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Chapter 1
Matt Brady sniffed the air and his cock immediately stiffened and begged for him to find the woman who belonged to the arousing scent. He was glad he wore close-fitting underwear which kept his erection from tenting out the front of his pants. If he’d worn the boxers he normally preferred, the whole room would easily tell he was aroused and in need. That would garner him even more attention from the unmated females who were attending the pack meeting. 
Searching for the source of the delicious scent, he tracked it to the beautiful woman with long tawny brown hair who had just walked away from his sister and her mate. She wore a slinky, crimson dress that left more of her exposed than it covered. The dress clung to her curves like a second skin, proving that while she might be wearing something under it, whatever else she wore wasn’t much.
His mate. He had finally found his mate. After hitting forty, he had decided he was not meant to mate. For the last five years, Matt had tried to resign himself to being alone for the rest of his life, but knew there had to be a woman somewhere in the world meant only for him, if only he knew where to look.
But here he was, eighteen hundred miles from his Santa Fe home and the woman the Fates had chosen for him had just walked into the living room. Sniffing the air for her lingering scent, he licked his lips while his nose twitched just before he sneezed. The spicy perfume she wore nearly overpowered her natural essence. Taking a deep breath, the tart, tangy and yet also sweet combination of sugar and lemon pie filled his lungs. Yep, the woman who had just hit on his sister’s mate was indeed his woman. 
From across the room, she glanced back at him over her shoulder. He met her pale green eyes with a half smile. His cock throbbed as her eyes widened. She then turned away and hurried toward a group of women her age who, Adam had shared when they’d arrived earlier, were all unmated and eager to find their other halves.
Only after he fought down the urge to grab the woman in red, throw her to the ground, and mate her right there in the middle of the foyer did he turn to Margot Brady Jackson, his adopted sister. 
“Who is that?” He nodded in the direction of his mate.
Margot wrinkled her nose as she’d smelled something bad. “That is Leigh Kincaid-Thorne. She’s the spoiled bitch who tried to kill me last week. I would recommend you stay far away from her.”
Leigh Kincaid-Thorne. Matt savored the name as she moved from the knot of young women to a group of men old enough to be her father. He watched her smile and flirt with each man, going so far as to touch one man’s sleeve and hug another. She kept her back to him, as if trying to ignore him and their connection. Did she not understand the Fates meant for them to be together? Destiny had brought them to this place and she needed to acknowledge him as her mate. 
He growled low in his throat at her brazen actions. The sound earned him a sharp look from Adam, who was alpha of the Twin Rivers pack and his host while he was in New Bern, North Carolina, making sure Margot was safe and happy with this man who’d claimed her as his mate. 
“I’m not sure that will be possible,” he said, though he didn’t elaborate further. “I’m getting a drink. Can I bring you anything?”
“White wine, please. And can you bring Adam a beer?”
Matt nodded and headed to the bar, hoping that by putting a little distance between them he could get himself under control. Otherwise, he would tackle her and claim her in the middle of the living room, not caring that Adam’s pack was in the room and watching his every move. That would not make a good impression on anyone, though the mated shifters present would certainly understand and sympathize with him.
Seeing the bartender was swamped with a line of people waiting for drinks, Matt didn’t hesitate to step behind the bar and lend a hand. Before joining the Santa Fe Police Department, he had been a bartender while he went to college for his degree in criminal justice. Working together it only took a few minutes to clear the crowd.
“Thanks, man,” the bartender said as Matt poured a glass of white wine and opened two bottles of beer.
“No problem,” he said with a shrug as he stepped from behind the bar and headed to the living room to find Adam and Margot.
After delivering their drinks, he found himself a piece of wall to hold up while he indulged in a few minutes of people watching. He had never been comfortable in crowds, which was why he refused his last three promotions. He liked being a patrol officer. He spent his days alone in a car traveling around town keeping the population safe. 
It suited his personality and shape shifter need to help those in trouble while stopping those acting foolish. It was a job that he liked and was good at as evidenced by the number of awards he’d received for various acts of bravery or selflessness. He didn’t like the awards and attention he got for simply doing his job, but the department heaped praise on those who they felt deserved it. Matt just wished they’d pick on someone else and let him do his job without all the hoopla. 
This trip had been the first vacation he’d taken in two years. His original thought was that he would have to de-brainwash his sister of whatever hold the billionaire she’d met just days ago had over her. It was bad enough she had lost her job, but to meet and move in with the man the same day and then let him take over her life was beyond his understanding. 
That was until he had met Adam Thomasson and smelled shape shifter. When Adam confirmed his dual nature and that, as shocking as it was, Margot was his mate, Matt relaxed. 
At least he had until the beautiful woman in the barely there red dress crossed his path. Now he understood Fate had brought him to New Bern, North Carolina, for an entirely different reason. He was not here to rescue Margot from another of the sticky situations she seemed to get into on a regular basis. He was here to claim his own life mate.
He sipped at his bottle of beer as he watched the woman in red work the room. She flirted with men of all ages, mated or not, while occasionally shooting nasty looks in Margot’s direction. As some of the other unmated females surrounded him to vie for his attention, he was polite, but distant. He would be claiming Leigh Kincaid-Thorne before the evening ended and didn’t want to give anyone the wrong idea. He only had to hold tight to his fast shredding patience at her behavior in the meantime.
* * * *
Leigh didn’t want to be there. She wanted to be home reading or playing with her new vibrator. Maybe it would help her forget that the man she had been chasing after for three years was now mated to a woman older than himself. 
The two glasses of wine she’d drunk before leaving her parents’ house in the hopes of keeping herself from making a scene were not working. Neither was the glass she had quickly worked her way through since arriving. Instead, the wine loosened her tongue to the point that when several of the unmated females began to gossip about Margot Jackson, Leigh found herself unable to stop herself from sounding off as well.
“What does Adam think he’s doing by claiming her? There’s no way I’ll bow down before that human bitch, mate of the alpha or not.”
The others made noises of agreement, and she found herself going further. She boldly questioned Adam’s judgment and whether he should even be alpha if his mental state made him choose her as his mate. It was like she was outside her body watching as she carried on and on, ignoring the fact that the others had backed away and were looking at someone behind her.
“Leigh Kincaid-Thorne, I don’t know what high and mighty finishing school taught you that being a trash-talking bitch was appropriate behavior for a lady, but I suggest your parents should sue them.”
Leigh whirled to find Adam’s little human mate standing right behind her. She backed up two steps when she saw the anger in her expression and fire in her eyes. This woman was furious and obviously at the end of her rope if she was going to challenge a shape shifter in a room full of them. 
“Yes, I am your alpha’s mate. If that makes me something special, so be it. I don’t even care that you’re talking bad about me, but I will not have you talking so negatively about Adam, especially while standing under his roof. In some societies, that would be called treason and is punishable by death. Here, in my home, it’s just stupid.”
The alcohol combined with the embarrassment at being caught gossiping by the subject of that gossip embarrassed Leigh into losing control. She growled low in her throat and felt herself beginning to shift. The wolf overpowered her human side, pushing her rational mind aside as it responded.
“You may be queen bitch now, but it will only be a matter of time before Adam comes to his senses and realizes he needs a shifter as his mate. Then you’ll find yourself dead. Until then, if you want me to bow to you then you’d better earn that show of respect.”
In the next second, her wolf overwhelmed her and she finished the shift only to find herself tangled up in the overly sexual dress her mother had forced her into wearing. Somehow her mother had got it in her head that if Leigh dressed as provocatively as she could she would more likely find her mate. She didn’t understand that Leigh didn’t care about mating. She just wanted to get the hell out of her parents’ house. 
Only her parents clung to the traditions of the Old South. An unmarried female lived at home until her wedding day. She was allowed to work in the family business, but even at thirty-five, they refused to allow her to move into an apartment and live on her own. Which was part of the reason for her insanity over Adam not claiming her and instead mating with that woman.
Before she could shake off the silk, Margot kicked her, catching her just behind the shoulder and knocking her to the ground. 
Before Leigh could scramble to her feet, Margot fell on top of her, holding her body down with her own while trying to avoid Leigh’s teeth and claws as the wolf tried to regain her footing. The woman worked one arm around Leigh’s neck and lifted her head so she couldn’t move. Then Margot leaned in and bit her ear hard. 
The pain cut through her wolf’s hazy thinking. Leigh stopped fighting the woman’s hold and began to squeal from the pain.
“What the hell?” she heard Adam say before he talked to the woman lying on top of her. “It’s okay, baby. You’ve proved your point.”
It took a few more seconds before the pain in Leigh’s ear eased slightly. As the woman moved off of her, another man laid a heavy leg across her ribs, right where Margot kicked her. When she whined with the pain, he wrapped his hand around her muzzle and held her head down against the floor.
That’s when she smelled it. A dark, smoky pine scent that reached to her heart and squeezed. Her mate. The man, whoever he was, was her mate. 
“Please, let me up,” she whined, wiggling to get even closer to the man kneeling over her.
“Calm down, little one. I’ll let you up in a minute,” the man said as he stroked his free hand down her back. She arched into his touch, wanting to get closer to him.
When attention turned from their corner of the room, he allowed her to stand but kept a hand knotted in the scruff of her neck. He draped her dress over her back and turned her to the empty room just a few feet away. 
“Shift back and get dressed,” he ordered softly, swatting her none too gently on the ass to encourage her to move.
Suddenly Leigh couldn’t think of anything but meeting her mate face to face for the first time. Once alone, it took a few minutes to shift back and then straighten out her dress and make sure she pulled it back on right side out. 
When she heard Adam’s announcement and the applause, the residual effects of the wine challenged her more sensible side. She stalked into the room, pushing her way through the crowd until she stood face to face with Margot and Adam. “I don’t know about the rest of the females, but I refuse to acknowledge a human as my queen bitch,” she announced with a growl as her wolf pushed against the restraints she’d placed on it. 
Looking behind her she found the other women were looking at the floor, or at the ceiling or anywhere they could to avoid looking at her. In fact, no one met her gaze as they all took a step back. Only one man moved closer until he stood just behind her left shoulder, but she didn’t look at him. 
The scent of him wrapped around her, drowning out everything else in the room, including the perfume her mother had insisted she wear that evening. A perfume she hated like the rest of the public persona her mother insisted she maintain. 
Margot looked at her mate. “Can she do that?”
Adam turned fierce turquoise eyes on her. His disapproval made her wish once again that she had ignored the summons to the pack gathering and stayed home with her sex toys. 
“Leigh, you were just put down by your queen, or is your memory really that short? Margot is my mate, and you will pay her the respect due the alpha’s mate or you can find yourself a new pack that will take you in.” Then his gaze shifted to the crowd behind her. “And that goes for anyone else who thinks a human should not be your alpha’s mate.”
Then she felt heat as someone moved closer. Turning, she found herself looking up, up, up into the disapproving expression of a tall, blond man with the most intense blue eyes she’d ever seen. 
Leigh froze and took a deep breath, inhaling smoke and pine. As she exhaled, her entire body relaxed and went soft. This man was her mate. He’d finally come to her, and she would finally be able to get the hell out of her parents’ home. Dropping her gaze, Leigh fought the urge to kneel at his feet and beg him to claim her as his mate. 
He leaned close to sniff at her neck. Then he cupped one hand under her chin to force her head up until her eyes met his once again. “Do you know who I am?” he asked in a soft, grumbly growl. 



Chapter 2
Something in his deep melodious voice sent a shiver of lust through Leigh. Her nipples peaked under the silk and her cunt dampened in response to his question.
“Yes,” she responded, taking another deep breath that she released on a sigh. “You are my mate.”
She looked way, way up, and immediately the shape shifter’s lust turned into a woman’s love. Except for the disapproval darkening his features, he looked as wonderful as he smelled. She could not wait to get him alone. She wanted to run her fingers through his golden blond hair to see if it felt as soft as it looked. She wanted to smooth his brow so that he would stop frowning. She wanted him to smile at her with the same intensity he wore now as he frowned. 
“You will stop giving my sister a hard time immediately,” he ordered in his soft, deep voice that was filled with a power that touched something deep inside her. She could not deny anything he demanded. “And you will apologize to Margot and your pack for this outrageous behavior you have shown here tonight.” 
Though his tone was soft, Leigh heard the dominant thread of iron running through it. Here was the strong man her father always wished for her. The man who would not put up with the wild ways and privileged, spoiled-princess persona her mother had encouraged. She had adopted the mask of an outrageous, outgoing Southern belle to keep the world from knowing the truth, that she was a wallflower who much preferred to sit in the corner reading to going out partying at night.
She heard others around them whisper but didn’t care. From here on out, no one mattered to her except this gorgeous, blond god-man who stood before her. When she nodded her agreement to his demand, his stern countenance eased. A moment later, one corner of his mouth tilted upwards. Not the full smile she continued to wish for, but at least he no longer looked so angry.
“Good girl,” he said, taking her hand in his before turning them both toward Adam and Margot. “Alpha Thomasson, with your permission, I’d like to claim this woman as my mate.”
At his touch, Leigh sucked a breath. Pulsating waves of electric heat shot up her arm to spread through her entire body. His touch sent her arousal winding tighter and tighter around her, sending her dangerously close to orgasm. When he declared his intentions before the room full of people that included her parents, she had to clench her thighs together in order to keep her juices from overflowing her cunt and running down the insides of her legs.
She watched Adam’s eyes widen before he looked at her. “Leigh, is this what you want?”
Leigh nodded immediately. “Yes, Adam. This man is my mate and…” She swallowed hard as she tried to put her feelings in words. But there were no words to explain. “Well, you know,” she ended with a shrug as she shifted her gaze to Margot. Adam’s mate looked equally shocked at the events that were unfolding.
Then she smiled, but still looked wary. “Yes, Leigh, we understand. Fate has brought you your match. Matt, are you certain about this? She’s—”
Before Margot could say another word of warning, Leigh turned and laid her free hand on her big mate’s chest. The heat radiating through the soft cotton material warmed her palm. “What she’s trying to say is that I’ve been a true bitch. I have attacked her twice in the past week with the thought that if I got her out of my way, Adam would claim me for his mate.”
While Matt didn’t flinch at her brutal honesty, shocked gasps went up from the crowd around them. Matt ignored everyone else. He continued to stare deep into her eyes, his expression serious but not angry. 
“That stops now. Otherwise you’ll find yourself over my lap as I paddle your bare ass until you can’t sit down. You are my mate and will act with dignity and respect toward everyone, shifter and human alike. Do you understand?”
Leigh swallowed hard before nodding. No one had ever spanked her before. She wasn’t sure if it was fear or arousal that caused her to shiver in reaction to his words. 
“And from here on out, you will dress like a lady and not a slut.”
Again Leigh nodded without argument. After all, she hadn’t picked out this dress, her mother had. She preferred well-worn jeans and soft T-shirts to slinky, silky dresses. And it was only right she agree with anything he asked of her. He was, after all, her mate.
“Words, mate. I need words.”
“Yes, okay.”
“Yes, okay, who?” he pushed, obviously demanding for her to submit to his will in front of this crowd of her friends and family.
“Yes, okay, Sir?” Leigh whispered. 
For a moment, she wondered if he was even more dominant than she had thought. That thought sent another shiver through her. She had always wanted a man to take control, be stronger than she was, but none of the ones she’d dated had fit the bill. 
Matt nodded then leaned down. “Good girl,” he murmured just before he kissed her.
At the touch of his lips on hers, Leigh felt her insides melt and her juices overflow from her pussy. When Matt finally lifted his head, she wanted to pull him back down and continue kissing him for the next week or so. 
With a sigh, she laid her forehead on his chest as he said to Adam, “If you don’t mind, I think I’ll take my mate for a walk around the grounds.”
“May you have many happy years together,” Adam said in response. They’d just received the shape shifter’s blessing on their mating from her alpha. If only it would be that easy to receive her parents’ blessing.
When Matt turned to her, bent at the waist, and put his shoulder against her middle, she gasped. She then squealed when he straightened and she found herself draped over one broad, muscle-covered shoulder. 
Though embarrassed by the caveman treatment, she didn’t fight him. She couldn’t. She wanted this. She wanted him. She wondered if they would be able to find somewhere private where they could complete their mating so she would never have to be alone again.
As soon as they were out the front door and they were alone, Matt set her down again. “Strip,” he ordered sharply. His voice was once again filled with that dark power that made her go weak in the knees.
“Here? Now?” she asked. Looking around with wide eyes, she was, for one of the first times in her adult life, fearful of what was about to happen.
Instead of responding with words, Matt reached up and untied the straps that secured the top of her dress behind her neck. Once they were undone, he dropped them then pushed the waistband of her dress until it passed over her hips and the dress pooled around her feet.
Taking her hand, he helped her to step out of her stiletto heels. Then, without speaking, he turned and headed down the driveway past the cars parked there. He went slow though she wondered if it was because she was short and bare foot or if he was simply prolonging whatever was to come. When they reached the corner of the big stone house and the edge of light provided by the floodlights around the yard, he continued walking forward without hesitation. 
Though her senses were as acute as any shape shifter, it took her eyes a few seconds to adjust to the sudden darkness they’d plunged into. She looked around, trying to figure out where her mate was heading but couldn’t see another building anywhere in sight. They continued walking on the soft grass beside a stone path until they were well out of sight of the house. He stopped at a bench that was tucked into a small alcove surrounded on three sides by bushes and trees.
He sat down on the center of the bench and pulled her to lay across his lap, head down and ass up. “I am the enforcer for my pack. Do you know what that means?”
“Not really,” she said, trying not to struggle in his hold but finding it difficult. 
“It means I am even more dominant than Adam. I enforce the laws of the Council, the laws of my pack, and obey my alpha’s wishes. Now, that being said you are my mate and I will not condone you acting like a spoiled princess even if that is how your family has raised you. I am a simple man, but I am the head of our family. Which means my word is law. Do you understand?”
“Yes,” Leigh said softly, hoping her submission would keep him from spanking her. 
A stinging slap on her left ass cheek brought her head up. “Oww,” she squealed.
“When you answer me it is yes, Sir.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Since you walked in tonight, you’ve behaved like a spoiled child. In my family, spoiled children were not tolerated. They were spanked until they learned better.” 
Matt held her with one arm snugly around her waist while the other rubbed all over her ass cheeks then down between her legs, sending heat and arousal spiraling through her body. 
Then he began to spank her. She screamed at the surprise and then the pain and struggled against his hold, but he ignored her. He used only one arm to hold her secure across his lap as the other continued swatting her. He struck one side of her ass and then the other, back and forth, time and again, until Leigh thought her ass had caught fire. She didn’t realize she was crying until he stopped and shifted her so she sat across his lap with her head resting against his chest just under his chin.
“I’m sorry,” she blubbered as he wrapped both arms around her to cuddle her closer. “I had given up on ever finding my mate. I figured if I could not have the mate the Fates intended, I would settle on a man who had everything else. I’m sorry.”
“Shhh, little one. It’s all right. Just so you understand that you will not flash that sexy, little come-hither smile of yours at any other man from now on,” Matt said, his voice deep, low, and surprisingly gentle.
“I won’t, but that means you can’t flirt with other women either,” she said between sniffing hiccups as she tried to get herself back under control.
“Don’t you worry about that. There will be no one else in our marriage, our mating. It’s just you and me, little mate of mine. I will love you and protect you from everyone, even your own bad choices, if need be.” He made the promise solemnly then bent his head to nuzzle his nose against the spot where her neck flowed out into shoulder. “Your scent is driving me mad. I need to mate you now, angel. Please tell me you want this. Tell me you want me.”
With a sigh, Leigh dropped her head to the side to allow him greater access. “Yes, please, Sir. I need you, too.” 
* * * *
She felt so good in his arms and smelled so sweet. Matt was having a hard time keeping himself from throwing her on the ground and fucking her right there. He ran one hand down a silky thigh then over the top of her leg and back up to her pussy. Along the way he was not surprised to find her upper thighs slick with her sweet cream. She moaned as he cupped his hand over her mound with his fingers just brushing her open, wet entrance. The soft sound of her need drove him to the edge of his control. He had to find them some privacy, and fast.
Pulling his hand away, he slipped one arm under her knees and the other around her back. When he stood, his little mate gasped. Obviously she was unused to strong men who went after what they wanted. He carried her easily through the bushes, away from the path where someone might happen by while looking for a trysting spot of their own. He carried her through the forest until they reached a small clearing that was open to the star-filled sky above.
“Perfect,” he murmured as he dropped her legs and his precious cargo on her feet.
Unbuttoning his shirt, he stripped it off and laid it on the ground. It took longer to take off his boots and the rest of his clothes, but finally he stood naked before his beautiful mate. She looked wide-eyed and dazed as she looked him up and down. 
He couldn’t tell if it was due to the shock of finding her mate or the spanking he’d just administered or something else. Taking a deep breath to control the howling, wolf-demanding and immediate mating, he forced himself to stand quiet and allow her to make the next move.
* * * *
Leigh watched him strip and was stunned by what his clothes hid. He was gorgeous. Long-limbed with thick, well-defined muscles, he was more than she had ever expected for her mate. She did not deserve such a man who seemed good and decent and honest. She sent a silent prayer of thanks to the Fates for presenting her with such a fine man. She looked up and down his body quickly then again more slowly. She was half afraid the wine she’d drunk earlier had distorted her vision. No one could be this well built outside of magazines, and even there the images were airbrushed. But here he stood, naked, hard, and hers for the taking. He was her very own sex god.
“Oh my,” she whispered. 
Stepping closer, she lifted her hands to touch him. She had to make sure he was real and not just a figment of her sometimes overactive imagination. She traced across his broad shoulders then down thick, muscular arms. When she reached his wrists, she lifted her hands then brought them up to caress his broad chest. 
The muscles and bones there were covered with an inverted triangle of soft, blond hair that went from nipple to nipple then narrowed to a point just above his navel. Dropping her hand lower, she traced the line of hair that started again below the indentation to trail down where it thickened around the base of his erect cock.
They both sucked in a breath when she traced a line up the top of his shaft from base to tip using the pad of just one finger. Matt was big all over, and his cock was in proportion with the rest of him. It was also bigger than any she’d ever seen before in real life.
“I want it,” she breathed. Wrapping one hand around the base of his thickness, she found her fingers barely met on the other side. Slowly she stroked up his long, thick length, smiling when the shaft twitched in response.
Lifting her gaze to his, she read the fire of stark hunger in his glowing blue eyes. It matched the inferno burning low in her pelvis. Though she had many questions about him, their relationship, and their future together, they all slid away until she could think of nothing but him and her and the sliver of a moon overhead.
“It’s all yours for the rest of our lives,” he responded softly, laying his hands on her shoulders as he leaned down to kiss her.
In seconds, they were kneeling on the grass next to his shirt. Their arms wrapped tight around one another’s back as their bodies came into full contact. The kiss went on and on until Leigh felt dizzy from lack of air and the overwhelming intensity of arousal. 
Pulling her head back to break the kiss, she licked at his lips before saying, “I need to lie down.”
He nodded and they lay down together, his shirt protecting them from the grass. They remained wrapped together as the kissing and touching went on until they were rubbing their bodies together. Their hips arched together, the length of his shaft rubbing in the furrow of her pussy lips, brushing back and forth against her hard, knotted clit. His touch sent her closer and closer to the edge of insanity.
“Please, now,” she whimpered against his lips as she lifted her top leg and wrapped it around his hip. “I need you right now.”
He pulled back to look at her. His expression was nearly as wild as she felt. “Are you sure, little one? Once I claim you, there’s no going back. You’re mine forever.”



Chapter 3
Green eyes stared into blue and she nodded with a slow-growing smile. “I’m sure. How about you? Are you sure you want me for a mate?”
His sexy grin sent increased shivers of need, want, and excitement through her. Instead of answering with words, he pulled his hips down and away from where they had been pressed against hers. Running a hand down her back then over one still-sensitive ass cheek, he slid two fingers into her cunt before pulling them out again and positioning the head of his cock at her opening.
When he pressed just the head in, she moaned, and began to pant as he pushed deeper and deeper. His length and width filled her so full all the muscles in her pussy quivered from the stretching they were receiving. She growled and flexed her fingernails into his skin when his blunted head pressed tight against her cervix.
“You’re so damn tight,” he growled as he rolled them until she lay flat on her back in the center of his shirt. Pushing up, he stayed deep in her cunt as he knelt between her legs. Wrapping her legs around his waist, he then took her hips in his big, powerful hands. “I wanted this to go slow and easy, but…” His voice trailed off as he eased out then slammed deep again.
“Fuck me hard,” she begged as she arched her lower body to try and slide herself up and down on his cock.
But she couldn’t move. He had her in a position where she could not move, could only accept what he gave her. She couldn’t even reach out to caress his beautiful body as it was too far away. He began to thrust in and out of her body in a fast, hard rhythm that sent shivers of thrill through her. As the quivers turned to trembling, she reached out, needing to feel him as well, but she could only reach as far as his forearms. She grabbed what she could and held on tight. Two minutes later, her upper body curled forward and she screamed as release rolled over her like an avalanche. 
As her orgasm rolled on and on, Matt leaned forward. He dropped forward to crouch above her, his hips still flashing in and out of her clenching pussy. He dropped his upper body even lower until his chest rubbed over her nipples. Leaning up, he kissed her wet, parted lips. Then he shifted his attention to her left earlobe. He nuzzled his way down her neck to where it flowed into her shoulder. As his hips slammed forward one last time, he roared his completion. Then he bit into her shoulder, marking her forever as his mate.
The eroticism of the bite and the increased heat of his seed flowing into her sent Leigh over the edge once again. She rolled to a second orgasm, almost before the first had subsided.
They went limp together, but instead of crushing her, he reversed their positions so she lay sprawled across his chest. His cock remained buried deep in her pussy as they slowly relaxed and recovered.
“Will it always be like that?” she asked several long moments later. Her words slurred with the intensity of her relaxation.
“If it is, you just might be the death of me,” he said with a chuckle that rumbled under her cheek. “But God I hope so.”
Leigh remained silent but secretly hoped so as well.
She would have been happy to stay right there all night with Matt’s half-hard cock deep inside her, but the temperature was dropping around them. “I’m cold,” she murmured before licking at the nipple hidden in the golden fur covering the chest she lay across.
Matt grunted a noncommittal sound, but warm hands traveled up and down her back as if trying to warm her. It took another few minutes to get her arm muscles to work enough to push herself up so she could look down at him.
“We need to go back to the party. You need to meet my parents,” she said, hearing a softness in her tone she’d never heard before. 
“Do I have to?” Matt asked. He opened his eyes and looked at her like a little boy who didn’t want to go to the dentist.
“Yes, you do. Especially if you plan on taking me back to Santa Fe with you anytime soon. My father’s very traditional and steeped in the ways of the Old South. I’m not sure he’ll let me go off with you, even if you are my mate, without at least meeting you first.”
“I suppose,” Matt said. “You do realize you’re coming back to live in Santa Fe with me, right?” He lifted her from his half-hard cock and moved her to lie on the shirt beside him before he reached for his pants.
“Really? I figured I’d live here and you’d live there and we’d meet somewhere in the middle every six months or so,” she snarked as he produced a clean bandana from a back pocket of his pants, which he used to clean them both up. 
Giggling too hard to move, she yelped when he reached down and popped her still-tender backside. “No way will that work. You’re going to have to stay very close until I’m sure that you can behave appropriately.” 
Once he’d re-dressed, Matt swung her up in his arms. He carried her back to the front of the house so she could dress before they returned to the party. 
“My clothes are gone,” she observed idly when they reached the front steps.
“You’re right. I guess that means you’ll have to go inside naked,” he said with a wide grin as he set her down on the stone walkway.
“You are kidding, aren’t you?” Leigh stared at him, once again fearful that in his dominant, I-am-he-wolf mood he really would make her walk into the party as she was.
“You could always shift and go in that way, but I don’t have a leash with me and I’m not sure Adam would appreciate you prowling around amongst his guests in wolf form,” Matt said, sounding like he was considering that option.
“Please don’t make me do that,” she pleaded. 
In the last hour, he had destroyed her kick-ass, don’t-give-a-shit image she showed to the world. Right now all she wanted was to find a quiet place and snuggle with her mate. But that wouldn’t happen with the entire pack gathered just beyond the door in front of them.
“Don’t worry, little one. I couldn’t handle anyone else seeing you naked,” he said with a reassuring smile. “I’ve never been known for sharing well with others.”
He pulled his shirt from his waistband then stripped it over his head.
“Thank you,” she said after he turned it right side out and handed it to her.
She pulled it on quickly, sighing as the still-warm cotton shirt covered her chilled body. She took a deep breath and savored his scent that surrounded her.
The shirt was huge on her, ending just above her knees, several inches below where her red dress had ended. Her hands were lost in the long sleeves, and she loved the feeling of security wearing his shirt gave her. She stood patiently while he rolled each sleeve several times until they ended above her wrists.
When he took her hand and reached for the door, she took a step back, pulling him to a stop.
“What are they going to think of me coming in wearing only your shirt?” she whispered, looking up at him.
He grinned and winked at her. “The same thing they’ll be thinking of me walking in without my shirt. Those who have mates will sigh, remember when they were in the same condition we are, and be happy for us. Those who have yet to find their mates will be jealous as hell. Now come on, I’m hungry and there were some really good smells coming from the kitchen earlier.” 
“Are all your appetites large?” she asked, wondering if he would denounce her when he learned that, though she looked good, she had very few realistic skills. Sure, she could mix nearly two hundred bar drinks without a problem, but she couldn’t cook a meal without ruining half of it or setting the kitchen on fire.
“I’d never thought about it before but I guess you could say that, at least my appetites for food and my mate.” This time his wink sent her into giggles as he opened the door and they walked into the house laughing together.
Everyone turned to look at them as they walked in. All the attention completely unnerved Leigh. For a woman who, due to her outrageous behaviors, lived in the spotlight, having the entire pack staring and knowing what she and Matt had just done unnerved her. Turning, she buried her face in Matt’s arm, wishing everyone would just go away and leave them so they could cuddle.
* * * *
Matt smiled down at her, oblivious to the stares of those around them. He didn’t care what they thought of him. He’d found and claimed his suddenly shy mate. When Leigh tried to hide behind him, he let go of her hand, instead wrapping his arm around her back. He pulled her tight to his side. 
Then he bent his head and murmured, “I’ll protect you always. You’re my mate, and nothing except death will part us. These are your friends, your family. They only want the best for you.”
He waited until she nodded. She still looked nervous but at least she wasn’t trying to use him as a wall to hide behind. She didn’t understand that she looked adorable wearing his shirt, which covered twice as much skin as her skimpy little dress had earlier.
“You’re just in time, Matt,” Adam said with a wide smile, motioning for him to join them on the other side of the living room in front of the big stone fireplace. A path opened through the crowd for him.
“In time for what?” Matt asked. He headed across the room with Leigh still glued to his side. He didn’t plan to leave her behind. She felt too right nestled against him.
“In time for my wedding,” Margot announced with a smile.
Nodding, Matt took his place beside his sister, shifting Leigh to his other side so he stood between the two women. “Wondered how you were going to work this out.” He looked at Adam.
Adam shrugged. “Figured while you’re in town and the pack has gathered and we have an abundance of people willing to officiate, now is as good a time as ever.”
Margot harrumphed as she took offense at the man’s words. “If that’s how you feel, maybe I don’t want to marry you tonight after all. Maybe we need to talk about this some more.”
She turned to walk away, but Adam caught her after she had taken only a single step. After licking the bite mark visible on her shoulder, he whispered in her ear. She shivered in response and whispered, “I love you,” before she kissed him.
It took nearly a minute before their lips parted again. 
He heard Leigh’s stomach rumble, which reminded him they were both hungry. But they couldn’t eat until this bit of family business was dealt with. “So, are you two getting married or not?” he snarked.
Leigh elbowed him in the ribs as she sniffed with some female emotion he couldn’t begin to understand. With a quirk of one eyebrow, he looked down at her as he patted her still-tender ass. 
“Yes, we are getting married,” Adam said after Margot looked deep in his eyes and nodded. “Mother, Sarah, would you please join us?”
The two women came forward as the rest of the pack pressed forward, no one wanting to miss a word of their alpha’s marriage ceremony. Matt watched the traditional ceremony with only half his attention. The rest was focused on how fast he’d be able to talk Leigh into marrying him. He hoped it was soon because he was determined to have her bound to him by every means possible. He also had a feeling that her parents wouldn’t be too happy if they didn’t at least discuss marriage before he took her home to Santa Fe.
When he blinked and focused on the present, his sister was married, and her new husband was lifting her into his arms. Adam then turned and walked down the path that opened before them leading to the foyer.
At the bottom of the staircase, he turned to grin at the crowd. “There’s champagne and dessert in the dining room. Last one to leave, please turn out the lights and lock the door.”
“Aren’t you going to stay and celebrate with us?” One of the older pack members asked with a laugh as the tiny woman next to him shushed him with a gentle, loving smile. Matt could almost envision Leigh shushing him that way many years in the future, when they were old and still together, teasing and laughing together as they watched the goings on of the young members of their extended pack family.
“No, thanks, we have a honeymoon to get started,” Margot answered with a joyous grin.
Matt watched as they ascended the stairs. He wished he could pick Leigh up and follow but he was hungry and knew Leigh felt the same way. 
“Come on, little one. Let’s go to the kitchen and see if Mrs. Nicholas saved us anything for dinner,” he said as the rest of the pack migrated ahead of them to the dining room for the promised dessert and champagne. 
Before they could edge around the crowd and escape into the kitchen, a rather large, stern looking man stepped into their path. “Mr. Brady, I’d like to have a word with you and my daughter.” 



Chapter 4
Leigh’s heart sank as soon as her father moved in front of him. He only looked that serious when his stock portfolio dropped five points or he lost the latest charity golf match her mother had entered him in. The fact that he sucked at golf didn’t matter. If Yancy Kincaid-Thorne competed, he expected to slaughter the competition.
“Daddy, we’re going to the kitchen to get some dinner. Can’t this wait until later?” She stepped in front of Matt, hoping to keep her father from attacking her mate. 
Her father was very traditional, in an old-school, good-old-boys-rule-the-world kind of way. He strongly believed in marriage, home, and family and didn’t understand why, at age thirty-five, Leigh had not presented him with a half dozen cubs. The fact that she’d only now found her mate didn’t matter. He wanted family, and since she was an only child, it was up to her to provide him with the next generation.
“No, I want to talk to your mate before you two disappear upstairs, which I’m sure will happen as soon as you can sneak away from the gathering.”
Leigh gasped at his insinuation. While her father never discussed her sex life, he also never acted as if he were proud of her. Matt’s hands came up and began to massage her shoulders. His touch soothed her and loosened tight muscles under his fingers tips while causing others in her body to tighten in response. 
“I’d like that, sir, but I will tell you that no matter what you have to say, I claimed your daughter as my mate. She will be coming home with me to Santa Fe tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow?” Leigh and her father asked in unison.
Turning her head, she looked over her shoulder to find that Matt looked even more serious than her father. Were these two shape-shifting wolves going to come to blows over her? How could that be? No one ever fought over her. 
Matt dropped his gaze to hers. “Tomorrow,” he said, his voice dropping into that dark, sexy range that tickled her low in the hips. Immediately any thought of opposing him melted away.
She nodded, still staring deep into his eyes. “Okay, tomorrow.”
He winked as one corner of his mouth quirked up. Then she turned back to look at her father as Matt said, “If you’d like to come to the kitchen with us, I’d be happy to talk to you while Leigh and I eat something.”
Her father looked stunned for a moment then shook his head. “Leigh can go with you only if you marry her before you leave town. I will not have my daughter leaving New Bern unless there’s a ring on her finger. She may dress like a slut, but she’s no man’s floozy, and I refuse to allow her to leave town unless it’s with her husband.”
Leigh froze, afraid to look over her shoulder to see her mate’s reaction to her father’s demand. How could he be so bold as to try to dictate to another man? Would Matt agree? Or would he decide that she wasn’t worth marrying?
“Sir, while I appreciate family and tradition as much as anyone, I will not have you dictating to me what I can and cannot do when it comes to the welfare of my mate. If and when Leigh and I marry will be our decision, not one dictated by you. Now, if you’ll excuse us, my mate is hungry.”
Matt took her hand and led her past her father, who appeared speechless for the first time in Leigh’s memory.
“I can’t believe you did that,” she whispered softly as they started down the hall to the kitchen.
Before Matt could respond, someone grabbed Leigh’s free arm and yanked hard. She spun around so fast she was dizzy. Her father appeared as angry as she’d ever seen him, appeared to be fighting the need to shift. So maybe her quicksilver temper wasn’t a quirk as her father had been telling her for years. 
When Matt growled behind her, she squeezed his hand, hoping to calm him enough to keep from facing off with her father. The last thing this evening needed was a bloodbath as Matt took on her father and his friends.
But Yancy seemed oblivious to the other man. He glared at her and only her. “Leigh, if you leave town without a wedding ring on your finger, I’ll cut you off. You’ll have nothing. Do you understand? Not a penny. And I’ll block access to your trust fund unless you come to your senses and get married.”
Leigh blinked in shock then felt her anger blast off like a rocket. Normally, she would just say “yes, sir” and do whatever her father dictated. But not today. She was mated, and from now on, Matt would be the only man to influence her decisions. She had no idea what had changed in her but she refused to be treated like a brainless twit any longer.
“Daddy, I love you and Mama dearly, but Matt is my mate. From now on, he comes first. If you can’t be happy that I’ve finally met the man I’m going to spend the rest of my life with then I guess you don’t love me as much as I thought you did. I’m going with Matt when he leaves town, whether we have your blessing or not. We are mated, and to us, the mating bond is a hell of a lot more sacred than any wedding ceremony. I’ve not been a child for a long time and I refuse to allow you to dictate my actions any longer. Excuse us.” 
Leigh turned and walked away from her father without another word. It wasn’t until they were in the kitchen amid the chaos of the catering crew cleaning up their mess that she finally took a deep breath.
“Oh my God, what have I done?”
Matt didn’t answer. He waved at Mrs. Nicholas who ran Adam’s household with an iron fist hidden in a velvet glove. The housekeeper waved back with a smile.
“I talked back to my father. We both did. No one talks back to my father. Ever.” Leigh allowed him to push her into a rocking chair that sat in an isolated corner of the room out of the flow of traffic.
He shrugged and plucked a twig from her hair as he knelt. “So we talked back to him. It’s not as if he’s coming with us to Santa Fe. I refuse to have someone else dictate our lives.”
Leigh blinked and stared at the man kneeling before her. “What if he keeps me from my trust fund?”
He looked deep into her eyes for a long moment. “I’m sure Adam has a gaggle of attorneys on speed dial who will can look into it tomorrow. Or would you rather placate your father and get married?”
“Is that a proposal?”
Matt shrugged again, looking uncertain for the first time since she’d met him. “Or don’t you want to marry me? 
Leigh felt her eyes go wide. “I’m your mate. Of course I’d like to marry you. I just don’t want him to bully you into it. I want you to propose when you feel the time is right, not because of something my father said.” 
Needing to touch him, she ran her hand up and down his leg without realizing what she was doing. In the short time they’d known one another, the feel of her mate had become as comforting to her as a blanket to a child.
Matt smiled down at her. “You will learn, little one, that no one bullies me into doing anything I don’t want to do. We will discuss this later.” He took the hand she rubbed up the inside of his right thigh. He lifted it to his lips and kissed her palm before placing it in her lap and patting it gently. “Right now we’re going to eat. Then we’ll sneak up the back stairs, and I’ll let you claim me if you’d like. Now stay here and I’ll scrounge us up something to eat.”
“No need for you to scrounge around and mess up my kitchen, Matthew. I figured you’d be wanting something to eat sooner or later. I set aside some things you might want to take it upstairs and enjoy. And congratulations on your mating, by the way.” She handed him a basket that looked full and heavy. “Now get out of my kitchen,” she ordered, pointing toward the back staircase that led to the second floor
“Yes, ma’am.” Matt accepted the basket. “Come along, mate. Let’s go see what this wonderful woman packed for us.”
By the time they climbed the stairs and walked down the hall to his room, Leigh wanted to forget about eating food and instead feast on her big blond mate. She didn’t even look around the room he led her into as he closed and locked the door behind them. She took the basket from him with a grunt at its heaviness and carried it to the table next to the windows across the room. Once that was dealt with, she reached down and pulled his shirt over her head and tossed it toward what appeared to be the closet door.
“Oh my,” he said as he stalked across the room toward her. “What’s wrong? Didn’t you like wearing my shirt?”
“It was getting a bit warm. Aren’t you feeling it?” she asked with a slight smile as she reached for his belt.
In seconds, she’d opened his belt then his pants and pushed them to his thighs, revealing his half-hard cock. It twitched and jerked when she took it between her hands and played with it, going steel-stiff in seconds. 
“I’m getting hotter by the second,” he said, his voice dropping to that double bass range that sent waves of heat and need straight to her cunt.
She had a feeling that it only take a few days before all he would have to do was look at her and she’d cream her panties and start looking for an empty room to drag him into.
“Me, too,” she purred as she knelt in front of him.
She licked at his slit where a drop of pre-cum had formed, which earned her a hiss of approval. That soft sound gave her the courage to swirl her tongue around the top of his cock. “Mmmm, you taste so good,” she whispered before taking the head of his cock between her lips and loving it.
“Oh baby,” he moaned as his fingers slid through her hair to loosely hold the back of her head.
Wrapping one hand around the base of his shaft, she pulled his cock from her mouth, looked up at him, and grinned. “Like that, do you?”
The groan he responded with started deep in his chest and sent a corresponding flutter through her. When he shuffled backward so she couldn’t touch him, she whined. “Where are you going?”
“I’ve got to get these clothes off. Then we’re going to eat something,” he said as he sat down in a chair.
“But I’d rather eat you,” she said, crawling across the floor.
“Food first, play later,” he said. The dominant thread of power was back in his voice, making her go weak in the knees.
She grabbed his boots one at a time and pulled them off. Then she grabbed the legs of his pants and yanked them from his body as well. Once he was as naked as she was, she crawled between his legs. She ran her hands up his inner thighs as she looked up his body, past his impressive erection to his deep blue eyes that were glowing with his need. 
“Are you sure you wouldn’t like to play first?”
“No, I’m not sure, but we’re both hungry, and I don’t want you passing out from anything other than exhausted sexual satisfaction.”
He took her hands and helped her to stand up. Turning her around, he slid one hand between her thighs then dragged them between her puffy lips so they traveled either side of her clit. He didn’t stop there but moved even lower. He wiggled them against the open entrance to her pussy as if collecting the cream that was overflowing her cunt and dampening her upper thighs. Leigh heard herself whimper a protest when he pulled his hand away. 
“Unpack the basket, woman,” he ordered, “unless you want another spanking for being a bossy brat by trying to distract me from feeding you.”
When he popped his palm on her left ass cheek, she jumped away with a cry. “Stop that!” she scolded as she moved out of range.
“Then stop fighting me. As soon as we fill that noisy hole in your stomach, I’ll be happy to fill you with another kind of meat.”
Leigh moaned softly at the vision his words gave her as she turned and did as instructed. In minutes, she’d unpacked the basket onto the table, surprised to find Mrs. Nicholas had thought of everything, including a half a bottle of wine and two beers.
Once she’d laid out the food, she looked at her mate who’d taken a seat in a comfortable-looking chair across the room. “Do you want me to bring you a plate or do you have enough strength left to drag yourself over here?” 
Matt chuckled as he stood and crossed to her side. “Watch out, little one, you might find yourself with a hungry wolf you can’t tame with a smile, a wink, and a twitch of your hips.”
“Mmmm, sounds yummy,” she said. 
* * * *
Her sexy grin tempted him to sweep the table clear of everything so he could lay her down and feast on her instead.
His cock was near bursting, but he had determined they would eat dinner first. Sitting in the chair closest to the table, he lifted Leigh by her waist and turned her so they were face to face as she straddled his lap. Lifting her even higher, he adjusted her until the head of his cock nudged against the entrance to her cunt. Then he lowered her until her ass cheeks settled on his upper thighs. 
Their sighs harmonized as he filled her hot, wet, grasping cunt completely. She clenched around him, which caused him to jerk in response. 
He kissed her deep and hard before pulling back and handing her a covered plastic bowl. “This is what is called a compromise. Now feed me.”
He growled deep in his chest as his hands clamped on her hips to hold her still. “Feed me first,” he demanded.
She nodded and took the top off the bowl. Looking at the contents, she reached into the basket for a spoon. Her breast was so close and too delectable to pass up, so Matt licked the knotted nipple, causing her to jump with surprise. When she looked at him, he just smiled and tried to look innocent. 
They took turns feeding each other the food Mrs. Nicholas had conveniently chosen to be eaten using their fingers or the spoon she’d packed. As they eased their hunger for food, their need for each other grew exponentially. 
Finally, Matt could take no more. After finishing the last of his beer, he leaned forward and sucked a nipple into his still-cool mouth.
“Oooo,” Leigh moaned as he swirled his tongue and the cold beer over her skin. She stabbed the fingers of one hand through his hair and held his mouth tight to her breast. 
Then she reached between them with her other hand and gently scratched her fingernails down his chest from collar bone to bellybutton. At the same time, she wiggled her hips so that his cock pressed against all the walls of her clenching cunt.
Sliding his palms under her ass cheeks, he began to lift and lower her over his cock, forcing himself to keep the pace slow and easy. Her hands grabbed hold of his shoulders and she began to move up and down and side to side, faster and faster. 
Then she bent her head and kissed him. She slid her tongue in and out of his mouth in the same accelerating rhythm that she rode his cock. When she pulled her lips from his and kissed her way down the side of his neck to where it joined his shoulder, he bent his head to the side, knowing what she was about to do.
Planting his feet and holding her hips in a tight grasp, he began to thrust his pelvis up as he pulled her down harder and harder until she cried out her release. Her cunt clamped down on his cock and sent him over the edge of his own orgasm. He cried out his completion as her teeth entered his shoulder and she marked him as her mate. The sting of pain of her bite sent him even higher as he flooded her pussy with his seed.
Once she pulled her teeth from his skin and licked the bite mark closed, she collapsed against his chest. He barely had the strength to lift his arms and wrap them around her back. He held her tight in the hopes that he wouldn’t slide from the chair so they ended up in a puddle of goo on the floor.
It was only after their hearts had slowed and he could feel his toes again that he kissed her hair. “How about a bath before we crawl into bed and start all over again?”
She moaned and lifted her head to stare at him. “I don’t think I can move.”
“That’s okay. Hang on tight and I’ll do the rest,” he said.
After she wrapped her arms and legs around him, he stood and carried her to the bathroom. He set her on the counter and only then pulled his slowly deflating cock from her. “Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”
“Okay,” she said, sounding more compliant than she’d been all evening.
* * * *
Leigh watched as he moved around the bathroom with more energy than any man who’d just had sex should have. As he bent over the tub and started the water flowing, she licked her lips. His ass was as perfect as the rest of him. If she could move without fear of falling into a boneless heap, she would go to him and nibble on it. Instead she just enjoyed the view and tried not to drool all over herself.
She didn’t bother to avert her gaze when he turned around. Surely he had to know what a good-looking man he was. Her pussy spasmed with the sudden knowledge that, though other women could look at him and wish, only she would be with him from now on.
“What?” He crossed the room to stand in front of her.
“What what?” she returned as she tried to look innocent.
“You’re wearing a Mona Lisa smile and look like you’re planning something.”
He touched one finger to her lips, and she had just enough time to kiss the digit before he traced his way over her chin and throat. He continued down the center of her body, not stopping until he reached the top of her slit.
Instead of answering his question, she moaned and spread her legs farther apart. His finger went lower and circled her clit. Around and around his finger went until she grabbed his wrist and pulled it away from her body. 
“I thought you wanted to take a bath.”
“I do, but I’m having a hard time keeping my hands off you.” He leaned forward and licked at the bite mark on her shoulder.
She moaned then said, “If you keep that up, we’ll never get out of the bath. And the bathroom will flood if you don’t turn off the tap soon.”
Matt looked over his shoulder. “Oh shit.”
She giggled as he leapt across the space between counter and bathtub and turned off the water just before it began to spill over the top of the tub. Then he flipped the drain open and allowed the tub to drain partway. When the water level was low enough that they could climb in without fear of the water overfilling the tub, he turned and grinned at her. 
“Your bath awaits, little one.”



Chapter 5
Leigh woke to find herself crying, a million thoughts racing through her mind vying for top spot on the worry chart. Frowning, she wondered how she’d gotten home and into bed. 
The last thing she could recall was climbing into a hot bath with Matt.
Then it all came back. Not only had she’d made a fool of herself at the pack gathering, but Matt Brady had claimed her as his life mate. Then he’d taken her into the woods where he spanked her before mating with her. After that, they’d faced her father who had threatened to cut her off from everything, including her trust fund. 
Could he do that? She had been given the trust fund her grandparents had set up for her five years before. Her parents had been shocked that she hadn’t squandered it all partying or traveling or buying grown up toys. Instead she hired an attorney, an accountant, and a financial advisory panel to care for and protect her inheritance, thus insuring her future. She hadn’t even been affected when the stock market dove several years before because her team had seen to it she stayed out of questionable investments.
Opening her eyes, she looked around without moving. Except for a sliver of light from the bathroom, the room was dark. She wondered if she could slip out of bed and away from the house before Matt woke up. She didn’t want to be around when the big man realized he’d made a ginormous mistake and decided to refute the mating though she wasn’t sure he could.
She didn’t recognize that the soft whimpering sounds that broke the middle of the night silence came from her until Matt brushed a kiss over the mark his mating bite had left on her shoulder.
“Shhh, little one, I’m here. It’s all right,” he murmured sleepily. He shifted closer at the same moment he wrapped an arm around her middle and pulled her tighter against the long, hard length of his body.
“Please don’t be sorry,” she whispered as tears blurred her vision. 
Closing them again, she forced herself to slow her breathing when all she wanted was to roll over and beg him not to hate her, not to walk away from their mating. 
“Sorry for what?” His words sounded like he was waking up, which was the last thing she wanted.
“Nothing. Nevermind.”
Before she could blink, he flipped her onto her back and leaned close.
“Sorry for what?” he repeated. Though he still sounded sleepy and slurred, the intense blue eyes staring down at her were wide awake. 
Leigh sniffed and blinked several times, trying to keep the tears from falling, but one escaped and slowly trailed down her face to her ear. 
“Angel, if I don’t know what’s broken I can’t fix it. Did I hurt you? Don’t you want to be mated to me?” he demanded, his voice low and gentle. “Or is something else wrong?”
Leigh shifted her gaze away from those all-seeing eyes. She looked over the shoulder instead. “I just don’t want you to be sorry for mating me. I’m a horrible catch. I don’t know how to cook. I hate cleaning house. Without my trust fund, I’m flat broke and I won’t have a job, not that I know how to do much. I don’t want a dozen kids, though maybe one or two someday might be okay.” She blurted her fears just before she began to cry in earnest.
“Oh, angel, I could never be sorry for our mating. I can teach you how to cook. I have a housekeeper because I hate cleaning, too. As I said before, I’m a simple man and money doesn’t mean a hell of a lot to me. I don’t expect you to support me. As to kids, we’ll talk about that later. Much later.” He leaned in and brushed a kiss over her lips. “We’re together forever, little one. The future will take care of itself. There’s no need to worry about anything tonight.”
“But my trust fund…” She trailed off when he lay on his side and pulled her to cuddle back to his chest with him. 
“Your trust fund can wait until morning, too,” he said in the deep growly voice that signaled his growing arousal. 
Matt shifted back and lower on the bed so his shaft slid between her thighs. She moaned as lust instantly shafted through her, awakening every nerve to his touch.
With one thick arm pillowing her head, his other hand traveled down her body. He played with her nipples until they beaded and begged for more than a soft tickling caress. She whined when he moved on, drawing random patterns down her belly to her hips, and then from hip to hip before moving lower still. When he reached the fur at the top of her slit she lifted her top leg and draped it back over his, allowing him more room. His index and ring fingers spread her lips apart, allowing his middle finger complete access to her clit. He brushed the pad of that finger over her nerve center, up and down, side to side, until she began to wiggle her hips in response.
She sucked a breath when the head of Matt’s cock nudged at her entrance. He shifted higher and they both sighed as his thick length moved deeper into her cream-slicked cunt.
He set up a slow, easy rhythm, thrusting deep and holding for several seconds before slowly drawing back until only the head remained inside. His hand continued moving, from clit to tits and back again with soft touches and tantalizing caresses that drove Leigh higher and higher. 
Once again, he had her in a position where she could do nothing to speed him along or entice him to go faster or harder. She could only accept and enjoy the loving he showered upon her. 
Needing just a bit more to reach her orgasm, she began panting and trying to move in counterpoint to his slow thrusts. He refused to allow it and slowed his motions even further. The arm under her head came across her chest to cup her breast and secure her tight against his body so she couldn’t move. 
“Please,” she breathed as the fingers of his other hand once again made the trip from tits to clit.
“What are you asking for, angel?” Matt whispered in her ear before taking the lobe between his lips and nibbling gently. 
His hand had just reached the top of her slit but paused and swirled in the hair just above. 
“I’m so close. Please touch me. Make me come,” Leigh whispered, not caring that she was begging. The orgasm was circling, getting closer and closer, but remained just beyond her reach.
Instead of driving his cock deep, fast and hard, or using his fingers to tweak her clit until she exploded, he pulled his fingers from her mons. 
“Make yourself come.” He took her wrist and guided her hand until it covered her clit. Then he released it and wrapped his arm around her waist to hold her still. 
With his hips still slowly easing in and out of her cunt, and her orgasm within spitting distance, Leigh did the only thing she could do. She reached down until she felt the cock slowly sliding in and out of her entrance. Gathering some of the cream there, she returned to her clit and began to circle and flick it with her fingertips.
“God, I wish I could see that,” Matt whispered in her ear as she began to make small sounds as electricity shot through her, gathering deep in her pelvis. His voice was deep and low, but she could hear the tension in it. Tension that told her he hovered just as close to the edge of sanity as she did.
“Come for me, angel,” he whispered in her ear as he pushed deeper and deeper into her hot, wet, grasping hold. 
Something about that dark voice in her ear sent her flying. Her fingers pinched her clit and she began to convulse with her orgasm. His hips pressed tight against her buttocks, but he didn’t move otherwise. 
Leigh felt the muscles of her cunt rhythmically massage his cock until it twitched and jerked deep inside her as he found his release. His soft growl in her ear sent her body rolling into a second, slightly lower peak of completion.
They rode their orgasms easily, allowing the waves of lust to carry them like an outgoing tide. A few minutes later, they fell back to sleep still connected in the most intimate way possible.
She woke next when Matt eased his cock from her. Opening her eyes, she saw the new day had begun, and it appeared to be another beautiful, blue-sky, sunshiny kind of day. She tensed but didn’t fight when he gently pushed her onto her back. Then he leaned over and looked her over, his expression blank, as it had been when he’d been most dominant the night before. She didn’t know what she expected him to say, but prepared herself for the worst–for him to tell her to get out and leave him the hell alone. 
He looked all sleep-tousled and sexy as his deep blue eyes met hers. “Will you marry me this morning before we leave town? Adam and Margot can be our witnesses.” 
“Why?”
* * * *
Since he was so close, Matt saw a sadness and disappointing acceptance enter her eyes just before he proposed. Afterward, he watched her expression flash from joy to fear to curiosity before she responded. The three-letter word wasn’t the one he expected. Something else bothered his mate. 
He’d reached the conclusion last evening that the bold, brash, outspoken sex kitten the world saw when looking at Leigh Kincaid-Thorne was a carefully built and maintained façade. She wasn’t nearly as brave or strong or bitchy as everyone thought. That was just a mask she showed the world. He planned to peel back every one of the layers to the woman hidden beneath, but that would take time. For now he wanted her to feel secure in his commitment. She needed to be comfortable with him and their relationship before she gave up everything familiar. 
“Because I am your mate and I am coming to love you more than I do anything else in my life. I want you to know I will always be here for you no matter what. I want you to be mine by the laws of the land as well as the laws of nature,” he said easily, his gaze never wavering.
He watched as she contemplated his words. Though her gaze dropped so she was looking at his nose and not into his eyes, he knew the instant she made her decision. 
Everything in her relaxed. Then she nodded and lifted her eyes to his again. “I’d like very much to marry you,” she whispered with a soft look that reached into his chest and wrapped around his heart like a blanket.
He leaned closer. “Thank you, angel,” he murmured just before he kissed her. 
* * * *
This kiss was gentle and loving and just as thorough as the others they’d shared. The only difference was this one held no building heat of impending sex. It was the kind of kiss Leigh had never experienced before, but found she could become used to. Not too aggressive, not too mushy, and with just the right amount of oomph to send little shivers down her spine, but not so much as to set the sheets on fire.
When he pulled back, she sighed. Though all their kisses had been wonderful, this had to be the most perfect of all.
“We need to get moving if we’re going to get everything done and still make our flight.”
He rolled away and climbed from the bed long before Leigh was ready for him to go anywhere. Without another word he disappeared into the bathroom. 
She wanted to continue cuddling and kissing with his warm body next to hers assuring her this wasn’t just a dream. With one hand, she reached across her body and pinched her other arm. 
“Ouch,” she gasped. 
“What’s wrong?” 
“Nothing. I just pinched myself,” she admitted as she sat up, rearranging the sheet to cover her from the armpits down. 
Matt reappeared in the doorway gloriously naked with a small towel draped around the back of his neck. “Now, why did you do that?”
Knowing her explanation would sound silly to him, Leigh decided a change of subject was in order. “I hope in your scheduling you’ve included a stop by my house so I can get something to wear and maybe pack some clothes to take with us?” 
He didn’t answer.
Throwing back the covers, Leigh stalked to the bathroom door. “Matt, I refuse to be married wearing nothing but your shirt.”
He looked at her with a grin. “But you look so cute in it. I think you should wear just my shirts all the time.” His voice dropped as he made the suggestion and instantly her body reacted. 
“Matt, I will not get married wearing your shirt,” she repeated, crossing her arms across her chest, which pushed her tits up and together in a most suggestive display.
His gaze had dropped to her chest and she took a deep breath in exasperation. It didn’t help the situation, only made him lick his lips as if she’d just set a steak dinner in front of him.
Growling with frustration, Leigh whirled away and stormed into the closet but found nothing in the large, empty room she could wear. She would turn the bed sheet into a toga, but that would only add to the scandal that was sure to surround them. Especially since Adam and Margot had to go to the courthouse to deal with their own marriage paperwork.
“Don’t worry, little one,” Matt said when she returned to the bedroom. “We’ll stop at your house before we go to the courthouse. But I’ll warn you now, you’ll only have a few minutes to get dressed and pack the clothes you’ll need for the next week or so. Nothing fancy like you wore last night. Jeans and shirts and maybe a dress or two.”
Leigh nodded without a word. He didn’t know how much she could get done in a half hour, especially if she could get Myna, the housekeeper, to help her. She began to plan what she would and would not take with her to Santa Fe. As she mentally sorted through her clothes, tossing nearly all of her mother’s choices, she grew more and more excited about the day and the new adventure she faced. 
They were mated. They were getting married and moving to Santa Fe. 
“I’ll spank you when I get back,” Matt stated just before he disappeared out the door to the hallway.
“Spank me? Why? Matt!” She raced across the bedroom and poked her head out into the hallway, surprised to find him bent over about a yard away. “Matt?”
“Go clean up, angel. I’ll be back in a few minutes,” he said as he straightened. He handed her a tray that had been left on a small stool just outside their door. Then he turned and walked away.
“Why are you going to spank me? Did I do something wrong?”
Matt looked over his shoulder at her. “We’ll talk about it when I get back. Get cleaned up and ready to go.” He spoke in the dark, power-filled voice that caused her cunt to moisten and her nipples to tighten. 



 
Chapter 6
“From here on out, there are two things we’re going to start your morning with. A spanking and an orgasm,” Matt announced five minutes later when he walked into the bathroom.
He fought to keep from grinning when Leigh turned to stare at him with wide eyes and a curious, yet horrified, expression. She looked cute wearing nothing but his shirt, her face bare. Without the heavy make-up she’d worn the night before she looked years younger than her thirty-five years. 
“Did I do something wrong?”
“You tell me. Have you done anything wrong?”
“Not that I know of, so why are you going to spank me?”
Matt stared at her, quirking one eye higher than the other. “You need to learn that not everything is about you and your happiness. I am not your father who obviously never disciplined you. I am your mate and spanking you will give me pleasure. By your response last night, I think you enjoyed it as well. But don’t worry, little one, I always see to your happiness as well.” He brushed a knuckled against the beaded nipple that poked at the shirt. “Now, face the counter.”
Matt waited as she thought over his words. He knew he was pushing her boundaries by bringing her into his dominant, discipline-filled world so quickly, but she needed to accept him and his ways before they returned to his home.
He could see she wanted to argue, but wisely kept silent. Instead she turned to face the counter. Without instruction, she bent forward, leaning on her forearms to prop her up. 
Then she looked at him in the mirror with a saucy smile. “Like this?” she asked, wiggling her hips.
“Almost,” he replied as he moved to stand behind her.
Holding her hips, he nudged her feet further back and wider apart so her arms took more of her weight. “There, that’s better.”
Then he flipped the tail of the shirt she wore up onto her back, baring her ass to his gaze. “Perfect.”
He stepped to the side then began to rub his hand over her fleshy ass cheeks. His cock, that had gone iron hard the moment he stepped into the bathroom, began to throb in time with his heartbeat. 
“Now hold still. You’ll receive ten swats. If you try to move away, you’ll get more. Do you understand?” He met her green-eyed gaze in the mirror.
“Yes, Sir,” she answered.
“Count them,” he ordered as he lifted his hand.
He wanted to take his time, but his cock and heart demanded he get this over with so he could fuck her deep, hard, and fast. The slaps came fast enough that she had a hard time keeping up, but she managed. He heard her struggling to control her breathing. A glance in the mirror showed the tears rolling down her cheeks. 
After she gasped seven, he paused long enough to drop his hand between her legs. He ran two fingers over her entrance then up between her lower lips to find her skin slicked with excitement. With his other hand, he opened his jeans and freed his cock before it strangled from the tight confinement.
Not sure he could hold out much longer, he pulled his hand away and delivered the last five swats quickly. Before she could move, he stepped behind her and slid his cock into her open, dripping cunt. The feel of her wet, clenching sheath around his hard, throbbing length weakened his knees. He growled deep in his chest as he leaned forward to rest his palms on the counter beside her arms. 
“God, angel, you feel so damn good wrapped around my cock,” he said as he leaned down and licked at the claiming mark on her shoulder. 
At the same time, he brushed his chest across her back, tickling her skin with the fur covering his chest. He held his cock deep inside her, trying to keep himself from coming too soon. 
She responded by dropping her head until her forehead rested on the counter. Her entire body trembled under his and she moaned a soft, sexy sound that sent shivers down Matt’s spine. He rested his chin on her shoulder and shifted his chest against her again, loving the feel of her soft, warm skin against his. 
“Move dammit,” she demanded as she lifted her head and met his eyes in the mirror.
His eyes widened in surprise, but he couldn’t reprimand her because she was demanding just what he wanted to give her. Shifting his weight to one arm, he reached around and slid his hand around her hip and down between her thighs. 
With two fingers he took hold of her clit as he pulled back and slammed home again. He began a hard, fast pace, but grit his teeth to keep himself from shooting before she came.
He watched in the mirror as her face tightened and her eyes drifted shut again. With the next stroke she screamed as her orgasm overtook her. Her cunt clenched even tighter around him, pulling his release from him. He held himself deep as his seed flooded her in several long, strong jet pulses. 
Pulling his hand from her clit, he wrapped it around her waist to hold her against him as he straightened then staggered back across the room to collapse on the bench between the shower and the bathtub. With his cock still deep in her, he shifted her so she sat across his lap. Wrapping both arms around her, he cuddled her close, loving the feeling of her in his arms. 
Though she hated to admit it, Leigh knew she could get used to this routine Matt had dictated. The spanking had indeed turned her on as it had the night before. She’d never before believed that she had a kinky side but the more time she spent with her mate the more she realized that she could enjoy whatever he had to offer.
When her breathing slowed and heartbeat settled to somewhere near normal, she took a deep breath and sighed. “I need to clean up again,” she said before licking at his throat.
“Yes, we both do.” 
Matt lifted her off his cock and helped her to stand, holding her hips until she stopped wobbling. Patting one pink ass cheek, he grinned at her when she looked over her shoulder at him. “You’ve got five minutes before we need to be downstairs and on our way to the courthouse.”
They reached the foyer six minutes later, only to find it empty. “Adam and Margot will be here soon,” he assured her. 
Pulling her into his arms, he began kissing her again. She wasn’t surprised to feel his hands smooth down over her ass to her thighs then back up under the shirt she wore. He cupped her still slightly tender buttocks without the fabric getting in his way. The little nip of pain only added to the arousal that began to build again. 
Leigh thought she heard footsteps, but didn’t care. She snuggled even closer to Matt, wishing she could open up his skin and crawl inside with him.
“Excuse us, we’ll just go on into the kitchen to wait for you. The couch in the living room is quite comfortable for what you’re leading up to.” Adam’s voice broke through the fog of lust that had filled her brain. He sounded amused but she heard Margot’s nearly silent gasp of shock. 
Matt lifted his head, breaking the kiss. “Thanks, but we’ll wait until later.”
Just the thought of walking around in the state she was in for an indefinite period of time had her whining, and she struggled for him to release her. In response, he squeezed her still-tender ass until she yelped at the red hot pain that shot from ass to brain then back to cunt.
“Anticipation is half the fun of sex,” Matt murmured as he brushed the side of his face against hers. Then he released her, took her hand, and followed the other couple to the kitchen.
He caught just the last of what Adam was trying to explain to a distraught-appearing Margot. “Didn’t you know he was a Dominant male?”
Margot shook her head in response. “Must be something he forgot to tell me. Like the fact that he was a shape shifter. Wonder what other tidbits of information he’s never shared.”
Matt grinned. “Well, I like my women submissive but feisty, and I like my bacon cooked about ten seconds from charcoal.”
Adam returned his grin. “Sounds like you got your wish in the woman department. The bacon we’ll have Mrs. Nicholas work on.”
“Maybe next visit. Right now we need to stop by Leigh’s house so I can pick out the dress she’ll be wearing today, and so she can pack what she needs to take with her this afternoon.”
Adam looked thoughtful for a moment. “Why don’t you wait until tomorrow to leave and we can give you a ride home? Santa Fe’s on our way.”
When Margot turned to her husband, Matt led Leigh across the kitchen and out the back door to a private patio. Once they were alone, he turned and wrapped his arms around her once again. 
“What do you think about Adam’s offer?” he asked, looking down at her with those blue eyes that saw everything.
She blinked, in surprise that he asked her opinion. He must have seen her shock for he smiled and lifted a hand to slide around the back of her neck. “Angel, I want to hear your opinion. Just because I like my woman submissive does not mean that I want a brainless robot. It just means that I might be a little bossier than some husbands. But this affects us both and I’d like to hear your thoughts.”
Leigh dropped her gaze to the base of this throat. She thought for a minute, and the list of things she could accomplish in the next twenty-four hours mushroomed like a storm cloud. 
“Having another day would allow me to sort through my clothes and pack everything I needed instead of just some of it. It would also allow me to make the calls I need to regarding my trust fund. And I bet Adam’s plane is a lot roomier than any commercial flight flying to Santa Fe.” 
She nodded then raised her gaze to meet his once again. “I think we should take him up on his offer. Or we could just rent our own plane and fly out whenever we wanted.”
Matt blinked then frowned in concern. “Angel, I’m a cop. I don’t have the kind of money Adam does.”
“Maybe not, but I do. Well not quite as many zeros, but more than enough. At least I do as long as I have access to my trust fund.”
Matt’s frown grew deeper. “Just how much is in this trust fund of yours?”
Leigh shrugged and dropped her gaze again. “Around twenty million, I think, but I’d have to check with the accountant to be sure of the exact figure.”
“Twenty million dollars?” 
Leigh nodded. “I know I have a reputation as a spoiled bitch, but I’m really not. I don’t spend a lot of money. I live with my parents by their demand. I have a five-year-old car that I like. In the ten years I’ve had access to my trust fund I’ve learned about investing and managing money and have doubled the initial amount. I’m not the society bitch Margot probably told you about.”
“Holy shit,” Matt said. He released her and walked to the edge of the patio then stood with his back to her.
Leigh wondered if this news would change their relationship. Though he had already claimed her and they had mated several times over the last twelve hours, would he change his mind? 
“Matt? What’s wrong?”
He turned back, his expression blank. She looked in his eyes, but they were shuttered as well. It was as if he’d thrown up a wall to keep her out. Had she made a mistake in telling him she was richer than some small countries? 
She couldn’t lie to him. He was, after all, her mate, her other half, her reason for being. And now he was pulling away. Did he have something against money? Or just people with it?
“Tell Adam and Margot I’ll be back in a little while,” he said as he quickly undressed. 
As soon as he dropped his shirt, he shifted into a big black wolf with long, thick fur. He looked at her once again, his expression solemn, before turning and racing away. Though tempted to shift and follow, Leigh knew she couldn’t. When a man pulled away it meant he needed time to think, and nothing she said or did would help him make peace with her announcement any faster. It might, in fact, make things worse though she wasn’t sure how. 
As she turned toward the house, the weight of his rejection pressed down on her. Though he hadn’t said the words, she knew he would not be taking her back to Santa Fe with him. He would renounce their mating and leave, and she would be alone again. 
She let herself into the kitchen to find her red dress and shoes sitting on the table. Picking them up, she shuffled through the room, not aware of the people who watched her. She made it as far as the front door before her knees gave out and she fell to the floor. 
Curling her legs into her chest, she covered her face with both hands and forced herself to breathe slow and deep. She fought down the screams tearing at her throat as her heart imploded. Matt didn’t want her. What was she going to do now? 
“Leigh? What happened?” Margot knelt beside her. The little human didn’t look like she hated her any more. She looked worried.
“Could you give me a ride home, please?” Leigh managed to whisper.
“Where’s Matt? What did he do? Talk to me,” Margot ordered.
Leigh just shook her head. “He went for a run. He’ll be back later. I have to go home now. I can’t be here when he…when he…” 
Leigh couldn’t finish or she’d burst into tears. If she did that she might never stop crying, and this was the last place she wanted her soft, weak, emotional side to be witnessed. She needed to get home and hide behind the locked door of her bedroom before she allowed herself to give into the pain.
“Okay, honey, I’ll take you home,” Margot said, helping Leigh to her feet and wrapping an arm around her back when her knees wobbled. “But I really wish you’d talk to me.”
“I need to change first. Matt will need his shirt back,” she said, ignoring Margot’s offer. She couldn’t talk now. She might never be able to talk about this. 
After changing into the red dress and stiletto heels that she despised but wore per her mother’s direction, she folded Matt’s shirt neatly and laid it on the coffee table in the living room. She still fought the pressure behind her eyes, which was even harder when Margot wrapped a comforting arm around her waist as they walked out the front door and climbed into the long black limousine waiting there.



Chapter 7
Leigh didn’t say a word until Sam pulled to a stop in her parents’ driveway. Only then did she turn from her intense study of the glass beside her to look at Margot.
“I am truly sorry for the way I’ve treated you. I hope someday you’ll be able to forgive me.” She spoke softly and her voice sounded watery even to her own ears. 
Margot still looked concerned. “Leigh, I wish you would tell me what happened. Matt is a cop, but he’s also the most decent man I’ve ever met. I’m sure this is all a misunderstanding. Why don’t we go back to the house so the two of you can talk this out?”
Leigh opened the door and was halfway out when a white-hot anger flared inside her. Looking over her shoulder she said, “Your brother doesn’t want me because I have money. As soon as he found out my trust fund is worth about twenty million dollars, he shifted and ran into the woods. I understand he is a Dominant male and has to have everything his way, but he should not have run away. Money is just that, money. It’s nice to have, but it shouldn’t freak anyone out like it did him. You brother is a good man, but I think he was hoping I was penniless, though I don’t understand why. I guess even with my grandfather’s money I’m not good enough for him. Goodbye, Margot. I guess I’ll see you at the next pack gathering, though I doubt you’ll recognize me.”
Before Margot could respond, she closed the door and ran to the house where a uniformed maid was waiting at the open front door. 
“I do not want to be disturbed by anyone, but especially my parents,” she said as she stepped inside. The maid nodded silently as she closed the door.
Kicking off her shoes and leaving them where they landed, Leigh ran up the stairs and down the hall to her room. She didn’t care that her mother would be horrified seeing her barefoot and running inside the house. She didn’t care about anything except reaching the solitude of her bedroom. This was the only place in the house that remained safe from her mother’s biannual redecorating. This was her oasis. Here she spent the time she wasn’t at the library or a coffee shop trying to figure out how to get out from under the control of her parents who refused to see her as an adult no matter how old she was. 
Once she was in her room and the door securely locked, Leigh stripped off the red dress and threw it into the trash. Going into her closet, she pulled out a pair of red flannel pajama pants with black and white Scottie dogs on them and an oversized orange T-shirt. After pulling on a pair of white cotton panties that were the least sexy thing in her lingerie drawer, she dressed and then crawled into bed. 
Opening the bottom drawer of the nightstand, she pulled out a stuffed turtle she’d had since she was twelve. She’d slept with the thing for nearly a dozen years before finally putting him away. Nowadays she only got him out when she needed the comfort only a childhood pal could give.
Only then did she relax the iron-strong control she’d maintained for too long and allowed the tears to flow freely, hoping they would heal her broken heart. She cried until she fell asleep, her arms still wrapped around the fuzzy purple turtle. 
* * * *
By the time Matt finally made his way back to the kitchen patio and his clothes, he’d overcome his shock at Leigh’s announcement. He was amazed at her casual attitude, but then so many things about the woman amazed him. The more he learned about her, the more he realized that even Adam, her pack alpha, had no real idea who the woman was.
After he dressed, he went into the kitchen and found a bottle of water which he drank. Then he walked through the house looking for his mate. He didn’t find her, but Adam was in the living room working on a notebook computer.
“Where’s Leigh?”
“She went home,” Adam answered, his voice unusually frosty. “What the hell did you say to her?”
“I hope she knows not to bring too many of those froufrou dresses,” Matt said. “She needs…what’s this doing here?” 
He crossed to the coffee table and picked up the shirt Leigh had been wearing earlier. 
“Leigh left it for you. Said you would need it when you went home. Now, as the alpha of Leigh’s pack, I’m asking again. What the hell did you say to her?”
Matt picked up the shirt then lifted it to his nose. It still smelled like Leigh, but there was also a sour scent of pain to it as well. “I don’t know. We were talking about whether to accept your offer or not, then she said we could always rent our own plane. When I told her I didn’t have that kind of money, she said that she did. Did you know the woman is worth twenty million dollars?”
Adam looked confused. “So why did she come in here looking like her life had just fallen apart and ask to be taken home?”
“What?”
“She came in white as a sheet and obviously fighting hard to hold herself together. She asked to be taken home, but first changed into the red dress she wore last night and left your shirt there.”
“Oh shit,” Matt said, balling the shirt up before tossing it back onto the table. “How do I get to her house?”
“Come on, I’ll drive while you explain what the hell is going on.” 
Ten minutes later, they were stopped at the Kincaid-Thornes’ front door. “I’m sorry, Sir, but Miss Leigh said she didn’t want to be disturbed by anyone.”
The maid was young and human, and the last thing Matt wanted to do was scare the shit out of her by shifting, but she was keeping him from his mate. He couldn’t help but growl in frustration as he tried to think of some way to get past her without hurting her or having the police involved.
Before he completely lost control, Adam stepped in. “Could we come in and talk to Mrs. Kincaid-Thorne? Tell her Adam Thomasson is here.”
“Oh, Mr. Thomasson, of course. Please come in.” The maid stepped back and allowed the two men through the front door. After closing it, she led them to what appeared to be an overdone living room to the right of the entryway. “If you’ll wait here, I’ll get Mrs. Kincaid-Thorne.”
“Thank you,” Adam said with a smile.
Matt prowled the room, unimpressed with the décor. As soon as the maid disappeared to fetch the woman of the house, he looked at his new brother-in-law. “I’m going to find her. Keep her mother busy.”
Adam nodded without saying a word.
Matt stalked across the entry and up the staircase to the second floor as fast as he could without making too much noise. He picked up Leigh’s scent about halfway up, still tainted with sadness. At the top of the stairs he turned one way, but then backtracked and headed in the other direction when it faded. He tracked it all the way down the hall to a closed door. 
Trying the knob, he was not surprised to find it locked. He pulled out his wallet and the special picks he carried with him at all times. The lock opened and he pushed the door open seconds later. Stepping inside, he closed and relocked the door, not wanting anyone to interrupt them until he and his mate had hashed everything out.
Turning, he looked around the room with interest. Unlike the rest of the house, this room immediately soothed him, calming the agitation that had been building since he’d learned she’d left Adam’s home. 
The walls were a pale shade of something he thought women called peach but looked orange to him. He recognized the furniture as Mission style in light woods with lots of straight edges and function in every piece. There were pictures on the walls, both landscapes and abstract paintings, all of which added to the soothing aura of the décor.
He found her asleep in the center of the bed. Though her skin appeared blotchy and her eyes looked puffy she was still the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. He crossed to the bed and eased down to sit on the mattress facing her. She looked tired and sad even in sleep. He wished he had taken a few minutes to talk to her before taking the run to clear his overwhelmed thoughts. 
* * * *
Leigh woke to a deep voice crooning softly as fingers brushed hair from her face. A feeling of total soul-deep contentment filled her. Rolling onto her back she opened her eyes and looked into sad and worried blue ones. 
Matt was here, but something was wrong. Then she remembered what had happened. Gasping, she sat up and crab-walked across the bed until the headboard stopped her. 
“What are you doing here? How did you get in? Why?”
He ignored her questions and shifted closer and closer until only a few inches separated them. “Why did you run away?” he asked, his voice softer and gentler than she’d ever heard it before. 
“You ran away first,” she pointed out. “I thought you didn’t want me because I had money.” She blinked hard to keep more tears from forming.
“Oh, sweet angel, that wasn’t why I went running. I was in shock. I needed to wrap my head around the fact that my mate isn’t just a beautiful woman, but also a smart one. When I returned, you were gone, and Adam told me you were quite upset.” Matt brushed his right hand up her arm and across her shoulder to play with her hair.
Leigh nodded, but didn’t defend her actions. As she’d already pointed out, he’d left first. She had just responded to what she’d thought was his abandonment.
“I’m sorry I walked away and made you think I didn’t want you,” he said softly as he leaned in to kiss one corner of her lips.
“Me, too,” she murmured, licking her lips, then extending her tongue and licking his as well.
“Will you marry me and come to Santa Fe?” he asked with their lips so close they brushed as he spoke.
“If I shock you again, will you run away again?”
Matt shook his head, brushing his lips against hers. “Even if I do, I will always come back. Sometimes I just need to go furry and run. It helps clear my head and think straight.”
“Hmmm, maybe I should try that sometime. Might keep me from getting so defensive and witchy.” 
With that she closed the distance between them. Parting her lips, she thrust her tongue into his mouth and put everything she felt into her kiss. Matt returned it with the passion that assured her he wasn’t going to dump her anytime soon.
Long minutes later, he broke the kiss. They were both panting, and Leigh was trying to figure out how long they could hide out before someone would come looking for them. 
“Answer my question,” he demanded in his low, power-filled voice.
Leigh looked at him and blinked. Her mind had gone completely blank. “Question? What question?” 
“Will you marry me?”
“Oh yeah, that question,” she said then went silent until he gave her that very Dominant frown that said she’d be in for another spanking if she didn’t answer correctly. “Of course I’ll marry you. You’re my mate and I love you.” 
He looked stunned for a moment then smiled and wrapped both arms around her back. Pulling her into his chest, he hugged her tight. “I love you, too, little one. Now, shall we pack your clothes and choose the dress you’ll be married in?”
Leigh closed her eyes and listened to his heart beat under her ear. She savored the feel of strong arms around her back and wondered if she could do what her heart was telling her to try.
“First, I think you should get out of those clothes and fuck me,” she said in a soft, purring tone. “Then we can talk about packing and clothes and getting married.”
Matt smirked at her even as he reached down to pull off his boots. “And why is that?”
Leigh worked her pajama pants off and tossed them out of her way. “Because I’ve always wanted to shock the hell out of my mother by making love in this room, and this might be my last chance,” she said with a flirtatious grin.
Matt stood after pulling his shirt over his head. “I’m not sure this will endear me to her.”
She shrugged as she pulled her shirt over her head and sat back, naked. “We’re going to be in Santa Fe. Do you really care if my mother thinks you’re a saint or a man so in love with her daughter that he has to fuck her at every opportunity?”
“Well, when you put it that way, I guess there’s nothing else I can do,” he said, quickly stripping off the rest of his clothes. 
She barely had time to register that his cock was long and hard before he shoved the covers off the bed. Her breathing hitched when he grabbed her ankles and pulled her to lay flat on the mattress. Before she could move, he was over her, crouching like a wolf over its dinner. 
“God, angel, you are so damn beautiful,” he said, leaning down and nuzzling the mark on her shoulder that proclaimed to all the world that she belonged to him.
At his touch, she began to tremble, arousal climbing higher and higher. When he bent his arms and brushed his furred chest over her skin, she gasped and then moaned. Lifting her arms, she wrapped them around him and tried to pull him closer. But it was like trying to pick up and move a hundred-year-old live oak tree. 
Looking up into smoldering blue eyes, she pursed her lips in a pout that had melted her father from the time she was two. “Please.”
“Please what, little one?”
“Please, come closer. I need to feel your skin against mine. Please fuck me, Sir,” she purred, knowing the last word would be the one to affect him most.
And it did. He immediately dropped to lay over her with his full weight. She held him tighter until refilling her lungs became an issue. She didn’t want to complain, didn’t want to lose the contact, so she ignored her body’s demands and just kept holding the man in her arms.
Spots were forming in front her eyes from lack of oxygen when he lifted his chest enough to allow her to breathe freely. At the same moment, he shifted his hips, brushing the head of his cock against her entrance, eliciting hisses of need from them both.
“It’s going to be fast and hard, angel.”
“Yes, please,” she gasped as he thrust home, seating his cock fully inside her on the first thrust.
She shifted her hold to his shoulders and held on tight as he set up a fast, hard rhythm. His motion sent white-hot pulses of lust through her entire body which proceeded to gather deep between her hips. 
She made a whining sound when he stopped and pulled out of her arms. She couldn’t fight him when he moved to kneel on the bed with her ass resting on his thighs. He grabbed a pillow and shoved it under her lower back. 
He pushed her knees to her chest, which opened her up fully for his pleasure while at the same time making it impossible for her to move. Then he began to fuck her like the world was coming to an end. All she could do was grab onto his forearms and hang on tight as he began thrusting again.
“Damn, you feel like heaven,” he growled, his voice so low and rumbly she almost couldn’t make out the words.
His eyelids dropped and his face grew tense and she knew he was close. She was as well, but needed a touch on her clit. Releasing one arm, she slid her hand down between them and stroked her clit. As her eyes drifted shut as she neared her orgasm, she saw his widen and heard a growl of approval. Then the ball of orgasm that had formed in her pelvis exploded. She screamed as her entire body convulsed with the release.
Her cunt tightened around Matt’s cock and then, with his pelvis pressed to hers, he thrust twice more, trying to push even deeper before howling his own completion. His cock jerked and she felt heat fill her as his seed exploded from him in strong pulsations. 
When he relaxed, he simply bent forward and laid his forehead in the middle of her chest. She lifted her hands and brushed her hands over his hair, glorying in the feeling of her mate in and around her. Closing her eyes, she allowed herself to drift. The intense sadness of just a short time again was completely forgotten as she snuggled with the man she was to marry as soon as they regained their strength.



Chapter 8
“Are you sure this is what you want to do?” Matt asked as the attorney slid the first of a stack of papers in front of her to sign. 
He was still in shock at the speed at which all this had transpired. It had only been a few hours since they’d settled their communication differences. Once they’d recovered from an explosive round of hard, fast loving, Leigh turned into a powerhouse of focused organization and activity. 
In less than an hour, she’d gone through her entire room and, with the housekeeper’s help, packed one large suitcase with the clothes she would take with her to Santa Fe. They were mostly jeans and casual skirts and tops. She did pack several filmy nightgown type things that Matt couldn’t wait to see her in, as well as slinky, barely-there underwear. She only asked his opinion on one item – a little black dress that looked sexy just hanging from her fingers. It contained more material then some of the other dresses she’d shown him, and he knew she would need something for parties and special events. 
Once she had sorted through the clothes, she then instructed the servant to give away everything else. He was amazed that she’d only packed a small portion of her wardrobe and didn’t seem concerned about what she was giving up. 
Once they’d finished with her packing, she took a few minutes to call her attorney and financial advisor and then made a reservation for the honeymoon suite at the finest hotel in town. She also called Adam and assured him that things were fine between them and that they would be happy to fly back to Santa Fe with them, once they were married. Which led to agree meet at the courthouse to deal with all the legalities of both couples’ marriages.
On the way, Matt demanded they stop at a jewelry store where he’d bought matching wedding bands of gold and platinum wound together to denote their dual natures. Afterwards, they went to the courthouse and, with Adam and Margot standing with them, got married. The judge happened to be the shape shifting judge who had married Adam and Margot just the night before. 
Leigh looked up from admiring the ring on her left hand with a contented smile. “Yes, I’m sure. You’re my husband, my mate, the other half of my soul. What is mine is yours, and I don’t want it any other way.”
Picking up the pen, she signed the documents that would dissolve the trust account and set up joint accounts in both their names. 
“Your wife is right, Mr. Brady. I’ve been trying to get her to do this since she came of age and gained access to the trust, but she always refused. She wanted to wait until she was married,” the attorney said as he gathered the papers and escorted them from the room. 
Once in the parking lot, Matt leaned against her sensible sedan and pulled her into his arms. “I love you and I promise never to run away again like I did this morning.” Then he kissed her a long, hot kiss that she returned with equal fervor.
Only when he lifted his head did she answer. “I love you, too. Do you think we could get something to eat? I’m hungry,” Leigh said with a saucy grin that made his cock go hard as her stomach rumbled against his.
“Mmmm, lunch and then maybe a nap,” he agreed, pushing his pelvis up so she could feel his arousal.
“Or maybe we should just call room service instead,” she said, shifting to the side then brushing her hand down the front of his shirt to cup her small hand over the bulging front of his jeans. 
Matt thought about it for a few seconds and decided that while he may be Dominant, his beautiful mate would no doubt be getting her way more often than not. He also planned to continue to give her a spanking and an orgasm every morning.
“Room service sounds like a really good idea,” he said with a nod and a grin.
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