wide, and Kieran knew he’d let the man push him too far. He whirled away, staring into the trees. The shadows darkened, settling into the forest. He lifted his eyes to the sky. The moon shone through the few clouds, crisp and clear. First quarter moon. A small, curved sliver of light hanging in the night sky. Only a few more hours of the night’s moon and it would set. 
It called to him, begging him to give in, to run, to relish the lack of thought only the change could bring. 
“Don’t make your decision hastily. I can see something is bothering you, but it can be worked out. You love her. I can see it. And she loves you. I’ve been there. I know what hurt the differences between our people can cause, but she can overcome them. She’s half there already.” 
“There are some things that cannot be overcome, my friend.” 
“No.” The doctor shook his head. “I thought that once, too, Kieran. I let my mate convince me that our differences couldn’t be overcome. I let her send me away. Don’t do the same thing I did. Don’t live as half a man. Take it from me. It’s not worth the pain.” Kieran saw the faraway look in Matthew’s eyes and wondered anew what happened to bring him to their pack. He’d never pushed, never questioned him, but had always sensed the pain just at the surface. 
Matthew took another sip of his drink, and the breeze pushed his scent toward Kieran. It was familiar. Something about it that he’d never noticed before. Something important. But he couldn’t quite put his finger on it. 


* * * 
 Inside the cabin, Anna stood at the table examining the female wolven. A voice floated to her from outside. Kieran. He was angry. She felt it, as clearly as though he’d told her. It rippled inside her, building with every second. She wanted to go to him, but first, she had to concentrate on her patient. 
The young shewolf before her was an amazing shade of blond. Unlike any wolf or dog she’d ever seen. Her body seemed healthy except for the bullet wound. Anna carefully cut into the shoulder. The bullet had shattered the scapula. At least she didn’t have to worry about reconstruction, but that didn’t change the fact she was causing immense pain to this female. 
Unable to resist, she lowered the wall in her mind. Not much, just enough to ease the wolven’s pain. She sighed and started her first incision. Muscle and tissue gave way in the path of the blade. Bone fragments pushed from the wound. Both she and the wolven groaned in pain. Once the incision was large enough, Anna grabbed a pair of forceps. 
Then came the most difficult task of all—the extraction of the bullet. Tears ran down her face as the poor creature screamed in pain. Finally, she felt it. Closing the forceps, and with great care, she pulled the bullet out. Anna dusted the wound with Quick Stop. The blood heated and boiled inside the opening, and a burst of empathic pain ripped from the animal into Anna’s mind, but she quickly banished it. The Quick Stop did its work, and the bleeding slowed to a trickle then stopped. 
In a blinding flash of light, the young shewolf changed back to human form. She lay panting, a cold sweat pouring from her body. 
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The dark shewolf dabbed the girl’s forehead with a wet cloth and wrapped her in a blanket. Anna was surprised to see tears in her eyes, and the shewolf closed her arms around the girl who looked barely out of her teens. 
The door opened, and her first patient moved inside. Matthew. He wore his blanket now as a covering about his body, wrapped around his waist. 
“Thank you. You saved our lives.” His voice was quiet, yet powerful. 
She nodded. “One more patient.” She nodded tiredly toward the wolf. 
“You can sedate him. And make sure you use your own instruments.” She arched a brow in his direction. 
“He’s not wolven. My instruments would kill him. You’re right. I’ve been lax about not keeping things clean. I forget that I am a doctor to save all, not just our kind.” She swallowed and nodded. The tears on her face had dried. At least now she could use her training and not sheer gut instinct. She grabbed her discarded surgical pack as well as a sedative and moved to the third wolf. 
He wasn’t in as bad of shape as the other two. Thank heaven, because he would have to heal the old fashioned way. No shifting for him. 
He whined when she approached, and she soothed him with her voice. 
“It’s ok, boy. I’m going to make the pain go away.” She sensed more than saw Kieran beside her. 
He moved to the creature’s head and offered to help, but refused to meet her eyes. 
She didn’t know if he was afraid she’d get bitten, or was simply trying to make things easier. She was too tired to make sense of the emotions that rippled from his body. 
Anger, pain, sadness. 
She shook her head and forced her attention to her last patient. She’d have plenty of time afterward to talk with Kieran. She injected the sedative and waited while the wolf slipped into a deep sleep. She looked at Kieran. His acknowledging smile didn’t reach his eyes. She felt his withdrawal as plainly as if he’d put a shield between them. It confused her. And it hurt. 
But now wasn’t the time. She turned her mind back to the injured wolf. She again rolled out her pack, looking for her favorite scalpel. With her freshly gloved hands, she sorted through the instruments. 
“What’s wrong?” 
“My scalpel. It’s not here.” 
“Are you sure?” 
“Positive. I mean, there’s one here, but not the big one, the one that had silver in it.” 
“Maybe it fell out.” 
She shrugged. “Possible. It’s not here, so I’m going to have to use the smaller blade. 
No time to sterilize another.” 
She bent over her work. From time to time, the sedated wolf whimpered in his sleep, but otherwise the procedure proved uneventful. The crowd had moved outside, probably talking to their doctor to find out what happened. 
With a final snip of the scissors, Anna cut the last stitch, closing the wound. 
Finished, she wrapped the bloody bullet in a spare piece of gauze. Kieran gave her a tight smile as she cleaned up the mess. 
“Thank you for your help.” 
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He shrugged, but didn’t turn to look at her as he picked up bloody rags and threw them in the trash. 
“Kieran, what’s going on? Have I made you angry?” 
He turned toward her. “Of course not.” 
His eyes showed no anger. What she saw was sadness. Maybe even grief. Confused, she stepped outside with him. The crowd gathered around. 
They stared, waiting for an explanation of the stranger in their midst. When Kieran spoke, his words shocked her. 
“I’d like you to meet Anna, who’s half-wolven. We owe her our thanks.” A rumbling rippled through the crowd, low and deep. Why hadn’t he introduced her as his mate? Noses scented the air, and the whispers intensified. 
Matthew stepped forward. “Again, Anna, thank you so much. I’d much rather have a trained professional poking into my body than one of these clowns.” His eyes twinkled, but she could tell he was tired. 
“What happened? How were you shot?” 
He shrugged. “I’m not sure. A hunter perhaps?” 
“Where is Sean?” 
The dark shewolf spoke from behind her. Anna turned. The shewolf sat in a large, porch chair holding the young shewolf as though she were a child, cocooned in the protective warmth of her arms. 
Matthew shook his head as tears ran down the girl’s face. “We don’t know. When the shooting started, he darted off to distract them.” 
“Who’s Sean?” asked Anna. 
“Our pack leader.” An unknown voice piped in from the rear of the crowd. 
The implications of what he said hit hard. Their pack leader is missing. A shiver of trepidation ran down her spine. 
“Who would know to use silver bullets?” Anna asked. 
Pair after pair of eyes stared at her, evaluating, wondering, she was sure, why she was butting her nose into their business. 
No one spoke. No one answered the all-important question. 
“Anna.” The soft voice came from the dark shewolf. “Thank you.” Tears shone in her large, luminescent eyes. “You saved my daughter.” 
“You mean…?” She motioned to the girl who still huddled in the blanket, now sitting on the porch swing. 
“Yes, that is my daughter. Her name is Tanya. And I am Laura. Welcome to our pack. 
Without your help she would be gone.” 
“But you….” Anna frowned. “You had me save Matthew first. Why chance her life like that?” 
Laura offered a tremulous smile. “The choice I made was what’s best for our pack. 
But one a mother should never have to make.” 
“Why?” 
“An Alpha’s job is to protect her clan. Even as the Alpha Bitch. My husband wasn’t here to make the decision.” Tears streamed down the mother’s face. “I had no choice.” Anna stared at the shewolf then nodded. She saw the pain in the female’s eyes. Her missing husband, her wounded daughter. Anna understood her pain. It was the same for any family, human or wolven. Yet she’d made the decision for the pack. For the greater good. 
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“I’m so sorry.” Her own voice broke. “Do they have any clues about your husband?” Laura shook her head sadly. “No.” 
“He’ll show up.” 
“I can only hope. Again, thank you.” 
Anna nodded. She turned to find the crowd slowly dispersing. Even though she understood Laura’s position, she wasn’t sure she could have done the same thing. Her eyes searched the men for Kieran’s familiar frame. He was gone. 
“Where’s Kieran?” 
“He has gone to his cabin. It is the last on the left.” As Anna started to turn, Laura stopped her. 
“A moment, Anna. Please.” 
Anna hesitated. 
“Be patient with him. It is a difficult time for Kieran.” 
“For him? Why would this be difficult for him?” 
“It’s not for me to explain. But be patient with him. He has suffered a lot in his life. 
He loves you, Anna. I can see it in his eyes.” 
Anna nodded. Confused and hurt, she moved toward Kieran’s cabin. 
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Chapter Ten 
Anna walked down the path to the small cabin, following Kieran’s scent. The sun had set, and the dark windows didn’t surprise her. With his natural instincts, Kieran would not only know where she was and when she was coming, but he didn’t need light to do it. 
God, how she wished she understood what was happening. 
She stepped onto the wooden porch; the pine boards squeaked beneath her feet. 
Kieran leaned on the railing, his eyes staring into the woods. He looked tired. 
“Why did you run off and leave, Kieran? What’s going on?” He didn’t speak. Instead, he shook his head. 
Anna stepped closer. “Look at me.” She struggled to slow down her pounding heart. 
This was not happening. After a beautiful week of him following her every step making the most amazing love to her, he wouldn’t even look at her. What had she done wrong? 
“You need to leave, Anna.” He said the words so softly at first she thought she’d misheard them. 
“Leave? You want to leave now?” 
“I said you need to leave. Now. Before I manage to ruin your life. Before it’s too late.” 
“Ruin my….” She stopped. She was so not going there. She’d had a rough night and she wanted clarity, not words steeped in mystery. She moved across the wood plank floor, her hand touching his back lightly. Powerful muscles jerked beneath the skin, yet still he didn’t look at her. “Kieran, why should I leave? How could you possibly ruin my life?” 
“You need to go back to your world. Back to being human. You can’t tell me you always dreamed of becoming wolven. Go back now.” 
“No.” Her answer rang out sharp and clear. She wasn’t going anywhere. Damnit, this man had made her fall for him, made her not care who or what he was. And now he
wants to send me away? I don’t think so.  “You are my mate, and where you go, I go. 
Isn’t that what you want?” 
He sighed and shook his head. “I was wrong, Anna. I can’t be your mate.” Fingers of ice cold dread snatched at her heart, but she refused to let them take hold. 
It was impossible to hide the anger from her voice. “Can’t or won’t?” 
“Either way, it’s the same thing.” 
He still had his back to her. His broad shoulders were bare, muscles as tense as she’d ever seen them. 
“Look at me, Kieran.” He ignored her, and she ducked under one arm to stand between him and the porch railing. “I said look at me, damnit.” His back stiffened, but his hands remained on the weathered railing. His face was dark and unreadable. His eyes, those beautiful windows to his soul, tortured. 
“I’m not going anywhere. Explain. Now.” 
He took a deep breath. “You’re an alpha.” 
He spoke the words like one would speak a death sentence. 
“And your point?” 
“I’m not.” His tone painted a bleak and ugly picture of his simple words. 
One he hid behind. 
She was not going to let that happen. 
“I still don’t get it.” 
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“Everyone saw it, the way you ordered Laura to back down. She’s the Alpha’s bitch, Anna. She backs down to no one. Yet she did. To you.” 
“She backed down to save her daughter’s life. The life of your only doctor. She did it for them, not because of anything I said.” 
He shook his head. “No. She stepped aside on your order, not the other way around. 
You are the stronger shewolf, Anna.” 
“So I was supposed to stand there and let them die?” 
He gave her a sad smile. “You still don’t understand.” 
“Then please,” she said icily. “Enlighten this poor confused alpha.” The instant she said the words she understood. “Wait. You think because I didn’t wait for permission—
in an emergency—to do what had to be done, that I’m more alpha than the pack Alpha? 
Are you insane?” 
“It’s true. Anna, the wolven instinct runs strong in you. Stronger than any other half-wolven I’ve ever known. The longer you’re around me the stronger you grow, and you haven’t even been changed yet.” 
“And what does this have to do with you and me?” 
“In time, you won’t be happy unless you’re the Alpha of the pack. You need the power and strength of a male alpha to care for you and to hold you back from killing Laura.” 
“You think I’ll…?” Something about what he said didn’t make sense. She understood the part about killing Laura. Not that she would, but she understood the wolven concept instinctually. It was the part about the male alpha. 
“Are you saying you’re not an alpha?” 
He didn’t speak, frustration the only light in his eyes. 
“But you are, Kieran. I’m not blind.” 
He snorted in disgust. “I was. But I am no longer.” 
“You can’t just stop being what you are. You taught me that.” He turned away. 
“Kieran, look at me.” But again, he ignored her. “Damnit, Kieran, if you don’t quit ignoring me I’m going to knock you up side that stubborn head of yours. Now turn around and look at me.” 
He turned back to her, but this time the frustration was gone. In its place was anger. 
Good. She wanted his anger. 
“Don’t push me, little shewolf. You don’t know what you’re messing with,” he growled. 
“Oh, don’t I? I thought since I’m an alpha and you aren’t, that I can mess with you as much as I want.” She stormed toward him and shoved him on the chest. She wanted to slap him, to taunt him. Anything to make him stop behaving so childishly. “If I’m such an alpha, I can do whatever the hell I please, and you can’t stop me.” A small portion of her brain whispered that she was about to get herself killed. Just one powerful blow would do it. He wasn’t human. He was wolven. He wouldn’t accept being bullied. 
She ignored the voice and shoved him again. The snarl that came from his chest was nothing like the playful ones of the past. It reminded her of the night they met, the night he killed Joshua. 
She growled back. “How dare you snarl at me, Mr. I’m-not–an-alpha. Knock it off.” She shoved again. He reached out with one hand and yanked her against him, his breath hot on her ear. His growl rumbled deep, coursing through her body, down her spine and straight into her heart. 
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“Don’t push me again, baby. You’re right, I was once the Alpha. But not a good one. 
That means I have an awful lot of anger built up, so in your words, knock it off.” She curled her lip at him. “Oh, so now I’m supposed to be afraid of you?” she taunted. “What could you possibly have done to make you give up being Alpha, Kieran. 
Tell me.” 


* * * 
 Kieran stared into her eyes. This was way out of control. Why didn’t she just accept him at his word and leave? He didn’t want to lance this wound. Not when it was finally starting to close. Finally healing. But dredging it all up again was like twisting his heart, wringing his past out of him and putting it out there for everyone to see. He let go of her arm and turned away. 
“Talk to me, Kieran. Tell me what’s going on.” 
He sighed. He owed her an explanation. If he was going to send her away, she should at least understand why. 
“My father stepped down as Alpha when I was in my early twenties. He said he wanted to enjoy life while he was still young. He and my mother had plans. Vacations around the world. I was his successor.” He motioned with his arm in disgust, as if he could send time back. He turned his back to her again, his fingers clamped hard on the wood railing. 
“But I didn’t keep them safe long enough to get out of town. While I was out on a hunt, they were killed, butchered in their beds with a silver knife.” His fingers gripped the banister until his knuckles turned white. He noticed and pulled his hand away, flexing the fingers, staring blankly. 
“I couldn’t even protect my own family.” He prepared himself for her derision. 
“And you think your being there would have saved them?” Her voice was quiet, a whisper. This wasn’t what he expected. He didn’t want her sympathy. He didn’t want her feeling sorry for him. 
He swung back to face her. “It’s the Alpha’s job,” he snarled. “It was my job and I failed them. What else is there?” 
“And you’re going to let that rule the rest of your life?” The look of sympathy on her face was too much to bear. “You don’t understand our ways.” He turned his back, blocking her from his heart. 
“Oh, I understand all too clearly, Kieran. You’re willing to let go of your own happiness because of something that happened completely outside of your control. 
You’re willing to throw away my happiness.” 
“Go back home, Anna. Go home and be safe. What happened tonight just reiterates what I’m saying. It’s dangerous, Anna. If tonight hasn’t shown you that, you need to open your eyes. For God’s sake, my own brother is missing. I can’t protect you while I search for Sean. Go home.” 
“I see.” Her voice turned cold. 
He refused to look at her. His heart felt like it was ripping out of his chest. He wasn’t going to put her life in danger, but letting her go hurt almost as much. 
“Maybe Ryland was right.” 
When he didn’t answer, she continued, “If I want to complete what you started, to find my birthright, I guess I’ll have to go to Ryland.” 69 
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His head dropped, and the anger built inside. Just thinking of that beast touching her drove him out of his mind. 
“At least I know he wants me for his mate. He isn’t my first choice, but then, my first choice doesn’t want anything to do with me.” She turned, and he heard her feet on the old boards as she crossed the porch. But she didn’t leave. Instead, she moved closer, her body touching his. “I’d much rather have you.” 
His eyes closed, and his body shuddered. He hadn’t expected this to be so difficult. 
He needed to make her understand something that even he didn’t understand. He shook his head. 
“It won’t work. There are things you don’t….” She put her finger over his lips to silence him then ducked under one of his arms. 
“And things I don’t care about.” Anna let her hand drop and backed to the railing. In a quick move, she pulled herself up, her butt balanced on the wood. His hands balanced his weight against the railing, effectively caging her in her new position. 


* * * 
Now this is what I’m talking about. Perhaps there was hope. She let her fingers trail down his sternum, to the top of his jeans. The muscles tightened, and his jaw clenched. 
“So you’re just going to throw everything away that we had together?” He shook his head. “Anna, it can’t work out.” 
“Give me a reason, Kieran.” Her palms trailed along his body, enjoying the random shudders as he struggled for control. 
“Maria.” The single name hissed through his teeth. 
Her blood chilled cold, and her hands dropped to her lap. “Who is Maria?” 
“My mate.” 
“You have a mate?” Jealousy ripped through her. Like a hot dagger, it cut through her heart, taking the best parts of her, leaving the fury, the pain. 
“Not anymore.” 
Anna tried to ignore the relief that sluiced over her. “You better explain yourself, Kieran.” 
“My parents weren’t the only ones killed, Anna. My father wouldn’t hand his pack over to an unmated wolven, not even his own son. My wife was killed that same night.” This time she understood. He’d been married. Mated. Jealousy was an ugly emotion and it reared evilly inside. There was no one to compete with. No one to fight for her mate over. The woman was dead. 
Inhaling large gulps of air, Anna struggled to push the jealousy where it belonged. 
Once she had it under control, she returned to the important concept. Kieran felt he was weak because his mate died. Because he hadn’t protected her. 
“You don’t have to protect me, Kieran. I can take care of myself. And what happened to her was not your fault.” 
“Wasn’t it? Wasn’t it my job as Alpha to protect the members of my pack? And I couldn’t even save my own wife. What kind of pack leader did that make me? I never even found the killer.” 
She felt his pain. It cut at her insides with a ragged blade, shearing the jealousy, shattering it. All that mattered was Kieran. “It makes you one who has suffered.” 
“I’m not worthy, Anna. Go.” 
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Anna stared at him for long moments. He was scared. “No, Kieran. I’m not leaving.” He stood before her, all power and pain. Planes of muscles bunched and tight with stress. She longed to take this ache away from him, to soothe the beast she knew lived inside. With a gentle touch, her hands swept across his skin. So smooth and hot. Sinew roped like steel beneath her fingers. Her touch disturbed the fine droplets of sweat, releasing his masculine scent into the air. Hungry for his taste, Anna leaned toward him, her tongue flicking across his chest. He groaned. 
“Stop.” The sound was ragged, aroused. 
Part of her knew she should back off, let him come to terms with their relationship, but the new, sensual part of her refused. Her body hungered, a hollow ache she knew only he could fill. He was hers. The idea he’d mated before only increased her hunger for him. The need to possess him overwhelmed her. 
“Do you want me, Kieran?” Parting her legs, she pulled him closer, one leg positioned on either side of his hips. 
Kieran growled low in his throat. “That’s not the point.” She laughed low, rumbling in return. Her legs wrapped around him; heels pushing into his butt and jerked him closer. His arousal pressed into her heat, and they both groaned. 
“But it is, Kieran.” Her hands caressed his chest. She leaned forward again, and her tongue laved one hot, alert nipple. 


* * * 
Heated blood surged straight to Kieran’s groin. His body throbbed with hunger. He should push her away, make her stop touching, make her leave. Yet his hands remained where they were. 
“Because if you don’t, that means there will be someone else. Do you want someone else touching me?” 
Every word she uttered shattered another level of Kieran’s self control. Her voice rolled over his heart like the sweetest honey, settling into the cracks and crevices of old emotional scars. Patching. But patches were temporary. His breath came in harsh gasps as he struggled to hang on to the last remnants of control. He couldn’t give in. She deserved better. 
“Is that what you want, Kieran? Do you want his hands on me? His lips kissing me? 
Is it Ryland you want to change my life?” 
Jealousy was a vicious emotion. It clung when other parts of the mind were sure he was on the right path. It clawed at his heart, twisting and ugly. He had no right to be jealous. Yet every time she uttered the bastard’s name, Kieran’s body shook with fury. 
Like any shewolf, Anna pounced on his weakness, teasing and prodding where he hurt the most, determined to have her own way. Her voice remained soft and seductive, yet tinged with something else. Pain. He sensed it as clearly as if she spoke the words aloud. 
“What will you do when you see his mark on me? Will you offer your congratulations?” 
He was afraid to speak. Mine. The single word ran through his mind. Over and over, it chanted to him, even as he pushed it away. Her scent clung in his senses; images flashed in his mind of taking her, of sinking into her welcoming body. Dangerous visions 71 
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of marking her, feeling his teeth sink into her neck. He struggled to push them away, but they persisted, heightened by the sweet caress of her palm. 
“Don’t I get a say in this? I thought it was the shewolf who chooses.” Meeting her gaze for an earth shattering moment, her confusion and lust slashed through his barriers, burning through his determination to push her away. 
“Well, is it?” 
He gave a sharp nod. 
He sensed her insecurities, her nervousness. 
She swallowed hard. Instead of seeing it as a weakness, it only aroused him further. 
Memories of her putting her mouth over him. Tasting him. Wanting him. 
“Then I choose you. I want you to change me, Kieran. Tonight. I want to be yours. 
Take what I’m offering.” 
His heart stopped. 
“Kieran, it’s you I want, not anyone else. If you don’t want me, then I’ll leave. But I think you do. You always have. Until tonight. And even now, you want me. I can feel it.” He stared at her. Conflicting instincts pounded inside his head. His heart beat so hard he was surprised she couldn’t hear it. Yet still he didn’t speak. The words constricted his throat. She offered everything he’d ever wanted. But if he accepted, would he later destroy her? 


* * * 
Humbling herself before the man she wanted was unnerving to say the least. But it was the only way. Anna had to break through that wall of pain he’d built around his heart, a wall made of suffering and self-hate. 
Still he only glared at her. 
Disappointed, Anna lowered her eyes. No matter what, she wouldn’t cry. She’d abased herself enough already. Her feet dropped to the planks with a thud, and she moved to duck under his arm. 
“Anna.” His voice seemed almost a whisper. 
Hopeful, she turned her eyes back to his. One palm found its way to his heart, measuring the erratic drum beat beneath his skin. Yet, he didn’t move. Again she turned; this time his arm snaked around her waist and tugged her to him. 
“Anna, I want you.” The words sounded forced, as though caught in a tunnel of pain. 
Harsh shadows lined his face, hiding his expression. 
“Do you?” She arched an eyebrow. 
“Yes,” he answered with a rough growl. His muscles bunched as though expecting something more. 
Elation. God, what a beautiful emotion. It rippled through her, and it took all she had to keep from throwing herself in his arms. Yet she held back. Torn between the desire to hold him, to comfort him, and the need to push him to prove himself. Each fought for supremacy. The shewolf won out. 
She ran her hand along the powerful muscles of his chest. 
“You said you would kill for me,” she whispered. 
He bent to her neck, his fangs extended. He raked them along the tight tendons. 
Anticipation curled low in her belly. 
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“I’ve already killed for you,” he growled. Still his arms remained positioned on the railing. 
“Would you die for me?” 
“Yes.” 
“Will you fight for me?” 
The low rumble erupted from his throat. “Always.” 
“No, Kieran,” she growled. “Will you fight for me?” He pulled back, but not in confusion. Which was good, because she was confused enough for the both of them. That inner demon had taken full control. She certainly hoped it knew what it was doing. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t stop the sensual taunt in her voice, the challenges she threw out. Oh, yes, she’d thrown down the gauntlet, and now it was his turn. 
He leaned in, growling in her ear. “I would fight to keep you by my side forever.” He licked the side of her neck. Anna bit her lip, fighting back the moan. “To claim you as mine.” 
She slid her hand down his chest and to his belt, opening it. “Only strength and cunning can win my heart, wolf. Prove to me that you want me.” He crowded her back until she couldn’t move and pressed up against her. Oh, yes, this was what she wanted. He’d made his decision and now he would go with it. No matter what. 
“You are already mine, baby.” 
She shoved hard against his chest, and he stepped back. The dance was on. 
Anticipation flared hot in her loins. Something snapped in her mind, and Anna disappeared; only the shewolf remained. 
She ducked beneath his arm. Her hips swayed seductively as she crossed the plank boards of the deck, moving away. She’d never felt so feminine, so desirable in all her life. 
She’d lowered herself, groveling at his feet, and now it was time he paid. 
“No, not yet. If you want me…, catch me….” Her head turned as she watched him from underneath her lids, letting him see the wolfish tilt of her head, the hunger she knew glittered in her eyes. “Prove to me you are my wolf.” Anna moved, scampering off the porch and charging into the darkened woods. 
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Chapter Eleven 
His entire body alive with hunger, the urge to chase her down pounded at Kieran’s temples. Every cell in his body demanded he capture his prey. He shifted, but forced himself to wait, to give her a head start. 
She’d battered down every single wall he used to keep her away. He hadn’t had time to build up his strength without her. And when she’d taunted him about Ryland, he knew he would kill the beast rather than let his hands touch Anna. That’s when he’d made his decision. 
Now she was out there, waiting for him. The change was instantaneous. His Annabelle had turned pure shewolf in the matter of an instant. Mating frenzy rippled through her cells, rumbling beneath her skin, visible in every turn of her head. 
Her scent tantalized and teased his senses. Never before had any woman, human or wolven, driven him to such arousal with simple conversation. 
Kieran couldn’t think. Instinct took over, and all that remained in his mind was marking what was his. But there was something he needed to talk to her about. Once again, her hunger wiped out all thought. She was everything. 
Pure, aroused female. The scent ripped away his last vestige of humanity. His howl rent the air, clear and clean, calling his mate, celebrating their joining that was to come. 
Despite the lack of an answering call, he charged after her. 


* * * 
 Anna smiled as she ran. She didn’t understand what she was doing, but knew this was right. The effect on Kieran was astonishing. He went from steely control, to complete submission of his heart. He was ready. Oh, yes. He’d held back on the porch when she ran, but she’d seen his eyes flash with hunger and approval at her every word, her every move. 
And when she heard him howl, she’d nearly whimpered at the heat that roared through her. She fought the urge to howl in return. She’d once thought a wolf’s howl sounded lonely. She couldn’t have been more wrong. Most were a celebration of life. But not tonight. Instead, Kieran’s howl was a call to his mate, filled with a deep, sensual hunger. Mating. Claiming. And it echoed through the forest, announcing his intention to all. She ran on, but as strong as his wolf senses were, she knew she couldn’t evade him for long. 
She slowed, listening. There it was. Behind her and to the right. The trees rustled. 
No, would he make sound? She dodged to the left and renewed her charge. 
She glanced over her shoulder. Big mistake. The wolf leapt from the brush, high in the air, directed right for her. His brown coat rippled beneath the light of the moon. So dangerous. So beautiful. She put on a burst of speed but it was too late. 
A flash of light, and the creature changed midair. Long, tanned arms wrapped around her like steel bands, yanking her to one side. Kieran rolled with her, taking the brunt of their fall on his back, but then rolled her to her stomach, his body pressing against hers. 
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His weight felt so good, so solid. But she wasn’t ready to give in yet. Instinct forced her to struggle, though he pinned her arms at her sides. He straddled her buttocks and leaned low, his breath whispering against her neck. 
Kieran growled in her ear. “You are mine. Now and forever. No other will touch you after today.” 
“Not even Ryland?” 
Kieran growled menacingly. How she loved that sound. 
“Never!” he said, his voice almost entirely wolven. “I’ll rip his head off.” The wolf within Anna rumbled with pleasure. At long last, he was ready. Satisfaction swept through her. She’d chosen well. Powerful muscles held her, masculine scent rolled over her, through her, settling into her cells. 
Kieran eased the pressure on her arms and slid back. His heated gaze fell to her thigh and her ripped pants. He rumbled low in his throat. Inwardly she smiled. 
Anna scrambled out from under him and took off to run again. He had her back on the ground in an instant, his body splayed entirely over hers, his breath hot on the side of her neck. He fisted her hair in his hand and gently turned her to face him. 
His eyes gleamed red in the night. A ripple of fear passed through her before she swallowed it. This was Kieran, and no matter how rough they played, he would never hurt her. 
“Tonight, it’s my way, baby.” His voice was rough and rolled like sandpaper across her soul. 
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Chapter Twelve 
The sound of his voice sent shivers of hunger down Anna’s spine. Nothing was going to stop him from taking her, right here, and right now. Thank heaven. She struggled, determined to make him work at it. Later, she was going to have to evaluate all strange, new behavior, but for now, she would go with it. 
Strong, powerful hands yanked her slacks, seams ripping. He jerked them over her ankles, her shoes flying. Fingers wrapped in her hair and pulled her to her knees. Before she could move, he’d ripped the silk blouse right off of her body. He tossed the shreds aside. Damn. 
“Now there is nothing left to fight about, Anna. The only decision left is if I change you, here and now. If I do, if I mark you, you will not only be my mate, you will be full-wolven.” His roughened voice vibrated against her ear. His tongue trailed along her neck, searching for that special pulse point. 
“Do it, Kieran,” she said, amidst a tremor that ran from her ear to her core. Good heavens, his tongue worked magic. “Now.” 
“Not yet.” 
When he lowered her back to the ground, she flipped over, glaring at him. She bent her knees and struggled to flip him off. 
He rumbled with laughter. “That’s it, mate. Show me how strong you are. We shall be as one, two strong wolven, together.” 
He held her wrists in one huge hand and stretched her arms over her head. Anna felt like an offering. But then again, wasn’t that the point? His tongue tasted her skin, trailing down to the already damaged bra. With a flick of one wrist, it was gone. She lay on her back on the forest floor, dressed only in her panties. He was nude. Gloriously so. 
Wide shoulders blocked her view of the forest. Instead, she got an eyeful of powerful male. From the top of his beautiful, multicolored hair to the powerful thighs that straddled her. Pride at having found such a handsome mate welled up inside her. 
Fingers tweaked her nipple, bringing her attention back to his touch upon her breasts. She arched into him. The instinct to fight disappeared, melting into a hunger to mate, to feel him inside her. 
She wanted him to move, to give her what her body hungered for. But he didn’t. He stared down at her, his eyes dark with his own hunger, his breath ragged. She arched her back, pressing her breast deeper into the hand that teased it. 
“Please, Kieran.” 
Soft masculine laughter met her demand. How could he laugh at her when she wanted him so bad? He moved back, and one knee slid between her legs, pressing them open. He touched her core with his thigh, and her body trembled, the fine silk of her panties the only barrier between their skin…. 
His mouth touched and kissed her entire body. Yet still he didn’t remove her last vestige of clothing. She squirmed beneath him, wanting more. He crawled up and kissed her lips. At first, it was sweet, taunting. She wanted hard and hungry, like she felt. But he held back, teasing her tongue with his. 
Their combined scents were overpowering, and she was drunk with it. Her head spun, and her fingers clawed at his arms, at his back. 
“Kieran, take me. Now.” 
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“My way, mate. I said this would be my way. We shall both remember this, forever.” He growled low and deep. She gasped, and moisture dripped onto the silken material between her legs. 
“Do that again,” she groaned. He laughed, but did not obey. 
“I said my way, mate. You are not going to come before I let you.” Damn. 
Rough, calloused fingers delved into the silk panties. She arched into him, crying out. His mouth and his tongue worked hers, in unison with his hand, teasing and torturing. Tears of frustration, hunger, and overwhelming emotions threatened in her eyes. Her skin burned with every touch, every taste. She nipped his lip as he pulled back, pleased to see the drop of blood. His brows rose in surprise, but he didn’t stop. 
His body moved over her. The heat from his arousal pressed against the soft material between her thighs, touching the fine threads of silk that separated them. She wanted to free her hands, rip the panties off herself. But she couldn’t. The hard muscles of his chest rubbed the tips of her breasts, searing them with his heat. 
She whimpered. “Please, Kieran. It hurts. I need you.” She wasn’t exaggerating. Her hunger did hurt, low and deep. An empty ache permeated her body, begging to be fulfilled. 
“Your wish is my command.” He chuckled and lifted. The loss hit her hard, and she cried out. But before she could move, he flipped her over. 
One hand yanked at the soft, silken material left between her legs, and it was gone. 
Cool, forest air touched her intimately while sharp pine needles scratched her skin. 
Erotic, torturous. He growled at her, and this time she growled back. Her body trembled, anticipation the only thing left between them. The wait. 
His tongue went to work on her back. 
“Don’t you dare, Kieran. Take me, now.” 
“But I love the way you taste.” Soft, masculine laughter followed his words. Images of another night when he’d tasted her to his own delight flitted across her mind. 
“After, Kieran. Don’t do this to me. I need you. Now.” She was begging. Damnit, the man had her begging for him. Again. And after all he’d put her through tonight. 
She pounded one hand hard against the ground in frustration. Her body arched and thrust back toward him. It worked on instinct just as it had all night, yet still he did not enter her. He moved between her thighs, and she felt the head of his erection right where she wanted it to be. If he’d just move. She tried to push back, but his hand on the small of her back stopped her. 
“Do you want me? Do you accept me as your mate?” 
Breath hissed through her teeth. “Oh, for Pete’s sake, Kieran. You know damn well I do.” 
He entered her hard, with one thrust, as his teeth bit into her shoulder. She screamed in mixed pleasure and pain. He held her still with his mouth while he thrust, slow and easy, then fast and hard. His hands held her hips in place, alternately caressing and holding. 
The pain faded, leaving only her body’s hunger. Her muscles trembled, building to that all-important peak, but her mind seemed in another world. Emotions and images flitted in from another place, another mind. They were Kieran’s. 
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Pride and happiness rippled from his mind to hers. Joy at taking his True Mate and his pride in her talents flowed through the link. Anna sensed his strength and his hunger to lead, the deep responsibility he felt for his pack. 
She knew his hunger for her body and his love for her soul. She responded, reaching with her mind, while meeting his every thrust with her body. Each stroke of his sex, each flutter through their shared link took her to new heights. 
She shattered, totally out of control. Her throat constricted, and a sound escaped. 
Her release trembled through her, powerful and strong. She cried out in ecstasy with each thrust. Half moan, half howl. Animalistic, powerful. 


* * * 
Kieran knew there’d never be another night like tonight. His teeth, firmly embedded in her shoulder, sent the warm, sweet taste of her blood over his lips. It wasn’t much, just enough. Like ambrosia, it coated his throat, melding his soul with hers. 
Inside, he felt such warmth and love. Such comfort and peace. How could any one woman hold so much love in her heart for others? Her love of animals, her connection with friends. He understood her powerful sense of responsibility for those she treated, and those who depended upon her. With every passing second, he affirmed everything he’d ever thought of his beautiful mate. 
Then she spasmed around him, her orgasm nearly ripping his heart and body in two. 
Muscles rippled, grabbing him in a powerful vice-like grip; her scream ripped from her throat, loud and ragged. Her mind rumbled with pleasure down the link the mating provided. 
If not for the connecting of their minds, he might not have realized she was experiencing a multiple orgasm. Combined, the two forces gripped him in a state of total euphoria, dragging his own release from his body. Then his voice joined hers, howling out his pleasure at finally finding his mate. Their bodies sang, both inside and out, trembling and crying out their joy. 
When at long last their orgasms subsided, Kieran collapsed over her, holding his weight on his elbows. He laughed when she knocked one out, his weight dropping on her back. 
“Hmmmm,” she groaned. “Now that’s how a man should feel.” He laughed at the sexy sound of his sated mate. And finally, he’d sated his own desire to taste her. The hunger that drove him since their first night together was finally at peace. It was still there, but softer, the edge having been assuaged. 
He rolled off her to his side and cuddled her against him. She snuggled back, a soft murmur of pleasure escaping her throat. 
“So what’s next?” she asked, her words muffled and slurred. 
“Next, we lay here until my legs work again. Then I take you to the cabin. In the morning, I’ll get Laura to loan you some clothes.” 
He felt her puzzlement, and her gaze fell on the remnants of her blouse. “Oh. Right.” They lay quiet for long moments, until she spoke again. “But that’s not what I meant.” Anna rolled toward him. “I mean, what happens next with this change. That’s what the bite was about, right?” 
He smiled, and warm waves of humor crossed between them. “And the marking, I put it low enough your clients won’t ask about it, but high enough if you ever wear an off 78 
SheWolf 
the shoulder dress, everyone will know you’re mine. And you carry my scent. It will never leave you.” 
“Hmm. That actually sounds nice.” She rubbed her hands over his strong, masculine chest. “I like being yours. But how do I mark you so women will know?” He chuckled softly. “Never fear, mate. They’ll know. I carry your scent. Your blood is inside me, and your heart and mind are a part of me. No one shall ever doubt you are mine.” 
“That seems so sexist.” 
This time his laughter rang out loud and long. “Leave it to you to find nature sexist.” 79 
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Chapter Thirteen 
Kieran sniffed the air of the forest. The acidic smell of the pine burned his nostrils. It seemed stronger than normal. A rabbit had passed not too long before. But there was no sign of Sean. For a week, Kieran had searched. Nothing. Not a print, not a scent. He’d scoured almost the entire forest with no luck. A wolf didn’t just disappear. Not when it had the ability to become human. 
A few times, he’d caught the smell of something else. An animal he didn’t recognize. 
Something that didn’t belong. Yet, always before he could catch a good trail, it was gone. 
Frustration began to wend its way through him. Day after day, he searched to no avail. He was beginning to worry. Whoever had taken Sean could easily have spirited him away from the forest. There would be no way to find him then. 
Try as he might, he couldn’t think of a motive. The silver bullets showed whoever was out there knew they were shifters. Maybe they, too, were shifters. But if that was the case, why would they bother a small pack of wolven? 
True, land was becoming scarce. So scarce most shifters never got the opportunity to run wild and free as their blood desired. But would that be enough to try to take out an entire pack? 
Shifters weren’t human. And they weren’t animal. Yet more often than not, their motives were closer to the animal inside them than the human. Shifters didn’t hold grudges. They fought to protect and to survive. They weren’t greedy. Money rarely mattered. Some groups were rich. Some, like his own, were not. The only thing they owned was their land. 
Years before, a wolven infiltrated the forestry service and worked with the State of North Carolina to call this forest a reserve. They set up the paperwork to look like a national park. Yet it was theirs. They had the deeds to prove it. They worked the land and kept themselves hidden from hikers in return for the state’s protection. Only the state didn’t realize exactly what they protected, and it was better that way. 
But if another group of shifters was trying to push their way in, it could be very dangerous. 
Kieran sniffed the air one more time then headed back to his clothes. His mate would be here soon. Mine. It was difficult knowing she still worked at her vet clinic and she had to drive out unaccompanied. But at least he’d make sure she didn’t walk to the cabin alone. 




* * * 
The days passed quickly for Anna. Her mother decided to stay on vacation for a few extra days so Anna couldn’t reach her. Mom had left a message on Anna’s machine saying she’d be home tomorrow. Maybe then she could find out more about her father. 
It surprised her that the change to wolven wasn’t obvious. Her sense of smell intensified, her awareness of every sight and sound increased. But so far, that was all. 
She hadn’t noticed any strange desire to eat rare meat, or to howl at the moon. Unless, of course, she counted when Kieran made love to her. 
For the first time in her life, she almost felt as though she belonged. Kieran surprised her at every turn. Despite his natural aggressiveness, which matched hers at every turn, 80 
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he was affectionate and playful at times. A soft smile played upon her lips at the memories. 
They spent time either at her home, his home, or with the pack. She loved every minute of it, but when they were at the pack, she sensed stress building between Kieran and Laura. Several times she heard the two of them whispering, their angry tones unmistakable. Laura’s husband was still missing, and it was Kieran’s job to find him. 
Each day while she worked, he searched. She felt guilty taking his time during the evenings. As a shifter, he could work just as efficiently after dark as he could in the daytime. She knew he cared for his brother and would do his best to locate him. 
The clinic hadn’t changed. Thank God. While patients sometimes had difficulty with her new scent, she quickly put them at ease. The cats had the most trouble, but she’d always struggled with care of cats anyway. 
What was new in her life, though, was her hunger for a child. The last several days she’d had the inexplicable urge to learn about children and their care. Doctors insisted she would never have children. Maybe they were wrong. Maybe the changes taking place in her body would correct any problems with her system. Kieran called her Darine, Irish for “fertile woman.” Since the beginning, she had found the nickname amusing, but now she wondered. 
There were times Kieran watched her, as though he had something on his mind, his brow furrowed in concentration. Yet each time, the instant he realized she’d noticed, he strode up to her and planted a kiss on her lips instead of speaking. He was keeping secrets. 
Once the mystery of Sean was resolved, she would force him to tell her what he hid. 
Today, rather than meeting her at the clinic or her house, he’d asked her to meet him out in the forest, which would give her the chance to take the stitches out of Sam, the real wolf she’d operated on the week before. 
The musical tones of her cell phone drew her from her reverie. One handed, she dug into her pocket, the car swerving to the side as she did so. She snapped it open, putting the car to rights. 
“Callaway here.” 
“How far away are you?” The deep, rumbling sound of Kieran’s words sent a shiver of hunger down her spine. Even his voice turned her on. 
“I’m only about ten minutes out.” 
“Good. I’ll have James meet you at the road.” 
James was the young man who’d run for Matthew’s instruments the day she’d performed minor surgery. 
“There’s no need. I can find my way.” The silence was deafening. Finally, he spoke. 
“I’m sending him anyway. I’m not going to have you walking through the woods alone.” 
“I’ll be fine, Kieran,” she said, exasperated. Falling for an alpha wolf is enough to
drive me insane.  Then again, it was nice to have him comfortable in his own skin and not second guessing himself. “Having James with me won’t make me any safer from stray bullets.” 
“No, but it’ll make me feel better.” 
“Fine.” She heaved a sigh. “Send him. But I’m not going to wait. I’m going to start out on my own if I get there first.” 
“Agreed.” 
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She snapped the phone shut and tossed it on the seat. Kieran sometimes forgot she’d lived perfectly fine without him before they met. She didn’t need to be coddled. But then, wolven were very possessive creatures. 
She turned the car into a dirt parking space. They used this area for cars because they couldn’t make it down the tiny dirt paths like the motorcycles and scooters could. 
Maybe she should invest in her own bike. The walk wasn’t far, but when it rained, it could be a miserable hike. She grabbed her backpack and got out of the car. 
Her feet sank deep into the sand between the trees. Pine needles crunched beneath the souls of her shoes. She inhaled. The acidic pine was as strong as ever. She couldn’t help smiling. Three weeks ago, she wouldn’t have had any idea that the scent of wild pine could be anywhere near this strong. It was like opening a bottle of Pine-sol. She scrunched her face into a grimace. Ewww. Thank God I don’t use Pine-sol at the clinic. 
The thought of the strong scent used in her presence drew a shudder from her shoulders. 
She sniffed, double checking her direction. A strange new scent floated through the breeze. Man. And something else. Something not quite animal. Kieran had told her there were other shifters, others besides wolven. One of those was with these men now. 
Wolven shared an earthy scent. Pleasant. But these humans, despite the attempt to blend into their environment, couldn’t rid themselves of the perfumed soap and the sharp tang of salt. It was in their clothes and in their skin and hair. The other smell was still unidentifiable. Greasy, almost rancid. A prickle of unease tugged at her mind. 
She stopped. A quick sidestep put her behind some trees, but pines weren’t known for their width. If they looked close, they’d spot her. And, if one of them was some kind of shifter, he would most likely smell her. 
She heard footsteps and knew they’d moved into the clearing. She sensed the change in their scent the instant they spotted her. Excitement. She stepped from behind her hiding place. 
“Well look what we have here.” 
All three stared at her. One held a shotgun, another a rifle. They all held empty hunting bags over their shoulders, but she had a suspicion that birds were not their game of choice. One had on an ammunition belt filled with bullets. Silver bullets. 
The shortest one stood no more than five and a half feet tall. His dark, beady eyes rested above an upturned nose. The only color to the pale skin was the tight line of thin lips, drawn into a snarl. Ragged teeth peeked through, threatening. But his scent stood out even more. Rancid and stale, it reminded her of dead animals. She hid the shiver that threatened, instinctively knowing any show of weakness could prove deadly. 
“What brings you deep into these woods?” The one with the shotgun shouldered his weapon, the muzzle now pointed behind him casually. His dark green hunter’s jacket was designed to blend with the background. 
“I’m on my way to help an animal.” She motioned to her bag. “I’m a vet, and a pet was injured. I’m here to take out stitches.” 
“A pet, eh?” The short, greasy man moved closer and tugged at her bag. 
“Hey, knock it off! That’s my medical supplies. I don’t want to have to re-sterilize them.” 
He yanked the bag from her and peeked inside. He looked at the others and nodded, then let his gaze peruse Anna. Like tiny fingers touching and prodding, his dark, beady 82 
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eyes moved over her skin. Her stomach clenched in response, and bile rose in her throat. 
What breed of shifter could create such a small, menacing man? 
“So you’re a vet, are you?” The dark haired man propped his rifle over his shoulder, the silver bullets along his waist glittering in the sun. The gleam in his eyes told her he wasn’t interested in just her skills as a vet. “You sure you ain’t one of those folks from the resort?” 
“Would I park out there and walk if I were? No, if I lived there, I’d probably already own a four-wheeler or dirt bike. It’s not like I enjoy hiking through the woods.” Unspoken communication seemed to pass between the three men. 
“Come with us.” 
“I don’t think so. I have patient to deal with.” 
“We have a patient for you too.” 
Her ears perked. She knew the Alpha was still missing. “You do?” 
“Yeah.” He motioned, and she fell into step, two men on either side, the third behind her. The men gave her the creeps. Their dirty, cloying scents indicated they were hiding something. Their confident, careless walk told her they thought they were smarter than her. We’ll see about that. 
Despite the fall scent in the air, it was warm and muggy. Anna’s legs grew tired from the long, forty minute walk. She’d caught snippets of conversation from her captors. She didn’t deceive herself into believing they needed her veterinary services. All she’d managed to learn so far was the two hunters’ names, John and Hagan, and they liked to hunt. The third stayed suspiciously quiet, spraying what smelled like Pine-sol behind them. 
At long last, a cabin came into view. The decrepit, wood walls had grayed with age and lack of care. Walls that had not met with a single paintbrush in their lifetime. She stopped, trying to get her bearings. Instinctively, she knew the direction of the wolven cabins. Eastward. But it was doubtful any help would come from that direction any time soon. It would be at least an hour before everyone realized she was missing. If only I
hadn’t told Kieran I’d start out alone. They’d assume she was lost, not in danger from kidnappers. 
The man behind her gave her a light nudge. 
“Go on, he’s inside.” 
She turned and glared at the man, struggling to hide that she knew what they were and what they were not. “Watch it. I’m doing this as a favor. I can walk by myself.” She stepped onto the raised porch and through the front door. Her feet clunked on the hardwood planking as she walked across the floor. The stench of spoiled food and dead animals permeated the already stale air. Old food wrappers littered the floor. 
Beside the fireplace sat a box of bullets. She wondered if they made their own. 
“I don’t see any animals.” She scanned the room warily. 
“Downstairs.” John opened a door and motioned to a stairwell hidden in the darkness. 
Anna peered into the dark. Changing to wolven did nothing to help her eyes, like she’d hoped. No, the dark was still the dark. A quick sniff brought the scent of wild animal and wet fur. She glanced back at the men. 
“Why don’t you bring him up here, and I can treat him in the living room? I’m sure the light’s better.” 
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“What, and let him make the rest of the house stink? No way, lady Doc, you go downstairs and see him.” 
She gave a resolute sigh. “Where’s the light?” Every instinct screamed at her to run, yet still she moved forward. Sean was here. She could smell him. His scent so teasingly close to Kieran’s. And another. A female. She’d find a way to get them out of here. 
The man beside her flipped a switch on the wall and motioned for her to move ahead. 
No sooner did she take a full step inside when a hand struck her from behind. Off balance, she screamed and tumbled into the dark recesses below. Her hands grabbed the railing, and she caught herself midway down, the wooden banister depositing multiple splinters in her palms. The door slammed shut behind her, laughter echoing through the small space. 
Footsteps shuffled in the basement, and she fought the urge to back into a corner and hide. Instead, she stood, ready to meet Kieran’s brother head on. Her eyes adjusted to the dark, and she saw him. Big and broad shouldered like his brother, his blond hair hung just past his ears, ragged and unkempt. He wore an old pair of ill-fitted jeans and nothing more. The tight denim only served to enhance the powerful bulge of muscles in his thighs. 
She sniffed. The strong smell of feces and urine lingered, but underneath it, she could scent the Alpha. She’d not known how strong a familial similarity could be when it came to scent. Yet the closer he drew, the stronger the comparison grew. 
“Sean?” 
He nodded. Eyes narrowed, and nostrils flared, he spoke. “And you are Kieran’s new mate.” 
It was a statement of fact, rather than a question, though Anna nodded. 
“What’s going on?” 
He snorted, a sound of genuine disgust if ever she heard it. “Come downstairs. I’ll tell you what I know.” He offered his hand, and she took it. Her eyes moved over his body. 
He was strong. But unlike Kieran, whose body bulged with muscles, this man appeared leaner in build. Hard muscles corded over his shoulders and chest. Pure grace and lethal power. 
Yet he was thin. Too thin. 
Ribs protruded, and his shoulder bones jutted. 
Whoever those men were, they didn’t care about the condition of their prisoner. 
They moved together into the darkness. The smell of dank mold had her wrinkling her nose. But even worse was the scent of feces and urine. Noticing her expression, Sean grimaced apologetically. 
“Sorry. They haven’t exactly given us bathroom privileges.” She nodded, but her eyes took in the pitiful room. Water leaked from a pipe in the ceiling. A tiny window allowed shards of light into one corner, illuminating a cot lumped with blankets. The pane of glass was shattered as though a fist battered it in a fit of anger. Unfortunately, the opening appeared too small for an adult to fit through. 
“Sean, have you been here this entire week?” 
“Yes,” he growled. Impotent fury darkened his features. “And my daughter even longer.” 
She whirled to face him. “Your daughter? But I met your daughter. She’s back at the camp.” 
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Anna nodded. “She was hurt, but she’s fine now. She was hit by one of their bullets.” His skin paled, his green coloring seeming to draw into his face even more. “How bad?” 
She felt his anxiety and fear for his child. “She’s fine. Really, she’s fine. I was able to remove the bullet, and she’s ok.” 
“But the silver—” 
“I stopped the bleeding, she shifted and healed. I promise. She’s up and worried about you.” 
“I don’t understand.” 
“I found a way to stop the profuse bleeding from the silver. It’s not perfect, but it helps. And where is your other daughter? How did she get here? And why didn’t Kieran know she was missing?” 
“She was away at school. Someone sent her a message telling her I needed her at home, but when she got to the forest, she was taken. They were waiting for her.” He motioned to the bundle of blankets on the cot. 
Anna moved closer. Carefully, she drew back the rough, dirty blankets. The body of a young girl lay beneath. Bruises marred the delicate, fair skin, and stripes of blood oozed from shallow wounds on her back. Long, dark hair lay tangled and dull, draped across her shoulders. Sean’s hand touched her. 
“Don’t touch her. She’s been tortured. I won’t have her hurt any more than is necessary.” 
Anna turned to look at Sean whose eyes appeared as tortured as his daughter’s body. 
He was a wild animal, caged, unable to protect the ones he loved most. She could sense the fury riding beneath the façade of calm. Yes, she could see why he was the Alpha. The only male who had a stronger presence was Kieran. 
“Why doesn’t she shift?” 
“Blood loss. They aren’t just cutting her, Anna. They are cutting her with silver. I can’t get the bleeding to stop.” 
“I can help with that,” Anna said softly. 
“They tortured her, over and over again,” he whispered. 
Anna wasn’t even sure he’d heard it. 
“She’s too tired and she’s lost too much blood to shift. They have no mercy.” He gasped for breath and turned. “She’s my daughter and I can’t protect her.” Horror washed over Anna. It was an insult to quadrupeds to call these men animals. 
“What do they want? Why?” 
Sean let out a horrendous roar of fury. “They want the pack. They want me. Every time they cut her, they tell me to give in. I can’t do it, Anna. I can’t. So I have to sit and watch them torture my baby.” 
He turned away and slammed into the wall, arms upraised. Powerful, balled fists pounded the cinderblock walls. 
“I don’t understand.” 
Finally, he spoke, his voice ragged, “They want me to give up control of the pack to them. To let them make the decisions through me.” 
“Why?” 
“I don’t know!” he roared, spinning toward her. He caught himself and bit back his fury. “I don’t know,” he whispered. 
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“Why not just tell them you will, get her out of here, and then the pack comes back and cleans up?” 
His eyes filled with pain. “They won’t let her go, Anna. They said they would keep her here. For insurance.” 
Anna stared at him for long moments. 
“We have to get out of here. We can’t let this go on.” 
His face grew dark and angry. “Don’t you think I know that? But I can’t leave her here. I can’t leave Nora to these butchers.” 
She shook her head. “No, we can’t.” She moved closer to the naked girl. The young woman’s pain rolled over Anna in waves. Anna gently examined her back. The cuts weren’t deep, but there were a lot of them. The mutilated skin oozed her life’s blood onto the cot, the blood pooling beneath her. 
“How long since their last session?” 
“A few hours. She’s getting so weak they are giving her more time to recover. That asshole hyena claims he doesn’t want her to die too quickly.” Metal slammed against rock, and she jolted, turning to see a chair falling to the floor. 
A fold-up, metal chair Sean had flung across the room in his rage. 
“My bag. It should be on the stairs. Hurry. I can help.” While she waited, her gaze roved over the woman. She looked so young, her face wracked in agony, yet her body was that of an obviously well developed adult female. 
She had to be in her mid-twenties at least. 
“Nora, can you hear me?” She kept her voice soft, non-threatening. The girl whimpered. Sean handed her the backpack with her med kit in it. “I’ve got something to stop the bleeding, but it’s going to hurt.” 
The girl didn’t respond. Sean looked at her as though she’d lost her mind. “I know you said you helped Tanya, but nothing stops the bleeding from silver, except time.” 
“I’ve found another way,” she murmured. Digging through her bag, she pulled out the small canister of Quick Stop. Thank heaven she’d restocked since that first visit to the camp. 
“Nora, listen to me, honey,” she said. 
Nora responded with a small moan. 
Anna struggled to move into her clinical mode, the one she used at the clinic when abused animals were brought in, but it was difficult. This was Kieran’s niece. And she was in pain. 
“I’m going to put this powder on your cuts. It will stop the bleeding. I promise. But it is going to hurt a lot. Are you ready?” 
The girl moaned again. Anna glanced at Sean. “Help me hold her. She’s in bad shape, and I don’t want her to thrash about and hurt herself more.” He nodded, his face pale and drawn. He moved into the small space with his daughter and held her against his body, his arms wrapped tightly around her. 
Anna bit her lip and dabbed the Quick Stop on the cuts along the woman’s back. 
Breath hissed through Nora’s teeth, and powerful muscles clenched in along the cuts. 
Again Anna thanked the Lord this woman started this ordeal in good shape. 
One by one, the wounds stopped bleeding, though they didn’t close. Only shifting would bring about the speedy recovery of the wounds. Shifting that could now kill her. 
Halfway through the treatment, Nora had lost consciousness, though her father refused to let her go. Long minutes later, Anna finished treating each and every cut then 86 
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nodded to the man who held his unconscious daughter as though she were a precious, delicate crystal. 
With a gauze pad, Anna dabbed the blood from her patient’s skin and removed her own sweater to wrap it around the girl. 
“Thank you,” said Sean. Emotion glittered from deep within the green depths of his eyes. 
“You’re welcome. Now, let’s find a way out of here.” She glanced at him. 
He could shift, though she wasn’t sure how strong he would be afterward. Whatever had been happening in this tiny basement had taken its toll on the male. 
“Be my guest.” He threw his hands in the air. “It’s not like I haven’t tried.” 
“And what have you tried? You’re stronger than those men up there.” He looked pointedly at his daughter. “They had Nora here long before I arrived. For more than a week. I’d thought she was at school…. I thought….” His voice broke, and his Adam’s apple rose and fell sharply. “She was already so weak. I couldn’t leave without her and I couldn’t fight them and carry her too.” 
Anna reached into her pocket for her cell phone to call Kieran. Damn. She’d left it on the seat of her car. Of all the times to be forgetful. They’d have to do things on their own. 
Her eyes narrowed as she stared at the girl. If they didn’t get her out of here soon, she’d die. She couldn’t survive another attack with a silver blade. A quick inventory of her med bag’s contents in her mind listed adrenaline. That would definitely give the girl the energy she needed, but only in the short term. Afterward she would crash, and if she did so at the wrong time, it could be deadly. But first, she needed to get fluids in the girl, help build up her body’s natural systems. 
“If I get her up and moving, how long do you think it would take to get past the men upstairs?” 
He stared at her. “If you can get my daughter up and on her feet, I can get us out of here. Nothing will stop me. Even that damned hyena. He’ll die as soon as I get my teeth into him.” 
She pulled out a bag of saline and handed it to Sean, motioning for him to hold it up. 
She inserted a needle into Nora’s arm and watched as the liquid slowly entered her system. 
“You mean that greasy, whiny guy upstairs? So that’s what he is. Why would he want your pack?” 
“Same damned reason any hyena wants anything. Greed. I haven’t met one yet that didn’t have a streak of meanness and greed a mile wide in him.” 
“Right. I’ll have to just believe you on that point. How are we going to do this?” 
“Do they know you’ve been changed?” 
She turned and looked at him in surprise. He was good. Really good. “I don’t know. I didn’t tell them, that’s for sure.” 
He nodded, satisfied. “Good. That means they probably don’t. If I didn’t recognize Kieran’s scent so strong on you, I probably wouldn’t have guessed either. That means they aren’t sure you know what we are.” 
“True. But how is that going to help us?” 
“Easy. I’ll shift, you act terrified. Bang on the door till they open it, and then I take them out. You get my daughter out of here.” 
“What if they don’t fall for it? What if they open the door and drag me out before you guys can get through?” 
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“Not going to happen,” he growled. “But if it happens, run. Far and fast. Get out of here.” 
“Or,” she reasoned, “we wait till Kieran gets here. He should be able to track me.” 
“No.” Sean shook his head. “They have some sort of scent diffuser. He won’t be able to find you.” 
“Great. Ok, we’ll use your plan then. I’m going to give Nora a shot of adrenaline. I’m not sure how long it will work in her system, though. She’s young and strong, so that’s to her benefit.” 
“Whatever you do, Anna, don’t shift.” 
Her brow furrowed in confusion. “I don’t know how to shift, so that shouldn’t be a problem.” 


* * * 
The wolf sniffed the air. Nothing. His eyes scoured the forest floor. Footprints. Three men and a woman. Yet, no scent. Nothing. 
A sneeze shook his head, and he tried again. He moved from print to print. Still there was no individual scent of man or woman. Just sand and pine. Always the pine. Just like Sean. 
Frustrated, the wolf returned to the parking lot. Anna’s car sat there. Her essence lingered. Yet fifty feet into the forest, it disappeared. Gone. 
The beast narrowed his eyes and followed the prints, determined to locate his mate. 
The scent of pine overpowered everything. Even the odor created by disturbed soil and sand. The smell of broken leaves or sticks. Like a void filled only with the acidic burn of pine. Then he caught it. The odor of chemicals. Alcohol. Not drinking alcohol, cleaning alcohol. 
A rumble sounded in the wolf’s chest and shoved its way through his throat. He sorted through the odors. Buried deep beneath the pine cleaner he found it. Anna. 
Someone went to great lengths to cover it, to make her hard to find. That someone would pay. 
The wolf threw his head back and howled. 


* * * 
 The IV finally ran its course, and color returned to the girl’s cheeks. Anna pulled the needle and tossed the used bag to the side. Sean picked up Nora with the gentleness of a doe and carried his daughter to the top of the stairs. He placed her on the landing, brushing her hair from her cheeks. Anna felt the sting of tears in her eyes as she watched the pair. It didn’t take a genius to know the hyena had chosen the perfect way to hurt the Alpha. 
She sighed and followed them up the stairs, plastic syringe in hand. It was important to wait until the very last second to give the injection, and the instant she came around, they would act. Anna squatted beside her sleeping patient, prepared to inject the drug. 
The rumble started low and deep in Anna’s gut, stilling her hand. Her body toppled to one side, falling against the hard, cold wall. A vibration ran through her bones ripping 88 
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through her mind. Like the howl of a wolf, it echoed inside her, called to her. Begged for her. Her hand trembled, and she recapped the needle. 
“What?” Sean’s voice sounded urgent. 
She closed her eyes as waves of energy poured over her. It was as though she trotted through the woods, scouring the leaves and sand for footprints. Wolf paws moved in and out of her sight. 
Kieran. “He’s coming,” she whispered. 
His nose sniffed the ground, the air, and the trees. His heart pounded inside his chest, and she felt it along with concern and anger. 
“Who’s coming?” 
“Kieran.” 
She opened her eyes and stared into Sean’s. The expression crossing his face could only be described as shock. He took a step back. 
“I’d heard of this before. But I didn’t think it was possible.” She pushed herself up from beside the sleeping Nora. “What are you talking about?” 
“The True Mate bond. I’d heard it could be strong, but it’s been so long….” His voice trailed off. He turned away and trotted down the stairs, his hand combing his scruffy hair. 
“Sean, you aren’t making much sense.” 
He turned then dropped his hand to his side. “You’re sure you saw him?” She shook her head, the images in her mind soft and faded. Like a memory, or an emotion. “No, I felt him. Felt his anger, felt his search, saw through his eyes.” 
“Then I was right. It’s the True Bond. It will get stronger with every passing day. It’s said many couples read each other’s minds, no matter how far apart they are.” Anna had heard of the True Bond. Kieran mentioned it. For that matter, she’d felt it the night he’d changed her. But it didn’t seem to offer anything special other than make their connection more sexually charged. At least, until now. 
“Ok, we can talk about all this later. In the meantime, if we’re careful, we can plan our attack together. Any idea how I can connect with him and pass information?” Sean stared at her for long seconds. “He’s your mate. Talk to him.” Exasperated, she glared at him before settling herself back on the stairs. With another quick glance at her mate’s brother, Anna closed her eyes and took a deep breath. She let it out slowly, imagining herself with Kieran. 
Slowly, the images came. Sharp edges, powerful emotion. Anger. Possession. 
Desperation. Biting down her own concerns, she pictured the small, beat up cabin holding them prisoner. Images of Sean and Nora and the condition of the disgusting basement. With every visualization, the anger roiled inside her. Deep and dark, filled with violence. Anger that wasn’t hers. 
After a few minutes, she cleared her mind. He wasn’t far. The image of the cabin from outside popped into her mind. Damn, she wished she knew how to even start sending him the plan they’d come up with. Communicating in images was taxing and limiting. Yet Kieran must have understood. Do it. The words pounded into her mind. He was there. Outside. He waited for them to act. 
“He’s ready,” she whispered. 
“Do it,” he said with a brisk nod. 
Anna loosened her grip on the syringe filled with artificial adrenaline. She opened the cap and brushed the girl’s skin with the alcohol swab. Habit. 
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With one last look at her mate’s brother, she plunged the needle into the girl’s arm. 
Her finger pressed the medicine deep into Nora’s bloodstream. 
In seconds, Nora’s eyes fluttered open. Sean leaned into his daughter’s face. 
“Shift. Now, Nora. You can do it. One last time and we can go home.” The girl nodded, and a bright light lit the room. Anna backed away and glanced at Sean who nodded. The sleek, dark body of a wolf stood beside her. Her roughened coat needed a bath, and her unfocused eyes sparkled fever-bright. She wobbled a little on her feet, but she nuzzled her father’s outstretched hand determinedly. 
Another flash, and a large blond wolf stood beside the first, his coat ratty and dry, his eyes clear and ready. Anna nodded. It was time. 
Her fists pounded on the door. “Let me out of here! Please! Oh, my God. You’ve got to let me out of here! That thing. It’s going to eat me.” Her voice screeched high and loud, each phrase accented by her fist slamming against the wood. “Please!” Footsteps stomped across the hardwood floor outside the door. 
More determined than ever, Anna screamed hysterically, “You’ve got to let me out of here! Please!” 
The door swung open. Anna ducked, and Sean charged. His body flew over her head. 
Four powerful paws hit the man full in the chest. Teeth snapped at an exposed throat. 
The man crashed to the floor. 
With a quick glance to check for danger, Anna encouraged Nora to move, and she and the young wolf stepped carefully into the room. 
Two pairs of eyes stared at her in surprise. The beady eyed, oily man Sean called a hyena stepped back, leaving the human to take the brunt of everything. The man leapt forward and grabbed Anna’s arm, obviously too afraid to reach for the wolf with the flashing teeth beside her. 
Anna ducked and swung one leg out, slamming her foot into the man’s knee. He screamed and lunged forward, dragging her to the floor with him. The front door burst open, and Kieran stormed in, tall and powerful in all his naked glory. 
The instant his gaze landed on Anna, they sparked in fury. Red. She’d seen his eyes turn red like that once before. He stormed across the room and yanked the man from her body. 
The second she was free, she tugged Nora forward. “Come on, we’ve got to get out of here,” she whispered. 
She hoped the desperation didn’t show in her voice. Her heart pounded heavily in her chest, hindering her breathing. She’d never been more scared in her life. 
The shewolf and Anna skirted around the fighting men to the door. Kieran was again in wolf form, his teeth snarling over the neck of his victim. Sean’s teeth ripped his enemy’s throat, and crimson blood spurted, covering his face. 
Anna nudged Nora toward the front door, but just inches away, sharp teeth tore into her ankle. A hyena, mouth snarling, gnawed and pulled her from freedom. Blood gushed from the wound. With a scream, she drew back her free leg and kicked the animal in the chest. The beast fell back then charged again. His body slammed into Anna, knocking her to the floor. 
Before she could roll away, huge greasy paws held her shoulders in place. The hyena snarled in her face, her blood dripping from his fangs. Any second he could pierce her throat, and it would be all over. 
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Inside her, something snapped. Fury unlike anything she’d ever experienced roared through her bloodstream. A bright light flashed before her eyes. It played like lightning, streaking across her closed lids. An electrical force shuddered through the creature above her and knocked him back. 
Anna shook her head and moved to her feet. The battle continued to rage around her, but something didn’t look right. A quick glance at her ankle sent a ripple of horror through her. She had paws! Brown, delicate wolf-like paws. A quick glance at her body showed more, and she closed her eyes tightly then opened them. Fear twisted deep inside her, her heart pounding. Fur, everywhere. And a tail. She whined and tossed her head.  Oh, God. It’s happened. I’m a wolf. 

A high pitch cackle sounded beside her and she turned. The hyena. He was determined to take advantage of her disorientation. But instinct prevailed. A low rumbling growl vibrated in her chest, and she stalked toward him, teeth at the ready. 
The beast stopped, baring his own fangs. 
Get back. Leave me alone. But no words came out, only growls and whines. 
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Chapter Fourteen 
Kieran’s head whipped around. His fangs flashed, blood dripping from his drawn back lips, and he snarled. Anna.  She was gone. He shook his head and stepped away from his prey, spitting the coppery blood from his mouth. Evil. Disgusting. Human. 
The man was dead. 
Kieran surveyed the remnants of the room. Sean poked at his own enemy to ensure he was dead. 
Furniture, scattered and broken, rested next to an overturned box of silver bullets on the floor. Guns lay on a table against the wall, but neither he, nor Sean had given any of them a chance to reach them. Anyone, that is, except the one creature who remained alive. 
The greasy, snarling hyena blocked the door. Its mottled brown coat smelled of old meat and feces. Kieran bared his fangs with a menacing snarl. Lowering his head, he crouched into attack mode. His hackles rose, and with slow, calculated steps, he stalked his prey. 
The hyena stepped back, his feet stumbling down the steps. Yellow eyes glared at Kieran, the pitiful snarls grating on his nerves. 
The creature broke eye contact and turned to flee. In an instant, Kieran slammed him face-first into the sand. The two grappled and rolled. Then Kieran sank his teeth into the greasy flesh, his muzzle curled in fury. Arterial blood spurted, covering them both, the coppery scent mixing with the odor of wet fur. Satisfaction washed over Kieran so completely he nearly released the creature to howl. 
The human part of him knew he should try to save the beast. Force him back to human form and interrogate him. Yet the instinct to protect his mate ruled. Every cell screamed for retaliation. The hyena would die. 
At long last, the only sound was that of the wolf, panting. Blood riddled his brown coat. His teeth bared. He shook the sand from his body then stepped into the Carolina forest. 
He threw his head back. The howl pierced the forest, sharp and poignant. The sound of fury. 
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Chapter Fifteen 
Her mind spun in all directions. The scientist in her wanted to take notes. Evaluate the change, catalogue every difference, every nuance of this magnificent scientific find. 
But the rest of her was terrified beyond belief . I’m a wolf. Oh, my God, I’m running on
four legs. I have fangs and…a…a tail! 
Nora, running well ahead of her, turned and yipped. She followed into the shadows of the trees. Her legs worked purely on instinct; her heart pounded and fed her the blood she needed. But she couldn’t seem to comprehend what was really happening. 
She ran beside the other animal for what felt like hours. Thought and reason disappeared, and in its wake, the only thing that mattered was instinct. Instinct to survive, instinct to protect. And of course, instinct for her mate. 
Her feet stopped, and she tipped her head back and howled. Calling. Searching. The sound echoed through the trees, and in the distance, she heard it. The answering call. 
Her body moved as though to follow, when the other wolf head-butted her side. 
Instincts warred inside her. How do they sort through this mess?  She turned to the younger wolf beside her. Protect the niece. The thought pounded inside her temples, fighting against the urge to return to Kieran. Her mate would find her. 
The dark wolf stumbled, and Anna hurried to her side. Weak, exposed. Anna’s eyes took in the trees around them. Darkness. They’d run for so long she hadn’t noticed the growing darkness. 
She shook and moved toward the weakened wolf. 
Responsibility. An urge she’d lived with all her life. To care for those hurt and weaker than she. The wolf beside her wobbled in exhaustion. They had to get back quickly. They moved forward, trudging through the scattered leaves and pine needles covering the earthen floor. The moon rose in the distance, darkness settling in for the night. 
Finally, in the distance she scented the campfires that often accompanied the wolven main camp. 
Exhausted and still somewhat muddled, Anna continued to lead the younger wolf. 
Thoughts slowly seeped through her troubled mind. Her heart pounded hard against her rib cage. She really was part wolven. No matter how many times Kieran told her so, a small part of her refused to believe. 
Sean had told her not to change, but she’d had no control. She remembered it now. 
The anger, the terror, the white flashing lights behind her closed lids. And now she walked through the same pine forest she’d seen so many times, on four legs. People scurried toward the pair of wolves, concern on their faces. 
What if she couldn’t change back? 
The dark shewolf beside her turned then circled Anna, encouraging her forward, nipping at her heels. With a burst of speed, she moved inside the camp grounds. Once within the circle of relative safety, Nora changed. She collapsed to her knees, naked. 
Matthew and another male separated themselves from the pack and moved forward. 
The younger male lifted Nora in his arms and carried her to her mother’s cabin. 
Then Matthew turned toward her. Matthew. She watched him scent the air. 
“Anna,” he said softly. 
She whimpered, she actually whimpered. Oh, this is really bad. 
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She slunk to the ground, her body trembling so hard moving became an effort. How
do I change back? 

Matthew lifted her and carried her to his cabin. His was the most distant of any, being the least accepted member of the pack. Without hesitation, he carried her to his bed and laid her gently on top of the covers. He stroked her fur absently. 
“Anna, you need to change back.” 
She whined again. How? She didn’t know how. 
“I’ll talk you through it.” 
He looked as upset as Anna felt. She laid her paw on his hand for comfort. Matthew took a deep breath and nodded. 
“Picture your image in your head. What you looked like this morning when you dressed.” 
Oh no! She was going to be naked in front of this man. Not good. It didn’t matter that she’d seen him naked the day she’d removed the bullet. She snorted and sneezed, shaking her head. No way. 
“This is no time to be shy,” he said, snatching a blanket from the foot of the bed and laying it over her. “You need to change back, Anna. Now concentrate.” She did as he said, reaching deep inside her mind, imagining herself in a mirror, searching for the details she usually ignored. Like the shape of her body. Ewww. 
“Now try to imagine yourself becoming that picture.” 
She tried. At first, nothing happened. Then, the tingling in her body started again, and the flash. 
She kept her eyes tightly closed, afraid to open them. 
“It’s ok, Anna. You’re human again.” 
“I am?” she croaked, opening one eye. 
“You are. And you are one brave woman, Anna. And strong too. I’ve never known a new turn to change on their own before their first full moon. Kieran should be proud.” She smiled shakily, ignoring the twinge in her abdomen. 
The twinge turned into a sharp pain, low in her belly. It stabbed with the power of a knife blade, and she cried out. 
“Easy, Anna. It will pass.” He held her through the cramp then moved into the bathroom. She heard water running, and he returned and laid a wet wash cloth on her forehead. 
Another cramp hit, harder this time. Anna cried out. “What’s happening to me?” He didn’t answer. 
“Matthew, what’s happen…?” She gasped as another pain rolled over her. Still he didn’t answer, only shushed her like a child. Why wouldn’t he answer? Pain wracked her body again. It came in waves. Huge, rolling waves. This couldn’t be normal. Surely not every person who was wolven went through this. Kieran would have mentioned pain, wouldn’t he? 
“You’re miscarrying the baby,” said Matthew. 
“Baby? What baby?” Another cramp hit hard and ripped into her midsection. She screamed. 
Matthew cursed and held her. “I’ll kill him,” she heard him whisper under his breath. 
“Anna, listen to me.” His voice sounded urgent. “You’re pregnant. The baby didn’t survive the change. This was inevitable. There’s nothing we can do.” She screamed again, fighting with all her might to hold on to what he said. 
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I’m pregnant. Fleeting joy rippled through her before another wave of pain hit. She groaned through it. No, she would not lose this baby. No. By all that was good, she wanted to keep it. Kieran’s baby. Hers. She’d never thought she could get pregnant. 
Pain, like that of tearing flesh, ripped through her stomach. 
“No,” she screamed. 
Kieran stormed into the room. “What’s going on?” 
Matthew glared at him. “You didn’t tell her. Damnit, Kieran, why didn’t you tell her?” Nothing made sense to Anna. Not Matthew’s words, nor the look on Kieran’s face. 


* * * 
Grief and guilt sluiced over Kieran like hot oil. He hadn’t expected this. He thought he had time. Maybe even if she was strong enough, they may have been able to keep her from shifting at the full moon and the baby would have been safe. 
“Just ease her pain, then. Give her something.” 
Matthew shook his head. “I can’t. If I do, she’ll shift again. It’s too soon in her metamorphosis. She has no control. The drugs would make it impossible for her to maintain one shape or the other. She’d end up bouncing back and forth, and we could lose her.” 
Anna’s next scream pierced his soul. He gathered her tight into his arms. Tears burned his eyes for the first time since his parents’ deaths. Since Maria’s death. This was his fault. Like before. Only now it wasn’t just his mate who would suffer, but their child. 
All my fault.  He couldn’t keep his hands off her; he hadn’t been willing to wait. 
Her screams wrenched his heart. They shrieked through the night, hard and jagged. 
He should have warned her. 
She gripped his hands with fierce determination. “No. I won’t lose it.” 
“Let go, baby. You have to. She won’t survive, she’ll be deformed. You have to let her go.” 
He watched as his strong mate curled into a ball, mimicking the shape of the fetus within, sobbing over and over again. “No. Not my baby.” He watched as what would have been their child slipped from her body, blood oozing between her legs. He held her as she sobbed. 
Laura arrived and tried to pull him away. Anna’s body was still and quiet, with only the occasional ragged breath shattering the silence. 
“The doctor needs to clean her.” 
“I’ll do it.” His voice was hoarse, as though he’d screamed every ounce of pain with her. 
“Kieran, you can’t do this. He has to clean her, inside.” He turned his eyes to hers. Sympathy. For him. He didn’t deserve it. This was all his fault. Anna was strong. If he’d told her she was pregnant, she may even have been able to fight the change when the full moon came. His hands balled into fists. I should have
told her.  The thought echoed in his shattered heart. 
“My fault,” he whispered. Laura led him from the room. 
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Chapter Sixteen 
Anna lay on the bed, her body wet with the sweat of pain. Pregnant. Even before she knew she carried, the baby was gone. Dead. Tears stung her eyes again. Grief squeezed her heart until she thought it would burst. 
For years she’d buried herself in her work, hoping the love of animals would take the place of children. It wasn’t until she met Kieran that she even realized how unsuccessful she’d been. 
Darine. That was what he called her. The fertile one. He’d been right. She’d been pregnant, had carried a child inside her. But her body had rejected that child, like a virus, ripping it from her womb. She bit back a sob and pulled away from Kieran, who reached for her in his sleep. 
He’d known. Most of the miscarriage was a blur, but that she remembered. Matthew cursing at him for not telling her she was with child. 
She should be angry. Furious even. Betrayed. Yet, all she felt was an intense grief. It pushed out everything else, ripping at her heart. The very lack of anger, the emptiness inside frightened her. 
Her body craved home. Home. Mom. All those wonderful, warm things a child craves when they’re hurt. Chocolate chip cookies and her childhood bed. Her mother’s loving arms. 
She got out of the bed quietly and stumbled to the bathroom. A quick shower cleansed her body, but did nothing for her aching heart. She dressed then slipped from the room. She put her shoes on only after she stepped outside. 
The entire pack was still asleep. Anna glanced at her watch. 5:00 a.m. She inhaled. 
The scent of pine filled her lungs. Not far away was a nest of squirrels, the kits hungry for their breakfast. 
The urge to run struck hard, every cell in her body craving speed. She felt it, the wolf inside her, begging to be released despite the pain in her abdomen. She swallowed hard. 
No, that’s what got her into this mess in the first place. The wolf. 
She trotted through the woods, heading toward the parking lot. The call of home pulled at her. The hope of comfort, though she knew nothing could ease this pain. 
Her mother’s touch. That’s all she wanted. 
Every muscle in her body ached. From the tears, or the miscarriage, she wasn’t sure which. Breathing through it, she continued on. It wasn’t long before she reached her car and climbed inside. 
The scent reached her just as she slammed the door. Kieran. She turned and saw him, the multicolored brown wolf that stared at her from the tree line. Even in his wolf form, she saw the sadness in his eyes. 
Tears filled her own, and she started the engine and drove away. He wouldn’t understand her need. He’d want to be with her. He blamed himself. She blamed him. 
But she knew the only one at fault was herself. 
If she’d waited for James like Kieran requested, maybe none of this would have happened. As the car hit the pavement of the highway, she heard the mournful cry of a wolf. A sad call to his mate. 
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Chapter Seventeen 
Monica swore as she hung up the cell phone. One more person who didn’t know the whereabouts of Doc Calloway. It had been three days. Three long days with no communication. 
In all the years she’d worked for Dr. Calloway, she’d always kept close telephone contact, even if she was away on a trip. For the first day, nobody answered her phone, and it asked her to leave a message. For the last two, she got nothing but voice mail. The phone was dead. 
The phone rang again, and she snatched it. “Monica.” 
“Anything?” 
Monica sighed. “Not yet, Jamie. Tell you what, I’m out looking for her. You said she went to the Uwharrie forest, right?” 
“Yes, but—” 
“Then there’s only so many ways into that forest. You stay there, call if she makes contact. Until then, I made sure Dr. Campbell is available to take all her patients.” Something was wrong. She sensed it. Just like she sensed Kieran wasn’t human. Nor was that other man who’d visited a few weeks ago. 
Kieran reeked of powerful wolven energy. The other, Ryland was his name, had reeked of uncontrolled strength. Typical wolves. Determined to make life difficult for everyone around them. 
When her mother had first told her she was part shifter, she’d laughed, thinking it was all a joke. Yet, it explained everything. Especially her strange knack with cats. She may be the office manager, but any time a difficult cat came in, she was called to help. 
Particularly if Jamie wasn’t there. 
Then there was her enhanced vision and sense of smell. 
And those extra senses screamed at her, telling her Dr. Calloway was in trouble. 
Monica pressed the accelerator, hoping there would be no police along the way. Her instincts had never failed her before, and she prayed they didn’t now. 
A small, dark blue car sped past her at a dangerous speed. Anna’s car. Spinning her wheel, Monica turned her own vehicle around and tore down the highway, struggling to catch up with her mentor. In minutes, she was on Anna’s tail and blew her horn insistently. Startled eyes met hers from the rear view mirror, and Anna pulled over. 
Monica jumped from her car and ran to the doctor’s door. 
Dull, blue eyes in a wan face met her gaze. 
“Where have you been? Are you ok? We’ve been worried sick about you.” 
“I’m ok.” Her tone seemed dull, as though deadened by pain. 
Monica sniffed, her nostrils flaring. “Oh, my God. I’ll drive.” Anger flashed behind the blue eyes. There was a spark of life in there after all. 
“I’m fine. Monica, what are you doing?” 
“I’m taking you home. You look like death warmed over.” She pulled Anna from the car, shocked when her friend stumbled from weariness. And blood loss. The sickly sweet, coppery scent clung to her friend. 
Despite the mumbled denials, Anna let her push her into the passenger seat, and Monica took over at the wheel. 
“Your car?” 
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“Don’t worry about my car right now. I’ll come back for it later.” For a few minutes, she let Anna relax. But she had to have answers. 
“You let him change you.” 


* * * 
Anna stared at Monica. What had she just said? It couldn’t be what she thought she heard. “What?” 
“I said you let him change you.” 
She nodded. Oh, God, what did she just admit? Her head fell back to the headrest, and she closed her eyes. 
“I knew, you know. What he is. I just didn’t guess what you were. Part shifter, I take it?” Again, Anna nodded. 
“I mean, I should have guessed. You had all the signs. Even experienced amazing empathy, which only the strongest lines of wolven have.” She shrugged her shoulders. “I just thought you were talented. All of us thought you were talented.” 
“What? You…? You all knew?” Anna whispered. 
“In a way. I made sure we only kept employees who knew how to keep a secret. I’m careful about who I hire.” 
“How…?” Anna let the words trail off. They all knew and kept her secrets. “All of you? Everything?” 
“No. Not everything,” Monica scoffed. “Do you think I’m crazy? I’m the only one who knows what Kieran and Ryland are. And what you are now. The rest just think you’re very gifted.” 
“And how do you—” 
“I’m part shifter too. Only I’m not from the wolven packs.” 
“You’re not…?” Damn. She couldn’t seem to finish a sentence. Her stomach took that instant to cramp, and she moaned. 
“Doc, I should take you to a hospital. Or to one of the shifters’ doctors. You’ve lost a lot of blood.” 
“No. I saw a doctor. There’s nothing that can be done. It’s too soon after….” Her office manager stared at her in horror. “Oh, my God, he changed you while you were pregnant! He should have known better than that! No wonder you’re in pain. What happened?” 
“It’s not his fault. I forced his hand.” 
“Right. And I bet you forced him to stick his dick where it didn’t belong too, right?” White hot anger shot through Anna like lightning. “Enough,” she snarled. “That’s my mate you’re talking about.” 
Her friend laughed, though the sound was not humor. “Anna, you know damned good and well he should have known better than to change you when you were pregnant.” 
“I’m not talking about this, Monica. Not now. Not ever.” 
“Ok. Then tell me this. How did you manage to change before the full moon?” She hesitated. “Fear.” 
Monica slammed the brakes on the car and pulled over to the side of the road. 
Throwing the car in park, she turned full on to Anna. 
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“You’d better tell me everything.” 
Anna’s eyes filled with tears, then she shook her head. “I can’t.” 
“You have to tell someone,” Monica said softly. 
Anna stared at her office manager. Ha!  The woman obviously did more than manage the vet office. The loyalty she showed touched Anna on a level she’d never expected. 
“You really fired people who didn’t like me?” 
Monica grimaced. “No, I fired people who wouldn’t protect you, there’s a difference.” Anna stared, wondering what to think. “You know, I should fire you here and now. 
That’s not what I hired you to do.” 
“But—” 
She lifted a hand, silencing her employee and friend. “However,” she said, softening her tone, “I think I’ll let it pass. Thank you.” 
Monica lowered her head then peeked under half closed lids. “So what happened?” Anna sighed and relented. She didn’t seem to have any secrets from this woman anyway. 
“Someone captured the Alpha’s daughter, then the Alpha. The next thing I knew they had me too. I guess they liked the idea of having a local vet work on keeping the other two healthy.” 
“Why?” 
“No one is sure. They said they wanted control of the pack, but why? None of it made any sense.” 
“So what happened next?” 
“We tried to escape, which we did, but in the process another shifter attacked me.” 
“What kind of shifter?” 
“A hyena.” 
“Ewww. Those things are disgusting.” 
Anna nodded. “Yes, he was. I thought I was going to die. His teeth were right there at my throat, and the next thing I knew, I was a wolf.” 
Monica gave her a hug. “I’m so sorry, hon. Let’s get you home, let you get some rest and heal.” 
“No.” Anna’s eyes filled with tears again. “I want my mom. I don’t want to be alone.” Monica nodded and started the car. 
In the distance, Anna heard it again, the soft, wailing howl of a lonely wolf. Emotions tugged inside of her, and she didn’t know what was hers, or what was Kieran’s. 
It was good to know she had the support of her team back at the clinic, but she needed home and the loving arms of her mother. 


* * * 
The instant her mother opened the door, Anna lost it. Tears bubbled to the surface despite her best efforts to contain them. Without a word, Nancy Calloway took her daughter into her arms. The soft, maternal offer of comfort. It seeped into Anna’s soul, and the dam burst. 
Her body trembled, and Nancy pulled her inside. She collapsed as her mother closed the door. Without a word, Nancy Calloway went down with Anna, her arms tight about her shoulders, letting Anna’s tears fall where they may. 
Quiet cooing sounds emitted from her mother. Sounds of comfort and love. 
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With a sigh, Anna started to stand, her mother’s arm tight about Anna’s waist. They moved silently to Anna’s childhood bedroom. 
No matter how hard she tried, Anna couldn’t stop the tears long enough to speak. 
Her mother helped her undress and put her to bed. She didn’t say a word when she saw the blood seeping between her legs. She merely offered her protection pads. 
“I’ll fix you some food.” 
Anna shook her head, still unable to speak. 
“Some tea then?” 
Anna nodded, and her mother bowed her head, closing the door behind her. 


* * * 
The next few days passed in virtual silence. With her clinic covered, she could take the time to heal. So she stayed home. With Mom. 
It wasn’t until the miscarriage she realized how much she’d wanted a child. Then, in a single moment, the possibility had been there, only to be snatched away seconds later. 
Every time she thought about Kieran, fresh tears burned from her eyes. At first, she’d been angry with him for keeping this secret. But in her memories, she saw how many times he’d tried to tell her. The conversations he started only to stop and kiss her. She’d known he had a secret, and yet she hadn’t pushed. 
What must he think of her now? She was weak. Before now, he’d been proud of her. 
Praised her for her strength, reveled in her love. He’d been impressed with her ability to understand and accept their mating. Had even been pleased when she’d pushed him to mark her. Now…. What now? He was stuck with her. A weakling who couldn’t carry their child. How could he possibly want her for a mate? 
The bedroom door opened, and her mother stepped in. Anna turned away, hoping to hide the constant flow of tears. 
“I thought you might like to look at this.” Her mother handed her a book. It was old, covered in soft leather. A wolf head was heavily tooled on the front cover. 
“What is it?” 
“A photo album. Of me and your father.” 
Anna stared at her mother, surprised. “Why are you showing me this now?” Her mother glanced away, her face quivering. “I thought you’d want to know.” 
“Know what?” 
Her mother walked across the room, avoiding her eyes. “I lied. All this time, I’ve lied.” 
“Lied about what, Mom?” 
“Lied about your father. There are things I never told you about him. About his family. About mine.” 
Anna nodded. “I know, Mom. I know. The things I’ve seen—” 
“The things you’ve seen are shocking, Anna. And it’s my fault. I should have told you before. You should have learned your family history from me, not some stranger.” Her mother sat beside her and opened the photo album. “You know I wasn’t born in North Carolina, right?” 
“Sure, Mom. Your family’s from Alabama. I haven’t forgotten.” Anna watched her mother turn pages. Picture after picture passed. Old, faded. People she’d never met. Her mother’s smiling young face shone back at her. Images of the woman she knew only as 100 
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Mom, dressed in skimpy bathing suits, or shorts and tank tops. For the first time in a week, Anna smiled. 
She flipped the next page, and her blood froze in her veins. The face staring back at her was familiar. 
It can’t be. “Who is this?” She had to be imagining things. 
Her mother stood with white-knuckled fists pressed to her lips. Fear. Anna smelled it as clearly as if it were a perfume her mother wore. 
“He’s your father.” 
She stared at the photo. 
“My father?” Matthew, the wolven doctor is my father?  Oh, God, the scent. The family scent that was Matthew; her. 
Her mother moved stiffly to the bed and sat beside Anna, her eyes never leaving the pictures on the page. Anna watched her mother’s hands—so delicate and pristine in comparison to Matthew’s—turn the pages, unaware of her daughter’s growing distress. 
Nancy was lost in her own world, her eyes misting as she flipped the pages. Every picture showed a man smiling and happy, and her mom beside him. 
“Matthew is my dad?” She couldn’t hide her amazement. 
This time it was her mother who looked shocked. 
“What?” 
“Matthew. I met him.” 
“That’s not possible, Anna. He’s dead. I told you that before. He died in the last days of the Vietnam war.” 
“No, Mom. He’s alive and well. I even saved his life a few weeks ago.” Nancy paled, and tears shone in her eyes. 
“It’s not possible. No.” Her mother’s voice trailed off to a whisper. “They told me he died, they told me not to ever contact them again.” Tears trickled down the older woman’s cheeks. 
Taking her mother’s hands, Anna looked into the now too-pale face. “Mom, you better tell me everything you know about Matthew.” 
Nancy nodded and brushed the tears from her eyes. 


* * * 



Alive. Matthew’s alive. She should have known. She’d tried to tell her family she would know if he were truly dead, but they’d ignored her. The memories assaulted her. 
Like yesterday, clear and vibrant. Matthew. Nancy cleared her throat and began. 
“We met while I was a senior in high school. I went to visit your great aunt Josie down in Alabama. That’s where we met. He was so handsome.” 
“Did you know…?” Anna couldn’t finish. 
“Yes, I know. I knew from the very beginning. But he wasn’t the only one. I’m half-wolven myself.” 
Her daughter stared at her. Even after all this time, Nancy could still hear the pounding of her child’s heart. And right now, it threatened to beat right out of her chest. 
“Oh, my God,” Anna shrieked and jumped up. “That means I’m three fourths wolven?” 
Nancy smiled. “Yes, baby. You are.” 
“Why didn’t you ever tell me?” 
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“I’m sorry, baby. I really intended to.” She shrugged. “It just never seemed the right time. Then you show up on my doorstep, and I can smell everything on you. The change, the baby, a man. I had dozens of questions, but I didn’t know how to ask them. I knew you’d talk when you were ready.” 
“But Mom, I would have done things so differently, if I’d have known. I would have—
” 
“You would have what?” Nancy interrupted her. “You would have not loved the man? 
You would not have slept with him? Anna, you can’t change your heart, and what you are doesn’t make it work any different.” 
“You don’t understand, Mom!” Anna said. 
“Yes, I do,” she said, her voice soft. After all these years, the pain was still fresh in her heart. 
“What happened, Mom?” 
She sighed and stood up, brushing the dust from her jeans. 
“I got pregnant.” 
“I know that, Mom, what am I missing?” 
Of everything she’d ever kept from her daughter, this was the most difficult. How do you explain to a child that her father wanted her more than her mother, that her father cared enough to give her up so she could live? 
She sighed heavily and sat down. “Like you, I got pregnant. Matthew and I never made the final decision to mate. I was unmarked. Still human.” Nancy picked up the photo album again. Matthew’s image smiled up at her. 
“Matthew didn’t want me to lose you, so he left me. Anna, the urge to mark one’s mate is overwhelming for a wolven. They can’t stop it. The more powerful the wolven, the stronger the urge. Yet if I were marked, I would change, and with that would come the shift. And as you see, with the shift comes miscarriage. With every passing day, Matthew fought harder and harder.” 
“So you sent him away?” 
“In a way.” She flipped to the next page. “He was trying to protect you, the child of our love. He was afraid he’d turn me, and to be honest, Anna, I didn’t care. All I wanted was to be with him.” 
“Then why aren’t you?” 
“Because I sent him away. He told me he was going to leave until you were born. I was furious. I didn’t want to go through pregnancy without him, the man I loved. I wanted him in my life, child or no child. Even though he’d explained, I didn’t understand. Not really. He refused me. Later, I understood how hard it was for him to leave. But it was too late. I’d already told him if he left to never come back.” 
“And you never went back to him?” 
“I couldn’t find him. His family refused to tell me where he was. It was like he disappeared off the earth. He joined the Army and went to Vietnam. His family told me he was dead.” 
“But he’s not.” 
Nancy shook her head, tears now covering her cheeks. “Apparently not. I was devastated. I mourned him for years. If I’d known he was here, not only would I have said something.” The words stuck in her throat, but she forced them out. “I would have gone to him.” 
“You still love him?” 
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She nodded, tears flowing. “Yes, I still love him.” 
“Oh, Mom,” Anna said and wrapped her in loving arms. The child comforting the mother. A total reversal from just moments ago. 
But her pain was in the past. It didn’t matter, only Anna mattered now. She cleared her throat and pulled back. 
“So tell me, Anna, what happened?” 
Anna sighed. “Let’s go downstairs and get comfortable. I think it’s time for some of that famous tea of yours, Mom. Before history repeats itself.” 103 
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Chapter Eighteen 
The last week had been hell for Kieran. He searched, unable to find his mate. She’d completely disappeared. She wasn’t at home, and when he went by the clinic, he’d found another veterinarian in her place. He felt her through their bond, but he couldn’t find her. 
“Kieran, you need to eat.” 
“Go away, Laura.” He bit back the snarl before it formed. It wasn’t her he was angry with. He turned and threw himself into his big, leather chair. He ought to go back to his place in town. Get away from all the well-wishers. 
“I’m not leaving until you eat.” 
“Then you’ll be here a while. I’m not hungry.” He slammed his beer on the hardwood end table. 
“If you don’t eat I’m going to call your brother in here to make you eat.” 
“Go for it,” he said. 
Laura harrumphed and left, slamming the door behind her. Thank heaven. She meant well, but he’d had enough of those who meant well. What he needed was Anna. 
A knock sounded at the door. 
“Go away!” he shouted. 
“I’m not leaving.” It wasn’t his brother. It was Matthew. 
He stormed to the door and yanked it open. “I said, go away, Matthew!” 
“No. We are going to talk.” 
“What’s so fire all-important that you have to talk to me now?” 
“I want to know why you didn’t tell my daughter she was pregnant.” Kieran stared, stunned. “Daughter?” 
“Yes,” he growled. “My daughter.” Matthew pushed his way through. “I told you to tell her, but you ignored my advice. Instead, you turned her, made her lose her child. I ought to kick your ass.” 
The snarl formed at the threat even before the reason hit him. 
He dropped back into his chair, motioning for Matthew to sit. While his apparent father-in-law folded his long body into a small chair, Kieran stared. How had he missed it? He sniffed. Damn. It was there. That’s what was so familiar about Anna when first he’d scented her. He’d noticed again after Matthew got hurt, but on Matthew. The family scent. 
“I’m a total idiot.” 
“No arguments from this end. The question is, what are you going to do about it?” 
“There’s not much I can do. I can’t find her.” 
The older man stared at him for long minutes. The clock over the fireplace made the only sound in the room. Tick. Tick. Tick. 

“I’ll help you find her.” 
Kieran stared at him. “You know where she is?” 
Matthew shrugged. “I have my suspicions.” 
“Where is she?” 
“She’s at her mother’s house.” 
“And you know this how?” 
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The older man hesitated. “I told you, she’s my daughter. I have always watched over her mother. And—while I hadn’t seen her since she graduated high school—Anna, too.” 
“Why didn’t you say anything? For that matter, why didn’t you tell Anna? She thinks you’re dead.” 
Matthew sighed. “You know I’m not from here. My pack is from Alabama. Her mother, Nancy, is from another, smaller Alabama pack. We met while she was visiting relatives. Things didn’t work out for us.” 
“She’s the one you mentioned earlier, the one you wish you’d never left?” 
“Yes, but had I never left her, Anna wouldn’t exist.” 
“What are you saying?” 
“She got pregnant. I was young and stupid. Her family was furious and forced her to stop seeing me. Neither of us understood the True Mate concept at the time. By the time I saw her again she was far enough along that she was showing.” 
“What did you do?” 
“At first, neither of us cared. Nancy wanted me to change her, and I almost did. I was there, my fangs bared, and I heard that tiny heartbeat inside her. So soft, so innocent. I couldn’t do it. I left to avoid changing her. Nancy was furious and told me never to come back.” 
“And you listened?” Maybe he wasn’t the only idiot in the pack after all. 
Matthew hung his head. “To my shame, yes. First, I joined the Army. I went to Vietnam, and I think I was trying to get killed. I took every dangerous mission offered. I did all I could to end my life. I couldn’t imagine living without Nancy. But death never came.” 
“So you moved here?” 
“Yes, I came here to be with her, without her knowledge. I watched Anna grow from a baby to adulthood.” 
“Why didn’t you say something?” 
“Because it wasn’t my place.” 
Kieran nodded. “Where is she?” 
Matthew gave him the address, and Kieran grabbed his jacket and stormed out of the door, the screen slamming behind him. 
His jacket barely settled on his shoulders, and the scent changed. He sniffed. Ryland. 
A growl rumbled low in Kieran’s chest. Possessive fury roiled in his psyche. He stormed into the camp, and people scurried out of the way. 
Already he heard the low whispers spread like wildfire as he strode across the pine needles. 
Ryland stood in the center of camp as though he belonged. Anger rolling off him in waves. 
“Where is she, Kieran?” 
“Where is who?” 
“My mate.” 
Kieran laughed. “Your mate? I didn’t know you had one.” 
“You know who I mean. Anna. Where is she?” 
Kieran snarled, dropping the jacket to the ground. “She’s mine. You have exactly two minutes to clear out of here before I take your head off.” The murmurs of the crowd rumbled behind him. Kieran knew exactly what they were thinking. There hadn’t been a fight over a shewolf in more than ten years. The last 105 
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bloody battle had ended with one permanently scarred and the other dead. But that wolven’s mate hadn’t left him. Yet still he stood, ready to fight. Ready to kill. 
“I’m not leaving until I know where she is.” 
Kieran took his blade from its scabbard and stalked forward, his head low, his eyes veiled to hide the fury within. “Anna is not your concern.” Ryland pulled a blade from his own scabbard. Silver. Kieran growled low in his throat. Bastard. Even now, the man couldn’t fight honorably. 
The two men stalked in a circle, searching for an opening to strike. Kieran watched the other man’s gait, his movement, and his muscles. And he watched his face, searching for any weakness. He noticed the twitch of nerves in his left cheek just above the scar, the way his weight balanced on the balls of his feet. 
The two came at one another, teeth and blades flashing. Kieran’s fist caught Ryland’s chin. He then spun, dodging the weight of the man’s attack. The two swung around, facing one another. Blood seeped from Ryland’s lip. 
Kieran’s gums itched. His fangs grew longer with each passing second. Ryland’s did the same. But when he looked down, Kieran was surprised that he, too, had partially changed. His arms were more muscular, covered in soft brown fur, his fingers more claw-like than human. He’d never done a partial change before. That was limited to the most powerful. 
He snarled, his voice low and rough. “Leave, before I destroy you.” 


* * * 
Anna ran ahead of her mother the instant she heard the snarls. Kieran. She felt his anger deep inside and smelled the aggression in the air, mixed with something else—
someone else…. She pushed through the crowd and stared at the scene before her. Oh, God, they were fighting over her. 
The two men split apart, and she heard Ryland’s deep voice. “Where is she, Kieran? 
What have you done with her?” 
“Leave it be, Ryland. She’s none of your concern.” 
“If you’ve hurt her, I swear I’ll kill you.” 
She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Kieran, hurt her? Ryland was insane. 
Her emotions bounced like a tiny rubber ball in her head, the human in her appalled at what she saw. The wolf reveled in it. Reveled in the power of two alpha wolves battling over her. Their strength washed over her like a hot summer breeze, arousing all she’d thought dead inside her. Energy sizzled beneath her skin, and the urge to change assailed her. To fight. To mate. Even beneath the loose sweatshirt she wore, her breasts tightened, the nipples sensitizing. 
Who said aggression wasn’t arousing? 
She stepped forward. 
“Ryland!” Her voice echoed through the forest as she separated herself from the crowd. 
The two men stopped, their breathing heavy. They stared at her. Blood dripped from a cut on Ryland’s lip, and Kieran’s eye swelled. Both inhaled, their nostrils flaring. 
Ryland growled low. 
“Enough. When I need two alphas acting like children, I’ll let you know.” 106 
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She watched Ryland’s eyes narrow, while Kieran hid his amusement, though she felt it. She bit back the rumble of hunger and focused on Ryland. 
“Come with me,” he said. “Before he hurts you again.” 
“No, Ryland, I’m not leaving. And he hasn’t hurt me.” 
“But he has. I smell the blood all over you.” He turned to go toward Kieran again. 
Anger flooded Anna. How dare he? She moved without a single thought as to what she would do. She stepped between them, glaring. 
“How dare you challenge me?” she growled, her lip curled. The wolf in her reared her head. Even now, she wasn’t sure if it was to protect her mate, to protect herself, or fury that this imbecile would challenge for her. 
She poked the offender in the chest. Behind her, she heard Kieran growl in frustration. Without even turning her head to him, she snarled, “I’ll get to you in a minute. 
And you,” she growled to Ryland, “get this through your thick head. I am not, nor will I ever be, your mate. I chose Kieran, so leave. Now.” She heard the gasp throughout the camp, but ignored it. Now wasn’t the time. 
“But….” 
“I said leave.” 
He stared at her long and hard. Her fingers pulled the collar of her shirt to the side, displaying it in all its splendor the mark placed there by Kieran. “Look well, Ryland. 
Because this is the last time I’ll say it. I did not choose you.” 
“But he hurt you.” 
“And I hurt him. Kieran is my mate, now and forever more. I love him.” Silence settled through the camp. She hadn’t intended her declaration of love to be quite so public, but it was too late. She stared into Ryland’s eyes. Pain crossed his face. 
The knife dropped to the ground, and Ryland took a step forward. Anna put her hand up, barring his approach. 
“Go. Before you make things worse.” She kept her voice low and soft. She didn’t want him to get hurt. “She’s out there somewhere for you, Ryland. That perfect woman. And if you continue to come after me, you will never find her. I will not stop Kieran the next time, and he will kill you.” 


* * * 
Ryland stared for long moments, pain and humiliation rippling in his gut. No woman had ever attracted him as this one did. Never before had he wanted to take a mate, but the instant he’d held her in his arms, all he wanted was to slip inside her, to impregnate her. Could he be wrong? Did she really want Kieran and not him? He looked into her face. He saw compassion. Pain. But he didn’t see love. Nor did he see desire. 
He turned away. Then it hit. The smell. So sweet and delicate. Feminine and gentle, it wafted through the breeze. His eyes searched the crowd for the source. He inhaled, letting the scent wash over him, and groaned. Mistake. It went straight to his groin. But it was more than sexual. Emotions stirred deep in his soul, awakening the one part of him that lay dormant. His heart. 
The growl rumbling through him had nothing to do with Kieran or Anna. Out there, hidden by the crowd was a woman whose very essence speared through him with the power of an explosion. 
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He glanced at Anna, who watched him curiously. He nodded, then in the flash of an eye, he changed. The murmurs of the crowd buzzed like insects in his mind. He had to get out of there, clear his head, then come back, find her. 
Without a backward glance, he charged into the trees. 


* * * 
Once Ryland was gone, Anna turned to Kieran. Her eyes filled with a myriad of emotions. He hoped he understood even half of what he saw reflected in their depths. 
“So you’re back? For good?” 
She gave him a watery smile. “If you’ll have me.” 
A smile bloomed slowly across his face. He moved forward jerkily, and Anna met him halfway. “Of course I’ll have you.” He moved closer. “I said I would fight to have you. I keep my promises.” 
She gave him a weak smile. 
He curled a finger beneath her chin and tipped her face to his. “Anna, did you mean what you said?” 
She nodded. Her throat worked, and he knew she was having difficulty. The link between them grew, and emotions trickled through, warming his heart. 
“I love you too, Darine.” 
He’d expected her to relax at his declaration, but instead, she tensed. 
“I’m so sorry,” she said, her voice trembling. 
“What are you sorry for, baby? It’s my fault.” 
“I lost our baby. I left you, without telling you where I was going. I’m sorry. I just needed to get my head straight.” 
He growled and pulled her into his arms. “I thought you hated me.” 
“Never, Kieran. Never. I was grieving, and I just wanted to go home.” 
“To your mother?” 
“Yes, to my mother.” For a few moments, he just held her. Reveling in the heat of her body. Such sweet perfection. She loved him. Nothing could be better than that. The fear of the last few days drained out, replaced by a burgeoning of hope. 


* * * 
 Anna extricated herself from his arms. “And speaking of my mother, I have one more thing to do.” Taking his hand, she moved to where Matthew stood. 
“Matthew,” she said. “Dad.” 
His eyes widened. “So you know.” 
She nodded. “I only wish I’d known sooner.” She moved forward and wrapped her arms around him. His own arms circled her, powerful and strong. Her father. The words sent bittersweet warmth through her chest. 
Large hands stroked her hair, and then he pulled back. “I always wanted to be there for you, baby. Always.” 
“I know, Dad. I know.” And she did. She pulled away. “I have someone for you to meet.” 
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His face paled, and Anna knew he understood. She took his large hand in hers and guided him through the crowd. The people parted from before her, until her mother was visible. 
“Matthew,” her mother whispered. Tears flowed down Nancy’s cheeks unchecked. 
“Nancy,” said Matthew, his voice husky with emotion. The two stared at one another for what felt an eternity. Determined to make something happen, Anna spoke up. 
“Dad, I thought I’d introduce you again to my mother. Mom, this is my dad.” The two laughed as they stared at one another. Then Nancy stepped forward. “I’ve missed you.” 
He stood stiffly beside Anna. She knew he was afraid of the pain. Her mother did the same thing to Matthew that she did to Kieran, only worse. Anna blocked Kieran from her life. Her mother blocked him from his daughter’s. 
“I’m so sorry. I thought you were dead. They told me you died.” Anna could tell, by the surprise on her father’s face, he hadn’t known that. Yet still he didn’t speak. 
Her mother looked uncomfortable. Anna was about to interrupt, to play peacekeeper, when her mother shushed her. “I have always loved you, Matthew. 
Always.” 
The change in her father was visible. Like barriers crashing around his ankles. He stepped forward and took his soul mate into his arms. 
“And I have missed you, Nancy. As God is my witness, I have missed you.” 109 
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Epilogue 
Anna’s hands caressed Kieran’s chest. Kieran was afraid to open his eyes, afraid she’d stop. It felt too good. Soft and delicate, yet sure and confident. The small hands smoothed across his nipples, and he struggled to keep his breathing even, feigning sleep. 
Everything was so different. Unable to find the cause of the unexpected attack by the hyena, Sean had turned the pack back over to Kieran, sure no one would want him as pack leader. Laura had left Sean. She said she couldn’t be an alpha’s wife any longer, and even though he’d given up this pack, he still had alpha potential, and she refused to believe he wouldn’t soon crave the leadership role again. 
Oddly enough, Sean hadn’t been surprised, and he’d told Kieran he wasn’t upset. 
Their relationship had been strained at the best of times, but with the increasing attacks on the pack, it only grew worse. 
Another surprise had been the pack’s immediate acceptance of Kieran moving up through the ranks again. He’d stepped into the pack leader position as smoothly as Anna stepped into the Alpha Bitch position. 
And thinking of Alpha Bitches, inch by inch, her hands moved down his body, toward his stomach, then to his groin. Fire burned in his blood, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to feign sleep much longer. He was already hard and ready, and she’d barely done more than caress him. He wondered how long she’d been awake. 
The sweep of her hair against his chest pulled a groan from his lungs. 
“Annabelle,” he murmured. He opened his eyes. His beautiful mate was between his legs, her hair trailing down his chest and stomach as her mouth left sweet, hot, open-mouthed kisses on her way to his erection. He felt the curve of her smiling lips when she noticed he was awake. 
With painful slowness, she trailed down his stomach and over his hip, down to his thigh. So close, so painfully close. Her nails trailed down his chest as she moved to his other leg, her tongue sliding up his thigh to his hip. 
Heat sizzled beneath his skin with her every touch. She growled so sweet and sexy, his hips lurched upward, begging. 
There it was, just a whisper of a touch against the hard shaft of his desire. So soft he wasn’t sure if he’d imagined it. Then it happened again. He nearly shot off the bed. His beautiful, sweet mate. 
Kieran buried his hands in her hair, the way he wanted to bury his hardness in her soft body. Her teasing had him at the very brink of losing control. When at last she took him in her mouth, he groaned. So hot, so delectably hot and moist. She wrapped her lips around him, her tongue swiping the crown. 
“Baby, I need you.” 
She chuckled softly, and the vibration from her throat drove him even higher. When her lips tightened and she sucked on him, it was all over. His hips surged toward her, unbidden. Uncontrolled. 
Kieran grabbed her shoulders and pulled her up, then flipped her over to her back. 
Every cell in his body craved her touch, but every beat of his heart wanted to make her feel the way she made him feel. Wanted to make her hunger for him, burn for him. 
To distract himself, he buried his tongue in her mouth, delving in to taste the wonderful sweetness. 
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* * * 
 Anna moaned into Kieran’s mouth, his kiss assaulting her senses. His scent, his taste, all of it was so much more intense than ever before. Even more than last night, after everything was settled. She wrapped her legs around his hips and arched into him when she felt the heat of his hardness so close to her core. 
Hunger and emotions overwhelmed her. She squirmed and moved to try to get him to enter her. “Kieran, please.” 
“Please what, baby?” 
“Please, I need you.” 
“Forever?” 
“Yes, forever. And ever, my mate.” 
He growled and thrust inside, home at last. 
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The Chosen: A Serendipity Falls Novella 
Power was a dangerous creature. 
And now Madigan had it, she liked it. 
The initial adrenaline spike gave her physical strength and agility, but the accompanying hungers, once a nuisance, had now taken on a life of their own. 
Well, plus she got to wear leather pants. 
She had been told all her life she was pretty. This was different. She always had the power of ‘the flirt’—but now she warranted a new threat. Filled with newer and stronger carnal desires, her body was a weapon and a menace—to more than just demonic forces. 
And she didn’t want to hunt a demon right now. 
She kept him in her sights, her dangerous prey, all the while baiting him into her trap. The music pulsated erotically and powerfully through her fluid body, while his eyes roamed hot and hungry and all over her. She danced, and he watched. A voyeur. So sure he was in control. Always keeping her at arm’s length. She heard the popping of each tether of his precious control as it snapped. 
The music changed. Nine Inch Nails. Great, this would be their song. How fitting . 
Something I Can Never Have. She let the moody, haunting piano music seep into her bones. 
He moved toward the floor. Was the crowd parting? Was he that powerful? So menacing? God, yes. Yes, he was. And he was coming for her. Slowly—he seemed to be moving so achingly slow. The boys were still grinding on her, oblivious to the furious and barely contained demon killer closing in. 
She wasn’t oblivious, though. She used her eyes like a tractor beam, until finally he arrived. 
“Go.” One word, two boys gone. 
Madigan and Morgan faced off. The music spoke to them in a language their bodies understood. 
He reached first. He tugged her flush to the length of his hard, lean body. She shuddered as a fresh rush of adrenaline skittered through her nervous system. She thought he would kiss her, but instead he moved his hands and pushed her into a dip straight from Dirty Dancing. Only it was slow, a languid move she arched into instantly, and he led her through the whole swing. They rocked together, and she felt the hard outline of him through their clothes. He pulled her back, tight and hard, reached one hand into her hair to remove the clip and then fingered her tresses until they waved free and wild once again. 
Always on the edge of a kiss, but never crossing the line. 
Unexpectedly, he spun her around, his hardness pushing against the small of her back. His arms circled her waist, and as she melted into him, he pulled both her wrists above her head with one hand, using his other to guide her hips into a lazy figure eight pattern. 
She had used her body to express herself all of her life, but never had dancing been so intimate. When at last his lips touched her neck, she whimpered as the blissful spiral carried her far away. His hot breath on her skin, followed by a tantalizing tongue, unglued her. He could take her on the dance floor if he wanted, she would never have been able to resist. 
She rubbed and ground her backside against him shamelessly. Gone, it seemed, were the civilities—primal urges propelled her now. She tried to wrap her mind around a 1 
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coherent thought, any thought would do. Instead, the music, the man, and the lust blocked out reason. 
Finally, he released her wrists, and she pivoted in his arms so they stood face to face again. She hiked her leg onto his hip and rubbed against his hardness. He held her thigh while they mimicked sex so blatantly she expected to get tossed out of the bar any minute. 
Throwing her arms around his neck, she reveled in her newfound abandon, and their lips inched closer and closer. She pulled his head closer still, until their lips grazed tentatively. The world was suddenly open to possibilities. 
Buy now! 
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