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Dedication:
 
To Maggie R. for showing me the way. Only your closest friends can take care of your pickup truck, Sissy.
 
And to Cypress B. for making sure I stayed on the path. You were there even when the light was at its darkest. “You are my Frodo.”
 
Prologue
 
Waste of his time. That’s what this was. Minutes of his life that he would never get back. Zach walked into the club and was surprised to find a place like this, called Skelly’s, in this dinky little Texas town. Hard core industrial and tech music tore through the tiny club and Zach let himself relax a little. He had assumed he was about to enter redneck heaven. His kind usually ended up in the middle of a shit storm around rednecks. Too much testosterone and liquor always led to trouble.
 
He moved through the tightly packed club, checking out everyone, until he reached the bar. He watched the bartender pull drinks for a few moments. She was a cute, petite black woman with a shaggy mass of dark curly hair. She was definitely a pro and each drink she made was absolutely precise. She never gave any more or less than was necessary. Plus, she held on a continuous conversation with a tall, seriously hot Latina at the other end of the bar and she never missed a beat. Never splashed a drop. She was good.
 
He held up a ten and the girl moved down to him. He caught the last bit that she yelled to her friend, “I can’t watch her and serve. I thought you were watching her.” She turned to Zach and flashed him an adorable smile, “What’cha need?”
 
“Tequila.”
 
The girl nodded and her hand went searching under the bar, then her face froze. She suddenly disappeared as she crouched down to get a closer look. “Motherfucker!” He heard her snap. She re-appeared, her smile gone. “Gimme a sec.” She headed to a door behind her, yelling over at the Latina, “Angelina, she took the bottle.”
 
“Uh-oh.” The Latina turned and looked out across the dance floor to a group of tables and bar stools filled with people. Zach followed her line of sight and immediately saw what she was looking at.
 
She was tall; taller than her concerned friend. Her coal-black hair reached just below her shoulders and brushed across the strap of her black tank top and the Celtic tattoo revealed on her right shoulder. When she turned her head, Zach could clearly see a ragged scar that tore across one side of her face.
 
She was surrounded by four young men, but she didn’t seem to notice them. In fact, she seemed downright bored. He wasn’t quite clear what her friends were worried about.
 
“Here ya go.” Zach looked down at the shot of Tequila. “Your change.”
 
He waved it away. “Keep it.”
 
“Thanks.” She shoved the cash into the back pocket of her jeans and moved back down to speak to her friend.
 
“Well, we’ve got to do something.” She was saying. Zach could hear her clearly over the music and even the words she was speaking directly to the one called Angelina with her back to him came in crystal clear. “She’s toasted.”
 
“Well, remember what happened last time? I guess we should just be grateful she doesn’t drink every day… or year… or decade.”
 
“What’s with her tonight anyway?”
 
“I think her leg’s been bothering her.”
 
“Her leg is always bothering her. What makes this new?”
 
“It’s getting worse. And I think she’s worried. Worried what it might mean.”
 
“It doesn’t mean shit. She reads too much into stuff.”
 
Angelina leaned back and stared at her friend, “Look who’s talking. Pot, this is kettle calling.”
 
The girl flipped the bird and deftly made a martini all in one move. He was impressed.
 
“Uh-oh, Miki. She’s on the move.”
 
Zach turned back to the other girl. She slipped off the stool she had been perched upon and in the middle of some guy’s sentence simply walked away… well, it was more like she limped away. He had heard her leg had been severely damaged. But as she headed to what he was sure was the restroom, she used no cane or crutches.
 
He wouldn’t have thought another second about the whole thing except for the two men leaning against a far wall. They didn’t fit in, although they were desperately trying to. They wore black leather jackets, but brand new ones that looked as if they’d just been bought that day. The shirts they wore were black, but silk. The pants they had on were pleated. And their shoes? They were leather, expensive, and Zach wouldn’t put those things on his feet if there was a gun to his head. And as soon as she moved, they followed. Zach shot back his tequila then followed them all.
 
He had just pushed his way through the crowd and to the back of the club when he spotted them. One grabbed the girl around the waist, lifting her off the ground. A hand was slapped over her mouth and the three of them were out the back door. It happened so fast that none of the other patrons even noticed.
 
Zach burst into a run, knocking people out of his way, terrified he might be too late. He slammed through the back exit and spilled out into the alley. They had just thrown the girl down on the ground and one had his hand raised above her. To anyone else it would have looked as if he were going to slap her. But Zach knew that one swipe from that hand would rip the girl’s throat out. He snarled, forcing his canines to lengthen and grow. The two men turned and one roared in answer.
 
But before Zach could make any kind of move, the girl pulled a long, thin piece of metal out of her worn cowboy boot and stabbed up into the inside thigh of one of her attackers. He roared again, this time in rage and pain. The unharmed one seemed to realize that this was no longer a simple plan of killing the girl. She wasn’t going to die quietly. So, he grabbed his partner and the two sprinted from the alley, leaving a trail of blood behind.
 
Zach went over to the girl who, by now, had slipped the weapon back into her boot and attempted to pick herself up off the ground—clearly it was a chore. Zach sighed and grabbed her arm, easily hauling her up.
 
“Hey!” She looked up at him. From where he sat at the bar, he hadn’t realized exactly how pretty she was. Amazingly pretty. She had dark brown eyes that peered at him from under black lashes. Her skin was a light brown, with a hint of red. The brutal scar on one side of her face couldn’t hide her sharp cheekbones or full lips. In fact, it only enhanced them.
 
Her dark brown eyes were staring straight at him. “Pretty teeth.” She had a light Texan accent. Not as hearty as the others he’d been hearing on his ride from California. “Long.” Her right index finger was in his mouth. It suddenly occurred to him that he hadn’t yet retracted his canines. She smiled at him. “You’re pretty too.” Wow, she was REALLY drunk. With a sudden surge of strength, she slammed Zach against the far alley wall. Then she was leaning into him, “I’ve never seen anyone as pretty as you.” Zach had been called a lot of things in his lifetime, “pretty” had never been one of them. She growled as she smiled… uh, no… leered at him.
 
She kissed him. Her soft lips on his mouth; her tongue sliding past his teeth.
 
Their tongues connected and Zach had the sudden urge to take her right there, in the alley. And when he felt her hand slide down the front of his jeans and take firm hold of the bulge that was growing by the second, he knew he had to have this woman. Now. This minute. This very second. But before he could even put his arms around her, she was pulled away from him. Torn from him, was how he thought of it.
 
He had been so lost to her that he didn’t even realize that her friends had burst into the alley, clearly prepared for a fight. The one called Miki had a baseball bat, probably from behind the bar. The other, Angelina, had removed the high-heel shoes she had been wearing and seemed ready to handle the situation with her bare hands. He’d thought she had that take-care-of-herself quality.
 
“Sara!” Angelina yanked Sara back from Zach, while Miki stared. Zach could only imagine how it must look to them with their friend’s tongue down a stranger’s throat and her hand on his crotch. “What are you doing?” Zach quickly retracted his canines back to normal human incisors.
 
Sara pulled away from Angelina and leaned back into Zach. She smiled, “This is my pretty man. Isn’t he great? I think I love him.”
 
Miki rolled her eyes and lowered the bat, “You have got to be kidding me.”
 
Angelina moved toward her friend, “Okay, honey, that’s the half-bottle of tequila talking. Now it’s time to let the ‘pretty man’ go.”
 
“No!” She snapped, causing her friend to stop in her tracks. Zach watched, amazed at her level of aggression.
 
But her friends seemed completely unaware at how close they were to real danger. Miki burst into laughter while Angelina looked validly concerned. “Sara, honey, you’ve got to let your toy go.”
 
“Hey!” Zach snapped.
 
Angelina glared at him, “Work with me.” She bit out between clenched teeth.
 
“Okay. Okay.” Sara straightened up. “Don’t fight on my account. I can take a hint. I’ll go.”
 
Angelina visibly relaxed, “Good.”
 
“But first…” Sara whispered so that only Zach could hear. Then her hand was at the back of his neck and she pulled him down so that their faces were barely an inch apart, “It would be just rude not to say ‘night.”
 
She kissed him one more time. And that urge to take her returned in full force, whether her friends were watching or not.
 
“Whoa!” He heard Miki exclaim.
 
But before he could slam Sara face down over a garbage can, Angelina had her friend by the waist and was dragging her back to the club, “Come on, sassy girl. We need to get some coffee into you before you set somebody’s car on fire…again.”
 
“Bye-bye, pretty man.” Sara waved at Zach.
 
Miki pulled the back door open as Angelina, literally, threw her friend inside. “That’s it. No more tequila for you, missy. Ever.”
 
Miki followed them but stopped just at the entrance. She turned and looked at Zach, “Look, sorry ‘bout that. She’s really drunk.”
 
“No problem.” Zach forced out. It was taking all his inner strength just to control his dick.
 
Miki flashed a pretty smile and turned to enter the club. She stopped short, “Jesus Christ, Angie! Get her off the floor!”
 
Zach pulled out a cell phone and pushed a button. While he waited for the connection, he quickly adjusted his suddenly tight-fitting jeans. “Hey.” He answered when he got a pick up, “It’s Zach. It’s definitely her. But they’re already here.”
 
Chapter One
 
“He’s on the List?”
 
“But he just… ”
 
“He’s on the List.”
 
Sara sat behind the counter of Marrec’s Choppers, the store she had been working at since she was fourteen, and watched the now weekly ritual between her two best friends.
 
“Sara.” Miki demanded, “The List!”
 
“Would you two bitches please stop. I have a migraine.”
 
“No. You have a hangover. Now, the List.”
 
Sara sighed, “No cowboys. No bikers. No criminals of any kind. And no republicans.”
 
“And…”
 
Sara and Angelina shrugged.
 
“No rodeo clowns.”
 
“You just added that!” Angelina snapped. It had been a rodeo clown that had just asked her on a date that morning.
 
“No. No. They were always on the List.”
 
“He’s a nice guy.”
 
“He dodges bulls for a living. He’s gonna screw you over!”
 
“Stop yelling!” Sara put her head in her hands. “Just let me die in peace.”
 
“That’s what you get for getting all liquored up.” Miki chastised.
 
Sara felt Angelina slip an arm around her shoulders, “Honey, it’s been six months since your grandmother died. Maybe it’s time to stop celebrating. Especially since you seem to become quite the whore when you drink.”
 
“I do not!” But Sara couldn’t help but smile at the faint, drunken memory of attacking some poor guy in the alley of her favorite club. “Besides, I’m not celebrating. I’m just glad that my grandmother’s…”
 
“In hell?” Miki cut in.
 
“There’s no proof of that.” Sara rubbed her temples. The pain in her head would go away eventually. Besides, she was used to pain. Her right leg had been in varying states of unbearable pain for more than 20 years. She’d simply learned to ignore it. And she probably would continue to ignore the pain for the rest of her life. She’d almost grown used to it. Hell, it could be worse. She could be dead.
 
Or, she could be like the girl stumbling up and through the front door of the shop. Her face and biker leather covered in dirt and blood.
 
“Holy shit.” Sara quickly limped out from behind the counter, “Guys, call 911. Marrec!” She yelled toward the back, “Come quick!”
 
“No. No. I’m fine.” The girl waved Sara away.
 
“Really? You look like shit,” Miki remarked.
 
“Bike crashed.” The girl stretched and Sara could hear every one of her bones cracking. “Actually, that’s why I’m here. You’ve got a mechanic here, right?”
 
“Don’t you really need an ambulance?” Angelina asked.
 
“Or a hearse.” Miki muttered.
 
Sara elbowed her friend. She did that a lot when it came to Miki.
 
“Nope. Just a mechanic…and a bathroom.”
 
“I’ll show her.” Angelina led the girl to the back of the store.
 
Marrec appeared. Oil and dirt smeared on his face, hands, and T-shirt. The man was supposedly in his 60s but he looked more like a prematurely graying 45. He was shorter than Sara but powerfully built. He had taken Sara under his wing when she was fourteen and had just been thrown head-first through his shop door during a fight that Miki still claimed wasn’t her fault.
 
“What’s going on?” Marrec stood next to Sara, wiping his hands on a rag.
 
“Some girl just got into a crash.”
 
Miki looked out the large glass window, “Christ, look at that girl’s bike. She should be dead.”
 
Marrec looked at the bike and his eyes narrowed, “She’s walking?”
 
“Believe it or not,” Sara answered, “Angelina took her to the bathroom.”
 
Angelina returned to her two friends, “She’s in there now. I’m patiently waiting to hear a thud.”
 
“I’ll go check her bike,” Marrec muttered as he moved toward the exit.
 
After about ten minutes, the girl re-emerged. She had cleaned off her face and hands and had rinsed the blood and dirt from her hair. She was an amazingly pretty girl—who looked like she could bench press a Buick.
 
“Much better.” She announced. She looked at the three women who stared back. “Something wrong?”
 
“We’re just waiting for you to pass out.” Miki admitted.
 
The girl grinned, “Mechanic?”
 
“That’s Marrec. He’s checking your bike now.” Sara glanced out the window, “But, honey, your bike is toast.”
 
“Ya think?” The girl walked outside. Sara, Miki, and Angelina following behind her.
 
Sara marveled at how quickly the girl seemed to be recovering. Maybe she was on some new pain killer. She’d have to ask. She might be needing it herself soon.
 
The girl walked over to the mangled remains of her bike, “My poor baby.”
 
Sara caught Miki rolling her eyes. She never could understand the bikers’ love of their Choppers. The passion.
 
Marrec, who was still crouched beside the bike, slowly stood up and looked at the girl. Their eyes locked and they stared at each other. That’s all they did. Just stare. Finally, the girl looked away. She looked back at her bike.
 
Miki nudged Sara. But Sara blew it off; she’d seen Marrec do that many times before. It was that “weird thing” he did. Hell, Miki did lots of weird things so she had absolutely no room to judge.
 
“Where did you crash anyway?” Angelina queried.
 
The girl knelt down beside the mangled metal, “Don’t know. I guess about two miles back.”
 
The friends exchanged glances.
 
“How did you get your bike here?”
 
“Dragged it.” The girl’s head shifted as Marrec turned to face the parking lot entrance.
 
“Wait a minute,” Miki continued, “You expect us to believe that you dragged that thing here? In your condition? Bullshit,” she finished flatly.
 
Sara and Angelina exchanged glances. As always, Miki was as subtle as a brick to the head.
 
But the girl ignored her, “Good.” She seemed relieved, “They’re here.” She stood up and walked to the front of the parking lot just as four beautiful, tricked-out Choppers, all manned by women, pulled in and halted next to the girl.
 
“Check it out.” Angelina elbowed her friends, “Lesbians. In Texas.”
 
“Would you shut up,” Sara chuckled.
 
“Julie, glad to see you’re not dead.” Spoke the oldest of the women. Her blond hair streaked with gray. Her face covered in age lines. She was probably gorgeous once. Now she was just beautiful.
 
She got off her bike and hugged the battered girl, “You sure you’re okay?”
 
“Yeah, Casey, I’m fine.” The girl leaned in and whispered something to the older woman. Casey looked up and straight at Marrec.
 
“No problem.” Casey walked over to Marrec. “This your shop?”
 
Sara watched her boss’s back straighten, his arms crossing over his large chest. “Yeah.”
 
The woman smiled coldly, “Got a minute?”
 
Marrec observed the woman carefully. “Sara,” he spoke without taking his eyes off Casey, “Go inside.”
 
A startled Sara looked at her equally startled friends, “Are you kidding?” She asked him. Marrec rarely ordered her to do anything. He especially never ordered her to go away like a 10-year-old child.
 
The look he gave her clearly told her he was serious. But before Sara could clearly and concisely tell him to fuck off, Casey intervened.
 
“Julie needs to get a new bike. That one isn’t going anywhere. Could you show her what you guys have?”
 
Sara rolled her eyes at the lame attempt to get rid of her.
 
“Wow, Julie. Your bike is fucked.” This from a tiny Asian woman that was crouching by the totaled bike.
 
“I know, Kelly. I know.”
 
“Don’t worry about it.” The older woman answered, “We’ll get you a new one here. Kelly’s got the cash and cards. I think it’s time to spend a little money.”
 
Miki folded her arms in front of her chest, “Drug money, I assume?” She queried smugly.
 
Angelina’s eyes snapped open wide and Sara slapped her hand over her friend’s mouth, as Casey raised an eyebrow.
 
“Why don’t you guys go in and check out our stock. Some great stuff just came in.” Sara offered.
 
With a nod of her head, Casey motioned to her females and they entered the store while she and Marrec walked to the edge of the parking lot, out of hearing rage. Once they were effectively alone, Sara and Angelina let out huge sighs.
 
“‘Drug money, I assume?’” Angelina ground out between clenched teeth.
 
Miki looked at her friends, “I was just asking.”
 
“Well don’t! Don’t ask. Don’t query. Don’t question.” Angelina moved toward the door, then spun around to look at Miki. “And try not to get the shit kicked out of us by biker chicks. Think you can handle that?”
 
“Think you can handle that?” Miki muttered as she went to follow her friend into the store. Sara watched as Miki grabbed the handle on the glass door, but she pushed instead of pulled and slammed into it, “Motherfucker!”
 
Sara laughed and felt her headache just slip away.
 
Chapter Two
 
“So, what happened to your face?”
 
Sara grabbed Miki by her T-shirt and jeans before she could dive over the counter at the Asian girl they called Kelly.
 
Angelina leaned forward as Sara pulled Miki back to her, “You know what they say about curiosity? That it stabbed the annoying biker girl over and over and over again until she spit up blood.”
 
Oh, yeah. That was subtle. Sara pushed Angelina back too. Her friends had always been protective of her. It was sweet, in its own rabid-squirrel kind of way.
 
Sara looked at the woman. People rarely just came out and asked about her wounds. Not so directly. But there seemed to be no malice to her question. It was just a question. So, Sara gave her a very straightforward answer, “None of your business. So are you taking those shirts?”
 
Kelly looked down at the six T-shirts she was holding, “Uh… yeah. Sure.”
 
As Sara rung up the sale, Marrec and Casey returned. The tension seemed to have lessened a bit, but she could tell Marrec was still on edge as he walked around the counter, patting Sara on the shoulder. “Everything okay?”
 
“Yeah.” Sara muttered under her breath, “And they’re buying a ton of shit. I expect a bonus, old man.”
 
Marrec smiled, “Greedy, bitch.”
 
Casey stood in front of Sara, examining her closely. “Interesting scar.”
 
“Un-fucking-believable.” Sara heard Miki mutter angrily.
 
“Check this out,” Casey pulled her mane of hair from off her neck, and turned so that Sara had a clear view.
 
Angelina and Miki winced.
 
Sara stared at the healed over and raised rips across the woman’s neck. They ran from the back of her left ear, across and down her neck, disappearing under her coat. Sara sensed they went on well down her torso.
 
“Mountain lion.” Casey volunteered. “Eight years ago. Was a nasty fight.”
 
“You? You fought a mountain lion?” Clearly Miki wasn’t buying it.
 
“It was either him or me. And in the end it all comes down to survival.”
 
Sara thought about her father. He’d fought to protect her all those years ago and it cost him his life, but in the end she survived.
 
Julie, who seemed to be getting stronger and healthier by the minute, interrupted the moment with an announcement. “The males are here.”
 
Sara could see through the glass window as four more bikes pulled up outside the shop.
 
Miki turned to Casey, “Are these men men or chicks dressed as men?” Sara closed her eyes and Angelina sighed. Miki broke into a grin, “I’m just askin’.”
 
What walked through the shop door three minutes later, though, were clearly “men men.”
 
Chapter Three
 
 
“You know,” Angelina was quietly stating under her breath to her two friends, “I was just thinking I need to stop by the butcher. Pick up some steak.”
 
“I could use some sausage,” Sara added. Then she and Angelina began giggling.
 
“Aren’t you two freaked out by these people just a little bit?” Miki quietly asked.
 
Sara watched the group interaction. She had to admit, they didn’t act like any motorcycle club she’d ever met before.
 
A tall, amazing looking man walked over to Casey. His hair was grayer than the woman’s, but it looked premature. There were only a few lines on his face. As soon as Casey saw him she broke out into a huge smile. A smile he returned. But he didn’t kiss her hello. Instead, he brushed his head gently against hers. Nuzzled her under the chin, pulled her hair aside, and licked the wound on the back of her neck.
 
Angelina missed the moment. She was staring at her hands and muttering about her chipped nail polish. But Miki saw it.
 
“Okay. Does that freak you out?”
 
Sara shrugged and answered honestly. “I think it was kinda sweet. Weird, but sweet.” She was used to bikers grabbing their women’s crotches and shoving their tongues down their throats right in the middle of the shop. It always seemed like they were about to take them right there on the show floor. But what she just witnessed, that was affection. Something that she herself had never really experienced with the men she had gone out with over the years. They were nice, but she’d only ever let them get so close. There was never a time that she didn’t have walls up, or as her friends called it “The Armor.” She felt safer with it. But it also kept every well-meaning man at arm’s length.
 
Another male came in. This one blond and he seemed to be closer to her age. He was as big as a house. Like a blond bear. All muscle and strength. He greeted a few of the females but mostly with a pat on the shoulder or a nod. But when he saw Miki it was like someone hit him over the head with a rock. He looked stunned. He walked into the wall.
 
Sara looked over at Marrec in an attempt to hide her smile. He had gone over to greet the older biker as Casey spoke quietly to him. When she was done, the two men stared at each other and, finally, shook hands. “Name’s Yates. And I really appreciate this.” Yates said with genuine warmth.
 
Marrec nodded, “No problem. Just remember whose territory this is.”
 
Yates smiled at that. “I don’t think that’s a problem.”
 
Sara and Miki glanced at each other. Sara had never known Marrec to be so territorial before. Bikers came in to his shop all the time, but he never seemed concerned about any of them as he did this group. And these people looked positively kittenish compared to some of the hardcore criminals who’d walked through the doors of Marrec’s business over the years.
 
Of course, all this had Miki’s major brain power working on hyper drive. And she knew her friend was on the verge of saying something completely inappropriate…again.
 
Angelina, however, was putting on lip gloss using a mirror customers used to try on sunglasses. Sara had to admit, Angelina didn’t let herself get worked up over stuff she couldn’t control. Although that rather Zen philosophy did take years of court-ordered therapy to obtain.
 
Sara was thinking it may be time to take Miki out for a coffee or something. Anything to keep her from getting them all killed. Especially when the blond bear started wandering toward her, with the possible intent of trying to talk to her. Miki turned to Sara with a look of pure panic. “Tell me he’s not coming over here.”
 
“Not everyone is loved by Thor. God of Thunder.”
 
Miki glared but still couldn’t stifle at laugh, “I hate you.”
 
Sara grinned and would have helped her friend escape true love, but he walked in.
 
He had been outside checking out the damaged bike. He was tall. Taller than Yates. Taller than any of them, except for the big blond guy who just kept silently staring at Miki. And he was big. Sara actually wondered how he possibly got those shoulders through the door. And at 6 feet, there were not a lot of men who made her feel small.
 
Dark brown hair that reached just to his shoulders and swept across his face, practically covering hazel-colored eyes. He had several days’ growth on his chin, and a thick muscular neck that she could spend all day chewing and licking. He was dressed in black jeans, black T-shirt, and a black leather jacket.
 
He was, simply, the most beautiful man Sara had ever seen in her life. And she wanted him so bad she couldn’t breathe.
 
He didn’t notice her when he walked in, but everyone else did. The rest of the members stopped talking, stopped shopping, stopped moving. As one, they all lifted their heads and sniffed the air. Then they all turned and looked at Sara.
 
She couldn’t understand it. She hadn’t done anything. Hadn’t moved. And she’d also stared at Yates when he walked in. Exactly what cued them in to her sudden need to be naked and straddling this guy, she had no idea.
 
As she pondered this, Angelina leaned over to her, “Um…hon, are we going to need to peel you off that seat?”
 
Sara, distracted from suddenly being the center of attention, turned to Angelina, “Shut up.”
 
“You don’t remember him,” Miki admonished, her blond stalker quickly forgotten.
 
“Remember who?
 
“Tragic, black leather clad, biker guy over there.”
 
Angelina started laughing, “Oh, my god, it is him.”
 
“Who?” Sara snapped.
 
Sara realized that, after greeting the females of the group, he had finally noticed her. His eyes locked on her and she actually felt her face get hot and the walls of her pussy tighten.
 
“The good Samaritan,” Miki offered.
 
“I think your exact words,” Angelina added, “‘Pretty man is all mine.’”
 
“Just before you stuck your tongue down his throat,” Miki filled in.
 
“And I believe there was some crotch-grabbing.” Angelina shook her head, “Whore.”
 
Sara growled at her friends as the insanity from the previous evening came flooding back to her. Too much tequila. Asshole club pigs grabbing her. And the classic Sara-drinking stupidity, where she did something that she ended up regretting the following morning. Apparently, this time her regret was him.
 
“Oh, hell.”
 
“But clearly he remembers you,” Angelina giggled.
 
Of course he did. When a tall, scarred woman calls you a pretty man, and sticks her tongue down your throat—you remember her. And if she had any doubt, the sudden grin on his face pretty much confirmed it.
 
“Uh-oh,” Angelina whispered.
 
“He’s headin’ this way,” Miki added.
 
“I’m in hell.” Sara began to search for something, anything to do. But she was too distracted to focus. Her nipples had hardened. Her pussy was on fire. And she kept wondering what he looked like naked.
 
Naked with his head between her thighs.
 
Jesus Christ! What was wrong with her?
 
“Hi.” His voice was so deep she felt like he had just run a finger up her naked back. He leaned against the counter, and lowered his head so that they were eye to eye.
 
“Howdy!” Angelina piped up. A big smile on her beautiful face.
 
“Hey, y’all!” Miki offered, her Texan accent suddenly ten times thicker than normal.
 
Sara hated them both. A lot.
 
But she wasn’t going to let some guy freak her out. Sara looked up, a greeting on her lips. But it caught in her throat.
 
He was staring at her—well, more like smirking—with those eyes, and really it was all she could do to stop herself from giving him a hickey on that thick neck of his.
 
“Remember me? I’m your…what was it? Oh, yeah, I’m your pretty man. But I never quite got your name.”
 
Sara could actually feel her face getting red when the entire room erupted into laughter.
 
But before she could say a word…or punch, him in the face…Yates, interrupted. “All right people, let’s saddle up. Julie, we’ll pick up your new bike tomorrow.”
 
Marrec came back behind the counter and Angelina moved out of the way, so that he could get to the safe her long legs were in front of.
 
“You three,” Casey was now standing next to Sara’s deepest, darkest fantasies and she didn’t like it one damn bit. In fact, she wanted to punch the shit out of her for standing way too close to him, which was clearly not a rational response when she didn’t even know the guy. “Because you were so helpful today,” Casey continued, “I’d like to invite you to a little party we’re throwing tomorrow night out near that big park off the state highway.”
 
“Kingsley Park?” Angelina practically knocked crouching-Marrec over to get closer to Casey. The woman did love a good party.
 
“Yeah, that’s it.” Casey confirmed. “I think you guys will have a good time.”
 
“Or,” Miki interjected flatly, “You could just cut our throats and leave us for dead now so we don’t have to make the trip.”
 
Sara knew she was now completely ignored. Miki and her mouth had thankfully stolen the spotlight once again.
 
Everyone was staring at Miki. Except her pretty man. He was still staring at Sara’s face, but he did raise an eyebrow at Miki’s comment.
 
Marrec snapped to a standing position, “Miki!”
 
“What?” She asked with that damned innocent smile.
 
Marrec took a deep breath, something the older man often did around Miki. “You guys, go to the party. Have a great time. I will personally vouch for these people.”
 
Angelina answered for the three of them, “We’ll be there.”
 
“Great. 10:00 tomorrow night. See you then.” Casey walked out of the store, the females following her, all loaded down with bags of Harley- and Marrec’s Choppers-branded clothes.
 
“Let’s go, gentleman. We’ve got beer to buy.” The men moved out, but Yates waited. “Zach, let’s hit it.”
 
Zach stared at Sara for a few more moments. Straightened up and followed Yates to the door. “Tequila, right?” Sara watched him as he moved, she couldn’t help herself; the man had an amazing ass. “That’s your drink of choice?”
 
Then he was gone.
 
“Sara’s got a hottie on her tail.” Angelina was practically frothing at the mouth.
 
“More like a biker…and they’re on the List.” Miki pointed out.
 
“Fuck the List! She needs to get laid.” Angelina barked back.
 
Miki sighed, “Not if her last fuck will be a train pulled by some scumbag motorcycle club.”
 
“Okay!” Sara grabbed them both by the shoulder. “Marrec here is as close as I’ve had to a father since I was eight. I would really appreciate the two of you not discussing me and fucking in the man’s presence. Do you think you two could handle that?”
 
Miki and Angelina were silent for a moment. But it was just a moment.
 
“Did you see the bulge in the man’s pants? He’s packing major heat and it’s for her!”
 
“He’s on the List!”
 
***
 
She was much prettier than he remembered. And sweeter. She actually blushed when he looked at her. She wasn’t all that innocent, though. He smelled her lust from fifty feet away—as did everyone else. What surprised him even more was his body’s immediate response to it. To her. What was wrong with him? The woman wasn’t anything to him.
 
Let her fight this battle on her own. Why was he even here?
 
“Cute, huh, Zach?” Casey was sitting behind Yates. Her arm around her mate’s torso, her head leaning on his shoulder.
 
“You’re leaving your bike here?”
 
“Marrec will take care of it. So, what do you think?”
 
“I think that with all due respect, you should back the fuck off.”
 
Casey grinned, “Don’t take it out on me because you’re afraid to make a move.”
 
“Afraid to make a move? Really?” Zach shook his head, “I wish I could figure out what you’re up to.” He turned and looked at Yates’ mate. The alpha female of his pack. Affectionately known by him as the bitch from hell. “You’ve never given a shit about what I stick my dick in to before, why do you suddenly care now?”
 
“I don’t. I only care about the Pack. And, unfortunately, that includes you.” She flashed him a grin as Yates started his bike.
 
“So what exactly are you hoping I’ll do?”
 
Casey shrugged, “Follow your instincts.”
 
Zach Sheridan watched them pull out, annoyed that his mother raised him not to hit women in the face.
 
He walked to his bike and stopped. He looked back through the glass windows into the store. She was using her arms to haul herself onto the counter. What strength she lacked in her one leg, she made up for in the rest of her body. She lifted her legs, twisted her butt around, and slid down off the case so that she was in front of the counter. Her two friends seemed to be arguing, and she was standing between them. She was clearly trying to stop the fight, but the two women were in full swing. Finger pointing had just begun.
 
Zach straddled his bike, but he couldn’t resist looking back one more time. Apparently she had gotten tired of the fight. She grabbed both her friends by the face and shoved them in opposite directions. Zach laughed, causing Conall, who had been waiting for him, to stare.
 
“Those women are crazy.”
 
“Yeah,” Conall agreed. “But so cute.”
 
Zach turned to his big, blond friend. He had grown up with Conall and knew exactly what he liked, “The little black one, right?”
 
“Zacharias, I don’t notice color.”
 
“Maybe not. But you noticed the tight ass in those jeans.”
 
“Yes. That I did notice.”
 
“Did you also happen to notice the mouth that ass was attached to?”
 
“There’s nothing wrong with having an opinion.”
 
“If that logic helps you get through the night…”
 
“She’d help me get through the night.”
 
“Shame she didn’t even notice you were in the room.”
 
“Unlike yours. Jesus, I thought she was going to mount you right there.”
 
Chapter Four
 
 
Zach and Conall arrived at their temporary den a few minutes after everyone else. The women had done a good job of finding a place with solid hunting, a lake nearby, and thick woods allowing for privacy. Julie and Kelly were already on their cell phones making arrangements for the following nights festivities. They had the best connections and could have the place set and ready in no time.
 
Zach was about to head down to the lake and maybe get in some hunting but Yates called him and a few of the others over.
 
“Well?” He wanted their opinion on the female.
 
“She’s fucking clueless,” Jake, a recent addition to the Pack, offered. “How’s that possible?”
 
“We can thank that bitch Lynette. She raised her. So just telling her the truth ain’t an option. She’ll never believe it.”
 
“But,” Conall added, “They’re already here. I could smell them on the outskirts of town.”
 
“So, then the question remains. Do we just take her?” Yates looked at Zach. He’d been doing that a lot; seeking his council.
 
Zach shook his head, “I wouldn’t. She’s squirrelly. We take her now; she might snap on us. And the aggression’s already there. She’s about three tequilas away from losing it completely.”
 
“Sure we shouldn’t just put her down?” Jake asked. “She is seriously wounded.”
 
Zach turned to look at him. He knew Jake was young but he was starting to discover that he was stupid too. Jake didn’t try to stare Zach down. He knew better. He still had scars on the back of his neck from Zach quietly explaining his place in the Pack.
 
“That’s not an option.” Zach stated calmly.
 
“Fine.” Yates nodded, “We watch her and we wait. But remember, we’re on Marrec’s territory. Be nice.” He looked directly at Zach.
 
“What are you lookin’ at me for? I’m a ray of fuckin’ sunshine.”
 
“You’re an asshole.”
 
Zach shrugged, “It’s a flaw.”
 
“I’m glad you’re so comfortable with the real you.” Yates smiled, “You take first watch tonight with Conall.”
 
“Babysitting?”
 
“Every princess needs her knight.” Yates walked off toward the lake.
 
Zach sighed, “Princess my ass.”
 
***
 
Four hours since they left Marrec’s shop and they were still arguing, but now they had moved on to clothes. What Sara shouldn’t wear and what she should wear. The party was 24 hours away and most likely she wouldn’t wear any of their suggestions. But the two of them were like rabid dogs. Once they started arguing it was really hard to get them to stop. She tried to escape them when she closed up the store for Marrec, but they’d argued all the way over to her beat-up white pickup and got in. She was really glad she stopped keeping her shotgun in her gun rack.
 
Sara sighed and shifted on her bed, trying to ease the pain in her right leg. Honestly, the things she put up with. They were really lucky she loved them both so much. Otherwise, she might have killed them by now.
 
All this waiting was making her a bit crazy. It was giving her time to think. To worry. Her leg had been getting worse the past couple of months and she didn’t know why. It never fully healed after she and her father had been attacked, although to the naked eye it simply looked like a badly healed wound. That’s why she had been drinking the other night. It was the only thing that truly dulled the pain and her brain. It had become a constant challenge for her to battle the voices that told her nothing was right. Her body wasn’t right. She wasn’t right. Her life was a mess. Although it didn’t seem messy. Boring maybe. She didn’t exactly live on the wild side. That night of drinking was about as wild as she got, and the only thing that she remembered doing was kissing a stranger. A really gorgeous stranger. He had the thickest neck, and those beautiful hazel eyes that just seemed to… Sara shifted again. This time not from the pain in her legs but the throbbing between them.
 
This was ridiculous. She was a nice girl. Not a whore. All men treated her with the utmost respect or they were cruel about her scars. There was no in between. They either treated her like a princess or treated her like freak. He treated her like she was hot. But she wasn’t the “hot friend.” She was the sensible friend. Angelina was the hot friend. She was the reason guys became friends with Sara in the hopes that she would fix them up with her. Angelina wore designer clothes and expensive high-heeled shoes. She was the only woman Sara knew who would come to Skelly’s on Goth night wearing a champagne-colored dress—her “signature color,” as she called it—matching heels, and a purse.
 
Miki was the brilliant, super-cute friend. She was the one that could diffuse the bomb in 30 seconds with bubble gum, toothpaste, and a binder clip while still looking cute in a belly shirt. Miki was working on her third master’s degree because she thought the whole “PhD thing” was so overplayed. Miki was the one in high school who hadn’t been able to use a computer or phone for three years “as per court order” and knew all the M.O.s of serial killers from the 20th century because every woman should know the warning signs of a serial killer. “What if you’re dating one,” she’d always ask with a smile, just before giving some gruesome detail or two about some murderer.
 
And then there was Sara. Reliable, dependable Sara. She was like the Golden Retriever of the group. She was always the “good buddy” or the “little sister.” She was never the “piece of ass.” And after 28 years she had learned to accept that fate. She accepted it like the pain in her leg and the scar on her face. It was there and it was who she was. Might as well just deal with it.
 
But then he came along. Zach. She thought she had dreamed that kiss. That amazing freakin’ kiss. Part of her wished she had. The reality of it was getting a little too much to bear. It was stressful. She had been drunk. Drunk-Sara was fun. Drunk-Sara set things on fire. Drunk-Sara grabbed groping men by the balls and squeezed until they passed out. There was no way Golden Retriever Sara could compete with Drunk-Sara. And Drunk-Sara was a liability. She didn’t remember much about the night besides the kiss. But she was almost positive someone had grabbed her while on the way to the bathroom. And it was the beautiful man that had saved her. And for some unknown reason she was obsessed with his teeth. She just couldn’t remember why.
 
Sara sighed. She could still hear her friends yelling. Something about a thong and how she wasn’t a slut… unlike some people.
 
Sara scooted off the bed and stormed into the living room. No use yelling at her friends. Then it would be three crazy women yelling. Instead, she went to her stereo system and turned on some loud techno music from a DJ in Germany.
 
Miki and Angelina continued to yell for another minute, until they realized they couldn’t hear themselves much less each other. They turned to stare at Sara. When she was certain she had their full attention, she turned the music down, but not off.
 
“Are you two done?”
 
“She started it,” Angelina complained.
 
“I started it?” Miki snapped.
 
“That’s it!” Sara yelled. She walked to her kitchen and grabbed three beers from the refrigerator. “Here.” She handed one each to her friends. “You two bitches are making me nuts.” Sara opened the ice cold can and took a swig. “Besides, it doesn’t matter what I wear.” She stated again after swallowing, “I don’t have a chance in hell with a guy like that.”
 
Sara went to her front door, determined to sit on her porch and enjoy the cool night. But Miki’s cutting voice caused her to trip on the doorframe and stumble outside, “If we had left the store, he would have fucked you on the counter.”
 
***
 
Zach’s body was concealed behind trees as he watched Sara’s house. “I want you at her house,” Yates had ordered after he’d argued. “Make sure she doesn’t have any more surprise visits.”
 
He hated babysitting duty and Yates knew it. But he put up with it… for now. Because everyone knew, clearly even Yates, that Zach would be making a move to be Pack leader. He knew he was ready. And he wanted it. He was just waiting for the right time to move. He loved Yates like a brother, but the man was getting weak. It wasn’t age either. It was his woman. Casey was tough, but she was toxic. She was too human for the role. Wanting power. Her primary concern, no matter what she said, was not the Pack. But her standing within it. The females put up with her, but he could tell that wouldn’t last much longer. His sister, who had been traveling for about a year, had a good shot at Alpha Female, but he wasn’t sure she even wanted it or would leave Europe to come get it.
 
That’s why Casey’s recent foray into the past was an obvious tactic to keep him busy and out of the way. She never cared about Bruce Morrighan’s missing offspring before. They all knew she had been taken by her grandmother after the brutal killing of the girl’s father. And although Casey thought she could keep Zach away for weeks “monitoring the girl,” as she put it, they never expected the Pride to actually be hunting the woman. Finish off the job they had started so long ago. But Pride females were notoriously patient. They had probably known where Morrighan’s offspring was for years, but no one, absolutely no one, would even think about going up against Lynette Redwolf.
 
Why? Because the bitch was crazy.
 
A Native American and a shapeshifter, Lynette had rejected both early on. Instead she’d tried to become a “normal woman.” She buried the Beast and stayed human. The fact that she’d come from a long line of shape-shifting shamans apparently meant nothing to her.
 
And her plan had been to raise her daughter the same. She had big plans for Kylie Redwolf. But Kylie figured out what she was by the time she was fourteen. At eighteen, she met her mate and Sara’s father, Bruce Morrighan. His family dated back to the 16th Century. A tough Scottish clan of wolves that had done some serious damage to the land before they’d gained some control over their need to kill. Like Zach, Bruce was born and raised as part of the Magnus Pack. It was the only world he’d ever known. Until he met Kylie. Their mating was supposedly one for the record books. Their passion scorching the Colorado Mountains were they found each other. Bruce on a camping trip. Kylie trying to escape her controlling mother by working as a waitress in a local diner. Once they were marked and mated, the couple seemed to become more wolf than human. Staying in wolf form for days on end, they slept, hunted, and lived the majority of their lives as wolves. When they had Sara, the Pack’s feeling was that she was certainly going to be Alpha female one day.
 
But then Kylie fucked with Annie Withell, head of the Withell Pride, and all hell broke loose. During a confrontation, Kylie somehow killed the 400-pound Annie and started a Pack-Pride war that had continued to this day. By the time Sara was one year old, Kylie’s torn and half-eaten wolf carcass was found dumped on the front door of the Pack’s den.
 
Bruce had been inconsolable. And he, with the help of several Pack mates and against the Alpha leader’s orders, attacked the Pride. Killing two of its prime breeding males. Then he’d taken his daughter and left. Moved to Arizona. Everything went quiet. Until the pair went on a hunting trip in an Arizona state park. No one knew the details, but the human remains of Bruce were found by the campsite.
 
Sara was missing for a day, but was eventually found 20 miles from where her father’s body was found, unconscious next to a riverbank. Her face torn like it had hit jagged rock. Her leg torn as if hit by an animal paw. She was in a coma for a week. No one thought she would survive. When members of the Pack went to the hospital to visit and protect her, they were greeted by Lynette. She took Pack members outside of the hospital to “chat.” But her chat consisted of her attacking them with a thin blade. She got one in the shoulder. Another in the back and a female in the face, taking off part of her ear. She left them all alive, but told them never to come back. That the “bitch” was hers now.
 
She’d taken the girl to this tiny town in the middle of nowhere Texas and raised her. The ultimate revenge against a daughter that had abandoned her and represented everything she hated about herself.
 
But why would Lynette bring Sara here? To a town run by wolves? Marrec was a shapeshifter and so was half the town. He protected and loved Sara like his own daughter. He could have turned her himself. So why hadn’t he? Or was it once again the wrath of Lynette, clearly a psychotic bitch to the extreme, which kept him from putting his life and the life of his Pack at risk for a girl that, in the end, was not his blood?
 
Yet his loyalty to Sara was still strong. Palpable, in fact. Apparently Casey had to do some fast talking to keep the guy from pushing them off his territory. Maybe now that the old bitch was dead, Marrec decided it was time for Sara to know the truth. To know who and what she was. Perhaps he’d waited until he felt that the death of her grandmother was far enough away, that she could more easily learn to accept what she was. But before he had the chance, they’d shown up. The Magnus Pack. Her true father’s Pack. Perhaps to Marrec having her turned by her father’s Pack seemed only fitting. So, in the end, he’d allowed them all to stay without much trouble.
 
Now here Zach sat. On a Friday night, watching a house. He could see into it through a window, but all he saw were the two other females still arguing. Boy, could those broads go and go and go. Sara had disappeared and he was really starting to miss seeing her. Although Conall was enjoying his view of Miki. The angrier she got the more Zach could smell Conall’s desire for her. Twisted. He saw Conall quietly pad by, his white-blond fur ruffled by the light wind coming from the East.
 
Zach scratched his muzzle with one paw as German techno music hit his ears. Good German techno music. In the boonies of Texas? He looked back at the house. The music died after a few moments and a couple of minutes later Sara stumbled out onto the porch. She was wearing baggy sweats and a big Hockey shirt. He heard her friends laughing, but he refused to believe they were laughing at the fact that she seemed to have trouble walking. He’d hate to have to kick their asses.
 
But Sara was laughing too and he realized he was getting protective over a woman he didn’t know and really didn’t want to know. He had no plans of getting all tangled up with a female. Especially not this female.
 
He was a good 100 feet from the house, but he could hear her clearly. “I hate both of you!” She yelled as her friends came out on to the porch. Sara sat straddling the banister, and boy, was he envying that banister, while Miki hit the swing and Angelina sat on the stairs.
 
He was marveling at how they went from full-on screaming one minute to hysterical laughter the next.
 
And he wished he could have heard what they had just been talking about in the house because Sara’s next sentence completely intrigued him, “But forget about me, I think Miki’s the one with the chance to get laid.”
 
“Don’t start.” Miki warned.
 
“He was like the dog,” Angelina offered, “and you were like the chew toy that was on top of the cabinet. He couldn’t quite reach it but he wouldn’t stop staring at it.” Sara burst into another round of laughter while Miki looked like she was about to lob her beer at Angelina but changed her mind and took a long swig instead.
 
“But,” Angelina continued, “No one seemed the least bit interested in me.”
 
“Well, of course not,” Sara answered. “You have no obvious physical flaws and you weren’t balls-out rude. Why would they be interested in you?”
 
The three women laughed some more at that. Then they drank their beer and quietly listened to the night. Zach couldn’t take his eyes off her. She was so beautiful. And when Sara leaned back and stretched, a low growl coming from her throat that he felt more than heard, it took all his control not to charge over there and drag her beautiful ass back into the house and to her bed.
 
***
 
“We should go hunting next week.” Angelina offered, “Work off some of that aggression.”
 
“Yeah, Miki.”
 
“She’s talking to you, bonehead.”
 
Sara was floored. “What are you guys talking about?”
 
“Oh, come on. When you told that biker last week you were going to shove your fist up his ass?”
 
“He touched my tits.”
 
“You’ve got big tits,” Miki muttered.
 
“And when you threw that helmet at Marrec?”
 
“I missed.”
 
“Barely.” Miki added.
 
“Would you shut up!” Sara snapped at Miki. Both her friends smirked at her, and Sara realized that they were right. She had been aggressive lately. Really aggressive. Perhaps dangerously so. But she didn’t know why.
 
She took a deep breath. “Sorry. I’m sorry. I’m just stressed.”
 
“Your leg?” Angelina gently asked.
 
“It’s nothing serious,” she lied. “It’ll be fine.” She smiled at her friends, “Really.”
 
Angelina and Miki exchanged glances, but moved on.
 
“So,” Angelina offered, “That Zach’s quite a piece of ass, huh?”
 
“We are so not having that conversation!” The three friends laughed as Sara felt her face get red. “Bitches.”
 
***
 
Zach gave Conall a wolfish grin. He had to admit, it was nice being referred to as a “piece of ass.”
 
He watched Sara lie to her friends. And she was lying. The girl was in a momentous amount of pain, but she was hiding it amazingly well. She was a lot stronger than any of the Pack, himself included, was giving her credit for.
 
Sara finished her beer. “I’m thinking about getting a new dog.” Well that came out of nowhere. And based on her friends’ reactions they were none too pleased.
 
“Oh, for fuck sake.” Miki snapped.
 
“I thought you guys liked dogs.”
 
“I’m a cat person,” Angelina volunteered. Zach had already guessed that.
 
“I like dogs, just not the dogs you get. You always pick some scraggly-ass stray off the street and try to make it a pet.”
 
“You could get a cat.” Angelina offered hopefully.
 
“Agents of Satan? No thank you. I like my eyes right where they are. In my head.”
 
“Ladies,” Angelina sighed, “Is this, what we’re reduced to? Are we going to be…” she had an expression of utter disgust on her face, “pet people?”
 
“I can’t.” Miki leaned her head to the side to stretch the tense muscles, and Zach heard Conall give a low growl. “No pets. No plants.”
 
Sara smirked, “You mean anything that needs actual care?”
 
She gave a wave of her hand, “It’s just too much to remember.”
 
“Please tell me you’re not going to breed.”
 
***
 
“It’s just,” Angelina began to whine and Sara knew what was coming, “I don’t want us to end up three old maids, living in a house with cats.”
 
“That won’t happen.” Miki stretched her whole body. She did love to forecast. “I’ll be kidnapped by Black Ops. They’ll be hoping to use my brilliance against this government’s enemies.” Sara and Angelina looked at each other.
 
“Your brilliance?”
 
Miki ignored her, like she always did during this conversation. “Angelina will marry someone very wealthy but cold. She’ll last about 10 years, then she’ll plot, plan, and execute his murder. Get away with it. And marry a younger man. Maybe even his son.”
 
“Hey.” Angelina never liked that future prediction.
 
“And Sara…” Miki looked at her friend, “Well, she doesn’t like cats.”
 
“I don’t like cats? That’s the best you can do? How about ‘And Sara will live happily ever after with Mr. Doesn’t-get-on-her-nerves-too-much.’ Why can’t I have that?”
 
“You’re too picky.”
 
“It’s not my fault that scarred, damaged women aren’t high on the market. And I’m not going to take any old thing thrown at me.”
 
“You’re too picky,” Angelina confirmed. “Because I remember a few interested individuals that weren’t too bad. Troy.”
 
“Too strict.” Miki explained.
 
“Fred.”
 
“Too neat.”
 
“Bobby Joe.”
 
“Too tall.”
 
“Mike.”
 
“Too short.”
 
“Okay. Okay. I get it.” Sara didn’t need to hear this. All those bad attempts at relationships had happened years ago. The well had been quite dry for some time.
 
“Wait. There’s still my personal favorite. Kenny Ray.”
 
“Too nice.”
 
“Nice? He said I was boring. How is that nice?”
 
Angelina gave a wicked smile, “Too nice in bed.”
 
“Oh. Yeah. He was.” Sara shuddered, “Yuck.” She remembered she actually threw him out of bed. Out of bed and across the room. Odd. Maybe she was drinking that night too.
 
“I bet Zach’s not nice.” Angelina’s smile just became more wicked, if that were possible. “I bet he’s not nice at all. In bed or out.”
 
“He’s on the List.” Miki reminded them.
 
“But he doesn’t look like a biker, does he? You know, he actually looks like he bathes. Besides, I’m not talking marriage. I’m talking about getting control of your aggression.”
 
Sara looked at her friend of twenty years. “Dear god, woman! Are you talking about him fucking the aggression out of me?”
 
The three women began to laugh hysterically, “I’m not seeing the problem here, people. You get in. Do what you have to do and get out.”
 
“That’s it!” Sara cut them off. “We’re not having this discussion anymore.”
 
“You should just think about it. That’s all I’m saying.”
 
“No. I’m a nice girl. I’m not a whore.” Her friends didn’t say a word. “I’m not.”
 
Angelina shrugged, “You just keep believing that.”
 
Sara tossed her empty beer can, just missing her friend’s head.
 
Angelina didn’t even turn around. Instead she looked out into the darkness. “It’s such a beautiful night.”
 
Sara grinned, “Yup.” Her grin widened, “And it’s about that time.”
 
Miki closed her eyes, “I hate this.”
 
Sara leaned back, “Sssh. Listen.”
 
***
 
A moment later, Zach heard the first howl. Full bloods. He’d smelled them as soon as he stepped onto her property. He had been waiting for hours for them to give him a hard time about being in their territory and for not being full wolf but a mystical hybrid of both—they were amazingly snobby about that sort of thing. But, to his surprise, they still hadn’t bothered him or Conall. Maybe the full-bloods knew that they were there to protect Sara.
 
Because when they howled, their howls were for Sara and for Sara alone.
 
Miki cringed. Angelina looked unimpressed as she still rocked to the German techno coming from the house. But Sara had her eyes closed and was smiling. Then, she howled back.
 
“Sara,” Miki warned with a laugh. “I swear to god, those things come over here, I’m leaving your ass out here.”
 
Sara’s smile didn’t change. “Pussy,” she muttered. Then she howled again. The wolves answered. And all Zach wanted to do was go to her. To heed her call.
 
Angelina wrinkled up her pretty nose, “Aren’t you worried that they’ll come down here looking for who’s howling back?”
 
Sara shrugged, “I find them on my porch all the time.” At that, Miki jumped up and went into the house. “They never give me any trouble, but I always remember they’re wild animals. And this is probably more their territory than mine.”
 
Miki stood behind the living room window. She opened it probably so that she was still part of the conversation, but could easily close it if “they” decided to attack. She had no idea; however, that that window couldn’t protect her from shit.
 
“Besides, they’ve always made me feel safe. And when I had to live here with her, they always made me feel like I wasn’t alone.”
 
“Well,” Miki advised from inside the house, “Now you’ve got us.” Sara and Angelina turned and looked at their friend. “See?” She held up a cordless phone, “911 is just a quick dial away.”
 
“That’s it. We’re done.” Angelina stood up abruptly and brushed off her rear with a well-manicured hand. “Let’s meet tomorrow morning for coffee at the bookstore.”
 
“So you can get free coffee from me again, you cheap bitch?”
 
“And the newspaper. And it’s Mistress Cheap Bitch to you.” Angelina looked over at Sara, “Can we take your truck? Not feeling the walk tonight.”
 
“Yeah. Sure.” Sara looked at Miki, “The keys are on the…”
 
“Yeah, I know. I know.” Miki disappeared back into the house after closing the window.
 
Sara slowly lifted her leg up and swung it off the banister. “Pick me up tomorrow first.”
 
“You got it.” Angelina sauntered down the stairs, heading toward the truck. “Let’s go, Mik.”
 
Miki appeared in the door, the truck keys in one hand, and a pump-action shotgun in the other. She headed toward the stairs, but Sara grabbed the gun from her as she walked back to the house, “Not on your life, missy.”
 
“You call to animals and then you won’t give me anything to defend myself.”
 
Sara slowly limped back into her house, “I’ve found that it’s never the animals you have to worry about, Miki. It’s the humans.”
 
Miki headed toward the truck as Angelina started it. “I’ll remember that when we find your torn, headless carcass.”
 
Interesting girl, Zach thought to himself, and wondered if Conall knew what he was hoping to get himself into.
 
When the light went off in Sara’s house, Zach figured it was time to settle down for the night. But Sara re-appeared on the porch. A can of soda in her hand. She slowly limped to the porch swing and just as slowly lowered herself into the contraption. Once she was sitting, she let out a deep sigh. She drank her soda and rubbed her leg while looking out at the night.
 
The wolves called to her again and, with a smile, Sara answered. But the wolves did not respond this time—Zach did. He lifted his muzzle and released a howl that tore through the night. He called to her. Zach assumed that she would simply respond again as she had for the other wolves, but when he lowered his head, he found her standing. She limped over to the porch rail and leaned against it while she looked out into the forest. She looked right at Zach although he was sure she couldn’t see him. She walked to the porch stairs and stood there. Debating whether she should go in search of that howl’s owner? Maybe. Zach didn’t know. He had no idea that what he did would have such an affect on her. To untrained ears, his howl was no different from the wolves who just now headed back to their den. And yet she still knew.
 
Her internal debate was cut short though, when she doubled-over in pain. She gripped her leg and clenched her jaw. She stood holding onto the porch rail until the worst of the pain seemed to pass. When she looked up again, he could see the tears in her eyes from where she stood. She was no longer thinking about that howl and the howl’s owner. He knew deep in his gut, that she was thinking about death. Her death. Slowly, almost like an old woman, she turned and limped back into her house, barely putting any weight on that bad leg.
 
This time she didn’t come back out until morning.
 
Chapter Five
 
 
“I don’t know, you guys.” Miki poured cream in her coffee and stared at her two friends.
 
Sara sipped her hot chocolate and stared back. She’d already seen Miki’s early morning reading material. A book on the world of motorcycle clubs was lying on the counter.
 
Miki’s second job was in a local bookstore slash Internet cafe. This meant she had constant access to just enough information to make her dangerous.
 
“I don’t think we should hit that party tonight.”
 
“What?” Angelina snapped, coming out of her coffee-induced haze. When Angelina drank her coffee, she had the ability to completely tune everyone out. Especially Miki.
 
“We don’t know these people, Angie. And I think there’s something weird about them.”
 
“You think there’s something weird about everyone.”
 
“Yes. And there always is.”
 
Miki sat down on a stool by the register, her eyes focusing on Sara. “What do you think?”
 
“I don’t know. I don’t feel overly concerned.”
 
Miki shook her head. “It’s bugging me.”
 
Sara didn’t have time for this. When Miki had one of her “moments,” she could analyze something until you begged her to stop. Begged. “Look, Miki, you can come or you can stay home tonight. Your call. But I’m going.”
 
Miki’s eyes shifted to Angelina, causing the girl to raise one delicate eyebrow, “Like you even have to ask.”
 
Miki chuckled, “Fine. I’m going then. I can’t let you two out on your own. But no drinking, Sara. I need you to be rational.”
 
“Good luck with that.” The mug of hot chocolate was half-way to Sara’s lips when his lightly sarcastic voice stopped her. “The rational part that is.”
 
Sara looked up and there he was. Leaning against the door jam, quietly watching her. The morning sun was at his broad back, lightening his dark brown hair, and setting off his hazel eyes. He was once again in jeans and a black T-shirt emblazoned with a logo for a band she’d never heard of. His big arms were crossed in front of his even bigger chest and when he smiled at her he showed gleaming white teeth.
 
The man simply looked gorgeous without even trying. She hated him.
 
“What are you doing here?” Sara bit out before she could stop herself.
 
“That’s not very friendly. I thought Texans were friendly.”
 
“Texans are. But I’m not.”
 
Angelina quickly cut in, “So that party tonight, lots of people going to be there?”
 
Sara stared straight at Zach. He wouldn’t turn away, so she didn’t either. That went on for about a minute until his large blond friend, who was bringing up the rear, slammed into the back of Zach. “Where’s the coffee? I’m dyin’.”
 
There was no way those two huge specimens were getting through the door at the same time, so the blond simply forced his way past Zach into the shop, making a direct line for Miki at the counter.
 
It was Sara’s turn to smile as Zach was forced to move out of his friend’s way. But when his eyes once again focused on hers, Sara’s breath caught in her throat and she felt her clit start to throb, again, and her nipples became rock hard. Sara turned away before he could see how much he was getting to her and took a sip of her now tepid chocolate. She couldn’t even taste it.
 
The big blond bear stood at the counter staring at Miki.
 
Miki stared back at him. But she looked like a skittish colt that might bolt at any moment. “Do you actually want something?” She asked carefully.
 
“What?”
 
Miki looked at her friend, “Okay, Sara?” Sara heard the desperation in her voice. Poor thing, Sara sighed to herself. She just didn’t know how to handle someone that actually liked her.
 
Of course, Miki would probably say the same about her.
 
“Want something? Oh, yeah.” He cleared his throat, “Two large coffees to go. Please.”
 
Miki turned away so fast to fill his order she banged into the counter. Sara could see Angelina’s body shaking from her silent laughter, while Sara dug her fingernails into the palm of her hand to keep from embarrassing poor Miki any more than she had embarrassed herself.
 
“So you guys coming tonight?” The blond stalker asked Miki’s back as Zach slowly closed the space between him and Sara. Her back was still to him, but she felt him. Felt him getting closer to her. Felt her body respond. She was terrified he’d touch her. And terrified he wouldn’t. And all that “terror” was making her unbelievably wet.
 
“Wouldn’t miss it.” Angelina answered, probably because she knew Miki wouldn’t. But typical Angelina, she didn’t even notice the two gorgeous men right in front of her. She was, instead, flipping through one of those fashion magazines that Sara found blindingly boring. Some people called Angelina cold. Sara just called her finicky. Funny thing was, that for the first time Sara could remember, neither of these men seemed to notice Angelina. “Thor” couldn’t stop staring at Miki. And Zach, for some bizarre reason, wouldn’t stop staring at her. Even though her back was too him, she felt his eyes on her. Traveling down her body, her chest, her arms, her legs. But she kept asking herself why? What could he possibly see in her? It was making her crazy and distrustful, which thankfully was helping her control her desire to take his cock in her mouth.
 
What is wrong with you?
 
Angelina tossed the magazine aside and stood up, “I’ve got to get to work.” She grabbed her bag and headed toward the door.
 
“Wait! Don’t leave me!” Sara barked loudly before she had a chance to stop herself. They all turned to stare at her. She cleared her throat. “I’m going to be late for work. So I better leave with you.”
 
Angelina looked startled, “Since when do you care about being on time… ow!” Sara had grabbed Angelina’s arm and forced her out of the store.
 
“You’re both leaving?!” Miki barked after them, but Sara kept going. She’d have to apologize to Miki later.
 
Once Sara dragged her friend to the corner, Angelina snatched her arm away, “What is it with you?!” She demanded as she rubbed the now red spot that Sara had caused while desperately clutching her friend.
 
“Nothing,” she snapped back.
 
Angelina’s face broke into a dazzling smile, “He’s getting to you.”
 
“Who?”
 
Her friend nodded back to the bookstore, “You know, Mr. Not Nice.”
 
Sara growled in annoyance and turned to make her way up to Marrec’s shop.
 
“Don’t worry!” Angelina yelled after her, “I won’t tell!”
 
Sara, without turning around, raised her middle finger high into the air and she did her best to ignore the laughter that followed.
 
***
 
“She makes great coffee, huh?” Conall asked as he slowly sipped the French-roasted brew.
 
“Yeah. She sure does.” Zach took another sip, “But she’s still Satan.”
 
Conall smiled, “Then I guess I’ll just have to burn.”
 
Zach shook his head. His friend sure did have it bad for a woman who went screaming beyond the realm of blunt. Well, whatever floats your boat, he thought to himself.
 
Like Sara. Sara floated his boat. She was such a ripe piece of ass. Well, she was more than that, and hearing her and her friends talk about him last night like a side of beef wasn’t helping. Because Angelina was right. He wasn’t nice. In bed or out. And he had the feeling Sara could handle that. Would be in to that. Would be in to him. So that he could be inside of her.
 
But he wasn’t about to get caught in that trap. End up like Yates, with some petty, power-hungry bitch as his mate. Why? So he could breed? The Pack hadn’t been the same since she came along. Not that Zach was considered the fun one of the Pack, but he enjoyed that everyone else was having fun. Now, no one really laughed anymore. Or just enjoyed themselves, as wolves often like to do. The situation even forced his sister to move to their European operations just to get away from what she called “that fun funeral feeling” that the den now had. Casey brought a pall over the Magnus Pack that he would never really be able to forgive the woman for.
 
He just didn’t get it. They were all human enough to just fuck and go. He never understood why Yates hadn’t. As much as some of them wanted to believe it, they weren’t full wolves. They were human too. They had the power of choice. He decided he wanted to be Alpha male. He decided he was going to buy this T-shirt. And he didn’t go around attacking every bitch in heat. In fact, he went out of his way to stay away from them. He didn’t want kids. He’d be more than happy to let the other Pack mates breed and then raise their little whelps to take over when he was too old or tired to hold the leash. But every wolf female he’d met wanted to breed their mate’s kid. So, he’d decided, any mate he chose would be fixed.
 
But really, in the end, what exactly was the purpose of marking someone as your mate forever? At least full humans had divorce.
 
Although, he never admit it, he’d never thought about mates or mating as much since he came to this fucking little town in the middle of nowhere. All because of her. And it really didn’t help that she wanted him. Boy, did she want him. He could practically hear her clit twitching from where he stood. But what pissed him off was that his dick kept getting hard every time he saw her. Every time he thought about her. What the hell was that anyway? Even just thinking about seeing her this morning, before he even stepped in to the bookstore, his dick was rock solid. That was just unacceptable. He didn’t want any woman to have that much control over him. Especially her.
 
She wasn’t anything like Zach expected. In fact, she wasn’t like anyone he’d ever met before. She was insane. Her and her friends. They were loud, rowdy, rude, and dangerously unstable. But they weren’t a bunch of sorority chicks either. They were smart. Genuinely smart. But they also cursed like sailors and laughed hysterically over the stupidest shit. He knew he couldn’t get attached to her. He wouldn’t. He just needed to turn her and go. He had plans to make and a Pack to protect. No time to get involved with some nutty girl whose grandmother had probably damaged her more than the Pride that had scarred her face and body.
 
The problem was it sometimes took years to turn someone. To get them to face their true selves. Years before they felt that surge of power, years before they could shift at will and hunt with the Pack. But, of course, that’s what Casey wanted. For him to be distracted by a girl that wouldn’t be comfortable with who she was for quite awhile. Twenty-eight years was a long time to be completely oblivious to who and what you really are.
 
Zach’s cell phone went off. He looked at the caller ID and sighed. Casey.
 
“Yeah?”
 
“Hey, Zach. It’s Casey.” Dumb bitch. She knew they all had caller ID.
 
“Yeah?”
 
“I need you to pick up Julie’s bike from the shop today.”
 
Yeah, of course she did. “Okay.”
 
“Great!” She hung up.
 
Zach shut his phone off. “Gotta pick up Julie’s bike. Wanna come?”
 
Before Conall could answer his cell phone went off. Conall looked at the caller ID, smiled, and answered. “This is Conall. Yeah. Okay.” He hung up. “Can’t.”
 
“That was Casey, wasn’t it?”
 
Conall shrugged. “Sorry, Zach. She wants me to help out at the site. For tonight.”
 
Zach sighed again, “Sure she does.”
 
Great. Now he had to go deal with Sara and that old wolf Marrec. Well, maybe Sara was on her own.
 
Alone with Sara. Yup. His dick just went hard again. He would have to do something about that. It was really starting to piss him off.
 
***
 
Sara took her and Marrec’s empty lunch containers and tossed them in the dumpster next to the shop.
 
“Is that you, Sara?” She heard Jake, from Jake’s Auto, yell over the 6 foot wall separating Marrec’s shop from his.
 
“Yup.”
 
“Randy’s coming over.”
 
“Randy. Randy. Randy.” She chanted in a high-pitched voice as a 100-pound red-nosed pit bull came around the corner. His leash and pinch collar were still attached, although Sara never had to use them. His tongue hanging out, he trotted over to her and waited for his daily hello.
 
As much as it hurt, Sara crouched low beside him, “Is this my Randy? Is this my good boy?” She rubbed her hands along his flank. He growled low and lay down on the concrete on his side. She continued to rub his thigh and back. “Who’s my pretty boy? Who’s my special guy?” Randy, as always, rolled over onto his back and Sara rubbed his belly, continuing to ignore the growing pain in her leg. She couldn’t disappoint Randy. “Who’s my good boy?”
 
“So, can I be next?” Sara gasped in surprise at Zach’s voice. But she needed to get that under control. She hated the show of weakness.
 
“Um…” Was all that came out before sweet, lovable Randy was up and charging straight at Zach, his teeth bared. Sara caught the leash and yanked Randy back. His jaws snapping shut just inches from Zach’s face. But Zach didn’t move. He didn’t even flinch. In fact, he stared at Randy as if unimpressed with the sight of the 100-pound dog trying to turn him into a midday meal.
 
Sara, still keeping a strong grip on the leash, turned her head to yell over the wall “Jake. I need you!” She heard a vicious snarl and when she turned back, Randy had backed off, tail between his legs and ran behind Sara.
 
She looked at Zach. He was still in the same position he had been in five seconds before. Leaning against the wall. Arms crossed in front of his chest. Looking completely unimpressed.
 
“What did you do to him?”
 
“Not a thing.”
 
Jake came around the corner, “What in hell?”
 
“You better take him, Jake.” Sara handed over the leash.
 
Jake took it, but didn’t leave immediately. “You sure y’all be okay?” He sized Zach up with narrowed eyes. “Randy don’t usually act like this, ‘cept when he don’t like somebody.”
 
“I’m fine. Really. Thanks, Jake.”
 
Jake gave Zach one more nasty look, and dragged the whimpering Randy back around the concrete wall.
 
“I’ve never seen Randy act like that.” She looked at Zach, “He really hated you.”
 
“But I’m so charming.”
 
Sara gave a short laugh, “Yeah. Right.” She headed back to the store. “So, why are you here?”
 
“Julie’s new bike. I need to get it.”
 
“Well, then, come on.”
 
***
 
Zach had caught her scent as soon as he’d gotten out of the pickup truck the Pack brought with them just for hauling stuff around in. He’d followed it to the side of the shop, but never expected to find her lathering up some pit bull. Shamelessly, in fact.
 
Who’s my good boy? Was she kidding? Hell, he could be her good boy. Her very good boy. Or her very bad one.
 
As he watched her tight ass move into the store, he could tell one of Marrec’s Pack—Jake, right?—was watching him. He turned and snarled at the nosy bastard, sending his weak-willed pit bull whimpering for safety and causing Jake’s eyes to shift away.
 
When he turned around, Sara was staring at him. “Did you just… snarl?”
 
“I have a cough.”
 
“A snarling cough?”
 
“Something like that.”
 
Looking truly distrusting, Sara went into the store and Zach followed behind her. “MARREC!” Sara screamed into the back. “Someone’s here to pick up that girl’s bike!”
 
“Gimme 10 minutes!” Marrec yelled back.
 
As she perched herself on the stool behind the counter, she caught Zach’s look. “What?”
 
“Are you always so loud?”
 
“You’d be amazed.”
 
Zach smiled, “Kind of a screamer?”
 
She blushed and rolled her eyes. “Cute.”
 
He liked it when she blushed.
 
Zach leaned against the glass case. “You and your friends definitely coming tonight, right?”
 
Before Sara could answer, Marrec yelled out from the back, “Yes she is!”
 
“He doesn’t think I get out enough.” Sara muttered quietly
 
“Do you?”
 
“Not lately. Death in the family a few months back.”
 
“I’m sorry.”
 
“Don’t be. No one else is.” Sara winced, “Okay. That was bitchy. Forget I said that. I mean, she wasn’t that bad.”
 
“Who?” Although he already knew.
 
“My grandmother. She raised me… sort of. Died about six months back. The last few months I’ve been busy sorting out all her finances and business. I just finished cleaning out her house a few weeks back… well, I guess it’s my house now.”
 
“Find anything cool? When my father died, my mom and I found a ton of cool stuff at their place.”
 
“Some. Had to give a lot of it back to the government, though.”
 
Zach frowned, “Give what back to the government? Money?”
 
“No.” She started counting off on her fingers, “The M-16. The armor-piercing ammo. The rocket launcher. The grenades.”
 
“Your grandmother had a rocket launcher?”
 
Sara chuckled, “Apparently she was expecting some kind of attack. She was extremely paranoid. I don’t even know where she got that shit from. And you know what, I don’t wanna know.”
 
No wonder the Pride had waited until the old bitch died. Even they couldn’t have handled a full-on assault from military weapons. Yates hadn’t been kidding. That old woman had been truly dangerous.
 
“Did you get any money for that stuff?”
 
“No. I just wanted it gone. I have my daddy’s old shotgun, which I use for huntin’. And Miki and Angelina gave me a pump-action shotgun couple of years ago for ‘basic home defense.’” She smiled, “So, I don’t need much more than that.”
 
“You a good shot?”
 
“I’m okay. Miki’s better. I’ve seen her nail a buck at 200 feet. Right between the eyes.”
 
“That’s a lovely story. Learn that in etiquette school?”
 
“Texas etiquette school.”
 
He liked that too. She didn’t shrink away from his teasing. Or get insulted. She just rolled with it.
 
“You work here long?” He looked around the impressive store. Marrec did some amazing work. There were custom-made bikes here that he knew he’d seen on the pages of some of his chopper magazines. They weren’t just bikes. They were pieces of art.
 
“Since I was 14. Marrec said it would keep me off the streets.”
 
Zach glanced out the window to what had to be the quietest town he’d ever been in. “Big gang problem around here? Lots of cow jacking?”
 
“We have all sorts pass through our little town, thank you very much. Bikers. Cowboys. The always dangerous rodeo clowns.”
 
“Rodeo clowns?”
 
“Don’t ask.”
 
Zach shrugged. “I don’t want to know.”
 
“So, any other condescending questions about my town?”
 
“Oh, I’m not being condescending. I’m very interested in your tiny little town, with its tiny little people. I bet you guys even have a movie theater.”
 
Sara barked out a laugh, “You certainly are a charmer.”
 
“So I’ve been told.”
 
“By who? Your mother?”
 
“She does adore her son.” He looked out the window again, “I thought there’d be desert. Coyotes. Clint Eastwood.”
 
“You’re in Hill Country. We have rivers, canyons, and forests. You want desert, you need to hit the Panhandle.”
 
Zach leaned across the counter and smiled at her, “You’ll have to show me around some time.”
 
“I have been known to go off alone with strange bikers.” She responded sarcastically. “It’s a thing I do. Like eating glass.” He heard the front door open and she frowned.
 
“Oh, shit.” She muttered under her breath.
 
“Well, hello, all.”
 
Angelina walked up to the counter, a brown paper bag in her hand. “I’m not interrupting anything, am I?”
 
“He’s here to pick up that girl’s bike.”
 
“The one who crashed?” Angelina looked at Zach, “How she doing anyway?”
 
“Right as rain.”
 
“That’s interesting.” Angelina was thoughtful, “She’s a mighty fast healer.”
 
“That she is.”
 
Angelina turned to Sara. “I just came to drop this off. Didn’t want Miki to see.” Sara took the paper bag and looked inside.
 
“Christ!” She slammed the bag shut and tossed it into an open back pack behind her. “I hate you.”
 
“Just looking out for my friends.” Angelina turned and strode out of the store, “See ya tonight, Zach.”
 
“Bye.” He didn’t turn around. He was too busy staring at the blush that had crept up Sara’s neck and straight to her hairline. “You okay?”
 
“Fine.” She bit out way too quickly. “Just fine.”
 
Zach wasn’t buying it. “Can I see what’s in the bag?”
 
“No!” She almost yelled it. “Tampons.”
 
“I’m ready!” Marrec yelled from his workshop. “Send him back.”
 
“Well, you better go.” She was actually trying to shoo him from the room.
 
“You know,” Zach moved toward the workshop entrance, “When my sister and I were teenagers, she always threw out ‘tampon’ when she didn’t want dad to see our bag of pot. But you and your friends seem amazingly straight edge to me. So it just makes me wonder… what’s really in that bag?”
 
Zach backed into the workshop as Sara’s face turned a darker crimson. Then he hit a wall and turned around to find that wall was Marrec.
 
“Having fun?” Marrec asked, his arms folded across what might be a normal chest for a bear. The man was short but powerfully built. Red wolves were always a little “stunty,” though.
 
“Loads.”
 
“You know her father died when she was very young.” Of course he did. That’s why they were here in the first place. “And I kind of took his place. She’s as close to me as any of my daughters. And I’ll kill any man who fucks with her.”
 
Zach wondered if he already had. “Good to know.”
 
***
 
Once Zach had disappeared in the back, Sara shoved the bag filled with boxes of condoms into her backpack. She was going to kill Angelina when she saw her.
 
She had one friend throwing condoms at her and the other telling her men were nothing but trouble. But as much shit as the three of them talked, they probably knew less about men than anyone on the planet. They all had their own ways of keeping people at bay. Miki had her intense distrust of… well, everyone. Angelina had her fortress of ice. And Sara had her armor. They’d all destroyed potential relationships in record time and without much regret. And although they never discussed it, none of them ever really thought they’d find true love or romance or any of that other crap.
 
So why did Sara feel like Zach was some how different? What was it about him that spoke to her on some other level that the few men she’d had in her oh-so-tame past just never could? Why did she itch to touch his skin? To feel him touch her? What was it about this man that made her feel like she’d been waiting her entire life for him to come walking through her door?
 
What was it about this man that made her want to punch him right in the forehead?
 
***
 
Marrec moved over to the bike he had readied for Julie.
 
Zach kicked the door to the workshop closed; ensuring Sara couldn’t hear the conversation. “I have a question.”
 
Marrec leaned against the bike, his arms crossed in front of his chest. “Why didn’t I turn her myself?”
 
“It would make sense.”
 
“Her grandmother. The craziest bitch I’ve ever met on two feet or four. When my oldest boy showed interest in Sara, she set my car on fire. She said after that it would be my house.”
 
Zach felt a growing sense of horror for this woman’s hatred of herself. He couldn’t imagine his life without the Pack. Without being who he was.
 
“If only she would have shifted, I would have snapped her neck. But I wasn’t going to kill her as human.” Zach didn’t blame him. Kill one of them as human, they stayed human. Killed them as beast and they stayed beast. In the end, much easier to explain the dead animal on your territory to the cops. “So, I figured I’d wait until the old bitch died on her own. I just didn’t know she’d take so long to do it.”
 
“She’s in a lot of pain, you know.”
 
Marrec sighed. A sad one from deep inside his chest, “I know. And her aggression is getting worse too.” Marrec grabbed a sheath of papers off the counter behind the bike. “To be honest, I think it’s poison.” He handed the papers to Zach.
 
“Poison?”
 
“The Withell Pride is known for dipping their claws in poison. Prolongs the agony.”
 
“That’s very human of them,” Zach noted with disgust.
 
“But I can’t get her near a doctor. Her grandmother made sure of that. The girl’s terrified of anything medical.”
 
Zach flipped through the bill of sale and other paperwork Marrec had handed him, “What would she need done?”
 
“It’s a little barbaric… she’d have to be bled. But one of the docs at the hospital is one of my Pack so it wouldn’t be a problem.” Marrec shook his head, “But not until she knows who and what she is. Maybe I’ll talk with Yates about it. About the timing.”
 
Zach nodded, keeping his expression purposely blank. “Sure. Whatever.”
 
Chapter Six
 
 
The arguing about clothes started as soon as Sara had picked Miki and Angelina up that evening. The moment they were both in the vehicle, Angelina and Miki started yelling. That was at 6:00. Sara looked at the clock on the nightstand. It was now 10:20 and these two bitches were still at it. Well, she really wanted to go to this party, so she wasn’t waiting a minute longer.
 
***
 
“She is not wearing that.”
 
“And exactly what is wrong with this?” Miki asked as she held up a long, but very pretty sun dress.
 
“She’s not a nun. She’s a horny girl that needs to get laid. The least we can do, as her friends, is help her out. That’s why she should wear this.” Angelina held up the tiny black hot pants she still had clutched in her hand.
 
“That’s just trashy,” Miki snapped. “She’s not going out like that. EVER.”
 
The two friends stopped arguing as Sara walked by them. She didn’t even glance in their direction as she headed straight for the front door. Her hair was tied into a loose French braid. She wore a green camouflage skirt that landed just above her knee, a slit up the left side of her leg. Her favorite old pair of black cowboy boots, her thin but deadly weapon concealed inside its leather. And a green tank top. For good measure, she even had on her black cowboy hat pulled low in front of her face.
 
She stormed out of her house, but not before yelling back at her two friends, “You two bitches coming or what?”
 
***
 
“Little party?” That was the third time Miki had muttered that. It started an hour ago as they waited in a long line of cars heading to the park. Then they waited for a parking space. Now they were standing in a long line of people waiting to get into what was clearly a huge all-night rave. A well-organized, well-run rave.
 
“Christ, would you quit complaining.” Angelina was already grooving to the pounding music. “Just relax.” Sara shook her head. The girl could enjoy herself anywhere. Even in line.
 
It took awhile but they finally made it to the entrance. Large hulking men took money and checked for weapons, which seemed to relax Miki.
 
Sara stood in front of them. She was hoping this thing wouldn’t cost a fortune. She only had $50 in her pocket.
 
The largest of the men, looked down at Sara. He stared at her and, for a moment, she was worried he some how saw the long, thin blade she had hidden in her boot. Instead he nodded. “Go on in.”
 
Sara was confused, “I… uh…”
 
“What’s up?” Angelina asked from behind her.
 
“They can go too.”
 
“But…”
 
“You’re on the list.”
 
Except he hadn’t checked his list. He hadn’t done anything. Just kind of looked at her.
 
“Sweet!” Angelina cheered. “Let’s go.”
 
Before Sara could ask any questions, Angelina shoved her past the men and into a huge clearing. In the center were a couple hundred people dancing. Booths selling food, liquor, and T-shirts, separated the clearing from the dense forest that the three friends had hunted in more than once.
 
Sara had never seen anything like this before. She had gone to quite a few raves in her less than wild past, but they were always near or in Austin. This was her boring home town. Raves didn’t come out this far.
 
Angelina stood next to her and, her beautiful face flush with excitement, raised both arms in the air and let out a “Whoooowho! This fuckin’ rocks!” She grabbed Sara’s arm and yanked her right into the dancing, writhing crowd. Miki followed and for the first time in a long time, Sara saw her smile.
 
It had been a couple of years since the last rave they had gone to. Miki had school and two jobs. Angelina had her own business, although she never seemed to be there—“that’s why I have a staff.” And now that they knew there was no biker gang waiting to drug them, rape them, and send them off to Taiwan to be whores—Miki’s contention—the three friends silently decided that on this clear, chill night they would relax and just have a good time.
 
***
 
Zach easily caught the beer that Conall tossed at his head without his eyes ever leaving the partying crowd.
 
“Crowd looks pretty good tonight, huh?” Conall walked behind Zach, his own beer grasped firmly in hand.
 
“Guess.” Zach took a long gulp, and went back to scanning the crowd.
 
“Not here yet, is she?”
 
Zach glanced at his friend. “Who?”
 
“Zach, don’t bullshit me.” Conall smirked.
 
He was right, of course. Zach was looking for her. He couldn’t stop himself from looking for her. He hadn’t stopped thinking about her since she shoved her tongue in his mouth.
 
“Oh, her.” He tried to sound disinterested. “Yates still wants me babysitting her. That’s all.”
 
“Yeah. That’s all.” Conall could at least pretend to buy his brand of bullshit.
 
“She’s probably not coming anyway. Your big-mouthed girlfriend probably talked her out of it.”
 
“I have to ask you not to call the woman I love my girlfriend…she’s my future wife!” Zach shook his head as Conall grinned. “Besides, that Latina was definitely coming and I’m thinking she’s not coming here without ‘em.”
 
Zach hoped Conall was right. He needed to see her. To prove to himself that she wasn’t anything but a distraction. A problem to be solved. Nothing more. Yeah, right.
 
It was the “Whoooowho! This fuckin’ rocks!” that caught his and Conall’s attention. Christ, these women were loud.
 
Zach looked through the crowd, his eyes picking up images that others would never see. He caught sight of her pretty quickly. The Latina was dragging Sara and the other one to the middle of the rave. This was definitely not their first all-night rave. They had no purses. No jackets. And they were prepared to sweat the night away. The Latina—Angelina, right?—had her long hair in a pony tail, allowing the black bustier she was wearing to be seen in all its tight, form-fitting glory. Plus, baggy blue jeans and sneakers. And the thong peeking out from under her jeans was a nice touch. The other one had on a tight belly shirt displaying a gorgeous set of abs that he could hear Conall growling over, shorts, and hiking boots. Sara was sporting a tank top, green camouflage skirt with cowboy boots, and a hat that on anyone else he would have said looked stupid. But it worked for her. Although he figured she was wearing it to hide the scar on her face, the logic of which completely escaped him.
 
Sara didn’t dance. Her damaged leg prevented that. But she moved really well. Nothing elaborate or fancy. And her moves weren’t exactly “stripper-hot,” which he and Conall had learned to appreciate over the years. But whatever she did, it made his dick bang against the inside of his jeans demanding release…release into her.
 
Tragically, Conall was not fairing so well. “My. God. She is the worst dancer I’ve ever seen.”
 
Zach had forgotten there was anyone else at the rave until Conall spoke. His eyes shifted and he took in Miki’s idea of dancing. It was kind of sad…and frightening. But clearly she was having a good time.
 
“But,” Conall added, “Her ass looks great in those shorts.”
 
Zach shook his head, Conall was hopeless.
 
***
 
After about an hour of straight dancing, Miki motioned that the water bottle she had brought with her was empty. Sara and Miki moved through the crowd, leaving Angelina behind. She had found herself a nice crowd of beautiful boys to dance with and seemed happy enough.
 
“Great music, huh?” Miki asked when they had finally extricated themselves from the dancing crowd.
 
“Amazing!” There were European DJs here; she recognized several of them. How did some, to quote Miki, “low-life bikers” get amazing DJs like these to come out to the middle of nowhere?
 
The pair made their way to the edge of the park grounds. The first booth they hit was manned by two tall women.
 
“Is it me or a lot of these females mammoth size?” Miki muttered quietly, almost to herself. Almost. Clearly the two women heard her as they turned and glared.
 
“Two waters,” Sara asked quickly hoping she wasn’t about to get in one of those fights caused by Miki’s big mouth.
 
One of the women moved over to them and looked at Sara. Looked at her hard for several long seconds. Uh-oh, I am going to have to fight. Fuckin’ Miki! She thought desperately as the woman reached under the fold-out table and grabbed two waters and handed them to Sara.
 
Sara, releasing a breath, went to pull cash out of her back pocket but the woman stopped her. “Take it. No charge.”
 
Sara looked up at the sign that clearly listed water bottle prices. And the tiny bottles she held were $5 each. This was getting weird.
 
“Why?”
 
“Take the water and go.” The woman turned her back to them and went back to her friend.
 
“What the hell…”
 
“Hi.” Sara and Miki turned to find Miki’s big blond stalker standing next to them. He nodded at Sara but smiled at Miki.
 
“Hi,” Sara answered. “Nice little party.”
 
“Thanks. Name’s Conall.” It was like Sara and the other 300 people weren’t even there.
 
Miki nodded, “Great.”
 
It was in fact physically painful to watch Miki and Conall stand there, with absolutely no idea what to say next. “Well.” Miki glanced at Sara, but when her friend offered no assistance, she decided to make a break for it. “Bye.” Miki took her bottle of water and walked off.
 
Sara’s head tilted to the side as she watched the dejected expression on Conall’s face. She just couldn’t help herself, “Well, don’t just stand there. Go get her.”
 
“I think she hates me.”
 
“Are you kidding? She really likes you. She’s just shy.”
 
“Really?” He disappeared into the crowd, looking for the elusive Miki.
 
Sara let out a laugh as she realized that Miki would make her pay dearly for this tomorrow.
 
“Having a good time fuckin’ with my friend?”
 
Or she may be paying for it a lot sooner.
 
He was behind her. His breath in her ear, as he leaned into her. He didn’t touch her, but her entire body was on fire wanting him to touch her.
 
“I didn’t…” She couldn’t even finish her sentence. This was getting just ridiculous. She forced her body to move away from him. “Look, I don’t have to explain myself to you,” she snapped as she turned to face him. Great. The sleeveless Harley T-shirt he wore, revealing large tanned muscular arms sporting tattoos on both triceps and his left forearm, was not helping her keep her composure, “And I’m sure your sturdy friend there can take care of himself.”
 
“Against her? Are you kidding? That girl’s mean as a snake.”
 
“No, she’s… Don’t talk about my friends.”
 
“Don’t mess with mine.”
 
“Fine.”
 
“Fine.”
 
The two stood staring at each other. And Sara didn’t know whether to punch him in the stomach or lick the black tribal tattoo on his right shoulder.
 
In order to avoid both, she turned and walked away. She’d gotten several feet when she realized he was walking beside her. She stopped, “What?”
 
“I didn’t say a word.”
 
Sara took several more steps but realized he was still there with her. She stopped again, this time turning to face him. “What are you doing?”
 
“Living life to its fullest.”
 
Sara’s eyes narrowed, “Go away.”
 
“Why?” Zach leaned into her, but still didn’t touch her, “Do I make you nervous?”
 
She snorted, “Please. I’ve known tougher gangs than you people.” She started walking again, but stopped short when she realized he was no longer walking with her. It was what she had asked for but she didn’t expect him to actually listen. She looked back at him, “What?”
 
“Well,” he slowly moved toward her. His muscles just rippled. It was driving her crazy. “At first, I stopped because I didn’t know why you were calling me a gang member. Then I was just watching your ass move in that skirt. That pretty much kept me rooted to the spot.”
 
Sara rubbed her nose to hide a smile. “Sorry I insulted you. Do you prefer Motorcycle Club?”
 
“You do know that we’re not some kind of biker gang, right?”
 
Of course they were. How could they not be? Groups of grown adults didn’t move around in packs, living together and throwing wild raves if they weren’t a gang.
 
“We just like to ride. We like the freedom.”
 
“Then you guys are…”
 
“Business partners. We own and operate a bunch of clubs.”
 
“Really?” Sara took a sip of her water as Zach dug into the back pocket of his jeans. She would love to dig into the back pocket of his jeans herself.
 
Jesus, girl! Get a grip.
 
“Here.” He handed her a business card. It was on high-quality card stock and the letters were embossed, but all it had was his name, Zach Sheridan, and a cell phone number.
 
Sara held the card up, “And?”
 
“Only reputable business people have business cards.”
 
Sara loved his sarcasm. It was so ridiculous. “And the Hells Angels have their own Web sites. They sell T-shirts.” Sara started walking again. Her leg was starting to tighten up. She was desperately hoping that she could walk the pain off. She didn’t want the night to end. She was, as much as she hated to admit it, having a great time with Zach. He was a fun idiot.
 
But she had yet to figure out why this guy was spending any time with her. There were women around this place who would drop to their knees at just a wink from him. She watched them watch him. And yet he seemed to be ignoring them completely. She wondered what he was up to. What was the man thinking?
 
***
 
I’d give my eye teeth just to have this woman sitting on my face right now.
 
***
 
“Pole.”
 
“What?”
 
“You’re about to walk into a…” Zach walked face first into a pole between two booths. “…pole.”
 
Zach took a step back and grabbed his forehead. “Motherfucker!”
 
“Don’t be a whiner.” Sara turned him so that he faced her, pulling his hands down from his face. “Here. Let me see.” She put her hands on his expansive shoulders and lowered him so that she could examine his head. “I don’t even think you’ll have a bruise.”
 
“Will you nurse me back to health if it’s a concussion?”
 
Sara smiled, “No. I’ll leave you alone. Naked. Food for the wolves.”
 
“Naked, huh?”
 
“Therapy.” She pushed him away or, at the very least, tried. “For many, like you, it’s a viable option.” She walked past him, hoping he didn’t hear her voice catch, or see that her nipples were burrowing a hole through her tank top.
 
***
 
Zach was doing his best to keep some semblance of self-control around Sara. But she wasn’t making it easy on him. Letting him walk into poles. Touching his shoulders. Using the word “naked.”
 
And the woman was completely oblivious to the hold she had over him. She was looking at everyone but him. Constantly scanning the crowd, looking for any sign of trouble. He realized that while her friends partied and danced she watched their backs and her own.
 
What an amazing female. The perfect wolf. The perfect mate.
 
Zach slapped the back of his neck to stop the treacherous errant thought. Sara looked up startled.
 
“Mosquito.”
 
“Bet he’s really dead now.”
 
***
 
“You know, we should go out some time.”
 
Sara stopped. “So, let me guess. Is this ‘get the townie in to bed’ or do you and your buddies have a bet about who can nail the cripple?”
 
Zach turned and looked at her. Simply stared. But when that big grin spread across his face, Sara didn’t know whether to run or just scream for help. “You are one mean bitch.”
 
He didn’t say it with any malice. In fact, he sounded kind of… turned on. Sara took a step back. He took a step toward her. “I do make you nervous.”
 
“Bullshit.” Well, at least she sounded like she meant that.
 
Zach’s hand reached for her shoulder. Sara stood her ground even though she felt like high-tailing it out of there and heading home to her nice boring house. His fingers went to the Celtic tattoo on her shoulder. He traced the design with his forefinger. She felt her throat get dry and her pussy get wet.
 
“You know,” His voice was low, like a caress across her skin, “You are an amazing piece of work.”
 
She raised an eyebrow, “I’m a bitch. I know it and I’ve learned to accept that flaw in my character.”
 
“Sounds like you embrace it.”
 
“And if I do, what do you care?” Zach’s fingers slid past her tattoo and up to her throat. She fought the urge to flinch, thinking that he was going to touch the scarred part of her face. She’d never let anyone that close to her. Not her friends. Not her ex-boyfriends. Nobody. And she wasn’t about to let Zach get that close either. Besides, she was feeling that desire again. That desire to lick his tattoo or punch him in the stomach.
 
“Nice hat, by the way.” He muttered softly. So, it was going to be the punch in the stomach. Good. That she could handle.
 
Then she was down on one knee, the pain in her leg nearly blinding her. She gasped for air, trying not to scream. Trying not to die merely from the pain alone.
 
But this was Texas. Someone must have a gun here. Surely they could shoot her in the head, put her out of her misery. She wanted to yell, “Somebody kill me!” But she was gritting her teeth against just screaming blindly.
 
Until she felt strong arms around her and a deep voice in her ear, “Hold on. I got ya.”
 
“Get. Off. Me.”
 
She heard him chuckle, “Get the fuck over it.”
 
***
 
One minute she looked like she was about to punch him in the face, he knew that hat comment would get her, looking more and more aroused the more he touched her. Then she just dropped, biting back a scream of pure pain. And before he knew it, he was lifting her off the ground and taking her away as quickly as possible. He saw the others watching her. Smelling her weakness. Hearing the cry of pain she was desperately, admirably, trying to stifle.
 
He took her away from the rave. Into the woods that he and Conall had just been hunting a few hours before. They had found a small shack that had been deserted for what looked to be decades and it would give her some time to get over the pain. Get her strength back. And he would be there in case she needed some medical attention or something. He was just going to be there as her babysitter. Just what Yates asked him to do. Nothing more.
 
Yeah, right.
 
***
 
Sara felt herself being lowered onto something hard and sturdy. She opened her eyes, easy enough now that the pain had begun to subside, and looked around what appeared to be a less-than-pleasing shack.
 
“Where the hell am I?”
 
Zach lit a lantern that one of the Pack had left behind. “Feeling better?”
 
Sara looked down at the dirty, dust-covered cabinet she was sitting on. “Nice digs.”
 
“Well, you know, we try.” Zach stood in front of her. “So, feel better or what?”
 
Wow, he just radiated warmth and charm. “Much better thank you. I’m ready to go back.”
 
“No,” he stated simply.
 
Yup, she still wanted to punch him in the face.
 
“Does the pain get like that a lot?”
 
Sara shrugged casually, “No. Not really.” He knew she was lying. She saw it on his handsome face. “It didn’t used to, but lately…” Sara had to stop because suddenly she was crying. She had been fighting the pain and terror for months. She hadn’t even told Miki and Angelina. She didn’t want them to worry. They’d insist she go into the hospital. But Lynette had always warned “Hospitals only kill ya.” And, except for the constant pain, she’d been remarkably healthy her entire life. Besides, what exactly where they going to do for her now? After all these years? So she’d decided to just live with the pain. And she had. Successfully, in fact. Until now.
 
Sara buried her face in her hands and quietly wept for several moments. Until he touched her. Not on the shoulder or her knee. He touched her scar. Problem was she had successfully hidden it under her skirt. Her sexy slit wasn’t even on that side.
 
With a growl Sara’s hand shot out and grabbed his wrist before it could move further up her leg. “What the hell?”
 
“I needed you to stop feeling sorry for yourself. Only thing I could think of.” She tried to push his arm away, but it was like steel and it wasn’t moving. Didn’t help he was smiling at her. And that he had the sweetest smile she had ever seen. She wanted to slap that smile right off his face. Smug prick.
 
“You know, it’s amazing you lasted this long. After what you’ve been through.”
 
“You being a smart ass?”
 
“If I were being a smart ass I’d say something else about your hat.”
 
Sara tore the hat off her head, “Happy now?!”
 
“Thrilled.” He muttered as he pried her hand off his arm. Once accomplished, he pushed her skirt up above her scar.
 
“What exactly are you doing?”
 
“Nothing.” He lied as he ran his hand over her thigh. For once she didn’t feel any pain. Far from it. All she felt was an intense pleasure, although she was doing her best not to enjoy it. The bastard wasn’t even looking at her. He just kept watching his own hand move over her flesh. The other hand joining in to move along the back of her knee and the bit of exposed calf above her boot. She watched his hands too. Marveling at how big they were. They had light scars, faded over time. Nails clipped or bitten down as low as possible without hitting the quick. Tanned from exposure to the sun. And now these tanned scarred hands were slipping between her thighs and slowly pulling her legs apart.
 
She bolted straight up, but he shook his head, still not looking at her. “Don’t. You’re distracting me.”
 
Distracting him? Was he serious? She was distracting him?
 
His right hand moved back to massaging her scar while his left hand went deeper between her thighs. His thumb ran along the seam of her ultra-fancy “Jockey For Her” bikini briefs, for about three seconds before he simply ripped them off. Sara gasped, her body jerking forward. And, before she could stop herself, she slammed her lips against his. Her tongue slipped into his mouth, while his thumb slipped between the folds of her sex. She leaned into his hand and his thumb slowly circled her clit.
 
Sara moaned into his mouth. Her arm went around his neck, but he pulled back and pushed her away.
 
If he stops I’m going to wring his big neck, she thought. But instead his hands went under her hips and roughly pulled her to the edge of the cabinet she was on. He crouched down and pushed his head between her legs, and Sara grabbed the sides of the cabinet and held on for dear life.
 
She knew she should stop him. She knew she should slap his face and limp off, her head held high. She should be home, safe—and alone—in bed watching another episode of “Seinfeld” for the 4000 time. She definitely shouldn’t be here, leaning back, letting a stranger bury his head between her legs and ever so slowly swirl his tongue around her clit, taking up were his finger had left off. She shouldn’t. But she didn’t want to stop him. Instead, she snaked her hands through his brown hair and spread her legs farther apart. And then, to ensure her place as a slut, she arched her back and pulled his head closer into her. She felt him chuckle against her burning flesh and a low growl erupted from her throat.
 
She felt his big hands gripping her thighs, holding her steady as he worked his tongue around and in her. When he began to swipe his tongue up and down her clit, her growl became a scream as an orgasm tore from her gut and straight up her spine. She gripped his head tighter as the orgasm rolled through her and his tongue kept moving and licking, bringing on wave after wave of killer pleasure. In the same moment, she felt a sharp pain in her thigh where her scar was, but it only lasted a second and was gone. Compared to what she’d put up with the last few months, she barely noticed it.
 
Panting, Sara leaned back against the wall. Her eyes closed, her fingers finally loosening from his thick hair. He slowly began to pull away but not before he licked the inside of her thigh which, inexplicably, Sara found really sweet.
 
Sara thought she might go to sleep right there. In this dingy little shack. But the sound of cloth ripping forced her to open her eyes. Zach had taken off his T-shirt and was ripping several strips of material. She marveled at his body. Tanned skin stretched over thick muscles as broad shoulders and chest narrowed into a tapered waist. The bastard simply had no idea how gorgeous he was, or the affect he had on her.
 
“Looks like I scratched your leg a bit.”
 
She looked at her thigh but he had already begun wrapping material around it. But she really didn’t give a shit. Right at the moment, she didn’t give a shit about anything.
 
Until she heard Miki screaming her name a few hundred feet from the shack she was in. The thought of having to explain this to her friends was just too much. Without thinking she snapped to attention, kneeing Zach right in the face. “Oh, sorry,” she muttered absently. She pushed him out of the way, slammed her hat back on her head, and charged out the door.
 
***
 
Zach sat on the floor of what even he would consider a hovel. Shirtless. His favorite T-shirt in shreds. His jaw in complete agony from where her knee had slammed into it. And he was busy trying to figure out what the hell had just happened.
 
He had one simple mission for himself when he brought her here. To stop her pain. It was killing her. He could see that as plainly as her cute little nose. And he figured he needed to try Marrec’s suggestion of bleeding her. From there he decided that explaining the truth would just scare her off, so he had to distract her some how. Okay. Simple enough. She seemed to be enjoying his hands on her, so why not a little hand job? Couldn’t hurt. 5 minutes out of his day. That was the plan. But the more he rubbed her leg, the more his dick got hard. The more she made that little sound in the back of her throat, the more his dick got hard. And then she kissed him. Like that first night, but she wasn’t drunk. She knew exactly what she was doing and that made it even hotter. She wanted him. And before he knew it, he was on his knees, his face buried in her pussy. He could still feel her hands in his hair and hear that little growling sound she made…
 
Zach gave a growl of his own and stood up. “Fuck this shit.” He angrily yanked off his boots and jeans. Standing naked in the middle of the room, he shifted.
 

A few minutes later, a 200-pound dark brown wolf silently padded out of the shack. He smelled her scent in the air and knew exactly the direction she had gone to meet up with her friends—he turned and trotted off the opposite way.
 
Chapter Seven
 
 
She had easily gotten through the intense question rtion of the evening: Where did you go? No where. Did you see Zach? Nope. What happened to your leg? Just a scratch.
 
She flew through Miki’s 20 minute analysis on the group’s business—some of the hottest clubs she’d heard of in San Francisco, Seattle, New York, London, Milan, the list just went on and on—and why a bunch of so-called club owners would be in a little dinky town in Texas throwing a rave.
 
But it was Angelina’s innocent “I had so much fun tonight” while they were driving home that Sara simply couldn’t take the pressure any more.
 
“I’M A WHORE!” She screeched.
 
Miki hit the brakes of the white pickup, causing the vehicle to fish tale. It stopped in the middle of the deserted highway.
 
The three friends sat in the vehicle, not moving, not speaking. They stared out at the big, star-filled Texas sky.
 
Miki, her hands still gripping the steering wheel, glanced at Sara “You’re not wearing any underwear, are you?”
 
Sara let out a strangled squeal and buried her head in her hands.
 
Angelina and Miki burst out laughing.
 
“Bitches.” Sara muttered.
 
***
 
It had been a busy night for Sara. A slammin’ rave. Head from a stranger. And shit from her friends. But she was sure it was the mere three hours of sleep that was making her unbelievably cranky. She’d already ripped poor Marrec’s head off when she got to work. He’d run out and gotten her a large cup of coffee, like an offering to some evil bitch goddess, then scurried away to his workshop to finish off some guy’s order. She didn’t blame him. She was being a total bitch and she knew it. She blamed Zach.
 
Zach. That was a stupid name. He was stupid. Stupid big armed, big handed bastard. Both Miki and Angelina assured her that she would never see the guy again.
 
“Honey, he’s a biker. He got his wings and flew.” That was after they had arrived back at her apartment. During this portion of the conversation, she had buried her head in the couch, her hands over her ears, but her friends weren’t giving her a break.
 
“Would you prefer we lied to you,” Miki asked, “Tell you he’s going to marry you and take you away from all this.”
 
“We love you too much to do that.” Angelina added.
 
Yeah. Sure. That was it.
 
Sara flipped through a magazine she found lying around. She figured it was Angelina’s since it was all the newest fashions, none of which she knew. But she wasn’t reading anything. She wasn’t even seeing the pictures. All she kept seeing were those big hands and those beautiful hazel eyes. She kept remembering how his tongue tasted and the feel of his hands on her legs… between her thighs…
 
“Hi.”
 
“Nothing!” She snapped, for no reason in particular. She saw Angelina in front of her.
 
“Hmm, I wonder what you’ve been thinking about?” Her friend asked with mock innocence.
 
Sara sneered at her. “Why are you here?”
 
“I was just seeing how my best friend was doing after her recent bout with promiscuity?”
 
“I’m tired and cranky.”
 
“Clearly.” Angelina tugged on her friend’s jacket. “Come on. Let’s get out of here. I’ll get you lunch or something.”
 
Sara’s eyes narrowed, “Did Marrec call you?”
 
Angelina turned on that dazzling smile. “Well, he’s been hiding in the back now for two hours. You scared the shit out of him.”
 
“Honestly.” Sara slipped off the stool and grabbed her backpack. “I’m leaving,” she yelled at the back door. “You can come out now.”
 
Sara came around the corner and moved toward the front door. When she realized that Angelina wasn’t next to her, she stopped and spun around. “Are you coming or what?”
 
But the expression on Angelina’s face startled her. She was staring at her like she had grown another head. “What’s your problem?”
 
Angelina’s eyes narrowed. “Honey, where’s your limp?”
 
Now it was Sara’s turn to look as if her friend had grown another head, “My… what?”
 
“I’ve known you 20 years now. And since day one, I’ve watched you limp your ass around this town. Now. Today. I just watched you practically skip to the front door. Pain free. What the hell’s going on?”
 
Sara looked down at her legs. She took a few steps. Nope. No limp. Because there was no pain. None. Stranger still, even on those rare occasions that Sara didn’t have pain, her leg was always so weak that she still had the limp. Now it felt like her wounded left leg was as strong as her right. And both felt even stronger than that.
 
Sara bent her knee and raised her leg up. She stretched the leg out behind her and leaned forward. No pain. No weak muscles. Just fluid movement.
 
Sara had been so late this morning and so busy thinking about Zach she hadn’t even realized it. In fact, when she got out of bed she immediately started limping out of habit.
 
“I don’t know. It hurt yesterday. A lot.”
 
Angelina was next to her now, concern written all over her face. She knew what her friend was thinking. Stuff like this just didn’t happen to people like them. Random events of good luck, is what Miki always called it. In their world, people didn’t win the lottery, meet the perfect man, or suddenly get better. And that meant only one thing…
 
“Oh, my god. I’m dying.”
 
“What?” Angelina shook her head, ‘You’re not dying, you idiot.”
 
“Everything okay, ladies?” Marrec had re-appeared and was watching them closely. Sara opened her mouth to tell him that she was clearly dying because her leg suddenly felt better and people always felt better just before they died and she just felt he should know. But Angelina cut her off.
 
“Everything’s fine, Marrec. Thanks.” Angelina pushed her out the door into the parking lot.
 
“Where’s your truck?”
 
Sara pointed, “Over there.”
 
Angelina took the keys sticking out of Sara’s baggy khaki pants and pushed her friend over to the vehicle. “Get in,” she ordered.
 
Sara looked at her friend, “I don’t want a big funeral. Just something simple.”
 
“Would you get the fuck in the truck,” she snapped.
 
***
 
Zach had just gotten back from hunting, stopping briefly at the nearby lake to wash the blood off his muzzle and paws. He had since shifted back to human and, leaving most of the Pack by the lake’s edge, he had returned to the campsite to get dressed and track down Sara. He convinced himself it was just to see how she was doing. To find out if opening her old wound had helped her as he thought it might. But he really just wanted to see her. He thought about her all night. Her smell. Her taste. Her hands in his hair. Her cries of passion. Her growls of desire. He couldn’t stop thinking about her no matter how hard he tried. Not that he tried all that hard.
 
He had just pulled on his boots and T-shirt when Marrec arrived. A few of his Pack was with him and as soon as he jumped out of his truck he made a direct line for Zach.
 
Zach stood to his full height, but didn’t make any aggressive moves. Nor did he back down. But he knew that they were in this man’s territory because of Marrec’s goodwill, so he wasn’t about to risk that by ripping the old bastard’s throat out. At least not yet.
 
But before Marrec could get his hands on Zach, Yates and Conall, who had yet to venture down to the lake, stepped in front of their Pack mate. Yates, being Alpha, snarled, his canines extending.
 
“Back off, Marrec.” They may be in Marrec’s territory, but Zach knew Yates would never let him get near one of his own Pack.
 
“You tell that bastard to keep his hands off her!”
 
Yates didn’t need any clarification as he and Conall turned to look at Zach. “Tell me you didn’t?” Yates asked with a sigh.
 
Zach shrugged, “It depends on what your definition of ‘didn’t is.”
 
At that Marrec went for Zach again, but Conall pushed him back.
 
Yates glared at Zach before turning back to Marrec, “Is she yours? Did you mark her?”
 
“No!” Marrec looked truly appalled. “She’s like my daughter!” He looked at Zach again. “A very protected daughter,” he growled out.
 
Yates sighed. “I understand that, but…”
 
Marrec cut him off, “Who’s not ready to be turned yet.”
 
Yates was confused, “Marrec, that usually takes years. No matter what Zach did or didn’t do.”
 
“Then why was she was trotting around my store today like she was about to run a marathon? No pain. Just power. And guess what? Her friends noticed.”
 
Yates sighed again, his canines smoothly disappearing back into his mouth. “Shit, Zach, what did you do?”
 
Zach wasn’t ashamed of what he did; he just didn’t know Sara would react to it so strongly or so quickly. “I bled her old wound, just like you suggested.”
 
“I didn’t suggest shit to you!” Marrec stared straight at Zach, “And exactly how did you bleed her without her knowing what you were up to?”
 
When Zach didn’t answer, Marrec again went right for his throat. Yates and Conall pulled Marrec back.
 
Yates was clearly losing patience. “Marrec,” he snapped as he pushed the man back for what seemed the hundredth time. “The bottom line is she’s not yours. By blood or mark. So, I’m not exactly sure what your problem is.”
 
“Did you ever see someone turned quickly? It’s rare, but it happens.” Marrec took a deep breath and once he seemed to be under some kind of control, Yates silently allowed him to walk over to Zach and face him. The two men stood toe to toe, and although he was a good 5 inches shorter than Zach, his power and why he was Alpha male of his Pack was more than clear. “If something happens to her because of this,” Marrec warned in a deadly low voice, “no one will be able to protect you from me.”
 
The men locked eyes for a few more seconds; then, with a snarl, Marrec turned and walked away. The three men watched Marrec’s truck pull out of their campsite.
 
Conall gave his friend a sympathetic look, and headed off back to the lake to meet up with the rest of the Pack. When he was gone, Yates rubbed his tired, blood-shot eyes and looked at Zach. “Let’s not bullshit around, okay, Zach?” When Zach didn’t reply, Yates went on. “We both know what Casey is up to. But I know that it’s time for me to step down, no matter what she thinks or wants. I’m tired. And I’m burnt out. I just want to be part of the Pack. Not worrying about who is doing what. And I want you to take over. But if you fuck this up, and that girl goes down because of you… there’s no Pack in the world that will have you.”
 
“I don’t care.” Zach answered honestly. “You didn’t see her in pain, Yates. The girl was dying.” Zach paused for a moment, “And I wasn’t going to let her.”
 
Yates looked mildly surprised. He slowly nodded in understanding, “Fine.” Yates moved next to Zach so that he was right by him, his voice low, “Then you better watch her. Because if she turns as fast as I think she might, she will go down and she’ll take this entire town with her.”
 
Yates left Zach standing there in the middle of the campsite. And for the first time in Zach’s life, his first thought wasn’t about the Pack or himself. It was about her. The thought of anything happening to her caused his insides to clench up and his brain to shut down, leaving only one thought. He had to find her. He had to find her now.
 
Shit. Dick went hard again. He would really have to do something about that.
 
Chapter Eight
 
 
Sara paced back and forth inside Miki’s tiny apartment. She was anxious, tense, and extremely horny. This seemed odd, considering her current situation.
 
As soon as they left Marrec’s shop, Angelina had dragged her to Miki’s. After banging on the door for several minutes, a clearly just-awakened Miki answered, “What?”
 
Angelina looked surprised, “My god, where you actually asleep?”
 
“Yeah,” she replied sarcastically, “I was actually asleep.”
 
“Well, isn’t that rare.” Angelina stated honestly. She had pushed her way past Miki, dragging Sara behind her. “You’re not going to believe this shit,” she announced to Miki. And before Sara knew it she was forced to act like a runway model, parading back and forth in Miki’s tiny, book-filled living room to demonstrate how her limp had all but disappeared.
 
By this point, Miki was fully awake, “Honey, exactly what did that guy do to you?”
 
“I’m not answering that question again.” Sara had given them the barest of details on her sexual exploits the night before. She wasn’t about to go into how she’d screamed and writhed under the man’s tongue like a horny dog.
 
“Would you focus,” Miki snapped. “There has to be a reason you’re suddenly…okay.”
 
Sara had stopped modeling and faced her two friends, “But I’m not okay. I’m dying.”
 
“What?!”
 
But Angelina cut off the potential insanity. “You are not dying, you idiot.” Angelina looked at her friend from the safety of Miki’s old couch, “In fact, you look as healthy as a fucking horse.”
 
“Which brings us back to the point,” Miki cut in. “What did he do to you?”
 
“I don’t know. Nothing?”
 
As if rehearsed, both Angelina and Miki raised one eyebrow each as they stared at their in-denial friend.
 
Sara sighed and crossed her arms in front of her chest, hoping to hide her hardening nipples. Christ, just the thought of him! “Look, I’m not telling you about… you know.”
 
Miki rolled her big brown eyes, “I don’t want to know where his tongue was…”
 
“Dude!”
 
Miki barreled on, “But did he give you anything? Any pills? Anything to drink? I mean, fuck, it was a rave.”
 
Sara thought back to that night. She remembered him rubbing her thigh, kissing her thigh, licking her… shit.
 
Sara turned and charged into the bathroom. Miki and Angelina close behind. As they walked in, Sara already had her khakis down around her ankles and was turning to the mirror to examine the wound she had cleaned off and slapped a large bandage on just that morning. With one move she tore the bandage off, revealing her old scar, ripped through with four ragged lines.
 
“Holy shit.” Angelina gasped as Miki knelt by Sara and looked at her thigh. After several moments her eyes locked with Sara’s.
 
Miki shrugged, “They look like animal marks.”
 
“Bullshit!” Sara barked, “How would you know that anyway?”
 
Miki looked exasperated, “Hello. I read everything.”
 
Miki left the bathroom, and Sara could hear her rummaging around her apartment, pawing through the huge number of books. After a few minutes, Miki returned with a huge, dusty tome. “Here.”
 
She pushed a book at Sara and Angelina. The two friends looked at page 234 of the Encyclopedia of Mammals and saw a huge paw print. “Front paw print of 6-year-old gray wolf, actual size,” read the caption.
 
“You see?” Miki demanded.
 
“See what?” Sara demanded back.
 
“It can’t be,” Angelina muttered, still staring at the book.
 
“Exactly.” Sara momentarily felt vindicated.
 
“The paw mark on her leg is much bigger.”
 
“It is not a paw mark!” Sara barked angrily as she reached down to pull her pants back up. “You are both insane!” She pushed past her two friends, “I’m outta here.”
 
Sara headed for the door, but both Miki and Angelina grabbed her just as she stepped outside.
 
“Oh, no you don’t, missy.” Angelina pulled her back in while Miki slammed the door. “Until we know what’s going on, you’re not going anywhere.”
 
And that had been four hours ago. Her friends still had no answers, although a lot of ridiculous theories were running rampant. So, Sara paced and paced and paced. She was starting to feel like the walls were closing in on her. Like she was trapped. The apartment was so tiny. And she had all this energy. She just wanted to go for a run or something. She just needed some fresh air. What could be the harm of that?
 
Angelina and Miki had gone into the bedroom to argue in whispers. So, a few minutes on the porch wouldn’t hurt anybody.
 
Sara silently moved to the door. She eased it open and slipped out into the night.
 
***
 
Zach was about to howl in frustration when he got the call. He had been searching for her for hours. He knew she was with her friends, but he lost her scent once she left Marrec’s. He tried her house. The two restaurants in town and the local movie theater.
 
Then Conall called. “You better get over here.”
 
It turned out that “here” was the club he first saw her in. He had gone there earlier, but it was a quiet evening with just a few patrons hanging out.
 
But when he rode his bike up, Conall was standing outside with Kelly and Julie. Standing with them was a small group of patrons, wearing their requisite Goth black and leather. They all looked like they were waiting for something, but he was afraid to ask what.
 
He got off his bike and walked up to Conall. “Well? Where is she?”
 
“In there.” Conall motioned to the club. “But you better hurry up. The owner’s about to call the cops. I’ll hold him off as long as I can.”
 
Zach headed toward the entrance. He heard Conall’s voice behind him, “Be careful, Zach.”
 
Zach walked into the club and right into a bar fight. Several men were already knocked out and bloody on the floor. But at least six other men were still fighting. He looked for Sara assuming she’d be in the middle of it. She wasn’t.
 
But in seconds he picked up her scent. He was shocked he hadn’t caught it five miles back, it was that strong. He looked across the room. She was sitting on the stool watching the men fight. It hit Zach like a thunderbolt. They were fighting over her. And she was letting them. In fact, she looked as if she were thoroughly enjoying herself.
 
The men fighting were bikers. Gang members she’d probably known over the years who never paid much attention to her. Until now.
 
Okay. This is bad, he thought to himself. But it could be worse.
 
Sara looked up from the fighting men in front of her. She cast around and he realized that she had picked up his scent. She turned and looked right at him and he felt his heart stop. She was beautiful before but now…
 
She slid off the stool she had been perched on and walked toward him, expertly avoiding the tangle of bloody men.
 
As she came close to him, she licked her lips and Zach wasn’t sure how much more he could take before he lost the control he was barely holding on to.
 
Sara stood in front of him, a smile sliding across her full lips. She reached up and kissed him. Nothing fancy. Just her lips touching his. She just as suddenly pulled away from him.
 
“Have fun.” She spat. She moved away and he was hit from every side by six bikers who hated his guts.
 
***
 
Okay. That was really bitchy, Sara thought as she watched Zach hit the floor. Every man she’d touched that evening had some how ended up in this huge brawl in the middle of her favorite club. And she knew that kissing Zach would send the remainder of these idiots his way. And yet she felt he kind of deserved it.
 
Christ what was wrong with her? She had been out of control since she walked out of Miki’s house.
 
Well, actually, it started off innocently enough. She went for a walk along the highway, enjoying the chilly night air against her skin and the smell of the trees. Then she’d heard music and realized she was nearing the club. She figured she should go back to Miki’s first; let her know she was okay. But, she reasoned, a soda would really hit the spot after such a long walk. So she went to the club first. But as soon as she walked in she knew something was different.
 
In the past, she’d walked in and out of Skelly’s without anyone ever noticing her unless she was with Angelina. But as soon as she walked in tonight, all activity stopped. And every man in the place turned to look at her.
 
At first, she panicked. She wasn’t used to being the center of attention. But as she forced herself to move through the club, she realized that she wasn’t scared. In fact, she felt remarkably confident. She walked with her head held up and looked every man that looked at her straight in the eye. Daring them to make a move.
 
That started off pretty simply too. A couple of bikers she knew bought her a round of drinks that she didn’t touch. But rival gang members pushed them out of the way to talk to Sara. And that was all she wrote. She worried that guns might be drawn, but it seemed that all the men felt the need to fight mano y mano.
 
So she’d sat on a stool and let them. Until she saw Zach. No. That’s wrong. She didn’t see him at first. She sensed him. Then she smelled him. He smelled primal and oh, so male. Her mouth actually watered.
 
She debated whether to ignore him but, she thought, Why shouldn’t the fucker fight for me too?” And that’s where the kiss came in. She knew she had him as soon as she licked her lips.
 
But she was starting to worry. Zach wasn’t coming up out of the throng of men. And she had no intention of going home with anyone else tonight.
 
She was about to start dragging men off of him herself, until she heard an angry snarl and saw a biker she knew only as Ray fly by her. Then another. Then another.
 
In less than three minutes, Zach had wiped the floor with the biggest, toughest bikers she had ever known.
 
When he was done he turned and faced her. He was breathing deeply and his face was battered and bloody, already starting to swell in some spots. His lip had been split and it was dripping blood. She had the overwhelming desire to lick the blood away.
 
Looking at his face, she had the feeling he was about to take her right there. On the dance floor. Fuck her brains out in front of everybody. Not that she’d complain.
 
***
 
Zach didn’t know whether to fuck her or to soak her head in the toilet. Both seemed like reasonable reactions to what she had just pulled.
 
But he smelled his Pack behind him.
 
“Well, well. What a mess, huh Zach?”
 
He gritted his teeth at Casey’s smug voice. Maybe he would fuck Sara and put Casey’s head in the toilet.
 
Casey leaned against the bar and stared across at Sara.
 
“How ya doin’, honey? You doin’ okay?”
 
Sara didn’t answer her. Instead she just stared. At first Casey was smiling, but when Sara didn’t turn away, Casey lost her smile. She wanted, no needed, Sara to turn away.
 
Without turning from her, Casey spoke to Zach, “You better put a leash on your girl there, Zach. I’d hate to have to break her in so soon.”
 
He’d kill Casey first before he let the bitch touch her. “Breaking her in” was the euphemism they all used for grabbing a Beta around the throat and bringing them down until they showed their belly and learned their place. But apparently Sara wasn’t about to be anybody’s bitch. He caught the woman in mid-flight as she was diving over the bar; her hands were outstretched and she was reaching for Casey’s throat.
 
***
 
Sara just didn’t like the way Casey was looking at her. It was like she was challenging her or something. And she was standing a little too close to Zach for her liking. In fact, the bitch was just pissing Sara off. She wanted to hurt her. She wanted to see the bitch bleed.
 
So what’s stopping you? She thought, just before she’d dived for her.
 
But Zach stopped her. “Sonofabitch!”
 
***
 
Casey didn’t move, but she was clearly rattled. Her eyes were wide as she watched Sara. And Sara seemed enough of a threat that Yates stepped between them.
 
Zach luckily had a good grip on her, because she was losing it, “You fucking whore! Break me in?! FUCK YOU!”
 
Zach pulled her back. He wrapped his arms around her body. She was shaking, but it wasn’t from fear. “Easy,” he whispered in her ear. “Easy.”
 
His voice seemed to soothe her. He thought he might just be able to get her out of there without any more problems. But Casey, not wanting to show weakness to her females, continued to stare at Sara.
 
Sara pulled away from Zach and went for Casey again. He caught her on the bar and dragged her back. He tossed the woman over his shoulder and headed to the exit. Sara was still screaming and banging her fists against his back demanding to be let go so that she could “…finish the little bitch!”
 
He motioned to Conall who tossed the truck keys to him. He caught them in mid-air, went outside to the truck, threw Sara in, got in after her, and tore out of the parking lot.
 
***
 
Sara wasn’t exactly sure when she turned feral, but she was curious to see where this would lead. She’d never actually “lost it” before. Miki lost it all the time. She popped off continually, like a little firecracker. Angelina seemed like the most rational of the three, but everyone in town knew she had a temper that had caused some men to actually move out of Texas. No, it was a well-known fact that Sara was the rational one. She was the one people came to for sage-like advice. She was the one that people knew they could rely on since Miki might forget and Angelina just wouldn’t care. She was Golden Retriever Sara.
 
Until tonight. Tonight she was Drunk-Sara without the liquor. And she finally had to admit, Drunk-Sara was fucking scary.
 
When the pickup truck pulled up to her house, Sara was immediately disappointed. She wanted to hit another club. Go to Austin and scare some city-folk. She sure didn’t want to slip into her comfy clothes and watch TV for the rest of the night.
 
Now, if Zach wanted to keep her busy for a few hours… well that was completely different. But by the look on his face when he stopped the truck, his staying might be a remote possibility.
 
She sighed and waited to see his next move.
 
Chapter Nine
 
 
Zach turned off the motor and pulled the keys out of the ignition. Clearly the woman wanted him dead. She’d thrown him under the proverbial bus two times in the last half hour. And she knew it too.
 
Now what to do? Simple. Dump her ass and go. If he took her tonight, he was going to keep her. He knew that as securely as he knew she was crazy. And he didn’t want a mate. He especially didn’t want her as a mate. His whole life would be spent trying to keep her pretty ass out of trouble. He had much bigger plans than that.
 
He pushed open the truck door and stepped out. He reached back in and dragged her out, ignoring her plaintive “Hey!”
 
He tossed Sara over his shoulder again and walked up the porch steps to her house. He was tempted to drop her on her head, but he carefully lowered her to the ground instead. “Keys,” he ordered. She pulled them out of her pants pocket and handed them over. He unlocked her front door and pushed her inside. He followed behind her and while she stood in the middle of her living room, he double checked the house to make sure they were the only ones there. He wasn’t worried anyone was really there; he would have smelled any Pride members before he even walked in. But it kept him from thinking about how good she smelled or hot she looked in those khaki pants that were clearly too big for her. They kept slipping off her waist and she kept hiking them back up.
 
“Everything looks safe.”
 
“Why wouldn’t it be?”
 
This was probably not a good time to tell her that there was a whole Pride that wanted to see her dead. The mood she was in right now, she’d go looking for them.
 
“Never hurts to check.” He headed toward the door, making sure not to touch her as he left.
 
“You want a drink or something before you go? I think I have tequila around here somewhere.” She kicked off her sneakers and disappeared into her kitchen.
 
Zach slammed the door and quickly followed, “NO!”
 
Sara turned around startled.
 
“And you don’t want any either.” The last thing the woman needed was tequila.
 
“I don’t?”
 
“No. No drinking. And don’t go anywhere tonight. Just stay here. Be quiet. Watch TV.”
 
“I see.” Sara, using only her legs, hopped up on to the counter. Zach was amazed how fast she was changing. Every second she seemed to be getting stronger. “You don’t want me to drink. You don’t want me to go out. You just want me to sit here quietly. Like a good little girl.”
 
Zach swallowed, “Right.”
 
“Interesting.” Sara leaned back, her palms resting on the counter top behind her. Her back slightly arched, her breasts pushing against her white T-shirt. She kicked her legs out, the heels of her feet banging against the wood cupboard. “You know, my friends think you did something to me.”
 
“I did do something to you.” She actually blushed at that.
 
“Something other than that. Something bad.”
 
“What do you think?”
 
“Me? Oh, I think I’m dying.”
 
Absolutely psychotic. “You’re not dying.” Zach couldn’t help but laugh. “Why would you even think that?”
 
“My mother died when I was a baby. My father died in an actual animal attack when I was 8. My grandmother was a very unpleasant woman. And I’ve been limping around this town for the last 20 years. Do you really think I believe in good fortune?”
 
She did have a point. “But how do you feel? Do you feel like you’re dying?”
 
She was quiet for several moments, and when she spoke her voice was low. “No. I feel strong. Powerful. I feel amazing.”
 
“You are amazing.” Okay. Where did that come from? How did those words just leave his mouth? And she looked as surprised as he felt.
 
“Why, thank you tall, dark, stranger.”
 
“You forgot handsome.”
 
“No I didn’t.”
 
He looked into those beautiful brown eyes and realized that he could see his future in those eyes. Everything he’d ever wanted to be or wanted to have were in those eyes.
 
I gotta get outta here. “I better go.”
 
“That’s not fair.”
 
Uh-oh. “What’s not fair?”
 
“I’m bored. I’m anxious. And you say I can’t leave and I can’t drink.” She looked at him. “So I’m thinking you better come up with a way to keep me occupied or who knows what kind of shit I’ll get in to.”
 
Zach had no response for that, although his dick certainly did. But he ignored it. “I better go.” That was feeble, he thought desperately.
 
“Then go.” She didn’t sound hurt or disappointed. In fact, she sounded rather smug.
 
Zach got as far as the kitchen door that led into the dining room.
 
He turned and looked at her. “If I go, you’re out the door, aren’t you?”
 
“Well, you’re not giving me a reason to stay, now are you?”
 
He growled. He couldn’t help himself. This woman was bringing out every base instinct he had. And she knew it too. When he growled; she smiled. She was playing with him. She was playing with the beast and on some subconscious level, she knew it.
 
So maybe it was time to show her this was not a game she was ready for. Maybe it was time to show her what it meant to touch the beast within.
 
***
 
One minute he was standing across the room. The next he was standing in front of her. He grabbed her legs and yanked her forward, and she slammed into that brick wall he called a chest.
 
She wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck. It was the only move that prevented her from hitting the floor.
 
Her breath was coming in shallow gasps, like she ran several flights of stairs. And everywhere her bare skin touched his, she felt her flesh burn. She had never wanted anyone or anything as much as she wanted this man at this moment. Clearly she had found an edge and she was about to go over it.
 
His hand reached into her hair and grabbed a handful. “You have no idea what you’re doing.” He growled at her. “I’m not nice.”
 
Yup. There’s the edge. And this is me leaping off it. “If I wanted nice,” she growled back, her hand reaching into his hair and snatching his head back, “I’d fucking ask for it.”
 
Then his mouth was on hers in a crushing, bruising kiss that left her breathless and fearing he might crack her front teeth. She laughed at the thought as her body was suddenly moving. While his tongue slid around hers, he carried her through the house, releasing her once they were in the bedroom.
 
Sara slowly released her legs and he let her slide down his long body until her feet hit the floor. He kissed her again, stopping long enough to pull her T-shirt over her head. The bra went with one tear. And his mouth was on her nipple as he pushed her pants over her hips so that they puddled around her feet. She knew after her bra that her panties didn’t stand a chance. Yup. There they go. He ran his hands down her back and across her now-naked ass as his mouth moved to her other nipple. She let out a small gasp as his teeth slid across the sensitive flesh and his hand slid between her thighs. But his hand stopped short of touching her sex and in frustration she slapped his shoulder. He laughed and stood to his full height, looking down at her, his hand gripping one of her nipples and squeezing, “Thought I told you I wasn’t nice?”
 
“Asshole,” she ground out as the sensation of his tightening grip on her nipple went straight to her clit and stayed there. Zach turned her around and pushed her against the wall, the palms of her hands slapping against the cold surface. She felt him move up behind her. When she felt his tongue connect to the flesh at the back of her neck, she closed her eyes and leaned her forehead against the wall. Sara moaned as his tongue trailed down her spine, his hands reaching around to grip her breasts. His tongue reached the cleft of her butt and went back up the way it came. He continued to run his tongue up until he reached her ear. “Give me your hand.” He whispered, sending a shudder through her entire body.
 
He placed his hand on top of hers and brought it down to her waist, slipping his hand and hers between her thighs. Her body gave a violent shudder as he led the tips of her fingers to her clit and used them to slowly stroke her. She let out a harsh breath as her whole body tightened up and an intense heat began to spread from her lower back and up her spine. She felt him growl against her flesh as he nudged her hair off to the side with the tip of his nose and began to gently nip the back of her neck. Her knees gave way and she would have hit the ground if Zach’s other arm wasn’t around her waist holding her in place. Her fingers, led by his, continued to firmly circle around her clit until her head fell back against his shoulder and a violent spasm rippled through her entire body. She shuddered a few more times, as he gently pulled her hand away, bringing it up so that they could both see it. Sara watched as he, still holding her hand wet with her own juices, slipped her middle finger into his mouth. He swirled his tongue around it and Sara used her free hand to push herself away from the wall. She turned in his arms and looked at him, her finger still in his mouth.
 
“Clothes. Off. Now.” He was still fully dressed and she wasn’t having it. She wanted him naked and inside of her. Now.
 
***
 
Zach pulled her finger out of his mouth with a loud, wet “pop.” Then she was pushing his leather biker jacket off his shoulders. He let it drop to the floor and she was snatching the black Tee off his body. She unzipped his jeans and shoved his hard body back on the bed. Raised up on his elbows, he watched her with a smile as she snatched off his boots and pulled off his jeans. She chuckled over his boxers and then dragged them off his body, leaving scratches along his thighs. She stood back and stared at his erection. Just stared at it. He wasn’t sure exactly what she was thinking until she looked up at him, and smiled. “Rock on.”
 
Zach laughed as he wondered how in the hell he ended up with this crazy bitch. Well, this hot crazy bitch.
 
“Wait.” She ran out of the room, leaving Zach and his desperate erection lying there.
 
He could hear her tearing through the living room of her house, muttering “Where is it? Where the fuck is it?” to herself.
 
“Get your tight ass back in here.” He ordered.
 
“Keep your balls in check. I’m coming.”
 
“You will be if you get your ass back in here.”
 
“Here.” Sara tossed a brown paper bag on the bed beside Zach as she moved purposely into the room.
 
As the bag landed, it opened and boxes of condoms fell out. Zach smiled triumphantly, “I knew that’s what you had in that bag!” He laughed as Sara dropped to her knees at the foot of the bed.
 
Zach’s smile faded as a groan escaped his lips. She ran her tongue along the underside of his dick, the tip gliding along the thick veins. She reached the head and swirled her tongue around it like he had her finger. Slowly she took him in her mouth and he dropped back against the bed, fighting for control. He wasn’t going to take her. He’d fuck her, but he wasn’t going to take her. No matter what she did to him or his dick. He just kept repeating the thought to himself over and over again, like a mantra.
 
But Sara had no idea what she was doing to him. If she had she wouldn’t have deep-throated him, her left hand wrapped around the base of his dick, until he could feel the back of her throat with the tip. Then the bitch growled—Fuck! Not the growl—and he felt the sensation all the way up the shaft to his balls, which she had firmly gripped in her right hand.
 
She rode him with her mouth, the sound of her sucking and growling and his moaning the only thing that could be heard in the room. That decided it. She was his. He was going to claim her and claim her now. He grabbed her by the hair, roughly pulling her up off his dick. She looked at him, surprised but definitely curious. He grabbed her by the shoulders and threw her onto the bed, slipping the condom on the last rational thought he had as he sat up and flipped her on her stomach. Zach knelt behind her and, grabbing her by the waist, pulled her back until she was against his dick. He didn’t waste any time with coaxing words or sweet endearments. She was wet and he was ready. He slammed into her and let her throaty scream wash over him, making him harder and more desperate to bury himself inside her.
 
Sara pushed back into him and he pulled out, only to slam back into her. She let out a gasp that sounded suspiciously like “Fuck!” So he slammed into her again. He kissed her back as he continued to pound into her. He found a muscled spot just below her right shoulder. He kissed the spot and licked it as his hand reached around and found her sex. He clamped onto her clit as he bit down into her back, his canines extending to tear into the flesh.
 
An animalistic scream ripped out of Sara’s throat as she continued to bring her hips back to meet his thrusts. He felt the walls of her vagina tighten around him and he knew she was coming. Knew she was his. He held on to her shoulder with his teeth as his tongue licked at the blood and his fingers worked her clit. He slammed into her hard again. And again. That’s when she screamed out his name and he felt her juices flow over him and down her thighs. She shook as the orgasm spread through her. He released her, his teeth sliding out of her skin. Then he couldn’t hold back anymore and with a roar he came inside her.
 
When the last shudder passed through them both, they collapsed on the bed and the last thought Zach had before falling into an exhaustive sleep was simple. Goddammit.
 
Chapter Ten
 
 
Sara forced her eyes open. At first she wasn’t quite sure where she was. But quickly she realized that it was her bedroom, in her house. With one large arm thrown possessively over her waist.
 
Tell me I didn’t. But she knew she had. It all came flooding back to her. The club. The bar fight. That bitch Casey. And the best sex she’d ever had in her life.
 
Well, at least when she lost it, she really lost it.
 
She looked over her shoulder at Zach. He was out cold, his dark brown hair falling across his face. But she could still see the bruises and cuts from the bar fight.
 
Sara couldn’t believe that was her last night. She had been completely out of control. Although, the more she thought about it, the more she realized that she hadn’t been out of control—at least not in the usual sense. In fact, she’d been completely aware of every move she had made. Almost hyper-aware.
 
She glanced over at the clock on her night table. She still had a couple of hours before she had to be into work, but she just couldn’t face Zach when he woke up. He would, naturally, think her a big ol’ slut. Probably want to pass her around to his friends. And she couldn’t really blame him. She hadn’t merely thrown herself at the guy. She’d practically tackled him. The thought made her cheeks burn.
 
She slowly slipped out from under his arm and off the bed. She threw on some clothes she had left lying on the floor and quietly escaped her own house.
 
***
 
Zach knew the minute she was awake. He felt her whole body tense up. She slid out of bed, grabbed some clothes, and was gone.
 
Part of him wanted to stop her. Grab her fine ass and drag her back to bed; he wasn’t near being done with that body. But he was too busy kicking himself in the ass. She was his. Even if she had no intention of letting him near her again, no other woman would ever get close to him. He wouldn’t let them. He was bound to her for the rest of his life, which didn’t make him happy. Forget that he never wanted this in the first place. Forget that he was convinced she was possibly clinically insane. The bottom line was, she ran. She didn’t kiss him awake or make him breakfast. She didn’t even stop to shower. She woke up, saw Zach lying next to her, and took to the hills. Not a good sign when one was just starting out on a relationship.
 
Zach turned over with a sigh and looked up at the ceiling. “You are an idiot, Sheridan.”
 
***
 
Sara unlocked Miki’s apartment door with her key. They each had a set of the others keys for safety reasons. Theory was it was for emergencies only. Otherwise, you knocked. But Sara was convinced this was an emergency.
 
She found Angelina asleep on Miki’s incredibly comfy couch and Miki asleep in her recliner. They didn’t move when she walked in, so she slammed the door shut. Angelina didn’t move, but one eye opened and focused on Sara. Miki, however, flew out of the recliner, the book she still had in her hand raised as a weapon.
 
Sara looked at her two closest friends, “Well, I’m a whore.”
 
“Oh, please.” Angelina turned over and closed her eyes again.
 
Miki looked equally unimpressed. “Not again.” Miki threw her book on the old coffee table. “Give us a break. What the fuck happened last night anyway? We leave you alone for two minutes and you up and disappear on us.”
 
“We were worried sick,” Angelina added from the couch. Her voice muffled because she had buried her head into the cushions.
 
“I just went for a walk. Then things spun out of control!” She yelled the last sentence.
 
“Skelly called last night. He’s unbelievably pissed at you. And he said to tell you that you are going to pay for the repairs.”
 
Sara didn’t blame the man, she felt like the whole thing was her fault.
 
“So are you going to tell us what happened or not?” This from muffled-Angelina.
 
“I need a shower first.”
 
Miki took a step back, “You haven’t showered? You’re still covered in his DNA, aren’t you?”
 
Sara started to say something, and then thought better of it. She needed her friends right now. Instead she stalked off to the bathroom, while Miki and Angelina burst out laughing.
 
“And throw out the soap when you’re done!”
 
Once she was clean enough for Miki’s standards, she changed into sweats that she had left over at Miki’s and filled her two friends in on the last 16 hours, while they ate bacon and eggs cooked by Angelina. Although she was once again extremely sketchy on the fuck-of-a-lifetime details.
 
“So basically,” Angelina analyzed, “You were the bone and they were the dogs fighting over it… uh… you.”
 
“I am really starting to hate your analogies.”
 
“Whatever. And his cock was huge?”
 
“So don’t need to hear that.” Miki choked out past a piece of toast.
 
“Enormous.” Sara held her hands up to give an approximate length.
 
“Rock on.” Angelina gave the thumbs up and pushed herself off the couch, “I need coffee. Anyone else?”
 
Both Sara and Miki nodded and Angelina moved off to the tiny kitchen that was right next to the tiny living room.
 
“Still hungry?” Miki asked quietly as Sara sopped up the last of the egg yolk with her toast. Sara shrugged. She could eat a ton of bacon and never get full. She loved bacon. Miki’s eyes narrowed as she looked at her friend, “Perhaps you’d like a steak? Rare?”
 
Sara put her plate down on the coffee table. “Uh… no. Why?”
 
Miki shook her head, “No reason.”
 
“Okay.” Sara knew that tone. Years and years of experience. “What’s going on?”
 
“Well, we have a theory.”
 
“No.” Angelina called from the kitchen. “We do not have a theory. You have a theory.”
 
“Whatever,” Miki snapped back. “It’s just that I’ve been analyzing the situation. Uh-oh. “And based on your recent body change…”
 
“Body change?”
 
“Increased muscle mass, tone, and strength.”
 
Sara looked down at herself. She had liked the shape of her abs this morning when she was showering.
 
“And increased senses.”
 
“Senses?”
 
“We practically had to leave the apartment to have a discussion you couldn’t hear.”
 
“You mean when you went into the bedroom? No. I heard you clear as crystal and my feet are not inordinately big.”
 
“Not if you’re a man.” Angelina called from the kitchen.
 
“Shut up!”
 
“Mhhm. Interesting. You could hear us.” Sara could see Miki was clicking off some checklist that was firmly planted in her head.
 
“Increased aggression.”
 
“I’m not aggressive.”
 
“Maybe we should ask Casey about that.” Wow, Miki could be smug. How did she never notice that before?
 
“She looked at me funny.”
 
“Uh-huh.” Check. “Increased sexual drive.” Sara opened her mouth to protest that one, but Miki cut her off, “When I asked you how you felt yesterday, your response to me was ‘Horny. Very, very horny.’”
 
“Oh. Yeah. I did say that, didn’t I?” Check. “And what does all that prove?”
 
Miki folded her arms in front of her chest. All she needed was the lab coat. “Werewolf.”
 
Sara burst out laughing. She couldn’t help herself. “Have you lost your mind?”
 
“I have proof.”
 
“What proof?”
 
Miki handed her the book she’d thrown on the coffee table earlier that morning. Sara read the title out loud. “The Truth About Werewolves?”
 
“Really good book. Factual. It’s all in there.”
 
“That’s your proof?” Sara threw the book down, “All right No more reading for you.”
 
Sara went into the kitchen. She grabbed several more pieces of bacon and hopped on to the counter, again using only her legs. Angelina looked at her from the corner of her eye, “That’s new.”
 
“Cool, huh? Must be my new super powers.”
 
“You keep joking, stretch. But wait until the next full moon.”
 
Sara looked at Angelina, “Full moon?”
 
“Don’t worry.” Angelina pulled coffee mugs out of the cabinet, “You’ve got a good three weeks before that happens.”
 
“Okay, when your body starts morphing at the full of the moon. Don’t call me.” Miki disappeared into her bathroom.
 
“We’ve got to get her out of that bookstore.”
 
“Wouldn’t help.” Angelina pulled milk from the refrigerator and set everything up on the counter beside Sara. They both waited for the coffee like it was elixir from the gods. “Are you still going to work today?”
 
“Yeah. Why?” Sara knew where this conversation was going.
 
“Just wondering…” Sara waited for it. She wasn’t disappointed, “…if you’ll be seeing Zach.”
 
“I don’t know. I doubt it. I don’t know.” Christ, she sounded like an idiot.
 
Angelina smiled softly, “He loves you, you know.” That wasn’t what Sara expected. Not by a long shot.
 
She burst out laughing, “Oh, my god. You’re crazier than Miki is.”
 
“But you know I’m right.” Angelina pulled the glass pot out of the coffee maker and poured two mugs full of the steaming brew. She handed one to Sara.
 
“Look. He came over, he fucked me. I’m pretty confident that’s the extent of our relationship.”
 
Angelina shook her head, “He didn’t ‘come over.’ Skelly told us everything. He came there to get you. He was looking for you, he heard that blond guy on the phone with him. And he protected you from that girl Casey. He fought for you, Sara.”
 
Sara stared down at her mug of coffee. “I can’t believe that right now.” She put the untouched coffee down on the counter and slipped off.
 
“Why not?”
 
Sara headed to the front door, snatching up her backpack on the way, “Because when he leaves, it’ll kill me.” She opened the door, but looked back once at her friend, “And you said it yourself. He will leave.”
 
Sara had gotten down the stairs of the apartment complex when she heard Angelina’s voice from above her. “Sara.” Sara stopped at the foot of the stairs and turned to look back at her friend, “You’re right. He’s going to leave. But whoever said he’d leave without you?”
 
Without waiting for Sara to answer, Angelina turned and went back into Miki’s apartment.
 
Chapter Eleven
 
 
Her conversation with Angelina just kept replaying through her mind. He couldn’t love her. Not somebody like him. And she absolutely refused to love him. It didn’t matter how gorgeous he was. Or how well he fucked. What did matter was that she just didn’t have any faith in love or lovers or people who said they were in love or any of it. So, she wasn’t about to be led down that path. Not for anything or anybody. Not for Zach. Never for Zach.
 
“Hi.”
 
“Nothing!” She snapped, for no reason in particular.
 
She saw Conall standing there, staring at her. Looking a little concerned.
 
“Everything okay?”
 
Sara took a breath. “Just fine.”
 
“Good. Where’s Marrec?”
 
Sara motioned to the back room with a nod of her head. Conall moved that way. “So, is it just you today,” he asked. Almost innocently.
 
Sara bit the inside of her lip to stop from smiling, “Yeah. Just me.”
 
He shrugged and disappeared in the back. Sara broke into a smile. That boy had it bad for her brutally honest friend. Poor thing. Miki would eat him for breakfast.
 
“What a beautiful smile you have.”
 
Again Sara was startled out of her thoughts, but she had no idea who this was. He was handsome enough. Tall. Powerfully built. Golden blond hair. Green eyes. Clothes straight out of GQ.
 
She should call Angelina, because he wasn’t doing a thing for her.
 
“Thanks.” Sara went back to her magazine. She figured the guy was just there to look around to say he had. He didn’t exactly seem like the Harley-Davidson type.
 
“I smell him all over you,” she heard him whisper across the counter from her. “Did he fuck you well, little girl?”
 
Sara felt her mouth go dry and a jolt of fear go down her spine. But she controlled it. And slowly, oh so slowly, she looked up into those beautiful, cold green eyes. Smiled. And punched the prick in his face. The man’s head snapped back, but he looked more surprised than hurt. Then he looked pissed. He grabbed Sara by the throat and hissed, “Dog’s whore,” which seemed an odd turn of phrase. But before Sara could react to it or this stranger’s hand on her throat, she heard a growl coming from behind her.
 
It was Conall. The big, sweet bear chasing after her friend a few minutes ago was gone, and in his place was a man that on a dark night she’d cross the street to avoid. Behind him was Marrec, and Sara couldn’t remember ever seeing him so angry or dangerous looking. But it was the growl that came from the front door that completely shocked her.
 
He stood there. Beautiful as ever, frothing with rage. His hazel eyes were almost black. His lips curled back as he snarled his obvious displeasure. Sara was torn between being scared to death and wanting to fuck his brains out.
 
The stranger looked back at her and their eyes locked. His hand tightened on her throat ever so slightly. “I do hope he’s not too attached to you,” was all he said. He pulled her close and forced his mouth on hers. Sara screamed and grabbed his face, digging her nails into the tanned flesh, trying to hurt him enough so that he’d release her. But the kiss lasted only a few seconds, then he was gone. Over the bikes and out the side door. Zach and Conall went after him while Marrec came to stand beside her.
 
“Who the fuck was that?!” Sara screamed as she wiped her hand over her mouth several times.
 
“A problem,” Marrec answered. Then he did something that was going to freak Sara out for the rest of the night. He sniffed her. “Oh, boy,” he sighed. “Zach’s gonna kill him.” With that he turned and disappeared back into his workshop.
 
At that moment, things just got too weird for her. What did Miki say? “Werewolf.” She grabbed her backpack and left.
 
***
 
They tracked him to the forest. Then, once safely protected by the trees, Zach and Conall ripped off their clothes, shifted, and tore after the beast they were tracking. They caught sight of him heading through the trees and up an embankment. He too had shifted, and was moving fast. Zach circled around while Conall went straight for him.
 
The little prick charged up one of the old trees, but the branch he jumped on wasn’t sturdy. It broke and he fell. Landing on his feet, he took off again, but he’d lost precious seconds. Zach latched on to his leg. Conall went for his neck. But the big cat wasn’t going down without a fight. He slashed at Conall, ripping into his muzzle before he could get to the soft flesh of his throat. But Conall kept coming. So he spun on Zach. But Zach wouldn’t let go. He still smelled Sara on him. He was going to kill him. But they were near the edge of the embankment. When Conall tackled him to get at his throat, Zach was pushed back to the edge. He saw Conall snap the cat’s neck just as he lost his footing. The ground gave way, and he felt his body slide down the hillside.
 
The last thing he heard before hitting the ground was Conall screaming his name.
 
***
 
Sara’s pickup truck arrived at her house well after midnight. She’d headed over to Angelina’s house when she left the shop. She knew she couldn’t go to Miki’s. Tell her that Marrec was now sniffing people, and all hell would break loose.
 
So, instead, she and Angelina drank iced tea, watched the sunset from the porch and obsessed over what the hell was happening in their tiny town. Raves. Strange bikers. Guys randomly attacking shop girls. It was just getting weirder and weirder.
 
Angelina had offered to let her crash at her place, but Sara just wanted to go home. Besides, she had her basic home defense, so she wasn’t too worried. But Angelina insisted she take her shotgun to keep in the truck. She was worried about Sara just getting to her house safely. Not surprising, considering the last few hours.
 
Sara jumped out of her pickup and landed on both feet. It took her a second to realize that she had felt no pain. It was the most glorious feeling. She just couldn’t get too worried about her weird life when her body felt so wonderful.
 
She grabbed her backpack, leaving Angelina’s gun in the gun rack—she did love Texas—and slammed her truck door by doing a little spin and bumping it with her hip. She was heading toward her porch when it caught her attention. It was laid out by her door. At first, she was terrified that it was dead. But as she got closer, she saw that it was breathing. So moving slowly, she quietly went up her porch steps and stared.
 
The wolf was huge. A good 200 pounds or so. The largest dog she ever owned was about 125 pounds. But when he dragged her across a river bed to catch a rabbit, she decided never anything that large again. She ever so gently touched his back paw. He was definitely breathing but he didn’t move. She could see he was wounded. He had a deep gash on his side and his fur was matted with blood and dirt.
 
She briefly thought about going back to her truck to get Angelina’s gun, but instead cautiously moved around him and, after quickly unlocking the door, went into her house. She grabbed the phone and dialed information. She eventually got through to animal control, but was immediately put on hold. While she was waiting and watching the wolf on her porch, she saw headlights heading up the path to her house. Until they disappeared. Just like that. Someone shut them off.
 
“Shit,” Sara got out as Angelina’s concerns and the day’s past events flooded her mind. She stuffed the cordless phone into her back pocket. She was about to slam the door and leave the wolf to fend for himself, but for some completely irrational reason, she just couldn’t. She felt she had to protect him. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.”
 
She ran to her closet and grabbed the muzzle she had used for her largest dog, Rocks, and her own always-loaded pump-action shotgun. She went back to the wolf. His eyes were still closed and he seemed to be out cold. Burying all her fear, and any logical thought, she carefully knelt beside him, placing the shotgun at her feet. She put the metal basket muzzle on him, tightening the leather strap that would hold it in place should the wolf try to take her arm off. She grabbed him under the shoulders and dragged him into the house. It should have been harder, but… well, maybe he wasn’t as heavy as she had originally thought. Once she had him settled, she went back out to her porch and retrieved her gun.
 
She watched an extremely expensive car pull up to the front of her house. Four men got out. All well-built. All well-dressed. Okay. So, the guy in the shop seemed to have brothers. Not a problem. They began to head toward the house, but she pumped the weapon once and aimed at the first guy she saw. They stopped moving. They may have even stopped breathing.
 
“You’re trespassing. Get off my property.”
 
The one she had her weapon aimed at decided he would charm her. He opened his mouth to speak, so Sara shot the ground at his feet. All four men stumbled back.
 
“Welcome to Texas, gentlemen. Now get the fuck off my property!”
 
They were in their car and gone.
 
Sara took her phone out and dialed a number,
 
“Sheriff’s Office,” a deep voice drawled. “Deputy Fogle speaking.”
 
“Hey, Eddie. It’s Sara Morrighan.”
 
“Hey, Darlin’. How you doin’?”
 
It was true; Sara was always a sucker for the cowboys and the cops. But her weakness and general kindness to them also helped her. Like right now.
 
“I’m not bad. Look, I was wondering, though, if you and your boys could do me a favor tonight? Some strangers were round my property just a few minutes ago. Never seen ‘em before. Not from around here, if you know what I mean?”
 
“We’ve been seeing a lot of that in town the last couple of weeks.” I just bet you have.
 
“Well, I was wonderin’ if y’all could check my house from time to time tonight and make sure they don’t come back.”
 
“For you? That’s not a problem. I do hope you gave them strangers a Texas-sized welcome.”
 
Sara laughed, “I sure did. But I gotta sleep sometime. Be nice to know you guys will be watchin’ my back for me.”
 
“You bet. I’ll send a car out there right now.”
 
“Thanks, Eddie. Tell the Sheriff I said, ‘Hey.’”
 
“Sure will. You sleep well now.”
 
Sara turned off her phone, looked out again into the darkness, and finally went back inside. She locked and bolted her door.
 
Her wolf friend was still out cold on her floor. Once again, irrational behavior took over. She hauled the poor thing up on to her couch. Cleaned off his wound, realized it wasn’t as deep as it initially looked, and wrapped it in a clean bandage. Then, to top it off, she covered him with a blanket.
 
Yup, she thought to herself, I am clearly losing what is left of my mind. Soon I’ll be as crazy as my grandmother.
 
Sara made sure all her doors and windows were locked, took a shower, and went to bed.
 
***
 
It was 3 am and Sara still couldn’t fall asleep. She was obsessing over EVERYTHING. Well, it started off she was obsessing over everything. Until she just began to obsess over Zach. He looked so angry when he saw that scumbag touching her. He actually snarled. Snarled! It was kind of cool.
 
“This is ridiculous.” Sara tossed the covers aside and slipped out of bed. She padded out of her bedroom, through the hallway, through the living room, into her kitchen. She poured herself a glass of ice cold water and headed back to her bedroom. She had just gotten to the hallway when she stopped. Dead in her tracks. The glass of water gripped tight in her hand. Her eyes staring straight ahead. Then she, slowly, walked backward until she was standing in her living room. She took a deep breath and turned her head until she was looking at the couch. And there he was, laying on it. His wound bandaged. The blanket she had placed over him, pushed down so that it was around his hips. The muzzle still on his face. She stared at him. Just stared.
 
After a few moments, his eyes slowly opened, he looked around confused, pushed the muzzle off his face, and stared at it. Then his eyes looked across the room and focused on Sara.
 
“Sara?”
 
“Zach?”
 
Then her water hit the floor and she bolted. He was off the couch, charging after her. She ran into the dining room and around the large oak table. Zach was a second behind her. He stood naked on one side of the table while Sara stood on the other. She took two steps to the left. He shadowed her. She took three quick steps to the right. He did the same.
 
“You… you’re…” She couldn’t even think straight.
 
“I need you to remain calm.”
 
“Fuck you!”
 
“That’s not calm.” Sara growled. “Okay. Okay.” He held his hands up, fingers spread wide. “I know you’re confused. And scared. But everything’s cool. If you just give me five minutes, I can explain everything to you.”
 
“You can explain to me why last night I went to bed with a big shaggy dog on my couch and four hours later I find you? You can explain that to me?”
 
Zach was silent for a moment, “You’re right. Why bother?” Then he lunged across the table for her. Sara stumbled back and slammed up against the wall behind her. But he missed her and Sara jumped onto the table, over him, and tore across the room. But he was so fast. She had just made it to the hallway when she felt his arm grab her around the waist. She struggled desperately, trying to get away from him. But he continued to easily control her with one arm.
 
She screamed in frustration and kept screaming. Zach brought his other hand up to cover her mouth, but Sara saw it coming. She grabbed his arm, wrapped her mouth around his flesh, and bit down. She heard him grunt in pain but that was all. She bit harder but still he made no sound. Now she was getting pissed. She wanted to hear him scream. That’s when she felt it—her canine teeth grew. Just like that. The other teeth in her mouth re-adjusted to accommodate their new length as they easily sank deep into his flesh.
 
Zach pulled her tight against him and he buried his head into her hair. “I hate to tell you this,” he muttered, his voice thick in what Sara assumed was pain. “But we consider what you’re doing foreplay. You’re making my dick hard.”
 
She was so startled that her canine’s retracted and she felt the rest of her teeth adjust back to their old position.
 
Then Zach lifted her like a load of laundry and carried her into the bathroom. He looked around; seemed satisfied she couldn’t get through the tiny, high window, and tossed her into the tub.
 
Sara’s ass hit the hard linoleum, “Ow!”
 
He didn’t even look at her. He grabbed a towel and wrapped it around his waist. Then he slammed the bathroom door closed and opened her medicine cabinet. He pulled out alcohol and bandages and ran his bleeding arm under the faucet.
 
“You know, this is why I didn’t tell you earlier. I knew you wouldn’t be rational.”
 
Sara wiped Zach’s blood off her mouth with the sleeve of her sweatshirt, “What did you do to me?”
 
“Nothing. You are what you are without my help.”
 
“What does that mean?”
 
Zach poured rubbing alcohol over his wounded arm. “It means I didn’t do anything to you. You just didn’t know what you were. You can actually blame your parents for what you are.”
 
Sara took a large, dramatic breath. “I am a werewolf then?”
 
Zach looked at her as if she were insane. “There’s no such thing as werewolves.”
 
Sara stood up, her aggression coming off her in waves. She could feel it. “Then what the hell are you?”
 
“A shapeshifter!” He snapped back. He seemed truly insulted. Like she had called him cracker or redneck or said his mother wore combat boots. “The whole Pack are shifters. So was my father. And his father. And on and on. I can trace both my father and mother’s families back to the druids. Werewolves,” he spat out in disgust as he turned back to his wound. “And at night the bogeymen comes and gets us.”
 
“Don’t give me attitude.”
 
“Then don’t ask me stupid questions.” He re-adjusted the bandage on his arm. “This isn’t about things that go bump in the night. It’s about a gift handed down to us through the ages. I live my life in this world and theirs. And I wouldn’t change it for anything.”
 
“You’re a freak.”
 
“Yeah. Probably. But I’d take one of us over what you’d call normal. At least I always know where I stand with them.”
 
He may know where he stood, but she was completely lost. “Why are you here, Zach?”
 
“It involves me falling off one of those goddamn hills you’re so proud of, but that’s a very long story.”
 
“Why are you here?” She didn’t mean tonight. She meant at all.
 
She saw that Zach understood.
 
“Your parents were part of our Pack. But we had to wait until the old bitch died before we could come for you.” Zach tied off his bandage.
 
“So last night…”
 
He brutally cut her off, “Don’t even go there. I didn’t have to fuck you last night.” Sara winced, but stood her ground.
 
“That’s good to know. I’d hate to think you were just following orders.”
 
“Wait.” Sara hadn’t moved, but he seemed to think she was about to. “That’s not what I meant to say.” Zach touched Sara’s arm. She looked down at his big, strong hand. She’d gotten finger-fucked with that hand.
 
She didn’t even know she was going to do it until her fist actually made contact with his jaw. His head snapped to one side, but he swung back with a snarl and Sara took a step back farther into her tub. His canines had extended and his hazel eyes glinted in the dim bathroom light.
 
“Holy shit.” Then she had her finger in his mouth. He stopped and stared at her as her forefinger ran over the white enamel. “That’s amazing. Now I remember why I’ve been so obsessed with your teeth. Do mine look like that?”
 
Zach pulled her finger out of his mouth, “You’re crazy.”
 
She stepped out of the tub and went to the bathroom mirror. She raised her lip and carefully examined her face.
 
“What are you doing?” Zach seemed almost afraid to ask.
 
“Seeing what my scary wolf face looks like.”
 
Zach put the palms of his hands against his eyes and sighed. Deeply. A cleansing sigh. Sara was sure that with a little effort she could make him do that all the time.
 
“You can’t stay here.”
 
“Why?”
 
“They’re after you. Remember the guy that attacked you today in the shop?”
 
“It was more like a kiss.” She heard Zach growl but kept her face completely neutral. Fuck him.
 
“Whatever. But he’s one of several. Like the guy’s at the club that first night I was here. He’s Pride.”
 
“You mean proud.”
 
There was that sigh again. “I mean he’s Pride.” That stated through gritted teeth.
 
“Pride? Lions have prides.”
 
“Yup.”
 
Sara spun around. “There are lions too?”
 
Patient Zach made an entrance. “Yes. And tigers. And mountain lions. There’s an array of shifters.”
 
“Bunnies?”
 
Sara watched him swallow. “No bunnies.” That through clenched teeth. “Think predators. Our ancestors became one with the predators. Bunnies are low on the food chain.”
 
“Sharks?”
 
“What?!”
 
“Don’t get huffy. They’re the ultimate killing machine.”
 
“I can’t have this conversation.” He leaned against the bathroom wall.
 
“Zach?”
 
Another sigh, “Yes?”
 
“How many are in a Pride?”
 
He shrugged. “Ranges. But about 8 or 9.”
 
“Male and female?”
 
“Yeah.”
 
“And they killed my parents?” Zach’s face softened. He nodded. “And now they’re here for me.” Again Zach nodded.
 
With that she was out the bathroom door.
 
***
 
He never thought she would run. And he was right. She didn’t. Instead she grabbed the well-oiled shotgun that leaned against the hallway closet. He smelled gun powder and realized she’d recently fired it. She snatched a box of ammo from the top of a bookshelf and moved straight to the front door.
 
Zach caught her in his arms before her hand reached the door knob. But she was in full aggression mode and she easily pulled out of his grip and swung the shotgun back, aiming for his head.
 
Instinctively he caught the weapon before it struck him; although the human side of him was startled and a little hurt that she would attack him. Luckily he wasn’t depending on that side of himself to keep him alive.
 
“Christ! What is your damage?” He barked angrily as he tried to pull the gun away from her.
 
“They were here.”
 
That stopped him. In fact, it froze him to the very spot where he stood. “What?”
 
“They were here.” She repeated. “Probably looking for you. And I let them go. I should’ve killed them. I should’ve killed them all.”
 
“How many?”
 
“I don’t know.” She pulled at the weapon, trying to get it out of his grasp. “Three. No. Four.”
 
“Females?”
 
“No. Males. Give it!”
 
Zach let the weapon go and Sara, surprised he let it go so easily, stumbled back. The only thing that stopped her from hitting the floor was the old chair she fell into.
 
“And that’s the only reason you’re still breathing. You, and your little gun, wouldn’t have meant much against four Pride females.” Zach rubbed his tired eyes. “Stupid. I led them right here.”
 
“You’re an idiot.”
 
Zach took a deep breath and looked at the only woman that he would—tragically!—ever love. “Why?”
 
“Because you didn’t lead them here. They already knew where I lived. They probably just figured you’d come here. Now move.” She stood up. “I gotta kill some cats.”
 
One minute she was completely logical. The next a raving lunatic. She really just plucked his last goddamn nerve.
 
He snatched the shotgun from her and tossed it across the room, praying it wouldn’t hit the wall or floor and accidentally go off. The ammo followed right after.
 
She stood there in front of him with her baggy flannel pants, no shoes, and a Dallas Cowboy football shirt, just itching to kick some Pride ass. He guessed it would just have to be his ass.
 
***
 
That was it. Sara was just going to have to kick his fine ass. Right here. Right now.
 
Her fist had just reached back to punch him again and hopefully break his nose, when he grabbed her around the waist and lifted her off the floor. High enough, in fact, so that she had to look down at him. She had to admit, she was impressed. Not simply because he risked getting that close to her when even she could feel herself going “feral” again, but because at 6 feet tall and… well, rather curvy, she wasn’t the first chick guys looked at to lift over their heads—unless they were football players and really drunk.
 
“Do I have your attention now?”
 
His voice was so soft and so seductive; she should have known he was up to absolutely no good. Because when she nodded yes, Zach with an evil-sounding “good” chucked her—yes, chucked her—across the living room into her old, but thankfully sturdy, couch.
 
Sara let out a surprisingly girlish squeal as she landed on her side and felt her ass hit the back cushions. To Sara’s further astonishment she wasn’t hurt, mostly just stunned. And when she opened her eyes, which she had slammed shut as soon as she took flight, Zach was walking calmly toward her.
 
“Honestly. The things I have to do to keep you from killing anybody.”
 
And there went the towel. The only thing between her and his mammoth cock.
 
She scrambled up onto all fours and tried to go over the arm rest, but he grabbed her arm and swung her around to face him.
 
“Oh, no you don’t, beautiful.”
 
“Don’t even think about it…aye!” He’d snatched her off the couch and wrapped her legs low around his waist, his hands under her ass. His lips on her throat. His hard erection pushing against her leg. “Don’t,” she begged. “I can’t think when your hands are on me.”
 
“Good. Then we’re even.”
 
She started at that. Could she actually have the same effect on him that he had on her? She didn’t want to believe it. Instead she wanted to hate him. Hate him for breaking through that armor that she had spent her whole life building around herself so that she could be safe.
 
She felt him pulling at her jersey and she grabbed his hand. “Hey! There will be no yanking or tearing of the Cowboys. Ever.”
 
First he looked surprised. Then he looked really amused. “Then you better get it off… or it’s shredded.”
 
Sara swallowed as she realized that as “amused” as he may look, he was as serious as a heart attack. At least she convinced herself that taking off her shirt was to protect her Cowboys and not because she wanted his hand and mouth on her tits.
 
She leaned back and pulled the jersey over her head, dropping it to the floor.
 
“Now the pants.” He placed her back on the couch so that she was standing over him, his hand still possessively on her hip.
 
“I…” was all she got out, but he tugged at her favorite comfy pants with an expression that said “either you take them off or I take them off.”
 
“Okay. Okay. Christ, I’m runnin’ out of clothes.” She untied the drawstring and let the pants fall at her feet. She heard a definite change in his breathing as he stared at her body. His hand running over her flesh. Sara looked at the ceiling, completely uncomfortable with anyone staring at her naked.
 
“You going to look at me?” He asked her quietly.
 
“Nope.”
 
She felt him kiss her stomach. “You sure?”
 
She cleared her throat. “Yup.”
 
“Okay. If that’s what you want.” She felt his finger slip into her pussy.
 
Sara let out a surprised gasp as his thumb caressed her clit, while his forefinger slowly stroked in and out of her. She wanted to ignore him. Wanted to keep looking at the ceiling and pretending that he wasn’t giving her a hand job right in the middle of her living room. But when his middle finger joined the other inside her and his thumb made lazy circles around her clit, she couldn’t pretend anymore. Her hands gripped his shoulder and her eyes locked with his.
 
He smiled at her. That sweet smile that she had so grown to love. “Tell me what you want, Sara.”
 
What she wants? She closed her eyes. How was she supposed to know that? Five minutes ago, she wanted nothing more than to kill somebody. Now, at this very moment, she could care less. She didn’t know what she wanted.
 
“I don’t know.”
 
“Liar.” He licked a line across her belly. “Tell me what you want, Sara.”
 
She could feel warmth spreading from her groin and up her back. She could feel that heat building. She held onto his shoulders because it was the only thing that was keeping her standing.
 
“You, Zach.” She opened her eyes and looked down at him. “I want you.”
 
Was that surprise on his handsome face? She wasn’t sure. But it was gone in a second and he kept working her clit, while his other two fingers slowly fucked her. She dug her fingers into his shoulders as the first spasm tore through her. She gasped and let out a moan as she came.
 
***
 
Zach felt the orgasm when her tight pussy practically snapped his fingers in two during that first spasm. But it was watching her face that made it all worth it. Her eyes closed. Her bottom lip gripped by one of her incisors. That fucking amazing growling sound she made when she came.
 
She spasmed again and then her knees gave out. He made sure she dropped onto the couch as opposed to the floor. Her breathing came out in ragged gasps. Her fingers were still gripped into his shoulders. He laid his hand gently on her mound, until the spasms eased down.
 
Finally she loosened her grip on him. But, to his surprise, she wrapped her arms around his neck and leaned her forehead against his chest. “When, exactly, did I become such a fucking whore?”
 
Now Zach was completely confused. “What are you talking about?”
 
“Me. I’m a whore.” Zach wasn’t sure if she wanted him to start calling her that during sex or if she was serious. Instead of potentially sending her spiraling into depression, he decided to go with her possibly being serious.
 
“Do you do this sort of thing with everybody in town?”
 
“No!” She looked up at him, completely insulted.
 
“Then you’re not a whore. Psychotic? Absolutely. Whore? No. Now,” He brushed against her smooth, tight body as he laid back on the couch, his erection standing at full attention, as the damn thing always seemed to do in her presence. “I think you’ve got some unfinished business here.”
 
She frowned, clearly confused. He motioned to his cock, “Hello? You didn’t finish the job last night.”
 
She smirked, her arms crossing in front of that gorgeous chest of hers. “If I remember correctly, you practically ripped the hair out of my head getting me off it.”
 
“I called rain check.”
 
Sara burst out laughing. She had the sweetest laugh and, unlike the entire Pack, actually found him funny. “You are so full of shit!”
 
“No. Really. I said,” He covered his mouth with one hand, still smelling her scent on it. “Rain check.”
 
“Really? ‘cause I thought I heard ‘flip over.’”
 
“I was thinking rain check?” He asked hopefully.
 
“Pathetic.” She ran one long finger the entire length of the shaft. “At least not all of you is as pathetic.” She ran her finger along the tip, cleaning off the pre-come. Then he watched as she slipped that finger into her mouth and sucked it clean. He clenched his jaw tight as she leaned into him. Her naked body pressing against his. She swept her tongue around and across his nipple, then softly sucked. Zach felt the tension from the past day slip away as her tongue led a brutal trail down his chest and across his abs, stopping briefly to lick his recent wound. His hands reached out and gently touched her black hair, marveling at how beautiful it was. How beautiful she was.
 
When his dick slipped into her mouth and that evil tongue of hers swirled around the tip, he forgot about everything but her. The Pack. The Pride. The war. He forgot all of it as he became lost to the scent of her body, the feel of her mouth on him, the way the silky strands of her hair felt on his naked flesh. He wanted this to last forever, but his body couldn’t hold out that long. Not when he looked down and saw his dick being sucked by the most beautiful woman he’d ever known. The woman he loved.
 
Zach, his body screaming toward an orgasm, grabbed Sara’s head in both hands and roughly took her mouth. She didn’t get mad. She laughed, her hands gripping his thighs until his come flooded her mouth, and he let out a roar that shook the couch.
 
As the last spasm rippled through him, Zach laid back and tried to remember his name. Sara moved back up his body, kissing him as she went along. He felt her tongue slide across his neck and over his jaw. Then her lips were on his and he gripped her to him. He tasted himself as she sucked on his tongue and he felt himself get hard again.
 
She pulled away from his kiss and looked down as his dick nudged at her sex. “Hold it!” Zach was staring at her crotch as she bent over him to grab at her backpack. And since he was there anyway…
 
“Hey!” That after his tongue darted out and swiped her clit. “Cut that out.” But she didn’t sound half-convincing. She lowered herself in his lap and handed him the box of condoms.
 
He looked at it and smiled. “You do know that you just licked my very recently opened wound?”
 
“So? Oh god, what’s wrong with you? Mange?”
 
“There’s nothing that a therapist couldn’t cure.”
 
She nodded knowingly, “You could use a good therapist.”
 
“I was talking about you.”
 
Sara whipped that middle finger out like she was fast-drawing a gun. “Besides, it’s not disease I’m worried about.” She leaned close to him. Her face filled with the most serious expression he’d ever seen from her. “I don’t want children. Ever. And when I’m 30, I’m going to get fixed.”
 
Zach frowned and leaned back. Could he have heard her correctly? She didn’t want children? Ever? She didn’t pine to be a mother? To know the joy of childbirth? Blah, blah, blah?
 
He grabbed her tight by the shoulders and stared straight at her, “My god woman, I’ve been waiting for you all my LIFE!” Sara was so startled she reared back and fell off the couch.
 
“Shit, are you okay?” Zach looked down at her as she raised herself up on her elbows.
 
“What the fuck was that?”
 
“That…” he quickly slipped the condom on and was off the couch and between her legs, “Was utter fucking joy. That’s what that was.” He kissed her neck, her breasts, sucked on her earlobes.
 
Sara laughed, “You’re insane.”
 
Zach grabbed her thighs and yanked her down while he thrust forward. His dick slammed into her and Sara stopped speaking. He was going to fuck the hell out of her and he just wanted her to enjoy it. He didn’t want her to think about another goddamn thing while he was inside her.
 
Zach pulled back and slammed into her again. He marveled at how wet and tight she was. How sweet she smelled. And he was really glad she wasn’t into “nice.” Because he had no real idea how “nice” worked. He equated “nice” to “boring” and neither of them were boring in his book.
 
Sara’s teeth bit into the lower part of his neck where his throat and collarbone met, as her hands ripped ribbons of skin from his back. But he didn’t mind. He barely felt it. And every time she bit into him or tore flesh from him, she was marking him as her own. Forever. Whether she meant to or not.
 
When her hands dug into his ass and her teeth bit down into his shoulder, he buried himself inside her, pumping into her, the sounds of her moans and growls filling his senses, making him love her more and more. And when his canines clamped onto the side of her breast, her pussy clamped his cock into a vise-like grip as the first orgasm hit her.
 
He could have come then. Could have let her go, but he wasn’t about to. He wasn’t nearly done with her.
 
***
 
Sara knew she had to be causing him some serious pain. He was bleeding from several spots on his neck, and under her fingernails she had flesh that had once belonged to his back. But every time her canines extended and tasted flesh and blood, he slammed into her harder. She was turning him on. And everything about him was making her wetter. Every time he said her name in her ear or against her flesh, she clenched, taking him deeper into her.
 
When she came, she thought he’d come too and then they’d lay around and do that “afterglow” thing that Angelina was always talking about. But he didn’t come. Instead he kept going. Kept slamming into her with the same level of ferociousness she’d come to expect—hell, demand of him. But when his hand slide across the old wound on her thigh, Sara gasped, her entire body clenching.
 
Zach stopped. “God, did I hurt you?”
 
“No.” She shook her head and stared at him. She couldn’t tell him. She couldn’t give him that much power. That’s the kind of thing that could make a girl like her into some guy’s love slave. But he read her like a book. He glanced down at her leg, his hand hovering just above it. With the lightest of touches, he ran his finger across the damaged flesh. And Sara grabbed his hand as her body jerked in response. She couldn’t explain it, but her old wound had somehow become a giant G-spot on her leg. Those fucking cats had somehow given him the keys to the kingdom, namely her, and now Zach knew it. She wasn’t comforted by the evil grin he gave her.
 
And when he pinned her hands above her head with one hand, she knew she was in serious trouble. Using his free hand, he slowly moved across her thigh; moved along the ridges left by those who had tried to kill her as well as the paw marks he had just made a couple of days before. Sara’s body arched in response as her pussy was flooded.
 
Zach watched her face. She couldn’t hide the pleasure he was giving her as her thighs clamped around his waist. The sensation was almost too much. She tried to pull her arms out of his iron grip, though she wasn’t sure if she’d knock him off her or simply rip more flesh from his back.
 
He began to fuck her again, while his hand continued to move across her skin. She was trapped while he basically forced unbearable pleasure onto her. She’d kill him if it hadn’t been the best fuck of her life. It didn’t take long for her to come again. And she was grateful for the control he had over her hands. She came so hard she wasn’t sure she wouldn’t have ripped all the flesh from his body. Instead she buried her teeth just under his chin and bit down. She felt his body jerk in response and then he was coming, right behind her, slamming his cock into her, his hand gripping the flesh of her thigh.
 
They both screamed out as the last spasm shook them. After a few moments or years… whatever… Zach leaned back and looked at her. “I’m so going to have fun with that,” he taunted as his hand tapped the tender flesh of her thigh.
 
Sara rolled her eyes. “Prick.”
 
***
 
At least now, it all sort of made sense. Zach had given her the quick Morrighan family synopsis, promising more when they weren’t still covered in each others DNA and panting from exertion. At least he’d filled her in after they’d fucked in practically every room of the house. He told her about whom and what she was. He explained about how her aggression was normal since she had never shifted. And that helped her understand her grandmother. She still didn’t like her, but at the very least, she now understood her. She even understood herself, and why she’d always felt like a freak. Because she was a freak. But she found herself liking that. This was a freakiness should could get used to.
 
Of course now she had to apologize to Miki. She had been damn near close to right. And there was no way she’d ever let Sara live that shit down.
 
Sara settled back against the headboard of her bed, and gently ran her fingers through Zach’s hair. He gave a low growl as his hands slowly moved up and down her legs. He was laying in between her naked thighs, his dark head resting against her chest. And she felt as if he was always meant to be there. Lying comfortably between her legs. She wanted his place to be there forever. But, she knew, eventually he would leave and she’d be on her own again, no matter what Angelina said. She’d be on her own just like always. She held no false hope that what they had was anything more than great sex. She couldn’t afford to hope for anything more. She couldn’t handle the disappointment.
 
“Do you ride?” He asked her.
 
She smiled as her fingers lightly slid around his ear, “Not since I hit the barn.”
 
Zach’s hands paused on her flesh, “You hit a barn?”
 
“I had to avoid the cow.”
 
Zach burst out laughing and Sara couldn’t help but smile wider. She liked making him laugh. She got the feeling a lot of people didn’t.
 
“Okay. Okay. I guess you’ll just have to ride with me. No bike for you.”
 
Sara frowned in the darkness. What the hell was he talking about?
 
His hand began to move again against her flesh. Slowly, seductively, as if he just enjoyed touching her. God, how she would miss that. “Do me a favor, and just don’t bring a ton of shit with you. It’s a long enough trip without having to worry about a bunch of bags.”
 
Sara tensed and cleared her throat. “What are you talking about?”
 
“Don’t panic, we’ll send for the rest of your stuff.”
 
She grabbed him by that glossy mass of dark brown hair and snatched his head back. “What are you talking about?”
 
“What do you think I’m talking about? You’re coming with me.” It wasn’t a question. Or even a demand. It was simply a statement of fact.
 
“I… I didn’t agree to that.” He turned his big body over, but never left his place between her thighs.
 
“There’s nothing to agree to. You’re mine.”
 
“What? Like a dog? I don’t think so.”
 
He smiled in the face of her anger as he placed his big arms on either side of her. He dragged his large body against hers until their eyes met. She took in a ragged breath as she became moist. Christ, she was a horny dog, and she fought the urge to grab his cock.
 
“You don’t get it, do you? You’re not in this alone. You belong to me, but I belong to you. Even before you marked me, I belonged to you… as much as it annoys the shit out of me.”
 
“Marked you?” He glanced down at his bandaged arm and she realized what she’d done. Not just on his arm but all over his body. The man looked like a used chew toy. Then she realized what he’d just said, “And you annoy the shit out of me too. You’re an asshole.”
 
“And you’re a psychotic bitch.” His head dipped down and he dragged his tongue across her nipple, causing her back to arch, “But I’m pretty sure I could fuck that right out of you.”
 
“Well,” her hands grasped the head board as her body stretched out underneath him and her legs inched farther apart. She stared at him in an open challenge, “You can try. But I’m not holding out any hope.”
 
He smirked at her, “Really?” Then he ran his hand across her wounded thigh and her body jerked in response.
 
Her hands tightened on the head board as she shook her head, “Those fuckin’ cats.”
 
Chapter Twelve
 
 
She could actually hear her phone vibrating and it was in the other room, buried in her backpack. She had to admit, she was starting to really enjoy this “freak thing.”
 
“Either you shut it off or I break it in half.”
 
Zach was lying on his stomach, his arm thrown possessively over her naked waist, his face buried in the pillow. And clearly he was not a morning person.
 
Sara slipped out of bed and silently padded into the living room. She found her bag by the couch, the dog muzzle right next to it. She couldn’t help but smile as she remembered Zach having that thing on his face.
 
She found the phone buried, as usual, in the very bottom of her backpack. She pulled it out and quickly answered it.
 
“It’s Miki,” was the reply. And she knew just by the sound of her best friend’s voice that something was wrong. “You better get to the shop. The cops are here and I just saw an ambulance pulling away.”
 
Sara hung up the phone and moved.
 
***
 
The slamming door woke him up for the second time that morning. But it was the banging on the window an hour later that actually made him move.
 
Zach literally dragged himself up and out of bed. He sleepwalked to the window and pulled the shades open. Conall stood on the other side. Leave it to his best friend to wake him from one of those great sleeps. The kind of sleep you only get after fucking the woman you love throughout her entire house.
 
Zach opened the window, “What?”
 
“We’ve got a problem. They went after Marrec this morning.” Conall shoved Zach’s saddle bags from his bike through the window. “Get dressed. And thanks for letting us know you weren’t dead.”
 
Zach stared at his friend, seriously confused. Then it all returned to him. That bastard touching his female. The fight. And the falling. He remembered Conall calling his name, but not much else… except gunshots.
 
“I’m really sorry.” Zach pulled his jeans out of the bag. His friend didn’t answer. “But if it makes you feel any better, she put a muzzle on me last night.”
 
Conall started laughing then. And didn’t stop until they got to the hospital.
 
Sara was already there when the two men arrived. She glanced at Zach when he and Conall walked in to the room, but quickly turned back to Marrec.
 
The look on her face said it all. She blamed herself for what happened. Blamed herself for bringing the Pride to Marrec’s territory. Blamed herself for putting him and his Pack at risk.
 
Marrec, though, seemed to be seriously enjoying the attention of three beautiful women. Miki was fluffing his pillows. Angelina was reading his medical chart. And Sara was holding a water cup to his lips so that he could drink. Zach and Conall exchanged glances. They both knew this was ridiculous. Marrec had clearly been attacked. Zach wouldn’t—couldn’t—deny that. Half his face and throat were covered in bandages that were ready to be changed. His hands were bruised and torn. The man was a mess. But he was also Pack. In two days he’d be fine. At the moment, as bad as he looked, he probably was just feeling a dull ache.
 
Zach turned and tested the air. Marrec’s Pack was around here somewhere, probably the cafeteria. And his Pack had just arrived. Unfortunately, Casey was with them. “Shit,” he muttered to Conall.
 
Yates came in first. He stopped in the doorway and observed Marrec. “Comfortable?” He asked with obvious amusement.
 
“A lot of pain.” Marrec forced out.
 
“Oh, come on!” Yates sneered in return.
 
Zach would have laughed too, except that Sara was pushing the red and grey hair off Marrec’s face. His hands balled into fists and he wondered what it would feel like to beat the shit out of an old man.
 
Casey entered the room, then. Her females behind her. Sara didn’t even look up. Zach smiled. She’d smelled Casey coming.
 
Casey moved across the room, her attitude one of complete dominance. Her females didn’t follow; instead they stood back and waited. He knew Casey well enough to know that she was about to show Sara exactly who was Alpha Female and although Zach could step in, he wouldn’t. He needed Sara to start fighting these battles on her own. Even the ones that she would lose.
 
“Excuse me, honey.” Casey grabbed Sara by her jacket and hauled her up and off the bed. Sara spilled water on the floor as she stumbled out of the way. Casey sat on the bed beside Marrec. “Oh, you poor, baby. Are you okay?”
 
The room grew quiet. Even Angelina and Miki weren’t speaking. They were too stunned. But they did take several steps back. The whole thing was feeling a lot more dangerous than it probably was. Sara wasn’t ready to take on Casey and Sara knew it.
 
Zach watched his woman take a deep breath and place the empty water cup down on a nearby table. She turned away from Casey and stared down at her sneaker-covered feet.
 
He saw the struggle on her face. Knew what she wanted to do. And knew what she could handle. He expected her to walk away. And she didn’t let him down. She walked away…for about five feet. Then with a snarl, she spun back around and grabbed Casey from behind. One hand in the woman’s hair, the other grabbing the denim jacket she wore. She snatched her off the bed and slammed her, face first, into the wall. She yanked her back, leaving a splash of blood on the white paint, and slammed her again. Then she threw her. Across the room and out the door, an arc of blood slashing across Marrec’s bed. Zach heard Casey hit the wall with a sickening thud.
 
Sara was about to go after her when Miki and Angelina, not Pack and not knowing better, jumped in front of her.
 
“Hey! Hey!” Miki pushed her friend back. “Sara, NO!”
 
Sara halted in her tracks. She looked at her friends as if debating whether to tear their throats out or not. Instead she took a deep breath and looked over their heads to Zach. He shifted his eyes to the rest of the Pack females and, to his growing pride, Sara picked up on it immediately. Her head snapped around and she nailed the four other women with one look. “What are you bitches looking at?” She snarled.
 
Zach watched them all look at the floor, the door, the ceiling. They looked at everything but Sara. He bit back a smile and thought about mounting her right there in front of everybody.
 
That’s when Miki grabbed Sara’s jacket and dragged the woman from the room. Angelina following after them.
 
Once gone, Yates went over to see the damage on his woman. They all knew his time as Alpha Male was now over. And the man looked relieved.
 
Conall shook his head, “Your woman is a major bitch.”
 
Zach grinned, “Isn’t she, though?”
 
***
 
Sara let Miki drag her out the hospital and around the back. Eventually stopping in the doctors’ parking lot, the forest behind them. She was letting her do it. Sara couldn’t quite believe how strong she had gotten in just a few days.
 
Miki finally released her, “What is going on with you?!” She snapped.
 
Sara looked at her friends. Tired and worn from worry over Marrec, they wouldn’t be up to hearing the truth. Hell, even Angelina was wearing sneakers and sweats. So what was Sara supposed to say? Apparently I’m Pack now and I was exerting my dominance. You wouldn’t understand. That would play well. These pushy, tiresome, sometimes psychotic women were her best friends. They had been there when no one else had. She didn’t want to lose them, and she knew that if she told them the truth she’d lose them forever. Wouldn’t she?
 
“Nothing. I’m fine.” Boy that was lame.
 
Angelina and Miki exchanged glances. Sara had a feeling whatever they were about to say to her was something that had already been discussed between the two of them. Angelina leaned back against an expensive car with MD plates and smiled. “Miki and I were reminiscing last night. And I forgot how much my grandmother hated when I went over to your house. At the time, I just couldn’t understand why because she liked you so much. So I asked her. And she said it was because your grandmother was lobo del diablo. Roughly translated, ‘devil wolf.’ I just figured it was my grandmother’s way of calling Lynette a bitch because of the Church Bake Sale Incident of 1984. But it wasn’t that, was it?”
 
Sara, staring down at her feet, shook her head. She just couldn’t face her friends. Instead she studied her feet and marveled at how big they were. She wondered what they would look like furry.
 
“You’ve gotten really strong.” Miki noted, “You threw that blond chick around the hospital room like a rag doll. Which, by the way, was so many levels of cool.”
 
“And that growling thing you’ve been doing lately,” from Angelina.
 
“And the snarling,” Miki continued.
 
“Bottom line is,” Angelina finished, “Maybe they’re not werewolves. But they’re not quite human, are they?” The women locked eyes. “And neither are you?”
 
Sara scratched the back of her neck and looked down at her feet again, “I… uh…”
 
“Why don’t you just tell her? Tell her what you are.”
 
The three friends spun around at the sound of a strange voice. It was the man she’d shot at the night before. And, as before, his three friends were with him. All golden and beautiful. And so cold that Sara felt her stomach drop. Why, oh, why hadn’t she killed them?
 
“Hello, pretty. Now, why don’t you be a good little puppy and come with us.”
 
“She’s not going anywhere with you.” Miki moved to step in front of Sara, but one of the men backhanded her. She flew across the hood of a car, landing on the other side.
 
There was a brief moment of silence as Sara and Angelina looked over at their fallen friend. Then they slowly turned back to face the four men standing in front of them.
 
“Angelina?”
 
“Yes, Sara?”
 
Sara was staring straight at the leader. Their eyes locked, “Go.” She bit out, just as she punched the man closest to her in the groin.
 
Angelina turned and ran; sliding over the hood of a car and charging flat out back to the hospital.
 
Sara charged off into the woods. Hoping, praying, that they would be more obsessed with getting her then going after Angelina.
 
She couldn’t hear them, but she could smell them. If they shifted she probably didn’t stand a chance. She was pretty sure she was slower as human. And she had no idea how to change to anything. So she ran. And she prayed. Prayed her Pack would come for her before it was too late.
 
Chapter Thirteen
 
 
Zach had smelled them as soon as they had hit the parking lot. He, Marrec, and both their Packs were already out the door of the hospital when Angelina ran into them. Silently, panic and fear for her friend coming off her in waves, she grabbed Zach by the hand and dragged him to where she had last seen Sara.
 
He caught her scent immediately and within seconds had shifted and took off into the woods, shaking his clothes off as he went. His Pack right behind him.
 
At first, the bastard cats didn’t shift. They couldn’t taunt and terrify her as cats. Only men could do that. Besides, he could still smell the human. But then, they must have realized that she was a lot faster and stronger than they had expected. About two miles from the hospital, they changed. And Zach knew that it wouldn’t be long before they caught up with her. Before they killed her.
 
Soon he figured out where she was heading. Home. She was going home. To where she felt safe. To where she had guns.
 
Good girl, he thought. Anything she could do at this point to buy him time.
 
***
 
Sara knew as soon as they had shifted, but she kept moving. If she had a moment to think, she would be marveling at the fact that she hadn’t run since her attack when she was 8. And now she had run almost 5 miles and felt—no, she knew—that she could go another 20. But they were gaining on her. She had been right. They were much faster once they shifted.
 
Sara cleared the woods and made a mad dash for her house. She leapt over a car parked in front of her porch, which bought her precious seconds, flew up the stairs and through her front door. She turned and slammed the door just as the cats made it up the stairs. She could hear them throwing themselves against the wood. She wondered how long before they forced the heavy oak off its hinges? She wondered where Zach and the rest of the Pack where?
 
She wondered how long before the bitches behind her actually said anything?
 
Sara looked over her shoulder at the four women standing behind her, one holding her shotgun.
 
They were beautiful women. Tall. Powerful. Blonde. Really blonde. Impeccably dressed, sporting $400 gold-colored shoes and gold jewelry she could never afford.
 
“They were right. You do look like your mother.”
 
Sara was having such a bad day. She sighed and stepped forward to face the leader. She wasn’t the tallest, but clearly she ran these females.
 
“She killed my sister. Now I’m going to kill you.” She stated simply. “I had hoped to do it long ago, but that bitch grandmother of yours moved like lightning.”
 
“Then let’s end it.” Sara was so tired of the bullshit. “Here. Now. Anything to get you to shut the fuck up.”
 
The woman hissed her displeasure and Sara snarled back. Her lips pulling back over her growing canines.
 
Then the bitch’s hand was around her throat, dragging her close. Sara grabbed at the hand cutting off her oxygen, panic spreading through her. Panic. Fear. And anger. Definitely anger. The female leaned in and smelled her. “How sweet. Just turned. Just marked.” A tongue that should not have been able to fit in the woman’s mouth lashed out and swiped up the entire side of Sara’s scarred face. It wasn’t really wet, but dry and painful. “I bet he’ll miss you when you’re gone.” Then she lifted Sara off the floor and tossed her across the room and through the closed glass window.
 
***
 
Zach skid to a halt in front of Sara’s porch, Conall practically slamming into the back of him. He watched her body flying toward the window and his mind howled in anger and pain. He was going to lose her. Lose the only woman he’d liked much less loved. But as Sara’s body cleared the glass, he watched her change. Her limbs smoothly shifted to hind and front legs. Her hands and feet into paws. Black hair spread over her body. And her beautiful face elongated into a muzzle and snapping jaws.
 
Then she hit the porch, bounced and flipped off it; sliding across the grass in front of her house and coming to a halt when she slid right into Zach’s long front legs.
 
And just like that she’d shifted, officially becoming one of them. One of the Pack. But this was her first shift. She’d need time to come to terms with it. Time to learn to use her new body. Time none of them had.
 
***
 
Sara felt her body go through the window. Felt the glass shredding her clothes, tearing her flesh. She briefly wondered how long she could fight if she lost a lot of blood.
 
She felt herself hit the porch, bounce once, and flip off it into the air. Then she felt grass and dirt against her body as she slid into Zach. He wasn’t the Zach she was used to seeing. He was the wolf she’d set up on her couch. But she recognized those eyes. Those hazel eyes. If she’d seen them that night, she would have known it was him. No one else had eyes like that.
 
She smelled the cats coming closer and heard them moving, surrounding her and the Pack, and she scrambled up on all fours, ready to fight.
 
It took her a good five seconds to realize that she was no longer human. She realized she’d shifted when she went through the window. That explained why she’d bounced so easily from the porch. She shook herself out of her clothes as the power of the wolf coursed through her new body. She felt the strength of centuries of breeding. And felt the lust for the hunt and the kill. She turned to the beast behind her father’s death. A golden lioness stood on her porch and roared in rage. And Sara realized that as a lion, the bitch was huge.
 
All the cats were. She stared in awe at their size and beauty and tried to figure out how, exactly, they were going to fight animals that weighed a good 300 to 400 pounds more then any of her Pack did? Then she felt Zach brush up against her. She felt his strength. His power. And his utter confidence in her. Confidence in the psychotic bitch he’d come to love.
 
He was right. She was a psychotic bitch. And these heifers had killed her father. She was probably going to get herself killed today, but she was going to hurt, maim, and kill as many as she possibly could.
 
She turned to face them; her lips peeling back to bare her teeth, a snarl angrily forced out of her. And that’s when they burst out of the woods. Thirty-strong. She saw Marrec and his Pack. People she’d known most of her life. She knew each one even as wolves. Jake. Fogle. Lana from the hair salon, and so many more. She recognized their scent. The rest? True wolves. Wolves and descendents of wolves that had watched over her since she was a child.
 
Sara turned back to the lioness. Things had just evened up a bit. And being the psychotic bitch that she was, she charged her head-on. The lioness let out a roar that shook the trees and went up on her hind legs, but Sara kept coming. She collided with the female and clamped her jaw around the beast’s throat. Then three of her Pack joined her. Two went for its groin. The other gripped its head in her mouth. Then they all bit down and wouldn’t let go. The lioness fought but still Sara wouldn’t release her. Big paws clawed at her, tearing her fur-covered flesh. She ignored the pain and the blood she could feel running down her side and muzzle. Instead she dug her teeth in deeper and, using all her new-found strength, yanked out the bitch’s throat. Sara stood back to watch the lioness struggle to get back on her feet. But blood was gushing from her wounds and eventually she stopped fighting.
 
Sara spit out the remains of the lioness and turned to see Zach, Conall, and Yates dispatching one male. Marrec and six of his Pack were fighting another. The full-blooded wolves had taken on two males. Her Pack had taken on another female.
 
Sara watched as two more females came at her. She tore down the steps of her porch and slammed head first into one of them, the two bouncing off each other into opposite corners. The other lioness was slower and became the tragic victim of a white pickup truck driven by a crazy Latina.
 
Angelina hit the brakes and violently turned the steering wheel so that the truck spun out; the side of the two-ton vehicle hitting the lioness and knocking her across the temporary battle field. Miki leaned out the window, Angelina’s shotgun in her hands. Sara watched that expression of cool detachment that Miki always got when she was hunting. She pulled the trigger once. The beast gave a pained roar and landed in a heap, a large part of its skull gone. Sara saw that Miki smile and knew her friends were as much predators as she was.
 
Assured her two friends could handle themselves, Sara turned back to see the last female scramble to her big feet. She roared out in anger and frustration. When she did, Sara attacked. She wrapped her maw around the back of her neck and twisted the beast around so that they both hit the ground. Then Zach was there beside her. He grabbed the lion’s throat. Conall grabbed its rear right leg. Marrec grabbed the rear left. Casey, Yates, and Marrec all took a firm grip on exposed flesh. Zach crushed her windpipe. As she struggled to get breath, they all tore her to pieces.
 
Sara released the animal and trotted over to Miki and Angelina. They looked down at her, but their eyes widened. At first Sara thought they were simply afraid of her as wolf. But she realized that she was suddenly freezing cold and shaking. She looked down at her crouching form and saw blood- and dirt-covered skin. She had changed back.
 
“Oh, honey.” Angelina reached into the truck and pulled out a blanket.
 
“I’ll take it.” Zach took the blanket.
 
“Dude, some clothes!” Miki, the entire left side of her face already black and blue from the punch, turned away to look at the truck, the ground, anything but her friend’s naked boyfriend. But then she saw Casey prance by with her muzzle wrapped around a hunk of lion leg. “Okay. You people are killing me!” She rubbed her eyes with balled fists as Angelina put her arm around Miki’s shoulders.
 
Zach crouched down beside Sara and wrapped the blanket around her.
 
“Zach, I’m so cold.” She barely got that out, her teeth were chattering so hard.
 
“Don’t worry, baby, it’s normal. It’s your first change. It’s to be expected.”
 
Sara still broke into a grin. “My first change? You mean I’ve popped my change-cherry?”
 
Zach looked at her and started laughing, “Yeah, I guess you could say that. If you’re tacky enough to say that.”
 
He picked Sara up in his arms and held her close, making sure the blanket was tight around her.
 
“Clothes! You people need clothes!” Sara peeked over Zach’s shoulder to see a naked Conall standing behind them and in front of a clearly disturbed Miki. Considering she’d just taken out a 500-pound animal with one shot, Sara thought to herself, you’d think she’d handle the naked thing a little better.
 
“Go on,” Conall said to Zach. “We’ll take care of cleaning this up. You take care of her.”
 
Zach nodded and walked into the house, Sara’s head resting against his shoulder.
 
***
 
Within minutes, Zach had Sara in a hot bath. He washed the blood off her face and out of her hair. He cleaned her wounds and gently licked the one’s on her neck, face, and shoulder. He dried her off with a big towel and carried her into the bed. He lay down next to her and pulled her to him, resting her head on his chest, his arms tightly wrapping around her long body. He nuzzled his nose against her wet hair and kissed her forehead. Sara sighed once and in a few seconds she was asleep.
 
It was morning when she woke him. Her naked body was stretched out on top of him. Her lips moving along his neck. Her hands moving down his waist.
 
Zach took her head in his hands and turned her to look at him. To be blunt, she was all fucked up from the previous night’s fight: her left eye black and blue, a deep wound on her neck, a vicious cut across the bridge of her nose. She is so hot, he thought. And she was glowing. Clearly she took after her mother more than any of them realized. She was all about the hunt.
 
“Okay, what? What are you staring at?”
 
He wanted to tell her. Tell her that he loved her. Tell her that she was his mate and that together they would rule the Magnus Pack. He really wanted to tell her.
 
“There’s something I need to tell you.” Her eyes narrowed with suspicion. “Nothing bad,” he added hurriedly. “I don’t think.”
 
She pushed herself off of him and sat at the other end of the bed, “Well?”
 
He cleared his throat. “Um… see, after yesterday… You know, you’ve kind of… well, you’ve kind of established yourself as the dominant female… which kind of means… that… uh…” She just stared at him. Okay. So she wasn’t going to make this easy. “You see, it’s just that… for the Pack it’s all about…um …and for me… you know…” Why was this so hard? Maybe it was the way she was just watching him, her arms crossed in front of her breasts. “Uh…”
 
Then her phone went off, “Hold that thought.”
 
She easily swung herself off the bed and grabbed the phone from the top of the TV. “Hello? Hey, Mik. Whasup? You doin’ okay? How’s your face today?” Sara flopped stomach-down across the bed. Zach stared at that delectable ass and became completely lost, forgetting what he was talking about. Who she was talking to. He forgot his name. He forgot all of it. “Good. Me? I’m doin’ just fine. Just waiting for Zach to quit dancin’ around the bush and tell me he loves me.” Zach was startled but just couldn’t tear his eyes away from her ass, “It’s taking him an hour and a day.” Sara’s legs were lazily moving front to back, her breasts barely touching the sheets, her chin tucked into the palm of one hand while the other held the phone to her ear. “That’s a good idea. Hold on.” She looked at Zach, “Would it help if I told you I loved you first?”
 
Zach didn’t know what to say. Hell, he was still staring at her ass, so he just sort of nodded. Sort of.
 
Sara went back to the phone. “You’re right. Apparently that would help. You’re so smart.” Sara was silent for a moment, listening to Miki on the other end. “Yeah. You got it.” Sara snapped her phone closed and tossed it on the night stand beside the bed. But she tossed way too hard and the phone hit the wall and flew back, disappearing under the bed. “Well, shit.”
 
Zach watched her lean down to search under the bed. She slid half her body to the floor trying to reach the phone, but all Zach could see was her ass bent over the bed, one leg sliding across his thigh. He growled.
 
***
 
Sara had just gotten her hands on her phone when she felt Zach’s tongue slide over her. She was so startled she flipped right off the bed.
 
Cell phone still gripped in one hand, she pulled herself up to rest on her knees. Zach was laying on the edge of the bed, smirking at her. “Could you warn me before you do something like that?”
 
“You shake your ass at me like that, you get no warning.”
 
She tried to stop herself from smiling, but just couldn’t. “I’ll keep that in mind for the future.”
 
“You mean the future of five seconds from now?” He grabbed her arm and yanked her onto the bed.
 
“Hey!” Sara’s already bruised and damaged face, slammed into a pillow. She lifted her head so that she could brush her hair out of her eyes. “You know, you’ve been tossing me around a lot.”
 
“Uh-huh.” Zach was behind her. “And that bothers you because…” He grabbed her legs and pulled them apart, then dragged her down until her ass was on his lap.
 
“I didn’t say it bothered me, I just think I deserve a little more respect than that. You know, with me being Alpha Female and all.” His head snapped up in surprise and she grinned at him. “Don’t look so surprised. I’m not stupid. I knew in the hospital, when you wanted me to yell at the girls. Hey!” He’d just slapped her butt.
 
“You’re a real smart ass. But I’ll let it go because you have such an amazing butt.”
 
She growled, “You know, I’m not your…” She stopped and they looked at each other. They both knew what the next word out her mouth was going to be. “Okay. So maybe I am your bitch, that doesn’t mean I’m your chew toy.”
 
Zach raised one eyebrow, and Sara watched him lean down and lick her lower back. Her hands gripped the sheets, “You asshole, you’re trying to distract me again.” But his tongue took its time moving across her hot and hungry flesh and it felt so good, it was really difficult to remember what the hell she’d been complaining about.
 
“What were you saying, beautiful?” He asked as she felt his fingers slowly enter her sex, his tongue lapping at her accursed damaged thigh. Sheets shredded under her hands. She looked back at him. And there was that smug prick she’d grudgingly fallen in love with. The wounds he had sustained on his face, neck, chest, and back the night before had already begun to heal. He’d gotten every one of those rips and tears because of her and he didn’t care. She knew he didn’t care. Clearly the only thing he cared about at the moment was getting her wet and getting her off.
 
He caught her staring at him and nipped her ass cheek. “What ya starin’ at?” He asked playfully.
 
But she was deadly serious when she replied. “You. I love you, Zach.”
 
He looked at her for several moments then leaned down and kissed her ass. His hands slid under her breasts and, holding them firmly but gently lifted her so that her back was flat against his chest.
 
He kissed her along her neck and shoulder. Licking wounds new and old. When he reached her ear, he leaned in closer than any one before him ever had. “I love you, baby.” He whispered in her ear. “More than anything.” Then he was inside of her and she forgot about everything else.
 
Chapter Fourteen
 
 
Miki held up a tennis ball, looked at Sara’s new Pack, and tossed it out into the forest away from the ongoing rave. They all watched it go, then they turned back to Miki.
 
“Okay. Go…”
 
Sara and Angelina slapped their hands over their friend’s mouth before the word “fetch” could come out of it.
 
They pulled her over to one of the food tables.
 
“Are you out of your ever-loving mind?! Everyone here but us is like Sara.” Angelina snapped. “And after seeing them in action I’d rather not fuck with them!”
 
Miki gave that innocent smile. “It was just a little experiment.”
 
“I don’t want to know.”
 
How sweet, her friends were having one last fight before she left. Tomorrow she’d be leaving with Zach. Back to her original home with the man she loved. She wasn’t sure, but she thought her father would be happy about that. She was sure that her grandmother wouldn’t be. That thought made her giddy.
 
The last thing they were doing before they would leave was throw this all-night rave for Marrec and his Pack. Seemed only fair after they helped her tear a whole Pride to pieces.
 
But just the thought of leaving was sending her into a full-blown panic attack. How was she going to leave her best friends? These crazy bitches that had risked their lives for her. Accepted her for what she was. And was there whenever she needed them. She knew she should tell them that. She knew she should tell them how much she loved them. But instead she turned to Angelina and glanced down at the $400 shoes on her feet. She looked back at her with one raised eyebrow. “Those are nice gold-colored shoes.”
 
“Actually they’re champagne. My signature color. They look fabulous on me, don’t they? I just found them… lying around.”
 
Sara smiled warmly at her two friends and tried to think how she was going to do any of this without them. Already the females of the Pack were waiting for her to give them orders. She didn’t know what to tell them, although “Move out of my way” seemed to be quite effective at the moment. And thankfully she knew music and DJs because apparently she was partnering with Zach to take over the club business from Yates and Casey. Considering she had no idea what she was going to do with the rest of her life just the week before, it was kind of startling to suddenly be “in charge” of anything. Especially a thriving business. She didn’t want to disappoint them or Zach. But she especially didn’t want to disappoint herself. Deep down she knew she could do it. But that knowledge didn’t stop the panic from causing her to hyperventilate in the bathroom just 10 minutes before.
 
But maybe she couldn’t do this. Maybe she shouldn’t leave. Just because she could suddenly shift into a wolf at will didn’t mean she should leave what she knew best. It definitely didn’t mean she should change her whole life for some guy she just met. Hell, they hadn’t even gone on an actual date. Christ, did wolves date? And if they do date where do they go? To dinner at a restaurant or just hunting down some deer? Nope. Nope. She couldn’t do this. She was nobody’s Alpha Female. She’d just have to tell Zach to forget it. He could just take his big cock and go. Yup, that was the plan. Good plan.
 
That’s how it started in the bathroom, and the hyperventilating was just about to begin again when she felt Zach’s arms snake around her body from behind. He kissed her neck and pulled her close against him and suddenly it all felt right. He felt right. Him and his big cock.
 
“Ladies.” He nodded at her two friends. “Hope you’re having a good time.”
 
They both nodded. “Great little party,” Angelina offered with one of her dazzling smiles.
 
“Thanks.” He snuggled closer to Sara, “Dance. Eat. Everything’s on the house for you two.” He paused. “But please don’t ask our Pack to fetch anymore.”
 
Sara and Angelina cringed as Miki rolled her eyes. “It was just an experiment. Honestly.”
 
She turned to walk away but crashed into her own personal shape-shifting stalker. “Hey, Miki.” Conall smiled, “I think you dropped this.” He handed Miki the tennis ball.
 
“Dude!” Zach barked.
 
“What?”
 
Zach was so disgusted he walked away.
 
They were polite enough to wait until Conall followed after his friend, asking Zach to tell him what he did wrong, before the three friends burst out laughing.
 
“No one is safe around you three.”
 
Sara turned to find Marrec behind her. She threw her arms around his neck and hugged him tight, “Thank you so much, Marrec. Thank you for everything.” And she wasn’t just talking about the fight with the Pride. She was talking about the last 20 years.
 
“You’re welcome. But are you trying to get me killed?” Sara opened her eyes and saw Zach watching her from 50 feet away. He definitely didn’t seem too pleased. “Or maybe you’re trying to get yourself killed?” Sara looked and saw Marrec’s wife glaring at her. Funny, the woman had made her graduation dress and invited her to every family event. Now she acted as if she were some hooker on the street trying to pick up her husband.
 
Sara pulled away and looked at Marrec. “I can never come back here, can I?”
 
“Sara, you’ll always be welcome here. But never as Alpha Female.”
 
Sara gave a half-smile, “So I can never come back here, can I?”
 
Marrec smiled like a proud father. “That’s my girl.”
 
She stepped away from him. “Have a great time tonight. Everything is free for you and your Pack. Enjoy.”
 
“We will.” He turned to head back to his mate.
 
“I’ll miss you.” She whispered, knowing he would hear her. He nodded once and walked away.
 
“Are you okay?” Angelina put her hand on her friend’s shoulder. All three of them had been close to Marrec, for varying reasons he was the only father the three of them had ever known.
 
Sara took a deep breath, “Yeah. I’ll be okay.” She was feeling such a huge sense of loss that she wondered how she could face the rest of the night.
 
Miki appeared at Sara’s elbow but she was glaring at Angelina. “You know, I wasn’t doing anything wrong.” Clearly she had been arguing with Angelina in her head for the last 10 minutes. “Just seeing what their play-drive is like. That Conall guy clearly has a big play-drive.”
 
“They’re not dogs, you idiot.”
 
“Um… I know you didn’t just call me an idiot.”
 
“Um…” Angelina imitated back, “I think I just did.”
 
Yup. There went that sense of loss. Sara realized that when she left the next morning there would be no tearful goodbyes with these two. This wasn’t goodbye. These crazy women would always be her best friends. Besides, you never get rid of friends like these. They follow you to hell so they can torture you for eternity.
 
When Angelina poked Miki in the shoulder with one manicured fingernail, Sara left. Zach had disappeared, but she followed his scent into the woods.
 
***
 
Zach leaned against a tree. He was about half a mile away from the rave. He was waiting for her. And he knew she’d find him.
 
He smelled her lust even before he could hear her coming. Shit. His dick went hard again.
 
“You runnin’ away from me already?” Now that she’d healed and become what she truly was always meant to be, Sara moved with a grace and power that he found amazing. She was truly becoming the ultimate she-wolf and loving every minute of it.
 
“Nope. Just trying to figure out how I could live in California all my life and never once say ‘dude.’ But after hanging out with you three bitches for five days, I suddenly sound like an idiot.”
 
She punched him in the shoulder. “Dude. That’s harsh.”
 
Sara grinned and Zach rubbed his eyes with the palms of his hands. “You’re going to make me crazy.”
 
“It’s a gift.”
 
He decided to change the subject. “Your friends arguing, how long will that be going on anyway?”
 
“Finger pointing just started. Next there’ll be yelling. Then, depending how bad it gets, a good old-fashioned slap fight. So it could take hours.”
 
Her friends were definitely crazier than she was, but only marginally. “Interesting. Any nudity involved?”
 
Sara nuzzled him under his chin and Zach leaned in and smelled the fresh scent of her hair. “Sorry, mister. No other bitches for you. You’re stuck with just me. Golden Retriever Sara.”
 
He laughed, “Who?”
 
She kissed him, “Forget it.”
 
“Gladly.” He ran his hand across the scarred side of her face. She didn’t flinch away, but instead leaned into it. “You’re sure about this, right?” He’d never asked her if she wanted to go home with him. He’d just assumed, but he was starting to realize that assuming anything with this woman was a bad move.
 
“I don’t know. California. Actors. Hollywood.” She stuck her tongue out, “Yuck.”
 
“Don’t stick that thing out unless you plan to use it. And it’s Northern California. Completely different from Southern California. Worlds apart. Besides, you were born there. Not here.”
 
“I may not have been born here, but I was made here. And don’t you forget it.”
 
“Is that a yes or a no?”
 
Sara was busy running her hands over his abs, her hands under his T-shirt, and wasn’t remotely paying attention. “About what?”
 
He sighed, deeply, and for some reason that seemed to make her chuckle. “Are you coming with me?”
 
“Sure. But on one condition.”
 
Zach closed his eyes, “It involves them doesn’t it?”
 
“They’re my family. So that means every Thanksgiving, Christmas, New Years, Fourth of July, and because Angelina’s Catholic, Easter. You attend dinner and you’re cheery.”
 
“I’m never cheery.”
 
“But for me, you will be.”
 
He shook his head in resignation, “Fine. Whatever.”
 
“Good. Then yes, I’m coming with you.” She grabbed his hand and began to pull him back to the rave. “Now, feed me, wolf. Your mate’s starving.”
 
“Sara. Wait.” She turned and looked at him. “I think they want to say goodbye.” Sara frowned as he motioned toward the forest. A female, the alpha of the full wolves, walked into the pale light cast from the rave. Her Pack stood behind her, the dozen pair of eyes watching Zach closely. They still weren’t sure he was good enough for her. He smiled. Without even trying, Sara earned a loyalty from man and beast that he’d never seen before.
 
The female brushed against Sara, her big body pushing against Sara’s legs. Then she circled them once and returned to her Pack. Zach waited for them to leave, move on silently into the night, but the female had one more thing she had to do before she could let Sara go.
 
The she-wolf tilted her head back and howled, her Pack joining in. But when the Packs at the rave howled back, both Zach and Sara exchanged startled glances.
 
“I’ve never seen anything like this before.” Zach whispered in awe as the howling continued. “Three Packs.” He ran his hand down Sara’s back, “Three Packs howling to you, baby.”
 
Sara turned and looked at her mate, a frown flitting across her beautiful features as recognition dawned. “It was you the other night, wasn’t it?” She asked quietly as she brushed his hair out of his eyes. “That howling I heard that wasn’t like the others. The one I felt…” She closed her eyes for a moment, the memory washing over her. “It was you.” She repeated as her gaze focused on him. “You called to me.”
 
Zach didn’t reply. He didn’t have to. She already knew the answer. Instead he gripped his mate tight around her hips, pulling her into him. Sara nuzzled her face against his as she trapped him against the tree with her long body.
 
“I thought you wanted to go eat?” He growled as he felt her hands move down his body. A few more inches and she wasn’t going anywhere anytime soon.
 
“You better fuck me first, wolf.” Her hand unzipped his jeans and slid inside. “Your mate’s starving.”
 
~ End ~
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