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Dedication
For my daughter, Roxanne, who made it so I wasn't alone in a house full of males.
Thanks go to my father, Ray Chenery, who wrote the spell I used in this book.
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Chapter One
Roxie Stone was having second thoughts about what she had agreed to do that evening. She sighed as the cab slowed and pulled up to the curb in front of the club. She didn't normally do the club scene. Even in her twenties, she hadn't done the club scene. Now, at thirty-one, Roxie had no ambition to break a world's record in barhopping.
Roxie glanced over at the evil being who sat next to her, the one who used her evil powers to make this evening happen—Candice Taylor, alleged best friend. “What?” Innocence oozed from Candice's voice.
"I have no idea why I let you talk me into this. I feel like a fool.” Self-consciously, she ran her hands down her skirt trying to smooth away non-existent wrinkles.
Candice turned so she could look Roxie up and down. “You look hot, hon. You have nothing to be ashamed of, so no more second thoughts. Besides, you promised and I'm holding you to it."
Knowing there would be no budging her, Roxie reluctantly climbed out of the cab. She immediately began tugging on the hem of her short skirt. Candice came around the back end of the taxi and slapped Roxie's hand as it twitched toward her skirt once more.
Candice arched a finely shaped brow at her friend. “Roxie."
Roxie sighed and let her hand fall back down to her side. “Okay, maybe I do look kind of good, but to say I'm hot is taking it a bit too far."
The outfit Candice had picked out for her had been chosen with meticulous care. The hoped-for end result of this evening was Roxie going home with a male of the species. So here Roxie stood in a light-weight black skirt that hugged her curves (what little she had), falling just slightly above her mid-thigh. A matching short-sleeved blouse, also on the tight side, veed down in a low cut neckline. The shoes on Roxie's none too petite feet, matched the color of her outfit and were high strappy affairs.
Candice ignored her and dragged her over to the entrance. Roxie glanced up at the bright neon sign above the door. Wulf's Den. A shudder of apprehension ran down her spine. “I'm not so sure about this, Candy.” Wulf's Den didn't seem all that different from any other nightclub that could be found in San Francisco. Why Roxie suddenly felt chills even though it was a balmy July evening she couldn't explain.
"Nonsense, Rox.” Candice gave the bald muscle-bound bouncer her patent I-wanna-do-the-nasty-with-you look and he waved them to the front of the line and into the club. Thank God, if they'd had to wait to get inside she would have lost her nerve and beat a hasty retreat back to her house.
It took a moment for Roxie's eyes to adjust to the dimness. She barely had enough time to get her bearings before Candice grabbed her by the arm and led her to one of the empty tables at the back of the club.
The damn skirt Candice had been so insistent on made Roxie take quick, mincing steps in her high heels to keep up with Candice. It was by no means graceful, but it was either that or fall flat on her face on the floor. Coordinated, she was not. High heels and Roxie did not mix.
Candice reached the table before her and sat down, immediately scanning the room for her next hunk du jour. Even sitting, her body moved in time to the music blaring out of the club's sound system.
Roxie made it to the table without killing herself and plopped down in the chair next to Candice. Maybe if she was lucky she wouldn't have to move her butt off the chair until it was time to leave.
Watching Candice crane her neck for the millionth time while she bopped away in her chair, Roxie had to ask. “What the hell are you doing? We haven't even had a drink yet. You're starting to freak me out."
Giving Roxie a winning smile, Candice said, “I'm manhunting of course."
Roxie stifled a groan. She pitied the poor sod Candice set her sights on. He wouldn't stand a chance. Her friend was a beauty. With long, wavy blonde hair, flashing blue eyes and the face of a beauty queen, Candice stood out in a crowd. This always surprised Roxie considering Candice's full height was five feet three inches. She, on the other hand, could not claim to share any of her friend's charms. She stood at five feet six inches tall, had straight brown hair (dyed a golden brown) that fell to the middle of her back, hazel eyes and was so average-looking she could easily disappear in a crowd.
Resigning herself to being stuck at a nightclub, Roxie decided to check out the other people around her. The club was full but not a huge crush. Most of the tables were filled with people talking as they sipped on drinks while others were out on the dance floor moving to the music. She scanned the club and couldn't help noticing there was more than one gorgeous guy present. Not just good-looking, but make-you-drool, want-to-jump-their-bones gorgeous.
The sound of Candice laughing drew Roxie's attention back to her friend. “Are my eyes playing tricks on me or are there sinful amounts of hunks here?"
Candice laughed once more. “Isn't it great? Gail at work told me about this place. I didn't believe her at first, but after I came here last Friday and found she was telling the truth, I knew you had to come check it out."
A perky little waitress stopped by their table and asked them what they wanted to drink. Roxie ordered a glass of white wine. When the girl moved to take Candice's order, Roxie glanced over at the bar. She immediately felt all the air rush out of her lungs. She had thought the other guys she had seen were gorgeous, but the one standing behind the bar outshone them all.
He had to be no less than six foot seven. His straight, soot black hair brushed the top of his shoulders, accentuating the sharp angles of his face. His shoulders were broad and padded with muscle, the same with his chest. He wore a tight, black t-shirt. Roxie couldn't help but notice how the muscles in his arms bunched as he poured drinks. She wouldn't be able to see what color his eyes were even if he had been looking at her, which he wasn't. Drop dead gorgeous guys didn't usually notice her.
Sighing with longing, Roxie dragged her eyes off the bartender and looked over at Candice who had a wide smile plastered on her face. It took Roxie only a few seconds to figure out who her friend was seducing with her smile. A guy, not as good looking as the hunks but not shabby in the looks department by any means, sauntered over to their table. He smiled at Candice and asked her to dance. Candice looked at Roxie, who waved her friend to go. Candice was more of a party girl. At least one of them should be enjoying themselves.
Alone, Roxie glanced back over at the bar to see if the waitress had picked up their drinks yet. Her breath caught in her throat. The bartender was looking straight at her, or at least she hoped he was. She turned her head to make sure there wasn't anyone else standing behind her. She couldn't believe he was staring at her. And it wasn't that he was merely staring, he seemed to be devouring her with his eyes. Finding no one at her back, Roxie gulped and stared back.
She couldn't tear her eyes away from him. The way his eyes moved over her, it almost felt as if he were caressing her. The world seemed to fall away. She no longer heard the loud music or perceived the other people around her. Her whole being centered on the man behind the bar. It had been so long since a man had looked at her in that way. Her sex-starved body thrilled at his touch, even if it was only with his eyes. She squirmed in her chair. Unable to take her eyes off him, Roxie watched his eyes drop from her face down to her chest. She felt her breasts swell and her nipples hardened into tight buds. They ached for his touch, for the feel of his hot mouth sucking her. Not wanting to be left out, her pussy demanded her attention too. A throbbing ache built in her core and wetness pooled. Roxie squeezed her legs together trying to alleviate some of the ache, but it only made the throbbing increase. Never before had she been brought to full arousal by merely being stared at. If he could do that with his eyes, what would happen if he actually touched me?
The waitress returned and placed the drinks on the table. Roxie wrenched her eyes off the bartender and tried to calm her body down. Picking up the glass of wine, she took a big swig. It immediately went down the wrong way causing her to gasp for breath while she coughed to clear her lungs. By the time she got over her choking fit, Roxie's eyes were streaming and she had the feeling her face was an unbecoming shade of red.
Unable to look over at the bar to see if the bartender had been watching her try to cough up one of her lungs, Roxie slid out of her chair. She quickly made a beeline for the restroom. Splashing cool water on her face and giving her hair a quick fluffing, she prepared to face the world once more.
Stepping back into the club, Roxie squared her shoulders and headed back to her table. Her luck ran out. One moment she was walking and the next her klutzy side reared its ugly head. She didn't just stumble, not anything as simple as that, no. Stepping down with her right foot, Roxie felt her ankle twist over to the side. When the side of her foot hit the floor, she knew she was in trouble. She threw her hands out and prepared to meet the floor as she started to fall.
Expecting to land in an undignified heap on the floor, Roxie was shocked when strong arms grabbed her around the waist, effectively breaking her fall. Her hands came to rest on a rock hard chest. Blinking in surprise, she looked up into the bluest eyes she had ever seen. She groaned in embarrassment. Her rescuer was none other than the hunky bartender.
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Chapter Two
Roxie ducked her head. Her body had burst into flames at seeing who her rescuer was. She was so turned on she had to fight herself not to act out the images filling her head. She had an overpowering urge to wrap both her hands in his silky hair, drag his mouth down to hers and kiss him till he begged for mercy. When he spoke in his deep voice, Roxie's bones melted. With her hands still pressed against him, she could feel each word rumble inside his chest.
"Are you okay?"
Roxie nodded. The feel and smell of him were making it hard to think straight, let alone answer him in a coherent manner. The heat from his body was seeping into hers. His scent, a mixture of the cologne he wore and musky maleness, made Roxie think of hot sweaty sex. He smelled sinfully good.
"If you're sure, I'll put you down."
Roxie realized her feet were no longer touching the floor. He held her tightly against his wide chest. At her nod, he slowly lowered her so she could stand on her own. The instant her twisted ankle held her full weight, it gave out on her. This time her face ended up pressed to his solar plexus. Without thinking, Roxie pressed her nose closer to his chest and took a deep breath. Realizing what she had done, she froze, shocked by her behavior. You're losing it, Roxie. You just took a good whiff of a total stranger.
Slowly Roxie lifted her head to look up at her rescuer. He smiled down at her. Before she could protest, he scooped her up in his arms. When he began to walk in the opposite direction of the table where she had been sitting, Roxie found her voice.
"Ah, where are you taking me?"
"Obviously you have injured yourself. I'm going to take a look at your ankle."
"That isn't necessary. I just twisted it. I should return to my friend, she'll be missing me. Besides, I don't even know you."
"I have a feeling your friend won't be too worried about where you are. Last I looked she was busy on the dance floor. My name is Beowulf and I own this nightclub."
* * * *
Beowulf smiled down at the lush bundle he held cradled in his arms. He had noticed her when she walked through the door of the club. While her friend had garnered most of the attention from the other males in the club with her stunning good looks, this one's beauty was more subtle. When she had walked past the bar trying to keep up with her friend, her scent had washed over him. Hers was a heady mix of spices and woman. To his kind, scent was more alluring than looks alone. The smell of her brought a part of him roaring to life. And she seemed just as affected, considering how she had filled her lungs with his scent. Beowulf liked her more for doing that very thing.
Beowulf held the woman easily as he took the stairs to his office on the second floor two at a time. He pushed open his office door and kicked it shut behind him. Crossing the room in two long strides, he gently placed her on the leather couch. She scooted away from him when he sat down beside her. Giving her no quarter, he took hold of her injured ankle and worked on the straps of her shoe. She squawked in protest and slapped at his hands. Paying her little heed, Beowulf worked the slim straps from around her foot and let the shoe drop to the floor. Gently he ran his hand over her ankle, checking for swelling.
* * * *
Roxie forgot to breathe as he touched her bare skin. With each brush of his fingers, she felt a jolt of awareness surge through her. Hoping to distance herself from his touch, Roxie fell back on what she normally did in situations in which she wasn't comfortable, she rambled like an idiot. “Since you've introduced yourself, I should at least tell you my name. I'm Roxie Stone. So you're Beowulf. What kind of name is Beowulf anyway? Isn't it a bit archaic? The only Beowulf I've heard of is the one in that really old tale called Beowulf and Grendel, where Beowulf is the hero and Grendel is the monster he kills."
Feeling as if she had made enough of an ass of herself, Roxie clamped her mouth shut. Beowulf had stopped rubbing her ankle and now sat staring at her. He was probably wondering what insane asylum she had escaped from. Needing some space between them, Roxie tried to pull her foot free. Instead of releasing her, he tugged on her leg, pulling her even closer. He didn't stop pulling until he had her legs settled across his lap. He draped his heavy arm on top her legs, holding her to him.
"Nice to meet you, Roxie. So you know the story of Beowulf and Grendel. It's not as well known as it once was. You can say that tale strikes close to home for me."
"What do you mean by that? You fight monsters as well as own a nightclub?"
"Don't we all have our own monsters to fight?"
"I guess. Look, I should go back downstairs. My ankle doesn't feel all that bad now and I really should see where my friend is. I think I'll just call it a night."
"I won't hear of it. Your ankle is a little swollen. At least let me put some ice on it for you."
"I wouldn't want to put you out. I can take care of this when I get home."
Roxie grabbed Beowulf by the wrist and tried to shove his arm off her legs. His arm didn't move so much as an inch. She then tried to pull her legs out from under it. This only made her skirt ride up even higher on her legs. Something large and hard pressed against the back of her thighs. Much to Roxie's shock, she realized her legs were draped across the crotch of Beowulf's pants. Slowly she tried to pull one leg out from under his arm. The bulge in his pants jerked in response.
Lifting her eyes to his face, Roxie found Beowulf watching her intently. His dazzling blue eyes were heavy-lidded and darkened with desire. His sensual lips slowly formed a smile. Her breath left her lungs in a rush when he wrapped his other hand around the nape of her neck and leaned in.
"Why are you surprised by how my body reacts to you?"
Beowulf's deep voice was a mere whisper, his breath gently feathering across Roxie's face. Her body melted, going soft and pliant. At the first brush of his lips, she knew she was in over her head. Clutching at his shoulders, a firestorm of desire rushed through her.
He kissed the corners of her mouth and gently swept his tongue across her lips. When she opened, giving him better access, Beowulf sucked her tongue into his mouth. He moaned at the taste of her. He acted as if he couldn't get enough. Slowly he lowered her down onto the sofa, stretching full length on top of her with his hips cradled between her legs. Deepening the kiss, he brought his hands down to her hips, anchoring her body to his. He rubbed himself against her hot core as though his body demanded he take her, claim her as his. It was raw, primal and predatory, an almost animalistic urge.
Roxie felt a momentary shiver of fear as Beowulf pushed her down onto the sofa. But it quickly disappeared when he came down on top of her. She relished the feel of his hard body pressed tightly to her softer one. Shamelessly, she ground herself against him, fanning the flames of desire licking at her body to greater heights. Moaning, she let go of Beowulf's shoulders and her hands wandered down his broad back. Reaching the bottom of his t-shirt, she tugged it out of his black jeans and thrust her hands under it. She traced the muscles of his back with her fingertips. Heated skin quivered as she caressed him. His kiss was driving her wild. He licked and sucked at her mouth, feeding off her, demanding more.
Roxie moaned in protest when Beowulf's mouth left hers, but she soon gasped as he trailed his lips down her chin to the side of her neck. He nipped the sensitive skin with his sharp teeth only to lick the spot with his tongue, giving her pain followed by pleasure. As his mouth moved down the column of her throat, Beowulf's hands released her hips and cupped her breasts. Through the material of her blouse, he took one of her pebbled nipples between his teeth and tugged. Roxie's hips arched up off the sofa as liquid heat pooled between her legs. She was drowning in heat, her body desperately craving more. This was new for her. She had been with a few other men in her past, but none of them had been able to bring her to such heights of wild longing. And with that thought, Roxie suddenly realized what she was doing. She was acting like an animal in heat with a man she didn't know.
Before he could weaken her defenses any more than they already were, Roxie grabbed a fistful of Beowulf's silky hair and yanked hard. “I can't do this."
He lifted his head, making her gasp. His eyes appeared to be glowing. Roxie pushed at Beowulf's shoulders trying to free herself. He snapped his teeth at her and snarled. Panic rose up to clench at her gut. Uncaring whether she hurt him or not, she struck out at his neck and head until she was able to slip out from under him. Snatching up her purse, Roxie ran out of the room, slamming the door behind her.
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Chapter Three
She took the stairs back down to the club at a run. Reaching the bottom, Roxie stopped her flight, not wanting to draw attention to herself. With her first hobbling steps, she remembered her other shoe was still in Beowulf's office, lying discarded on the floor. She wasn't going back up for it. She yanked off her remaining shoe and took only enough time to glance around the club in search of Candice. She wasn't at their table of course. Not wanting to take the chance that Beowulf would come after her, Roxie decided Candice was able to find her own way home. Keeping her eyes glued to the club doors, Roxie quickly made her way to them, expecting to be jumped on before she could reach them. No one stopped her. As she reached the doors with no interference, Roxie let out the breath she had been holding. Once outside, she headed for the street curb and hailed one of the unoccupied taxis.
* * * *
Beowulf groaned as he fought to bring himself back under control. She was the one. After all this time, after he had come to the conclusion there wouldn't be one for him, he had found his mate. The instant he touched her, he had known. Never before had the mating urge ridden him as hard as it had when he had held Roxie in his arms. The beast within had urged him to claim her as his. To let nothing stop him from taking her body, to possess her so he couldn't tell where he ended and she began. All that had scared the hell out of Roxie.
Beowulf used his powerful senses to see if Roxie was still inside the club. She wasn't. He couldn't feel her presence nor smell her scent. He had messed up. Calling himself three times a fool for letting things get out of control, Beowulf spied the high-heeled shoe on the floor. Snatching it up, he smiled. Roxie had run out of there so fast she had forgotten her shoe. It also gave him an idea. Wrenching the office door open, he quickly made his way down to the club. Searching the crowd, his eyes easily latched onto the one person who could help him find Roxie.
* * * *
The sound of the phone ringing brought Roxie out of a fitful sleep. Sleep had eluded her for most of the night. She had managed to fall into a dreamless sleep just before dawn. Groaning, she rolled over and reached for the phone on the bedside table.
"Hello?” Roxie was tempted to hang up the phone when she heard the voice on the other end. It was Candice.
"So you are alive and don't you dare hang that phone up on me."
"I would never do that to you, Candice."
"Of course you would. I know all your nasty little habits. You aren't running away from me so easily, like you did last night."
"Who said I ran away? I decided to go home is all, and you had found a new boy toy to play with. I was only the third wheel."
"Nice try, Roxie. You were running and you know it. Why you ran from a hunk like that I will never know."
"What hunk would that be?"
"Did you leave your brain behind along with your shoe when you high-tailed it out of the club? Come on, Roxie. That man was to die for and he seemed really into you."
"You talked to Beowulf?” This was so not what Roxie wanted to hear. Candice would never understand. Christ, even she didn't understand. It wasn't as if she had met other men who snarled like an animal and had glowing eyes.
"Ah ha, you are so busted. You know exactly which hunk I'm talking about. And, yes, I did talk to Beowulf last night after you bailed on me. He said he helped you after you twisted your ankle. And that you had gotten spooked and left your shoe behind. He asked where you lived so he could return it."
Roxie closed her eyes and began to silently pray, please don't say you gave him my address, please don't say you gave him my address. “And?"
Candice fell silent for a few seconds. “Well, I kind of gave him your address."
"Candice! How could you?"
"I'm sorry, Roxie. It seemed like an all right thing to do last night, but now that I'm talking to you about it, I'm getting the impression I may have made a mistake."
"You can say that again."
"I thought it was sweet that he wanted to personally return your shoe. It's almost like Cinderella and her glass slipper."
"Well I hate to tell you this, but Beowulf is no prince and I'm sure as hell no Cinderella."
"I can see you are in a fine mood this morning, Rox. Like I said before, I'm sorry. I just think you're making a mistake letting that one go. At least I gave you some kind of warning. If I were you, I would get out of bed. He will probably show up in the next couple of hours."
Roxie rubbed her throbbing temples. She now had a monster of a headache. “I'm going to hang up on you now, Candice. And to give you fair warning, I'm going to get you back for this."
Candice laughed. “I wouldn't expect anything less. Cheer up, hon. You never know, he could be the one. Call me and tell me what happens."
"Yeah, right.” Roxie hung up the phone.
Looking over at her bedroom clock, Roxie swore under her breath. It was barely ten in the morning and after the sleepless night she'd had, she wanted nothing more than to burrow deeper into her covers and sleep until noon. But now that Mr. Freaky was coming to call that was no longer an option.
Throwing back the covers, Roxie dragged herself out of bed. Muttering to herself, she showered and dressed. Not wanting to give Beowulf any ideas, she dressed comfortably and not to impress. She wore cut off jean shorts and a tank top. Not one to fuss with her hair even on a good day, she left it down, letting it air dry.
Downstairs she headed for the living room. Picking up her laptop where it sat on the coffee table, Roxie crossed the room to the smaller room just off it. This room was the perfect size for her office and one of the main reasons why she had bought the house. Having her own small web design business allowed her to work out of her house. She had wanted a separate room to set up her computers on the main floor.
Leaving the laptop on her desk, she switched on her desktop computer. Waiting for it to boot up, Roxie mentally went over the projects she was currently working on. Even though it was a Sunday, she wanted to work for a couple of hours. She enjoyed what she did and never felt as if it was work. Computers and the internet were her life. Because of that, Candice called her a computer geek, as well as a hermit. Unlike her friend, Roxie was quite happy to sit at home working on the computer all day and watching television in the evenings. She didn't need to be out at the clubs. She had only agreed to go out the night before because Candice had finally worn her down with her constant nagging. And look where that had gotten her.
Pulling up the files she needed, Roxie lost herself in her work. Thoughts of Beowulf and his supposed visit were pushed aside, forgotten. When the doorbell rang an hour later, she decided to ignore whoever was calling and continued to work.
* * * *
Putting his black Mercedes-Benz cabriolet into park, Beowulf stared at Roxie's modest two-story house. Like the woman who owned it, it was pleasing to the eye in a subtle way. It was no showpiece home.
Before getting out of the car, Beowulf glanced at his reflection in the rear view mirror. Even though he had the top up on the car, he wanted to make sure he looked presentable. For some reason he felt nervous about seeing Roxie again. Maybe it was because of what she was to him, or it could be from all the erotic dreams he'd had of her during the night. All he knew was that he couldn't mess up a second time with Roxie. If she rejected him once again, he didn't know what he was capable of doing. Until he claimed her as his own, he was a walking time bomb waiting to go off, something the males of his race suffered through when finding their mates. But with Roxie for his mate it made matters that much worse. She wasn't a female from his race and would not know what was expected of her.
Beowulf walked up to the front door and rang the doorbell. In one hand he carried Roxie's shoe. Not hearing anyone moving inside the house, he rang the bell a second time. Candice had assured him Roxie would be home, that she was always at home. Still not hearing any sounds coming from inside the house, he pounded on the door with his fist. That seemed to work. Footsteps heading toward the door soon reached his ears. Roxie yanked open the door and much to his surprise glared at him.
"What do you want?"
Beowulf smiled down at her. She looked pissed as hell at him, something he was better equipped to handle than the fear he had seen in her eyes the night before. “Nice to see you again, Roxie. Your friend was nice enough to tell me where you lived so I could return your shoe. Can I come in?"
Not taking any chances, Beowulf crowded her until she took a few steps back allowing him to walk into the house. He shut the door behind him. Roxie scowled at him then turned on her heel and walked away.
Without turning around, she said, “Just put the shoe down anywhere, then you can leave."
Feeling just a little flustered, Beowulf watched Roxie disappear into the other room. She was definitely not acting like a chosen mate should. Putting her shoe on the coffee table in the living room, he stepped through the doorway where Roxie had disappeared. He found her sitting behind a desk, typing away on the keyboard of her computer.
Unable to see another chair in the room, Beowulf sat on the edge of the desk across from where Roxie worked. One glance at the computer screen was enough for him to know he had no idea what she was doing. It looked like a bunch of nonsense to him. “What are you working on?"
Roxie's stopped typing and slowly turned her head to look at him. She seemed surprised to see him there. “Not that it's any of your business, I'm working. I thought I told you to leave."
"What kind of work do you do?” Beowulf chose to ignore the last part of what she had said. He had no intentions of leaving and she would have to accept that.
"I'm a web designer.” Turning back around, she began typing once more.
Beowulf bristled with irritation. His fist clenched against his thigh and he concentrated to keep the scowl off his face. Usually when potential mates found each other they had a hard time keeping their hands off one another. He knew he was feeling it. Being close to Roxie, able to smell her scent, to be near enough to touch her, caused his body to go rock hard. He fought the urge to yank her out of her chair and put her on the desk so he could bury himself inside her. It was a blow to his male ego that Roxie didn't seem as affected as he was.
* * * *
Roxie forced herself to keep her eyes glued to the computer screen. Having Beowulf sitting on the edge of her desk watching her work was doing wicked things to her body. On the outside she appeared not to be noticing him, but on the inside it was the total opposite. He took up so much space that her office seemed too small with him in it. The room was filling up with his scent. Each breath she took was laced with it. It made her think of how it had felt having his hard body pressed to hers, his mouth devouring her. She could still taste him in her mouth. Why wouldn't he leave? He was so much out of her league it wasn't even funny. Everything about Beowulf screamed sex. She couldn't shake the feeling that if she acted on her impulses he would want not just her body, but her soul as well. Roxie didn't do well with letting other people that close to her. If she did, she usually was found lacking in some way.
Without any warning, Beowulf moved off her desk and yanked her chair back before he pounced on her. He slung her over one shoulder so her head hung down his back. He then walked out of her office.
Feeling as if all the blood was rushing to her head, Roxie asked, “What do you think you are doing? Where are you taking me?"
Having found the stairs to the upper level, Beowulf moved in their direction. “To bed. It's what we both want and I'm not going to have you push me away.” Having reached the upstairs level, he calmly asked, “Which one is your bedroom?"
Rearing up on his shoulder, Roxie tried to break Beowulf's hold. “I never said anything about going to bed with you. Put me down."
"Be still.” Beowulf turned his head and bit her on her shapely bottom.
Roxie yelped. “Ouch! Put me down right this minute."
When Beowulf only chuckled, she figured two could play at his game. Letting herself hang down his back once more, she pinched his ass, hard, digging her nails into it for good measure. She didn't let go until the hold he had on her slipped enough for her to squirm out of his arms. Roxie sprinted down the hall to her room, hoping to have bought enough time to close the door before Beowulf could follow her inside. His hand blocked the door before she could slam it shut. Backing away from him, Roxie tried to put some distance between them.
Rubbing his butt, Beowulf stalked Roxie around the room. “That wasn't very nice. I should make you kiss it better."
She continued to walk backwards until her back came up against the wall. He quickly caged her in, placing his hands on the wall on either side of her head. Beowulf could move fast. One minute he was across the room from her and the next he had her trapped. Roxie gulped and kept her eyes on his broad chest. If she looked into his eyes, she knew she would be lost.
Taking a step closer, Beowulf brought their bodies together. She could feel every inch of him against her. Already fully aroused, he pressed his erection into her, showing her how much he wanted her. “Don't you want me, Roxie? I know I want you. I've done nothing but think about having you since last night."
Roxie closed her eyes as liquid heat pooled between her legs. Oh she wanted him all right, but not like this. They were going way too fast. “I will admit I'm attracted to you, Beowulf.” When he lowered his head to claim her lips, she gently pushed his head away. “Wait. Hear me out. You can't expect me to jump into bed with you just because we have the hots for each other. I don't know what the other women you have been with are like, but I'm not like that. I barely know you and I sure as hell don't hop into the sack with just anyone."
"Is that what you think, Roxie? That I have the hots for you and I only want to bed you?” Beowulf shook his head. “I can honestly tell you, it's much more than that to me."
"How can that be? We only met last night. I'm not sure how I feel about you. You come on way too strong for me, Beowulf. Quite frankly, you scare the crap out of me."
Beowulf stiffened at Roxie's confession. “I'm not trying to. Look, let's start over. Okay? Let me take you out for dinner tonight. I promise to take things slower."
Looking Beowulf in his gorgeous blue eyes, she could see he was sincere. Biting her lower lip, Roxie nodded her head. “Okay. I'll have dinner with you tonight."
Before Roxie could protest, Beowulf captured her lips and kissed her soundly. He seemed to be savoring the taste of her, almost as if he had to make it last until he saw her again. Releasing her, he rested his forehead against hers and groaned. “You're killing me, Roxie. I'll pick you up around six."
Roxie was only able to nod her head. After Beowulf left the room and she heard the front door shut behind him, she slid down the wall to sit on the floor. He had turned her legs to jelly. If he kissed her like that again, he would turn her brain into mush. Picking herself up, Roxie headed downstairs to her office. There were too many hours between now and when Beowulf was to pick her up. She needed to get back to work or she would end up spending the rest of the day having sexual fantasies about him. And that wouldn't do at all.
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Chapter Four
Beowulf drove up the winding drive that led to his home. In contrast to Roxie's small house, his was quite large. The sprawling mansion had been in his family for several years. After his parents’ passing, it had become his. It really was too large for him, but he couldn't bear to part with it.
Opening the front door, Beowulf scanned the large entranceway. Immediately his gaze fell on the man who stood leaning negligently against the wall where he had a perfect view of the front door. Beowulf had hoped he could avoid his brother, but obviously that was not to be.
"I take it all didn't go as you expected. If it had, you would not be back here so quickly unless you had your mate in tow."
"Shut up, Wade. I'm not in the mood to deal with you right now."
Pushing away from the wall, Wade followed Beowulf into the spacious living room. Beowulf moved to the bar and poured himself a shot of scotch.
"Went that badly, did it?” Wade asked.
Beowulf finished the scotch in one swallow. “You could say that. Roxie is not one of us. She is resisting me."
"Are you sure she is your mate? I can't recall a human ever being a mate to one of our kind before."
"It has happened in the past. A very long time ago. You weren't even born yet, that is why you don't remember it.” There were a lot of years between him and his younger brother—a great many years. Their parents had thought there would be no other children born to them after Beowulf. Wade had been their miracle child.
"If she's resisting you, what are you going to do about it?"
Beowulf poured himself another shot of Scotch. “I have to woo her.” When his brother began to howl with laughter, he tilted the Scotch down his throat. Placing the empty glass down on the bar, he turned to look at Wade. “You can stop laughing anytime. I don't particularly find anything about this amusing."
Slowly bringing himself back under control, Wade shook his head. “Woo her? Beowulf, you aren't the wooing type. I've never known you to romance a woman. The tactic you use to get a woman into bed is to overwhelm her with your massive sex appeal then batter her down until she can't resist any longer. You wouldn't know how to romance a woman to save your life."
"Well, brother of mine, this is when I get to pick your brain. You're the romancer of the family.” Throwing an arm across Wade's shoulders, Beowulf grinned. “You are going to help me. I have a date with Roxie this evening and I need everything to be perfect."
Wade groaned. “What did I do to earn this punishment?” Beowulf's serious tone had him heading to the bar so he could pour himself a drink. “I think I'm up to the challenge, but we have to get started now. You have a lot to learn and not enough hours to do it. All I can say is your mate had better be worth it."
"She is. And if this doesn't work, I'll just tie her to my bed and keep her there until she accepts me."
* * * *
Roxie looked at the mound of clothes piled on her bed. She couldn't make up her mind what to wear for her date with Beowulf. She was having mixed emotions about this evening. On one hand she was drawn to him and on the other she wanted to get far, far away from him. But the part of her that wanted to be with him was winning the battle. After Beowulf had left, she had spent the rest of the day remembering how it felt to be in his arms, to have his lips claiming hers. Her traitorous body ached for him.
After going through every article of clothing she owned, Roxie had found something wrong with each one. She hated being so indecisive. It was so unlike her. When the doorbell rang, she nearly jumped out of her skin. It couldn't be Beowulf already. It just couldn't be. Looking over at the clock she was shocked to see how late it was. She had been deciding on what to wear for the last hour and a half and had found nothing suitable. She had to cancel their date.
Marching down the stairs, determined not to let Beowulf sway her, Roxie yanked open the front door. Beowulf arched a brow in her direction as he took in the tank top and shorts she still wore. Roxie squared her shoulders and tried to put what she hoped was a serious look on her face. “I think I made a mistake. I don't think I should go out with you tonight."
"Why?” Beowulf drawled. He wrapped his fingers around her wrist, holding her in place.
Unable to stay firm with Beowulf touching her, Roxie ducked her head and said sheepishly, “I don't have anything to wear."
Using his other hand to tip her head back so she looked up at him, Beowulf smiled at Roxie. “Is that all? It doesn't matter to me what you wear. If I had my way, you wouldn't be wearing anything at all."
Roxie's breath caught in her throat. The man was pure sin. “You may have no problem with me walking around naked, but I do. I'm not like the other women you date. I'm not into the hair, clothes and make up thing. I don't normally dress how I was dressed last night. That was Candice's doing. I prefer to be in shorts rather than a skirt."
"Then I have to say you're already dressed.” Before Roxie could react, Beowulf picked her up and flung her over his shoulder. Stepping into the house, he snagged her keys from the key rack on the wall next to the door. He locked the front door before taking her to his car.
"This is starting to become a habit with you, Beowulf. You have to stop acting like a caveman, hauling me over your shoulder every time I don't do what you want."
"If you would stop being so unreasonable then I wouldn't find it necessary to do it. But there are perks having you in this position.” To emphasize his words, he fondled her backside, then let his hand dip briefly between Roxie's legs. She jerked in his arms.
Opening the passenger door of the car, Beowulf gently placed Roxie in the seat. Once she was belted in, he slid into the driver's side. She tried to ignore him as he pulled out of the driveway but it was impossible. Her face was flushed, heating with every stroke of the glances he cast her way.
She was lost. Roxie didn't want to accept it, but it was the truth. She was becoming obsessed with Beowulf. That simple brush of his hand against her most intimate spot proved it. Even now sitting beside him, not even touching him, she could think of nothing else but having him. She ached for his touch, actually craved him. She didn't think she could make it through the evening without jumping him. It was as if she were in heat. If she didn't have him, she would go crazy. Each time he touched her, the feeling grew stronger.
When the car slowed and Beowulf pulled into the parking lot, Roxie realized he had taken her to Wulf's Den. She could only hope he didn't plan on staying there all evening. Her clothes wouldn't exactly stand up to the dress code, and being barefoot only made matters worse. Before she could question him, Beowulf got out of the car and came around to her side to help her out. Linking his fingers through hers, he led her around to the back door. It took only a few seconds for him to unlock the door and usher her inside.
Beowulf pulled Roxie into the main part of the nightclub. It was too early for the club to be open. The room was empty except for a man who stood behind the bar with his back toward them. Realizing he was no longer alone, he turned and smiled at them. Roxie couldn't take her eyes off him. Was everyone who worked at the nightclub drop dead gorgeous? This guy stood as tall as Beowulf and had the same muscular build. Even his eyes were the exact shade of blue. The only difference was his hair, which was a rich chestnut while Beowulf's was black as night. Their looks were so similar Roxie could only assume the man was related to Beowulf in some way. Beowulf's next words proved her correct in her thinking.
"Roxie, this is my brother, Wade, and you can stop staring at him. You're with me this evening and I don't share."
Embarrassed at being caught staring, Roxie blushed. “Nice to meet you, Wade.” He was incredibly good looking, but Beowulf's looks appealed to her more. Turning to Beowulf she apologized. “Sorry. I didn't mean to stare. It's only, well, do you hire only really good-looking men? I couldn't help noticing that last night."
* * * *
Beowulf smiled to himself. His people were known for their good looks. A great number of his employees either were from his pack or were connected to it in some way. “It wasn't intentional.” Turning to his brother, Beowulf asked, “Is everything ready?"
Wade nodded his head while giving Roxie a knowing smile. “Yes. I'll make sure no one disturbs you."
"Good."
Assured they would have no uninvited guests, Beowulf led Roxie up to his office. He opened the door and quickly looked around the room. He was going to owe his brother big time for this. The room was perfect. Standing aside, he waved Roxie into the room. He could tell from the look on her face his brother had thought of everything. While Roxie took her time looking around the room, Beowulf quietly closed and locked the door.
Roxie gulped. Candles were set up on almost every available space and the soft glow of candlelight filled the room. Soft music played in the background. The couch had been pushed out of the way. In the center of the room one of the tables from the club was set up, draped with a white tablecloth, and holding two place settings and a vase filled with a dozen red roses. A bottle of white wine sat chilling in an ice bucket.
Pulling out one of the chairs, Beowulf seated Roxie. He poured her a glass of wine before he served food from the hot trays set up on his desk. Not knowing what type of food Roxie liked, he had the chef at the club prepare something simple. The aroma of beef tenderloin, roasted potatoes and grilled vegetables filled the room making his mouth water. Sitting down across from her, Beowulf popped a piece of meat into his mouth. It was done to perfection, juicy and pink. Beowulf sighed in contentment.
Looking across the table to see how Roxie was enjoying her meal, Beowulf found her staring intently at his mouth. All the blood in his veins surged to his cock, giving him an instant rock hard erection. “Roxie, if you don't stop looking at me like that the food will go to waste."
Roxie took a sip of wine before she carefully placed it back down on the table. “I'm not sure I will be able to eat. I can't believe I'm going to say this, it's so not like me, but I would rather taste you."
Beowulf sent his chair flying and dragged Roxie to him. Wrapping an arm around her waist, he held her pinned to his body. He threaded his fingers through her hair, holding her head where he wanted it. “All you had to do was ask. I'm happy to oblige.” With a growl he lowered his mouth to hers.
Roxie seemed to give herself up to the sensations surging through her body as she wound her arms around his neck. She no longer resisted him. He wanted her to feel things no other man could make her feel. She could either fight how she felt for him, putting them both through hell, or she could accept what he was offering her. She surrendered herself into his keeping and greedily returned his kiss.
All the promises he had made to himself about taking it slow with Roxie flew out the window. Molding her body to his, Beowulf devoured her sweet mouth. He couldn't get enough of her. Feeling her go soft in his arms, he released her hair and trailed hot, wet kisses down the slim column of her throat. Pressing his lips against the artery in her neck, he could feel her blood racing through her veins. Making a rumbling sound in the back of this throat, Beowulf moved lower. He intended to lick every inch of Roxie's body before the night was through. To know her body as well as he knew his own. To fill his lungs with her scent so it would be forever imprinted inside his head, never forgotten.
Beowulf pushed Roxie up against the wall, pinning her with his body. Lifting her leg, he wrapped it around his waist. Stepping into the space between their bodies, he shoved the hard ridge of his cock against her sex. Roxie pushed back on him and moaned. Beowulf bent his head and laved the top of her breasts with his tongue.
Roxie's knees gave out on her. If not for him holding her, she would have slid down the wall. He pressed against her core, thrusting. Panting, she held him to her as he tugged at the neckline of her top with his teeth. When it didn't go low enough, Beowulf grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it over her head. Cupping her full breasts, he suckled her through the lacy material of her bra. Roxie arched her back giving him better access.
Unhooking Roxie's bra, Beowulf let it fall to the floor. He feasted his eyes on her full breasts. Placing his hands under them, he flicked his tongue across each taut nipple. “So beautiful. I have to see more of you."
Slipping open her shorts, he tugged them down her body until they pooled at her ankles. Beowulf went down on his knees, pulled her shorts free, and dragged his tongue across Roxie's flat stomach. Reaching her belly button, he swirled his tongue inside, making her stomach muscles quiver. He encountered the top of her panties when he moved lower. Taking them in his teeth, he slowly pulled them down her body and tossed them aside.
Beowulf ran his hands up the inside of her legs, spreading her open before him. Dipping his head he flicked his tongue across her clit. Roxie closed her eyes as his tongue stroked her. He opened her even more. Pushing one finger inside her, he sucked and licked her clit until she was panting. Her legs started to shake as he stoked the fire raging inside her ever higher. A second finger joined the first. Beowulf moved them in and out of her, rubbing and stretching her. He replaced his fingers with his tongue, Roxie moaned.
* * * *
Holding his head to her, Roxie rocked her hips against his mouth. The pressure built inside her. She was so close. Her release was almost upon her when Beowulf alternated between jabbing his tongue into her hot opening and laving her clit with the flat of his tongue. Her climax hit her hard making her hips jerk. Gasping and moaning, she pushed against Beowulf harder. He licked and sucked until her body stopped convulsing.
Lost in the after affects of her release, the low growl that left Beowulf's throat hardly registered. She wanted more of him. She needed his cock inside her, riding her hard. Grabbing at his shirt, Roxie pulled Beowulf up and locked her mouth to his. She could taste herself on him. Reaching for his pants, she quickly pushed them open. Pulling them down past his hips, she freed the part of him that she wanted deep inside her.
Wrapping her fingers around his thick cock, she slid her hand down the length of him. Beowulf groaned. Lifting one of her legs around his waist, he brushed her hand aside and pushed the head of his penis into her. Before he could push home, the sound of someone pounding on his office door brought them back to awareness. Cursing under his breath, Beowulf released Roxie and cracked open the door.
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Chapter Five
"I thought I wasn't going to be disturbed.” Beowulf growled at his brother.
"Sorry, bro.” Looking down, Wade couldn't help noticing he had interrupted at the wrong time. “We have a slight problem."
"I'm sure you can handle it.” Beowulf moved to shut the door, but Wade pushed the door back open.
"This problem is not something I can handle on my own. If you don't come down and fix it, we could have a fight on our hands."
Beowulf focused his acute hearing on the sounds drifting up from the club. Underneath the pounding music, he could hear grumblings of anger. What complaints could the man have this time? “Fine. Give me a few minutes then I'll be down."
Shutting the door, he took a deep breath before turning to face Roxie. Seeing her standing against the wall, naked, he had to resist the urge to sweep her back into his arms. Instead, he adjusted himself and zipped up his jeans. Roxie wrapped her arms across her chest and looked down at her feet.
"Something has come up down in the club, something only I can take care of. Stay here. When I come back, I'm going to finish what we started.” Taking a deep breath he pulled her scent into his lungs before stepping out of the room.
* * * *
Approaching the small group congregated near the bar, Beowulf mentally prepared himself to confront his nemesis. The man had a great sense of timing to have picked tonight of all nights to stir up crap. “Hello, Gren. Have you come to drink or to have your ass thrown out as usual?"
"As if I would touch anything you had to offer."
Beowulf felt his hackles rise. Gren was definitely spoiling for a fight. If Roxie wasn't waiting upstairs for him, he would have gladly obliged. “I'm not in the mood for your bullshit, Gren."
The other man curled his lip and moved to stand nose to nose with Beowulf. Being of equal height and body mass, when they crossed paths, it usually ended in a draw. And they had butted heads numerous times.
"I wouldn't provoke me if I were you, Beowulf. One of these times I may get the upper hand and your days of playing the high and mighty leader will be finished."
"I'd like to see you try. If you're done antagonizing me, Gren, either say what you have on your mind or get the hell out of my club."
Taking a step back, Gren gave a sly smile. “I hear you have a new woman friend. A mortal human woman to be exact."
Grabbing the front of his shirt, Beowulf slammed Gren up against the bar. He growled in warning. “You will stay the fuck away from her. You come within a foot of her, I'll rip your throat out."
"I do believe this woman means a great deal to you. Has the great Beowulf lost his heart to a mortal? She must be extraordinary if that's the case. When do I get to meet her?"
Realizing they were drawing the attention of the non-pack patrons in the club, Beowulf relaxed his hold on the other man. “Outside. Now.” Knowing Gren would follow, he marched outside and headed for the back alley.
* * * *
Her body still throbbing from release, Roxie gathered up her scattered clothes and quickly dressed. There was no way she was going to stand there naked waiting for Beowulf to return. And that had been one hell of an orgasm. The man had a magical tongue and he sure knew how to use it. Oral sex usually wasn't a big deal to Roxie. She didn't mind going down on a guy, in fact, she found it a turn on, but having a guy go down on her never did anything for her. She never reached an orgasm that way. She had thought she was defective in that area. But she hadn't been today. That fact alone made her want to keep Beowulf around. If oral sex was that great with him, lovemaking should be mind-blowing.
Hearing raised voices coming from the direction of the back alley, Roxie walked over to the room's only window and pushed back the curtains to look out. The window had a bird's eye view of the alley below and what she saw was a disturbing sight. Beowulf stood at the back end of the alley confronting what looked like a huge dog. Peering closer, Roxie realized that was no dog. The thing had to be a wolf, but it was the largest wolf she had ever seen. What would a wolf be doing in the middle of downtown San Francisco?
As she watched, the wolf took a menacing step toward Beowulf. It growled and its rusty brown fur bristled around its large neck. When Beowulf made no move to escape, a chill went down Roxie's spine. Turning back to the room, she searched for something she could use as a weapon. Her eyes landed on the half empty bottle of wine sitting in the ice bucket. Snatching it up, she walked out of the room.
Not wanting to be seen because of the way she was dressed, Roxie stealthily made her way downstairs and out the back door of the club. After quietly shutting the door behind her, she froze. There were now two large wolves in the alley. A coal black wolf had joined the first one.
The wolves seemed to ignore her as their deep throated growls echoed in the alley. Looking around, Roxie couldn't see Beowulf anywhere. As she searched the shadows for him, she slowly inched forward. The man seemed to have disappeared. Then it hit her. She was alone in a dark alley with two extremely large wolves with only a bottle of wine to defend herself. Not the smartest thing she had ever done.
When the growling ceased, Roxie knew she had been spotted. The first wolf with the rusty brown fur had turned and appeared to be slowly stalking her. The black wolf snarled and snapped his teeth at the first. The brown wolf ignored the threat and continued to move forward.
Not wanting to make any sudden movements, Roxie slowly backed up. The wolf matched her steps, keeping what little distance there was between them. Remembering the wine bottle she held, Roxie threw what was left of the wine in the wolf's face and it yelped as the alcohol splashed into its eyes. Shaking its head, it left the alley at a run.
That's one down and one to go. The black wolf hadn't moved from the spot at the back of the alley. It was no longer growling and seemed to be staring at her. Cautiously it walked toward her. Mesmerized by its blue eyes, Roxie froze. Before it reached her, she shook her head, breaking the spell.
Roxie raised the wine bottle above her head. “Nice wolfy. You can just run along and go play with your friend. You don't want to bite me.” The wolf cocked its head at her as if listening to her, but that didn't stop it from walking toward her.
Taking aim, Roxie sent the wine bottle flying. She had intended to hit the wolf in the head or an equally damaging body part, but of course her aim had to be off. The bottle hit the pavement inches in front of the wolf and smashed, sending shards of glass into its chest. The wolf yelped and jumped straight up into the air. Landing on all fours, it ran past Roxie, brushing up against her leg before leaving her alone in the dark alley.
Roxie's legs started to shake. She hoped she hadn't hurt the wolf too badly. It really was a beautiful animal and its fur had felt quite soft as it brushed against her bare leg. She was just glad it hadn't decided to take chunk out of her before running away.
Now all she had to do was go find Beowulf. Roxie wondered if he had somehow managed to make it back to his office without her seeing him. Walking through the back door, she couldn't see how that was possible. I would have seen him, wouldn't I?
* * * *
The office was empty and it didn't look as if Beowulf had been back at all. The food still sat on the table where they had left it. Sitting down on the couch, Roxie decided it was best to stay put. Beowulf had told her not to leave his office in the first place, so it should be here he would come looking for her. Minutes ticked by and Beowulf still didn't return. When her stomach growled loudly, Roxie decided the food was too good to waste. Returning to the table, she sat down to eat. The food was now cold but it tasted delicious. After eating everything on her plate, she slowly sipped what wine was left in her glass. Considering she had chucked the rest of it at one of the wolves, she wouldn't be getting a second glass anytime soon.
She had now been back in the office for an hour with no sign of Beowulf. She went from being worried about him to being completely ticked off. What the hell was keeping him? Did he forget he has me stashed away in his office? Having reached the limit of her patience and feeling as if she had been stood up, Roxie picked up the office phone. Pushing buttons until she got an outside line, she dialed Candice's number. Luckily her friend was at home.
"Roxie what are you doing calling me? I thought you had a hot date with Beowulf this evening."
"I did, but now I don't."
"Okay, now I'm confused."
"Never mind. Come pick me up and I'll explain it to you during the ride home."
"Aren't you at home?"
"Of course I'm not. If I was, do you think I would be calling you for a lift? I'm at Wulf's Den. Oh, and can you bring my spare set of house keys?"
"What happened to your set?"
Starting to lose her cool, Roxie snapped. “Just get into your damn car and come pick me up, Candice. I need to get out of here, now."
"All right, all right. No need to be rude about it. I'll pick you up at the front of the club in fifteen minutes."
"Sorry for snapping at you, Candy. It's just been one of those nights where I don't know whether I'm coming or going. I'll be waiting for you."
Hanging up the phone, Roxie decided to see if she could find her keys before she left. After searching the top of Beowulf's desk and any unlocked drawers, she realized he must still have her keys in his pants pocket. Just terrific, now she would have to get her locks changed.
Roxie managed to walk out the front doors of the club without drawing too much attention to herself. When the bouncer at the door gave her a strange look, she pulled her shoulders back, and with as much dignity as she could muster in bare feet, walked over to the curb where Candice sat waiting in her car. Before shutting the car door, she looked over at the bouncer and found him laughing at her. Hunching down in her seat, she looked away and stared out the windshield. Can I be any more embarrassed?
* * * *
Weaving her way into traffic, Candice shook her head. “Now are you going to tell me what is going on? And why are you dressed like that to go out on a date? I'm almost embarrassed enough to disown you as a friend."
Roxie blew a breath out in a huff. “I so don't need you to start in on my clothes right now. It wasn't my choice of what to wear. Believe me, I wasn't given much choice. That man is a Neanderthal. He just slung me over his shoulder, snatched up my keys, and hauled me away."
Candice appeared to be biting the inside of her cheek to stop from laughing. If her friend so much as laughed at her, it would only make her madder. “I assume that man is Beowulf. So let me get this straight. He just showed up at your house and took you away? You didn't do anything that may have made him feel as if he had no other choice?"
"Well, not exactly."
"What did you do this time, Rox?"
"Nothing! Why is it you always think I did something wrong?"
"Because you usually do."
Knowing Candice wouldn't let it go until she was proved right or wrong, Roxie sighed. “Fine. Maybe it had a little bit to do with me. I couldn't find anything to wear, so when Beowulf arrived, I told him I had changed my mind about going out with him."
"Roxie. What am I going to do with you?"
Pulling into the driveway, Candice passed Roxie her spare set of keys then followed her inside. She threw herself down on the couch and waited for Roxie to continue her story. But when Roxie took the extra time to make sure the front door was securely locked, Candice loudly cleared her throat. “Well?"
Roxie sat down on the couch and turned to face Candice. “I don't know, Candy. Beowulf is great looking and all, but there's something not right with him. I can't put my finger on it."
"Humph. Don't talk to me about weird men."
Relieved to be able to get the subject off herself, Roxie asked, “The new guy didn't work out?"
"No. The guy was great looking eye candy, but he was a few bricks short of a load. When we went back to my place for a couple drinks, he made a move on me.” Candice shuddered. “The man was all teeth. After he bit me twice and growled like some kind of animal, I told him to leave. Then the idiot had the audacity to say he thought I would want him to bite me. That he thought I was one of the others that came to the club and that it was all an act. I made him leave anyway."
Roxie bit her lip. Was Beowulf's growling all an act too? She didn't think so. And Candice hadn't said anything about glowing eyes. “Sorry it didn't work out, Candice."
"Enough about me. What happened to you tonight?"
"Things seemed to be going all right, even though Beowulf acted like a caveman in the beginning. He took me to Wulf's Den where he had his office all set for a romantic dinner. The room was lit with dozens of candles and he had roses."
"So..."
"So we got interrupted by Beowulf's brother. Something was going on down at the club and Beowulf apparently was the only one who could fix it, whatever that was. The man left and never came back. I wasn't going to wait around for hours."
"Beowulf has a brother? And what exactly did he interrupt?” Candice smiled knowingly.
Roxie shook her head and absently scratched an itchy spot on her left wrist. “Is that all you ever think of? Men and sex?"
"Of course. Without them, life would be boring. I agree with you that it wasn't right for Beowulf to leave you waiting like that. Are you sure he'd forgotten about you?"
"I'm pretty sure. When he wasn't in the back alley with the wolf I figured he would be back."
"Whoa, there. Back up. What wolf? Roxie, there aren't any wild wolves in San Francisco."
"That's what I thought. After Beowulf left, I heard loud voices coming from the alley. When I looked out the window, I saw Beowulf was down there. The largest wolf I've ever seen had him cornered. So I went to see if I could help."
"Are you crazy, Roxie? The thing could have turned on you. What did Beowulf do when you showed up?"
"That's the strangest part. When I got down to the alley, Beowulf had vanished. Instead of one wolf as I had seen earlier, there were two."
"Two wolves? And you were alone in the alley with them? You must be insane."
"Well obviously I survived the ordeal.” Her left wrist was really itchy now. Could she be having an allergic reaction from the food she had eaten for dinner?
Roxie continued clawing at her wrist until Candice brushed her hand aside. “Stop scratching that. You'll only make it worse."
"I can't help it. It's really itchy. I wonder if I'm allergic to something.” The skin around her wrist was not only itchy, but red and bumpy looking, almost as if she had hives.
"If you don't stop clawing, you'll end up with an infection. Go put something on it.” Standing, Candice headed for the door. “I'm going to run. Unlike some other people, I have to get up early for work tomorrow. Try not to let tonight make you think the worst of Beowulf. There's probably a logical explanation for all this. Give him a chance. You don't want to pass up a good thing."
Closing the door behind Candice, Roxie thought about what she had said. Maybe Candice was right. Maybe she had acted a little hasty in her decision that Beowulf had stood her up. Still scratching at her wrist, Roxie went upstairs to the bathroom. She pulled gauze and some cortisone cream out of the medicine chest. If she didn't get some relief from this rash, she would never get to sleep.
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Chapter Six
"How did this happen again?"
Beowulf glared at Wade. His brother couldn't quite wipe the smile off his face. “I told you already. The wine bottle shattered when Roxie threw it at me."
Even though Beowulf scowled fiercely at him, Wade didn't hold back his laughter. “That's priceless. Our valiant leader is brought low by a woman wielding a bottle of wine."
Beowulf winced as Wade pulled another sliver of glass out of his chest. They were down in the club's cellar. There was a hidden entrance to the cellar that only members of his pack knew about. The room was set up for just such emergencies. Being wounded and stuck out in the open with mortals about was never a good thing. They tended to overreact when seeing one of his people in wolf form.
"At least she got rid of Gren for me."
"She saw both of you?"
"Yes. She threw the wine in Gren's face. Me, she threw the bottle at."
Wade began to howl with laughter. “Two male werewolves in their prime and one mortal sends them both running with their tails between their legs."
"My tail was not between my legs. Now hurry up and finish so I can get back to Roxie. Lord knows what's going through her head."
The door leading back up to the club cracked open and Carl, the club bouncer, stuck his head into the room. “Hey, boss. I thought you'd like to know your woman left about five minutes ago."
Beowulf cursed under his breath. When will Roxie ever stop running from me? “Thanks, Carl. Did you happen to see where she went?"
"Yeah. The looker that was here with her the other night picked her up. Now that one I would like to get a piece of."
"I'll see what I can do about introducing you.” Beowulf shook his head after Carl shut the door. The big man had a soft spot for petite, beautiful women. And the surprising thing was the women didn't seem to mind having the bald-headed, hulking bouncer showing interest in them.
"What are you going to do about Roxie?"
Beowulf hissed as his brother pulled out a particularly large piece of glass. “For now, nothing. I have to heal first. Roxie isn't stupid. She will be able to put one and one together and figure out it was me in the alley. I don't want her finding out that way. I want to slowly ease her into it."
"You know she may be upset with you. For all she knows, you forgot about her. Why else would she have called for her friend to pick her up?"
Beowulf grinned as he fished the set of keys out of his jeans pocket and held them up. “As long as I have her keys, I have the upper hand. I never said I was going to play fair."
* * * *
She felt free as she ran through the forest. This was where she belonged. All her worries fell away, leaving nothing but a sense of peace behind. Looking behind her, she tried to see if he followed. Laughing to herself, she hid behind the largest tree she could find. Whenever they came to the deepest part of the forest, they played this game. They both enjoyed the hunt, him as the hunter and her as the hunted. The roles never changed. She knew he would find her eventually, she counted on it. For being caught was the best part of the whole game. Once he found her, he would pull her down to the forest floor and make love to her. Her body already throbbed in anticipation.
Peering around the tree, she spied the large wolf a few yards away. His nose was down, sniffing, trying to pick up her scent. She quickly ducked back behind her hiding spot. Placing a hand over her mouth, she tried to stifle her laughter. Daring to look again, she found the wolf almost upon her. Shrieking with laughter, she picked up her skirt and took off at a run. The large wolf easily kept up with her, running at her side. When she could no longer run anymore, she stopped; the wolf licked her hand, then moved a little away from her. Reaching for the fastenings of her gown, she waited.
The wolf's shape blurred then slowly changed until a man stood in its place. Her lover smiled at her and took her into his arms. Already naked, she could feel how aroused their game had made him. Looking lovingly into his glowing eyes, she smiled as he took off her gown. With a growl, her wolf lover pulled her down to the forest floor.
Gasping for air, Roxie bolted upright in her bed. The dream had seemed so real. She could almost feel strong arms wrapped around her. As a child she had dreamed of wolves, but they had stopped once she hit her teenage years. And they had never been as erotic as the one she'd just had. It must have been seeing the wolves at the club that had set it off.
Knowing she wouldn't be able to go back to sleep, Roxie stretched and got out of bed. Before getting into the shower, she decided to see what her rash looked like. Pulling off the gauze, she found it still a mess. A red lumpy rash now circled her whole left wrist about an inch in width. It didn't itch anymore but it was tender to the touch as she found out when she poked at it. Now that's disgusting. Hoping the shower would help get rid of the rash, she left the gauze off but rewrapped it after she was dressed.
Slipping into her typical workday routine, Roxie soon left the real world behind, but when she took a break for lunch, she remembered Beowulf still had a set of her house keys. After her chat last night with Candice she didn't know if she should get the locks changed or not. It would be so much easier for her not to have to call a locksmith. Beowulf hadn't shown up at her place during the night, which was something she had thought maybe he would do. Maybe he would be a gentleman and return the keys. Then again he didn't seem to be the gentlemanly type given his habit of throwing her over his shoulder when she didn't cooperate.
In the end she decided the best course of action was to call Beowulf and see if he would return the keys to her. It was then she realized two things. One, she had no idea what his last name was, and two, she didn't know his address so it would be impossible to look up his home phone number. That left only one way of contacting him. She would have to wait until Wulf's Den opened in the evening and hope he was there.
The rest of the day flew by. Roxie was pleased with the amount of work she had done. Going to the kitchen, she searched the cupboards to see what she could make for dinner. Her cupboards and fridge were decidedly empty. Roxie made a mental note to go grocery shopping. Settling for something quick, she snagged a can of soup. Soup and a sandwich would have to do for tonight.
She placed the pot of soup on the stove top and looked out the kitchen window. She had an unobstructed view of her backyard. Another thing to add to her to do list—cut the grass. Out of the corner of her eye, she caught movement outside. Roxie peered into the lengthening shadows. There was definitely something out there. Walking toward the window, she watched as something emerged from the shadows. She blinked. It couldn't be. Unless her eyes were playing tricks on her, the wolf with the rusty brown fur stood outside in her backyard. It looked right at her.
The sound of the phone ringing caused her to jump. She turned and picked up the cordless phone hanging on the wall. When she turned back around, the wolf was gone. “Hello?"
Beowulf's deep baritone answered. “Hi, Roxie. Will you talk to me or are you still upset?"
"What happened to you last night? You were gone for so long I thought you weren't coming back."
"The situation at the club turned out to take a lot longer to settle than I had anticipated. Sorry. I should've sent someone up to the office to tell you."
"I guess I should have waited a little longer for you.” Roxie snapped off the burner before the soup boiled over and was about to pour it when she heard the sound of a wolf howling.
"What was that?"
"You aren't going to believe this, but I've been seeing wolves lately. I saw two behind your club last night and, just a few minutes ago, I saw one in my backyard. I think that was it howling, but I can't see it anymore."
Beowulf's voice grew sharp. “What color fur did it have?"
"A rusty brown. I think it's one of the wolves I saw last night.” Roxie was a little surprised Beowulf took it as a given fact that she had actually seen wolves. It was stranger still that he would want to know what color fur the wolf had.
"I want you to listen to me, Roxie. And for once do what I ask. Lock all your windows and doors. No matter what happens, don't open the door. I'm coming to pick you up."
"That's really not necessary. It's a wild wolf. It's probably more afraid of me than I am of it. And I don't have any intentions of going outside with it."
"No,” Beowulf said gruffly. He paused for a second then continued in a softer tone. “No, Roxie. I don't want you there alone. Grab what things you need for an overnight stay and I'll be there in a few minutes."
"Beowulf, I really appreciate your looking out for me, but I think you're overreacting a little. It's only a wolf. I'll be safe in the house. Besides, I just made some soup for my dinner and I would like to eat it before it gets cold. Oh, and one other thing. I want my house keys back."
"Roxie, you don't understand. I'm responsible for you now. As your ma...” Beowulf stopped talking mid-sentence.
"As my what?” When Beowulf remained silent, Roxie shook her head. “Whatever. But you can answer me this first before I decide if I should listen to you or not. If I don't do this, are you going to throw me over your shoulder again?"
Beowulf chuckled. “What do you think?"
"Why did I even bother asking? Fine. You win. I'll be ready when you get here. And where exactly am I going to be staying?"
"My place, of course."
"Of course. You better have internet or I'm going to be one pissed off house guest."
"I do. I think you'll like my house. Maybe you'll like it enough to stay for a long visit."
"Don't push it. I'm going to hang up so I can pack. See you when you get here."
Hanging up the phone, Roxie grumbled to herself. Going upstairs she stuffed pajamas and a change of clothes into a backpack then jammed in brush, toothpaste, and toothbrush. Back downstairs, she went to her office to collect her laptop. With more care she slipped it into the carrying bag she used when taking it out of the house. Returning to the kitchen, she poured the now cooled soup down the kitchen sink. Filling the pot with water, she left it there to be washed later. Going into the living room, she sat down to wait for Beowulf to arrive.
* * * *
Beowulf couldn't get to Roxie's house fast enough. Even though she thought nothing of a wolf being in her backyard, he knew better. It was no run-of-the-mill type of wolf. Far from it. As Roxie's keen mind had remembered, it was indeed one she had seen last night. The bastard Gren must have followed her home somehow. Beowulf didn't think Gren would do anything harmful to Roxie, but he still wasn't going to take any chances. Gren liked to make his life hell, had for years, and used every means available to do so. And right now Roxie was his greatest weakness and Gren knew it.
Turning onto Roxie's street, some of the tension left his body. Lights were shining through her windows and, through the half-open curtains, he could see her sitting in the living room. Walking to the front door, he didn't bother knocking. He unlocked the door and walked in.
Roxie stood in the entrance way with her hand held out. “I'll take those back if you don't mind."
Beowulf slipped the keys into her outstretched hand. Unbeknownst to her he'd had an extra set made that afternoon. “Are you ready to go?"
She nodded. She slung her backpack over one shoulder then picked up her laptop and her purse. The keys she stuck inside the latter. “As ready as I'll ever be."
"Good."
Taking hold of the shoulder strap on her backpack, he pulled her up against his hard body and took her lips in a searing kiss. He had been so close last night. She could have been completely his if not for Gren. But once he had her under his roof she would be. All day he could think of nothing else. He had spent half the day with a raging erection. Images of how Roxie had looked as she climaxed haunted him. The urge to bury his cock deep inside her pussy beat at him.
Roxie's whimper of need brought him out of his haze of lust. With Gren lurking about, it wasn't a good idea to be thinking about sex. Breaking the kiss, Beowulf looked down at her. Her lips were puffy from his kisses and her cheeks were slightly flushed. Her eyes were dilated and she looked to be in a daze. Beowulf smiled to himself.
"That was to say sorry for last night. Here, give me your bags. I'll take them out to the car for you."
Roxie blinked a couple times. “I'll carry them. One is my laptop and I don't let anyone touch that."
Nodding in understanding, Beowulf led the way outside.
* * * *
Roxie turned out the lights and closed and locked the front door behind them. Following Beowulf to his car, she couldn't shake the feeling that she wouldn't be back at her house anytime soon, which was ridiculous since she was only going to be away for one night.
Slipping into his black Mercedes, Roxie looked over at Beowulf. She still had a hard time thinking a man like him could want her. He was every woman's dream come true. With his gorgeous face, tanned and muscular body, a woman would be crazy not to want him in her bed. Roxie knew she felt like a bitch in heat whenever she was near him. She couldn't help herself.
Watching the streets go by, she soon realized they were now in the upper-class section of the city. Figures, good looking and rich. She had guessed Beowulf would have money since he owned his own nightclub and drove a Mercedes, but she hadn't thought about how much of it he actually had. Being stinking rich she hadn't counted on. The bloody man lived in a mansion.
Privacy gates swung open as they approached and closed automatically behind them. As Beowulf drove up the long circular drive, Roxie couldn't help but feel intimidated. Beowulf was so out of her league in everything. And with that thought in mind, she began to panic. There was no way things could work out between them. With Beowulf's lifestyle, he needed one of those tall, shaped-like-a-model type woman who reeked of elegance and grace. One who complemented him in the looks department. He didn't need a not so tall, far from being stick thin, klutzy woman like herself.
Opening the car door for her, Beowulf stood waiting for Roxie to get out. Having convinced herself that she wasn't good enough for him, Roxie made no move to take his outstretched hand. She kept her eyes glued to the car's dashboard. She couldn't look at him.
"Roxie, are you going to get out of the car or are you going to sleep out here tonight?” When she didn't so much as turn her head, he leaned inside. “Do I have to drag you out of the car? Now that I think about it, I could just make love to you out here. I don't have close neighbors. The only one who would see us would be my brother."
Roxie flinched at his words. “I think I'm making a terrible mistake. This will never work."
Beowulf groaned. “Are we back to that again? Roxie, Roxie. When will you ever learn?"
Reaching into the car, he scooped her up in his arms, bags and all, and headed for the front door. He didn't put her down until after he had the door safely shut behind them. Roxie stood in the entranceway holding her bags in a death grip. Prying her fingers free, Beowulf took them from her and placed them on the floor close to the stairs.
Staring at Roxie, he shook his head. She could tell he was getting a little exasperated with her.
"Roxie, what's wrong?"
Swallowing loudly, Roxie kept her eyes away from Beowulf's face. “This isn't going to work. We don't match."
"What do you mean we don't match? Believe me, we are a perfect match."
Roxie bit her bottom lip then forged on. “No, we are not. Far from it. Look at where you live. How can I possibly compete with that? I'm not from your world."
With two large strides, Beowulf moved to stand in front of her. Taking her chin in his hand, he forced her to look up at him. “Do you think I care whether or not you have money? And why would you think you have to compete? You are unlike any woman I have ever met. You're perfect just the way you are. Enough of this.” Throwing an arm around her shoulders, Beowulf walked her over to the stairs. Collecting her bags on the way, he led her up the stairs.
She couldn't think. The feel of Beowulf rubbing against her side as they walked up the stairs halted all her mental processes. Being this close to him, all she could think of was finishing what they had started. Her body was aware of every inch of him. His scent, so familiar to her now, wrapped around her. The panic she had been feeling slowly drained away.
A bit more relaxed, Roxie let Beowulf walk her through one of the open doors. Thinking he was showing her the room where she would be staying, she stumbled when she realized this was no guest room. The furniture was masculine in style. The fabrics and carpet were dark. The colors varied from a rich chocolate brown to a burnished gold. A large king sized bed dominated the room. She couldn't take her eyes off it. This could only be Beowulf's bedroom.
"Is this your room?"
Roxie watched as Beowulf placed her bags on the bed. He turned to face her and all the air left her lungs in a whoosh. He was looking at her like he had that first night at the club, as if he wanted to devour her. Just as it had that night, her body responded. Her breasts swelled and her nipples tightened into buds. Her heart sped up so it thumped against her ribs. The man standing before her became the center of her world. Nothing else mattered. Before he could pull her into his arms, her stomach growled, loudly. The spell of desire he had woven around her broke.
Beowulf smiled. “To answer your question, yes, this is my bedroom."
"Am I going to be sleeping here?"
"Yes.” Stepping over to Roxie, Beowulf brushed his body against hers. “Yes, you are sleeping here. Do you know how many dreams I've had of you lying in my bed? Tonight I finally get to make them a reality."
She shivered. Her voice came out a mere whisper. “Oh, my.” Images of what she wanted to do to him, in his bed, played through her head. But once again her stomach rumbled loudly. She smiled sheepishly at Beowulf. “Sorry. I didn't get a chance to eat dinner."
"I guess I'd better feed you then. For what I have in mind for tonight, you are going to need all the energy you can get."
Roxie flushed. The man overwhelmed her senses. She wouldn't kid herself. She knew there would be no happily ever after for them. They were just too different. Beowulf would eventually grow tired of her or get fed up with her hermit ways. Just as it had happened with the other men she had let into her life. The others did not compare to Beowulf though. Would she be able to get over him the way she had the rest? Roxie seriously doubted it. But she was already in too deep for her to walk away now. Her body wanted him and wouldn't take no for an answer.
* * * *
Taking Roxie by the hand, Beowulf led her back down stairs before he could act on all the sexual fantasies he had swirling around inside his head. She was obviously hungry and he wasn't kidding when he had said she would need all her energy. He intended to make love to her until they both could no longer move. His body recognized her as his mate and he was finding it hard to ignore its demands. As it was, he ended up walking around with a constant hard-on whenever he was around Roxie.
Beowulf led her to the kitchen. Plunking her down on one of the chairs at the kitchen table, he opened the stainless steel fridge and started pulling out ingredients to make burgers. Switching on the grill next to the gas range, he glanced up at Roxie. She seemed to be watching his every move. “I hope you like burgers."
"That's fine. You know how to cook?"
"Yes. I see that surprises you."
"Yeah, well, I thought since you live in a house like this you would have a full time chef to cook for you."
Beowulf flashed her a grin. “I do, but sometimes I like to cook for myself and today is the day off for the woman who usually cooks for me."
"What about your brother? I don't see him around."
"The club is closed tonight so he must be out enjoying his night off.” Actually Beowulf had kicked Wade out of the house after he had gotten off the phone with Roxie. He wanted no interruptions. Not tonight.
The patties sizzled when he placed them on the grill. The kitchen soon filled with the scent of cooking meat. Beowulf felt the wolf in him rise up, something he usually embraced. Meat was a large part of his diet, as it was with all of his kind. Forcing back the wolf, he concentrated on finishing the burgers.
Placing a plated burger before Roxie, Beowulf slipped into the chair beside her. Picking up the burger, he took a large bite. It was juicy and still pink on the inside. He watched Roxie take a bite of hers. She held the bite of food in her mouth for a few seconds before she started to chew. When she noticed him looking at her, she turned to him and smiled.
Finishing his burger, Beowulf went to the wine fridge and took out a bottle of white wine. Snagging two wine glasses from the cupboard, he poured them each a drink. Roxie picked up her glass and took a large swallow. Taking another bite of her burger, she quickly chewed and chased it down with another drink of wine. Beowulf cringed inside. She had to be washing the food down with the wine. He had forgotten she was not like him. He had cooked the burgers to his taste—practically raw. Watching her force down another mouthful, he took pity on her and pulled the plate away.
"You don't have to finish that. I have a feeling you aren't enjoying it as much as I enjoyed mine."
Pulling the plate back toward her, Roxie shook her head. “No, I'll finish it."
He pulled it away again. “Roxie, I know you're washing it down with the wine. No need to play the polite guest."
"You made it for me so I'll eat it."
Using more force than was necessary, Roxie grabbed the edge of the plate and yanked. It slid across the table, fell into her lap then crashed to the floor. Taking in the mess she had created, she closed her eyes. The pained expression on her face said, why do things like this always happen to me? Bits of burger were sitting on her lap, the juices slowly soaking into her jeans. What was left of it was on the floor along with the now broken plate.
"Sorry, Beowulf. I'll clean that up.” Standing, she brushed the meat off her lap and proceeded to pick up the mess on the floor.
"Don't worry about the plate. It could happen to anyone. Sit down and finish your wine. I'll take care of this."
In a matter of minutes, Beowulf had the floor clean. Taking Roxie by the arm, he brought her to her feet. He could see she was embarrassed, but that only endeared her more to him. He traced her lips with the tip of his finger. They softened beneath his touch. Unable to resist tasting them, he bent his head toward her. Before his lips touched hers, Roxie reached up and pushed him away.
"Wait. I don't even know your last name."
"That can easily be remedied. It's Thorsson."
Before she could think of something else to delay their mating, Beowulf wrapped a hand around the back of her neck, holding her in place. He brushed his lips against hers. Roxie sighed. His tongue licked the plump sweetness of her mouth. Her hands lifted and clutched at the front of his shirt. Snaking his other arm around her waist, he pulled her up against him, but it wasn't enough for him. He needed to taste her. Beowulf swept his tongue inside her mouth. He loved the taste of her.
Keeping their mouths fused, Beowulf crowded Roxie out the kitchen door. At the bottom of the stairs, he wrapped one of her legs around his waist. “Put your other leg around me.” His voice was gruff with desire.
Roxie did as he said. Cradling her against his chest, he took the stairs two at a time. He didn't let her down until they reached his bedroom. He let her go so she could slowly slide down the length of his body. He sucked her lower lip into his mouth, tugging at the plump flesh. He pushed up her shirt until the undersides of her breasts rested on top his hands. Leaving her mouth, he nipped at her chin with his sharp teeth. Moving lower, he made a trail of wet kisses down the side of her throat to the tops of her breasts. Taking hold of her shirt, he pulled it over her head. Unhooking her bra, he let it fall to the floor. Beowulf groaned as he lowered his head and sucked a nipple deep inside his mouth. Roxie laced her fingers through his hair, holding him to her.
With an arm around her waist, he bent her over it. Releasing her nipple, he moved to the other, sucking and swirling his tongue around the tight peak. Roxie made small mewing sounds as she pressed closer. Beowulf shoved her jeans off her hips and down. Wanting rid of the offending garment, Roxie kicked them away.
With a boldness she hadn't shown earlier, Roxie took a step back. Beowulf tried to pull her back. She smiled and shook her head. He had seen all of her, and now it seemed she wanted to see him. Without saying a word, she pulled off his shirt. She sucked in her breath. His body was muscular with not an inch of fat anywhere. She trailed her fingers over his defined pecs, outlining them before running them through the small amount of dark hair across his chest. Encountering his flat male nipples, she circled each one with her finger tip until they hardened into little nubs. Wanting to explore more of him, Roxie ran her hands across his abs. They were rippled with muscle, giving him what was known as a washboard stomach.
Her lips and mouth joined her hands in exploring Beowulf's body. Following the same path her hands had taken, Roxie licked a path across his wide chest. Using the flat of her tongue, she laved each of his nipples. He took a quick intake of breath at the feel of her tongue licking him in such a sensitive place. She tugged on one of the tight buds with her teeth. Beowulf groaned, making her do it once again. Going down on her knees, she pressed her lips to his flat stomach. Her hands skimmed up and down his taut thighs before they found the hard muscles of his bottom. Taking a firm hold, she pulled him closer.
Following the fine line of hair that disappeared below the waist band of his pants, Roxie rubbed her cheek against the hard bulge that was begging for attention. Beowulf's hands inched toward her and she shoved them aside. She obviously wasn't ready to relinquish control. Undoing his pants, she freed his erection. His cock was large and thick. He couldn't wait to have it inside her, but first she appeared to want to see how far she could push him before he reached his limit of control.
Taking hold of his thick shaft, she licked the very tip of him. She moaned at the salty taste of him. His cock jumped in her hand. Holding him firmly in her grasp, Roxie licked from base to tip while Beowulf's hands fisted at his sides. She seemed to like the power she had over him. Roxie took the very tip of him into her mouth. He hardened as she circled it with her tongue. Applying suction, she took in as much of his hard length as she could.
No longer able to keep his hands off her, Beowulf pushed her long hair to the side, giving him a better view of Roxie's mouth on him. His cock swelled even more. Drowning in the feel of her hot wet mouth surrounding him, his hips jerked. He knew he had to stop her soon, but not just yet. Her wicked tongue was stroking him as she sucked and it felt too good. Lost in the urge to claim his mate, he let the wolf inside loose. A low growl of need rose up inside him.
Riding the instinct to dominate his mate, Beowulf pulled away from Roxie and brought her to her feet. He quickly shed his pants before wrapping her in his arms. Slanting his mouth against hers, he picked her up and carried her to the bed. With the mating urge fully upon him, he put Roxie down in the center of the bed and climbed between her legs. Able to smell the musky scent of her arousal, he knew she was ready for him. Taking hold of his engorged cock, he pushed the head into her wet opening. Forcing her legs wider apart, he pushed forward, stretching her, until she took all of him inside. He groaned as her inner walls clamped around him.
With hands under her hips, he angled himself so each stroke rubbed her clit. Roxie wrapped her legs around his waist. Keeping the pace steady, Beowulf pumped in and out of her wet sheath. She felt so good, too good. He was close to his climax but he wanted Roxie to come first so he could watch her face as her body flew apart. It would be the first of many he would push her to have. Unlike mortal males, his kind didn't lose their erections after release. He could stay hard for hours.
Rising up on his elbows, Beowulf looked down at Roxie. Her eyes were closed. Increasing his pace, he slammed into her body, pushing her ever higher. As she climaxed, her inner walls squeezed along the whole length of his cock, milking him. Roxie's legs clamped around him and she moaned. It was almost enough to send him into his own release, but he wanted her looking at him when he did. So she would see how much pleasure she was giving him.
"Open your eyes, Roxie. I want you to look at me."
With small spasms rocking her body, she looked up at him. Beowulf still rode her hard drawing out her climax. Her breath seemed to catch in her lungs when she looked into his eyes. He knew what she would see. His eyes would be glowing, like two pieces of glacial ice. He pushed her into another intense climax. She was unable to pull her eyes from his face. His cock swelled even more before he threw back his head and erupted, filling her with his cum.
Beowulf was still hard. Pulling out of her, he turned her so she lay on her stomach. With a leg on either side of her body, he lifted her hair aside and licked the back of her neck, causing her to shiver. Using his teeth he bit into the soft flesh of her neck. Moving down, he left a wet trail as he followed the line of her spine with his tongue. At the twin globes of her bottom, he nipped them. Kneeling between her spread thighs, he urged her up on her hands and knees. Gripping her hips, he sheathed himself in one stroke. Roxie gasped as his cock hit the entrance to her womb. Beowulf withdrew until only the very tip of him was still inside her before he slammed back into her again. In this position, she could take more of him.
Not letting go of her hips, he rammed into her, holding her in position for his invasion. Roxie panted as her climax build once more. She tried to push back on him, but Beowulf wouldn't allow it. Digging his fingers into her hips, he rocked into her, hitting her womb with each stroke. She whimpered as her inner muscles clenched around his hard shaft. With the sped of a lightning strike, her climax tore through her. Beowulf's strokes grew faster and harder before he howled his release.
* * * *
Roxie could barely move. She felt as if her body had been turned to mush. Little after-shocks of pleasure still rocked her body. Closing her eyes, she vaguely felt Beowulf pull her up against his chest and cover them with the blankets on the bed. The man was going to kill her. Lying next to him, she could feel his still hard cock pressing against her hip. How could he still have an erection? With that last thought, Roxie let sleep claim her.
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Chapter Seven
Her body ached in the most delicious of places. Roxie had never felt this satiated after spending the night with a man. Nor had she made love as many times as she had with Beowulf during the long night. The man's stamina was amazing. No matter how many times he climaxed, he never went soft. He was a woman's fantasy come to life.
Reaching out, she found the spot next to her empty. Cracking open her eyes, Roxie looked around the room. Beowulf was already awake and gone. Rubbing her eyes, she sat up in bed and stretched. Her muscles screamed in protest. Beowulf had taken her in so many different positions, muscles she didn't even know she had ached.
The bedroom door swung open and Beowulf entered carrying a tray of food. Pulling the sheet up to her chest, Roxie couldn't help but notice he was naked. Smiling, he walked over to the bed and placed the tray on the mattress beside her.
"You finally woke up. I thought you were going to sleep the whole day away."
"I have a good excuse to.” Dawn had begun to lighten the sky when they had last made love.
"Very true."
Leaning across the bed, he took her lips in a searing kiss. When he pulled away, Roxie groaned in disappointment. Even after hours of lovemaking, she still wanted him. Hoping to distract herself, she looked down at the tray of food. There were two plates with eggs, scrambled and fried, crisp bacon, and hot buttered toast. Roxie's mouth watered. The under-cooked burger Beowulf had served her the night before had not appeased her stomach. But this morning he had more than made up for not feeding her edible food.
Beowulf placed a plate on her lap. Roxie dug into the food with gusto. “I hope you like everything. I wasn't sure how you liked your eggs, so I did them scrambled and fried."
Roxie swallowed a mouthful of toast. “It's delicious.” Looking his hard body up and down, she couldn't help but ask. “Do you always cook breakfast naked?"
"No.” Beowulf gave her a sultry look. “I decided clothes would only get in the way. I find myself hungry for something other than food this morning."
Roxie licked her bottom lip. “And what did your brother think seeing you walking around the house without a stitch of clothes on?"
"Wade didn't come home last night. We have the house to ourselves.” Reaching for her left hand, Beowulf started to lead it to his fully engorged cock, but when his fingers encountered the gauze wrapped around Roxie's wrist, he held it up for his inspection instead. “What happened?"
Roxie snatched her hand back. “I didn't hurt myself. I have a rash. A really disgusting looking rash. I must have gotten into something I'm allergic to."
"Has this happened before?"
She shook her head. “Not that I can recall."
"Maybe I should look at it."
"No. I put some cream on it that should make it go away."
Not to be put off, Beowulf picked up her wrist and started to peel away the gauze. Roxie tried to pull away. He snarled and snapped his teeth at her. She froze then mumbled something about having to use the washroom. Beowulf released her as she wrapped the bed sheet around herself and disappeared into the bathroom. Roxie heard him swear under his breath before she closed the door behind her.
Still wrapped in the sheet, Roxie stepped back into the room after a giving herself a few minutes, and picked up her backpack. “Ah, I just remembered that I was supposed to go see my parents today. My mom hates it when I don't show up after we've made plans. So if you don't mind, could you give me a ride back to my place so I can get my car?"
Not giving Beowulf a chance to answer, she went back into the bathroom and shut the door.
* * * *
Beowulf hit the mattress with the flat of his fist. After last night, he had thought for sure Roxie would no longer want to run from him. They were mated now. He had claimed her as his own. Making love to her had only made him want her more. As mates, they should want to be close to one another, they actually needed to be close to one another. There should be an invisible link between them. During the night, he had thought he felt his soul reach out to hers. But obviously Roxie hadn't felt it the same way he had. Thinking the separation would be good for her, Beowulf pulled on some clothes. Maybe a few hours away from him would push her into accepting their mating. But then again, maybe humans never felt the same pull with their mates as his kind did. This was new territory for him.
* * * *
After dressing in the bathroom, Roxie felt more on an even keel. She didn't know why she had panicked like that. Instead of outright asking Beowulf about all the strange things he seemed able to do, she had run. It wasn't as if she was afraid of him exactly, though any normal person would have freaked out by now. It was just the growling he did seemed familiar to her on some basic level. She had never met anyone who made those sounds before, so that sense of familiarity confused her.
Taking a big cleansing breath, Roxie walked back into the bedroom. Beowulf stood waiting for her, fully dressed. His expression was stern. She could feel he was holding himself away from her, unsure of how she would react. Strangely enough, she felt the loss. Sometime during the night she felt a connection grow between them. The urge to throw herself into his arms, knowing that he would make everything better, was almost too strong to ignore. She wasn't ready to need him that much. But she couldn't let things stay the way they now stood.
Crossing the room, she stood up on her tip toes and lightly brushed her mouth against his. “I'm not running away. Not this time. I really do need to see my parents."
Beowulf tucked her hair behind her ear. “Are you sure?"
"Yes. I'll come back after my visit. And to prove it, I'll leave my laptop here."
"Well that sets my mind to rest.” Gently pulling her into his arms, Beowulf rested his forehead against hers. “Don't give up on me yet, Roxie. I know you don't understand what is happening between us. Give it some time."
Roxie nodded her head. “I'm usually not the running type. The urge to run only seems to happen with you."
"That does wonders for my ego.” Beowulf kissed her forehead and took her backpack. “You are going to need a change of clothes and something to wear to the club tonight."
"Can't I stay here and wait for you to come home?"
"Absolutely not. The days, or should I say nights, are over where you are going to stay in the house trapped behind your keyboard. It's time to start living, Roxie."
She rolled her eyes at him. “Just great. Now I'm going to have you and Candice harassing me.” Seeing Beowulf's determined look, she held her hands up in defeat. “Fine, I'll go to the club with you. But don't expect me to serve drinks or anything. I'm liable to dump them on some poor sod's head."
Draping an arm across her shoulders, Beowulf chuckled and walked her out of the room. “You have a deal. Now let's get you back to your place. I want you back here well before the club opens. I intend to show you how much I missed not being with you."
Roxie felt her knees grow weak. She knew exactly how Beowulf was going to show her that he missed her. Damn, now she wasn't going to be able to think of anything else but hurrying back to him for hot sweaty sex. Increasing their pace, she practically ran to his car. In her head, she calculated how many hours it would take to see her parents. If she played her cards right, she would be back in three hours tops. She could wait that long, hopefully, maybe. Who was she kidding? It was going to be a long three hours.
* * * *
After seeing Beowulf off, Roxie called her parents. She had told Beowulf a little white lie about having to see her parents. She was supposed to visit them this week, but not for another couple of days. Dialing her parents’ number, she hoped they were at home. She really did have to talk to her mother and she didn't want to do it over the phone.
Her father picked up after the third ring. “Hi, Dad. Are you and Mom going to be home for a few hours?"
"I don't think your mother has anything planned for today. I thought you weren't coming over until Thursday?"
"Yeah, well, I decided to drop by today instead."
"What's happened now?"
Roxie groaned. “Why do you assume something has happened?” Her father's silence said it all. “Okay, okay, I admit things tend to happen around me and not always good. This time I promise it isn't anything bad. I just need some advice."
"Then I guess we'll see you in a few minutes. And plan to stay for lunch. You know how your mother worries that you aren't eating properly."
"Fine, but lunch only. I have plans for the rest of the day."
"What kind of plans would that be?"
"Plans that don't include you or Mom. Now hang up so I can leave already."
Hanging up the phone, Roxie raced to her room. Emptying out her backpack, she decided it really wasn't big enough. Picking one of her smaller suitcases, she packed it with a few days worth of clothes. She still thought most of her clothes weren't good enough, or stylish enough, to wear to the Wulf's Den. If she was going to be with Beowulf for awhile, she would definitely have to go shopping. But for tonight the only outfit she would be comfortable wearing, knowing she wouldn't embarrass him, was the one Candice had picked out. Hopefully Beowulf wouldn't mind seeing her wear it a second time.
Throwing the suitcase into the trunk of her car, which was not as classy as Beowulf's, she made the twenty minute drive to her parents’ house where Roxie had grown up. It was a typical two story middle-class home. Being an only child, her family hadn't needed anything bigger. Her father stood waiting for her on the front porch. A man in his late fifties, he didn't look it. Unlike most men his age, he took care of his body. His dark brown hair was just graying at his temples. He stood straight and tall, all six feet of him. Sharp grey eyes followed her as she made her way over to where he stood waiting.
"Hello, Dad.” Lucas Stone hugged her to him, squeezing until she grunted. Something he had done since she was a child and had refused to stop doing now that she was an adult.
"Hi, baby girl. Your mother has lunch almost ready. When she found out you were coming, she started cooking up a storm."
"I didn't expect her to go to a lot of trouble."
"Try and tell her that. Let's go in and see if she needs any help. Since it's such a nice day, your mother decided we're going to eat out back."
The aromas filling the kitchen smelled delicious. Roxie closed her eyes and took in a big breath. A pot of her mother's homemade soup sat warming on the stove. Her mother stood at a counter, slicing freshly baked bread. Turning to face them, she smiled at Roxie. Belinda Stone was everything Roxie was not. Her mother always looked perfect. Her classic beauty didn't fade. If anything age seemed to enhance her looks. Unlike her klutzy daughter, she was all poise and grace. The only thing Roxie shared with her mother was her looks. Something Roxie was eternally grateful for. When she was fifty-six, she hoped she looked as good as her mother did.
"Can you take this out back, dear?” Belinda shoved a plate of sliced bread into Roxie's hands.
"No problem. Do you want me to come back in and help you with the soup?"
"It's all right. Your father can help me. Go sit down and make yourself comfortable."
Walking out onto the back deck, Roxie placed the bread on the patio table. Her mother had already set out cutlery and the large umbrella was up to keep the sun off them while they ate. Her parents joined her and they sat for a few minutes without talking, enjoying their food. Roxie used that time to organize her thoughts. She knew her mother would not stay silent for much longer.
Placing her spoon down, Belinda looked at Roxie. “Your father said you needed some advice."
Her mother could be so predictable at times. “Yes. Well, it's two things really. First of all, I've met someone and, second, I want to ask you about the dreams I used to have as a child."
Of course her mother would latch onto her meeting someone new. Once Roxie hit thirty, both her parents had given up any hopes they had of being grandparents. “When do we get to meet him, dear?"
"I'm not sure. I'd rather talk about the dreams first."
"Why the sudden interest? I thought you left those behind with your childhood."
"So did I, but the other night I dreamed about a wolf. Only this one was different from the others."
Her mother sat up straighter. “In what way?"
"I'm running through the forest, this time as a woman and not a child, and there is a wolf stalking me. Not to hurt me, it's more like a game. Now the strange thing is I want the wolf to catch me, because I know he'll change, then..."
"Then what?"
"We will do ... you know."
"No, I don't know."
Roxie rolled her eyes. “You're going to make me spell it out, aren't you? I mean we will have s-e-x."
"Roxie, dear, you are a grown woman and you can say the word sex around me. It's not like I have never had it, you know."
"Way too much information, Mom."
"Fine, we'll move on. Now, are you saying you have sex with a wolf in your dream?"
"No, he definitely isn't a wolf. He's a wolf to start with, but after he catches me, he turns into a man.” When her mother stared at her with a concerned look on her face, Roxie thought maybe she should have kept that part to herself. “It was only a dream, Mom. Not like it actually happened.” Feeling self-conscious, she rubbed her rash.
"Of course it was only a dream, dear. Why are you scratching at your wrist like that?"
"I have a rash and it's really itchy."
Slipping into nurturing mode, Belinda motioned for Roxie to let her see her wrist. Knowing there would be no getting out of it, she placed her wrist on the table. Her mother slowly pulled away the gauze. Roxie took a bite of the still warm bread, savoring the taste of melted butter and fresh bread. Her mother bent over her wrist, staring at it intently.
"I know it's revolting. I have no idea how I got it."
"Could it have been when you got this tattoo?"
Roxie pushed her mother's hand aside and looked at her wrist. The rash had scabbed over and was lifting up in large sections. Underneath were black markings. Using one finger she quickly rubbed the area where the rash had been. More of the black markings appeared. Stunned, Roxie held her hand up to her face, turning it to look at her wrist from all angles. Circling her entire wrist and about an inch in width, was what looked like Celtic knot work. The black design was intricate and really did look as if it were tattooed onto her skin.
Shaking her head in denial, Roxie jumped up and ran to the kitchen. Sticking her arm under the running tap, she frantically scrubbed at the mark. No matter how much she rubbed, it never faded. And lathering it with dish detergent did nothing at all.
Turning off the water, her mother calmly dried her arm. “Obviously you didn't get a tattoo."
"No, I didn't. If I ever did get one, I would never get it where it couldn't be hidden. I don't know how this happened."
Taking her by her shoulders, Lucas got her to sit down at the kitchen table. Sitting in the chair next to hers, he asked, “You said you met someone."
"Yes. His name is Beowulf Thorsson. I met him at this nightclub called Wulf's Den. He owns it."
"How do you feel about him?"
"I'm a little confused about how I feel for him. He seems like the perfect man and I'm drawn to him. He makes me feel things no man has ever made me feel."
"But?"
"I don't know if I'm imagining it or not, but sometimes I swear he growls and a couple times his eyes looked as if they were glowing.” The look her parents gave each other was one that only they understood. “I know it sounds crazy. Maybe I'm losing my mind."
"I'm sure you were mistaken, dear,” Belinda reassured her.
"That's all you have to say?"
"Roxie, we know you aren't crazy. Maybe it's just your subconscious playing tricks on you because of the dream you had. Try not to let it upset you."
"You're right, that is the most logical explanation. But what about my wrist? I think I would remember getting a tattoo."
"That is not so easy to explain away. To be honest, I don't know what to tell you."
Looking at the clock on the wall, Roxie saw how much time had gone by. For some unknown reason, all she could think about was getting back to Beowulf. She missed him. It was almost a tangible ache inside her. How could I be missing him only by being away for two hours?
Knowing she wouldn't get any more answers than the ones she'd already gotten, Roxie kissed both her parents. She needed to see Beowulf, but first she had to do something to hide the mark around her wrist from him.
* * * *
Lucas stood in the open doorway and watched his daughter drive away. His wife came up beside him and placed a hand on his arm. He threaded his fingers through hers. “It's time, Belinda. We can't hold off any longer."
Belinda sighed. “You're right, we shouldn't have waited. I'd thought it would skip Roxie. Obviously I was wrong."
"Don't blame yourself. This was your decision to make, but you need to make that call now."
"Yes. The sooner the better, I think. She has fallen into something I never prepared her for. It's time to call in the expert."
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Chapter Eight
On the way back to Beowulf's place, Roxie stopped off at a drug store to pick up gauze and tape. After making her purchases, she sat in the parking lot and wrapped her wrist. She wanted to keep the tattoo-like markings hidden, and especially from Beowulf.
Pulling up to the closed gates, Roxie buzzed up to the house. Within seconds, they silently swung open. Continuing along the sweeping drive, she felt her body go into overdrive. Her pulse raced as she thought about being in Beowulf's arms again. Having him kiss and caress her, bringing her to the very edge of release. By the time she reached the front door, her heart was racing and her pussy was dripping.
Before she could turn the doorknob, the door was thrown open and she was yanked up against a hard chest. Beowulf's lips descended and took hers in a searing kiss. Stepping back with her held firmly in his arms, he kicked the door shut and pushed her up against it. Roxie moaned as she threaded her fingers through his thick dark hair, holding him to her. Hungry for him, she swept her tongue along the crease of his mouth then pushed her way inside. Beowulf sucked her tongue farther into his mouth. Lifting Roxie off her feet, he urged her to wrap her legs around his waist. With her back pressed against the door, he rocked his hips into her, his hard cock meeting her pussy with each stroke.
Lost in the haze of passion, both Beowulf and Roxie failed to hear Wade step into the entrance way. He cleared his throat. When that did not draw their attention, he growled low in his throat. Beowulf's head instantly came up as he growled back. Roxie, still lost to the world around her, in no way acknowledged that she had heard the animal-like sounds.
Releasing her so she could stand on her feet, Beowulf gathered her close, shielding her from his brother. “Was there something you wanted, Wade?"
"Yes, I wish the two of you would go find a room. Please take pity on the single male and keep such displays behind closed doors, if you don't mind."
Roxie stiffened at the sound of Wade's voice. Beowulf must have known his brother was in the house, and still he had been unable to restrain himself. If his brother had waited a few minutes more, she was sure Wade would have caught Beowulf with his pants open, hips pumping as he plunged his cock inside her. That would have been a disaster.
"Sorry, Wade. Are you heading out?"
Wade flashed a crooked grin at his brother. “Yes, I think that would be best for all concerned. I'll be at the club."
"Roxie and I'll be there in time to open."
"I can handle it if you get ... delayed.” Before leaving, Wade kissed the top of Roxie's head. Beowulf snapped his teeth at him. Wade shook his head and chuckled. “You have it bad, bro."
Locking the door behind his brother, Beowulf tilted Roxie's chin up so he could look her in the face. “I apologize for that. It would seem I don't have much control around you."
Roxie placed a finger against his lips. “Don't apologize. You weren't the only one with no control."
She soon lost all train of thought. Beowulf opened his mouth and sucked her finger inside. A burning need to have him rose up inside her. She couldn't ignore it. Pulling her finger free, her hands worked on the button and zipper of his jeans. Parting the material, she shoved her hand inside and wrapped her hand around the hard thick length of him. Squeezing hard, she worked her hand up and down his cock. He felt like velvet-wrapped steel. With her other hand, she yanked his head down and kissed him.
Dragging her lips away from his, Roxie put a hand on Beowulf's chest and pushed, making him walk backwards. She didn't stop pushing until his heels hit the bottom stair and he sat down. “Please tell me we have the house to ourselves."
Roxie continued to stroke him, knowing exactly what kind of effect it was having on him. Beowulf nodded. “It's just us."
"Good.” Grabbing the bottom of his shirt, Roxie pulled it off. “I need you now and having to wait till we're in bed is not an option.” She quickly tore off her clothes.
She slammed her mouth down on his and frantically pushed at his jeans until they were down past his hips. She then sat down on Beowulf's lap, straddling him. When she shifted her hips, the head of his cock brushed against her opening. Rocking her hips, she let the tip slide in and out of her, coating him with her wetness before taking him all the way inside. The sensation of having him stretch her, filling her with his hard cock, sent waves of pleasure shooting through her body. Holding onto his shoulders, she slowly rode him. With each downward stroke, he hit her womb.
Arching her back to take even more of him put her breasts within easy reach of Beowulf's mouth. Cupping them in both hands, he swirled his tongue around each nipple, making them tighten even more. Roxie's breath caught as she pushed against his hands. When his hot mouth closed over a nipple, sucking her deep inside, her inner muscles clamped down around his shaft. Beowulf moaned and the sound vibrated against her breast. She squeezed him again, riding him faster, angling her hips so his cock rubbed against her clit with each downward stroke.
Panting, Roxie felt her climax start as her inner walls began to spasm. Pushing Beowulf away from her breast, she leaned forward. Using her teeth, she clamped down on the flesh where his shoulder and neck met, hard. She didn't know how she knew the movement would instantly send him into an intense orgasm, but she just did. As her climax tore through her, Beowulf's cock pumped inside her, filling her with hot liquid. He held her head to him as he bucked his hips up into her.
Roxie collapsed onto Beowulf's chest. She tasted the coppery tang of blood on her tongue. Horrified, she lifted her head to look at his neck. She had bitten him hard enough to draw blood and leave teeth marks on his skin. “I don't know what came over me, Beowulf."
Pulling her head back down, he kissed the top of her head. “I'm not complaining, my love. You were just making sure everyone would know I'm yours.” When Roxie tried to get up, he held her down. His cock, still hard, was buried deep inside her and he made no move to leave her body.
"I shouldn't have done that. We have to clean that up before you get an infection."
"Relax, Roxie. It's nothing."
"How can you say it's nothing? You're bleeding."
Holding her face between his hands, Beowulf looked at Roxie, hiding nothing from her. “I liked that you bit me.” Leaning into her, he kissed her passionately before pulling away again. “I want you to do it."
"I'm not going to bite you again.” Ashamed of herself, Roxie pulled away from Beowulf, separating their bodies. Standing, she set about collecting her clothes. Beowulf stood on the stairs watching her. Feeling his eyes on her, she looked up at him. His cock was wet with her juices and stood out straight from his body. Her pussy ached at the sight of him. “We need to get ready to go to the club."
"I know.” Holding out his hand, Beowulf pulled her up on the stair beside him. “I can wait until later. We still have the whole night ahead of us and I plan to make good use of it. You can have the shower first and I promise not to join you."
As they started up the stairs, Roxie remembered her suitcase outside in the trunk of her car. “I brought more clothes, but I left them in the car."
"I'll get them while you shower. That way I won't be tempted to break my word about joining you. You'll find fresh towels in the bathroom and anything else you may need."
* * * *
Watching Roxie's bare bottom as she walked up the stairs, Beowulf bit back a groan. She had the perfect body. Her legs were long and shapely. Her hips weren't too narrow and her breasts were more than a handful. Once she was out of sight, he pushed back thoughts of Roxie being naked in the shower, lathering her body with soap. He definitely was going to need a cold shower to bring his raging body back under control. Reaching up to touch the bite marks on his neck, he smiled. Roxie may not be like him, but she acted like a female who had chosen her mate. The mark was a clear warning to other females that he was a mated male. Maybe when it came time for him to tell Roxie the truth, she would accept him for what he was.
* * * *
For a Monday evening, Wulf's Den seemed to fill up quickly. When Beowulf and Roxie had arrived at the club, there had already been a lineup waiting to get in. Beowulf was working behind the bar and expected to be there most of the night. Managing not to kill herself in the dreaded high heels, Roxie plunked herself down onto one of the bar stools. She didn't mind that Beowulf would be busy pouring drinks, she was just happy to sit near him and watch him as he worked. She took great pride in thinking that the hunk behind the bar was her boyfriend. The other good thing about sitting at the bar was that she could make sure the other women left Beowulf alone. He was hers and they could hit on one of the other hunky men in the club.
Beowulf set a glass of white wine in front of Roxie. “You don't mind that I'm stuck behind the bar, do you?"
"Not at all."
"If you want to dance, let me know, and I'll try and get Wade to cover for me."
Snorting, Roxie shook her head. “No way. I have a hard enough time just walking in these shoes, trying to dance in them would be way beyond my capabilities."
"Fine, I thought I would ask, just in case."
When a waitress came up to the bar and ordered drinks, Roxie turned around to watch the other people in the club. There were quite a few on the dance floor, moving to the music blaring out of the speakers. The fast tempo of the music had some dancers gyrating around the room. She never danced fast dances, only slow ones that didn't involve complicated dance steps.
During one of her sweeps of the club, Roxie couldn't help but notice the guy sitting alone at a table not too far from the bar. He was extremely good looking, like most of the other men present, but there was something vaguely familiar about him. She didn't know why since she was pretty sure they hadn't met before. Still, she couldn't get over the feeling that she knew him. Lost in thought, Roxie didn't realize she was staring until he got up and started to walk toward her.
Quickly turning to face the bar, she looked for Beowulf, but he was no longer there. She then remembered his telling her a shipment of wine had come in and that he had to take care of it. Looking down the length of the bar, she could see Wade busily pouring drinks. He wasn't going to be any help. Picking up her glass of wine, she took a sip, keeping her eyes down.
Roxie tried to act as if she didn't notice when the guy came and sat on the stool next to hers. She hoped if she didn't look at him he would take the hint and leave her alone. Fate was not on her side tonight.
"You look like you could use some company sitting here alone at the bar."
"No, I'm fine. I don't mind being alone, though I'm not really alone. My boyfriend is here."
"I've been watching you and I haven't seen you with anyone else."
"He's working behind the bar tonight. There was a delivery, but he'll be back shortly."
"Well, then, I had better ask you to dance before he gets back."
Roxie plastered a smile on her face and turned to look at him. “Look, I have a boyfriend and I'm not interested. I'm sure you can find someone else to dance with."
"No. I only want to dance with you."
Before Roxie could protest, he plucked her off the stool and pulled her toward the dance floor. Not wanting to make a huge scene, she tried to pull her arm free, but he didn't loosen the hold he had on her wrist. Once on the dance floor, he swung her into his arms and began moving to the slow song that was playing. Roxie opened her mouth to blast him, but his words stopped her.
Leaning toward her, he spoke into her ear. “Relax, I only want to dance. I couldn't think of any other way to get you away from the bar. I know you're with Beowulf."
Roxie pulled back and looked up at him. His hazel eyes smiled down at her. He was handsome. There was still something about his looks that drew her. The golden brown hair that fell just past his broad shoulders was familiar, almost as if she had run her fingers through its length before. She knew his chiseled lips, square jaw and straight nose. It didn't make any sense to her. “Who are you?"
He smiled. “My name is Royce Larrsson."
"Have we met before?"
Royce shook his head. “No, I don't believe so. Why?"
"I feel as if I know you."
"Maybe we met in your dreams.” Royce brought his head up and looked across the dance floor. “We have been spotted and Beowulf is not pleased. I will leave you for now, but we will meet again."
Before Roxie could stop Royce and ask him what he meant about meeting in her dreams, Beowulf pulled her into the protection of his arms. “Are you okay? He didn't do anything to upset you, did he?"
"No.” Beowulf held himself stiffly, almost as if he was ready for an attack. “He only danced with me."
"If you wanted to dance, you only had to ask me."
"I didn't ask him to dance if that is what you think. He dragged me out here."
Beowulf searched her face. “You would tell me if he did something to you?"
"Of course I would. What's the big deal? Royce seemed to know you."
"So it was Royce. I haven't seen him in years. I wonder why he decided to come here.” Beowulf looked in the direction Royce had gone.
"If you do know him, why are you worried he would do something to me?"
"I don't know him as well as I once did. Things happened in the past. Royce usually keeps to himself nowadays."
Roxie let Beowulf lead her back to the bar. She couldn't help looking back to where Royce had disappeared.
* * * *
Beowulf made sure he spent the rest of the evening at the bar so he could keep an eye on Roxie. Seeing her dance with Royce had made his hackles rise. He didn't like her being in the arms of another man, but Royce particularly made his protective instincts go into overdrive. Roxie was his mate and, as such, he needed to think of her well being. Being a mortal and unaware of what his people truly were, she could find herself in a precarious position. Single males sometimes tried to take other males’ mates from them, and it was usually the female who put the aggressor in his place. Roxie wouldn't have a clue how to do that.
Lost in his thoughts, he didn't hear Roxie talking to him. “Sorry, what did you say?"
"I asked when we were leaving."
"In another hour or so. I have to stay to close up. Is that okay with you?"
Roxie nodded her head. “No problem. Would you mind if I go sit in your office for awhile? No offense, but this whole club thing is not my cup of tea."
Beowulf flashed a smile in her direction. “I can tell."
"That obvious, is it?"
"Just a little. Let me grab you a bottle of wine, then I'll take you up. The computer in the office has internet. I'm sure you can find something to do on it to help pass the time."
"Wine and internet, sure to make me putty in your hands."
Walking around to the other side of the bar with a wine bottle and glass in hand, Beowulf brushed his lips against hers. “And here I thought it was what I do to you in bed that made you putty in my hands."
"Oh, you do that and more."
"I'm glad to hear it.” Beowulf ran his tongue along the outside of Roxie's ear. Feeling her shiver, he took her ear lobe between his teeth and gave it a small tug.
Helping her off the stool, Beowulf led her up to his office. After placing the items he carried on top his desk, he pulled out the chair for Roxie. She brushed her bottom against the front of his pants as she moved past him to sit down. Beowulf bit back a groan. Seeing the heated look she sent his way, he shook his head.
"You are too tempting by far, Roxie, but I really do have work to do."
"Are you sure?"
"Positive. Let me put it this way, the longer I stay up here, the longer it will be before we can leave. Think about how much time we will be missing out on tonight. In bed."
Roxie stood and started pushing Beowulf out the door. “Don't let me hold you up then. I'll be fine here."
* * * *
After practically slamming the door in Beowulf's face she sat back down in front of the computer. Pouring a glass of wine, Roxie decided if he didn't return in an hour she would go back down to the club and haul his ass out the door herself.
* * * *
Wade met Beowulf at the bar when he returned back downstairs. “If you and Roxie want to leave, you can. I don't mind closing on my own."
Beowulf shook his head. “No, not tonight. I prefer to be here."
"Because of the guy Roxie was dancing with? I know he's one of us, but I don't recall ever seeing him here before."
"Yes, he is. His name is Royce and he has never come to the club until tonight. He left the pack a long time ago."
Wade whistled. “A lone wolf. I can see why you were concerned about Roxie being near him. Do you think he will end up being a threat?"
"I hope the hell not. We were friends at one time."
"What caused him to leave?"
"It's a long story, one I don't want to get into right now. Suffice it to say, Royce made a choice to take a different route in life. Not everyone agreed with his decision."
"Must have been pretty drastic to make him go lone wolf."
"You could say that, but he never really did say exactly why he left. I have to wonder why he's back now though."
"I'll keep my eye out for him. I only saw him with Roxie that one time and I haven't seen him since. Maybe he won't be back."
Beowulf spent the remainder of the evening watching for Royce. But it turned out Wade was correct in his assumption. Royce didn't make another appearance and he wasn't in the crowd that filed out at closing time.
Pushing thoughts of Royce aside, Beowulf went back up to his office. Opening the door, he gazed over at his desk. Roxie was no longer there. He started to panic, thinking something had happened to her, until he walked further into the room and found her asleep on the couch. Cursing himself for overreacting, he knelt down beside Roxie and gently shook her. She slowly opened her eyes and look sleepily up at him.
"Sorry. I couldn't keep my eyes open anymore. I think drinking that whole bottle of wine was a bit too much for me. I don't usually drink that much."
"Well, then I had better get you home and tuck you into bed.” Beowulf scooped Roxie up in his arms and started downstairs.
"I can walk, you know. I didn't have that much to drink. People are going to start thinking I'm an invalid or something."
"You're fine just where you are."
Roxie rested her head against his shoulder. Beowulf smiled when he felt her relax. He hadn't been thinking about how much she'd had to drink before taking her up to the office. Alcohol didn't affect him as it did mortals. He had to drink more than one bottle of wine to even feel its effects. Gently he placed Roxie in the car. Sliding into the driver's seat, he saw Roxie had fallen back to sleep. He shook his head. So much for how he had wanted to spend the night.
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Chapter Nine
Running, she raced past the tree line and out into the open meadow. Looking behind her, she laughed. He always gave her a head start, but she could see he was catching up. Lifting her skirts higher, she tried for another burst of speed. He soon was running beside her, easily keeping pace. His wolf's body was made for running. It was times like this that she wished she could be like him.
Gradually she slowed to a walk. Reaching down, she threaded her fingers through his soft golden brown fur. Hazel eyes stared back at her. She could read the love he felt for her in his eyes. He leaned against her leg, pushing her in the direction of the small creek.
Taking a seat on the large boulder next to the water's edge, she watched him stick his muzzle into the water and take a drink. Once he was finished, he threw back his head and howled, letting the others know where he was and to stay away. A shimmering light engulfed him as he made the change.
He stood with his back to her. Her eyes skimmed over his wide shoulders and muscled back. His long hair, the same color as the wolf's fur, fell just past the tops of his shoulders. Moving lower, she couldn't help but look at his hard muscled bottom.
Without turning around he asked, “Are you staring at my buttocks again?"
"I can't help myself. You do make a fine figure of a man standing there naked."
"Maybe I should give you something more interesting to look at."
He turned and smiled at her. When he held his arms open wide, she walked into his embrace.
Roxie came awake with a gasp. In the first dream she really hadn't seen the face of her wolf lover. But the dream she just had was more vivid, more real. She could almost smell the wildflowers growing in the meadow, and hear the burbling sound of the slow-moving water in the creek. It was seeing the face of the man that had brought her awake. When he had turned, she had found herself looking at Royce. It disturbed her that he walked in her dreams.
Looking at the clock, she saw it was still early in the morning. Rolling to her side, she snuggled up against Beowulf's back. From the even rise and fall of his chest, she knew he still slept. Closing her eyes, she tried to go back to sleep. But her eyes popped open when she remembered what Royce had said before leaving her on the dance floor. He had said they would meet again. Not if she could help it. Somehow she would have to convince Beowulf to go to the club without her tonight. She didn't want to take the chances of Royce's showing up.
* * * *
Roxie slowly woke to the feel of Beowulf nuzzling her neck. Sensing she was awake, he lifted his head and smiled down at her. “Good morning, sleepyhead."
Stretching, she felt the hard length of his cock pressed against her side. “I see all of you is awake."
Beowulf bent his head and ran his tongue between her breasts. “Very much awake. And since you fell asleep last night, we didn't get to enjoy what was left of it."
"I'm sorry, Beowulf. I promise to make it up to you.” Reaching down, she took him in her hand and squeezed.
"Well, then, you can start making it up to me now.” Sliding out of her hand, he got up out of the bed and pulled her with him. “But first let's take a shower."
Roxie followed Beowulf into the adjoining bathroom. She loved his shower. It was large enough so that the two of them could fit into it with room to spare. The walls and floor were tiled in slate and it was enclosed with a clear glass surround. Shutting the shower door behind her, she watched Beowulf turn the brass knobs of the faucet. Warm water fell from the large shower head in the center of the ceiling and sprayed from the smaller heads set into the one wall. Closing her eyes, she tipped back her head and soaked her hair.
Having adjusted the water to his liking, Beowulf came to stand in front of her. He held a bar of soap in his hand. He rubbed it between his hands until he built up enough lather then passed the soap to her. “I want you to wash me.” With his soapy hands, he ran them across her breasts.
She loved the way he touched her, just as much as she loved touching his hard body. Quickly making lather, she ran her hands down his chest. Once she finished washing that part of him, she moved around to his back. She relished the feel of his wet skin beneath her hands. She rubbed and stroked her way down his back to his hard ass. Cupping each mound of flesh in her hands, she gave them a squeeze before moving down to his muscular legs.
Finished with the back of him, Roxie moved around to Beowulf's front. His eyes were heavy with desire. Soaping up her hands again, she looked down at him. He was fully erect, with his cock standing straight out from his body. Taking hold of him, she ran her soapy hand up and down his full length. Beowulf pumped his hips in time with her movements and moaned. He allowed her to play with him for a few minutes before he pulled her hand away. “My turn now."
Taking the soap from her, he ran it down her chest, circling each breast. Her nipples pebbled, begging for his touch. With a thumb and forefinger, he plucked at her nipples until she arched into him. Pulling her back into the stream of water, he rinsed away the soap before he bent his head and sucked one of her nipples deep inside his mouth. Roxie groaned as waves of pleasure shot down from her breast to her pussy. She clutched at Beowulf's shoulders as he moved to her other breast. Backing her up against the glass surround, he licked his way down to her belly button. His tongue swirled inside before he continued to move lower. Kneeling at her feet, he gently pushed her thighs apart.
"I want the smell of you all over me, Roxie. But I like the taste of you even more."
Spreading her nether lips with his fingers, he licked her pussy with the tip of his tongue. Roxie took her lower lip between her teeth and closed her eyes at the feel of his hot tongue on her. He licked at her opening, lapping up the wetness. Reaching her clit, he licked then sucked on the small nubbin of flesh. Roxie went on her toes as he pushed first one finger than a second deep inside her. Squeezing her inner walls around his fingers, she rocked her hips.
Knowing she was close to shattering, Beowulf came to his feet. Lifting her to him, he took his cock in one hand and slowly pushed it into her hot channel. Roxie wrapped her legs around his waist. Lifting her hips, she matched his strokes. She loved the feel of him deep inside her. Sex had never been this good. She had a feeling he had spoiled her for other men. No other would ever take his place.
Feeling her climax build ever higher, Roxie clamped her inner muscles around Beowulf's shaft. He groaned in response, pushing her closer to her release. Sensing her climax was almost upon her, he reached between their joined bodies and rubbed her clit. Roxie moaned as her release slammed into her. Beowulf increased his pace, holding her still as he pumped his hips. He threw back his head and groaned as he climaxed inside her.
Once their hearts had slowed to a steadier beat, Beowulf pulled out of her and let Roxie down on her none-too-steady feet. He was still hard. She smiled. He definitely was ruining her. At this rate she would expect every man she slept with to be able to keep an erection after climaxing. “I see I will have my work cut out for me making it up to you."
Reaching over to the taps, Beowulf shut off the water. “I'm sure you won't find it a chore. Now that we've had our shower, I want you again. This time in the bed."
Picking Roxie up in his arms, Beowulf carried her back to bed. Neither one cared that their still wet hair soaked the bed sheets. They spent the rest of the morning exploring each other's bodies, finding what spots when touched or stroked increased their pleasure. By noon Roxie was sated and was in need of a nap. Curled up against Beowulf's side, she drifted off into a dreamless sleep.
* * * *
"What do you mean you don't want to go to the club tonight?"
Roxie had been holding back all day, unsure how Beowulf would react to her decision to stay home. She finally broached the subject during supper knowing Wade would be joining them. She knew she was taking the chicken way out, but she had her reasons. She hoped Wade would back her up if Beowulf decided to push.
"Look, it's not that I don't like spending time with you at the club, because I do. It's just I have work to do. I'm falling behind."
"You have your laptop. Why not bring it to the club with you? You can work in my office."
"That's the other thing. The laptop is all right for doing some of the work, but what I really need is my desktop at my place. So I figured while you were at the club tonight I would go home and work.” Roxie could almost see the wheels turning in Beowulf's head as he thought of another reason for her to go with him. She continued before he could say anything more. “And don't even suggest that I move my desktop to your house. No offense, but I'm not quite that ready to talk about moving in with you."
Taking pity on his brother, Wade interrupted. “You know, Beowulf, things have been pretty quiet since the other night. I don't think you have to worry about anything coming from that direction. And the other doesn't know where Roxie lives."
Even though she really didn't know exactly what Wade was alluding to, Roxie still wanted to hug him for taking her side. “See. Even Wade thinks I should go home. I don't know why this is such a big issue with you, but I'll make you a deal. I'll go home and you come and stay over at my place tonight. I feel like I've mooched enough off of you. In the morning, I'll make you a big breakfast."
"Okay, you win. I'll take you up on your offer of breakfast, but I get to follow you back to your place then I will go onto the club."
"Beowulf, I'm perfectly able to get home by myself."
Beowulf gave Roxie a hard stare. “Take it or leave it. The choice is yours."
Roxie threw up her hands. “Fine, you can follow me home. I still think it's a waste of time."
"It's always better to be safe than sorry. You never know what could be lurking about in the dark."
* * * *
Beowulf not only followed her home, but had to come inside the house to make sure all the windows and doors were still locked. Before he left, he pulled her into his arms and kissed her until her knees gave out. He also made her promise to not open the door to anyone but him.
Turning on her computer, she settled in for a night of work. She really was behind. Unlike Beowulf who didn't need to worry about money, she needed all her clients to keep her business going. She had a reputation for doing quality work and for always finishing a project on time. She wasn't about to start backsliding. It had taken her over two years to get where she was now.
The doorbell rang. Looking at the clock on the bottom of her computer screen, Roxie saw only a half hour had passed since Beowulf had left. Thinking it had to be him, wanting to check up on her, she opened the door prepared to tell him to go back to the club. Much to her surprise it wasn't Beowulf standing at her door. It was Royce.
Trying to act like his dropping by her house was a normal occurrence, Roxie smiled. “Royce, what brings you by?"
"I told you we would meet again."
"Yes, you did. How did you find out where I live?"
Royce flashed her brilliant smile. “I have my ways. May I come in?” Seeing the reluctant look on Roxie's face he added, “I just want to talk. About Beowulf."
Roxie knew she was nuts for doing it, but she opened the door wider and stepped aside so Royce could come in. There was something about the man, something she found familiar, comforting, as if he would never do anything to hurt her and would defend her at all costs. Shaking her head over her foolish thoughts, she closed the door and followed Royce into the living room.
Taking a seat on the couch, Roxie asked, “What about Beowulf?"
Sitting next to Roxie, Royce stared at her, letting his eyes roam her face. When she cleared her throat to get his attention, he shook his head. “Sorry. You look very much like a woman I once knew."
Roxie didn't miss the sadness in Royce's voice. “What happened to her?"
"She died many years ago. I still miss her."
"You must have loved her very much."
"I did. I still do, but I didn't come here to talk about her. I'm sure Beowulf told you that we were indeed friends at one time."
"Yes, and that it had been years since you had seen each other. He was surprised you were at the club last night."
Royce laughed. “I'd bet he was more than surprised. After my ma ... my wife died, I pushed everyone away. Her death hit me hard and I didn't feel comfortable being around people, especially my friends. So I packed up my things and moved away. In doing so, I left Beowulf in a tricky situation."
When Royce didn't explain what that situation was, she had the feeling that would be all he was going to say about it. “Just to set the record straight here, I've only known Beowulf for all of four days. I'm not sure I'm the best person you should be talking to about this."
"Maybe not, but you're the closest person to him at the moment. I would like to resume our friendship. He acts differently around you. Maybe you could put in a good word for me."
Roxie bit her lip. “I don't think that's such a good idea right now. Having me pass messages to him from you would more than likely upset him to say the least. He's a tad protective of me. I mentioned seeing a wolf in my backyard a couple days ago and he rushed over here like it was a life or death situation. He wouldn't even let me stay in the house alone."
Roxie jumped as Royce shot to his feet and headed to the back of the house. Going to the kitchen, he peered out the window, searching her backyard. Finding nothing, he began checking to make sure all the windows were securely locked. Roxie followed him as he finished with the lower level and started up the stairs.
"Have all the men I know gone crazy or something? First Beowulf, now you. Don't you think you're overreacting just a little here? What harm could a wild wolf do to my house? It's not like he could break in or anything."
"You never know."
When Royce brushed past her and headed for her bedroom, Roxie grabbed hold of his arm to stop him. “Oh, no, you don't. That's my bedroom.” Ignoring her, he pulled her behind him. Slapping his arm didn't even cause him to flinch. Once inside the room, she let go of his arm and watched him check the lock on her bedroom window. “Am I allowed no privacy?"
Having finished what he had wanted to do, Royce moved to stand in front of her. “Everything seems to be secure. Promise me you'll do what Beowulf says. I have to leave now. I have to go do some hunting it would seem. I still want to finish our conversation, but it'll have to be another time."
Moving quickly, Royce brushed his lips across Roxie's before she could protest. Turning on his heel, he walked out of the room. Finally coming to her senses, Roxie ran down the stairs only to find Royce no longer there. Opening the front door, she couldn't see him anywhere. The man could really move when he wanted to. Closing and locking the door, Roxie headed back to her office. Before she sat back down in front of her computer, she decided it would be better not to tell Beowulf about Royce's visit. Some things were better left unsaid.
* * * *
In wolf form, Royce put his nose to the ground trying to pick up the scent of the other wolf that had been in Roxie's backyard. He had managed to do the change just as Roxie had opened her front door. Keeping to the shadows, his dark fur helped to hide his presence from her. It had been easy enough to slip into her backyard once she had gone back inside. He needed to know whether it had merely been a wolf or a werewolf.
After a few minutes of snuffling around, he managed to pick up the scent. Even though it was days old, he recognized it. He curled his lip at the smell. Beowulf had done right whisking Roxie away. It had been another werewolf, and one that would love to strike against Beowulf using any means possible. Hiding deeper inside the shadows, Royce decided to stay and stand guard. He wouldn't let anything happen to Roxie. Now that he had spent more time with her, he couldn't help but see all the similarities. But he didn't want to get his hopes up. For now he was content to sit back and watch.
Two uneventful hours passed. About ready to leave and go in hunt of the other werewolf, Royce saw the kitchen light switch on inside the house. Roxie walked into the kitchen. She opened a cupboard and took out two wine glasses. Out of the corner of his eye, Royce watched Beowulf enter the room. He came up behind Roxie and wrapped his arms around her waist. She leaned back into Beowulf's embrace and laid her head against his chest. Taking the glasses from her, Beowulf placed them on the counter. He turned Roxie's head toward him and lowered his lips to hers. Royce looked away as the kiss became more passionate.
Making his way to the side of the house, Royce changed back into a man, willing clothes onto his body after the change. Walking to where he parked his car a few houses away from Roxie's, he tried to swallow past the ache in his throat. Seeing Roxie and Beowulf together had brought up too many memories of times spent with his mate. He felt some happiness that Beowulf had at last found his mate, but in a way Royce couldn't help but feel his friend had taken something that belonged to him.
* * * *
After three nights of work, Roxie felt caught up enough on work to feel she was back on schedule. Unlike the first night, Beowulf picked her up after closing Wulf's Den and took her back to his place. Roxie didn't bother arguing with him about it. She had to admit his house was a lot nicer than hers and she was starting to become attached to it, as well as its owner.
She and Beowulf were closer than ever. To be near him, to touch him, was something she found unable to fight. Being separated from him for a few hours seemed too much for her at times. She knew it was crazy, but it didn't make the urge any less powerful. It also seemed to affect Beowulf as well. Every night after work, he would sweep her up into his arms and kiss her like a man dying of thirst. He couldn't get enough of her. Not that she was complaining.
Knowing she would have to go to the club that night, Roxie called Candice and suggested they go shopping. She desperately needed new clothes. Candice of course jumped at the chance to go clothes shopping. Beowulf had tried to give her money, saying it was because of him she needed to buy the clothes in the first place, but Roxie adamantly refused.
She did however approve of Beowulf's idea that the three of them should meet up at the club before it opened and have supper there. Candice was more than happy to join them. Roxie was happy Candice had also agreed to stay with her while Beowulf worked behind the bar. She hoped that as long as she wasn't alone, Royce wouldn't approach her if he came to the club.
They had just finished eating when the bouncer, Carl, arrived. He glanced over to where they were sitting and nodded his head in Beowulf's direction as he headed for the kitchen. When his eyes happened to land on Candice, he did a quick about-face and came over to the table. Roxie caught sight of Beowulf's smile before he lifted his napkin to wipe his mouth. She cocked a brow in his direction, but he shook his head.
"What's up, Carl?” Beowulf stood to greet the large man.
"Not much, boss. Just thought I would come over and introduce myself to the ladies."
Carl kept his eyes glued on Candice. Now she understood Beowulf's smile. Carl was just another victim of Candice's good looks. Peering over at her friend, she was surprised to find Candice equally returning the bouncer's stare.
Hoping to draw some of his attention away from Candice, Roxie stuck out her hand for Carl to shake. “Nice to meet you, Carl. I'm Roxie and this is my friend Candice."
Carl shook her hand, but only spared her a glance before focusing all his attention back onto Candice. Roxie gave up trying after that and let them talk to each other without her interference. The conversation was soon cut short though when Beowulf motioned to Carl and asked him to help get the club ready for the night.
When they were alone, Roxie turned to Candice and put her hand on her friend's forehead. “Are you sick? It doesn't feel like you have a fever."
Candice pushed her hand away. “Of course I'm not sick. Why would I be?"
"Let's see, maybe because you were actually nice to a guy who seems to be half decent."
"I'm not that shallow when it comes to men, Rox."
Roxie snorted. “I beg to differ. You are that shallow. Let's face it, Carl isn't exactly the type of guy you usually hunt down."
"Well maybe I'm ready for a change. I will admit I have been with too many losers lately. Now that I've seen you with Beowulf, I would like to find someone who will stick around for the long haul. I'm not getting any younger, you know."
"Shall I get your cane, Grandma? Give me a break, Candy. It's nice to hear you want more than a boy toy in your life, but Carl?"
"What's wrong with Carl? He's just as good-looking as any of the other guys that work here."
"Yes, he is good-looking, I agree with you on that, but did you look at the size of that man? You barely come up to his chest, standing on your tip toes, that is. He has to be at least Beowulf's height. The man is just plain scary-looking with all those muscles and his bald head. I'm sure he could pick you up in one arm and carry you around as he would a doll."
Candice winked and smiled. “He can carry me wherever he wants. I wouldn't mind that at all, especially if it meant I got to fondle every inch of him."
Roxie laughed and shook her head at her friend. “You're incorrigible, you know that. Just remember you agreed to keep me company tonight. So no sneaking off too many times to go visit Carl outside while he mans the doors."
"I promise. There's always time after the club closes for me to get to know Carl better. I'll only go out once or twice to make sure he's still on my hook."
"So in other words, you're going to tease the poor man."
Candice blew on her fingernails then rubbed them on her shirt. “I do have my ways."
"Well the opportunity to work your wiles on Carl has arrived. He's coming this way. Promise not to go too hard on the guy."
"I promise. Now scat. Three's a crowd and all that."
Thinking Candice would never change, Roxie headed over to the bar, knowing her friend would join her as soon as she had a chance to set her hooks into Carl. The poor man wouldn't know what hit him.
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Chapter Ten
Roxie spent the rest of the evening catching up with Candice. Even though she lived a more reclusive life than Candice did, she usually kept in touch with her. So it was nice to have a girls’ night out. They decided not to sit at the bar, but instead sat at a table nearer the dance floor and not too far away from the bar.
"So when are you going to take Beowulf to meet your parents?"
Roxie yanked her eyes back to Candice. Just like the first night she had come to Wulf's Den, Beowulf was watching her as if he wanted to devour her. And he damn well knew what he was doing to her from the cocky grin he wore. “Soon. They know about him. I'm not sure if Beowulf's ready for the meet the parents kind of thing yet. It's been barely a week since I started seeing him. I don't want to get too pushy and scare him away."
"You really are starting to have strong feelings for him, aren't you?"
Roxie nodded. “You could say that. I've never felt this way about another guy before. I can't stop thinking about him. Even being away from him for a few hours seems too long. I sound like a nut case."
Candice patted her hand. “No, you don't. You sound like a woman who is falling in love, and falling hard from the sound of it.” Taking note of the gauze still wrapped around Roxie's wrist, she asked, “What's up with the rash, Rox? You shouldn't still have it. Have you seen a doctor about it?"
Placing her hands in her lap, Roxie gave Candice a pained expression. “It's nothing. The rash is almost gone. I just don't want people staring at it.” Roxie made a mental note to find something besides the gauze to hide the markings circling her wrist.
"No need to get touchy about it. I just asked. Now if you'll excuse me, I have to go check on Carl and make sure he still wants to meet up after closing."
Roxie waved Candice off and watched her make her way to the club entrance. Before stepping outside, Candice pulled the neckline of her top down a fraction lower than it had been. Roxie shook her head. Carl was as good as caught.
Hoping to distract herself until Candice returned, Roxie turned to look over at the bar. Beowulf blew her a kiss before he walked out from behind the bar and moved in the direction of his office. She seriously considered following him up there, but thought better of it. Candice would think she had run out on her again. Deciding to behave herself, she turned to watch the people out on the dance floor.
Thinking Candice had returned when the chair next to hers scraped across the floor, Roxie opened her mouth to ask how things went with Carl. She quickly shut it again as a man slipped into the vacant chair beside her.
"I see you need another drink. Shall I order you one?"
"That's nice to offer, but no, I'm fine."
"Come now. What better way to get to know someone than to have a drink with her? I want us to be very close, Roxie."
A chill ran down Roxie's spine. There was something about this man that made her shudder. He was good-looking, but there was a cruel look to his eyes. That he knew her name frightened her. Desperately she looked for either Beowulf or his brother, but neither of them was in sight. Pushing back her chair, she tried to stand. The stranger wrapped his hand around her right wrist and roughly pulled her back down into the chair. He leaned forward as he painfully squeezed her wrist.
"Oh, no, you aren't getting away that easily. I'm not done with you yet. I haven't had my chance to play and you owe me for the other night."
"I don't understand. I don't know who you are. You must have me mistaken with someone else."
His laugh was anything but pleasant. “It would seem Beowulf has been keeping secrets from you. Maybe I should do him a favor and tell you what he's been hiding."
"And maybe you should remove your paw from the lady before I rip your arm off, Gren."
Roxie was never happier to see Royce than she was then. He grabbed Gren by the shoulder and hauled him away from her. Holding the man in front of him, Royce gave him a hard shake. The fury he was feeling was written all over his face. His lip curled back in a snarl and he made a grumbling sound in the back of his throat.
Gren shoved him away. “Watch yourself, lone wolf. It's obvious you've been by yourself for far too long. You forget your place."
"As you seem to have forgotten yours. You know what Beowulf will do to you when he finds out you have touched what belongs to him."
"Then he shouldn't have allowed his mate to sit alone. He may have part of his pack working here, but it doesn't mean others outside it won't try to take what is his."
"It seems to me you're the only one trying to do that."
Gren laughed. “That's interesting. Isn't that why you are here? Why else would you stand up for Beowulf's mate if you didn't intend to steal her from him?"
Royce growled before he grabbed Gren by the front of his shirt and hurled him into the table behind him. Roxie had a hard time believing what she was seeing. Royce had picked Gren up and threw him like he weighed no more than a rag doll. She slowly backed away when he growled once more. Seeing her move, he turned to look at her. Roxie stifled a gasp as she looked into his eyes. They were glowing. This time she couldn't trick herself into believing that what she was seeing wasn't real, as she had been able to do with Beowulf. Royce did nothing to hide it from her, but gave her the full force of his stare.
Realizing how quiet the club had become, Roxie noted the crowd gathering around them. If she wasn't mistaken, a few of the men circled around them had glowing eyes as well. Roxie began to wonder what she had gotten herself into. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched Gren pick himself up and launch himself at Royce. Caught off guard, he went down hard as the other man hit him in the back.
Slowly backing away, Roxie watched as the two men swung at each other. The animalistic sounds of growling and snarling were unmistakable. Backing up even further, she couldn't help the scream that slipped past her lips as she came up against a hard body. Reacting before seeing who stood behind her, she struck out with her elbow hoping to get away. Two arms wrapped around her, hindering her movement.
"Stop it, Roxie. It's okay.” Beowulf's voice sounded in her ear.
She waited until Beowulf had relaxed his hold before she pushed him away. When he moved to pull her to him again, she held up her arms as she walked back out of reach. “Stay away from me."
Beowulf's features grew grim as he looked between her and the two men still locked in combat. Moving faster than she expected, he grabbed her by the arm and pulled her away from the crowd. She tried to wrench out of his grasp, but he only squeezed harder as he forced her up the stairs to his office. Throwing open the door, he shoved her inside. Roxie moved away as he closed and locked the door.
* * * *
Beowulf blew out a breath on a long sigh. He had to have been an idiot to think bringing Roxie to the club would keep her safe. He realized his mistake the moment he had seen her standing alone as Royce and Gren pounded on each other. He had thought everything would be fine tonight, that Roxie would have an enjoyable evening with Candice. She was close enough he could keep an eye on her while allowing her to be alone with her friend. He had only intended to be up in the office for a few minutes while he looked for an invoice. Roxie had been fine. How could he have known both Gren and Royce would decide to make an appearance at that exact moment, let alone zero in on Roxie?
"What did they say to you, Roxie?"
She jumped at the sound of his voice. “I don't want to talk about it."
He bit back a growl, seeing the fear in her eyes. “We have to. I have to make you understand."
Roxie wrapped her arms across her chest as she stared warily at him. “Make me understand what? That you are some kind of freak of nature? I almost had myself convinced I imagined your eyes glowing, and that the sounds you made were not as animal-like as I first thought. But not anymore. Not after seeing what I saw."
"I've wanted to explain it to you. I held back because I was afraid of your reaction. This isn't something most people are willing to accept."
"You think?” Roxie asked sarcastically. “Just what the hell are you, Beowulf? And why did Gren and Royce call me your mate?"
The anger in her voice built as she questioned him. Anger was good, better than fear. He decided to answer her second question before tackling the first. “It's true. You are my mate."
"Like bloody hell I am. I don't remember you ever asking me to marry you, if that is what they meant by me being your mate."
"We are mates. You can't deny what you feel, that you need to be near me, that you can't stop thinking about me. Being away from me, not able to touch me, makes you feel uncomfortable. We are connected, you and I. It's the way of my kind. We don't marry like your kind does."
Roxie pinned him with a hard stare. “What do you mean by your kind? You sound like you aren't totally human."
"I'm not, Roxie."
"Then what exactly are you?"
"I'm a werewolf."
She started to laugh. When her humorless laugh started to sound this side of hysterical, Beowulf moved to console her but she lurched away from him. “Don't touch me. If you're a werewolf, then prove it. Change. Or can you only do it by the light of a full moon?"
Beowulf fisted his hands at his sides to stop himself for reaching out to Roxie again. The fear was growing in her eyes once more. “It doesn't work that way. I can change whenever I wish."
"Then change. Now."
"I don't think that would be wise. Give it some time to sink in."
"Change!” Roxie bellowed.
Moving to the middle of the room, Beowulf willed the change upon himself. He knew what she would see. His eyes would start to glow then gradually his body would begin to shimmer, blurring as his body took on the wolf form. Being able to shape shift was more of a magical gift then a physical ability. Unlike most werewolf movies, he didn't need to be naked to change and his body didn't go through the change in easy to see stages. One minute he would be a man and the next a wolf. And there was no pain involved either.
Once the change was complete, he waited to see how Roxie would react. Her eyes widened as she recognized him as the black wolf she had encountered before. He looked into her face and silently willed her to accept this part of him. He could no more cope with being separated from her than she would be able to while separated from him.
"It was you. You were the black wolf in the alley. Who was the other?” Roxie fell silent appearing to think, then she answered her own question. “I know who it was. It was Gren. Now I understand what he meant when he said I owed him one."
Thinking she was more open to his being a werewolf, Beowulf padded over to Roxie and pushed against her leg. She jumped away almost as if he had tried to attack her. He was about to change back but stopped when she sunk her hand into the fur running along his back.
"I can't do this right now, Beowulf. Sorry. It's too much. I need to be alone to think. I'm taking your keys so I can collect my things at your house, then I'm going home. If you follow me there, I'll phone the police and tell them you're stalking me. And please, stay as a wolf at least until I've had enough time to get back to my place."
Beowulf felt a tingling under his skin where Roxie held onto him. It wasn't painful, but he found the sensation odd, especially when it started to radiate from his back to the rest of his body. At the sound of Roxie pulling open his desk drawer to take his house keys, he decided enough was enough. He wasn't going to allow her to leave him. Not like this. He willed himself to change. Nothing happened. He tried again and again. Still he remained as a wolf. For the first time in his long life, his shape-shifting ability failed him.
Unable to change, he couldn't say the words that he wanted to say to Roxie. Silently he watched her walk over to the door and unlock it. He quietly whimpered as she pulled it open. She gave him one last look before she closed the door, trapping him inside. Hoping to draw attention to his plight, Beowulf clawed at the door. His large paws gouged marks into the wood. It soon became obvious no one could hear the racket he was making. Defeated, he went and sat down in the center of the room. Sooner or later Wade would come looking for him. Hopefully it would be sooner.
* * * *
Roxie fought back the tears that threatened to fall. She didn't know what was wrong with her. She should be running screaming from the club, afraid of what Beowulf had revealed to her. But it wasn't fear she was feeling. She was more afraid of her easy acceptance of it all. Seeing him change, it had been exactly like when Royce had done it in her dreams. And because of it she felt a bit shell-shocked seeing Beowulf as a wolf.
Lost in thought, Roxie walked out of the club and headed for the curb, hoping to hail a taxi. It wasn't until Candice had called her name three times did she force herself back to reality. Turning back to face the club, she waited for Candice to meet up with her on the sidewalk. Carl hung back, keeping his eye on them both as they spoke.
"What's the rush, Roxie?” Candice stared at her face with a concerned look. “Something's wrong. What happened?” When Roxie just shook her head, Candice gave her a little shake. “Snap out of it, Rox. I can tell you are upset about something. Maybe I can help."
Hearing the concern in Candice's voice, Carl came to stand beside her. “What's up?"
Candice shook her head. “I don't know, she won't tell me. Come on, Roxie. You don't have to tell me everything. Just tell me what has you so upset."
Knowing there would be no escaping Candice until she at least gave her something, Roxie took a deep breath, hoping to calm herself down. “There was a fight. Inside the club. I can't stay in there anymore."
Carl gently pushed Candice aside as he took hold of Roxie's ice cold hands. She flinched, but when he refused to let her go, she looked up to find him staring at her. “Who was the fight between?"
"Royce and Gren."
Carl swore, then quickly dropped her hands as he took off running back inside the club. Seeing an empty taxi across the street, Roxie raised her hand to draw the driver's attention. Candice followed her as she walked over to the waiting taxi. “Go back to the club, Candice. I'll be fine. I just need to be alone for awhile. You have plans with Carl. Don't disappoint him."
Candice held onto the taxi's door before Roxie could shut it. “I'll do what you say, only because I have the feeling if I don't let you go it would just upset you more. Promise me one thing. You'll tell me what's going on. I mean it."
"I promise. It may take a few days, but I promise.” Pulling the door closed, Roxie gave the taxi driver the address to her house.
* * * *
Beowulf threw himself at the door. Roxie had been gone five minutes and he'd had enough of sitting and doing nothing. Backing up, he took another run at the door. This time he heard a satisfying crack as the door's frame started to give way. He was just about to take a third run at it when his brother pushed it open. Seeing Beowulf in wolf form brought him up short.
"What are you doing going wolf now? And where's Roxie?” When Beowulf shook his head at him, Wade grew impatient. “This is no time to be stubborn. Royce and Gren made a hell of a mess. I had to do a lot of sweet-talking to get the mortals watching the fight to believe it was just a show. That was a chore and a half considering more than one member of our pack almost went wolf. So could you hurry up and change."
Once again Beowulf shook his head. It was frustrating not being able to tell his brother that something was wrong, that he couldn't turn back. All he could think was the longer he stayed wolf, the more time Roxie had to get away. He wanted to throw back his head and howl in desperation, but knew it would only draw unwanted attention his way.
Carl burst into the room. Seeing Beowulf, he looked from one brother to the other. “Is everything okay here?"
Wade, now able to see the frustration in his brother's eyes, shook his head. “I don't think so. I think we have a problem. I don't think Beowulf can make the change.” When Beowulf bobbed his wolf's head up and down, Wade sucked in a breath. “You can't make the change. That's not possible."
"Maybe not,” Carl said, “but if Beowulf can't change, then it must be possible. Right now we have bigger fish to fry. Both Royce and Gren are gone, to where I have no idea. I also saw Roxie outside, she was pretty upset. I think she was leaving as well."
Wade scrubbed his face with his hand. “Can things get any worse? Roxie ended up being in the middle of the fight. From what I was able to find out, Gren accosted her and Royce tried to drive him off. Things were said. Things Beowulf hadn't managed to explain to her yet.” Turning to look at his brother, he said, “Real brilliant changing in front of her after she went through all that. No wonder she got the hell out of here. What were you thinking?” Beowulf bared his teeth at him in answer.
Always the practical one, Carl went to stand between the two brothers. “This really isn't helping. It's almost closing time, so I don't think it will be too hard to kick everyone out a little early. Once all the mortals are gone, we can sneak Beowulf out to the car and you, Wade, can drive him home. Hopefully his not being able to change is temporary, because I wouldn't have a clue what could be done to fix it.” Once Wade left the room, Carl looked down at Beowulf. “Don't worry, boss. We'll figure something out.” The big man then left the room.
Alone again, Beowulf hunkered down to wait for Wade to come and get him once the club was empty. He was going to change back. Being stuck as a wolf was not an option. He had a runaway mate to chase down and being unable to make the change was not part of the solution.
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Chapter Eleven
Royce took a deep breath before he buzzed up to Beowulf's house. He hadn't wanted to come here but, considering what happened the night before, he felt it was the least he could do. He needed to see how affected Roxie was by the things Gren and he had said. But mostly he wanted to prove to himself that his intentions toward her were not what Gren had accused him of doing. He had spent the remainder of the night searching inside himself, asking if he was really capable of trying to steal Roxie away from Beowulf. He had been disgusted to find how appealing he had found it to be.
Tamping down his wayward thoughts, Royce drove up the drive as the gates swung open. He had to get himself back under control before he came face to face with Roxie. If Beowulf sensed anything of what was going through his head, Royce knew he would have another fight on his hands. One of the biggest faults of a werewolf male was how territorial they were when it came to their mates. And he being a lone wolf would only cause Beowulf to act more violently toward him.
Before he could reach the door, Wade pulled it open. “You have a lot of nerve showing up here after last night."
"I've come to see Roxie and to apologize for my part in what happened."
Wade crossed his arms in front of his chest. “It's a little too late for that I think. And to be honest, right now I have a lot more to worry about then your trying to smooth things over with Roxie."
"What do you mean?"
"Follow me."
Wade turned on his heel and headed back inside the house. Royce followed him and shut the door behind him. Wade stood waiting for him just inside the large living room. Crossing the distance, Royce was surprised to find Beowulf in wolf form glaring at him. Roxie was nowhere to be seen.
"Where's Roxie?"
Wade curled his lip at him. “Not here as you can see. She took off last night. I assume she is back at her place. I'm more concerned about Beowulf."
Royce searched Beowulf for injuries, but couldn't see any. “He looks all right to me."
"He may look all right but he isn't. He can't make the change."
"What?"
"He's stuck in wolf form. The fool decided to show Roxie exactly what he was last night and hasn't been able to change back since."
Royce stiffened. It couldn't be. He had only known one other individual who could inhibit a werewolf's ability to change, but she was long gone, much to his everlasting sorrow. Could Roxie have done it? He couldn't totally discount the possibility. She had supposedly been the last person to be with Beowulf before he went wolf. If it had been her ... he didn't want to finish that train of thought. Giving himself a mental shake, he found Wade watching him intently.
"You know what happened to him. I can see it in your eyes. You know what's wrong with Beowulf."
"Not exactly. If I'm correct in my thinking, you can stop worrying. He should be back to himself by tonight. It usually takes about twenty-four hours to wear off.” With Roxie alone at her house, Royce couldn't shake the feeling that he needed to go check on her, and the sooner the better. Turning back around, he headed for the front door.
Wade followed behind him. “Where are you going? And what do you mean it takes almost twenty-four hours to wear off? What are you talking about?"
Royce looked back at him before he stepped through the door. “I can't tell you anymore than that. Beowulf will be fine."
Closing the door behind him, Royce rushed over to his car. He couldn't get the notion out of his head that if he didn't get to Roxie soon something terrible was going to happen. He wasn't going to fail her by not being around to protect her. He had failed once before to protect someone he cared about and had paid the ultimate price. He knew he couldn't live through another such failure.
* * * *
Roxie immersed herself in her work. She didn't want to think about the night before. She knew if she did, she would just drive herself crazy. There were too many things she didn't understand, and she wasn't sure she wanted the answers. She didn't know if what was happening to her, the dreams and the strange markings on her wrist, had anything to do with her supposedly being Beowulf's mate. And she didn't want to go down that road. Being a mate to a werewolf had never been high on her ‘Things to Accomplish in Life’ list.
The only thing she regretted about last night was leaving her things at Beowulf's place. She had chickened out, not having the nerve to go to his place in case he showed up while she was still there. The clothes were no big deal. It was her laptop she missed the most, but going over and getting it was not an option at the moment. She wasn't ready to face Beowulf yet. She needed time to sort out her feelings. She felt deeply for him, the whole werewolf thing wasn't much of a detriment. It just put things on an entirely different level. One she hadn't expected to be facing at this early stage in their relationship.
Her day proved uneventful with no one phoning or coming over to the house to see her. When her eyes started to feel gritty from sitting too long in front of a computer screen, she decided to call it quits. Looking out the window, she was surprised to see the sun slowly setting below the horizon.
She really didn't feel like eating. Instead, Roxie decided to take a bath. A good long soak in hot as she could stand water, with bubble bath added, was what she needed more than food. Before going upstairs, she checked to make sure all the windows and doors were locked. It had become a habit now. After having Beowulf, and then Royce, drum it into her head that she wouldn't be safe otherwise, she didn't want to take any chances.
Slowly climbing the stairs, she made her way to the bathroom and started to fill the tub. After adding a good amount of her favorite scented bubble bath, she left it to fill and went to her bedroom. Stripping out of her clothes, she gathered her long hair up into a bun, securing it with a large hair clip. The bath was just about ready when she returned to the bathroom. Stepping into the tub, Roxie groaned with pleasure as the warm water settled around her. Turning off the taps, she laid her head on the back of the tub and closed her eyes.
"I think I'll join you in there, if you don't mind."
Roxie's eyes snapped open at the sound of Beowulf's voice. Water sloshed almost out of the tub as she quickly sat up. “How did you get in? I know the door was locked.” Suddenly realizing Beowulf was pulling off his clothes, fully intending to join her in the tub, she shook her head. “Oh, no, you don't. This tub isn't big enough for the both of us."
Ignoring her protests, Beowulf kicked off his pants and stepped into the tub. Sitting down, he positioned Roxie's legs so they were on either side of his hips. The water rose precariously high, threatening to spill over the top. He ran his hands up and down her legs. “I missed you too."
Roxie scowled at him. “Don't try and change the subject. How did you get in my house?"
"With a key."
She knew he was being deliberately obtuse, trying to rile her up. “And where did you get this key?"
"I had it made when you left your keys with me. I had a feeling it would come in handy one day."
Roxie kicked her leg, splashing sudsy water in Beowulf's face. He only smiled as he wiped it away. “You had an extra key cut for my house? How dare you? You had no right to do that."
Grabbing each of her ankles, Beowulf gave her a hard yank until she sat on his lap facing him. “Calm down. I only did what I thought was necessary to protect my mate."
"I wasn't your mate then, and I'm not too sure if I am now."
"You are my mate, Roxie. I knew it the moment I first kissed you. I've waited a very long time for you. You are mine."
"What if I don't want to be your mate? This isn't the Dark Ages, you know. Women aren't forced into marriages anymore."
"You may find my motives primitive, but they worked then and I can't see any point in changing what works."
"As if you would know from first hand experience,” Roxie scoffed.
"Actually, yes, I do."
She didn't know whether to burst out laughing or to smack Beowulf for saying such a ridiculous thing. “Come on. You can't expect me to believe that. Next you'll be telling me you are the Beowulf in Beowulf and Grendel."
"I am."
"That's not possible.” Looking into his eyes, Roxie could see he was serious. She shook her head in disbelief. “That's not possible,” she said again.
"It is, Roxie.” Beowulf pulled her closer. Roxie pushed at his chest but he didn't relax his hold on her.
"How can that be? Beowulf and Grendel was written over twelve hundred years ago. It's the oldest Old English tale ever written."
"It was written down that long ago, but it's much older than that. It's more like fourteen hundred years ago when it started being told in mead halls."
Roxie's mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water before she could continue. “That would make you well over a thousand years old."
"Yes. Well over a thousand actually. I had already reached my twentieth year when that tale was written.” When Roxie opened her mouth to speak, Beowulf placed a finger across her lips. “I know this is a lot for you to take in, but believe me, it's true. Werewolves live very long lives."
Roxie pulled his finger away from her mouth. “Are you telling me you're immortal?"
"No, we're not exactly immortal, nor are we exactly mortal. We do eventually die, but not for many, many years. The oldest of our kind was said to have lived for three thousand years. Both my parents lived to be well over two thousand."
"So where does that leave us? If I'm your mate, and that is a big if since I'm still not convinced, are you telling me you will outlive me? I'm mortal and will always be mortal, unless there is a way to turn me into a werewolf as well."
Beowulf shook his head. “You have to be born a werewolf. A mortal has never been turned into one of my kind."
"I see. So let's get this straight. You are pretty darn close to being an immortal so you will live practically forever, whereas I will stay a mortal and will eventually grow old and die, while you will stay young and probably live for at least another thousand years."
"It sounds a bit morbid the way you have described it, but yes."
Shoving away from Beowulf, Roxie stood up and stepped out of the tub. Picking up a fresh towel from the counter, she began to vigorously dry herself off. “If that's the case, you are way too old for me."
Also stepping out of the water, Beowulf grabbed Roxie's hands, stilling her movements. “It will be okay.” Taking the towel from her, he dried the rest of her body. Taking her left arm in his hand, he froze when he saw the design circling her slim wrist. “When did you get this mark, Roxie?"
Looking down at her wrist, Roxie remembered she had decided not to cover it up since she hadn't expected to be seeing anyone that day. Cursing herself, she decided a little white lie was in order. “You mean my tattoo? I got that before we met."
Beowulf cocked a brow at her. “A bit of a coincidence wouldn't you say that the rash you claimed to have had is in the very exact spot where you now have a tattoo?"
"I lied, okay. I thought you wouldn't like it so I decided to cover it up. The whole rash thing helped explain the gauze."
"I think you're still lying. I don't recall seeing a tattoo on your wrist the first night we met."
"Are you telling me you memorized everything about me that night? I find that doubtful. We weren't even together for an hour before we parted company."
Taking hold of Roxie's chin, Beowulf forced her to look him in the face. His ice-blue eyes glowed mutedly. “I want the truth, Roxie. When did you get this?"
Unable to look away, she swallowed hard. “After the first night we met. Honestly it did start out as a rash. It wasn't until after a couple days had passed that the rash scabbed over and started to fall away. Underneath were these Celtic markings. I have no idea how I got this. Is it bad?” Roxie asked quietly.
Turning her wrist over to see the markings on the inside of her wrist, he sucked in a breath. The markings were a work of art, intricate Celtic knot work at its very best. On her pale skin, the black markings stood out. “Keep this hidden, do you understand me? Especially from anyone who you think is a werewolf."
A shiver of fear ran down her back. “What aren't you telling me, Beowulf?"
"I need to get more information before I start jumping to conclusions. For now, keep it out of sight."
"You're scaring me, Beowulf."
"I don't mean to. Come here."
Without a second thought, Roxie stepped into Beowulf's open arms. She sighed with contentment as he pulled her close. She had been fooling herself thinking she could live without him in her life. For the first time that day she felt complete, no longer did she feel as if she was walking around with a big gaping hole in her middle. Lifting her face, she nuzzled her lips against Beowulf's throat. Only with him did she feel whole.
* * * *
The feel of Roxie's lips against his skin sent blood rushing to his cock. He had pulled her to him to comfort her, but now all he could think about was burying himself inside her sweet body. Being separated from her all day, and not being able to change, had nearly driven him crazy. The only thing that had saved him was Royce's reassurance that whatever was affecting him was only temporary. How Royce knew that, Beowulf could only guess. But he had silently thanked the man the instant he changed back into human form just before the sun began to set. Now he had something else to worry about—the markings around Roxie's wrist. He was pretty sure he recognized the design. If he was correct in his thinking it was tied in with a very old prophecy, one he hadn't looked at in years. The only thing about it that made him think he could be wrong was the fact Roxie wasn't a werewolf. The prophecy had been quite clear on that fact. The one bearing those markings would be one of his kind.
Pushing those thoughts aside, Beowulf reached down to cup Roxie's bottom and pulled her tighter against his fully engorged cock. Her lips tickled his flesh as they moved over the throbbing vein in his neck. He stiffened in anticipation as her tongue flicked against his skin. Holding the back of her head, he urged her closer. Her teeth scraped down the side of his throat before she opened her mouth and bit him. He groaned and pumped his hips into hers as the feel of her marking him as hers sent his senses reeling. Even though she didn't break the skin, Beowulf knew the bite mark would be visible for all to see.
Threading his fingers through her hair, he kissed her. Slanting his mouth against Roxie's, he pushed his way inside. Tasting her, smelling her scent with each breath he took filled his senses. The thought of how close he had come to losing her made Beowulf want to bury himself deep within her until he couldn't tell where he ended and she began. Wanting Roxie more than he wanted anything else in his life, he picked her up off her feet and took her to her bedroom.
Keeping their mouths fused together, he gently placed her down on the bed. The instant he came down on top of her, Roxie squirmed beneath him. Taking hold of her hips, Beowulf held her still. Lifting his head, he stared down at her. “Sorry, I can't hold back anymore. I need to be inside you. Now."
"Then what are you waiting for?"
Taking hold of his cock, Roxie led it into her already wet opening. Beowulf moaned at how good she felt as he sheathed himself to the hilt. Her body fit his like a glove, as if it had been made just for his. Pulling back, he began to move on her, keeping the pace steady as he pumped in and out. Roxie wrapped her legs around his waist, taking more of him inside. Bending his head down, Beowulf sucked one of her nipples deep inside his mouth. She arched her back, holding his head to her breast. Her inner walls gripped his cock with each pull of his mouth.
Knowing he wouldn't last much longer without spilling inside her, he reached between their joined bodies and stroked Roxie's clit. As he played with that sensitive nubbin of flesh, he increased his pace, pushing her ever closer to her climax. When her body began to spasm around his, he lifted himself up on his elbows and surged inside as he emptied himself deep within her body. Out of breath, he collapsed on top of her.
Mindful of his heavier weight, Beowulf leaned on his elbows while keeping their bodies joined. Roxie's eyes fluttered open. “Sorry I didn't last very long. I promise to take things slower the next time."
Roxie reached up and caressed his cheek. “I can already tell there will be a next time. How can you still be hard? Don't you ever have to rest in between?"
Beowulf grinned down at her. “No, I don't have to. Unlike mortal men, werewolf males can keep an erection for hours, climaxing many times before losing it."
"I think you have wrecked me for other men."
Pulling back until he was almost out of her body, Beowulf said, “That's good, because there will be no other men. Ever.” He slowly pushed his full length back inside her so Roxie could feel how hard he was.
"And there will be no other women for you."
Flipping Beowulf over onto his back, Roxie straddled his hips. Still buried deep inside her, she started to ride him, taking in even more of him. Placing her hands on his chest, she slowly lifted herself up on her knees then impaled herself on his hard shaft. The head of his cock hit her womb with each thrust in. Roxie couldn't look anymore beautiful than she did now. With her hair streaming down her back and her face flushed with passion as she rode him, she was a sight he would never get enough of seeing.
Placing his hands on her hips, he lay still and let her set the pace for her own pleasure. Her eyes were closed as she centered her being on what she was feeling. He could tell the moment she started to climax before her inner walls began to grip him, milking him. Roxie whimpered as it crashed through her. Once her orgasm ended, he flipped her onto her back and rode her hard. His climax was intense, seeming to go on forever. Rolling onto his side, he pulled Roxie up against his body. Pulling the covers over them both, Beowulf closed his eyes, feeling as if this was where he belonged. He wouldn't let anything come between them. Ever.
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Chapter Twelve
Once again Royce found himself hiding in the shadows of Roxie's backyard. He knew Beowulf was inside the house with her, but he couldn't shake the feeling that, if he left, something would happen to Roxie.
Unlike the other time he had staked out her place to watch over her, he stayed in his human form. It was risky. If Roxie or even Beowulf should see him, it would spell trouble for him. Roxie was liable to call the police on him. Seeing the lights go out in the upper part of the house, Royce decided Roxie would be safe enough. Beowulf would be there to protect her. He was sure the pack leader wouldn't let her get too far out of his sight. Especially after the scare he'd had being unable to make the change. Royce was pulled in two different directions on how he felt about that whole thing. He was glad he had been correct in his assumption that it was only temporary, but it held a greater meaning for Royce.
Sighing, he turned to make his way out of the backyard, only to be brought up short when he smelled the scent of another. That he could smell it on the slight breeze that blew in his direction, Royce knew this trespasser was deliberately letting him know he was nearby. Standing with his legs slightly spread apart for better balance, he readied himself for the possibility of an attack. Using his keen senses, he easily pinpointed where the scent was coming from. He didn't have long to wait before Gren stepped out of the shadows to confront him.
"Still playing the part of the noble protector, Royce?"
"If you were a smart man, Gren, you would leave. I'm not the only one here who wants to keep you away from Roxie."
Gren shook his head. “Royce, Royce. What do you think Beowulf will do to you if he finds out you have been stalking his mate? I think he would be just as likely to go after you as he would me, rather than fighting at your side."
"I have every right to be here. I've a greater claim over Roxie than Beowulf does."
"I would love to hear how you came up with that one. I think you're making up excuses for yourself, lone wolf.” Gren stepped closer till they stood toe to toe. “I wonder what your fearless leader would have to say about that."
Royce growled low in his throat, warning Gren to back off. The other man turned his attention to a spot just behind him. Too late Royce realized Gren was not alone. Gren had deliberately lured him out as the rest of his men had made their way behind Royce. They were downwind from him and he couldn't smell their scent. Pain exploded inside his head as something slammed into the back of it. Falling to his knees, Royce shook his head trying to clear it. Before he could come back to his senses, they hit him again. Losing the fight to stay conscious, Royce collapsed in a heap at Gren's feet.
* * * *
Looking down at the now unconscious Royce, Gren signaled his men to tie him up. “I think the lone wolf may be useful to us after all. Tie him up good. He's coming with us.” Peering at the now darkened house, he added, “We'll come back for the girl another time. Beowulf can't keep her with him all the time. He has to leave her alone at some point. Now with Royce out of the way, it should be no trouble getting at the girl."
As his men hauled Royce away, Gren took a moment to look back at the house once again. Even though Beowulf wouldn't be able to see it, he bared his teeth. Beowulf would soon be wishing their paths had never crossed.
* * * *
Knowing she wouldn't be able to hold off Candice indefinitely, Roxie finally broke down and called her the very next day. She had hoped Candice would be satisfied with only a phone call, but she quickly dispelled that notion. Candice cut her off before she could start any explanations about the other night and said she would be over shortly.
After Candice hung up on her, Roxie stared at the phone for a few minutes before she returned it to its base. Seeing Beowulf eyeing her strangely from where he sat reading the newspaper at the kitchen table, she shook her head. “I guess we're going to have some company. Candice is coming over."
"Do you want me to stay or would you rather I leave so you can have your girls’ talk in private?” Beowulf closed the newspaper with a snap.
"No, you can stay. This shouldn't take too long. It's not as if I can tell her exactly what happened the other night. For one thing, I don't think she would believe me and for another, she would probably say I was nuts."
"You never know. Candice may be more accepting of the whole than you think."
"I doubt that. Candice tends be the type of person that has to have it shoved into her face before she believes what she's seeing. Short of you changing in front of her, I won't hold my breath that she'll take my word for it that you're a werewolf."
"I think I'll pass on that. I've already had one hysterical female to deal with and I don't need a second."
Roxie was about to say something further when she caught onto what Beowulf had implied. “Hey, I resent that. I was by no means hysterical when you changed in front of me."
"Okay, maybe you weren't that bad, but you weren't exactly taking it well either."
"I took it better than most would. I wasn't raised like you knowing werewolves were real. It takes a little getting used to."
Before Beowulf could comment, the doorbell rang. Roxie went and answered it. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Beowulf had followed her a couple paces behind. She mentally rolled her eyes. After Royce's confrontation with Gren at the club, Beowulf had doubled his watchfulness over her. To be honest, she didn't know how much longer she could stand being watched over as if she were a child whose every move had to be monitored.
Pulling open the door, she was shocked to see Candice was not alone. Carl stood beside her with his arm draped around Candice's shoulders. “You didn't tell me you were bringing Carl with you, Candice."
"I thought I would surprise you. You haven't exactly been returning my phone calls so I thought I would do this in person. I'm now seeing Carl.” When Roxie only stood there with her mouth hanging open, Candice added, “Are you going to invite us in or do we have to stand out here on the porch all day?"
"Sorry, come in.” Roxie stepped aside so the couple could walk past her. She watched Beowulf shake Carl's hand. Seeing the two men together made her wonder if there was more to their relationship other than Carl being the bouncer who worked at the club. Turning to Candice she said, “Would you excuse Beowulf and me for a few minutes? There's something I need him to do in the kitchen."
Taking hold of his arm on the way by, Roxie pulled him into the kitchen out of hearing of the other couple. Beowulf leaned against the counter with his arms crossed over his chest. “Okay, Roxie, what's bothering you?"
"I can assume Carl is like you, a werewolf. Is it safe for Candice to be around him?"
Beowulf chuckled. “Not all werewolves are like Gren, Roxie. Yes, Carl is one of my kind and he would never do anything to harm Candice in any way."
"How can you be so sure?"
"Carl is a member of my pack. I've known him since he was very young. But if you don't believe me, why don't you ask him? He's standing right behind you."
Turning on her heel, Roxie could see Beowulf was correct. Carl stood just inside the kitchen. Luckily, Candice was nowhere in sight to overhear what was being said. “No offense, Carl. I had to make sure."
The big man grinned down at her. “None taken. It's something I would expect from my pack leader's mate."
"Pack leader?” Looking back over at Beowulf, Roxie asked, “You're pack leader? You never told me you were the head honcho of your pack."
"I am. I just hadn't gotten around to mentioning it to you yet. We were a little busy making up for lost time last night. It kind of slipped my mind."
Feeling her face turn beet red as Carl chuckled knowingly, Roxie scowled at Beowulf. “Anything else you may have overlooked?"
"Nothing comes to mind at the moment."
Just then Candice walked into the kitchen. Roxie desperately tried to think of something to say that would make her go back into the living room. Candice rolled her eyes. “What is this? Is it let's keep Candice out of the loop day? If all this secret whispering has anything to do with my knowing Carl is a werewolf, you can relax. He already told me and I'm cool with it."
Roxie felt her jaw drop open for the second time since Candice came to call. “You know what Carl is?"
"It was kind of hard not to miss the whole glowing eyes and growling thing. Roxie, you can't tell me you missed seeing or hearing it when you were with Beowulf."
"Well, no, not exactly. I did try to talk myself into thinking my eyes and ears were playing tricks on me. That's beside the point. I thought you would be the last person on earth who would accept what they are without running away screaming at the top of your lungs."
"Are you kidding me?” Candice moved to Carl's side and allowed him to pull her up against his side. “The whole not losing an erection for hours on end is something I'm not willing to give up. Once you go werewolf, you never go back."
Roxie gasped. She stood looking at Candice with a stunned expression on her face, unable to think of what to say in regard to Candice's last comment. After a few minutes, she was able to pull her thoughts back together. “Okay, that was way too much information."
"Oh, don't be such a prude, Roxie."
Beowulf wrapped an arm around Roxie's waist. “Roxie is no prude, Candice. Believe me. I have first hand experience to know she is quite the opposite."
Elbowing Beowulf in the ribs, Roxie felt well compensated for his last remark when he grunted when she made contact with it. “Now that we have thoroughly discussed each others’ sex lives, I don't think we need to say anything more about it.” Turning to Carl she asked, “Just how old are you?"
"I'm six hundred.” He gave her a crooked smile when he saw her eyes widen in surprise.
"I see. So you're a baby compared to Beowulf's thousand plus years."
"Actually, the baby of the pack would be Wade. He's only three hundred years old."
"Okaaay.” Roxie turned back to Candice. “So you don't mind dating a man who has over five hundred years on you?"
Candice winked at Carl before she answered Roxie's question. “Not at all. If anything it turns me on knowing he's that old. He's had a lot of years of practice making love to a woman. Now I get to benefit from all that experience. Don't you agree, Rox? All the years Beowulf has been alive, he must know how to turn a woman into a pile of mush with just a touch. He's positively ancient compared to Carl."
"Let's keep our minds out of the gutter if you don't mind. Considering he's the Beowulf from Beowulf and Grendel, I guess you could say he is a tad on the ancient side."
"You can say the same about Gren, considering he's the other half of the tale,” Carl added.
Roxie's gaze flitted between the two men. They each gave her a questioning look, as if to say she should have known that bit of information. Pulling out a chair, Roxie sat down at the kitchen table. “I need to sit down. This is starting to go way beyond my normal realm of understanding. Are you telling me Gren is actually Grendel?"
The others joined her at the table. Beowulf sat down next to her. “I thought you would have figured that out by now, Roxie. You seemed to know the tale very well."
She gave him a pointed stare. “Yes, I do, but just because Gren's name is similar sounding to Grendel doesn't mean I would in any way think it was him. If you go by the story, he died near the end of the tale. And he was described as a monster, a creature that lived in a cave."
"Like any old tale of that age, there is more myth than truth in it. At the time, Gren was considered more beast than man. To be perfectly frank he still is. He's a killer pure and simple. He lives for the hunt. He preyed on those weaker than himself, taking pleasure in the fear he caused."
"As pack leader, don't you have some sort of control over him?"
Beowulf shook his head. “No. Gren is not a member of my pack. He's part of a rival pack. His pack's numbers have declined dramatically over the years so there is no leader. It's now just Gren and the few men he has been able to keep at his side."
"It explains why he hates you so much. But you would think some of the animosity he feels for you would wear off a bit over the years."
"I can't ever see that happening. He feels he has every right to hate me. One part of the tale is true—I did kill his mother."
"What happened? If you go by the tale again, it says Grendel bled to death after having his arm cut off and that his mother attacked, wanting revenge for her son. The last time I saw Gren he had two arms, unless being a werewolf gives you the ability to grow back limbs."
"No, we can't do that. Gren's mother was literally insane. She's partly responsible for Gren being the way he is. As for her attacking me, she was retaliating after I beat Gren to a pulp. I didn't set out to kill her. She forced my hand when she decided she couldn't defeat me and went after innocent villagers. I couldn't let her kill them in cold blood."
"Does Gren know what she did?"
"He wasn't there to witness the attack so he thinks I lied to him. He thinks I murdered his mother."
"Lovely. Okay, I now understand why he hates you, but I don't get why he would deliberately set out to antagonize Royce like he did the other night. He did everything in his power to piss Royce off."
Carl and Beowulf exchanged a look that said Royce was something else entirely. Beowulf sat back in his chair and nodded to the other man. Carl took a moment to get his thoughts in order before he began to speak. “Royce, his story is a little more complicated than Gren's. At one time Royce was a member of our pack until he decided to go lone wolf.” Knowing Roxie and Candice wouldn't know what a grave decision it was to seclude oneself from one's pack, Carl tried to explain it in a way they would understand. “Most werewolves keep to their pack. Very rarely does one of us choose to go it alone, not wanting any contact with other pack members. We call that going lone wolf. Once a werewolf has gone lone wolf, especially if it happens to be a male, and he should return, it tends to make the other males uneasy. The lone wolf is usually no longer trusted. In Royce's case, that is doubly so. Before he left the pack, he was pack leader. He chose Beowulf to take his place."
"Do you think he's back to take up his old position in the pack?” Roxie couldn't see Royce doing anything of the kind, but she felt she had to ask.
"We really don't know. He hasn't stuck around long enough for us to ask. But we can't discount it as a possibility."
"He told me he lost his wife. Was it after her death that he went lone wolf?"
Beowulf sat up in his chair. “He told you about his mate?"
"Yes.” Roxie couldn't see what the big deal was. “Does that mean something?"
"Did he tell you how she died?"
"No, only that she died and that he still loved her."
"No one really knows how his mate died. He kept her away from the pack. We only knew he had found a mate and nothing more. It wasn't until after her death did we learn that his mate was a mortal woman."
That explained a lot about why Royce was so protective of her. Being Beowulf's mate and a mortal, he didn't want to see what happened to him happen to the present pack leader. Even though it seemed as if Royce was only trying to help, there was still something about him that she couldn't put her finger on.
* * * *
Returning to his house before the club opened, Beowulf headed for his study. There was still the small matter of the Celtic markings around Roxie's wrist to investigate. Since Roxie had refused to go to the club with him, for which he couldn't blame her, he had decided to use the time apart to look into ancient werewolf lore. There was one story in particular he wanted to read. This one, if he remembered correctly, had something to do with markings such as Roxie had.
Pulling a large, leather bound book off the bookshelf, he went and sat down in an overstuffed armchair. He flipped through the pages until he came to the one he was looking for. He quickly skimmed the pages until he found what he sought—a drawing of what the Celtic markings were supposed to look like. The blood drained away from his face. The markings in the book were an exact copy of the ones around Roxie's wrist. He shook his head in disbelief.
His people had always considered this particular story more myth than actual fact. Long before his birth, a female werewolf who had been gifted with second sight had a premonition. She foretold the coming of a werewolf that would tie all the packs together. This individual was to be born after their numbers had declined by half. There was no mention of whether this werewolf would be male or female, only that he or she would be gifted with abilities no other werewolf had ever possessed. He or she would hold the ultimate power over all the packs. The rest, Beowulf wasn't too sure whether to believe or not. Some of it sounded like pure fantasy. But what he couldn't understand was why Roxie would suddenly have those marks appearing on her skin when she wasn't a werewolf. There was no way to change a mortal into a werewolf. Closing the book, he placed it back on the bookshelf. It was impossible that Roxie was the one who was foretold, but the markings said otherwise.
They also put her in a very precarious position. Most, if not all, werewolves knew the story of the foretold one. Regardless of whether Roxie was werewolf or not, some would try to tie her to them, using her to have the ultimate sway over the rest. Beowulf was glad Roxie'd had the foresight to keep the marks hidden. The less people who knew about the markings, the better.
* * * *
Since she was going to be spending most of the evening alone, Roxie decided she was caught up enough with her work to take the night off. Instead of working, she figured she would enjoy a couple glasses of wine while she watched one of her DVDs. She thought the movie she picked to watch was very appropriate, all things considered.
Turning on Beowulf and Grendel, she settled in to watch hunky Gerard Butler strut his stuff dressed in chain mail. Roxie had read the original story when she was a teenager, but it was from watching this newer movie that she remembered what she had read years before. Gerard Butler, who was portraying Beowulf, wasn't really a match for the real man, but with his sexy Scottish accent and killer body, she wasn't going to complain. As for the movie's interpretation of Grendel, they were way off base. When she had watched it the first time, she had thought it made sense that he was a man and more like the missing link than monster. But having met the real Grendel up close and personal, she had to rethink that whole monster thing.
Absorbed in watching the movie unfold, Roxie at first didn't hear the howls coming from her backyard. Putting the movie on pause, she waited, listening for the sound again. When the howling started back up, she slowly walked over to the sliding glass doors. Her heart began to race as she picked up not just one, but three different howls. Pulling back the curtain that covered the glass doors, Roxie let out a shriek as the animal on the other side threw itself against it. From its size she knew it had to be a werewolf in wolf form. The beast snarled and bared his teeth. Roxie had to remind herself he couldn't get in, all the windows and doors were locked and there was no way in hell she was going to open them for any reason. When a second werewolf joined the first, she slowly backed away from the window. Where was the third?
"Hello, Roxie."
Spinning around, her heart jumped into her throat as she caught sight of Gren standing in her living room. She didn't know how he had gotten in, but she now realized the other two werewolves had been distracting her, giving Gren the time he needed to make his way inside. Slowly backing away, Roxie wondered if she could somehow manage to grab the phone from the kitchen and call Beowulf for help. Gren didn't give her the chance to try. Crossing the room with the speed only a werewolf was capable of, he grabbed a fist full of her hair and hauled her to his side.
"Now, Roxie, this can go either of two ways. You can cooperate and I won't have to harm a hair on your pretty little head, or you can fight me. But either way, I'll win."
Keeping a good hold onto her hair, Gren walked her back over to the sliding glass doors. He unlocked them and stepped back as his two men who had changed back into human form, walked into the room. Gren then threw Roxie on the couch.
"Beowulf is going to rip you apart when he finds out about this. If I were you, I would leave now before he arrives."
Gren shook his head and chuckled. “Beowulf will be at his stinking piece of trash club for another hour. That will give us just enough time to have a bit of fun with you."
Roxie tried to get off the couch, but Gren was on her before she could get very far. His mouth slammed down onto hers, cruelly crushing her mouth against her teeth. With a free hand, Roxie raked her hand down his cheek. When he lifted his head, she could see the bloody tracks her fingernails had made in his flesh. Snarling, Gren backhanded her, causing her to see stars for a couple of seconds.
"You bitch.” Looking over at his men he ordered, “Come and hold her arms down. It would seem this cat has claws."
Doing as Gren had commanded, each man took hold of one of Roxie's arms and pinned it down onto the couch cushions. Even though she fought with everything she was worth, Roxie couldn't break free. In the ensuing struggle the wristband she was wearing around her left wrist shifted, exposing the markings underneath. The werewolf holding her left arm stiffened in surprise. Looking over to where he stood at the back of the couch, she found him staring at her wrist.
"Ah, Gren, you had better take a look at this.” The werewolf lifted her arm off the couch and moved it so Gren could clearly see the marks on her skin.
Gren slid off Roxie and pulled her to her feet. Keeping her wrist in a vice-like grip, he turned it, looking at it from all angles. “Well, well, what do we have here? This is unexpected indeed. Now I have to rethink what I'm going to do with you. It would seem you'll be more useful to me in one piece, so that rules out having some play time with you."
The werewolf who hadn't been the one who found the markings snarled at Gren. “You said we could each have a turn at her."
"These marks change everything. It would seem Beowulf's little bitch here is something special after all."
"She isn't a werewolf. If she is who you think, she would have to be one of us. I'm not letting you take away the piece of ass you promised me I would get just because you think she's something she isn't."
"I'll give you only one warning, Thomas. Back off and do what you're told. You know you can't defeat me in a fight.” To give his words more emphasis, Gren growled menacingly at Thomas. The other werewolf backed up a step. “A very smart move. I think it's time we give that spell another try. Roxie is a perfect candidate."
"It didn't work the first time you tried it, why do you think it will work with her?"
"Such a pessimist, Thomas. Those marks on her wrist were what we were missing the first time.” Trapping both of Roxie's wrists in one of his, Gren pulled her to him. “I'm afraid you are coming with us. I can't leave something as precious as you in Beowulf's keeping."
Roxie didn't see Gren's fist coming until it was too late. When it connected with her jaw, her world went black.
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Chapter Thirteen
Pulling his car to a stop in Roxie's drive, Beowulf felt an overwhelming sense of wrongness take hold of him. Slamming the car door, he ran to the house. Trying the door, he found it locked, but the uneasiness didn't leave him. With his set of keys, he unlocked the house and stepped inside.
"Roxie?” His call was met with silence. Calling out a second time and still no response from Roxie, Beowulf took in a deep breath. He growled as the three werewolf scents filled his nostrils. Changing into wolf form, he bounded upstairs, following the trail where one of them had been. Reaching Roxie's bedroom he could see the shattered glass that had fallen on the floor when the window had been smashed. Nose down, he sniffed around the debris. He bared his teeth at the recognizable scent.
Returning to the lower floor, he followed Gren's scent to the living room. The sliding glass doors were open wide with the curtains flapping in the breeze. Here he could easily pick up the scent of the other two werewolves. Continuing to follow the scent trail, Beowulf padded over to the couch. His fur bristled as he caught the smell of the three werewolves and Roxie on it. He threw back his head and howled with rage.
Knowing what had to be done, Beowulf changed back to human form. He closed the sliding door and returned to his car. Before driving away, he used his cell phone to make the one call that would rally the men he would need. Confronting Gren while he had Roxie to use as leverage was not something Beowulf wanted to do alone.
* * * *
Roxie groaned softly as she slowly regained consciousness. She had no idea how much time had passed. The only thing she knew was that she was in a car being driven to who knows where. She cracked open her eyes just long enough to see who was in the car with her. The werewolf named Thomas was driving the car. The second werewolf, the one who had found the marks around her wrist, sat in the front passenger seat. Even though she was trying not to make any sound, she must have, because he turned to look at her where she lay on the backseat.
"Finally awake, are you? Just in time too."
The car slowed before coming to a stop. Thomas leered back at her. “What do you say, Kurt, about having a little fun with her before we take her to Gren?"
Kurt shook his head. “No way, man. Gren would kill us both if he ever found out."
"How's he going to find out? I'm sure she won't say anything. There wouldn't be any point,” Thomas sneered.
"You may have a death wish, but I don't.” Getting out of the car, Kurt opened the door and pulled Roxie out of the back. “Let's just get this over with and then you can find someone else to get your rocks off."
Not to be put off, Thomas moved to stand in front of Kurt so he blocked his path. “I like this one. Gren shouldn't have gone back on his word. So what if she has those marks on her? I still think they're meaningless."
Taking hold of her arm, Thomas tried to pull Roxie to him. Kurt, who already had a hold of the other, pulled her back. Caught between the two, Roxie gritted her teeth as each man pulled on her as if she was a rope in a game of tug of war. Their voices grew louder, but Roxie knew there wouldn't be anyone around to hear them.
Once Kurt had pulled her out of the car, she was able to get a better view of where they had taken her. They were at Muir Woods National Park. She had come here many times while growing up with her parents to see the giant majestic redwood trees. The park wasn't a long drive from San Francisco. She loved coming to the park and standing next to trees that stood more than two hundred and fifty feet tall. Some even reached an astounding height of more than three hundred and seventy-five feet. Not only were they the tallest of all living things, they were long lived as well. The average age of the redwoods is six hundred to eight hundred years, but they could live up to twenty-two hundred years of age. Roxie couldn't help but think these trees would give Beowulf a run for his money when it came to longevity.
"What the hell are you two doing? I told you to bring the girl to me."
While they had been bickering over her, both Thomas and Kurt had failed to notice Gren's arrival until the moment he had spoken harshly to them. They each fell silent as their leader approached. Roxie stayed trapped between them.
"Answer me."
When neither man spoke up, Roxie decided to use it to her advantage. “Thomas here decided not to follow your orders and wanted to play with me after all. Kurt, on the other hand, was trying to get me away from Thomas. Basically you could say they were fighting over me. In a different situation, I would find this flattering with all the attention they're paying me. Right now, I feel that whoever wins, I'm not going to be too happy with the outcome either way."
Gren glowered at her before he slammed his fist into Thomas's face. If Kurt hadn't still been holding her, Roxie would have hit the ground just as Thomas did. Giving Thomas a kick in the ribs for good measure, Gren snarled down at him, “Don't ever disobey an order I have given you. Next time you pull a stunt like this, it will be your last. Literally."
Motioning for Kurt to follow him, Gren led them into the woods. Holding his ribs, Thomas painfully pulled himself to his feet and fell in behind Kurt. It soon became obvious Gren had a certain destination in mind. He walked off the main trail and into the woods at a brisk pace with no hesitation.
Having only stuck to the marked trails when she had come to the park in the past, Roxie soon lost her bearings. As the vegetation grew thicker, the darkness pressed in all around them. Having excellent night vision, the three werewolves seemed not to notice. Roxie could barely see her hand when she held it up in front of her face. Feeling practically blind, she stumbled over fallen branches and large rocks much to the disgust of the men.
After what seemed like hours of hiking through the thick trees, Gren led them to a small clearing. In the center of it sat a large flat rock. For Roxie's liking, it looked too much like an ancient altar, the kind that could be used to offer up a sacrificial victim to some equally ancient god. When Kurt had dragged her over to the rock, she realized there was someone else already in the clearing. The man appeared to be unconscious. At least she hoped he was unconscious and not dead, and he was bound hand and foot. He lay on his side on the ground with his back facing in her direction.
Crossing over to where the man lay, Gren grabbed a handful of his hair and lifted his head off the ground. “Time to wake up, lone wolf. You don't want to miss the show."
A shiver of fear ran down her spine when she saw it was Royce who lay on the ground. Gren dragged him to his feet and turned him to face Roxie. “Since no introductions are necessary, you can keep each other amused while I get things started.” Giving Royce a shove, Gren pushed him onto his knees. Roxie rushed over to his side.
Thomas moved to watch over them, standing a few feet away as Gren turned his attention to a pack sitting next to the rock. With the help of Roxie, Royce managed to awkwardly get back up on his feet. He searched her face. “Are you all right?"
"So far. I'm only a little bruised.” Roxie reached up and touched her swollen jaw where Gren had struck her. “Given the situation, it could be worse."
Royce's eyes glowed mutedly. “The bastard hit you. I'll rip his throat out for that."
Keeping her voice low, Roxie spoke. “Don't do anything stupid, Royce. I need you. So don't let your anger get the best of you. We need to keep our wits about us or we'll never get away from Gren. Can't you change and get out of those ropes?"
"You're right. And changing won't help free me. There are silver threads mixed in with the rope. It won't harm me, but silver hampers my ability to change into wolf form and keep it. Where's Beowulf?"
"He was still at the club when Gren and his men broke into my house. I'm sure he knows by now something has happened."
"Gren didn't try to...” Royce left the sentence unfinished.
"No, but that was his original intention.” Holding up her left arm, Roxie continued. “Finding these made him change his plans."
Royce stared at the markings around her wrist before he looked back up at her. “Has Beowulf seen this?"
Roxie nodded. “Yes. He said I should keep them hidden. He never did tell me why though."
"He had a very good reason to want you to keep those markings out of sight. It has to do with a bit of ancient werewolf lore."
"And what does that have to do with these marks on my wrist?"
"Yes, Royce, do tell the girl what those particular marks mean.” Gren had focused his attention back to them once again.
Royce shot him a dirty look before he answered Roxie. “The story goes that a werewolf bearing those marks would be the one destined to rule over all the werewolf packs, and would have abilities no other werewolf had."
"I'm not a werewolf. And I sure as hell don't have any special abilities. It has to be a mistake."
"Oh, you may not be a werewolf now, but before this night is through, I hope to change that.” Gren took hold of Roxie and forced her down onto the large rock.
Roxie fought him, but in the end he was just too strong. Lying on her back, he held her down as Kurt took hold of her wrists and Thomas grabbed her ankles. Once she was properly subdued, Gren moved back over to Royce who lunged at him. Gren stepped aside and let the other man fall at his feet.
"It turns out, lone wolf, that you're more useful than I originally thought.” Grabbing a handful of Royce's hair, Gren pulled his head back, exposing the side of his neck. “The spell doesn't say how the blood has to be extracted, but I like to think I'm more civilized than I once was. So we'll do this with less muss and fuss."
With his other hand, Gren jabbed the end of a syringe into the vein at the side of Royce's neck. Royce swore. Once the syringe was full, Gren released him and moved over to where Roxie lay on the rock. “Now it's your turn.” Moving Roxie's head to the side, he pushed the needle into her neck and shoved down the plunger, injecting it into her blood stream.
Stepping back Gren threw the syringe to the ground with a smile. “Now for the last step—the spell.
"The magic of the wolf's blood is now in thee.
A wolf you become to run wild and free.
Where once there were two, now only one we see."
The words of the spell resonated inside Roxie. The spot on her neck where Gren had injected her with Royce's blood started to burn. Like quicksilver, it shot through her body until she felt as if she were burning up. Gasping, Roxie tried to pull free of her captors. Having them touch her became almost too much for her now sensitive skin. When Gren motioned for Thomas and Kurt to release her, she rolled to her side and curled up into a ball, panting.
The burning slowly abated. Once it receded to a manageable level, Roxie took stock of herself. Blinking, she found herself able to see more clearly in the dark. She could hear the insects buzzing in the forest floor. She could not only smell the rotting vegetation around them, but she could smell each individual scent of the other four men with her.
With a look of extreme satisfaction on his face, Gren reached for Roxie. Acting on instinct, she growled low in her throat and slipped off the rock to stand next to Royce where he lay on the ground. Moving quickly and with a strength she didn't have before, Roxie yanked off the ropes binding Royce's hands and feet. Once he was free, she turned back to face Gren, who moved closer.
"Now that wasn't very nice, releasing Royce like that. But since it was his blood that sired you, I'll let the lone wolf go. You, on the other hand, are another matter. You are the one in the tale and, with you, I can rule all the packs. Be a good girl and step away from Royce."
When Roxie stood her ground, Gren lunged for her. A surge of power rose through her, engulfing her whole body. Throwing back her head, she howled as the change took hold of her. Where once Roxie stood, there now was a female wolf with fur the color of golden wheat. Bunching her hind legs beneath her, she threw herself at Gren, knocking him over. Without slowing her momentum, she leaped over him and ran into the thick trees.
* * * *
Before Gren or his goons had a chance to react, Royce changed on the fly and went after Roxie. Picking up her scent, he decided to follow her at a discreet distance. He had to make sure neither Gren nor his two men found her.
He was still finding it hard to believe Gren's spell had actually worked. If he hadn't been there to see Roxie change into the she-wolf himself, he would never have believed it. But it all made sense now. The spell was only meant for one human and one human only—Roxie. He was a hundred percent sure it had indeed been Roxie who had caused Beowulf's inability to change. The magic had already been in her, just sitting waiting since her birth for the right time to surface.
Lost in his thoughts, Royce didn't realize he had almost caught up with Roxie until he spotted her a few feet in front of him. She stood waiting for him. Crossing the distance between them, he brushed his larger wolf's body up against her smaller one. She was shaking. Bending his head, he rubbed his muzzle across hers, trying to let her know it would be all right. He stiffened as a wolf's howl reached his ears. It could only be Gren and his men. They must have picked up their scent. Nudging Roxie, he pushed her to run. Keeping pace with her, he circled back the way they had come. If they were lucky enough, they would be able to reach the parking area before their adversaries did. He had no qualms about hotwiring one of their cars.
* * * *
Beowulf roared across the Golden Gate Bridge and floored the gas of his Mercedes as he sped down Highway 101. Though Muir Woods was only twelve miles north of the Golden Gate Bridge, it seemed a lot farther away. The thought of Roxie being alone in the woods with Gren made his skin crawl.
After calling for back-up from his pack, he had gone in search of Gren. Having made it a point to keep a watchful eye on Gren over the years, Beowulf had investigated all his known haunts. When Gren couldn't be found at any of them, Beowulf had decided to go with the next best thing—he beat the information out of one of Gren's men who happened to be at the last spot he had tried.
After passing on that information to his men, Beowulf knew he couldn't wait for them. Telling them to meet him at Muir Woods, he had jumped into his car and sped away, leaving the scent of burning rubber behind him.
Finally reaching the parking area, Beowulf got out of his car and walked over to the two others parked there. One, he knew for sure, was Gren's. Stepping onto the main trail, he searched the tree line for any sign of Gren or Roxie. He stopped walking when his keen hearing picked up the sound of something moving fast in the woods just ahead of him. Preparing for an attack, Beowulf stood silently waiting, not wanting to give his presence away too soon. Seeing the two werewolves burst out of the trees and onto the trail, he relaxed his guard. The bigger of the two, the werewolf with the golden brown fur, he knew was Royce. The second, a female whose fur was more golden then brown, he didn't recognize. As they bounded toward him, Royce changed back into human form.
"Gren and his men aren't too far behind. We have to get Roxie out of here."
Beowulf turned a shocked look to the she-wolf. She looked back up at him with fear in eyes he knew so well. Taking a step closer, he moved to pick her up in his arms. Roxie skittered away out of reach. Much to his disappointment, she went and leaned against Royce's leg.
"We have to go now, Beowulf. Roxie's too scared and isn't skilled enough to make the change under these conditions."
Howls came from the woods. They were too close for Beowulf's liking. Nodding, he bit back a snarl as Royce changed back into wolf form and urged Roxie into a run. Following behind, Beowulf was pleased to see another car come racing up. Carl, Wade and three other males of his pack stepped out of the car. Before he could reach them, three werewolves burst out of the trees. Beowulf turned and held his ground.
Gren changed back into human form to confront him. “She belongs to me now, Beowulf. It was my magic that changed her into one of us."
Beowulf heard his men step up behind him. “You are outnumbered, Gren. Roxie is not yours and never will be. I claimed her as my mate, nothing has changed. If you still want a fight, then let's have at it. You've gone too far this time.” Bearing his teeth, Beowulf growled loud and long.
Looking from Beowulf to the five men standing behind him, Gren slowly backed away. “I'd watch your back if I were you. This isn't over yet. I will be coming to collect what is mine."
Showing Gren his threats had no effect on him, Beowulf turned his back on the other man. Walking over to his car, he opened the back door so Royce and Roxie could get in. After slamming it shut, he turned to find his brother standing behind him. “Thank Carl and the others for coming so quickly. Tell Carl I'll talk to him later."
Wade looked around Beowulf at the two werewolves in the back seat. “What happened out there? And what is Royce doing with Roxie?"
"That is what I intend to get to the bottom of very soon.” Beowulf answered dryly. “Go with the others, Wade. Roxie and I'll meet you back home later."
That Beowulf was hanging onto his anger by a mere thread was easy to see. Wade nodded and got into the other car. Waiting until they had pulled away, Beowulf gave Gren one last menacing look before getting into his own car.
When he hit the highway, he looked into the rearview mirror at Royce. “Change so we can talk. You better have a good reason why you were able to come to Roxie's rescue before anyone else. Because right now, I'm more than ready to rip your throat out for just being near my mate, lone wolf."
* * * *
Roxie could feel the tension building between the two men. She wanted to change, but she didn't have the slightest idea how to go about it. She wasn't even sure how she had managed to change into wolf form in the first place. Looking between Beowulf and Royce, she knew they weren't in the mood to give her any instructions on how to live as a werewolf right at that moment. They seemed more interested in biting each other's head off, figuratively speaking.
"Just what are you insinuating with that remark, Beowulf?"
"Only that it seems a little fishy that you would happen to be with Roxie in her time of need. How did you know Gren had taken her?"
"I didn't, at least not until he brought her here. How I got here is that Gren and his men ambushed me the other night and I couldn't escape until now. Roxie was the one who freed me."
Cursing, Beowulf pulled the car over to the shoulder of the road. Letting the car idle, he turned in the seat to confront Royce. “Where were you when Gren took you captive? I know Gren was watching Roxie's house, so I'll ask you again. Where were you?"
Through clenched teeth, Royce bit out his reply. “I was in Roxie's backyard."
Beowulf grabbed Royce by his shirt and yanked him up against the back of the front seat. “You had no reason to be there. Roxie is my responsibility."
Fearing they would come to blows, Roxie whimpered and inched further back in the seat hoping to stay out of their way. She was now glad she'd never told Beowulf that Royce had been inside her house as well as her backyard. There was no telling how he would react to that bit of information.
"Back off, Beowulf. You're frightening Roxie.” Once Beowulf released him, Royce sat back and placed a hand on Roxie's neck. Ignoring Beowulf's look of warning, he continued. “Roxie is as much my responsibility as she's yours. It may have been Gren who performed the spell, but it was my blood he used to sire Roxie."
"Not good enough. That still doesn't change how I feel about you taking things into your own hands."
Royce stroked Roxie's fur and sighed. “There is more going on here than you know, Beowulf. There's an even greater connection between Roxie and me."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"You'll just have to take my word for it. I can't say anything more about it right now.” Royce's face grew hard. “But when I can, you will understand and there will be nothing you can do about it."
"The only reason why I haven't hauled your ass out of this car and beaten the crap out of you is that you were once my pack leader and I considered you a friend. But don't count on that lasting forever."
Turning back around, Beowulf slammed the car back into drive and took off, sending rocks flying. Royce's words echoed inside Roxie's head. She wasn't sure she wanted to know what he had meant by a greater connection. Her life was spinning out of control and there was nothing she could do to stop it.
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Chapter Fourteen
Once they reached Beowulf's house, Roxie gratefully walked past Wade who held the door open for her. Padding over to the living room, she waited for the others to join her. She could hear Beowulf's and Royce's raised voices even before they reached the room. Sitting down on her haunches, she sighed inwardly. She hoped they would calm down soon. She needed one of them to tell her how to change back, but that didn't seem as if it was going to happen that quickly. As Beowulf yelled at Royce to get out of his house, Roxie decided to take matters into her own hands.
Going over to where Wade stood watching the theatrics, Roxie bumped his leg with her head. He looked down at her as she looked back up at him beseechingly, hoping he would understand what she wanted.
Squatting down to her level, Wade said, “You don't know how to change back, do you?” Looking over his shoulder at his brother, he shook his head. “Beowulf's in one of his moods and he hates to back down. So it would seem you're stuck with me. The thing you have to remember about the change is that it's pure magic. The power is inside you. You just have to learn how to tap into that power to use it.” He gave Roxie a second to try finding it, but when she shook her head, he made another suggestion. “Okay, you may not find it as easily as I can since you weren't born a werewolf. Close your eyes and concentrate. Try and think of what it felt like when you made the change to wolf. Try to focus on where you first felt the power building then will yourself into human form. Go on and give it a try."
Closing her eyes, Roxie tried to concentrate. It was kind of hard to do with Beowulf and Royce yelling obscenities at each other, but by slow degrees, their voices fell away. Focusing her attention to the inside of her body, she thought of the power that had risen up and engulfed her just before the change. Buried deep inside herself, she found a small spark of the magic Wade had been talking about. When her mind touched it, it quickly grew in power until she felt it in every pore of her body. Surrounded with bright light, her form changed from that of a she-wolf to that of a woman. Holding out her hand, she smiled to see she had fingers again. Looking up at Wade, she laughed and hugged him.
Flustered, Wade gently pried her off him. Keeping his eyes down, he pulled off his shirt and handed it to Roxie. “Your next lesson will be how to will clothes onto yourself after the change is complete. For now, you'll have to make do with my t-shirt."
Turning a bright shade of red, Roxie thankfully took the shirt from Wade and slipped it over her head. It just barely reached her mid thigh. “Uh, thanks.” She then realized all the shouting had stopped.
Both Beowulf and Royce were staring at her and Wade. Seeing Beowulf's scowling visage, Roxie rolled her eyes at him. “Oh, come on. You can't be thinking your brother now has designs on me. Look, you two idiots were so intent on beating your chests trying to prove you're each more manly than the other, I gave up on your helping me with the change. Listening to you guys arguing over me, and not being able to put my two cents in, was starting to tick me off. Wade thoughtfully volunteered his services."
"I'm sorry, Roxie.” Beowulf walked over to where she stood staring at him with her hands on her hips. “I wasn't thinking."
Royce, who had also come to stand in front of her, spoke next. “I think, Roxie, you would be better off coming with me instead of staying with Beowulf. I know I can do a better job than he in showing you what you will need to learn about your new life."
Snarling, Beowulf pushed Royce back. “Roxie stays here with me. How many times do I have to tell you—she's my mate. Not yours."
"And how many times do I have to tell you that I have more right to her than you do.” Royce emphasized his last remark with an equally hard push to Beowulf's chest.
Before the shoving match could turn into an all out war, Roxie put two fingers in her mouth and let loose with a shrill, high pitched whistle. The combatants instantly stopped fighting and put their hands over their ears. Now that she had their undivided attention, she gave them a piece of her mind, something she had been aching to do for the last twenty minutes.
"I've had enough of this crap. I am in the room, you know, and very capable of making my own decisions, I might add. It would be nice if, instead of fighting over me, you could at least think of how I may be feeling. I was turned into a werewolf for Christ's sake. Not once have either one of you asked if I'm handling this well or not. All the two of you can think about is ripping each other's head off.” When both men started to interrupt at the same time, Roxie narrowed her eyes at them. “Don't you dare say a word. I've heard enough. It's your turn to listen to me. Royce, thanks for the offer, but, since Beowulf is my mate, I'll be staying with him. But if he starts acting like a chest-beating Neanderthal, I'll be sure to accept your help. Beowulf, no more displays of jealousy. I find it really annoying. It's late and I need to sleep. That's all I wanted to say. Now if you still want to kill each other, go ahead, but please wait until I'm upstairs."
With as much dignity as she could muster while wearing nothing but an oversized t-shirt, Roxie swept past Beowulf and Royce and walked up the stairs to Beowulf's bedroom.
* * * *
Sitting out on the back patio, Beowulf watched the sun rise. He hadn't been able to sleep. He'd gone upstairs to check on Roxie during the early morning hours, but didn't get into the bed with her. What Gren had done to her, changing her into a werewolf, haunted him. Along with the marks on her wrist, both things were a glaring reminder of what her destiny had become. He didn't know if he could protect her from it. If it was simply a matter of locking her away from the rest of his kind, he would feel more comfortable having done so. But he knew Roxie would never stand for that. And if he were to try, he knew he would lose her. With his thoughts running rampant inside his head, he had quietly left the room and come outside to think.
He not only had to worry about Roxie's position in werewolf society, he also had the added problem of what Royce was going to do. Now that he wasn't so blinded with jealousy, Beowulf knew Royce would never push his suit if he really had no claim over Roxie. Royce never acted on impulse. While pack leader, his ability to stay calm and think clearly had saved the pack many times. So Beowulf couldn't totally discount what Royce had said as desperate imaginings. There had to be some truth to his words.
Rubbing his face with his hands, Beowulf slumped back in the patio chair. When had his life become so complicated? Who would have thought that finding his mate would be so life altering? Closing his eyes, Beowulf could no longer fight the demands of his overtired body. He drifted off into a fitful sleep.
A short while later he came awake to the sensation of Roxie gently stroking his face. She smiled down at him. “You didn't sleep out here all night I hope?"
Sitting up straighter, Beowulf rubbed his gritty eyes. “No. I came out to watch the sunrise."
Pulling out the chair next to his, Roxie arched a brow at him. “And why don't I believe that was the only reason why you are sitting out here? I missed having you in the bed next to me."
"I only would have disturbed your sleep, and after what happened last night, you needed your rest. How are you feeling?"
Roxie shrugged her shoulders. “Fine. Except for being able to hear, see and smell like never before, I don't feel all that much different. I was able to follow your scent through the house and out to here. Amazing really when you think about it."
"You may find your senses will become a tad overloaded, especially in a crowd. But you will find you can use them to your advantage."
"What's going on inside that head of yours, Beowulf?” Reaching out a finger, Roxie tried to rub the frown lines away that showed on his forehead.
Removing her finger, Beowulf kissed the tip of it. “I won't lie to you. I'm worried about what will happen next. I not only have Gren, but now Royce as well, trying to take you away from me. And now that you've been changed into a werewolf, something which has been literally unheard of before, that tale can't be totally discounted. I'm not sure how the other packs will react."
Getting up from her chair, Roxie went and sat down on Beowulf's lap. “As for Gren and Royce, we'll figure something out. And for the other, it's just a story, Beowulf. Nothing more. So Gren was able to turn me into a werewolf. There has to be another reason why it worked on me, and not because I'm part of this werewolf prophecy. Can you actually see me ruling over all the packs? I'm a hermit, remember? I'm not a take-charge type of woman."
"I wish I could feel as you do. Say you're right, that it's all just a tall tale. As long as those marks are on your wrist, every werewolf who sees it will believe you are the one in the prophecy regardless. We tend to be a superstitious lot. I think it stems from having magic inside us."
"Well, I'm not superstitious and never will be. I don't want this to change the way I have to live my life. I'll have to be more careful until Gren and Royce are put in their places, but after that, I don't intended to do anything different from what I have been doing."
"I stayed up all night thinking about this. I have to insist for your own safety you stay here, and that you don't leave the house alone, ever."
"I don't know if I can handle being basically kept in a gilded cage, Beowulf. I understand that as my mate you instinctively feel it's your right to protect me, but I'm perfectly capable of looking after myself."
"Judging from what happened last night, I beg to differ."
Temper flaring, Roxie slid off Beowulf's lap. “That wasn't very nice, throwing that up in my face."
"You need to face reality, Roxie. Your life is going to change, no matter how much you fight it. I'm afraid you're going to have to do what I ask and without question. I know what needs to be done to keep you safe.” Beowulf could easily see by Roxie's face that he had gone too far with that one.
"Oh, really now. So I'm supposed to just let you tell me what to do and meekly accept it. Not in this lifetime, mister. I need to get out of here."
When Roxie headed for the patio door, Beowulf moved to follow her. “Where are you going?"
"I have to go see my parents. I have to somehow explain to them what has happened to me. They're more likely to take me to see a shrink then anything else after I tell them, but I can't hide this from them. I was going to ask you to go with me. Now I've changed my mind."
"I told you, you can't leave the house alone."
"Enough, Beowulf. This time I'm putting my foot down. I'm going alone to my parents. Please don't make this any worse by trying to stop me. I'll be back in a couple of hours."
Roxie placed the palm of her hand in the center of his chest. A jolt of power surged through Roxie's hand and passed through his chest. When she turned and headed back inside the house, he found himself unable to move. Helplessly, he heard her open the front door. A few seconds later, the sound of her car starting reached his ears.
Once she was gone, he tried moving again. Nothing. He closed his eyes briefly. This was the second time she had inadvertently done something to keep him from following her when she didn't want him to. He could no longer deny it. Even though Roxie had no idea what she had done, she carried great power within her. This was all the proof he needed to accept that the prophecy was real and it could no longer be considered a myth.
* * * *
Still fuming over Beowulf's high-handedness, Roxie pushed open the front door to her parents’ house. Closing the door behind her, she called, “Mom? Dad? Anybody home?"
Hearing her father's answering call coming from the direction of the kitchen, she headed there. Stepping into the room, she instantly froze. Unable to stop herself, Roxie growled menacingly at the unwanted visitor.
Royce quickly stood up from where he had been sitting at the kitchen table with her parents and walked over to her. “Now, Roxie. Pull it back a bit. You're going to scare your parents acting like that. They may have a hard time seeing their daughter's eyes glowing with anger."
Shoving him away from her, Roxie snarled, “Get the hell away from them. You have no right coming to my parents’ house."
"Actually he does, Roxie."
She found her mother looking at her sadly. “What exactly are you saying, Mom?"
"Sit down. It's time we had the talk I had been hoping to avoid."
Royce tried to take her by the elbow to help her into a chair. Roxie quickly snatched her arm away and sat down without his assistance. “All right, start talking. I can see you are already acquainted with Royce in some way. What have you been keeping from me?"
Belinda took a deep breath in. “Yes, both your father and I know Royce.” She looked Roxie in the eye. “I've known him all my life. He's our grandfather, Roxie."
Roxie resisted the urge to grab her mother and shake her for saying such a thing. “Our grandfather?! So what you're saying is that you've known all about werewolves your entire life and that we're descended from one of them? You never once thought it was something I should know?"
"I've come to regret that decision. Honestly, I thought it wouldn't be necessary. With each generation, we have been born with some knowledge of where we had come from. We all dream of running with the wolves. I still dream about them. But with you, the dreams stopped when you were so young. I figured maybe with you it had finally skipped a generation. When you came here and said the dreams had started up again, and that they had changed in nature, I realized I had made a terrible mistake."
Unable to sit there watching her mother's eyes fill with tears, Roxie turned to glare over at Royce who sat across from her. “So is this what you meant when you said your claim over me was greater than Beowulf's, because I'm your granddaughter?"
"Before you get started up on that particular subject, you need to hear the full story. Remember when I first met you, I told you my mate had been a mortal? She was your grandmother. I kept Alicia away from the rest of my pack, knowing most of them would not approve of their leader taking a mortal as a mate. I only wanted to keep her safe. She had great power of her own. She was able to wield magic without really thinking about it. It was a gift she was born with. Of course it caused her to be ostracized by the rest of the people in her village. So she lived alone in a small cottage a little away from the village inside the woods. I figured she would be safe there. And when our daughter was born, and she showed no signs of inheriting my werewolf genes, I knew there would be no harm in letting them live there. I had not counted on one of the village boys spying on us. He saw me change to wolf form and ran back to the village to tell them that the witch lady who lived in the forest had taken a demon for a lover.” Royce's hands curled into fists where they sat on the table. “That evening they rose up and in their superstitious fear killed Alicia. She managed to hide our daughter from them before they pulled her out of the cottage. When I arrived I was already too late. They had burned her. I would have killed them all if I hadn't heard my baby daughter's cries. That's why I went lone wolf. I gave it all up and went to Europe to raise my daughter. And I've watched over each generation since then."
Now a lot of what Royce had told Beowulf made sense. As her grandfather, though many, many times removed, by blood his claim was the greater. Then it suddenly hit her. “That's why Gren's spell was able to turn me into a werewolf. Your blood was the key. On a genetic level, I already carried your werewolf DNA. Having more of it introduced into my system was all it needed for it to surface. Gren thought it had something to do with these marks on my wrist."
"I think Gren wasn't too far off on thinking that. It wasn't just because we are related by blood, Roxie. You inherited Alicia's magic as well as her looks."
"There's nothing magical about me. At least there wasn't until last night."
"You've already used your powers once."
"When?"
"The night Beowulf showed you he was a werewolf by changing at the club. You used a spell Alicia once used on me. He was unable to change out of wolf form until the next evening."
"I only told him to stay in that form until...” Roxie's words trailed off. Had she actually put a spell on Beowulf without knowing she had? “I'm having a hard time believing that."
"Believe it, Roxie. You did something to stop me from following you when you left to come here.” Beowulf stepped into the kitchen.
"What is this? Has my parents’ home become werewolf Grand Central Station?"
Beowulf came to stand next to her chair. “I made it my business to find out where your parents lived."
"I don't know if I can stand all this male werewolf protectiveness. I'm beginning to feel as if my life is no longer my own."
Belinda gave Roxie a pained look. “Get used to it, dear. After my parents died in that plane crash, Royce was the one who raised me. I know exactly how you feel."
Noticing how Beowulf stiffened at her mother's comment, Roxie filled him in on her family history. He looked at Royce with new understanding showing in his eyes. “You didn't have to go lone wolf, Royce. My family, in particular, along with other families in our pack would have welcomed your daughter and helped protect her. You didn't have to do it alone."
"Maybe not, but at the time I feared, if I stayed, my daughter's fate would end up being the same as my mate's. Nina was all I had left of Alicia."
"I understand. Now that I know about the tie you have with Roxie and her family, I will acknowledge you as grandsire to my mate."
"That isn't the only reason why I'm making a claim for Roxie."
Beowulf's visage turned icy and his light blue eyes turned hard. “Roxie is my mate. We have bonded."
Turning to Roxie, Royce said, “Tell me about your dreams. Your mother said you dreamed about a man who could change into a wolf, and that the dreams were on the intimate side."
"Mother!” Roxie exclaimed. “How could you tell him about my dreams?"
"After you told me about them, I knew I had to get in touch with my father. And don't look at me like that. My parents died when I was three. Royce is the only father I know. I knew he would understand what was happening to you."
"And Belinda made the right decision. I need to know what happened in those dreams and who you saw in them before I say anything more."
Seeing her mother's look of concern, Roxie relented. “All right, you both win. I know it's me in the dreams, but they take place in the past. The first one I had, I was hiding in a forest. It's a game I've played often with my lover. I see the wolf and the hunt is on. He catches me then changes into a man. In the second dream I'm racing with the wolf, wishing I could run like he can. There's a creek. Once again the wolf changes into a man. This time I'm sitting on a rock admiring him in all his naked glory.” Feeling embarrassed, Roxie shook her head. “Look, I'm not going to give you all the intimate details. All I'm going to say is in this one I can see his face more clearly and he speaks to me."
"He asks whether you are looking at his buttocks again.” Royce spoke in a hushed tone, almost as if he were saying the words to himself.
"Yes. How did you know?” Seeing how Royce looked at her with such longing in his eyes, she shook her head in denial. “No way. It can't be."
"Who was the werewolf, Roxie? You saw me in your dream, didn't you?"
Feeling the ground suddenly drop out from under her, Roxie stared up at Beowulf. He stood with his jaw clenched shut and refused to look at her. “Yes, it was you I saw.” As soon as the words left her mouth she knew everything was about to take a drastic change and not necessarily the way she wanted it to.
Royce stood to confront Beowulf. “Roxie is my mate reborn. What she just described are memories, of events that actually happened between Alicia and me. Roxie not only looks almost exactly like Alicia, she is her. The powers, all of it, are the same. By rights, Roxie is my mate and not yours."
Without saying a word, Beowulf bobbed his head in acknowledgement then walked out of the kitchen. Roxie ran after him. “Beowulf, stop. Where are you going? Are you just going to leave and walk out of my life just because Royce claims I'm his long dead mate reincarnated?"
"That's exactly what I'm doing."
"You've got to be kidding me. Don't I have a say in this?” Taking hold of his arm, Roxie pulled Beowulf around to face her. “Damn it, you just can't walk out on me like this. I love you."
"Royce's claim over you is one I can't ignore. This isn't the first time a mate has been given a new life and found their mate from their first life. By werewolf law, I must give you over to Royce."
"That's bullshit. You're pack leader, change the damn law."
"Because I am pack leader, I must abide by the laws. If I were to do what you ask, I could lose my standing with my pack."
"So you're telling me you won't give up being pack leader to keep me, and will hand me over to another man without a fight?"
"Correct."
Feeling as if she had just been slapped in the face, Roxie released her hold on Beowulf. Through a fine mist of tears, she watched him turn his back on her and walk out the door. Unable to find the strength to move, Roxie stood staring at the closed door as tears streamed down her face.
Sensing Royce's presence beside her even before he put his arm across her shoulders, Roxie allowed him to pull her into his arms. Lifting her bent knee, she rammed it between his legs. With great satisfaction, she watched Royce drop to the floor like a stone as he cupped his manhood.
"Roxie! I taught you better than that."
Wiping the tears from her cheeks, she ignored her mother's admonishing remark and squatted down to where Royce lay on the floor. “I'll only say this one time and one time only. I'm not Alicia. I may look like her and have some of her memories, but I'm not her. Beowulf is my mate, not you. I will never accept you as my mate. You are my grandfather, nothing more, nothing less. And if you think to try and claim me, you will have a fight on your hands. I can guarantee you it will be one battle you will lose.” Standing to her full height, Roxie said to her mother, “I'm going to stay here for the night in my old room, which is where I'm going to be alone for awhile. When I come back down, Royce had better be gone. If he isn't, we'll see just how much power I actually have."
Stepping over Royce's prone figure, Roxie climbed the stairs to her room. Wisely, no one said a word to stop her.
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Chapter Fifteen
Roxie ended up staying with her parents for more than just the night. She was in a bit of a quandary about where she was going to be living. With Gren still a threat, she couldn't very well stay in her own house. That would be the first place he would search. Beowulf's place was no longer an option, at least for now. Roxie fully intended to be back in his house, and his bed, before very long. Even though she hated the idea of it, she knew she would have to give him his space, to make him realize he couldn't live without her.
Staying at her parent's house for the interim was not an option either. She couldn't take the chance that Gren would somehow track her there. If anything happened to her parents, she would never be able to forgive herself. Feeling a little lost, she decided to broach the subject with her parents. In times such as this, they had always helped her make the right decisions.
After they had supper, Roxie brought up the subject of her living arrangements with her parents. She listed the reasons why she couldn't go back to her house and why she couldn't stay with them. “So until Beowulf comes to his senses, I have to find a place where I'll be safe from Gren."
Belinda got up and started clearing the supper dishes away. “You could stay with Royce."
"No, and no, again. That is not an option. I want to get Beowulf back, not alienate him even more."
Her father cleared his throat. “Under the circumstances, I think it is your only option. Your grandfather is more than capable of handling this Gren character. Don't make a rash decision concerning Royce just because he wants to claim you as his mate."
"Oh, so I'm not supposed to hold that over him? Dad, be serious. The man thinks I'm his dead wife. Having your grandfather lusting after you does wonders for the ego."
"Stop being so dramatic, Roxie,” her mother said from where she stood looking out the kitchen window. “Come here. I want you to see something."
Moving to stand beside her mother, Roxie looked out the window. She could see the vague outline of a werewolf in wolf form sitting in the shadows. The color of the fur marked it as Royce.
"He has been out there every single night.” Belinda looked at her daughter. “I'm not saying you have to accept him as your mate, but he is your grandfather and would protect you with his last breath. So he thinks you're Alicia. I agree with you that you aren't, but he has been alone for so long. I think it's mostly wishful thinking on his part. Give him time to realize that. Royce would never do anything to hurt you. Until Beowulf stops acting like an ass, accept Royce's protection. Believe me, he has had lots of practice at scaring away unwanted males. Just ask the boys he ran off before I met your father."
Roxie kind of felt sorry for her poor mother. Having to put up with an overbearing male werewolf through her teenage years would have been pure hell. “I don't know, Mom. Yes, I agree with you that Royce would be more than able to protect me, but how it would affect Beowulf is my biggest concern."
"I've been thinking about that. Maybe your moving in with Royce is the kick in the pants Beowulf needs. If the two of you have bonded as he said, he won't be able to just stand by and allow it to happen. Dad told me bonded mates aren't able to deal with being apart for very long. How are you feeling not being able to be with Beowulf, by the way?"
"Let's just say I'm about ready to start climbing the walls. Before I became a werewolf, I could handle it to some degree, but now it's worse. He's never far from my thoughts and I have an almost overwhelming urge to go to him, but I know that won't help matters."
"Then at least get some satisfaction knowing Beowulf is more than likely going through the same thing. Give him some time. And I really want you to seriously think about what your father and I said about asking Royce for his protection."
Roxie stared out the window at Royce. He never moved, but she knew he was staring back at her. Maybe her mother was right. Moving in with Royce could be just what Beowulf needed to make him realize he couldn't live without her.
"Okay, I'll do it. I do have an ulterior motive though besides using him to make Beowulf jealous. I have no idea how to use this new found magic I have. I've only had the one lesson on how to make the change. If I'm to embrace my new life fully, I need to learn everything about it. And Grandpa Royce is going to teach me."
Belinda hugged Roxie. “It'll all work out in the end, you'll see. And thanks."
"For what?"
"Now I can have my father back. When we decided not to tell you anything about your heritage, he felt it was best if he kept his distance. I've missed him."
"Sure, Mom, make me feel guilty."
"You know what I mean. I'll go out and tell him about your decision."
Not moving away from the window, Roxie watched her mother step outside and walk over to Royce. He changed out of wolf form and stood listening as Belinda spoke to him. Roxie had to fight back tears as Royce opened his arms wide and lovingly hugged her mother to him. When he kissed the top of her head in a parental show of affection, Roxie turned away. She would have to tread carefully. She didn't want to become the wedge that could drive father and daughter apart.
* * * *
Roxie wasn't surprised to learn that Royce lived only a few blocks away from her parents. The house was a large two story that sat on a fair sized lot. The only thing she knew about the house was that it was the one her mother grew up in. That being the case, Roxie wasn't surprised to see pictures of her mother at varying ages hanging on the walls, but what got her the most was seeing pictures of herself as well. There were pictures of her as a baby all the way up to her photo when she had graduated from high school.
As she stood looking at the pictures that were hanging on one wall in the living room, Roxie sensed Royce's presence behind her. “It looks as if you know a lot about me, but I don't know much about you."
"Just because I wasn't around when you were growing up it doesn't mean I didn't wish to know about you. I held you in the hospital shortly after you were born and I've been watching you ever since."
Turning around to face him, Roxie said, “So you already knew who I was when you came up to me at Wulf's Den that night."
"Of course, but it was the first time I actually was able to speak to you. It was then I began to realize how similar you were to Alicia."
Royce tried to pull Roxie into his arms, but she pushed him away. “Enough of that. There's going to be a few ground rules around here, Grandpa. First and foremost, stop thinking I'm Alicia. I'm not."
"The dreams you had said otherwise. Those are Alicia's memories. And don't call me grandpa."
"I'll call you that every time you try to make a move on me. Yes, they are Alicia's memories, but that is all they are—her memories, not mine. In my dreams it may have felt as if I were really there. Deep down inside, I know it really wasn't me. It was more like I was an observer looking through Alicia's eyes. Maybe I carry her memories deep inside me because I'm more like her than the others that came after her. Who knows, but the point is you have to stop thinking of me as her. I already have a mate. If I were Alicia, I wouldn't have been able to accept Beowulf as my mate, let alone bond with him. I would have known shortly after I met you that you were my mate if you truly were. But that isn't the case. As it stands now, I'm hanging on by a very thin thread since Beowulf has decided to play the martyr and let you have me."
Royce's eyes searched her face. He sighed deeply. “I see you feel strongly about this. I very much wanted you to be Alicia. But you are right, if you were truly my mate you wouldn't have been able to bond yourself to another. And, in my selfishness, I've screwed up your relationship with Beowulf. I made a vow to myself that I would always watch over Nina's descendents, even going so far as to take your mother in and raise her as my own daughter. It would seem I messed up when it came to you. I should never have let your mother convince me that you would be better off not knowing about your werewolf heritage."
"Don't be so hard on yourself, Royce.” Standing on tip toe, Roxie lightly kissed his cheek. “You did what you thought was right. Your intentions were good, but now that you have owned up to your mistakes, you're going to help me fix them."
"What exactly do you have in mind?"
"First of all you're going to teach me everything I need to know about being a werewolf. Then we will work on Beowulf. I hope you're up to a little role-playing because I intend to make Beowulf so jealous he won't be able to put his feelings for me aside."
"I think I'm up to the challenge. As for making Beowulf jealous, that shouldn't be too hard to do. Werewolf males are notorious for not tolerating another male near their mates. All it will take would be for the two of us to show up at Wulf's Den together and then let nature take its course."
Roxie smiled. Beowulf had been quick to push her into the arms of another man. She was more than willing to show him he had made a huge mistake. When she got through with him, the poor man wouldn't know what hit him.
* * * *
Pushing open Beowulf's bedroom door, Wade snorted in disgust. The room reeked with the smell of alcohol. Looking over at the large bed, he found Beowulf stretched out naked on top of the sheets, snoring. An empty Scotch bottle lay next to him on one side of the bed. A t-shirt that belonged to Roxie was held in his outstretched hand.
Every morning since Beowulf had come home from Roxie's parents’ house alone, he could be found looking the worse for wear from drinking most of the night away. Wade decided it was time to snap Beowulf out of his depression. Stalking over to the bed, he grabbed Beowulf and slung him over his shoulder. Beowulf mumbled something unintelligible as Roxie's shirt floated to the floor.
Once in the bathroom, he opened the shower door and stepped inside. Propping Beowulf up against the wall, Wade aimed one shower head in his direction and turned the cold water on full blast. Beowulf bellowed with outrage. Wade turned the water off.
"Well, are you back among the living yet?"
Wiping the water out of his eyes, Beowulf glared at Wade. “What the hell did you do that for?"
"I've had enough of your sulking. You miss her, I get that. I also think it's time you stopped feeling sorry for yourself and go get Roxie back."
"You know I can't do that."
"Wrong answer.” Wade blasted Beowulf with the cold water again.
"Cut it out, Wade. You're starting to piss me off,” Beowulf growled.
"Good. At least I'm making you feel something. I can't stand by and watch you drink yourself into a stupor every night."
"It's the only way I can deal with...” Beowulf let his words fade away as if he found it too painful to say the rest.
"I know it's the only way you feel you can deal with Roxie not being around. But it also means you're still bonded to her. Don't you think she's going through the same thing?"
"No, I don't. She has Royce now."
"Then fight him for her. Make her see that she belongs with you and not him."
"I can't. I doubt she would take me back anyway.” Leaning his head back against the cool tile wall, Beowulf closed his eyes.
"And why wouldn't she? I know for a fact she loves you."
"I know. She told me that at her parents’ house, but I still gave her to Royce even though she tried to stop me."
"You gave her to Royce?! I thought you were a lot smarter than that, bro.” Twisting the tap one final time, Wade hit Beowulf with the cold water before he stomped out of the shower stall and went back into the bedroom.
A few minutes later Beowulf came out of the bathroom with a thick towel wrapped around his hips. He glared at Wade. “What did you expect me to do, Wade? Royce was so sure Roxie was his mate reincarnated. You know what our law states about that. I had no choice."
"Bullshit. Some of our laws are antiquated and have no bearing on modern society, and well you know it. When was the last time a reincarnated mate was claimed? Not in my lifetime."
"It doesn't matter. You know as pack leader, I have to do everything by the book."
"So you would rather stay pack leader at the cost of finding happiness with Roxie."
"That's what I told her."
Wade shook his head sadly. “You're pathetic, Beowulf. You wait your whole life for a mate. And what do you do? You throw her away. If and when I'm lucky enough to find my mate, I know there would be nothing anyone could do to make me give her up.” Stomping out of the room, Wade slammed the door shut behind him.
* * * *
Wincing at the sound of the door slamming shut, Beowulf rubbed his throbbing temples. Along with his pounding head, his mouth felt like sandpaper. Wade was right to yell at him, but the damage was already done. Still dripping from the earlier dousing, Beowulf headed back into the bathroom. Turning on the shower, he let the jets of warm water beat on his skin. He could smell the soap Roxie liked to use as the water from the shower hit it. Picking up the bar, he held it to his nose and took in a deep breath. Memories of Roxie and what they had done here in his shower filled his head.
He rubbed the soap across his chest. God, he missed her. He couldn't think straight when she wasn't around. And now he had sunk so low that he was reduced to using her soap so he could have something of her touching his skin. Closing his eyes, he ran the soap down his body as images of how Roxie looked when he had made love to her played through his head.
He knew he was torturing himself, but he couldn't stop his wayward thoughts. His body responded as if she were actually there in the shower with him. His cock swelled to an aching point. Letting the bar of soap fall from his hand, Beowulf wrapped his sudsy hand around his hard length. Groaning, he pumped his hand up and down his shaft. Placing his other hand on the tiled wall in front of him, he quickly brought himself to orgasm. After his body emptied itself, he stood and let the water wash the evidence of his weakness away. Wade was right. He had to get Roxie back somehow. He couldn't live like this. But before he could even try to win her back, he had to deal with the Gren situation. That was one problem that had to be rectified and was a long time in coming. Shutting off the water, Beowulf knew what he had to do.
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Chapter Sixteen
"Try again, Roxie."
Roxie blew her hair out of her face. Who would have guessed that using magic could tire a person out? Royce had her do the change so many times she felt as if she had been working out at a gym for a couple hours. Her body was starting to feel drained and her head ached from the strain of tapping into the power inside her. She groaned when she saw Royce look down at his watch.
"You're going to time me again, aren't you?"
"Yes. I know you're getting tired, but you need to be able to do the change no matter how good or bad you feel. It could save your life. Now try again."
Drawing the magic up and out so it engulfed her completely, Roxie's form shimmered into wolf form. She waited for Royce's nod before she changed back. “Was that quick enough for you this time, slave driver?"
"You're definitely getting faster. And no missing articles of clothing either."
Roxie cringed inside. Her first couple attempts at willing clothes onto herself after making the change had been almost complete failures. The first time she was able to manage only a shirt. The second attempt she ended up wearing only pants. Royce had been good about her nudity problem. He kept his back to her until she told him she was decent. Turning back around, he would then remind her again that she was only focusing on each piece of clothing instead of focusing on them all as a whole.
"Good. What's next? Is there anything else I should be practicing? You said I took away Beowulf's ability to do the change for a short period of time, shouldn't I practice that? And is there another wolf form I can change into?"
Royce chuckled. “Don't you think you've had enough for today? We've been at it for hours.” When Roxie shook her head, he answered her questions. “To be honest, you've learned from me all I can teach you. Your other powers, I can't help you with. No one can really. No other werewolf has the same capabilities as you do. You'll have to experiment on your own. Alicia had the ability to stop a werewolf from changing and freezing a person in place, but beyond that I don't know what she was able to do. She didn't like using her gifts."
"I can understand why she wouldn't want to use them. Okay, I'll have to play around a little on my own then. What about other wolf forms? In the movies, werewolves can change into wolf form or something between a man and a wolf."
"That is only in the movies, Roxie. The wolf is all we can do."
"That's a bummer. Maybe because this is all new to me, but I find when I'm the wolf, there are a lot of limitations. I can't communicate with anyone and having paws is a real drawback when you want to open doors."
"True, there are limits, but in that form you can smell better, see better and are able to move a lot swifter. It's just something you'll have to get used to. Being born a werewolf, I've never really found my wolf form to be a hindrance."
"Okay, I'll take your word for it.” Roxie sat down on the couch next to Royce. “Are you all set for tonight?"
"If you're asking me whether I'm prepared to have my ass kicked by Beowulf tonight, I'm as ready as I'll ever be."
"You really think Beowulf will try and fight you?"
"I can almost guarantee it. You are his mate. His first reaction to seeing us together will be to drive me away."
Roxie took her bottom lip between her teeth. “Maybe this wasn't such a good idea after all. I don't want to see the two of you pound the crap out of each other."
"Relax, Roxie. Even if Beowulf does come after me, I don't think he would set out to deliberately hurt me. If it will let him save face by smacking me around a little, I'll gladly let him then slink away with my tail between my legs."
"Whatever you say.” Looking at the clock that sat on the mantle above the fireplace, Roxie stood up. “Wulf's Den should be opening soon. I should start getting ready."
Heading upstairs, Roxie went to her bedroom. Opening the closet, she pulled out the little black outfit she had worn to the club the first night she had met Beowulf. Luckily, it was still at her house and not at Beowulf's place. Royce had gone to her house this morning and had picked up the outfit for her. He also had boarded up the window Gren had smashed getting inside the house.
Brushing out her hair, Roxie prayed her plan for this evening worked. She didn't think she could stand being apart from Beowulf for very much longer. If the stubborn man thought he still had to do the right thing by letting her go, he was going to be in for a nasty surprise. One way or another, she was going home with Beowulf tonight whether he liked it or not.
* * * *
Letting Royce help her out of the car, Roxie took a deep breath to calm her nerves. She didn't know why she felt so nervous, though she worried Beowulf could outright reject her. Throwing back her shoulders with her head held high, she placed her hand in Royce's larger one and let him walk her over to the club's entrance. When they passed Carl who manned the door, he winked at her and waved them inside. He already knew what she had in store for Beowulf. Candice had let him in on their secret right after Roxie had told her. Surprisingly, Carl hadn't balked at what they wanted to do. He had laughed so hard that Roxie could clearly hear him roaring with laughter in the background while still on the phone with Candice. When he had finally gotten himself back under control, he only said Beowulf deserved whatever he got.
The club was crowded as it was most Friday nights. Clutching onto Royce's hand, Roxie searched the bar for any sign of Beowulf. It was hard to see through the people who lined the bar waiting for drinks they had ordered. Some of the employees gave her and Royce a look that said they weren't exactly pleased to see them. Finally reaching the bar, Royce pushed his way through to one of the empty bar stools. Taking hold of Roxie by the waist, he picked her up off her feet and plunked her down onto the stool.
Craning her neck to look down the length of the bar, Roxie found one of the other bartenders serving drinks. Feeling a bit disappointed that Beowulf wasn't there already, she turned back to Royce. “He's not here yet. I guess we'll have to sit and wait."
"I don't think we'll have to wait for too long. Wade is coming this way."
Sure enough, Wade stepped behind the bar, carrying a case of wine. He seemed distracted as he slammed the bottles down onto the counter with more force than was necessary. Roxie called out to him. Turning around to see who called him, a look of relief washed over his face. With a wave of his hand, he motioned for them to follow him.
Wade took them up to Beowulf's office. Once he shut the door behind them he said, “I've never been so glad to see someone as I am to see the both of you."
Royce studied the younger man's face. “Where's Beowulf?"
Wade ran his fingers through his hair, making it stick up in places. “The stupid fool decided he had to take care of Gren himself. Beowulf sent Gren a formal challenge."
"And did Gren accept it?"
"Of course he did. He wouldn't pass up a chance like that. I tried to talk Beowulf out of it, but once he has his mind set on something, there's no way you can reason with him."
"I hope he had enough foresight to bring a couple other pack members along with him. You can't count on Gren playing by the rules."
Wade snorted. “No, he went alone even though he knew Gren would have his men with him."
Royce turned to Roxie. “It looks as if there's a change in plans for tonight. I'll take you home then I'll go after Beowulf."
Roxie adamantly shook her head in refusal. “No. That will take too long. I'm coming with you.” Seeing how both Royce and Wade were about to argue against her decision, Roxie glared at them until they backed off. “I'm going and that's final. Now where is this challenge supposed to take place?"
Wade reluctantly answered her question. “At Muir Woods."
"What exactly does Gren find so appealing about Muir Woods?” When Wade and Royce looked at her as if she should know the answer to that question, Roxie glared at them again. “Okay, I get it. Wolves love the forest and Muir Woods is the closest forest to San Francisco. It just seems so stereotypical to me that had to be the place where two werewolves would go to challenge each other."
"It's also the least likely spot to draw unwanted attention,” Royce added. “Wade, do you want to come with us or are you needed here at the club?"
"I'm coming with you. I can get one of the others to look after things and close the club up at the end of the night. I'll just have to tell Carl where we're going."
"Fine. Do what you have to do. Roxie and I will wait for you in the parking lot."
Wade quickly left the room. Roxie grabbed Royce by the arm before he could move to follow. “I can tell there is more to this than a simple challenge."
Royce took hold of Roxie by her upper arms and looked into her eyes. “You're right, this is no simple challenge. The grudge Gren has carried for Beowulf is large. He will use this opportunity to make Beowulf pay for everything he has done to him. This will be more than a simple test of strength between two werewolf males. Gren will make it so it's a fight to the death."
Roxie just knew it had to be something like that, but it didn't make her feel any better. Silently, she followed Royce out of the office and out to where he had left his car in the parking lot. She could only hope they showed up in time to stop Beowulf from making a mistake that could cost him his life.
* * * *
Beowulf followed the Muir Woods main trail until he reached the point where he had to cut a path of his own through the forest. There was a designated spot in the woods that had become the official area where all werewolf challenges took place. Reaching the clearing, he saw Gren was already there waiting for him. Scanning the tree line, he searched for clues as to where Gren's men were hidden. There was no question in his mind Gren wouldn't have come alone.
Walking farther into the clearing, Beowulf's gaze bored into his opponent, letting him see how much he loathed him. “I'm glad to see you still have some honor left, Gren, and that you decided to accept my challenge."
"Why would I turn down something I've waited for so many years? It's a dream come true."
"I'm only doing this so you will have no choice but to stay away from Roxie."
"How very loyal of you to issue a challenge to protect your former mate. I heard the lone wolf managed to take her away from you. Once I have you out of the way, the lone wolf is next on my list."
Beowulf ground his teeth together at the mention of Royce claiming Roxie as his mate. “Roxie is still my mate."
"You still claim her as your mate even though she has let another man get between her legs? You're pathetic, Beowulf."
He knew what Gren was trying to do—make him angry enough to let the fury take away his better judgment and strike without thinking. Beowulf knew that, but it still didn't make it any easier for him to let Gren's taunts roll off his back. “I didn't take you for a gossiping old woman, Gren. Since you have such an interest in my life, maybe you find yours so inadequate that you take great satisfaction in sticking your nose where it doesn't belong. Didn't your mother ever teach you that it's rude to spread rumors, especially when they aren't true?"
As Beowulf had expected, Gren snarled with rage and charged him in wolf form. Making the change before Gren reached him, Beowulf met him head on. Their snarls and growls soon filled the clearing as the black wolf engaged the brown wolf in battle.
Gren lunged toward him, trying to get his powerful jaws around Beowulf's throat. Twisting out of range, Beowulf slammed his shoulder into Gren, knocking him off balance. Gren quickly regained his footing and went after Beowulf with teeth bared. As the fight progressed, it looked as if they were too evenly matched in strength, neither wolf able to gain the upper hand against the other. Blood matted fur in places where sharp canine teeth gouged deep wounds.
Both panting from exertion and feeling the pain of the bites they had inflicted upon each other, Beowulf gathered up the rest of his flagging strength and used his body to knock Gren to the ground. Before Gren could get back up, Beowulf pounced on him, taking hold of him by his throat. Gren whimpered.
Having Gren at his mercy, Beowulf knew he was the victor, but the urge to close his jaws and tear Gren's throat out was almost too tempting. With one snap of his jaws, his vigilance against Gren would be over and Roxie would be safe. Gren would no longer be a threat if he was dead. Slowly he increased the pressure on his jaws.
He realized his mistake a split second before two large male werewolves slammed into him, knocking him away from Gren. Using teeth and claws, they battered him down. Already weakened from having battled Gren, Beowulf had no hope of fighting off the two newcomers. With Gren watching, his men brought him down. As one werewolf bit down on the back of his neck, Beowulf knew it was over. Unable to get free, he closed his eyes and waited for the powerful jaws to snap closed and break his neck.
* * * *
Feeling her ankle twist for the third time since they began walking along the main trail, Roxie cursed whoever decided women looked sexy in high heels. Having reached the point where she would rather go barefoot and take her chances with the rocks littered across the trail, Roxie stopped to take off her shoes. Undoing the straps she pulled one off and disgustedly threw it away. A second later Royce grunted in surprise as the shoe hit him in the back of his head. He turned and glared at Roxie as he rubbed his head where her high heel had made contact.
Removing the second shoe, Roxie looked up at him sheepishly and let it drop to the ground next to her. “Sorry, Royce. I didn't mean to hit you. I couldn't take walking in these damn high heels anymore."
"So you had to throw it away and my head just happened to be in the road?"
"Don't be such a baby. I'm sure it didn't hurt all that much. You should try walking in heels for an hour and I bet you would be throwing them away too. Can I help it your big head decided to be in the wrong place at the wrong time?"
Royce shook his head. “If you're done chucking footwear, hurry it along. We're almost there."
When Royce turned around, Roxie mimicked him behind his back. Wade bit back a laugh and fell in beside her. “Nice shot by the way. That must be a new way to keep your mate in line."
Roxie snorted. “I didn't intend to hit Royce. I have always had crappy aim. And, for your information, Royce is not my mate and never will be. The man is my grandfather for Christ's sake. Thinking of him as my mate is just plain disgusting."
"Royce is your grandfather?"
"Actually he's my great, great, great, etc. grandfather."
Wade looked between her and Royce. “Beowulf told me one of our kind had mated with a mortal woman long before I was born. It must have been Royce. That explains a lot."
"Well, you can wait to hear the complete story after we rescue Beowulf from his own stupidity."
"You're right.” Following Royce, who had now left the trail and was walking through the bush, Wade's mood grew serious. “Remember what Royce told you Roxie. Don't get involved, no matter what happens. You'll only end up getting hurt. Plus we don't need the added worry of trying to protect you from Gren."
"I promise.” Roxie's pace slowed as the sound of two wolves in the midst of a fight reached her ears. “It sounds as if we're too late to stop the fight from starting."
Wade ran to catch up with Royce, leaving Roxie to follow behind them. Both men soon disappeared from sight, but she found she was able to easily pick up their scent trail. Moving cautiously, she arrived in time to see both Wade and Royce change to wolf form on the fly before dragging two werewolves off Beowulf's prone figure. Free of his attackers, Beowulf painfully pulled himself up. Roxie put her fist in her mouth to hold back the gasp that rose up inside her. The wounds Beowulf had sustained were too numerous to count. She could smell his blood on the slight breeze that blew in her direction.
Scanning the clearing with her keen eyesight, Roxie saw Wade and Royce had their hands full with Gren's men. Hearing a low menacing growl, her eyes latched onto Gren who stood only a few feet away from Beowulf. His coat was spotted with blood, but he didn't appear to be as badly wounded as Beowulf was. Feeling her heart jump into her throat, Roxie watched Gren slowly slink toward Beowulf.
Knowing it wouldn't be a smart idea to yell out a warning and alert Gren to her presence, Roxie decided she couldn't just stand by and let Beowulf become a sitting duck either. Mentally saying screw it to the promises both Royce and Wade had gotten out of her, Roxie changed into wolf form and ran toward Beowulf. She reached him just before Gren did. Standing in front of Beowulf she took the brunt of the attack. Gren slammed into her, easily knocking her aside. Shaking her head to clear it, Roxie got to her feet. By now Gren and Beowulf were locked in combat, sharp teeth and claws tearing into each other. Knowing if she didn't do something fast it would be all over for Beowulf, she closed her eyes and concentrated. Focusing on the image she held inside her head, the power swelled inside her. Refusing to give up, she pushed herself beyond what she thought were her capabilities. When the magic fell away, she opened her eyes and looked down at herself.
Unbelievably she had done it. She had somehow managed to do the impossible. Holding out her arm she found it covered in golden brown fur, as was the rest of her body. She spread her fingers wide. Reaching up, she found pointed ears sitting on top of her head. She smiled as much as her shortened muzzle would allow her.
Stalking toward Gren in her wolf/human form, Roxie grabbed his smaller wolf's body by the back of his neck and pulled him away from Beowulf. Roxie found her strength had more than doubled while in this new form.
Holding Gren off the ground, she held him by the scruff of his neck and shook him until he stopped struggling. Turning him to face her, Roxie spoke. Her voice was gravelly and harsh sounding, so unlike her own speaking voice. “You have been a very bad dog. And like the bad dog you are, you can stay in this form until you learn your place.” A rush of power surged through the hand that held Gren and flowed into him. Gren whimpered and pulled his tail up between his legs. Disgusted, Roxie threw him away from her. Even in this form her aim appeared to be off. She cringed as Gren slammed into the nearest tree and slumped to the ground unconscious.
Now that Beowulf was no longer in jeopardy, she turned her attention to the other two werewolves Royce and Wade were still fighting. Grabbing the closest one by his tail, she dragged him off Wade. When he turned, snapping his teeth at her, Roxie wrapped her hand around his muzzle holding it shut. “Bad dog.” Balling her other hand into a fist, she slammed it down on top of his head. He dropped like a stone.
By now the other in the clearing had noticed her arrival. The last of Gren's men slowly backed away from her. As he spun around to try and run away, Roxie jumped, easily closing the distance between them. Taking hold of him by the scruff of the neck, she slammed her fist down on his head as well. Unconscious, he hung limply in her grasp. Roxie opened her hand and let him drop at her feet. With all the bad guys subdued, Roxie turned back around to find three very stunned men looking at her with shocked expressions on their faces.
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Chapter Seventeen
Leaving the unconscious werewolf where he lay, Roxie slowly walked over to the three men. Still in wolf/human form, she was pleased to find she was much taller as well. Where before Beowulf towered over her at six feet seven inches, she could now look him in the eyes. Looking from one to the other, she found all three of them still staring at her in shock.
"Well, say something. Or are you three going to stand there with your mouths hanging open catching flies all night?"
Royce was the first to speak up. “How did you do it, Roxie?"
"I simply kept the image of it in my head and sort of willed it to happen."
"Utterly amazing."
Roxie twitched her tail out of the way as Royce walked full circle around her. “Thanks. Now I know I broke my word by getting involved, but I couldn't just stand there and watch the three of you get the crap beat of you."
"That is a moot point right now, Roxie. But I will say you have done our bloodline proud this night, granddaughter.” Giving her a knowing wink, Royce kissed her furry forehead then motioned for Wade to help him secure Gren and his men.
Finding herself standing alone with Beowulf, Roxie looked up and saw Royce's having called her his granddaughter had not been lost on him. He stared at her with longing in his eyes. “So it's granddaughter and not mate?"
No longer feeling comfortable staying in wolf/human form, Roxie changed back to her true self. “It never was mate to begin with, Beowulf. If you hadn't acted like a stubborn fool to start with, you would have realized my feelings for Royce aren't like that. I'll love him as a relative, but not in the way I love you."
Beowulf pulled Roxie to him and held her tight. He flinched when she wrapped her arms around his back. She quickly released him and stepped back. “Sorry. We need to get those bites taken care of."
"There's another part of my body that demands your attention more than my wounds do.” Beowulf's voice grew husky with need.
Roxie's pulse raced. Just being near Beowulf, having him look at her as if he wanted to devour her, set her body on fire. “Then I suggest we go some place that's less crowded."
"I think that can be arranged."
The sound of Wade loudly clearing his throat broke the seductive spell that had woven around them. Guiltily, Roxie pulled her gaze off Beowulf and looked over at Wade and Royce. “Can the two of you finish up here alone? Beowulf really should have his wounds looked at."
Wade chuckled knowingly. “Royce and I will clean up this mess. The two of you need to leave before you set these ancient redwoods on fire. It's definitely getting too hot around here."
Scooping Roxie up in his arms, Beowulf bounded through the trees heading for the parked cars. Even though she protested loudly that he shouldn't be carrying her in his weakened state, Beowulf didn't put her down. Once they reached the main trail, he stopped only long enough to pick up her discarded shoes.
When she was seated in the passenger side of his Mercedes, Beowulf came around to the driver's seat and slipped in behind the steering wheel. He started the car, but before he drove away, he reached over to Roxie and pulled her toward him. At the first brush of his lips, Roxie felt her body go up in flames of need. The urge to join her body with her mate's was almost too much to ignore. Threading her fingers through Beowulf's thick black hair, she groaned with wanting. Holding him to her, she pushed her tongue inside his mouth. Sweeping his tongue with hers, she got her first real taste of Beowulf. Being a werewolf had its benefits. She could taste his arousal on his tongue. His scent filled her head until she was almost drunk from it.
Growling deep in his throat, Beowulf pulled away. “I'm not going to have you in a car like a desperate teenager. So I suggest you keep your hands to yourself until we get home.” Putting the car in gear, Beowulf drove out of the park.
Roxie found it almost torture having to sit beside Beowulf and unable to touch him. His kiss had brought her body to fever pitch. No matter what she tried, she couldn't get herself settled down. Her breasts ached for his touch, along with her pussy. She knew Beowulf could smell her arousal as easily as she could. Peering over at him, his nostrils flared as he inhaled deeply.
The trip back to San Francisco had never seemed to take so long as it did now. With each mile, Roxie felt herself becoming more uncomfortable. Her breath came in pants as she tried to ignore her clamoring body.
Beowulf shot a quick glance in her direction before he focused back on the road. “Hang on, Roxie, we're almost home. It's the mating urge that is making you feel this way. Now that you are a werewolf, your body will be more demanding when it comes to mating. Being separated from me has brought it on.” A smile spread across his face. “This also tells me that you truly are my mate. Only between mates does the urge to mate become so strong."
"Too much talking and not enough driving, Beowulf."
Chuckling, Beowulf rounded a corner at almost full speed as he raced toward the gated drive to his house. Pushing a button on his key ring, the gates swung open. Beowulf raced through it and brought the car to a screeching halt in front of the large house. Turning the car off, he jumped out. Beyond caring who might see them, Roxie launched herself at Beowulf.
Picking Roxie up off her feet, Beowulf held her against his chest as he fumbled with his keys trying to unlock the front door. Moaning, he finally managed to open the door as Roxie scraped her teeth against his throat. Kicking the door shut, he lifted her higher and fastened his mouth to hers.
Once up the stairs, he walked them both right into the shower. Turning on the water, he let her slide down the length of his body. Roxie took hold of his shirt and ripped it down the middle before she peeled it off Beowulf's body. He hissed as the warm water hit his wounds. Undoing his pants, she slid them down his legs. Beowulf kicked them aside.
Unable to tear her gaze away from his fully engorged cock, Roxie pulled off her clothes and threw them into the corner of the shower. Lifting her eyes, she found him staring at her body with need written on the hard planes of his face. Picking up the soap, she gently began to clean his wounds.
Each bite or claw mark she laved with her tongue after washing it with the soap. Beowulf shuddered under her loving ministration. By the time she finished attending to his many wounds, they were both shaking with need. Turning off the shower, Roxie took Beowulf by the hand and led him out of the shower. She towel dried them both off, making sure to give his manhood extra attention.
Both unable to wait any longer, Beowulf took the towel from Roxie and put it on the bathroom counter. Picking her up, he sat her on it, stepped between her legs and sheathed his hard cock inside her to the hilt. They both groaned with pleasure.
Wrapping her legs around his waist, Roxie placed her hands on his shoulders as he rocked into her. The feel of his shaft sliding in and out of her body was almost too much. Looking down, she watched Beowulf pump into her slick opening. Tightening her inner muscles around him, Roxie felt her release edging ever closer. When she reached her peak, she lifted her head and bit the side of Beowulf's neck. Holding onto her hips, he increased his pace, sending them both into an intense orgasm.
Panting, Beowulf kissed her lovingly. “I missed you, Roxie. And I do love you."
She smiled at him. “I know you do. Now show me again how much you love me."
"With pleasure."
Keeping their bodies joined, Beowulf took Roxie into the bedroom. With his cock still hard and buried deep within her, Roxie's body quickly became aroused once more. Wanting to be on top, she rolled him onto his back when he got them on the bed.
Sitting up, Roxie slowly rode him. Arching her back, she angled her hips so she could rub her clit along his hard shaft. He was in so deep the head of his cock hit her womb with each stroke in. Beowulf stared up at her and placed his hands on her full breasts. With thumb and forefinger, he plucked at her peaked nipples. Roxie moaned but found it wasn't enough. Leaning forward, she offered him her breast. Cupping it in his large hand, he swirled his tongue around her nipple before opening his mouth and sucking it deep inside.
With each pull of his mouth, Roxie felt her inner walls clench. Grinding her hips into Beowulf's, she increased her pace. His cock swelled even more inside her. She knew she was close, but Beowulf stilled her movements by holding onto her hips. Releasing her nipple, he lifted her off him and flipped her onto her stomach. Knowing what he wanted, Roxie got up on her hands and knees.
Coming up behind her, Beowulf stroked her bottom as he ran his wet tongue down the curve of her spine. Pushing back, she tried to impale herself on his hard cock, but he shifted out of reach.
"Not yet, Roxie. I want your need to be so great that when I put my cock inside you, you'll be screaming with your release."
Using his lips and tongue, Beowulf made a trail from the top of her neck to the base of her spine. Roxie gasped as his tongue explored a particularly sensitive spot. With her body screaming with arousal, she tried to take him inside her dripping pussy. Once again he moved out of reach. Continuing down her body, he bit each rounded globe of her bottom. Spreading her legs wider apart, he lifted her slightly then stroked his tongue between her nether lips. Roxie whimpered.
Giving her no mercy, Beowulf pushed his tongue inside, tasting her. Alternating between lapping up her juices, he swirled his tongue around her swollen clit. Roxie clutched at the bed sheets beneath her, almost shredding them. Unable to think beyond wanting him inside her, Roxie growled low in her throat, warning him that she couldn't take too much more.
With a low return growl, Beowulf shifted his position on the bed and impaled Roxie on his throbbing cock in one stroke. Roxie screamed as the most intense release she had ever experienced tore through her. Beowulf rammed himself in and out of her. He rubbed her clit with his fingers, causing her climax to seemingly go on and on. Throwing back his head, he groaned loudly as his cock pumped his seed deep inside her. Collapsing onto the bed panting, they tried to regain their breath. Beowulf rolled to his side holding Roxie spooned up against him.
Roxie's eyes fluttered shut. Wrapped in Beowulf's arms, she snuggled closer to him. Feeling more content than she had in days, she knew Beowulf was well and truly hers. And if the stupid man thought for one minute she would let him give her up, even if he thought he was doing it for all the right reasons, she would quickly disabuse him of that notion.
* * * *
Rolling over in bed the next morning, Roxie found the spot next to her empty. Opening her eyes, she searched the room for Beowulf. Not finding him anywhere, she rubbed the sleep from her eyes and got out of bed. Deciding she needed a shower before she came face to face with anyone else who was in the house, she crossed the room to the bathroom.
Feeling clean and refreshed, Roxie dressed and headed downstairs in search of Beowulf. She found him with Wade, sitting in the kitchen eating breakfast. Much to her surprise Royce was with them. “Nice of you not to invite me to the party.” Slipping onto the chair next to Beowulf, she gave him a quick kiss.
"I thought you could use the rest after what happened last night.” Beowulf smiled seductively at her, letting her know he didn't only mean the confrontation in Muir Woods.
"Well I'm very much recovered. I think I'm game to give it another go, maybe longer this time.” Roxie bit the inside of her lip to stop herself from smiling as Beowulf choked on his coffee.
Royce seemed to take pity on Beowulf and took over the conversation. “You didn't miss too much, Roxie. I got here only a few minutes ago. I had to go check on our guests before coming here.” Looking over at Beowulf, Royce added, “I chained the dog out back. I hope you don't mind. I figured you would rather he stayed out there than come inside."
"That's a perfect place for him."
At first Roxie didn't know what dog they were talking about. She then remembered that was what she had called Gren the night before. “Oh, no, you didn't. Did you?” Seeing Royce's smiling face she knew he had.
Standing up, she headed for the doors that lead out to the large backyard. Opening the French doors, she stepped outside onto the patio. She began to laugh. Hearing the others come outside as well, she said, “It looks as if he has wrapped his chain around the tree."
Royce had indeed chained Gren to one of the larger trees in the yard. Along with the collar that the chain was attached to, he wore a muzzle. He glared at them, but in his present condition, he was harmless.
"We thought it would be best to keep him separate from his men until the spell wore off. Once he understands that his bad behavior will no longer be tolerated, and will be dealt with by a higher authority, then we'll release him,” Royce said where he stood next to her.
Roxie wasn't sure letting Gren go would be the best idea. “Are you sure that will be enough to stop him from trying something else?"
Beowulf put his arm across her shoulder and walked Roxie back into the kitchen. Once they were all seated again, he took her left wrist in his hand and pulled off the band she wore. Roxie looked up at him in confusion.
"We were talking while you slept. After what we saw you do last night, we feel keeping this a secret is not doing you any favors."
"You want other werewolves to know I'm the one from the prophecy?"
"Yes,” Royce said. “Roxie, you are more powerful than any werewolf I know. You are able to do what has been considered impossible. Quite frankly, we have no idea what you're capable of. That being said, to keep anything like last night from happening again, all the packs must know about you. We've already started spreading the word. Soon every werewolf will hear the story of how you defeated Gren and his men basically single handed."
"So I'm the one with higher authority, am I?” When all three men nodded, she turned to the one who hadn't said anything yet. “Do you agree with their decision, Wade?"
Wade nodded again. “It's the only viable option, Roxie. I know it'll make our lives a little easier.” He gestured to Beowulf and Royce as well as himself. “Take pity on the poor males who would feel it's their duty to protect you."
Roxie snorted. “All right, all right. No need to get all noble on me. What do I have to do?"
The sound of the doorbell ringing could be heard. Beowulf got up. “You don't have to do anything. They'll come to you. And, if I'm not mistaken, I think the first has arrived."
Watching Beowulf leave the room, Roxie didn't know what to think about all this. Beowulf returned accompanied by another werewolf. He introduced himself as the leader of his pack. Seeing the mark around her wrist, he bent his head and offered his throat in submission. Unsure what was expected of her, she looked at Beowulf for guidance. Smiling he took her hand and placed it on the other man's neck. The ritual now completed, the newcomer left as quickly as he had arrived.
The rest of the day Roxie spent in much the same manner. Other pack leaders arrived to offer her their submission, which in turn she acknowledged. Beowulf never strayed very far. Smiling at him as he led in the next person who had come calling, Roxie knew her life had definitely taken a turn for the better. Her hermit days were long over. And if it hadn't been for Candice meddling in her life, as was her want, she would never have met Beowulf at Wulf's Den. Fate, it would seem, had indeed led her to where she needed to be.
The End
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