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Chapter One

“I can see the headlines now: Martial arts expert taken out by bald tires,” Abby mumbled, sighing in relief once her Jeep finally slid to a stop on the icy asphalt less than an inch from her friend Kaitlyn McKinney’s garage door. Cutting the engine, she rolled her head from one shoulder to the other. Her nerves were frazzled from trying to keep her car on the sleet-covered roads between Manhattan and the suburbs. The weather had become steadily worse the farther she traveled from the city. Still, even the “worst ice storm of the decade” wouldn’t make her go back to her apartment. Thanks to the fact that her roommate had hooked up with Abby’s ex-boyfriend, she’d never been more thankful for Kaitlyn’s offer of a place to stay while she looked for another apartment.

Abby wished Kaitlyn was home now, but appreciated her wanting to spend as much time as she could with her new partner. Kaitlyn had told her wear to find the spare key and let her neighbor, Mrs. Donohue, know she’d be coming so the older woman wouldn’t be concerned when she saw a strange car parked in the driveway overnight.

Pulling her red jacket’s hood over her head and zipping the jersey material closed, Abby climbed out of the car. Frozen leaves and pine needles crunched under her shoes in the dense woods beside the house. Other than the sound of sleet pinging on the icy ground, the woods were eerily quiet as she made her way toward the circular seating area. Abby started to lift the knee-high garden gnome when something large blurred through the woods ahead of her. She gasped and let the statue fall back into place. Pushing her hood back, she tried to track the shadow that had now disappeared. Had she seen black fur?

“Who’s there?” she whispered into the woods. A cold shiver trickled down her spine as visions of grisly bears formed in her mind’s eye. Nothing but darkness greeted her from the thick forest. Bears? In the suburbs?

Get a grip, Ab! You’re going on four hours of sleep. Your imagination is taking over. Shaking off the sensation she was being watched, Abby focused on her task and lifted the gnome again. Only, the space where the key should’ve been was empty. Damn it! Setting the statue back down, she considered calling Kaitlyn to ask if she’d changed the key’s hiding place. But it was after eleven, and she was freezing her ass off, getting wetter by the minute in her thin jacket. Plus, she did have another way to get into the house.

After spending a good ten minutes searching her car, her hand finally landed on the lock-picking kit tucked under her driver’s seat. Palming the kit, she grabbed her overnight bag and locked the car.

Thankful for the front porch’s overhang that keep the heavy sleet at bay, Abby slid the tools into the door’s lock and went to work. A few seconds later, she smiled when she felt the tumblers slip into place, unlocking the door. “Like riding a bike,” she murmured and quickly put the tools and the case away in her overnight bag.

But her confidence was short-lived. For the moment she entered the dark house, someone grabbed her arm and yanked her inside. Shutting the front door, the person cupped her throat and shoved her against the wood. “What the hell are you doing?” The man’s deadly snarl made the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end.

Heart thudding, Abby dropped her bag and instinctively grabbed the man’s wrist. Her attacker’s wide-shouldered silhouette towered over her, and for a split second, she thought she saw a bright green glow where his eyes should have been. She blinked to clear her vision. Nothing glowed in the darkness shrouding his face, but she sure as hell felt his dangerous vise hold around her neck. He wasn’t choking her, but he definitely had her pinned in place with a steel lock.

His speed briefly stunned her, but this burglar had picked the wrong chick to try to intimidate. “I really don’t want to deal with this tonight.” Abby spoke calmly, despite her racing pulse.

“Huh—” the guy started to say, when she twisted his wrist and yanked his fingers from her throat. His other hand came up in a blur so fast she would’ve missed it if she’d been watching for it, but Abby acted on instinct, blocking his grab for her shoulder. At the same time, she kicked him hard in the groin. He bent forward, grunting in pain, and she swept her leg around, hammering the back of his thigh and then his calf with her foot as she swept his legs out from under him.

When he landed on his back on the wood floor, she gripped his hand in a painful lock and growled her answer to his question. “I was invited! If you move even one inch while I call the police, I’ll finish what I started and you won’t walk straight for a week. Got it?”

Abby didn’t expect an answer. He had to have lost his breath when he landed on his back. A low chuckle rumbled up from the floor a split second before the man pulled from her hold, grabbing her wrist. The room suddenly spun and she found herself flat on her back on the hall rug, lying in the pool of dim light coming from somewhere upstairs.

His well-muscled chest rested on top of hers, smelling of soap and covered with water droplets, as if the man had just come from a shower. Jean-covered hips and hard legs locked hers in place underneath him, while he pulled her arms above her head. He peered at her, the hall’s darkness shrouding his face. “Considering the fact I used a key and you picked the lock, I think you’ll understand my doubts that you were invited.”

“A key that you stole from its hiding spot!” she shot back, right before she jerked a hand free and brought her fist down toward the side of his neck. Anticipating that he’d shift his weight to avoid her hit, Abby jerked her hips free the moment he moved and then kneed him hard in his side.

The man grunted from the impact, and she thought she heard a rib crack, but she wasn’t giving up her advantage. This time she aimed for his jaw. His big hand encircled her fist in a crushing hold, and she cried out in pain when he slammed their hands to the floor and rolled back over her.

“Damn, you’re a scrapper. Hold still, little thief.”

Indignant heat crept across her cheeks. No one had so effectively beat her like this in years. “I’m not the thief here—” Her words died off when his face came into view. Most of his hair was pulled back, but several ink-black pieces had fallen loose to brush against his angular jaw. A stainless-steel barbell boldly pierced through the inch-long scar along the outer edge of his dark eyebrow, adding a rebellious edge to his mid-thirties appearance, intentionally drawing attention to the imperfection as if to say, “Hell yeah, I’ve got a scar. What of it?”

“She protests too much.” His eyebrows slashed downward and crystal-blue eyes skimmed her body.

Everywhere he looked, she burned. Why did his skin feel so much warmer than hers? Apparently her excursion in the woods had left her colder than she realized. “How did you know where to find the key?”

“I was told, but even if I hadn’t been, I could’ve found it easily enough.” For a brief second, he closed his eyes and inhaled, before his penetrating gaze zeroed in on her face and narrowed slightly. “Oh, you are a thief, sweetness. Every last inch of you.”

The man had the sexiest drawl. It wasn’t Southern per se, but he spoke in a laid-back speech pattern very different from most New Yorkers’ hyperspeak. Yet beyond the calm, still-water-runs-deep persona he exuded, something else had set her libido into a tailspin. When he spoke, the dim light caught on another glint of metal. He had a tongue piercing, and she had a feeling the intense man holding her down knew exactly how to use it.

But who would’ve told him about the key? Obviously, someone trusted him. Abby had never been more captivated by a person.







Chapter Two

“Release me and I’ll show you just how sweet I can be.”

Her vixen’s smile was both assured and deadly. Gabriel stared at the woman, completely fascinated. Sheer determination radiated off her like a vibrant neon sign. The human packed a helluva punch. His jaw smarted like a son of a bitch, and though his cracked rib might already be mending itself, he’d be sore for at least a half hour. Good thing his werewolf body healed quickly. He had her pinned for now, but he was pretty damned sure she was only resting up. The thought of going another round with her wound him up so tight, his gut knotted in anticipation. He’d never run across anyone with her gumption and strength of will.

A human worthy of his respect? Damn, that shocked him. Humans were tolerated and kept at a distance: a creed he’d lived by for two and a half decades.

Chin-length, wavy black hair framed the woman’s round face, but he couldn’t stop staring at her plump, full lips. He wanted to suck on the pouty bottom one, to nip at the round fullness and discover what those luscious lips felt like against his. Black eyebrows were currently elevated over vivid green eyes and a slight I-can’t-wait-’til-you-let-me up-from-here smirk tilted her lips. Oh, yeah…she wasn’t done. Not by a long shot.

In those heated few seconds, while her arousing scent, full of adrenaline and seductive feminine notes, wrecked havoc on his wolf senses, two things slammed through his mind in rapid succession: He didn’t care if she did turn out to be a burglar. And he wanted her. The wanting didn’t surprise him. He’d always followed his primal instincts with the women in his Lupreda wolf pack. If the woman were willing he’d have a go in the sack, on the floor, in the woods. Wherever. He was always game. Sex was one way to relieve his natural aggression.

But this wanting wasn’t based on scratching a lustful itch. The need tearing him up inside was relentless and powerful. This “must have her now” sensation—clawing at his chest and pushing the air from his lungs—felt deeper, harder and more intense than he’d ever experienced for another woman. It wasn’t just sexual. It was essential.

Maybe his mind was playing tricks. It wasn’t freakin’ possible! A human? He inhaled her scent once more, but the unyielding fierceness scrabbling inside his chest grew painfully stronger. Then his canines began to tingle, pressing against his gums, preparing to descend. Ready to mark.

Gabriel couldn’t believe it. This surprising human had just stolen his confirmed bachelorhood. The woman lying under him could soothe the restlessness that had him leaving his pack and coming to the city more and more often, seeking as much work as he could handle. Ever since the Lupreda wolf pack’s alpha, Landon, had mated, Gabriel had felt out of sorts and more aggressive than usual. In the past, he never would’ve shifted to his werewolf form—his musk form—outside of the Shawangunks, but he couldn’t hold back tonight. Seeing Abby in the woods, in the middle of the ice storm, had surprised him. And now he was staring at his Lupreda mate and he didn’t even know her name.

But a human? “What’s your name?” he asked, a low growl rumbling along the edge of his words.

She raised her chin and narrowed her gaze. “You first.”

He managed a half smile through the emotional shock battering his body. There had to be some other explanation why a human would affect him this way. “Gabriel Hawthorne. Home security installer at your service.”

“Installer?” Confusion filtered across her expression. “Why didn’t Kaitlyn tell me you would be here?”

“Landon sent me. And you are?” He asked, rubbing his thumbs across the pulse points along her wrists. Her skin was so soft. The thrum of her blood racing faster under his touch only ramped his desire. Would this human woman accept him as her mate? Even though his mind still wrestled with the idea of a human as his other half, the possibility she might reject him because of what he was sent a jolt of disconcerted alarm straight to his stomach. Gabriel didn’t like the alien sensation. He pressed harder on her pulse and her breath hitched. He smiled and his wolf basked in the sound of her heart thumping harder with each slow circle he made.

“I’m—I’m Abby Brooks.”

You’re such a tomcatter, Gabriel. I should introduce you to my friend Abby. That’s one girl you won’t have lapping at your feet. You two would get along famously, Kaitlyn, Landon’s mate, had said with a laugh a month ago when Gabriel had come in after an all-nighter—satisfying two Lupreda women. So this was the infamous Abby. A kindred spirit of the flesh. That, he understood. Gabriel’s smile tilted higher and he leaned close. “It’s nice to meet you, Abby. Kaitlyn says you and I have a lot in common.”

She gave a low, sexy laugh and whispered in his ear, “Now what would Kaitlyn think you and I could possibly have in common?”

The feel of her full breasts pressing against his chest, combined with her sweet scent wrapping around him and her warm breath filling his ear, set Gabriel’s inner wolf off, snarling for him to claim her. He mentally worked to slow himself down. Abby might seem strong, yet he knew humans were much weaker and might not be able to handle a wolf’s rougher sexual appetites.

Not that he’d ever entertained having sex with a human woman, despite the numerous blatant offers from his female clients in the city. But this woman made that proposition seem incredibly appealing…No, necessary. Abby’s cheek was so soft against his skin, Gabriel gave into his wolf’s desire to share a moment of intimacy with her.

When he pressed his lips against her jaw, she shuddered and a powerful tremor rolled through him. Their connection stunned him. Suppressing the howl of satisfaction that threatened to erupt, he moved to kiss her throat, but Abby shoved at his chest. He landed flat on his back. The woman kneeled over him with a scowl and poked his chest. “Don’t believe everything you hear.”

Gabriel rolled to a seated position as she retrieved her bag. Propping his elbows on his knees, he asked. “What do you do when you’re not breaking into friends’ houses?”

“I teach martial arts.” Abby cut her gaze his way as she passed him, bag in hand. “And I wouldn’t have had to pick the lock if you hadn’t taken the spare key.”

Gabriel swiftly stood and followed her into the kitchen. “I’m intrigued that you knew how to pick a lock, let alone that you did so in less than thirty seconds. Who taught you how to do that?”

Abby flipped on the light and set her overnight bag on the kitchen table. Opening one of the cabinets, she gazed at him briefly as if measuring his sincerity, before she shrugged and retrieved a glass. “My best friend taught me. He was fourteen and I was eleven.”

Gabriel leaned against the counter next to the sink, thoroughly fascinated and a bit jealous of the boy who knew Abby before she grew into the willful woman in her early twenties who stood in front of him tonight. He glanced at her full breasts pushing against the zip-up jacket and wondered if she went through the scrawny teenage stage most humans did, or if she’d skipped all that and developed those womanly curves early on, attracting every hormonal boy in sight. Another stab of jealousy hit him, making his chest burn. “Did your first boyfriend teach you those self-defense moves, too?”

Abby tried to shoo him out of the way so she could get some water from the sink, but he kept his feet planted. Gabriel didn’t care if she was forced to lean against him to run the water into her glass. He’d take any physical contact he could get…along with any other tidbits she’d share about herself. He wanted to know every intimate detail.

She snorted as she stuck the glass under the tap. “If Marcus had known how to defend himself, maybe he wouldn’t have gotten himself stabbed before he turned sixteen.”

Gabriel heard the pain and anger in her voice and saw her hand shake slightly when she backed away and lifted the half-filled glass to her lips. Sudden protective instincts swept through him, tensing his shoulders. “Was your childhood that rough?”

Setting the glass down, she met his steady gaze. “I take it you know Kaitlyn fairly well, since you’re staying at her house.”

He noted how deftly she’d changed the subject. Rubbing his jaw, he answered honestly. “Landon and I grew up together and now that Kaitlyn is part of the ‘family’ she has earned my respect and friendship. Landon knew my installation jobs had picked up in town, so he suggested I stay here while I worked to complete them. As a thank you, I’m installing a system in Kaitlyn’s house.”

Abby blinked in surprise. “You work in town, but you live in the Shawangunks?”

He shrugged. “I like the open space the mountains offer.” When Abby moved to set the glass in the sink, Gabriel turned and placed his hands on the counter on either side of her smaller frame, locking her in place. “Staying too long in the city makes me feel caged in…trapped.” Leaning his chest against her back, he inhaled along her neck. “What about you, Abby? Care to share your deep dark secrets?”

She stiffened. “Not particularly.”

His chuckle sounded sandpaper-rough to his own ears. Abby’s heat level had just spiked and her aroused smell was making him dizzy. “What are you afraid of?”

“I’m not afraid of anything.” She shoved past his arm and started to walk away.

“Prove it.”

She halted and turned, her green eyes narrowed. “What’d you say?”

He studied her tense stance and the fact she seemed to be holding her breath. “Show me you’re not afraid of me.” Even though you should be. I have every intention of seducing you before the night is out, my little human.

Abby crossed her arms over her breasts. “I’m not. Want to go another round?”

“I wasn’t referring to your ability to defend yourself.” He raised an eyebrow and leaned back casually, his hands cupped on the counter behind him.

When his meaning dawned, she stiffened and her face flushed. “Of all the arrogant—”

“I’m not being arrogant. Just perceptive.” Her agitation intrigued him. The way she carried herself, he had a feeling she didn’t allow people to fluster her often. Gabriel liked the fact he’d gotten under skin. He sure as hell wanted to explore every emotion with this woman. He gave her a feral smile and laid down a challenge. “Prove me wrong.”







Chapter Three

Why am I letting this man get to me? “Fine. As silly as this is…” His dark, knowing smile made her stomach flutter as Abby marched up and stood on her toes to plant one on him. She refused to inhale his masculine scent or touch his body as she brushed her lips against his mouth for the briefest of seconds. “See, no big deal. Don’t mistake adrenaline for something it’s not—”

Her shoes hadn’t even flattened to the floor when his muscular arm came around her waist. Yanking her against his chest, his striking blue eyes flashed with heat. “Let’s try that again—my way. Shall we?”

Abby placed her hands on his hard chest and her stomach tumbled.

Gabriel’s warm lips brushed hers, stealing her words as he tested the texture of her mouth. When his tongue traced her parted lips, her breath caught. Then he began to suck gently on her bottom lip. Heart thumping harder, she curled her fingers inward to keep from following her natural instincts, telling her to grip his shoulders tight.

“You have the sexiest lips,” he mumbled against her mouth right before he nipped the sensitive flesh. Abby closed her eyes as fire consumed her, licking every sensitive place with tingling awareness. She moaned, waiting for him to kiss her deeply.

A warm hand caressed the back of her neck and she felt him smile against her mouth. “Uh uh, sweetness. This time, kiss me like you mean it.”

He was making her kiss him? Damn the man! But she needed to know. Abby gave into the temptation. Sliding her tongue inside his mouth, she inhaled, taking his earthy, masculine scent deep inside her.

The moment her tongue touched his, Gabriel’s chest rumbled and he reversed their positions. Locking her against the counter with his hips, he thrust his fingers into her hair and slanted his lips across her mouth in a dominant kiss that swept through her entire body. When his tongue caressed hers in a curling, provocative sweep, Abby fell into their kiss. His piercing upped her excitement, adding an erotic edge to the arousing friction of his tongue’s imitate glide against hers in an aggressive exploration of her mouth.

Lost in his hard embrace, her brain fogged with unadulterated lust, Abby slid her hands up his muscular shoulders and wrapped her arms tight around his neck. The feel of his erection pressing against her, and the way his lips claimed hers, as if he couldn’t resist—as if he had to taste her—silenced all the warning bells that had been clanging in the back of her mind from the moment he pinned her to the floor in the hall.

When Gabriel began to slide her sweat jacket’s zipper open, Abby’s breasts tingled and her breathing turned shallow. His lips moved to her jaw before he slowly made his way down her throat, pressing tender kisses along the way. She couldn’t deny the irresistible need clawing within her, creating a magnetic pull that demanded she wrap herself around the sexy man and relish every tender touch and arousing sensation he planned to share with her.

Then, as suddenly as the warnings had silenced in her mind, they came rushing to the forefront—chiming. The sound was incessant and irritating. Abby froze and jerked away when she realized the noise wasn’t in her head. Someone was ringing the doorbell quite forcefully.

Pushing on Gabriel’s chest, she mumbled, “I have to get that or they’ll knock the door down next.”

As Abby walked briskly down the hall to answer the door, the pent-up sexual tension within her eased off a bit and her mind cleared. What the hell was I thinking: kissing him and opening up that can of worms? While it was true Gabriel exuded the kind of “dangerous for your health” persona that she normally went for in men—the kind of guy she dated, then broke up with soon after—something about this man felt…different. It was the way he touched her, the seductive force of his kiss. He radiated a level of serious intensity she’d never experienced before with another man.

Abby blinked at the five gouges on the wood door in front of her—four were lined up in a column on the right and one was by itself on the left. How odd, she thought before she pulled open the door. A man in his late seventies stood on the porch, his short gray hair fluttering in the wind and an old, battered raincoat hastily buttoned around him. He held an umbrella with a tight grip, and a concerned look pinched his forehead.

“You must be Abby. I’m Frank Donohue from across the street.” He blew out an embarrassed breath at the same time he peered around Abby, staring into the house. “Kaitlyn called my wife, Alice, earlier to say you’d be staying at the house, and when I mentioned seeing a strange man walking around the perimeter of Kaitlyn’s house earlier this evening, my wife got worried and tried to call. Since the phone just rang and rang, she sent me over to check on you—” Mr. Donohue cut himself off when his gaze locked on something in the hall.

Glancing behind her, Abby saw Gabriel leaning casually against the hallway wall, watching them with interest. His arms were folded across his naked chest, and a slight smirk tilted his lips.

“Oh…I see,” Mr. Donohue said, drawing Abby’s attention. The older man’s gaze had lowered to Abby’s unbound breasts pushing against the thin white tank top underneath her unzipped jacket to Gabriel and then back to her. Damn, she’d forgotten she hadn’t put on a bra in her rush to get out of her apartment earlier.

Abby’s face heated when she realized Gabriel’s shirtless and shoeless appearance, along with her own braless one, had led Mr. Donohue to one conclusion. Zipping up her jacket, she gave a sheepish smile and went with the easiest response. “Thanks for your concern. My boyfriend and I are housesitting for the weekend. He’s going to install a security system while we’re here.”

Mr. Donohue cleared his throat and nodded his approval in Gabriel’s direction. “Well, that’s good to know. The house needs a system, since Kaitlyn’s away more often than she’s here. I hear the storm’s going to get worse, so hunker down. Have a good evening.”

“Be careful on the ice,” Abby called after him as he shuffled back across the driveway.

Abby shut the door, and when she turned to walk into the office, Gabriel’s amused voice floated her way.

“Boyfriend?”

“I wouldn’t have had to lie if you’d have kept your half-naked self in the kitchen,” she snapped, feeling both flustered and exasperated as she flipped on the light.

His presence filled the doorway behind her, but Abby choose to ignore him. She had to step over spools of wire, a tool belt, a power drill and other security-system equipment to reach the combo phone and answering machine on the credenza. Leaning over the furniture’s smooth wood surface, she pulled on the cords running behind it. “What’s up with the phone?”

Gabriel planted his hands on the desk, his hips trapping her against the furniture. “That wasn’t a complaint, Abby.”

His comment made her pulse trip with excitement, and her stomach twist with concern at the same time. Abby straightened and redirected their conversation. “They were unplugged!” She held the loose answering machine and phone cords toward him, her gaze slitted.

He nodded toward the cords and equipment on the floor at their feet. “I was testing the line, preparing to run the new line for the security system when the storm blew in, making accurate testing near impossible as everything began to freeze.”

Sighing, Abby leaned across the desk once more and plugged the cords into the wall outlets. “We may as well put these back until the storm is over.”

When she straightened, she expected Gabriel to move and give her space, but he remained where he was. Leaning close once more, he inhaled along her throat, his voice gliding over her like the finest velvet. “Being your boyfriend is a start.”

Abby’s warning alerts went off once more, making her heart palpitate and her palms sweat. A start? Was he thinking of something more permanent? She didn’t do permanent, no matter how much he made her heart pound and her pulse thrum. Brushing his arm out of her way, she put some distance between them. “Don’t let that kiss go to your head, Hawthorne. I’m going to go take a much needed shower.”

As she walked toward the doorway, she felt his penetrating gaze measure every step she took, seeing more than she wanted.

“Still afraid, Abby?”

Abby tensed inside, but she didn’t let her confident stride falter. In just a few short conversations, Gabriel had seen more than any man ever had. Way more than she wanted.







Chapter Four

Ten minutes later, Gabriel had just come in from the garage with the rest of the security equipment when the telephone rang. He let the answering machine pick up, but once Kaitlyn’s voice came across the line, he grabbed the phone, his voice gruff with suppressed sexual tension. All he could think about was Abby upstairs in a hot shower, rubbing soap all over her lush, naked body. “Hey, Kaitlyn.”

“Gabriel! What’s wrong with the phone? I’ve been trying to call for the past two hours.”

“I had the line disconnected for a while. What’s up?”

“I’m calling because there’s been a bit of a mix-up. Landon just told me he said you could stay at my house, but I told my friend Abby she could stay there this weekend. Is Abby there yet?”

Gabriel gripped the phone tight. He might have an all-weather SUV sitting in the garage, but he wasn’t leaving. Hell no. Not now. “She’s here. We had an interesting introduction, considering we each thought the other was a burglar.”

“You didn’t hurt her, did you?” Kaitlyn voice rose with worry.

Gabriel grunted. “She’s quite capable of taking care of herself, but no, I didn’t hurt her. Other than her pride. I get the impression she’s used to winning.”

Kaitlyn let out a relieved laugh. “I see you’ve learned a bit about my friend already. Since Abby needs a place to get away for the weekend, maybe you could head back here.”

What does Abby need to get away from? “Neither one of us is going anywhere. We’re in the middle of a bad ice storm.”

“Oh. Can you put Abby on the phone?”

Crackling came across the line as he answered, “She’s taking a shower at the moment.”

Kaitlyn sighed. “Well, at least I can speak freely since she’s not around. Abby has no idea about my father’s past connection to the Lupreda. Like all the other humans living in New York City, she’s blissfully unaware of the wolf pack’s existence.”

“You don’t think she can handle the truth?” Gabriel asked, his throat suddenly dry.

“Abby’s obviously aware of the Sanguinas vampires’ vicious treatment of the human population before the vampires withdrew from society twenty-five years ago, so I’m sure her practical side wouldn’t allow her to discount the possibly that werewolves could exist, too. Still, I didn’t want to run the risk of exposing the pack by telling my friend about it. I wasn’t sure how she’d react.”

“I see,” he said, wondering how he was going to convince the stubborn, sexy, tough little human upstairs to trust a wolf. She didn’t seem to trust human men very much. Or maybe it was because they’d just met. Learning more about her could help him determine what he was up against. “Something Abby said made me wonder…did she have it pretty hard growing up?”

“She hasn’t shared much about her childhood with me, but let’s just say Abby’s a definite success story for Handleburg Hall’s troubled-teen program.” The line began to crackle more, cutting in and out. “Listen, Gabriel, I know how you are—and I know I joked with you—Abby a while back, but she really doesn’t need—fling right now.”

A fling was the last thing on his mind. Kaitlyn’s half-human and half-Lupreda status made it easier for him to accept her as his alpha’s mate. But Abby was all human, and even though his body howled for her, Gabriel’s brain had a hard time grasping the idea of a human mate. Still, he couldn’t stop thinking about her. “The line’s dying out, Kaitlyn. The storm’s getting worse. Abby’s in good hands.”

“In—hands? What does—mean? Gabriel? Gabriel Hawthor—”

Steady loud static sounded, making him wince and yank the handset away from his ear. The line was completely dead. Gabriel hung up the phone and stared at the ceiling above him. “I never thought a human would challenge me the way you have, Abby Brooks.”

Abby didn’t realize just how cold she was until she unzipped her damp jacket in the bathroom. Of course, the moment she swept off her jacket and shirt, and chill bumps spread across her skin, that’s when she realized she’d been so distracted by Gabriel that she’d forgotten to bring her bag upstairs. There’s no way I’m I going back down there now. He’ll know he flustered me into forgetting my stuff. Then again, it’d serve the guy right if I sashayed past him to get my bag wearing nothing but a towel around my clean body. Abby closed the shower curtain with a smirk and stepped under the pounding hot water, sighing in pleasure.

As she lathered her skin with lavender-and-rose scented soap, thoughts of Gabriel floated through her mind. His earlier comment that “being her boyfriend is a start” shocked her, reminding her of all the warnings that had scattered through her mind downstairs.

From an early age, Abby had learned from her mother’s mistakes never to allow any relationship to get serious. She’d lost count of the number of times her mother had cried herself to sleep because her latest lover had walked out and never come back, or because he’d left her for another woman. The men treated her mother like she was a piece of disposable tissue to use up and then throw away. All Abby’s adult life, the only person she ever truly depended on was herself, for money and for personal happiness. Staying emotionally detached meant that if things didn’t work out, the only person she could be disappointed in was herself. And so far, with every relationship she’d had, she’d made the right decision to move on.

Abby squeezed shampoo into her hair and lathered it up, scrubbing her scalp hard to try and rub away her instantaneous reaction to Gabriel. It was almost surreal how she’d so easily fallen into his embrace, desperate for his touch and achy with need. Such an intense response to his earthy smell and the feel of his hard body wrapping around her, like a protective circle of hard steel, smacked of emotional dependence, and she didn’t like it. At all.

Closing her eyes, Abby bent her head back under the hard spray. As the suds washed away, her mind conjured an arousing picture of Gabriel standing in the shower with her, water beading on the barbell in his eyebrow, highlighting his sexy scar. She’d run her hands down his muscular chest and touch every hollow between his cut abs. His hands would slide along her slick skin, exploring every intimate place, arousing her to a fever pitch of need. Despite the warm water, her skin prickled and her body throbbed. Even in her imagination, the man’s magnetism was palpable and his dark intensity irresistibly seductive. She couldn’t deny it. Their attraction was inexplicably powerful. What was wrong with giving into her desires? She’d never had a problem doing that in the past.

Because this enigmatic man’s penetrating eyes don’t miss a single detail. His blatant invasion of your personal space was purposeful and predatory. He won’t let you keep him at arm’s length. He’ll burrow deep, and once you’ve fallen completely, he’ll walk away, leaving you raw and empty inside. Gabriel didn’t appear to be anything like her past lovers or the losers her mother had lived with, but all men eventually showed their true colors. Huffing in frustration for mentally arguing with herself on Gabriel’s behalf, Abby turned to shut off the water and gasped when she opened her eyes.

Someone had turned out the lights, leaving the windowless bathroom completely black. Abby’s heart seized and her throat shriveled to a dry husk, preventing the instinctive scream of terror from escaping.

Breathing hard through her nose, she tried to pull in air, but it didn’t seem like she’d ever get enough. Her heart thudded and she blindly reached for the tap, managing to shut it off. Over her whooshing pulse, she barely heard the last trickle of water washing down the drain. Gripping the curtain, she closed her eyes tight and tried to swallow the old fears, but her throat and chest cinched tight, stepping her back in time. It didn’t matter that decades had passed. She was eleven all over again. In the dark and all alone.

Tiny sparks began to dance in her vision and Abby let go of her pride. She didn’t want to pass out stark naked in a bathtub! “Gabriel, please help me,” she managed a squeaky whisper.

“I’m here,” he said at the same time the curtain yanked from her hand.

Relief flooded through her when strong fingers gripped hers.

“The storm knocked out the power,” he murmured while he helped her step from the tub.

The second Abby’s feet settled on the plush carpet in front of the tub, he released her hand and a thick towel settled around her shoulders. The soft cloth tugged tight in front of her and Abby quickly gripped the ends. She tried to thank him, but the words wouldn’t come, she was still so traumatized.

Big hands landed on her shoulders, gripping them. “Why are you shaking? Abby, what’s wrong?”

She couldn’t see him, but his presence and the concern in his voice relieved some of her anxiety. “Li—light. Need some light.” She hated how helpless she sounded. How weak the darkness made her.

He instantly scooped her into his arms. Holding her against his chest, he carried her to the closest bedroom. Abby’s gaze zeroed in on the faint light coming from across the room and the tightness in her lungs eased a little.

Once Gabriel laid her on the chaise lounge underneath the picture window and the dim evening light began to filter into her vision. Her throat slowly unclenched, allowing her to croak out “Thank you.”

Gabriel sat facing her, his hip touching hers. Gentle fingers brushed strands of wet hair away from her face. “Why were you so unsettled?”

Abby was surprised by how much Gabriel’s attentive response meant to her. Without question, he seemed to instinctively know what she needed. Even now his gentle touch was an instant, soothing balm, calming her frazzled nerves. If she didn’t remember to keep her distance, she could quickly become addicted to this man.







Chapter Five

Abby shuttered her eyes from him, casting her gaze toward the window with a half-laugh. “I was just disoriented.”

She had no clue that Gabriel’s wolf senses had alerted him to her distress. He’d picked up her erratic heartbeat a few seconds after the power failed and he instantly flew up the stairs to the bathroom. Up until that point, his mind had been fighting his body’s physical response to Abby and the idea of a human as his mate, but the way he’d automatically responded to her fear, the moment he sensed it, obliterated every mental doubt. This woman was undeniably his mate. By the time he’d opened the bathroom door, she’d managed to turn off the water, but her pulse rate had skyrocketed and deep fear coated every droplet of steam, permeating the entire room.

All Gabriel’s Lupreda instincts told him to yank her from the shower and pull her into his arms, but he didn’t know how she would react to a wolf’s natural response to protect his mate. Instead, he’d clenched his jaw and held a rigid, quiet stance, waiting for her to ask for help.

When she whispered his name, the pleading in her voice undid him. He’d never moved so fast in his life, nearly ripping the curtain rod off the wall. Abby’s hunched, trembling shoulders tore at his heart. Tears filled her gorgeous green eyes while she opened and closed her mouth in silent screams. The look of sheer terror on her face etched in his mind, burned into his memory.

Once he’d helped her out of the shower and draped the towel around her shaking body, it took every ounce of willpower not to wrap himself around her and offer his warmth and words of reassurance that he’d never let anything happen to her. Abby had no idea what he’d seen or how deeply instinctive his feelings ran.

And now she laid on the lounge, trying to downplay her reaction. Cupping her jaw, he turned her face toward his and frowned slightly. “You were really shaking.”

“I was cold.”

Heart-wrenching vulnerability lurked in her eyes as she stared at him in the semi-darkness. She opened her mouth as if she were going to say something more, then her lips curled into a tremulous smile.

Lifting her fingers to his eyebrow, she gently brushed his piercing. “Where did you get that scar?”

Gabriel felt his eyebrow being raised under her fingers. “Quid pro quo?”

Abby bit her lip and tilted her head, then nodded. “I’ll share if you do.”

Gently tugging one of the ends of the towel from her hand, he ran the soft terry cloth’s corner along her throat, drying the water droplets. “A long time ago, I got into a long, drawn-out fight with a guy who’d made it his self-assigned goal to torment me. I guess you could say I considered him my deadliest enemy.”

“Your deadliest enemy? Those are some pretty harsh words. Were you just a kid when this guy bullied you?”

He paused his movements with the towel and concentrated so he wouldn’t growl his response. “I was fairly young and this bastard was definitely a bully.” Gabriel thought about the Sanguinas vampire who’d given him the scar on his eyebrow—as well as various mental ones that didn’t show—and long-suppressed anger surfaced anew. Since the vampires had created the Lupreda wolf race to hunt as prey, and the only reason vampires existed in the first place was because the humans’ secret government genetic project, known as Scions, had failed, Gabriel had—unjustly or not—always lumped the humans in with the vampires. He knew that only a small group of humans was responsible for creating the vampires via genetic testing on humans, and that those vampires had broken free and terrorized the rest of the human race for the atrocities that happened to them in the Scions labs…well, until the humans’ blood started making the vampires sick. Once the Sanguinas withdrew from the human world, leaving their Lupreda prey behind, Gabriel had relished his freedom for the past twenty-five years. But he continued to despise all vampires and had never gotten over his aversion to humans. Humans were a means to earn a living, nothing more. From his perspective, just like the vampires, humans couldn’t be trusted.

And yet, here was this human woman, tugging at his heart and making him want to ease fears. His human mate, whom he trusted without question. Ironic much? Hell, yeah!

Abby slid her fingers along his biceps, a small smile playing at her lips. “I can’t imagine anyone trying to bully or intimidate you.”

Gabriel slowly ran the towel’s corner down the center of her chest and stopped where her cleavage began. The swell of her breasts pushed against the edge of the towel, making his mouth water. He wanted to run his tongue along her sweet skin, to delve between her breasts and brand her with nips and kisses, to inhale her unique scent. His heart thumped and his cock swelled painfully against his jeans. “Your turn,” he rasped.

Abby shrugged. “It’s just an embarrassing phobia of the dark carried over from childhood. I was taken by surprise, that’s all.”

Gabriel studied her expression, listened to her heart rate. He knew there was more to it. It was incredibly frustrating experiencing the mating bond’s pull with Abby, only to have her shut him out. How could he convince her to trust her secrets with him? “I’d like to help.”

She studied him for a couple seconds, her expression contemplative, as if she were considering sharing. Then a seductive smile tilted her lips and she opened the other end of the towel, baring her naked body. “You can help me finish drying off.”

Gabriel’s fingers clenched the edge of the towel and he swept his gaze over her beautiful body; gently sloping shoulders, lush full breasts, nicely muscled abs and a waist he could encircle with his hands. When she nibbled at her bottom lip and lifted her leg slightly, resting it against his side, his gaze dropped to the bit of dark hair between her thighs, her pink skin glistening in the darkness, and his inner wolf howled with need. He scented the intoxicating smell of her arousal, even as he pictured those well-muscled thighs locked around his hips while he thrust deep. Gabriel’s groin instantly tightened at the same time all four of his canines rammed through his gums in a painful rush of possessive desire. Mine! No one else’s.

Pulling his end of the towel back over her body, he stood up, his words gruff. “See you downstairs. I’m going to look for a flashlight or some candles.”

The confused and hurt look on her face burrowed into his psyche as he walked away. Clenching his fists, Gabriel forced his feet to keep moving, despite his wolf’s growl of outrage. Her aroused scent is literally begging you to sink into her warmth and you’re saying no? He’d never walked away from a willing woman before, but Abby had just tried to distract him so she wouldn’t have to share more about herself. Just like she’d done earlier in the kitchen. No doubt, her desire for him was very real, but she only wanted him on her terms—at a safe distance. Wolves disliked distance.

Gabriel wanted her to trust him before he claimed her as his mate. It was obvious that Abby didn’t give her trust easily. Watching her eyes turn murky and close down when he asked her a probing question bothered him.

He knew that the moment they touched intimately, there would be no going back for him. His wolf would demand he sink his teeth into her sweet flesh and make her his forever, but Gabriel wanted her to be ready, to completely put her faith in the man who planned to claim her heart, body and soul.

He expelled a self-deprecating snort as he jogged down the stairs. Over the course of an evening, the tables on his steadfast beliefs had been completely turned, and now this cynical Lupreda had to figure out how to earn a human’s trust.







Chapter Six

Abby blinked as Gabriel retreated, her face flaming with embarrassment. She couldn’t believe it. She’d laid her body out there like a smorgasbord and he’d turned her down cold, leaving the bedroom as if completely disinterested. There’s no way she misread his signals earlier.

Gathering the towel around herself, she rolled onto her side and was surprised when a hot tear trickled across the bridge of her nose. Brushing the wetness away with an angry swipe, she wondered if Gabriel was the kind of guy who got off on the thrill of the chase more than winning the actual prize.

Then a thought suddenly occurred to her. Maybe it was all in how the prize was presented. She sat up quickly and straightened her spine with determination. Remembering the man’s T-shirt she’d seen crumpled on the counter in the bathroom, a sly smile tilted her lips. Let’s find out just how perceptive you are, Gabriel Hawthorne.

After she towel-dried her hair, Abby slipped into Gabriel’s white V-neck T-shirt. She couldn’t help but inhale his appealing masculine scent while she smoothed her hands down the shirt. The soft cotton clung suggestively to her full breasts and fell just a few inches below the top of her thighs.

Squaring her shoulders to boost of confidence, she made her way down the stairs and followed the low glow of light coming from the office. Gabriel sat on the corner of the desk, his leg dangling as he pressed a plastic casing around the security panel laying on his thigh until the front snapped into place. He’d pulled the band from his hair and the thick dark mass fell around his face, shrouding his expression as he worked.

“I see you at least found a candle,” Abby commented when he didn’t look up. A tea candle burned in a dish on the desk beside him.

He briefly glanced up, then did a double take when he realized she was wearing his T-shirt. The heated look in his eyes, as they slowly moved over her body, made her nipples harden and her stomach flutter with nerves. This was the kind of reaction she’d expected from him earlier. Abby picked at the cotton material. “I hope you don’t mind, but my clothes are wet.”

He stared at her intently for several seconds. “Be my guest. Though, you have it on inside out.”

Mortified, her face flamed and she saw that she did indeed have the shirt on inside out. “Urn, well, that’s what happens when you get dressed in the dark…” she trailed off when she saw his lips quirking slightly.

She amused him, did she? Did he laugh at her earlier, too? Abby’s humiliation quickly turned to annoyance. “I guess I should fix it then.”

He raised a hand. “It’s fine—”

But she’d already whipped off the shirt. Abby didn’t look at him as she flipped it right side out. Internally she was laughing her ass off as she settled the shirt back over her body. That’ll teach him to laugh at me. He had to have gotten an eyeful before the shirt blocked him out. “There, all done. Look better?” She cast an innocent gaze his way.

Banked tension created deep brackets around Gabriel’s mouth and his dark brows pushed together in an expression of edgy hunger. Even in the dim candlelight, his light blue eyes were startling, but they’d taken on a gorgeous teal hue. Was the candlelight making her see things? She didn’t think he had any green in his eyes.

When she noticed him gripping the edge of the desk, as if he were holding himself back, Abby realized that diffusing the tension between them might be best. She’d only meant to get him back, but apparently she’d pissed him off. Brilliant move, Ab!

Clearing her throat, she nodded toward the security system equipment at her feet. “You said your business has picked up in town. Why are you suddenly so busy?”

Gabriel exhaled and closed his eyes. Rolling his head from one shoulder to the other, his bunched muscles relaxed. When he finally met her gaze, dark amusement flickered in the striking blue depths. Had she imagined the teal hue?

“Reports of the vampires’ bodies found burned in the city have increased my business. People are worried they will return.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Your business thrives on people’s fear?”

“Everyone has the right to feel safe, Abby.”

He was right about that. No one knew that better than she did. “Agreed. I wonder if they are back,” she mused aloud as she approached the bookshelf to study the wolf and werewolf research books Kaitlyn’s father had collected over the years. She found it interesting that there wasn’t a single book about vampires on the shelves. Now that both Kaitlyn’s parents had passed on, Abby wondered why her friend hadn’t finally packed all these books away. Nostalgia perhaps?

“You don’t sound concerned.”

Gabriel’s deep voice came from directly behind her, making her skin prickle. Abby turned to face him and leaned back against the bookshelf “Bring on a vampire!”

A disbelieving scowl creased his forehead. “You aren’t afraid?”

“Nah, the way I figure it, there’s got to be at least one good vampire in the bunch. I like to believe everyone can be redeemed.” I’m the number one poster child for that theory.

His eyebrow piercing shot up and he put his hand on the shelf above her, leaning in close. “What’s so intriguing about a vampire?”

Abby was surprised by the way he said “vampire.” It sounded like a competitive sneer. He stood so close she could feel the delicious warmth radiating off his hard body. The darkly interested expression on his face set her heart hammering against her chest, while his sexual dominance made her throb everywhere at once. She wanted him to kiss her again. Desperately. But she wasn’t making the first move. Not this time.

“It’s the bite, baby. I mean, not that I’m willing to punch my blood donor card 24-7 for anyone, but what if there was that one good vampire who didn’t want to hurt or maim? Imagine how primal it would be to have a lover with the ability to bite you, all while sharing something between you both that’s fundamentally necessary yet thoroughly sexual?”

Gabriel’s sudden grip on her chin made her pulse jump. “I’d be more than happy to bite you, sweetness.” His firm hold loosened slightly and his thumb swept a leisurely caress along her bottom lip, his hooded gaze tracking its path. “Just show me where.”

The man aroused her on many levels. With very little effort, he oozed provocative temptation. She tilted her head and skimmed her fingers down the side of her neck. Gabriel’s hand fell to the small of her back. He gently massaged the indentation before he pulled her against his hard frame and bent his dark head to the soft skin on her throat. Tingles of excitement scattered to every pulse point in her body when his teeth grazed the column of her throat, slowly followed her fingers’ path then ended with a definite nip.

He met her gaze once more and waited.

Attraction arced between them, making her lightheaded with need. Abby was afraid to speak, afraid if she touched him she’d break the masterful spell that was spinning its sticky, seductive silk around them, cocooning them in heat and sexual promise. She barely breathed as she moved her fingers lower, touching her collarbone.

Gabriel gave a knowing smile and dipped his head, biting her once more, but on his way back up, he took a detour and growled before he bit the spot between her shoulder and throat, not too hard, but with more purposeful strength than the other playful nips.

Abby gasped in sheer pleasure. Her stomach clenched and she began to ache and throb, turning damp with arousal.

Gabriel brushed a kiss along her throat, his voice harsher and full of gravel. “Where else, sweetness?”

“Lower,” she said, doing her best not to pant. She cupped the back of his neck and his skin felt so hot, much hotter than she expected. God, she wanted this man. Her body shook so fiercely her legs were barely holding her up.

Strong, warm hands gripped her waist tight underneath the T-shirt, and he slowly kissed a heated path along her skin, following the V cut in the material—driving her crazy. Her breasts swelled, the skin tightening, pulling her nipples taut. She wanted to feel his mouth on her, teasing her body, arousing her even more. Biting her with sexy intent.

Gabriel pressed a kiss to the round swell of her breast and Abby clamped her thighs together. She’d never been more enthralled by another. Digging her fingers into his neck, her breathing changed to choppy gusts when his breath heated the cotton fabric covering her breast.

“Is this what you want, my sweet?” he said right before he captured her nipple between his teeth.

Abby knees nearly buckled. Concentrating on remaining upright, she finally managed to speak the words screaming in her head. “Hard—harder.”

Grunting with male satisfaction, he wrapped his lips around her nipple and sucked hard at the same time he palmed her bare butt, his fingers digging possessively deep into her flesh.

Abby moaned and slid her fingers into his hair, pressing him closer. “More,” she demanded.

Gabriel moved his head and bit hard at the inside curve of her other breast before he captured its nipple with an aggressive groan of his own. When he swirled his tongue around the hard tip, this time she felt the ball of his piercing sliding around her. Abby couldn’t hold back her moan.

She reveled in the physical pleasure reeling through her body. All she could think about was feeling his mouth and that enticing piercing teasing her sex to a feverish throb until she couldn’t take it any more. She wanted him so much her stomach had begun to knot and cramp in anticipation.

But Gabriel was way ahead of her. He’d lowered himself to one knee and was pressing his mouth against her thigh at the same time he lifted her other leg.

Abby allowed him to drape her leg over his shoulder. She didn’t care that the shelves were digging into her spine. All she cared about was Gabriel’s lips trailing steamy kisses up her inner thigh, while his hand cupped her other leg, his fingers massaging and moving in a slow, tantalizing slide toward her aching sex. Her mind counted the inches and debated which would get there first…his fingers or his mouth?

She wanted both!

Gabriel nipped at the soft skin on her upper thigh, his teeth biting into the sensitive flesh. She groaned and he ran his tongue along the spot he’d bitten. “Where do you want it, sweetness?” he asked, his voice thick with lust.

Her thighs began to tremble and she hoped like hell her leg didn’t give out on her. “Anywhere! Just touch me,” she begged, ready for him to relieve the painful buildup of pressure gnawing away at her. Her body felt like it would fly apart at any moment.

Gabriel surprised her when he gripped her rear and pressed his mouth aggressively against her wet folds, thrusting his tongue deep inside her. He’d held himself so still she had no idea how on edge he was. When he swallowed, then groaned and went back for more, her insides melted and more heat seared through her. He treated her like she was the richest dark chocolate and he’d waited an eternity for this specific dessert.







Chapter Seven

Abby gripped his head tight and rocked against him. “I’m so close,” she whispered. Her body coiled tight as her orgasm built within her, ready to unfurl any second.

Gabriel pulled back. “Not yet,” he said, planting a kiss on the strip of dark hair covering her mound.

“What?” she glanced down at him and curled her leg tighter around his shoulder.

His only response was to swipe his tongue along her sensitized folds until he found her hard nub. Tremors ricocheted, scattering to her breasts and fingertips. Abby’s body bowed and her head fell back against the bookshelf. “You—you’re killing me!”

He planted a hard kiss on her sex and said in a dangerous tone, “Not near as much as you’re killing me.”

Abby let out a half-hysterical laugh. “Sorry—” but cut herself off when he slipped a finger inside her. She forgot everything she was about to say, she was so lost in the decadent sensations splintering through her.

Adding another finger, he began to thrust, stretching her blissfully. “Come for me, Abby.” He growled. “Show me what I have to look forward to when I move deep inside you.”

As he slid his fingers seductively in and out of her body, Gabriel leaned forward and ran his tongue along her pink skin. The moment his lips latched onto the tiny bud of responsive flesh and began to suck hard, the bar and ball piercing rolled over her in an erotic, rhythmic glide, and Abby tumbled into a visceral plane of indescribable pleasure.

Fisting her hands in his hair, she jerked her hips forward, pressing closer to him as her orgasm slammed through her in unrelenting contractions of ecstasy. Starting in her core, the waves scattered throughout her body in successive explosive bursts, leaving every part of her trembling and shaking in their wake.

When she finally slowed her movements, her heart still thudding at a rapid pace, Gabriel quickly stood and captured her mouth in a heated, soul-searching kiss.

The tension in his shoulders and the aggressive thrust of his tongue swiping against hers, carrying her essence and his own masculine flavor, only spiked Abby’s arousal all over again. She ran her hands across his shoulders, encouraging him. In a swift, effortless movement, Gabriel gripped her butt and lifted her legs, fitting his cock against her wet sex. He groaned against her mouth and jerked his hips forward, thrusting hard against her body.

As the shelves behind her shook and the books shifted, Abby welcomed his dominant aggression with insistent movements of her own, before she tore her mouth from his and said in a breathless whisper “Tell me you have a condom.”

Gabriel nodded, his expression edgy with tension. He gripped her waist and lifted her as if she weight nothing more than a piece of paper. “Wrap your legs fully around me, sweetheart.”

Putting her hands on his shoulders, Abby dug her fingers into the hard muscles flexing underneath her palms. The moment she encircled his hips with her legs and he pulled her body flush to his, time seemed to slow down.

Their hearts thumped to the beat of the candlelight’s sputtering flicker. Shadows bounced through the room and across Gabriel’s hard body, while the wind outside howled, tossing sleet against the window with each strong gust.

Even through the thin cotton shirt, Gabriel’s heated skin warmed her breasts. His rock-solid chest and stomach pressing against her made Abby want to kiss every single muscle. He pulled her even tighter against him, his fingers flexing on her rear. “Once we start, I won’t be able to go back.”

He sounded so serious, like he was trying to warn her. Abby wanted nothing more than to indulge in his masculine, sexy self for as long as he’d let her. “I only want to go forward, Gabriel,” she whispered as she kissed him. “Only forward.”

Gabriel waved his hand over the candle to extinguish the flame. Kissing her jaw, he rasped. “Close your eyes and count to five.”

She grinned. “This is new…”

“Just count, sweetness,” he said, nipping lightly at her neck.

Goosebumps scattered across her bare skin and she sighed, feeling more light hearted and carefree than she’d ever felt with a man. Abby closed her eyes. “One, two, three…” Cool wind blew across her skin and she felt like they were running, but it seemed more like…flying. By the time she reached five and opened her eyes, Gabriel was setting her feet on the carpet in the upstairs bedroom.

She laughed, completely taken by surprise. “Wow, I can’t believe how fast you did that. I felt like I was flying—”

Gabriel kissed her, silencing her nervous babbling.

Excitement pooled in her belly as he slanted his lips across her mouth. She wanted to feel his skin sliding against hers just as intimately. Stepping back, Abby whipped off his T-shirt and tossed it to the floor. His hungry gaze devoured her body in a long leisurely sweep, making her shiver in anticipation.

He stepped flush against her and ran his hands down her back, his long fingers and broad palms massaging the muscles. Then he slid his palms to her ribs and upward to press his thumbs along the sides of her breasts before he moved his hands lower and splayed his fingers around her waist, touching the tips of his fingers at the base of her spine. “So beautiful,” he whispered, before sliding his hands along her hips. Cupping her ass in a possessive hold, he pressed a tender kiss against her forehead.

More than a little shaken by his attentive tenderness, Abby returned the favor, moving her hands up the ripped muscles along his back and across the bulge of his biceps to grip his wide shoulders. Pressing her lips to one of his pectorals, she flicked her tongue against a hard nipple, then stood on her toes to press a tender kiss to his lips. As she lowered her feet to the floor, she grabbed his jeans waistband and gave him a come-hither smile, tugging him in the direction of the chaise lounge.

Once they’d reached the chaise, Abby felt a bit out of sorts. Normally she just went with the flow with men, but with this one…she felt more on edge, like she couldn’t connect with him fast enough. She fumbled with his jeans button, but she managed to get it open and the zipper down. Her entire body shook and her legs began to tremble as she pushed the jean material and boxers out of the way. She’s never wanted a man as much as she did this one.

Watching Gabriel step out of his clothes, his muscles flexing as he retrieved the condom from his pocket, was like viewing fine art in motion. He was so beautifully proportioned, as though he’d been created just so others could stare in awe. Hard, well-built legs gave way to trim hips. His upper body was sleekly muscled and twice the width of his narrow waist. Only fine dark hair sprinkled his chest, narrowing to a thin line that split his six-pack right down the middle. When she lifted her hand to touch his erection pointing toward his hard abs, he handed her the condom, his voice raw. “Not a good idea, Ab. The condom, sweetheart.”

Abby glanced up and saw his jaw jutting slightly. He stood motionless, his body so taut she realized he was barely holding back.

As soon as she began to slide the protection over him, Gabriel’s fingers covered hers, making her pulse jump. She met his gaze and they pushed the condom to the base of his erection together. The expression on his face humbled her. The man could very well be the best actor, but at that moment she didn’t care. He looked at her as if she was the only thing that mattered…as if she was the center of his world.

Gabriel laced his fingers with hers, then kissed her knuckles before he led her to the chaise.

Once Abby had lain down, Gabriel put his hands on the cushions beside her head to settle his hard frame between her legs. The light outside shined through the sheer curtain, highlighting every bend of his powerful muscles, and she experienced a sharp stab of unadulterated jealousy for every woman who’d had this beautiful man in her bed before her. As she pushed Gabriel’s hair away from his face and wrapped her arms around his corded back, Abby welcomed his weight pressing her thighs wide and desperately wished she could let go of her past. Because, for the first time in her life, she realized that this one man, with his beautiful perceptive eyes, might be one she could allow to get close.

Abby lifted her head to kiss his jaw, but Gabriel caught her mouth with his, thrusting his tongue past her lips at the same time he guided himself inside her. The sensations of both penetrations at once made her moan against his mouth and dig her nails into his back. Lifting her hips, Abby encouraged his full taking, but Gabriel withdrew slightly and repeated the action at the same time as he nipped at her bottom lip.

The erotic pain that shot through her lip made her channel clench in response and she instantly locked her legs around his hips, encouraging a deeper connection. “I want all you,” she panted.

“I don’t want to hurt you,” he groaned against her mouth, then pushed further, his width stretching her full, stealing her breath.

Abby keened her pleasure and rolled her hips. “I’m fine. Trust me, I can handle everything you’re willing to give and then some.”







Chapter Eight

Abby’s encouraging words affected him on many levels. Gabriel thrust fully inside her warmth and she gasped, her nails pulling him closer, drawing blood. He bit back his wolf’s howl of satisfaction and silently relished the powerful emotion of fulfillment that scattered across his skin and down his spine in a deep, full-bodied shudder.

He’d never experienced anything like the way he felt when he connected with this intriguing human. Their bond wasn’t just physical…it was oddly metaphysical. He sensed her joy and apprehension, understood instantly that she was holding back her true self from him—her worries and fears. All the sensations of rightness and clarity bombarding him were so damned erotic he tensed his entire body to keep from losing it.

When Gabriel stared at her flushed cheeks, her sexy half-closed eyes and sweet lips, swollen from his earlier kisses, his canines ripped through his gums in a painful reminder of just how right she was for him. Gripping the cushions beside her head, he clamped his lips in a hard line and ground his jaw in frustration, mentally forcing his teeth back into submission. He knew his inner wolf would fight him hard, snarling and growling his demands that Gabriel make her his completely, but the man in Gabriel acknowledged the truth. He wouldn’t mark her as mate until he’d gained her absolute trust in him.

Abby leaned close to his ear and whispered the sexiest words he’d ever heard. “I meant to warn you…I’m a biter,” right before she bit him on his shoulder. Hard.

I’m so screwed! The moment her teeth connected with his skin, Gabriel’s wereclaws unsheathed. The jaw-grinding act of her teeth sinking deep sent him thrusting deep inside her in a powerful jerk of his hips at the same time he pulled down on the cushions.

He barely heard the sound of the ripping fabric over her scream as her body began to contract at a rapid pace around his cock. Gabriel set his jaw and tried hard not to come from the sweet warm feel of her clasping him tight. He pushed her harder into the cushions, pressing against her to prolong the friction as she rode the full length of her climax.

When she was still panting, he withdrew and rocked back inside, growling low in his throat at how good she felt. So right.

Abby rolled her hips and began to pant all over again, only encouraging his inner wolf to want to mate. Gabriel felt the heat rising inside him, but he ignored the beast and focused on Abby. He didn’t want to climax without her.

Concentrating to retract his wereclaws, he cupped her jaw and moved within her while kissing her with all the heat he wouldn’t allow to flow into his cock for a full wolf mating. Abby bucked and moaned and even bit his tongue as her desire built all over again. When her body spiraled into another orgasm, the pleasurable sensations of her warm, wet body fisting around him, Gabriel dove over the edge and into his own mind-numbing release.

A few minutes later when their breathing slowed, Abby sighed contentedly and he rolled onto his side, pulling her in front of him.

“Do you want to move over to the bed?” he asked. “You’ll be warmer under the covers.” She snuggled her sweet ass closer and settled her back against his chest, making him hard with the need to claim her over again.

“You’re all the warmth I’ll ever need,” she said in a tired voice.

Satisfaction filled him, despite the fact her comment could’ve been post-sex euphoria talking. Gabriel kissed the back of her head and wrapped his arm around her waist, splaying his fingers across her stomach. As he listened to Abby’s breathing grow steady in sleep, one thing he knew for certain: his inner wolf wouldn’t wait forever to claim his mate. The more they connected on an intimate level, the harder it would be to hold back with her during sex. Tonight had been incredibly difficult. His muscles ached and his brain felt like it had been ground up in a blender.

Scooping Abby into his arms, he carried her to the bed. Once he settled in behind her and pulled the covers over them, he knew he would have to find a way to earn her trust soon, before his wolf’s primal need to claim his mate overrode the man’s desire for her full acceptance.

Something hard slammed into Gabriel’s jaw, yanking him fully awake. He jerked upright, growling, his wereclaws and canines fully extended. Abby thrashed on the bed beside him, rolling back and forth. Arms flailing, her fists were clenched as if she were hammering against something.

“Let me out! Don’t hurt her!” she screamed, then whispered, “It’s so dark in here.”

Her sad, pitiful cries yanked at his heart and made his wolf snarl, ready to rip someone’s head off for causing her such terror. Shaking the sleep from his head, Gabriel retracted his claws and teeth and dodged one of Abby’s fists before he was able to grab hold of her wrists.

“Abby.” He said with more force, “Abby! Wake up.”

Abby’s eyes flew open, but the fear on her face didn’t subside. She stared around the room and panted, as if she didn’t see dawn’s sunlight streaming across the bedspread, as if she were still caught in her dark world.

Gabriel cupped her face and turned her head so she would have to look at him. “You’re dreaming, sweetheart. You’re safe here with me.”

Abby’s green eyes came into focus and she put her hands over her face. “Oh, God!” Her fingers slid down and she peered over the tips. “What did I do? Was I talking in my sleep?”

Gabriel gave an encouraging smile. “Only a little. Want to talk about it?”

Abby rolled away from him, mumbling, “Not particularly.”

Lying down behind her, he propped up on his elbow and ran his fingers along her arm and down her hip. “It had something to do with being stuck in a dark place and you were worried about someone being hurt.”

Abby stiffened but didn’t say anything.

Lacing their fingers, Gabriel brought hers to his lips and kissed each tip. “Sometimes it helps to talk about it, Abby.”

Abby’s shoulders began to shake and Gabriel couldn’t take it anymore. He pulled her into his arms and stroked his hand through her hair while her hot tears fell against his chest. “It’s okay, Abs. I’m here.”

“I grew up very poor and after my dad left, my mom took up with whatever man would have her,” she sobbed out. “Be—because of the booze and the drugs the men ran through our house, I was labeled that trashy, troublemaker kid—so I just lived up to other people’s perceptions of me.” Rubbing the tears from her eyes, she sniffed to calm herself and continued, “Eventually, my mom hooked up with this guy who liked to beat her. He would’ve beaten me too, but I was in school and he knew the teachers might see the bruises, so he locked me in a closet every time he beat my mom. I had to listen to her screams and then hear her crying afterward while I sat in the dark. There was nothing I could do to help her!”

Hard, guilty sobs racked Abby’s frame, and it was all Gabriel could do to keep his wolf at bay. He pulled her closer and kissed her forehead, as he resolved to find the bastard who’d tortured a mother and a young child. He’d rip the piece of shit apart, flay his skin from his body. “Is that why you had your friend teach you to pick locks? Not to steal, but to be free?”

Abby nodded. “I finally got out and attacked him with a cast-iron frying pan. Broke the sick bastard’s arm. He left that night and never came back. I heard he died of a drug overdose a couple months later.”

“It’s the least he deserved.” Gabriel snarled, angry he wouldn’t be able to pay the asshole back himself.

She sniffed her agreement. “That horrible time in my life set my path, defining my entire existence. From learning martial arts, to working with the troubled teens at Handle burg Hall, to teaching others how to defend themselves.”

Pushing away from Gabriel’s hold, Abby tensed. “Seeing man after man use and then leave my mom taught me that it’s better not to depend on anyone but myself.”

Her words sliced his chest open, leaving him feeling empty and torn up. Gabriel frowned. “Every person isn’t painted with the same brush, Abby. All men aren’t like those men your mother chose to be with.” He realized the irony of his words, given his own feelings about humans. Abby had changed his perception of humans, not just because she was his mate, but because she showed him that humans had the ability to see all sides when she mentioned the possibility there might be at least one good vampire. Kaitlyn had certainly done that with their pack, embracing their differences and understanding the Lupreda’s primal ways. Until she’d met Landon, Kaitlyn had lived an entirely human life, yet she’d managed to make the leap of faith and join their pack with an open mind.

“My father left us, too.” Abby shrugged indifferently and looked away.

“You’re the one who said everyone should have a chance to be redeemed,” he argued. And what of the vampires, then? Gabriel asked himself. His pack’s alpha had recently developed a tenuous truce with the new leader of the vampires, Jachin Black. Gabriel would be a hypocrite if he didn’t follow the advice he was giving Abby. Going forward, he’d watch the vampire-werewolf dynamic with an open mind and consider the possibility of a peaceful future with the vampires. However, some old wounds would never heal. At least one vampire would pay if he ever ran across him again. There was nothing redeemable about the sadistic bastard who’d enjoyed torturing him all those years ago. His eyebrow was the only scar that hadn’t healed.

Gabriel stared at Abby’s profile and the stubborn set of her jaw, identifying with her deep-rooted prejudice better than she might imagine. She’d given him a reason to scrutinize his own long-standing perceptions. Now it was his turn to convince her to look closely at her own. “If I’m to be judged by the same criteria of all men, would you not give me a chance to redeem myself in your eyes, Abby?”

Hooking his finger on her chin, he turned her face toward his. “Would you not let me see for you in the darkness?”







Chapter Nine

Gabriel’s desire to allay her fears shot right to Abby’s heart, burrowing deep. The morning sun warmed her bare shoulders and was probably melting the ice outside, but the cold darkness from the recurring nightmare she’d had since childhood still gripped her psyche with its relentless claws. The loneliness she experienced during this dream felt even more pronounced than it had in the past; like her fear knew she wanted to leave it behind, so it had upped the ante in her subconscious, refusing to be shrugged off or forgotten.

Abby stared into Gabriel’s beautiful blue eyes, so full of sincerity and intense conviction, and her closely guarded heart softened. This man was trying to get close. He was worth letting in. New tears rimmed her eyes. “How are you going to help me see in the darkness?”

Gabriel cupped her jaw. “Because I will see for you.”

Abby laughed and tears spilled down her cheeks. “You’re one of a kind, I’ll admit, but total darkness will always hold its nasty grip on me. No one can change that.”

Gabriel’s expression was resolute. “I can. I’m not like other men you’ve encountered, Abby.”

He spoke so calmly, Abby sobered. “What are you saying? That you can see in the total absence of light?”

He nodded, his face solemn as he brushed a tear from her jaw. “You know those books you were looking at downstairs in the office?”

Abby heart rate kicked up a notch. “The books on wolves and werewolf lore?”

Gabriel slid off the bed and stood, stunning in his nakedness. “You know vampires exist. Why not werewolves?” He glanced toward the chaise lounge with smoldering eyes, before he turned and walked toward the doorway, calling over his shoulder, “Meet me in the bathroom.”

Abby let out a half-hysterical laugh as she watched his broad back and nicely muscled butt disappear into the hall. He was talking crazy, saying he could see in the dark and that werewolves were real. Yet he seemed to truly care for her and they’d had the best sex she’d ever experienced—she glanced toward the chaise lounge and her heart jerked. Something had ripped the fabric in four perfect slits. Something like…claws.

Her mind began to race, along with her pulse rate. She hadn’t registered what she’d seen in the dim light last night before he’d walked away and gone downstairs to find a candle, but now…in context, she realized she’d seen the flash of long teeth, four canines, before he’d turned away.

Kaitlyn knows the truth, Gabriel’s voice whispered in her mind, making her gasp in surprise. She was really losing it if she’d just imagined that he’d walked right inside her head, speaking in that deep, steady voice of his. Abby began to tremble all over. Could it be true? Was that Gabriel in the woods last night when she was looking for the key? She gulped. He was enormous!

Abby scrambled across the bed and grabbed the phone off the nightstand. Her hands shook as she dialed Kaitlyn’s cell.

“Hullo—” a sleepy female voice mumbled.

“Kaitlyn!” Abby whispered into the phone, her heart pounding. “All those books in your office about wolves and werewolf lore? Are they true? About werewolves, I mean.”

“Abby?” Kaitlyn suddenly sounded very alert. “Is everything okay?”

Abby noted the wariness in Kaitlyn’s voice and that her friend didn’t immediately ask: “Have you been drinking, Ab?”

“Gabriel told me werewolves exist and that you know. Is it true?”

Kaitlyn didn’t say anything for a second, making Abby even more tense. She held her breath and pressed the handset tighter to her ear. “Is it true, Kaitlyn?”

“Yes.”

Abby’s breath rushed out and she tried to remain calm, even though her insides were a quivering mass of disbelief and shock.

“Abby, are you there? Let’s meet for dinner and talk.”

Abby swallowed the lump in her throat.

“Ab-”

“I just want to know one thing. Good guys or bad guys?”

“Huh?” Kaitlyn asked.

Abby huffed her frustration. “You know, vampires are bad. And werewolves are…”

“Ah, I see. Good. Very good. But not all vampires are—”

“I want to hear every detail later, Kaitlyn,” Abby said quickly.

“But—”

“Later.” Abby hung up the phone and stared at the empty doorway. The strange markings she’d noticed on the front door, she realized they matched perfectly with a hand…his hand around her neck, slamming her into the wood. Ha! That explained his freakish speed when they’d fought, too. And yet, with all that power vibrating inside him, oddly she wasn’t afraid. Heedless of her nakedness, she hopped out of bed and headed for the bathroom.

Gabriel stood in the shadows of the room, his powerful body leaning casually against the counter, arms crossed. “Did you get the answers you wanted?”

“Not all of them.” Abby took a deep breath, stepped into the bathroom and shut the door behind her. The room was now pitch-black and her anxiety grew by the second. Straightening her shoulders, she forced herself to breathe evenly. She wasn’t alone. She could deal with the utter blackness for a few minutes. Holding up three fingers, she said, “How many fingers am I holding up?”

“Three.”

Her heart tripped, then she opened her hand completely. “Now how many?”

“Five,” came his assured reply.

Abby narrowed her gaze. Maybe he was just lucky. She held up four fingers and crossed her eyes. “And now?”

“Four. Isn’t there an old wives tale that if you do that too long your eyes will get stuck?”

A cold chill rushed over her body, raising the tiny hairs on the back of her neck. He really could see in the dark, which meant…he saw everything last night. He saw her look of terror, saw her struggling to scream but not being able to. He watched her shaking uncontrollably and trying not to fall completely apart. He’d witnessed it all. Ashamed heat shot across her cheeks, quickly followed by annoyance. She felt like Gabriel had taken a peak inside her mind without her permission. Until that very moment, she never realized how much she’d come to depend on the very dark she feared to also hide her weakness from others.

Abby stuck her middle finger straight up and cocked an eyebrow. “What about now?”

“You have no idea how much I want to, sweetness.” Gabriel’s husky voice was right in front of her, making her picture that sexy barbell elevated high and a cocky smile on his face. Before she could react, he grabbed hold of her wrist and yanked her against his hard, naked chest. Arms of steel encircled her waist and he whispered against her ear, “As long as you’re with me, you’ll never have to fear the darkness again.”

The wall around Abby’s heart began to crumble when Gabriel ran his lips along her throat. “As far as werewolves are concerned…” He kissed her jaw with such tenderness, her stomach bottomed out and her breath hitched. “Not all wolves are lucky enough to find our perfect mates.”

Perfect mate? “Are you a wolf or a werewolf?” With her mind reeling, she tried to focus on the facts and not let her heart hope for more.

“I can be both, though we call our werewolf shape our Musk form,” Gabriel’s sexy voice made her skin prickle as he gripped her hips and pressed his erection boldly against her. “When we do find our mates, Lupreda mate for life.” His warm lips brushed across hers, seducing her senses.

You won’t find a man more committed than that.

Abby gasped and cupped his face, enjoying the sexy stubble brushing her palms. “Did you just speak in my mind?”

Male satisfaction carried in Gabriel’s chuckle. There’s so much I have to share with you, he said in her mind right before he slanted his lips across hers in an aggressive kiss.

Abby wrapped her arms around his neck and twined her tongue with his. He tasted of outdoors and musk and male determination.

Gabriel slid his warm hands lower and palmed her butt. Lifting her against his muscular frame, he stepped forward and set her back against the wall. His erection teased her sex, sliding slightly inside and making her crazy. She wrapped her legs around his hips and her heart raced, while her body throbbed with the need to feel him filling her completely.

“Yes.” She begged with that one word, digging her nails into his shoulders.

When he thrust deep inside her channel, Abby cried out in blissful satisfaction. But instead of moving inside her, Gabriel held her there, pressed against the wall, suspended in the air. He filled her up and stole her ability to breathe, let alone think.

His warm breath slid down her throat and his fingers flexed on her ass, squeezing her muscles in a possessive hold. Do you trust me, sweetness? Will you give your heart to a wolf, who will cherish you for the rest of your life?

Abby had never been so profoundly caught up in another person. She slid her fingers into his thick hair and tugged, answering honestly. “I’ve never allowed myself the freedom of trusting another.”

Gabriel growled low in his throat and thrust deeper, pushing her slightly higher along the wall. “It took one human female to turn my distrust of humans upside down. Finding my mate has only appeased my restless wolf. He wants this mating, but I won’t do this without your trust.” His voice sounded hoarse, his emotions on a raw edge.

Trust started with a leap of faith. Gabriel had set aside his wariness of humans because of her, and now he fought his primal instincts, waiting for her answer. From the protective concern he’d shown for her well-being, to his dogged desire to not let her hide her past, to his vow to assuage her fears, he’d proven he was worth the risk to her heart. She had to laugh that she’d spent all her life avoiding emotional attachments and long-term relationships, only to find the one relationship she wanted more than anything with an intensely perceptive man whom she shared an instant emotional connection from the first moment they touched.

Abby locked her legs tight around him, kissed his cheek and whispered, “You’ve given me more reasons to share my trust than I thought possible. If there’s such a thing as commitment, I want it to be with the one person who wouldn’t let me lock him out and who cared to dig deep enough to see the real me. It doesn’t matter if you happen to be a wolf.”

“I love every part of you, Abby Brooks.” Gabriel withdrew from her and as he slowly slid back inside, his words washed over her, full of intemperate sincerity. Your strong right hook and stubborn pride impress me while your compassion continues to intrigue me, but your sexy, pouty lips hold the power to undo me. In every respect, you are my perfect mate.”

While her body coiled and tensed, ready to climax, Abby’s heart felt like it was expanding inside her chest. She wrapped her arms tight around his broad shoulders and whispered against his neck “Make me yours, because I never want to let you go.”

Gabriel withdrew and thrust forcefully back inside her. As her body clenched in response, he let out a seductive, guttural growl right before he clamped his teeth down on the soft spot between her throat and her shoulder.

Abby screamed from the pleasure and the pain. The tight feel of his teeth digging into her skin sent her headlong into the most explosive orgasm she’d ever experienced. She held him close as each tremor slammed through her and rocked against him, as tiny whimpers of ecstasy tumbled from her lips.

He kissed her shoulder, then ran his warm tongue over the spot where he’d bitten her before he began to move inside her with steadily harder thrusts. Abby gripped him tight and bit his shoulder, spiking his primitive urges, encouraging his forceful taking.

A tremor racked his body and he stopped moving, buried deep inside her. She flexed her muscles around his erection and sighed her contentment, only to gasp in surprise when heat suffused her body, centering where their bodies connected.

“You’re so hot,” she murmured as a fine sheen of sweat raced across her skin. When her core stretched even more to accommodate his sudden increase in size, she moaned at the gratifying sensation that shimmied through her.

He buried his nose in her neck and his skin burned even hotter, as if he were raging with fever. Inhaling deeply, he shuddered, holding his hard frame tight as a bowstring against her. Then his sexy voice, full of want and desire, shot through her mind. My wolf is mating with you.

As a searing liquid heat filled her, Abby couldn’t kiss him hard enough, her emotions were so overwhelming and raw. Gabriel yanked her thighs tighter and rocked his hips, pressing himself even further into her body. His actions were primal and possessively erotic…as if he meant to imprint his very essence on her.

The decadent feel of his hard body locked against her, mixed with Gabriel’s provocative intensity and arousing musky smell, sent her spiraling into another orgasm. Abby cried out, meeting each of his powerful thrusts with her own as she accepted this amazing man with an open heart and mind.

When Gabriel’s movements slowed until their hearts thudded against each other, he leaned over and opened the door.

“Where are we going?” Abby asked as he carried her down the hall.

“Back to bed.” He entered the bedroom and laid her on the soft mattress, covering her body with his.

Leaning close, he gave a low, seductive growl vibrated against her neck. The vibration along her skin made her insides curl in excitement at the idea of spending all day in bed with Gabriel. But the reality that they weren’t in her own space or even in her own bed had her reaching for the phone. She wanted to create a special place just for them. “I need to get a jump on apartment hunting.”

Gabriel pulled the phone from her hand. The ringer chimed as he dropped it on the carpet. “We’ll go apartment hunting later.”

Heart racing, she raised an eyebrow. “We’llgo apartment hunting? I thought you said you didn’t want to live in the city.”

His steady stare held hers. “Because of my nature, I’ll always have to spend some time in the mountains, but as far as the city goes, I said I never felt the need to live here.” His gaze dropped to the spot he’d bitten. “Until now.”

Abby was afraid to look. She didn’t feel any pain, but he’d bitten her fairly hard. If nothing else, she’d have a helluva bruise. Taking a breath, she had to twist her neck hard in order to see the four distinct red marks. There was no bruising whatsoever.

She glanced at him, her eyes wide. “Amazing.”

A feral smile tilted his lips. “It’s my mark. It’ll never fade and will always carry my scent, letting other Lupreda know you’re taken.”

Abby’s heart rate kicked up and she smiled. “How positively primeval. I love it!” She knew they still had a great deal to learn about each other, but no doubts entered her mind when she looked into his eyes—just fierce, inexplicable certainty.

Lacing his fingers with hers, Gabriel pulled her hands above her head. “Apartment hunting should be third on our list of things to do today.”

“Really? And what’s second?”

“Furniture shopping, specifically for a bed.”

Desire swirled in her stomach. Shopping for a bed with a man who could speak in her thoughts would be a new adventure. “And first?”

Gabriel’s gaze swept over her breasts and down her stomach. When his eyes snapped to hers, a breathtaking blend of bright green and sky-blue reflected in their depths and a sinful smile canted his lips, displaying four fully extended canines. As Abby gasped her excitement, his sexy, bone-melting voice slipped into her mind in an intimate and arousing caress.

You’ll always be first on my list, sweetness.
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