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Аннотация
When Kish is burned by another woman who cannot cope with his scarred body, he vows to never again give his heart to another.
Georgia's blindness has never been a hindrance until a hastily planned trip quickly turns complicated, and she winds up stranded in a raging snowstorm. Not even her guide dog, Lucy, can get her out of this predicament.
When Kish comes across Georgia, his vow is quickly challenged when he discovers she is his mate.
Can Georgia prove to Kish that she is the one woman who will love him scars and all?
Warning: This book contains a brooding, sexy lycan set on foregoing love, and a beautiful heroine determined to change his mind. Pull up a chair because this sultry hot read will make you weak in the knees.


Lycan Contempt
�Lycan -7
S. K. Yule


Chapter One

�I thought you loved me, Connie. Were al those late night, whispered promises al bulshit?� Anger and hurt burned through Kish�s chest as he waited for an answer from the woman he�d falen in love with over a year ago, the woman he thought had falen in love with him.
Her flawlessly painted red lips�lips he�d kissed more times than he could count�puckered up in a pout that could rival Marilyn Monroe�s. Now that pout, the one she�d frequently used on him to get her way, had no effect on him other than pissing him off even more than he already was. She must have finaly figured that out since her mouth turned down into a scowl.
�Don�t be so overdramatic, Kishy.� She glided to him. Gliding was the only way to describe the obviously practiced, overexaggerated sway of her slim hips. When she reached up and ran her fingers down the undamaged side of his face, longing danced in her eyes. Kish knew exactly what she was thinking because he�d seen that look many times before.
She wished that the right side of his face matched the left. But it didn�t, and he�d been dumb enough to believe that she had seen past his imperfection. God, he was a fucking fool. Once again, he�d handed his heart to a woman who didn�t deserve it, a woman that like al the others at the start of the relationship, had insisted that the scars didn�t matter when they realy did. He looked her up and down.
She was perfect in every way�perfect lips, perfect body, perfect black hair that fel into perfect waves around her perfect oval face. Too bad the inside didn�t match the outside. Too bad he hadn�t seen her for what she realy was�a shalow, uncaring, selfish bitch�until now.
�How many times have I told you not to cal my Kishy?� He curled his lip at her.
The endearment he�d let her get by with because he loved her and thought she�d loved him now made him feel like a dog getting its fur stroked the wrong way�irritated as hel and ready to snap.
Anger quickly marred her beautiful features.
�Come on. You had to know that one day it would come to this.� She shrugged as she turned and walked across the room. �Don�t get me wrong. You are gorgeous, but no matter how I feel about you, I can�t make everyone else overlook your little imperfection.�
�What the fuck does it matter what everyone else thinks?�
She laughed a tinkle of a giggle that scraped over his raw nerves as effectively as fingernails on a chalkboard. He ground his teeth together.
�You know what kind of crowd I run with.� She sat in front of the vanity in the bedroom they�d shared for the past several months.
�Oh yes. Yes. I do know that.�
Rich snobs who thought they were better than everyone else whose main goal in life was to party as hard as possible while schmoozing with others whom they deemed to be good enough to be within their presence. People who thought they were flawless in every way even when they were sniffing cocaine and drinking enough alcohol to keep ten bars in business.
Why had he been gulible enough to believe Connie was different?
He glanced at the bed. The rumpled silk sheets made his stomach churn. Less than two hours ago, they�d made love in that bed, and now she was giving him the fuck-off speech. The fact that their lovemaking had obviously been a one-for-the-road didn�t help his boiling temper, didn�t do anything but rub salt in the wound she gashed deeper into his heart with every careless word from her once-kissable mouth.
�I mean, don�t get me wrong, Kishy.� She unscrewed the mascara and began applying it thickly to her fake eyelashes.
Kish squeezed his hands into fists until his knuckles cracked. He ached to punch a hole in the wal, but he�d never let her see how much she was tearing him apart. He�d never give her the satisfaction.
�I thought since you were rich, I could convince people to overlook the scars, but some simply insist upon perfection.�
�So because a few of your bitchy, tight-ass friends don�t like my scars, you�re going to dump me? It�s that easy for you after al we�ve been through?�
Connie shrugged. �Look.� She set the mascara down and eyed him in the mirror. �I thought you might be a refreshing change from the usual guys I date. You�re great and al, but it�s time for me to move on.�
�In other words, our relationship was some sick experiment of yours.� He forced the words through clenched teeth. �You never gave one shit about me.
Everything that you ever said to me was a fucking lie.�
She sighed. �No. I meant when I said you were good in bed.� She gazed at his crotch and licked her lips. �That is one thing I wil definitely miss about you.
You have the tools to satisfy me, but that can�t account for everything, unfortunately.�
It amazed him that in less than five minutes, every ounce of desire he once had for this woman drained out of him as quickly as floodwater from an opened dam. How could she sit there nonchalantly primping and dumping him as if he were nothing more than an annoying fly she was shooing away?
A tick started in his jaw that matched each heartbeat. �I cannot believe I thought I loved you.�
This was the last time he�d trust his heart to a woman.
She giggled again. �Oh. I�m easy to love. Men fal in love with me al of the time.�
�Yeah? Wel thank God you know how to conceal that shalow bitch that lives inside you, or I�m sure you wouldn�t find so many men dropping at your feet.�
�Don�t get so riled, Kishy. I�m no worse than anyone else. I have to look out for myself, you know.�
�You mean you are no worse than the selfish, twatfucks you hang out with? Because I have to tel you, no normal person is capable of the conniving, unfeeling, manipulative nature you�ve shown me tonight.�
She laughed at him again, and for the first time in his life, he wanted to hit a woman. But he�d never do such a thing, no matter how much she deserved it.
Men hitting women was unacceptable.
�Who wants to be normal? It�s so boring.� She sighed as she put down the mascara and picked up a tube of lipstick. �Come on. You�re a man. Men tel women lies about how they feel al of the time. This situation is no different. It�s just reversed.�
Her indifference to the situation was glaringly obvious by the way she brushed off his insults as if they were nothing. That only proved to piss him off more if that was even possible. He raked his fingers through his hair, contemplating tearing it out. The predator that lurked inside him snarled and howled to be free.
�Yes. I am a man, but I would never use a woman like you used me. Honesty and integrity are two things I pride myself on having.� He squeezed his fists tighter. �And who the hel would want to be a normal, caring person with a heart?� He blew out a breath in agitation. �Um, me.�
Why the fuck hadn�t he learned by now? This was not the first time a woman had decided she couldn�t be with a man who was scarred, but he�d make damn sure she was the last. Never again.
He walked to the closet, scrounged around in the bottom before finding his duffel bag�the one he�d brought with him when he moved in with Connie a few months back. He went around the room gathering his clothes. After stuffing the bag ful, he zipped it then started for the door.
�Not even going to say good-bye, Kishy?� Connie said as she continued putting on the layers of makeup she insisted upon wearing before stepping one toe out of the condo.
�Yeah. If you find that I�ve left anything behind, burn it. And have a wonderful fucking life.�
Without another word, he left the bedroom, went down the stairs, got his leather jacket out of the coat closet, puled it on, zipped it, then left out the front door. He headed straight for the motorcycle parked in the drive�the one thing he�d refused to give up for Connie even though she�d been adamant about not liking it�and secured the bag to it. He fished his sunglasses from the front leather pocket, pushed them on, straddled the bike, fired it up, backed out onto the road, and drove away without a second glance.
His life with Connie�with any woman�was over.
From this day on, he vowed the only contact he�d have with women would be strictly for sexual gratification. His heart was off-limits for good.
He smiled as the cold bit into him. No one else would be caught dead riding a motorcycle in the wintertime, but the cold wasn�t a problem. His elevated body temperature kept him nice and toasty.
That was one of the perks about being a lycan.
Snow? That was another thing altogether. Even he wasn�t dumb enough to ride his bike in the snow.
He had a house about six hours north in the deep woods of Wisconsin. He�d left it when he moved in with Connie. Thank God he�d had enough sense to hire someone to look after it while he was gone. He�d wanted to take Connie there several times, but each time he�d mentioned it, she�d scrunch her nose up and say she wasn�t a woodsy-type girl. That should have been his first clue that a relationship with her would never work for the long haul.
Even if the long haul would have been a span of twenty years or less because he didn�t age like a human and Connie wasn�t his mate. He couldn�t turn her into a lycan, and she along with everyone else they knew would eventualy become suspicious of his youthful looks when age started to bear its mark on them while he remained unaffected by the ticking of time.
He laughed into the wind whipping his hair, but the sound was drowned out by the loud purr of the motorcycle. To think he�d been ready to spend that many years with her. He reached up and adjusted his sunglasses. You are a complete idiot indeed, Kish.
A complete idiot.

Chapter Two

�We�re only going to be gone for a week, Henry.
How many bags do you need?� Joey complained for what seemed the twentieth time in the last half hour.
Georgia smiled as she listened to her best friends bicker with one another. The bickering was always good-natured, and never led to nasty fights or insults.
Joey and Henry were in love, and she loved them more for the dedication they had to one another.
�Come on, guys.� Georgia laughed. �I�ve known you two for ten years, and in al that time, why is it that only I have realized Henry would over pack even if we were going to a nudist colony for a week?�
�A nudist colony? Now that is a good suggestion,�
Joey said.
�Wait a minute. That was not a suggestion, and you wel know it.� Georgia put her hands up in surrender.
�Does going to a nudist colony actualy appeal to you?� The shock in Henry�s voice was evident.
Georgia had become accustomed to reading others� emotions through the tones in their voices and pauses in speech. While she could tel Joey was trying to rile Henry up, as usual, Henry fel for it�as usual.
Lucy shifted beside Georgia, and she reached to pat the dog that had been her companion for the last five years on the head.
�Calm down, love. It was a joke. Although I can�t say it wouldn�t be an interesting place to go.� Joey laughed again when Henry huffed.
�Are you two about ready? I swear you take longer to get ready than any woman I�ve ever known.� Georgia smiled as she teased them.
�Yes. Yes. We�re ready,� Joey said. �Let me help Henry put the bags in the car, and we�l be on our way.�
Georgia nodded and stood. Lucy immediately stood next to her left leg, and she reached for the handle on Lucy�s harness. �Door, Lucy.�
Lucy immediately began walking beside Georgia to the front door of Henry and Joey�s house where she waited patiently for Henry and Joey to finish packing.
Scuffling and rushed trips to grab forgotten things ensued.
�Okay. I think we are ready,� Henry finaly said.
�You sure you�re up for this, Georgia? It�s probably going to be colder than a witch�s ass at the cabin.�
�I�l survive.� Georgia made her way to the vehicle as Lucy guided her around any obstacles. �Besides, we�ve al been talking about doing this for two years now. It�s far past time to quit talking and do it.�
�Yeah. I know. But I can�t help but think if Frank didn�t have this cabin when Cindy married him, we�d never contemplate taking a roughing-it-in-nature trek four hours north. Hel, central Wisconsin is cold enough. North wil be worse.� Henry started the car after they were al situated inside.
�That�s the point. The opportunity arose from Cindy�s new marriage, and we should take it.
Besides, Henry, it isn�t as if Frank is going to get any good use of it any time soon. Cindy would rather die than rough it in a cabin.� Joey chuckled.
�I�m beginning to think she has the right idea on that one,� Henry quietly said.
�Don�t tel me you�re turning into as big of a wuss as your sister, Henry,� Georgia ribbed him good-naturedly.
It was true. Cindy was a sweet, honest-as-the-day-was-long, kind person, but an outdoorswoman she was not. Georgia had always loved nature. The sounds of the crickets, the rustle of leaves in a breeze, a babbling creek had always proved comforting to her. The only thing that she could think of that would be better was if she could see the things she heard.
She didn�t feel sorry for herself because she was blind, but she doubted she�d be human if she didn�t wish now and again for what she�d been born without. She�d adapted wel to her blindness and was able to take care of herself fine. And when she�d been fortunate enough to obtain Lucy, the dog had given her even more independence. She not only viewed Lucy as a coworker, but as a best friend.
�Wuss? Did you actualy cal me a wuss?� Henry said incredulously.
�I believe she did, old boy,� Joey chimed in.
�Actualy, I view it as more of a, shal we say, manly chalenge.� She settled into the comfortable backseat and leaned her head against the headrest.
�Chalenge accepted. But I stil think we are crazy for going during wintertime,� Henry grumbled.
�Until April next year, it�s the only time we could both manage to get off work,� Joey chastised.
�I�m looking forward to getting away for a week, but only if I don�t have to listen to you two hens cackle the whole time.� Georgia barely kept a giggle from escaping.
�Oh no you didn�t, girl. You did not just say that,�
Joey said.
Georgia laughed and soon Henry and Joey joined in. She loved that she could be herself with her friends, and that they never took her jokes seriously because joking was a big part of her life. She�d gotten through many tough times with laughter. It was the best medicine.
A while later, she started dozing off while Henry and Joey bickered over which station to listen to on the radio. She�d never managed to stay awake on a long car ride. Soon nothing but sweet silence engulfed her.

�Wake up, Sleeping Beauty. We�re here.�

Georgia woke up to Joey poking her in the ribs.
�Hey! You know I�m ticklish. Stop it!�
�Geesh. Change Sleeping Beauty to Grumpy,�
Henry said.
�You both know I�m a little cranky when I first wake up. It�s one of the hazards you have to put up with having me as a friend.� Georgia stretched and yawned.
�Uh-huh.� Joey laughed. �We�re going to unload and take the bags in. Do you need help with anything?�
�Nope. I�m going to take Lucy to do her business, and I�l be in in a couple minutes.�
�See ya in a few then,� Henry caled to her as she gave Lucy the go ahead to take her potty break.
The fresh, cold air hit Georgia in the face as she stood after letting Lucy�s harness go. The mushy ground under her feet told her that it had rained recently, and the breeze made her wonder if they would be getting more inclement weather soon. The air was fresh, but she shivered when a particularly strong gust of wind hit her ful-on. She was glad when Lucy came back and stood beside her shortly afterward.
�Lucy, take me to Henry and Joey.�
Lucy immediately turned and walked to the left of Georgia as she led her to Henry and Joey.
Georgia folowed Lucy�s signals and made her way up three steps across a smal span of what she figured was a wooden porch by the thumping sound under her shoes, and through an open door.
�Got everything from the SUV inside. Your room is down the hal to the right, Georgia,� Joey said.
�I�m going to get a fire lit,� Henry piped up to her left. �Thank God there is a mountain of wood beside the cabin. I don�t think I�d fare wel playing a lumberjack.�
�Oh, I don�t know. Henry Bunyon has a ring to it.
You think we could find you a blue ox to carry al the lumber for you after chopping it?� Joey laughed.
�You�re so hilarious. Ha. Ha. Ha.� Henry didn�t sound amused in the least.
While Henry and Joey continued their playful banter, Georgia let Lucy lead her around the room so she could get a feel for the layout and where the furniture was situated. After this initial familiarizing, she�d be able to find her way around the cabin with ease by herself. The room was surprisingly big and had leather furniture that was soft and creamy to the touch and stil gave off a rich, welcoming scent. She�d always liked the smel of leather.
The kitchen was quite large as wel. She took things more slowly in that room, opening drawers and cabinets before carefuly feeling the contents so she didn�t get cut by a stray knife or other gadget. After coming across a coffeemaker, she filed it with water and reached for a container that she thought was coffee sitting on the counter. A quick smel of the contents proved she was correct, and she spooned some into the filter, replaced the lid, and turned on the machine. It started gurgling and popping immediately.
She smiled as the coffee�s aroma became richer as it grew hotter with the brewing.
�Coffee�s on, guys.�
�Oh. You are an angel, Georgia,� Joey lamented.
They al enjoyed a good cup of coffee, but Joey was the addict of the three.
�I don�t know about angel, but I try my best. I�m going to find my room and get unpacked. You two need help with anything?�
�Nope. I think we can manage,� Henry said. �The fire is going, and the only thing left is to assess the food situation. Joey and I wil make a list of what�s needed then you can add anything else you�d like. If luck is with us, there wil be enough staples to get us through until morning because the last grocery store I saw on our way here was at least an hour away.�
�I had a look around in the kitchen. I think we should be fine until morning. We can manage, I�m sure. There are plenty of canned goods stocked in the pantry.� Georgia folowed Lucy down the hal.
If she stretched her arms out from side to side, she could almost touch the wals down the narrow halway. The thumping under her feet told her the wood floors continued on. The first door on the left led to a nice-sized bathroom. While she figured no girl would be al that happy about sharing a bathroom with two men for a week, fortunately for her, Joey and Henry were quite the neat freaks. In fact, they probably picked up after themselves better than she did, not that she was a slob.
There was another door on the left, which she assumed to be Henry and Joey�s room, and a door at the end of the hal, which turned out to be a linen closet, and finaly a door on the right, which led to her bedroom. It smeled clean, and she couldn�t find an ounce of dust on anything she touched. It was surprisingly large, and the bed was huge.
�Looks like you get to sleep with me this week, Lucy.� She patted the dog on the head before releasing the handle from her harness. She gave her the off-duty command to let her know she was free to do as she pleased for the time being.
Lucy usualy slept in a cushy bed on the floor beside Georgia�s ful-size bed at home. Lucy wasn�t huge, but Georgia�s bed wasn�t big enough to accommodate them both comfortably. She was not against Lucy sleeping at the foot of her bed and smiled when she thought about how nice it would be to have a foot warmer this week.
She found a dresser against the wal and unpacked her clothes then felt around for an outlet to plug her cel phone charger into. Although, she didn�t have high hopes of getting a great signal, if any, out in the middle of the sticks.
�Let�s go find Henry and Joey. Shal we, Lucy? I bet you�d like some water too.�
She�d have to ask where they�d put Lucy�s bag of food when they unloaded the car as wel. There were many times Georgia would have loved to give Lucy a treat or people food, but it wasn�t a good idea to give a guide dog treats. Treats were not something a guide dog was ever trained on. A guide dog had to learn to do its job with praise as a reward. True guide dogs loved their jobs. Lucy was always up and eager to go to work in the mornings.
Most people didn�t realize the lengthy training process of a guide dog or the countless dogs that didn�t make it through the training because of simple undesirable behavior traits that might cause the dog to harm its charge. Being aware of the extensive training, Georgia would never intentionaly do anything that might compromise Lucy.
Georgia had laid her walking stick�which conveniently folded up to fit in her bag�on the bed and got it before leaving her room to find her way back to the boys. She was looking forward to spending the week with Henry and Joey. She couldn�t wait for the long nights of reminiscing by the fire. While they were al close, they rarely got to spend an abundance of time al together at once because of conflicting work schedules.
While she didn�t hold down a job, she did some volunteer work at a nearby blind school several days a week. She kept herself busy on the off days by running errands, cleaning, or simply enjoying her time reading or tending to her smal garden of herbs. She felt extremely fortunate because her parents had set a trust fund up for her when she was a baby. By the time she was twenty, she�d lost them both and had found out that she was also the benefactor of quite a large life insurance policy.
She wasn�t by any means filthy rich, but she had the means to live a quaint, comfortable life, which she was grateful for every single day. She�d be able to hold down a job if she had to, but it wasn�t easy for a blind person to find a position. She was definitely fortunate and tried to return that good fortune with her volunteer work.
She smiled when she heard Henry and Joey in the kitchen. They seemed to be rummaging through the cabinets and making a list of staples they�d need for the week. Yes. This was going to be a fun week indeed.

Chapter Three

Kish was relieved when he turned down the winding, hard-packed rock drive that led to his house. It was good to be home. He�d been away from the acres of woods that surrounded his place for far too long. The city was not a good place for a lycan to live. He needed a place he could shift and run when the mood struck. While he�d been restless with Connie, he hadn�t quite realized just how wound up he�d become. The stress of not letting his wolf run for weeks at a time had taken a harder tol on him than he�d alowed himself to admit.
The closer he�d gotten to home, the louder his wolf howled and clawed to get out. Now, guiding the bike down the drive to his house, the wolf was nearly inconsolable. The need to throw his bike down and release the predator for a hard run nearly overpowered him, but he�d always demanded control of when and where he shifted. The key to maintaining a balance with the human and the wolf that lived inside him was accepting them both and never denying the other existed. He�d met many lycans that treated the wolf as if it were a separate part, an intruder. That never worked. He was both man and wolf and no amount of denial would ever change that fact.
He was at peace with whom and what he was. He respected the predator, and the predator respected him. His personality never wavered when in wolf form other than some natural traits, such as dominance, became more pronounced. There were things that were more pronounced in human form as wel, such as approaching situations with more caution. Not that his wolf was reckless, but the predatory nature sometimes outweighed the precautionary nature. Yet he would never do something in one form that he would not do in the other.
He let out a long sigh when the house came into view. Dusk was giving way to darkness and his wolf howled louder for freedom.
�Just a few more minutes. I promise,� he muttered.
He stopped the bike in front of the garage and got off. He pushed it to the door where he entered the code into the keypad. The door slid open with a few loud creaks in protest of not being used in his absence. He�d make sure to oil everything up tomorrow. He parked the bike beside the burgundy truck that sat inside.
�Wel, helo there, girl. Did you miss Daddy?� He ran his hand down the side of the truck. She was a vintage GMC 1971 four-by-four 1500 that he�d lovingly restored several years ago. �I�l take you out tomorrow to blow the cobwebs out.�
After getting his bag from the bike, he hit the button by the door to close up the garage and made his way to the house under the covered walk that connected the two. He keyed in another code at the side door and went inside. He preferred the code locks because he�d lost too many keys after shifting.
After having to break into his own house on more than one occasion, he�d finaly gotten enough. He supposed he could simply have left his doors unlocked when he was out on a run, but he preferred to keep the place secure.
While he wasn�t afraid of intruders, he didn�t want to give any stragglers, or possibly other lycans that happened upon him, an open invitation to his home.
His stomach rumbled loudly, reminding him that he hadn�t eaten since early morning.
He dropped the bag by the door after closing it, shrugged out of his leather jacket, and tossed it onto the back of the couch. The house was dark, but he knew every nook and cranny. Even if he didn�t, his superb eyesight wouldn�t fail him. He opened the fridge and sighed.
�Should have caled Wil to let him know I was coming back this evening,� he grumbled at the empty shelves staring back at him.
Wil was the old man that he�d hired to look after the house when he was away. He would have happily stocked him up on food had he known of his return.
No matter. He had plenty of canned staples. He nudged the fridge door closed and began rummaging through the cabinets. Finaly, he selected a can of sliced potatoes, spam, and peaches.
�Yum.� He grimaced after flipping on the light and fishing the can opener out of a drawer beside the sink. �I�d kil for a steak the size of a car right about now.�
He plopped the potatoes into a frying pan he puled from another cabinet and placed it on the stove before going to work slicing up the spam. In no time, the potatoes were sizzling and he added the imitation ham.
�Doesn�t smel half bad.� He slid the concoction on a plate and picked up the bowl he�d dumped the can of peaches in.
He set it al on the table and got a fork. The first bite proved that it smeled better than it tasted, but it was food, and he was hungry.
�First priority tomorrow is food shopping.� He�d have to drive into town, which was over an hour away, but that gave him a golden opportunity to take his truck out for a good, long run.
�Speaking of running.� He pushed the now-empty plate away and stretched his arms above his head, unknotting the tension between them.
He stood and stripped off his clothes, folded them, placed them on the table then went to the front door, and opened it. He stepped out onto the covered porch and let his wolf come to the surface. Fur sprang through every pore on his skin, and his muscles contorted and changed shape. Within seconds, he was leaping off the porch and into the woods in a ful out run. The forest was pitch-black; not even the moon was out, which told him a storm was coming, that and the fact that he could smel it and feel the heaviness in the air.
Good thing Connie chose today to fuck me over. If she�d waited any longer and he�d started his journey a few hours later, he would have most likely not made it home before the storm. By the way his skin was tingling, it told him it was going to be a bad one. Definitely groceries first thing in the morning. For now he would let the wolf he�d kept suppressed for so long�and al for that bitch, Connie�free. His ears twitched forward and his snout rose toward the sky before a lone howl eerily pierced the thickness of the air.

Kish had run in the woods for hours, and by the time he�d dragged his worn-out ass back to the house, it had been al he could do to stay awake long enough to shower and crawl into bed. He sighed when his head hit the pilow and instantly drifted into sleep . . .

He stood in the trees at the edge of the clearing and watched her. She wasn�t the usual type of woman he�d go for. She was short and had a few extra pounds on her rear and hips, but those extra pounds only made her curves that much more alluring to him. She wasn�t fat by any means. In fact, she was a tiny thing, but he supposed he�d gotten so used to dating the wispy model types that he�d completely forgotten what a real woman looked like.
And she was definitely the definition of a �real woman.� She held her hands out and spun in a slow circle with her face tipped up to the sky and her golden hair cascading down her back. The snow danced and twirled all around her, landed on her skin, then melted into glimmering water droplets. She took his breath away, and without thought, he started to go to her until logic pushed through to the front of his brain.
�Never again.� He�d promised himself he�d never fall for another woman after Connie, never allow himself to be hurt again. And some deep instinct warned him that this little slip of a woman could rip his heart into a million bloody pieces without trying hard at all.
He was no stranger to being hurt by women� women who�d professed to love him, who�d one after another sworn his scars didn�t matter. He�d always recovered, but a void was always left behind. Soon, that void grew, overlapped, and became one huge ball of resentment, doubt, and bitterness. One huge ball of fuck-over-Kish that was lodged next to his heart. He wasn�t a dumb man and was coming to realize that the void didn�t have everything to do with heartbreak. He could admit that some of it had to do with pride.
In fact, as woman after woman ultimately rejected him because of his face, he�d grown to expect nothing less of them, even though he�d try to convince himself the next one was different.
This woman, however, this goddess swaying in the snow as if she were a kid experiencing the fluffy flakes for the first time, was not shallow.
He didn�t know how he knew this, but it was so.
Maybe it was the way she appreciated the snow.
Connie and the others would have shrugged this beautiful act of nature off as if it were a trivial, bothersome thing. Still, he couldn�t risk his heart, his pride yet again.
She giggled and he froze. The sound caressed him with invisible fingers of warmth before sinking into his muscles, his cells, his . . . soul. The blade of fear sliced through him and he took a step back, ready to retreat when she suddenly stopped.
She turned slowly until she was facing him, and his breath lodged in his lungs. Her skin was clear and golden, her face was oval with high cheekbones, full lips, and thick brown lashes that framed the most gorgeous dark green eyes he�d ever seen. Her long, blonde, wavy hair was tucked behind small ears, ears he suddenly had a strong urge to lick and nibble. Her breasts were big for her size, but stood pert and round. His cock stirred, and he barely held back a groan.
What would she say now that she�d seen him?
How would her voice sound? The longing for the answer to those two questions kept him rooted to the spot. He held his breath, waiting for her to say something.
�Who�s there? I can hear you. What do you want?�
Her voice was low, husky . . . sexy as hell. He scowled. The trees didn�t offer enough shading for him to disappear into. She had to see him. Was she playing with him?
�Please. Who�s there?� Her full lips trembled after the words.
She was afraid, and he wanted to go to her and comfort her. He raised his hands and stepped into the clearing to give her a better view of him. �I won�t hurt you. I�m sorry I startled you.�
�Who are you?� she asked.
�My name is Kish. Kish Frahm.�
She stretched her hands out in front of her, began walking slowly toward him, and that�s when he realized that she was blind. How could something so beautiful be afflicted with blindness? It wasn�t fair. A strange pang throbbed in his chest and he suddenly wanted to hurt something, someone for denying her the gift of sight.
He took another step toward her and guided her hand to his chest. �I�m here.�
�Oh.� She glided her fingers over the expanse of his chest and shoulders. �Oh, my. You are a big one now, aren�t you?�
He smiled, but when she reached for his face, he circled her wrists with his fingers to stop her.
�I�m sorry. I usually ask before I touch someone�s face, but you kind of took me by surprise.� She smiled.
His heart thumped hard. He was sure she could light up the night sky with that radiant smile of hers.
�May I?� She gently tugged against his fingers around her wrists as she tried to lift her hands to his face once again.
He let go of her instantly and took a step back.
�No. I need to go. I didn�t mean to startle you.�
No way in hell was he going to let her run those baby-smooth fingertips over his mangled face.
She�d probably run away in disgust or horror or both.
�I didn�t mean to offend you. I won�t touch you if you don�t want me to. It�s how I learn how people look.�
He squeezed his eyes shut for an instant and rubbed his palm over his face in response to the look of her that now marred her perfect features.
�It�s okay. I must go. Good-bye, um . . .�
�Georgia. My name is Georgia Reese. It was nice to meet you, Kish.�
He backed slowly into the thick trees, watching her the whole way. He wanted to stay with her, wanted to listen to her talk some more. He wanted to simply watch her. Something inside him screamed as he retreated��Don�t go. Don�t go,�
the voice chanted. But he had to. He had no business getting involved with another woman so soon, with another woman period.
But she can�t see me. Maybe there�s a chance this could work. �Idiot.� Surely her friends aren�t al blind. What would I do? Keep her locked away from anyone who could see? Anyone who could tel her the hideous monster she was with? But it was a tempting thought. Why couldn�t he until he got her out of his system? Because you�d be a bigger asshole than Connie and al the others combined if you did that to her.
�Good-bye, Georgia Reese,� he whispered as he turned to go home.

Chapter Four

Georgia sat up in bed. She could hear the soft chirping of birds outside, which told her it was early morning. Lucy stretched at her feet, and she reached down and patted the dog on the head.
�What a strange dream I had, Lucy. It seemed so real.� Her wrists stil tingled from the man�s touch.
Kish�s touch.
But that was impossible. It had to be her mind playing tricks on her. She recaled his voice. It had been deep with a tinge of a rasp and hesitation. True that he had initialy startled her, so entranced by the feel of the snow she�d been, but once he�d spoken, she�d felt instant comfort. And he�d been so big.
She sighed. �My, oh my, was he ever big.�
She�d had to reach up quite a way to find his chest, and it had been wide with hard, muscled shoulders. She�d longed to touch his face, to learn what her mystery dream man had looked like, but he�d abruptly stopped her. But why? Some people simply didn�t like for someone to touch their face.
Maybe he was one of them.
She frowned and remembered how rough the fingers of his right hand on her wrist had felt in comparison to the left. If both were like the right, she would have simply thought them to be caloused or roughened from work, but it was strange that only the right fingers were rough.
She suddenly remembered his scent. She took a deep breath and swore she could stil smel the faint clean masculinity of it. She tensed, though, as she remembered a hint of something else, something she�d never smeled on a human before, something that seemed vaguely familiar. She couldn�t recal the scent no matter how hard she tried, and it irked her because smels and sounds were things she did not often forget.
She shrugged and got out of bed. Lucy jumped up, eager to go to work like any other morning. She patted her on the head. �You get to take it easy this week, girl. I�l need you off and on, but for the most part, I just want you to be a dog for the next few days and enjoy.�
She hugged Lucy before sifting through the drawers to find her favorite jeans and a soft sweater.
Thick socks, underwear, and bra completed the outfit, and she slowly made her way to the bathroom to shower.
�I�l only be a few minutes, Lucy. Then we�l go out, and you can do your business.� She patted Lucy again before shutting the bathroom door.
Twenty minutes later, Georgia was clean, dressed, and ready to go. She put her dirty clothes in her room and attached the harness to Lucy. As she walked through the house, she found it strange that she was up and Henry and Joey weren�t. She was the one who usualy slept in. She smiled as she unlocked the door and gave Lucy the forward command. Maybe the fresh air was going to be a good thing for al of them.
She gave Lucy the command to do her business and stood with her face up to the sky. It was something she did quite often as she enjoyed the feel of clean air on her face. But the enjoyment quickly died when a particular nasty gust of cold made its way up her backside and under the coat she�d puled on as she�d gone out the door but hadn�t bothered to zip.
She shivered and wrapped her arms around her middle. When Lucy was finished, they made there way back inside where the aroma of coffee hit her hard as she came in the door alerting her that Henry and/or Joey was up.
She hung her coat up on the peg beside the door and released Lucy from her harness.
�Morning, sunshine,� Henry said as Georgia went to get a cup of coffee.
�Good morning. Where�s your better half?�
�Oh! I�m so hurt,� he said dramaticaly before chuckling. �He�s in the shower. Should be about done by now. Cups are on the counter.�
�Thank you. The coffee smels wonderful.� She poured a cup took a tentative sip. �I thought the forecast caled for clear skies for the week.�
�It did. Why?�
�I don�t know. The air outside feels heavy, and the wind is picking up and getting colder.� She shivered again at the memory of the cold blast she�d received up her backside.
�I think your superhero senses are shorting out in the fresh air,� Joey said from the living room.
She smiled. �Maybe. I don�t know. I do know I don�t want to be stuck up in here in a snowstorm.�
�Everything wil be fine, Georgia. You�re such a worry wart sometimes,� Joey scoffed.
Joey came into the kitchen where Georgia was leaning against the counter drinking her coffee, poured himself a cup, and Lucy brushed Georgia�s leg as she got comfortable beside her on the floor.
�Yeah. Don�t worry, Georgia. Besides, we made a huge list of food and wil be heading for the store shortly. If we do happen to get a little storm, we�l be wel prepared.� Henry proceeded to read her the list.
After Georgia added a few things to it, she turned to place her now-empty cup in the sink to prepare for the trip into town. But as she turned, her elbow caught something on the counter and it crashed to the floor with a loud shatter. To avoid tripping Georgia when she quickly stepped back, Lucy jumped out of the way and promptly yelped.
�Lucy! What�s wrong?�
�Wait, Georgia.� Joey grabbed her arm. �It was my coffee cup. I�m sorry. I shouldn�t have set it so close to you without teling you. Let me guide you around the pieces of glass.�
She let Joey help her around the broken pieces of the cup and quickly knelt to the floor in the living area. �Lucy, come.�
Upon examining Lucy, she found a gash on her front right paw pad. �Henry, Joey, does it look too awful bad?�
�No. I think it wil be okay if we clean it good and bandage it. She�l be fine in a couple days,� Henry answered after a few moments.
�I�m so sorry, Georgia.� Joey laid his hand on her shoulder
�It�s okay, Joey. Things happen. You can�t always tiptoe around me.� Georgia patted Lucy�s head. �Can one of you get me a rag, a bowl of water, some soap, and something to wrap her paw in?�
�Sure,� Henry answered.
Twenty minutes later, Georgia had Lucy�s paw cleaned up and wrapped with a bit of help from Henry and Joey.
�Thanks. Why don�t you two go ahead into town?
I�m staying here with Lucy. I don�t want her to be on her foot any more than she has to be for the next couple days, and getting in and out of the car might be hard for her right now.� Georgia got up with the bowl and leftover supplies and headed for the kitchen to clean up.
�One of us can stay, Georgia,� Joey said. �I don�t want you to be alone.�
�Me? Psh. I�m blind, not an invalid. I assure you I wil be fine here until you two get back. Don�t worry about me. Besides, I have Lucy if it comes to it.
She�l protect me from the deep, dark woods.� She chuckled as she washed out the bowl before washing her hands in the sink.
�Are you sure? We wil probably be gone for about three hours or so,� Henry asked.
�Go. I�l be fine,� she assured them.
�Okay. We�l hurry though,� Joey said.
�Do not hurry. Take your time and do not speed. I wil not be responsible for a wreck because you two are breaking your necks to get back to me. Do you hear me?�
�Yes, Mother,� Joey and Henry said in unison before they al laughed.
�Do you want me to give Lucy some food in a bowl before we take off? I put her bag of food by the front door in the corner,� Henry said.
�If you don�t mind. You can put it next to her water by the fridge. Thank you.�
Ten minutes later, she was ushering the boys out the door. �Get going. I�l see you later.�
�Bye,� they both said at the same time.
She stayed on the porch until the purring of the engine faded off into the distance as they drove away before turning to go back inside.
�They�re wrong, Lucy. We are going to get a bad snowstorm,� she muttered as she made her way to her room.
She fished her MP3 player out of her bag and carried it back to the living room before settling on the couch with a warm throw she found draped over the back. Lucy made her way over to lie down beside the couch. Georgia could tel that Lucy�s gait was off from her injury, but she was confident her companion would be good as new in no time.
�You�l be better soon, girl.� She rubbed Lucy on the head with one hand while she pushed the power button on her player. She then selected an audio book and began listening to the mystery unfold.

Kish had just finished packing the bags of groceries in his truck when the green SUV puled into the lot and parked beside him. Before the occupants stepped out, large snowflakes began dropping from the gray sky in a thick flurry. He frowned at the vehicle. It did not have four-wheel drive, and he didn�t recognize it as belonging to a local.

Must be out-of-towners. I hope to hell they aren�t staying far away . He looked at the thick, white flakes, which in a matter of seconds, had already coated the ground with a light dusting. The two men got out of the SUV as he walked around to the driver side of his truck. They both had medium builds, but one looked to be a bit under six feet with blond hair while the other was taler and dark.
�I hope she�s okay up at Frank�s,� the blond man said.
�She�l be fine. It�s just a little snow,� the darker one answered.
Frank. Who the hell was . . . wait a second.
Kish rubbed at the back of his neck. They must be talking about the house about an hour west of his place. He fired Baby up before snorting.
�Idiots,� he muttered. How could they have left a woman by herself in the middle of nowhere during a snowstorm?
About a third of the way home, he realized that he should have warned the two out-of-towners about the storm because there was no way in hel they were getting back up here without a four-wheel drive today. Baby was even struggling a bit. The wind beat at the sides of the truck, and the snow was nearly too thick to see through. It was going to be a bad one.
Three hours later, Kish was home and had eaten a huge steak, but unease had settled hard in his gut.
Fuck. There goes the evening. After cleaning the kitchen, he knew he couldn�t delay the inevitable any longer. He had to check on the woman who�d most likely been stranded by her two briliant boyfriends.
Boyfriends? Could it be? Maybe they�d al come up for an orgy. He laughed at his overactive imagination.
Even Baby was going to be chalenging to drive in this shit. He could get to her in half the time by cutting through the forest in wolf form, but if the woman was in distress, he couldn�t very wel carry her out on his back. He shrugged into his coat and made his way out to the garage. The snow was stil coming down at an alarming rate and was over three feet deep now.
As he fired Baby up, he realized this was one time he was not looking forward to driving her.

Chapter Five

Georgia nervously tapped her fingers on the coffee table. The boys should have been back by now. She was worried something had happened to them, especialy after realizing the severity of the snowstorm. She hadn�t known it had been snowing until she stepped out of the warmth of the house onto the freezing porch. When she�d felt the snow pelting her face, she�d eased to the two stairs that led down to ground and was startled to find the snow was already nearing the top of the porch.
She�d tried to cal Henry and Joey several times, but as predicted, her phone had no signal. It had been a little over four hours since they�d left. She tried to rationalize that it would take them longer in the storm, but logic told her that they�d never make it back without four-wheel drive. She sighed when she remembered back two years when the boys had bought the SUV. Henry had wanted to get four-wheel drive, but Joey had insisted they didn�t need it and preferred to save the extra money it would cost to get it.
Henry would never let Joey live this one down.
Hel, she might not either, except Joey had probably been right. Under normal circumstances, they would have never needed four-wheel drive. How was he supposed to know that the three of them would one day out of the blue take a trip to Frank�s cabin and get caught in a blizzard?
Her stomach growled and reminded her that she hadn�t eaten anything al day. She wasn�t a big breakfast eater, and by the time she�d decided to take a break from listening to her book, hours had slipped by her without notice so engrossed she�d been in the mystery being unwoven. She made her way to the kitchen and scrounged through the cans.
The good thing about canned goods was that they lasted forever. The bad? She had no idea what was in any of them.
She blew out a breath in frustration and decided to rummage through the fridge. It turned out to be a lost cause, which didn�t surprise her. No one kept a fridge stocked in a vacation house.
�Okay. Let�s do this then.� She found a can opener and opened can number one. She nearly gagged when she sniffed at it. �Yuck. I hate olives.�
Can number three turned out to be the winner.
Oranges. She could handle that. She also found a box of oatmeal and heated some clean water in the coffeemaker. Soon she was settled at the kitchen table with a bowl of hot oatmeal and oranges in another. It wasn�t the best meal she�d ever had, but it was far from the worst, and it was filing.
After she ate and cleaned up her mess, she figured it was time to let Lucy go out and do her business once again. She hated the thought of going out in the storm, but there was no helping it. She bundled her coat around her and zipped it up to her chin.
�Lucy, come.� She immediately obeyed as usual, even though Georgia knew her paw had to be sore.
�Let�s get this over with, girl. Then I�l get you cleaned up and bandaged again.� When she opened the door, the bluster of cold air stole the breath from her lungs. �Good grief. It�s freezing.�
She gave Lucy the command to do her business and felt bad for the dog for having to go into the deep snow, which would likely reach her bely or further. A couple minutes later, Georgia turned her head to the side and listened. She smiled when she heard the distant hum of an engine.
�Wel, wel. The boys finaly made it back.�
A couple more minutes and Lucy was back on the porch with Georgia, but Georgia now frowned. The engine did not sound like Henry and Joey�s SUV, and as it came closer, she was certain it was not the boys.
�Inside, Lucy.� Whoever it was, she did not want to be caught outside with someone in the middle of nowhere that she did not know. She at least wanted a solid door between her and her unknown visitor.
Georgia locked the door, shrugged out of her coat, and hung it beside the door. The vehicle came closer and closer until it was right outside. She wasn�t normaly a nervous ninny, but right about now, she was feeling extremely helpless. The engine shut off and a door closed shortly after. A knock sounded on the door within seconds and startled her even though she�d expected it.
�Yes,� she said through the door.
�Ma�am, I live about an hour east of here, and when I was in town earlier, I think I crossed paths with some male friends of yours. They were in a green SUV and I overheard them talking about being worried for leaving you up here at Frank�s place alone.�
�And?�
�By the time I left, the storm had already taken hold, and I noticed their vehicle was not equipped with four-wheel drive. After getting halfway home, I had high doubts that they would make it back up here in the bad weather. I thought I�d come check to make sure you were getting along okay.�
�Oh.� She was okay, wasn�t she? Yes, other than being a bit shaken up about being unintentionaly abandoned and worrying about her friends. Just as she was about to tel the man�the one with the most amazing voice�that she was okay, the house became eerily quiet.
She cocked her head to the side and listened. No fridge, no hum of a water heater, nothing. Shit. The power was off.
�Um, my power is off.�
�Yes. I see that. If you�d like, I can check to see if you have a generator around back. If you do, I�l have to come in and flip the electric panel over to the generator before I start it up. Would you like for me to do that for you?�
Did she have a choice? She had no idea how to start a generator. If she didn�t let him establish power back to the house and ran out of firewood, she�d have no way of keeping warm. She blew out a breath of resignation. This was one of those rare times that her blindness made her feel weak, and she hated feeling that way.
�Okay.�
�I�l check to see if you have a generator first. I�l be right back.�
Lucy stood by her left leg at alert. She hadn�t growled at the stranger, which was a good sign, but she remained unusualy tense.
�There is one out back. It doesn�t have any gas, but I have a can in my truck.�
A few minutes later, he tapped on the door.
�Yes?� she caled out.
�I need to come in and flip the switch over to the generator.�
�Okay.� She unlocked the door and hesitantly opened it.
The first thing that hit her was his scent. She swayed in surprise when she realized he had the same scent as the man she�d dreamed of last night. That�s weird.

Kish�s knees nearly buckled under him when the woman who�d been a mystery up until that very moment swung the door open. It was her. Georgia.

The woman from his dream. And just as the ful realization hit him of what this meant, her scent slammed home the reality, daring him to try to deny what fate had just dropped into his lap. His mate. The one woman on earth destined for him. She had two scents. The main scent that al lycans could smel and the mated scent, which only a destined mate could detect.
And there was no denying that she was his. Son of a bitch. I�m not going to go through this again.
No fucking way was he going to let this woman hurt him. Yeah, he�d argued with himself in the dream that she wasn�t like the other women he�d been with, but here, face to face with her in reality, was a whole other balgame.
He caught his breath as he took her appearance in.
She was as gorgeous in person as she�d been in his dream. Her golden skin was flawless, her eyes were as richly colored as precious emeralds, and her hair was honey blonde with waves that tumbled past her shoulders. Her purple sweater outlined her ample breasts, her jeans hugged her gently flared hips, and his fingers ached to caress both. His eyes darted back to her face when her tongue danced out across her lips.
He nearly groaned as the need to taste her hit him like a basebal bat.
�Are you al right?� she whispered.
That�s when he noticed the slight tremble in her hands, and the huge Rottweiler standing next to her gazing at him, warning him that if he harmed a hair on her head, it would have no trouble taking some chunks out of his hide.
He was such an asshole. He was probably scaring the living hel out of her. She was out here alone, blind, and abandoned by her dumbass boyfriends with a stranger. Boyfriends. That word again. But this time, that simple word made his blood boil with jealousy. His claws threatened to pop through the ends of his fingers, but he shoved the wolf back. It was the first time since he was a young pup that he could remember nearly losing control to his wolf.
�I didn�t mean to frighten you. It�s just been a long drive, and it�s extremely cold.�
�Oh my. I�m sorry. Would you like some coffee?�
�If it wouldn�t be a bother.� He wasn�t cold. He ran several degrees hotter than a human, but he wasn�t going to explain that to her. Besides, a hot cup of coffee sounded like heaven at the moment.
The drive had taken twice as long and had been helish even in Baby. He was doubting that Baby would get him back home, as the storm had continued to rage on, not letting up for a second. He shook his head. Who the hel did he think he was kidding? He wasn�t going to leave her alone now anyway. She was his mate, and whether he decided to act upon that or not, he�d protect her with his life.
Leaving her stranded in the middle of nowhere was inviting danger.
�I�l find the panel now and get the generator going.�
�Thank you.�
He found the panel down the halway and flipped the switch over so he could start up the generator.
When he made his way back to the kitchen, he stopped and watched her, admiring the way she deftly put on a pot of coffee without so much as spiling a drop. Her blindness might be a handicap in certain situations, but he could see that she was more than capable of taking care of herself.
He cleared his throat. �I�l be back in a couple of minutes.�
He went outside, around the house, and breathed a sigh of relief when the generator kicked in on the second pul of the rope. Most of the places up here had the same type of generator as this one because they were vacation homes and not often visited in the wintertime. At his place, he had a self-contained unit that was hard wired into his house. When the power went out, it automaticaly kicked in. He didn�t have to do anything other than keep it ful of gas and do regular maintenance.
He usualy lived up here year round, though. With the electricity being iffy at best during the winter, the generator he�d instaled had been wel worth the time and money for the convenience.
He squeezed his eyes shut. Why in the hel did he have to meet Georgia now? Why couldn�t he have met her before? Before Connie. Before al the others.
He laughed. What made him think she�d be any different in the long run? Don�t be an idiot. Georgia is nothing like Connie.
But was that reasoning because it was the actual truth, or because he wanted it to be the truth? Was there a woman out there that could spend a lifetime with a man with scars such as his? There had to be, but he hadn�t met one yet. Maybe you just did.
Yeah. And maybe you�re a blind idiot. He sucked in a sharp breath. Suddenly, under the current circumstances, that analogy seemed degrading.
True, blind idiot was a simple saying he�d used for years. He�d never actualy been suggesting that al blind people were idiots. But somehow, now that saying seemed derogatory. If anyone said that in front of him, in front of Georgia, he�d take offense to it.
Funny how one didn�t realize something that was said out of habit, no matter how harmless the intention was, could be hurtful to others until the truth smacked you right in the face.
He was puled from his daunting thoughts by a loud crack behind him. The heavy snowfal was beginning to take its tol on the trees. He had a feeling it might be taking a tol on the roof as wel. His roof had been reinforced to withstand such conditions, but again, his house wasn�t the norm for up here. He noticed a smal shed about twenty feet away and found a snow shovel inside.
There was a ladder as wel, and he carried it to the side of the house before propping it against the cedar siding. Luckily, the pitch on the roof wasn�t too steep to impair his job, but had a good enough angle to alow the snow to slide off and onto the ground with some gentle nudging. After he got the majority of the weight off the roof, he put the ladder and shovel back in the shed and headed inside.

Chapter Six

Georgia was sitting in the living room floor putting a new bandage on Lucy�s paw when her visitor came back. She had to ask him his name so she could stop referring to him as her visitor in her mind.
�I pushed the snow off the roof after I started the generator. You should be good to go now.�
�Thank you. How long do you think the power wil be out?� How the hell long do you think I�ll be stranded here? was what she realy wanted to ask, but he wouldn�t know that so why bother?
�Power is unpredictable in a storm like this. Could be a few hours, could be days.�
�I thought it was supposed to be sunny and clear this week.�
�It was.�
She jumped when the man�s voice came from close beside her. How did he get so close without her hearing him? �Can I ask your name?�
�Yes. I should have introduced myself. I�m Kish.
Kish Frahm.�
Her stomach knotted. That was the name of the man from her dreams. Not only did he smel like her dream man, now he had the same name. Only a coincidence, Georgia. A strange, eerie one, but nevertheless, a coincidence.
She swalowed past the lump in her throat. �That�s a nice name.�
�Who�s this little lady?� Kish�s hand brushed hers when he patted Lucy.
�This is Lucy. She stepped on a piece of broken glass earlier. That�s why I didn�t end up going to town with Henry and Joey.�
Kish went silent for a few minutes before asking, �Can I help?�
�I would appreciate that.�
She pet Lucy while Kish worked on her paw.
�Henry and Joey your boyfriends?� His voice was low.
If she wasn�t mistaken, he sounded a bit agitated.
He couldn�t be upset with Lucy because she was being a perfect angel. Maybe he didn�t like animals.
Or maybe . . .
�Did Henry or Joey do something that upset you?�
�No. Why would you ask that?�
She shrugged. �I pick up things in people�s voices that aren�t as easily recognizable to others.�
�Ah. Yes. I�ve heard that when one of your senses is gone, the others compensate for the loss.�
She smiled. �Something like that. Yes.�
�There. Lucy is al bandaged. The cut isn�t al that deep, by the way. I think she�l be fine by morning.�
�Great. I hate to think she�s in too much pain because of my clumsiness.�
�Your clumsiness?� he asked.
�Yes. I�m the one who knocked Joey�s cup off the counter and broke it. Then almost tripped over Lucy.
She was scrambling to keep from causing me to fal when she cut herself.�
�Hmm. I don�t picture you as being clumsy. Could it be that Joey put his cup where it didn�t belong?�
Kish was astute. She liked that in a man. She shrugged then started to stand when a big hand caught her by the wrist and gently tugged her upward.
Her skin tingled. He was warm and she had the sudden urge to touch him. She eased her hands toward him, but stopped before she touched his chest.
�May I touch you?� she asked.
�Yes,� he finaly answered after a few silent moments.
Her fingers traveled over the smooth fabric covering his chest, and just like in her dream, he was big. His shoulders were wide, and every muscle was defined as if chiseled from stone. She let her fingers glide over the tops of his shoulders and to the thick column of his throat, but before she could reach his face, he stiffened under her touch. D�j� vu tickled her brain again when he circled her wrists with his hands, effectively stopping her progress.
The d�j� vu continued when she felt the rougher skin of his right hand, and she sucked in a smal gasp.
�Did I hurt you?�
The concern in his voice was evident to her ears.
�No. I-I think I might have had some weird psychic vision or something is al.�
Oh. Was that al? A psychic vision? Good Lord.
He must think she was a freak show or something for that statement.
�What makes you say that?�
He said it in a way that made her feel as if he knew exactly what made her say that, which added more strangeness to the situation.
�I think I dreamed of you last night.�
�I think I�m flattered.�
�You are?� she said.
She couldn�t imagine a man such as he would be flattered that she�d dreamed about him. After al, her little sneak peek of him with her fingers told her that he was one hel of a yummy man, and she, after al, was nothing out of the ordinary. In fact, she probably was a bit too curvy for a man like him. If the rest of his body matched his chest and shoulders�and she�d bet it did�she doubted he had trouble getting whatever woman he wanted. That included the tal, thin, model types who ate a grape for breakfast, lunch, and dinner.
She was not that type of girl. She liked her sweets and a juicy steak now and then. She didn�t go crazy with food, but she didn�t deprive herself. When she was depressed or sad�which wasn�t often�she wasn�t opposed to putting a candy bar or two down to soothe her nerves. She had nothing against tal, thin women. She simply would never be one.
�Of course. Why wouldn�t I be flattered by a beautiful woman dreaming of me?�
Heat rushed to her cheeks. She was blushing like a schoolgirl talking to her crush. She couldn�t remember the last time she�d blushed, and he made her do so with ease. She had to fight back a nervous giggle. Jeez. Cool the hormones already.
�Thank you. You aren�t bad yourself.�
He snorted.
�What?�
�I don�t think you can make that type of judgment with the information you have.�
�I have enough.� She grinned at his playful banter.
Yet her stomach knotted and a whip of flame shot low and settled in her bely. Something in his voice drew her to him, something she couldn�t quite place.
�How is it that your boyfriends left you stranded up here al alone?�
His finger slid under her chin and tilted it up as if she could look into his face. This was one of those instances when she yearned for her vision.
�They aren�t my boyfriends. They are my best friends. In fact, they are boyfriends.�
This was the second time he�d referred to Henry and Joey as her boyfriends. If she was naive, she�d swear he sounded jealous. But why would he be? He had only just met her. He wouldn�t care if she had a boyfriend or not.
�Then there won�t be a problem if I do this.�
Or would he?
He cupped her neck and started puling her slowly to him. He was going to kiss her. She was going to let him. Hel, she wanted him to, but before his lips could touch hers, a loud crash ripped a screech from her throat.
�What was that?� she asked.
�Not sure. I�l go check.�
She paced until he returned a few moments later.
�Wel?�
�A tree fel from the weight of the snow, which by itself wouldn�t be such a bad thing.�
�But?�
�It fel on your generator. It�s toast. Worse. Part of it fel on your roof and ripped a hole in it.�
She�d been so frightened by the commotion, she hadn�t noticed the fridge had gone silent again.
Seemed a lot of things were going unnoticed by her since she�d met Kish.
�Oh no. What am I going to do now?�
�The only thing you can do. Get your things together and I�l take you to my place.�
�I can�t. If Henry and Joey show up and I�m not here, they�l be sick with worry.�
�They aren�t showing up anytime soon. If this snow doesn�t let up, I�d be wiling to bet it wil be at least three days before you see your friends again.�
�They must be going nuts. I haven�t been able to get a signal on my cel to cal them.�
�Look, you can leave them a note. I have a landline at my house. Unless the phone lines are down, you can cal them from there. If they don�t answer, we can try the grocery store where I saw them.�
The thought of making sure Henry and Joey were okay was appealing. Being in a warm, dry house with someone who was wiling to help her instead of being alone was also appealing.
�Do you have food?�
He chuckled. �Lots of it.�
�How can I turn an offer like that down?�
�You can�t. Is there anything I can help you with?�
�Um. No.� She shook her head. �I can get my things packed, but would you mind carrying them out for me?�
�Not at al.�
She bent and patted Lucy, who was trembling. She had been shaken up from the faling tree as wel. �I�m sorry, Lucy. You�re going to have to get your foot wet again.�
�No, she won�t. I�l carry her to Baby.�
�Baby?�
�My truck.�
�Oh. I see,� she said, tamping down the sudden urge to giggle.
�Don�t judge a man by his fondness for his truck.
She�s special.�
�I�d never do such a thing.� She fought the smile back that tugged at the corner of her lips. �I�l be back in a couple minutes.�
�Take your time.�
Lucy folowed her to her room and waited while she packed. She barely got into the living room when Kish took her bag from her. She jumped, startled by his closeness. �How do you keep sneaking up on me like that? No one has ever been able to do that.�
�I�m talented that way,� he said.
�Mm hm.� She suspected he was talented in other ways too.
For crying out loud. She was lusting after him again. What was wrong with her? What�s wrong with me? How about I haven�t been with a man for ages, and suddenly, I�m stuck in the woods, alone with a freaking GQ model. Can you say horny? Yep. That was playing it smart. Getting hot under the colar for a strange man in the middle of nowhere instead of being on guard like most normal women would be under the same circumstances.
Other than the first initial reservations she�d had about trusting him when he�d first shown up�of which reservations had quickly melted away�she found that she was comfortable with Kish. It felt as if she�d known him for years. But again, maybe her attraction to him was causing her to turn a blind eye to the situation. Heh. Blind eye. Nice one, Georgia.
�Wait here while I take your bag out.�
�Lucy�s bag of food is by the door too.�
�Got it.�
She found a piece of paper and pencil in the coffee table drawer and scribbled a note to Henry and Joey.
Just as she placed the note on the kitchen counter, an engine roared to life. Must be Kish firing up Baby.
She smiled again. Baby. Men and their vehicles.
Within moments, Kish was back.
�Wil Lucy be okay with me carrying her to the truck?� Kish asked.
�Yes.�
Georgia bent down to pat Lucy. �Lucy, let Kish help you out to the truck. I�l be right behind you.�
�I�ve got you, girl.�
Georgia got on her coat and zipped it up then fished a glove from each pocket and put them on.
She folowed Kish outside and puled the door shut behind her.
�Wait on the porch.�
�But��
�I�l take Lucy to the truck and I�l be back to help you. The snow is over three feet deep. It wil be hard for someone of your size to maneuver around in it.�
�Someone of my size?�
�Yes. Petite.�
Petite? She�d never had a man cal her that before.
Actualy, if she thought about it, not many men had paid her compliments at al because most men avoided dating a blind girl like the plague. And petite was a compliment to her. She liked it, and she liked the way Kish made her feel. Good grief, Georgia.
He�s only being nice. It isn�t as if he�s trying to hop into the sack with you.
She nearly groaned at that image. She could only imagine how wonderful it would be to run her fingers over his hard muscles without anything between them.
Skin to skin. Suddenly, she didn�t think it was so cold outside. In fact, she was about to start fanning herself when Kish made it back to her.
She squeaked when he scooped her up. �I can walk.�
�If I let you down, I might never find you again in al this snow.�
Was it realy worth complaining about? No.
Instead, she linked her fingers behind his neck and enjoyed the rock hard warmth of his body pressed against her. He carried her as if she weighed nothing.
He wasn�t even winded. Dayam. He must be in serious shape. Yeah. And wouldn�t you love to feel that shape for yourself? Why, yes. Yes, I would.
That�s when she noticed he didn�t have a coat on.
�Where in the world is your coat?�
He cleared his throat. �It got wet when I was working on the generator and shoveling the snow off the roof.�
�Oh. Aren�t you cold?�
�Do I feel cold?�
�No. I guess not.� She frowned.
�Don�t worry about me. I promise you, I�m fine.�
Oh he definitely was fine, al right. She inwardly roled her eyes. She thought only men needed cold showers, but she was thinking she�d need one soon.
He helped her into the truck and fastened her seatbelt for her before getting in on the driver�s side.
�It�s going to be a bit of a bumpy ride, but don�t worry, Baby can handle it,� he said.
�O-okay.�
He chuckled. �Just warning you so you don�t get caught off guard.�
�Thanks for the warning, Kish. I think,� she muttered.
He put Baby in gear and began the drive back to his place.

Chapter Seven

Kish watched as Georgia tightened her fist in a death grip around her seatbelt as the truck slid sideways once again. She kept her other arm around Lucy as if she could save the dog from harm, the dog that weighed nearly as much as she did. Motherly instincts never failed to amaze him. Motherly? The thought of Georgia holding a tiny baby girl with golden-blonde hair and big green eyes stole the breath from his lungs. His baby? Yes.
The thought of having a baby had never crossed his mind until now. Because you�d never met your mate until now. A strange pang fluttered in his chest.
No. No matter how much the idea appealed to him, he didn�t want to go through yet another rejection or worse, saddle Georgia with a scarred man like him.
He reached over and squeezed her gloved hand gently.
�It�s okay, Georgia. I know to your heightened senses it probably seems as if we are completely out of control, but I promise Baby is doing just fine. We won�t wreck. I�ve made this drive hundreds of times in snow like this, occasionaly worse.�
He wanted to comfort her, to reassure her that he�d never let anything happen to her, but at the same time, he didn�t want to give away the true depth of his feelings because he never planned to act upon them.
�I trust you, Kish. It�s just my reflexes.�
�The snow looks as if it might be slowing up. If it stops soon, I might be able make the trip to town tomorrow and pick your friends up.�
�That would be nice, but wouldn�t it be easier to simply take me to town? We could find a hotel to stay at.�
He laughed. �No hotels around here. Not a big enough demand for them with al the cabin rentals.�
�Oh.�
Her lips formed a perfect O and he ached to kiss them, had almost done so earlier, would have done so if that damned tree hadn�t falen on the house. The wolf was itching to claim her, but he refused to alow it. She wasn�t for him, and his ugly mug wasn�t for her. Maybe the tree faling was Mother Nature�s way of teling him to keep his paws off. He almost laughed out loud at that thought. Fate and Mother Nature going head to head, scratching, hair puling, and al.
One trying to get him to claim Georgia, one trying to get him to keep his hands off such a thing of beauty.
Which one was right? He scrubbed his hand over the stubble on his face. Didn�t matter. He would do what was right for him, which meant protecting his heart from being broken again.
�I don�t mind if you and your friends stay at my place until it�s safe to travel again. I have plenty of room.�
�That�s kind of you. Thank you.�
That was a new one. A woman thanking him for something. He thought back to his relationship with Connie. He�d given her nice things, had cooked romantic dinners for her, had given her nearly everything she�d asked for, yet he couldn�t recal one single time she�d thanked him. In fact, if memory served him right�and it did�she�d always acted as if she expected those things from him, as if she was entitled to them somehow.
He barely held back a disgusted snort because it just dawned on him that none of the women he�d been with had thanked him for anything. Not that he expected to be praised for everything he did because he�d done the things he had out of love, not for the gratitude he hoped to gain in return. But fuck, was it wrong to want some appreciation now and then?
Hadn�t he shown appreciation when Connie had . . .
He almost snorted again. Connie had what? Done something nice for him? Nothing in particular he could recal that she�d done just for him. Why hadn�t he noticed that before? Why hadn�t he noticed it with the women before Connie? Why hadn�t he noticed that he had been dating a bunch of shalow, self-righteous bitches from hel who had no care other than what they could get out of the world?
�Is something wrong?�
Her voice puled him back to the present. �No.
Why?�
She shrugged. �You got awful quiet, and the vibes got a little heavy in here.�
�The vibes?�
�Yeah. I tend to feel it when people get tense too.
Kind of like when a storm is brewing. The air gets heavy.�
He understood that perfectly. He felt the heaviness in the air before a storm as wel, but he�d never applied that analogy to people.
�Nothing is wrong.�
�I�m glad, but if something is bothering you, I�d be happy to lend a listening ear.�
�Why would you do that?�
She frowned. �Why wouldn�t I?�
�People don�t tend to care al that much about other people�s feelings. They are mostly too worried about their own to bother.�
�I think you�ve been hanging around the wrong people, Kish Frahm. Believe it or not, there are a lot of people who care about other�s feelings. I�m one of them. How sad it would be if humanity were bled dry of sympathy, kindness, and love of his felow man.�
He did snort this time. �Happens every day. I�ve run into more people that don�t give a shit than those who do.�
�I�m sorry to hear that. I�ve met people like that as wel, but I�ve met more who care.�
�Lucky for you.�
�Yes.� She smiled. �Hmm.�
�Hmm, what?�
�Maybe that�s why we met?�
�And why would that be?� Because you�re my mate and fate threw us together at the worst possible time?
�Maybe Karma knew you needed someone who cared.�
�Karma? I thought Karma was what kicked your ass when you wronged someone else?� Of which he thought was total bulshit because he doubted Karma would fuck with Connie or any of his other exes for what they�d done to him. But hel, he must have done some serious shit to piss Karma off for saddling him with the uncaring bitches it had.
�Yeah. Maybe, but it also brings good things to those who deserve it.�
�If you say so.�
�I do.�
Did he deserve good things from Karma? If so, it sure had a piss-poor way of showing it up to this point in his life.
�Hang on. I�m turning down my drive now, and it�l get bumpy.�
�I thought it already was bumpy.� She laughed.
It took him longer than normal to get to his house, but Baby had cut a respectable path through the deep snow on his way out. Getting back in or out would be much easier now providing another wave of snow didn�t completely cover the tracks.
He pressed the button on the garage remote on his visor when the garage came in sight, and the door eased open. He puled inside then hit the button again to close it behind them.
�Home sweet home.�
She let out a long, slow breath of what he took to be relief.
�I�l need to take Lucy out again before we go in.�
�Is it al right if I take her?�
Georgia nodded. �It is, but realy, if you can point me to a place she can go, once I give her the command, she�l go on her own. She won�t go far from me.�
�Good enough. Stay there and I�l come around and help both of you out.�
�I can manage.�
�Please. Wait for me. The step on Baby wil be wet and slippery. I don�t want you to fal and get hurt.�
Damn, this woman was independent. He liked it, but not at the cost of her getting hurt. Yeah. That and maybe you wouldn�t mind if she was dependent on you a little? He didn�t want to mul that thought over any further and promptly got out of the truck. He went around and helped Georgia and Lucy out. He then led Georgia to the side yard. �If you promise not to move from this spot, I�l get your things and take them inside.�
�You know, Lucy is trained to guide me, Kish.�
�I know, but with her paw situation and the deep snow, I would be more comfortable if you would wait. It�l only take me a couple minutes.�
Georgia sighed. �Very wel.�
He shook his head and muttered, �Damn stubborn woman.�
�Hey!� Georgia said indignantly.
�Damn, you have good ears. I�m going to have to remember that.� Why was it so hard for him to remember? He could hear even better than she could.
It was hard because he didn�t come across many� actualy any�humans that could hear as wel as Georgia.
�Yeah. You do need to remember that.� She laughed. �And, yes. I am stubborn and proud of it.�
�That�s a loaded statement coming from a woman.�
�Why�s that?�
�Independent women tend to get into lots of trouble.�
�Kish Frahm! That is one sexist remark that I refuse to alow to persuade me into an argument with you.�
�It�s not sexist. It�s the truth.� He found the playful banter amusing, liked it even.
�Hmmph. Go take the bags in before I do something horrible like throw a snowbal in your face.�
�Yes, ma�am.�
�And stop caling me ma�am. It makes me feel old.�
�Panties in a bunch,� he muttered as he walked back to the truck.
�I heard that!�
�I know,� he caled over his shoulder.
She was something else. Yeah. And she�s yours.
The wolf caled to him. No. Ain�t going to happen.
Forget it.

Once they got inside Kish�s house, he settled her into a spare bedroom and helped her rewrap Lucy�s paw before she tried Henry�s cel number from the landline. Finaly, on the fifth ring, he answered.

�Henry?�
�Georgia! Oh my God.�
�Is that Georgia?� Joey�s voice came softer in the background.
�Yes. Are you okay? We are stranded in town.
We�ve been trying to cal you, but we can�t get through on your cel.�
�I know. I don�t have a signal. I�m okay. Are you two okay?�
�Yes. Mr. Kemp, the man who owns the grocery store, is letting us stay in his spare room until the storm passes.�
�Good. I�d hate to think you two were stranded in the SUV.�
�What about you? The firewood has to be getting low by now. I know the electric is out up there.
Frank has a generator, but��
�Whoa, Henry. There was a little accident at Frank�s�
�Accident?�
�What accident?� Joey said in the background.
�Quiet. I�m trying to find out. What accident, Georgia?�
�A tree fel on the house, put a hole in the roof, and destroyed the generator, but everything is fine. A neighbor came to see if I was okay. I�m staying at his house. He said if the snow continues to let up, he might be able to get into town to pick you two up tomorrow. If it doesn�t, it might be a couple days.�
�You are at a strange man�s house?�
�What?� Joey.
Argument ensued between Henry and Joey.
�Hey. Hey! Guys! Guys!� Once the other end of the line got quiet, she continued. �I am okay. Kish has been nothing but kind to me. Besides, I�m a big girl. I can take care of myself. I wil cal you tomorrow if we are able to get out to pick you up.�
�We�re just worried about you, Georgia.�
�I know. But there is no need. I�m fine. Besides, there isn�t anything you can do about the situation so it�s useless to worry. I�l give you Kish�s number in case you need to get in touch with me before I cal you tomorrow.�
After giving Henry the number and talking to Joey for a few minutes, she assured them both once again that she was fine and hung up.
�They sound like they care about you.�
�Yes, they do. I�ve known Henry and Joey a long time.�
�I wasn�t eavesdropping. But it was hard not to catch some of the conversation when I�m right here in the kitchen.�
�It�s your home, Kish. You can do as you wish.�
�I know that, but I prefer if you are comfortable while your here. I wouldn�t want to do anything to make you otherwise.�
�You�ve been nothing but kind to Lucy and me. I feel at home.�
She did too. Kish had gone out of his way to take care of her, and she appreciated the gesture. He was a good man. She never got anything but good vibes from him. His scent was another story. She stil couldn�t determine what that hint of wildness about him was. She had nothing to compare it to other than animals, and it bothered her that she couldn�t figure it out.
She also didn�t like the way he withdrew from her under certain circumstances. Like the way he didn�t want her to touch his face, or the way he talked about Karma. If she wasn�t mistaken, someone had hurt him in his past, maybe recently. The way he expressed his feelings about uncaring people made her sad. Why would anyone hurt Kish? No one would do the things for her, a complete stranger, that he had if they were uncaring. Therefore, he didn�t deserve to be treated badly.
Whoa. Slow down there, Georgia. Jumping to all sorts of conclusions here. She had a bad habit of doing that. Although she was rarely wrong about the vibes she picked up from others, it didn�t mean she was always right about the details.
�Would you like something to eat?�
Her stomach gurgled right after he asked the question and they both chuckled. �I think I would.
Can I help?�
�Nope. I set down a bowl of water and food for Lucy as wel. Hope that was okay.�
�Yes, but I wish you�d let me help.�
�No need. I�m going simple. Omelets and salads.�
�That sounds good, but I kind of had you pegged for a meat and potatoes kind of guy.�
�Realy?�
�Uh-huh.�
�Just so happens that you are right, but since I had a huge steak earlier, I think I can survive with an omelet.�
Georgia covered her mouth as she yawned.
�Sorry. It�s been a long day.� Not to mention that the excessively long, bumpy, and gut-wrenching ride from Frank�s place to Kish�s had drained her.
�Yes, it has. I have onion, tomato, cheese, and mushrooms for the omelets. You okay with al of that?�
�No onion, please. I�d prefer not to have dog breath in the morning.� She giggled.
�Dog breath?�
�Yeah. Henry and Joey have always said that I have breath that could kil a dog in the morning if I eat onions before going to bed.�
�I think Henry and Joey are giving you a hard time.�
She nodded. �I think so too, but since they aren�t here to do so, I�l skip the onions in their honor.�
Kish chuckled, and her tummy clenched. The more she talked to him, every passing minute she spent in his company made her aware of the growing attraction she had for him. She longed to run her fingers over his face, yearned to see the man she was drawn to. Not that his looks mattered al that much to her because she was more interested in what was on the inside than the outside of people. She simply wanted that knowledge, that intimacy with him.
�What brought you and your friends up here, Georgia?�
�Oh. Wel, that�s kind of hard to answer. Frank married Henry�s sister, and since Henry�s sister doesn�t like nature al that much, the cabin hasn�t been used. We have talked in the past about al the things we�d like to do one day, and roughing it out in the woods was one. It was kind of a spur-of-the-moment, spontaneous thing actualy. I think we bit off more than we could chew, though.�
�It�s not bad up here most of the time. I have to agree that you probably shouldn�t have come up in the winter, though.�
�Yeah. Can�t argue with you on that one. We checked the forecast, and it was supposed to be nice.�
�Never trust the forecast for northern Wisconsin in the winter. They are rarely accurate, as you can see.�
�Yes, I certainly can. I�m glad you were here to help me, Kish.�
Georgia frowned when he didn�t say anything. He seemed guarded around her, but she wondered if he realized how much info he gave her with his responses. Probably not. Most people wouldn�t have read much into the earlier Karma conversation because they wouldn�t have noticed the tone of Kish�s voice, the tone that indicated people�s uncaring nature was a serious sore spot with him. Nor would they have caught on to the way he seemed confused by her gratitude Even people who weren�t used to receiving much gratitude usualy stumbled around a thank-you or otherwise, but Kish truly seemed perplexed, speechless by it. Had no one in his life thanked him for his kindness?
Ten minutes later, they were eating their meal. The texture of the omelet was perfect and gave way to melted cheese, tomato, and mushroom.
�My goodness. This is the best omelet I�ve ever eaten. You are a wonderful cook.�
Silence met her, and she thought she could hear the faint sound of him shifting in his chair. So he didn�t do good with compliments either. That made her sad.
Kish seemed like a kind, decent man. You just met him, Georgia. You have no idea who he is or what he�s done in his past.
But something deep inside her argued with that statement no matter how logical it may be. She knew in her heart that he was exactly what she thought.
Kind and decent.

Chapter Eight

Kish shifted uneasily in his chair. He�d only known Georgia for a few hours, and she�d already complimented him and thanked him more times than al the women combined in his past. When she did so, it gave him a warm sensation in his chest, but he had no idea how to respond.
How about thank you? You know? Thank you?
Nothing like caling yourself a dumbass. He always was his own worst critic.
He enjoyed watching her eat her meal. She roled each bite around as if savoring it for every moment she could, but when her pink tongue darted out and licked the fork between each bite, he had a much different response. His cock hardened painfuly, and his fingers itched to touch her. He wanted her. He could not deny that, but he didn�t want to be hurt.
Maybe it would be worth it to have her under him, to feel the silky skin of her thighs wrapped around his waist as he slid deep inside her slick pussy.
He closed his eyes and took in a slow breath. Cut it out. This can�t happen. If he made love to Georgia, he would be a lost man. Deep down, he was certain that if he crossed that line with her, he�d never be able to let her go, and he wouldn�t do that to her. But what if she did want him? What if she agreed to be his mate, let him change her, spend her life with him? He could give her her vision if he changed her. Didn�t she deserve that?
He watched her as she polished off her omelet and dug into her salad. He loved the way she didn�t pick at her food as if she were a rabbit. She was absolutely the most beautiful thing he�d ever laid eyes upon. She was generous, feisty, stubborn as hel, and caring. Caring was the thing that intrigued him most.
The way she fussed over Lucy, the way she had been upset over Henry and Joey being worried about her, the way she thanked him for helping her, were al things that showed him her genuineness.
How he longed for someone to be warm, genuine, and caring with him. He hadn�t had a bad life. He�d never whine about it or ask for sympathy. What was, was. But he�d seen some pretty fucked-up things over that last few centuries. And now that the rogues were becoming more and more aggressive, the survival of his species was threatened.
There was a place caled Sanctuary located in Michigan, but he�d never been. He�d only heard of it a few months ago, but it was a relief that the lycans were starting to band together to do something about the rogues. Sanctuary was a place al the rogues could go to learn about the importance of destined mates. At the moment, most rogues felt that any woman with the main scent was theirs for the taking.
They either didn�t understand or care about the fact that those women were essential for the survival of their species.
Rogues that were found were given two choices� reform or die. Kish had just learned that other lycan packs were forming more sanctuaries in other states.
He wanted to be a part of saving his species, planned to be a part of it as soon as he�d gotten Connie out of his system. He grinned. Connie who? He was so over her.
�I�m glad you are enjoying your meal.�
�I�m serious when I say it was the best omelet I�ve eaten.�
Say thank you. Say thank you.
�Um.� He cleared his throat. �Thanks.� He finished his food, then colected the plates.
�At least let me help you clean up.�
�I can handle it. I clean as I cook anyway. I only need to put a few things in the dishwasher and wipe the counter down.�
�Do you come up here often, Kish?�
�You could say that. I live here.�
�I assumed that you vacationed here like most.�
�Nope. I�m a ful-timer.�
�Has the snow stopped yet?�
�Pretty much. I�m hoping to be able to pick your friends up tomorrow afternoon.�
�Actualy, you can take me with you if you�d like, and Henry, Joey, and I can head on home.�
His stomach dropped at the thought of her leaving.
�I�m not sure the road leading out wil be clear enough for you to drive out without four-wheel drive.
Probably take another couple days for them to be cleared.�
�Oh. I hate to be such a bother to you.�
�You aren�t a bother.�
When she stood, she bumped into him. �How do you do that?�
He chuckled. �I told you, I�m talented in sneakiness.�
She frowned, and he ached to run his finger over her lips and coax them into a smile. He loved it when she smiled.
�I�m not sure sneakiness is a talent, but I�l give it to you for now.�
He stared down at her, and time seemed to slow.
She reached for him, and he circled her right, delicate-boned wrist with his fingers. They touched on either side with room to spare. He knew she wanted to touch his face, but he didn�t want her to feel his scars. He didn�t want to disappoint this woman in any way. He wanted to be as perfect to her as she was to him, something that could never be.
He brought her fingers to the left side, the unscarred side of his face, and covered her hand with his, guiding it over his skin. She was silky soft, and his wolf howled. He wanted to rip her clothes off, expose her luscious curves to his begging eyes, take her to the floor, and cover her with his body. He�d make love to her slow and thorough like he longed to do, like she deserved. He�d worship every inch, find and pay homage to every sensitive spot that brought her pleasure.
Her fingers glided over his brow, the edge of his nose, over the stubble of his cheek and finaly, to his lips. He closed his eyes and let her caress wash through him like a soothing breeze on a balmy day.
Before he could stop himself, he sucked her index finger into his mouth. She gasped when he swirled his tongue around the tip, and his heartbeat sped up.
When he opened his eyes, he was pleased to see the flush in her cheeks, which told him that she was as affected by his touch as he was by hers.
She trailed her fingers around to his ear and traced the edge down to the lobe until she came to his hair.
He sighed when her short nails scraped gently against his scalp.
�Georgia.�
�Yes,� she whispered.
�I want�� Kish suddenly stopped and sniffed the air.
�What is it?� Georgia asked.
An imposter. That�s what it was, but he wasn�t going to tel her that. He didn�t want to scare her.
�I thought I heard something.� He hadn�t, but he�d certainly smeled something and that something was someone who shouldn�t be on his property or this close to his woman.
�Take Lucy and go to your room.�
�But��
�Please do this for me.�
She backed away from him slowly.
�Lock your door, and don�t open it until I come back.�
Her puzzlement quickly turned to fright. �What�s wrong, Kish?� Her bottom lip trembled.
�Everything wil be okay. I�l be back. Just go. I need to know you are safe.�
�Okay.�
He waited until he heard the click of the lock on the bedroom door before he headed outside. Once on the porch, he keyed in the code to lock the doors behind him. He took a deep breath then started for the tree line to the right of the house. The snow had stopped, but the moon was nowhere to be found, and it was dark as hel. He was thankful for his superior vision.
The closer he got to the tree line, the stronger the scent became. He scented other lycans, but the scent was so faint it was barely discernible. This was something he had never smeled before. Human, but something else as wel.
�I know you are there. You have ten seconds to show yourself before I come in after you, and you won�t like it if I do.� His nails elongated and curled against his palm.
If whatever was out there posed a threat in any way to Georgia, he�d kil it. He would do whatever needed to be done to protect her, even give his own life. He may not be wiling to give her his heart, but he�d never let anyone or anything hurt her.
�I�m wounded. I mean no harm to you.� A deep voice came from the dark woods.
�Come out now,� Kish instructed.
�I�m coming. Give me a minute. I�m moving a bit slow at the moment.�
Even Kish didn�t need Georgia�s talent of reading voice tones to hear the obvious pain laced through the man�s words.
A couple minutes later, a tal man, almost as tal as Kish, with black scraggily hair and thick beard stumbled into the clearing. He was wearing jeans, boots, sweatshirt, and was limping.
�What are you?�
The man didn�t blink at the question, knowing exactly what Kish meant. �Something like you, only not.�
�No shit? You think I can�t smel that you aren�t like me? I know you aren�t human either. So again, what the fuck are you?�
�I�m a shifter.�
Kish scowled. �What kind of shifter?�
�Lynx.�
�I�ve never heard of such a thing.�
�Probably because as far as I know, I�m the last one left of my kind. If I�m not, then I have no idea where to find more of my species because I haven�t seen one for over a hundred years.�
�What happened to your leg?�
�Trap.�
�I own several hundred acres here. There aren�t any traps on my land.�
�I was injured two days ago about seventy-five miles north of here.� He muttered, �Bitch.�
�What the fuck did you just cal me?�
�No! No. Sorry. I was referring to someone else.
Someone else who if she hadn�t decided to dump my ass, I wouldn�t have ended up in this mess.� He smiled at Kish. �Women. Can�t live with them.�
�I think there is more to that saying,� Kish mumbled with a frown.
�Nope. You can definitely live without them if you have amazing wilpower, which I don�t.� He scowled.
Kish pretty much agreed, but didn�t want to get into a discussion about who�d been screwed worse by the women in their lives or the fact that this guy had apparently just been treated to a typical Connie-style burn.
�How the hel did you end up here?�
�To put it bluntly, I was a bit pissed at being dumped. Decided to take a run and cool off the temper. Big mistake that was. Hadn�t even had a chance to shift yet before I nearly got my leg taken off by that fucking bear trap. Any other time, I would have sensed it, but I had other things on my mind at the time. I swear to God, pussy wil be the downfal of men.� The man shrugged when Kish didn�t respond and continued on. �Ran into some of your pals not long after I was injured. Guess the smel of blood attracted them. They chased my ass until late yesterday afternoon, probably about the time I made it to your property. You have it marked wel, I might add. I can see why the two chasing me were hesitant to trespass.�
That explained the hint of lycan he had detected.
�But you weren�t? Why didn�t you change and heal yourself?�
�Heal myself? Wel hel, wouldn�t that be a useful trick. You and I obviously have some differences. I heal quicker than humans, but if I shift when I�m injured, things can get mighty fucked up. And by fucked up, I mean when I change back, I might be crippled.�
�That sucks.� Kish didn�t detect anything that indicated the man was lying, but what was he going to do? He didn�t want him anywhere near Georgia.
�Name�s Brady. Can you help me out until I heal up a bit and can get around better? The thought of becoming a chew toy for your pals out there isn�t appealing.�
�They aren�t my pals. If they didn�t intend any harm, they would have introduced themselves when they hit my property instead of running. My best guess is that they are rogues.�
He didn�t feel right leaving Brady to Mother Nature�s mercy, but he couldn�t risk Georgia�s wel being.
�I know you have a woman in there. I swear I mean her no harm.�
Kish growled at Brady. �If you so much as look at her wrong, I�l rip your fucking throat out. We clear?�
Brady held his hands up. �I�ve never harmed a woman in my life nor do I plan to.�
�Come on.� Kish went to Brady and let him lean on him to help him to the house. �My name is Kish.
The woman�s name is Georgia. She doesn�t know about us.�
�So in other words, keep my mouth shut.� Brady winced as he struggled through the deep snow with Kish�s help.
�Yes. Later we�l talk further about the two who chased you. I don�t like the thought of other lycans near my property.�
�Not much to tel other than they were two big motherfuckers that were hel-bent on maiming and probably kiling me.�
�How the hel did you manage to get away from them in your injured state?�
�I�m not completely helpless. I�ve been around awhile. I�m sure you know that when your life is in danger, the animal and man can work miracles together to get you out of tight situations. Truth be told, I�m not sure how much longer I would have evaded them had they not backed off when I got close to your place.�
Kish understood the man and animal working together with perfect clarity. Working with his wolf had saved his ass more times than he could count. As he helped Brady to the house, he knew he�d have to find out more about the lycans that had chased him.
He didn�t want rogues near his property. The little fuckers better pray he didn�t find them near here, especialy with Georgia at his house because he wouldn�t tolerate any threat to her.
Brady stumbled, and Kish barely kept him from going down.
�Let�s get you inside.�

Chapter Nine

Georgia was sure she�d paced a trench into the floor by now. Even though Kish had only been gone a few minutes, it felt like hours. In the kitchen, he hadn�t said that anything was wrong, but she�d read his tone clearly enough. He was worried about something outside, something she hadn�t sensed. She�d never met anyone like him. No one had ever been able to sneak up on her. But how did he do it?
�Maybe it�s just a wild animal or something,� she mumbled.
Maybe it was a bear, or would al the bears be hibernating by now? And if so, maybe it was something worse like some type of wildcat. She enjoyed nature, but she was no expert when it came to what lurked in the woods of Wisconsin.
She was worried about Kish. She didn�t like being left here alone, but most of al, she didn�t want him to get hurt.
�Lucy, I can�t take any more. I have to find out what is going on.�
What she needed most was to know that he was okay. Butterflies danced in her bely as she recaled the way Kish had let her touch him in the kitchen. His skin had been smooth, and his jaw had been covered in stubble. She�d liked it, and now that she�d gotten a good look at him with her fingers, she had confirmed that he was every bit as handsome as she�d thought he would be.
She frowned as she let her hand slide down the wal in the halway leading to the living room. She�d wanted to take his face in both of her hands, but when he�d covered her fingers with his, he�d made it clear without speaking a word that he was in control of where she touched him. But why wouldn�t he let her touch the right side of his face? If he had a scar or some type of disfigurement, she couldn�t care less.
His insecurity about whatever he didn�t want her to find out seemed out of character for him.
True, she�d only known him for a short time, but she didn�t get the feeling that he was the insecure type. Unfortunately for him, or her, or maybe both, her curiosity about what he was hiding had only intensified. She didn�t care if he wasn�t perfect. Who the hel was? She certainly wasn�t, but for some reason, she had a deep-seated need for him to trust her.
Her tummy somersaulted when she remembered the way his breath felt against her lips. He�d only been a fraction of a second away from kissing her, and she�d ached for him to do so. When he�d been alerted by whatever it was that had distracted him, she�d almost cried out for him to return to her. She wanted to feel his mouth on her own, wanted to taste him, learn everything about what turned him on, wanted to please him. And oh how she�d wanted him to taste and learn her as wel for she was sure that Kish was a man that would know his way around a woman�s body.
Her instincts told her that he would bring her pleasure like she�d never experienced, pleasure like she�d never encounter again. She didn�t want to admit it, but the longer she was with him, the more sure she became that she�d found her soul mate.
She�d never thought it would happen to her, that she�d find the one man that would complete her, but with every passing moment, her heart knew she was meant to be with this man.
�I thought you didn�t believe in love at first sight, Georgia,� Georgia mumbled, and Lucy whined.
�Sorry, girl. I wasn�t talking to you.�
She nearly snorted. If he was, in fact, her soul mate, what made her think that he�d acknowledge it?
While she thought of herself as normal as the next person, didn�t give much thought to her blindness, she wasn�t under the ilusion that others didn�t view her as handicapped. She wondered if he thought she was less of a person because of her blindness, wondered if he looked at her with pity burning in his eyes. Eyes?
What color were his?
Green. They were green. How did she know that?
She had no answer, but she was positive it was the truth.
The main layout of Kish�s house was similar to the floor plan at Frank�s only on a much bigger scale.
She�d only just made it to the living room when the door opened, and the cold wind whipped inside around her legs and made her shiver.
�I thought I told you to stay in bedroom with the door locked,� Kish said.
�Sorry, but I�ve been this thing you might refer to as an adult for a while now, and I�m not good with people giving me orders,� she huffed with indignation.
�Feisty. I like that.�
She frowned. �Who�s that?�
�Name�s Brady. Had a nasty encounter with a trap in the woods. My leg is fu�um fudged up good.�
�Nice to meet you, Brady. I�m Georgia.�
�You didn�t tel me she was drop-dead gorgeous, Kish.�
�Probably because it�s not any of your damned business.�
�Okay. Okay. I get it. No worries here.�
Georgia listened to the exchange with amusement.
Why would Kish care if Brady found her attractive?
Was he jealous? She didn�t care for jealousy al that much, but for some reason, the thought of Kish being so over another man paying her a tiny bit of attention pleased her.
�Brady is going to be staying on the couch for a day or two until he�s healed enough to head home, or wherever it is he�s heading,� Kish said.
Georgia heard some scuffling then a loud thump folowed by a sigh. Most likely a sigh of relief from Brady after he plopped onto the couch.
�Do you have an open wound that needs attention, Brady?�
�You volunteering, little lady? Because I�d be more than happy to let you tend to my injuries any day.�
She started to smile, but it quickly died when she heard a low rumble that sounded like a growl. It definitely had not come from Lucy.
�Cut it out, Brady.� Kish�s voice was low, menacing, and made the hair on the back of Georgia�s neck stand on end.
�He�s only kidding with me, Kish. Right, Brady?�
�Of course.� Brady answered Georgia with a chuckle.
�Can you get some clean water and a rag, Kish?
Some bandages if you have them as wel?� Georgia worked her way around the couch.
She reached out to find Brady, but before she touched him, strong, warm fingers circled her wrist and puled back.
�Kish. What�s wrong with you? Brady�s wound needs to be cleaned.�
�I�l get the stuff, and he can do it himself.�
�Don�t be ridiculous.�
�He. Can. Do. It. Himself.� Kish�s words were low and laced with warning.
�What is your problem? I�m not a child, and I can make my own decisions.�
�I don�t want you to touch him, Georgia.�
�Kish, you have done nothing but help me since I met you, and I don�t want to seem disrespectful or ungrateful for that, but you are realy pissing me off.
Unless you can give me a realy good explanation why I should not help Brady, I�m going to do so. He is a felow human being in need of help. Now please get the supplies I asked for if you have them so we can get him taken care of before his injury becomes infected.�
Her cheeks heated, but not with embarrassment.
Her annoyance was rising to the surface, and she was finding it hard to understand why Kish didn�t want her to help Brady. He didn�t move or say a word. Finaly, after several minutes, she put her hands on her hips and tapped her foot in agitation.
�Wel?�
Kish sighed. �Fine. But don�t touch him until I get back.�
�Touchy, huh?� Brady snorted.
Georgia frowned. �Yeah. I guess.�
Although Kish had never seemed that way to her until now, but she kept having to remind herself that she�d only known him for a few hours. Why did he seem upset about her helping Brady? She wasn�t sure, but she�d ask him about it later.
Only a couple minutes passed before Kish was back. When she bent in front of Brady to tend his injury, Kish knelt beside her and shoved the bowl of water into her hands while he went to work on the wound.
�Son of a bi�beach, bro. Take it easy,� Brady grunted.
Kish didn�t say a word in response, and Georgia could nearly feel the tension and heat steaming off of him. She�d been wrapped up in his response to her being near Brady and had almost missed the strange scent permeating the air. It was nothing she�d ever smeled before with a hint of the wildness she now associated with Kish.
She simply shrugged it off with Kish, but now that she�d met two men in the span of a few hours that had a scent she�d never smeled before, she began to think on it a little more. The scent was vaguely familiar, yet she couldn�t place it. She racked her brain while Kish continued tending to Brady�s injury.
Just when he�d finished, it hit her. The only time she�d smeled anything close to what she detected on Kish and now Brady was at her one trip to the zoo several years ago. Particularly the predator section that housed the lions, tigers, and wolves and such.
But why in the heck would Kish and Brady have such a scent? Yet another thing she would be questioning Kish about later.
Kish took the bowl from her and helped her stand before walking away probably to discard the water and other stuff he�d tended to Brady�s injury with.
She sat down on the couch next to Brady.
�Better not sit too close. Your boyfriend might hurt me.�
�He�s not my boyfriend.�
�Could have fooled me.�
She frowned.
�Aw. Don�t look so confused. It�s obvious he has a thing for you. And hel, who could blame him? You are beautiful.�
She felt heat rush to her cheeks. �Thank you. I�m sorry you got hurt by the way.�
�Yeah. Me too.�
�I hope you feel better soon.�
�Again, me too, but thank you. If you don�t mind me asking, how did you go blind?�
The question she�d been asked numerous times didn�t phase her. �I was born without my sight. For some reason, my optic nerves did not form properly.�
�Bummer.�
She giggled. �Not realy. You can�t miss something you�ve never had. I have adjusted fine. I don�t feel any different from anyone else.�

Brady admired the woman sitting next to him for her spunk and determination. While she was probably right in thinking that she was no different from anyone else�anyone else being your average, everyday Joe �she would be considered seriously handicapped to his species, hel, any shifter species. Being blind and a predator didn�t mix. His keen sight had saved his ass as many times as his amplified sense of smel and hearing.

If she were lost in the woods, she�d be a sitting duck waiting for a predator to pluck her, hel, inviting a predator to pluck her. A twinge of guilt tickled his gut. And he was the predator that was going to do that plucking.
He scowled. When he�d started down this path, he�d felt no remorse. The woman had been a mere means to getting his sister back, a bargaining chip.
But now she had a name, a beautiful face, and a kind heart. He�d never been a violent man. Had never kiled unless necessary, and while he wouldn�t be the one actualy kiling Georgia, he had no doubt that�s what would end up happening to her once he made the trade.
He was going to wilingly put her into the hands of the rogues that had kidnapped his sister. The beasts that had found Georgia only a week earlier. Two days ago he hadn�t been dumped by a woman. Hel, he�d never been dumped by a woman. He wasn�t a pompous ass, but he knew how to please women, and to be fair, he didn�t usualy stick around long enough to be dumped. Long-term relationships were not his thing.
Two days ago, his sister had been kidnapped right out from under his nose. The lycans had come to him the same night they�d taken her, told him the only way he�d see her alive again was if he brought Georgia to them.
They�d apparently been folowing her, waiting for just the right moment to nab her. When that moment had finaly come, Kish had showed up and foiled it.
He had to give it to the two rogues for not being naive and stupid. Kish was a mean-looking son of a bitch, and he was sure the man could squash the two rogues with no problem.
Truth be told, he could kil the two with little effort, but unfortunately, he�d been in the wrong place at the wrong time. Once they had his sister, they had his bals in a vice and they knew it. Georgia was his only hope of ever seeing Krista alive again. She was the only family he had left. He hadn�t been lying�wel, much�when he�d said he hadn�t seen another of his kind for years. He�d just omitted that he�d not seen another of his kind besides his sister. As far as he knew, they truly were the last of their species.
Krista was his only family, and he was her protector. He�d let her down. He had to set things right. He had to save her. And even though his damned conscience was starting to rear its ugly head, he had to do what he must. If that meant putting Georgia in the hands of two rogues, he had no choice. The guilt grew from a tinge and now gnawed at his insides. Yes, he had no choice, but he�d regret it for the rest of his life.

Chapter Ten

Kish�s blood pressure shot up when he found Georgia sitting on the couch beside Brady. He didn�t exactly mistrust the guy, but he wouldn�t say he trusted him either. He also wanted to get him alone and get more details about how he�d ended up at his house because something wasn�t sitting right in his brain. Although the story Brady had told him seemed perfectly plausible, maybe not to a normal person, but to a shifter, yes, Kish had a feeling Brady hadn�t told him the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.
There was no doubt in his mind that rogues of his species would find tormenting Brady a fun game, but how he�d escaped two lycans while in human form and injured was a feat he found improbable if not impossible. He guessed under certain circumstances it could be achieved, but while he, himself, had confidence he could take down two rogues in human form, he wasn�t as confident about Brady�s ability to do so.
Kish was an ancient and could partialy change, which gave him an upper hand against younger, inexperienced rogues. Since Brady had said he couldn�t shift while injured, that stacked the odds higher against Brady surviving two days in the forest during blizzard conditions with two rogues on his tail.
He didn�t want to completely discount Brady since he knew absolutely nothing about lynx shifters. He hadn�t known such a thing existed until tonight, and he�d been around a long time. If it was true that Brady was the last of the species, that would explain why he�d never heard of them. Cats were notorious hunters and crafty hiders when the situation caled for it. Maybe Brady was a master at blending in.
�Yeah. I guess it is kind of a bummer, but like I said, I�ve never had my sight, so I don�t feel I�ve missed out on much. I get along fine.�
�I can see that.� Brady winced. �Damn, that was classy.�
Georgia laughed a throaty chuckle that slid through Kish like the familiarity of a lover�s caress.
�Don�t feel you need to tiptoe around my blindness. Making references about what you or anyone else can or can�t see doesn�t bother me in the least. I don�t expect people to change to adapt to my presence. Besides, I don�t take things like that personaly. It�s just people saying things they�ve always said and only feeling guilty about it because there�s suddenly a blind girl in the room. I�ve got thick skin.�
�I don�t know about thick, but it sure is beautiful.�
Brady leaned close and sniffed.
A low growl rumbled from Kish�s chest, and Brady and Georgia both froze. Lucy, who had been lying peacefuly by Georgia�s feet, sat up and looked at him warily.
�Did you just growl?� Georgia asked.
�Yeah. Did you, dude?� Brady gave him a wide grin folowed by a wink.
�No, I cleared my throat,� Kish said while giving Brady a look that promised retribution. �It�s late.
Maybe you should go to bed, Georgia.�
Kish didn�t miss the way Georgia bristled at his suggestion. She was an independent firecracker, and he adored that about her. He frowned. It wasn�t that he felt a man should be in charge and a woman should do what she was told. Those days were long gone, and he was glad they were, but when it came to Georgia�s protection, he wanted her obedience. Not because he was the man, but because he had the ability to keep her safe.
He�d never try to force her to do anything she didn�t want to do, unless it came to her safety. That particular subject, he had a feeling, would forever be a thorn between them. Forever? There would be no forever for the two of them, not in the happily ever after sense anyway. But he could no longer deny that there would be a sort of forever for them. The sort of forever where he covertly watched over her until the day she died and made sure no harm came to her.
A near knee-buckling pain shot through his chest.
Georgia and dead did not go together in his brain. In fact, it was like oil and water. There was no way to make them cohesive. And that was when he understood his life was forever fucked. He couldn�t live with her and he couldn�t live without her. Brady had referenced the saying earlier, but he could truly say that this was the first moment in time he truly understood the ful meaning of it.
�I am tired, but I was talking to Brady.� Georgia frowned.
Her voice brought him out of his morbid thoughts and bathed him in sunshine, warming his cels, his muscles, his heart, his very bones. So fucked.
Kish shot Brady another look of warning.
�I�d love to talk some more, Georgia, but I wouldn�t mind grabbing some sleep myself. I think my injury has taken a tol on me.� Brady shot one arrogant brow up at Kish.
�Oh! I�m sorry. I didn�t mean to keep you awake.
Of course, you must be exhausted after what you�ve been through.� Georgia stood.
Kish fixed another deadly stare at Brady.
�No, I didn�t mean to be rude. You weren�t keeping me awake at al. I simply thought since Kish brought the matter up, I should go with it. Otherwise, I�d sit here al night and listen to your mesmerizing voice.�
Georgia blushed furiously and Kish felt rage paired with jealousy rip through his chest. Claws shot from his fingertips and he felt the slide of his canines through his gums. This time, Brady took his low, warning growl more seriously and shut the hel up before Kish ripped his fucking head off.
�I�l walk you to your room, Georgia,� Kish said.
�I can make it on my own.�
She was stil irritated with him, but that only made her sexier. The urge to take her to the ground and slide into her slick, hot body was nearly overwhelming. He took a calming breath and let his wolf retreat.
�I insist.� After his claws retracted, he took her hand in his and walked with her down the halway.
Once at her door, she turned to him. His heart thudded hard in his chest and his blood rushed his veins. So damn beautiful it hurt. He placed his index finger over her lips, halting the tongue-lashing she was no doubt gearing up to give him.
�I didn�t mean to seem bossy. I just know you�ve had a long day and must be tired. I wanted you to get some sleep tonight.�
No. Not realy. What he realy wanted was for her to stay up al night with him tangled between the sheets as he claimed her over and over, as she screamed his name until she lost her sexy, husky voice.
The anger suddenly drained from her and her rigid shoulders slumped. �Oh.�
He cupped her cheek with his unscarred hand and leaned toward her. �There was something I wanted to do earlier when we got interrupted.�
�What�s that?� Her breathy words whispered over his skin.
�I think you know, but I�l show you anyway.�
He took her lips before she could respond. He�d only meant to take a quick taste, but once her scent delicately drifted through him and her mouth softened under his, he was lost.
His tongue dipped between her lips and touched the tip of hers. She moaned, he growled, and walked her into the room until her back was flush against the wal. With little urging, her legs were wrapped around his waist, and he was nestled between her thighs. He tasted her, drew her into him until she became part of his soul. Never again would he be whole without her.
She looped her arms around his neck and tunneled her fingers through the short hairs at his nape. He growled louder when she arched against him, the tips of her nipples evident through their clothing.
�You are so sexy,� he breathed against her.
She gasped. �You aren�t so bad yourself.� She smiled.
He ached to rip the clothes from both their bodies.
He needed to see her naked, needed to see the desire for him burning in her eyes, the desire that matched his own. Her tongue retreated then ran delicately along his bottom lip, and he slid his hands around to her rear where he cupped each perfect globe of her ass and kneaded gently.
�You have the most delectable backside.� He gave her another gentle squeeze as if to prove his point.
�And here,��he thrust against her��you are so hot, so ready for me. I want to be inside you so bad it�s kiling me.�
She moaned again, and he took her mouth in another deep kiss. She tugged at his hair and arched against him while he tasted and ground his hips against her. The heat and scent of her desire were bringing the wolf to the surface, making him forget about everything else in the world but the two of them, right here, right now. But just as he reached to rid of her of shirt, her hands slid around and cupped his face. Her soft fingers ran over the smooth skin on the unscarred side, then the rough skin of the damaged side.
He grunted, stepped back, and barely kept her from hitting the floor ass first. He steadied her on her feet and quickly backed away.
�Kish? What�s wrong?�
Son of a bitch. Now she knew the horrible, disfigured man he was.
�Nothing. I have to go.�
�Kish, I��
�Good night.�

Great going, Georgia. Now you�ve insulted the man. Regret ate away at the stil burning desire Kish had lit inside her. She hadn�t meant to touch his face, had known he was sensitive about it. It was true she yearned to know what he looked like, but she�d done it more out of habit than anything.

She laid her hand over her stil galoping heart.
Damn if he didn�t know how to kiss and touch her.
She�d thought she was going to go up in flames. She wanted Kish, and she was certain he wanted her.
He�d practicaly eaten her alive. Hel, she�d wanted him to. The heat of his hard body pressed against her, the way he�d held her against the wal as if she weighed nothing, the way his mouth tasted her . . .
She shuddered and traced her fingers along her lips.
They stil tingled from his kisses.
Now there will probably never be any more kisses. But why was he so sensitive about the scars on his face? True, she�d only gotten a quick feel, but the scars hadn�t seemed al that bad to her. Even if they had been, it would have made no difference to her. He was a stunningly gorgeous, sexy man.
She shrugged off her clothing and found an old Tshirt and some sweats to wear to bed. �How am I going to patch things up with him now, Lucy?�
She couldn�t simply take it back. She couldn�t say she hadn�t felt the scars. She couldn�t say they didn�t matter because though that was the truth on her end, it was obviously far from the truth with him. But why had it mattered so much to him that she not see them?
If she had her sight, she would have noticed the scars right away.
She climbed into bed and puled the sheet and blanket up to her neck. �Come up, Lucy.�
Lucy jumped up onto the foot of the bed and curled up on Georgia�s feet.
�Good girl.�
She had to figure out a way to make this right with Kish. She didn�t want him to be upset with her or to think that she�d taken advantage of the situation.
She�d simply gotten lost in the feel and taste of him.

Chapter Eleven

Kish made his way through the living room and to the front door.
�Where the hel are you going?� Brady asked from the couch.
�None of your fucking business.� Kish was not in the mood.
�Al right. Al right. Don�t get your panties in a bunch.�
Fury swept through Kish and he spun around. He lunged at Brady, grabbed the front of his shirt, and twisted before puling him close.
�Stop fucking with me.� He ground through his teeth.
�Good God, man. I was just giving you some shit.
What the hel?�
Kish wasn�t usualy overly aggressive. True, he was a dominant male, and could be provoked into a fitting rage at times, but Brady hadn�t done anything that he wouldn�t normaly overlook.
He took a deep breath and let Brady flop back on the couch.

Georgia had just gotten comfortable when she heard the commotion in the living room. She flipped the covers off and tiptoed to her door where she cracked it open as quietly as she could. She turned her ear toward the opening and listened.

�Are you always prone to going bat shit crazy on random people, or do I have a knack for bringing it out in you?�
Brady�s voice was a bit muffled by the time it made it down the long halway to her ears, but she could clearly make out his words.
�I�m having a bad night. I didn�t mean to go bat shit crazy on you. But, seriously. Lay off the smart ass comments.� Kish�s voice was gravely, low, and harder to hear.
�Woman problems?�
�As I said before, none of your fucking business.�
�Look, I know you don�t know me, but I�ve been through some shit too, man. I�l be glad to listen.�
Georgia felt uneasy about eavesdropping on Kish and Brady�s private conversation and was about to shut the door and go back to bed. That was until Kish�s next sentence nearly floored her.
�I love her, but it can never be.�
Was Kish talking about her? He couldn�t be. Then her heart sank. He was in love with another woman.
�Why? Doesn�t she love you?�
�Love me? She doesn�t know shit about me.�
�So? Love isn�t perfect. Hel, love is never perfect.
If it is, it usualy isn�t love. True love? That shit wil fuck you up.�
�Just forget it.�
She heard a shuffling as Kish walked around. It most certainly wasn�t Brady unless he had miraculously recovered from his injury since she�d gone to bed.
�Forgetting it is no option where love is concerned.
If it�s true love, it wil never be forgotten. In fact, it wil whittle its way into every Goddamned cel of your being and eat away at your soul until the day you die.
Don�t ever think forgetting it is an option or you�l be in for a world of hurt that�l make torture look appealing.�
Georgia swalowed hard at the pain that was evident in Brady�s voice. He�d obviously been in love, but what had happened? It certainly didn�t sound as if it had worked out in his favor.
�Look, let�s just put aside the fact that she has no idea what the hel I am. Let�s for one moment pretend I�m a normal person.�
What the hel was Kish talking about? What was he if not a normal person? Did he have mental issues?
Was he a spy? A mobster?
�Okay. Then what is it?� Brady asked.
�Look at me.�
�Yeah. I�ve seen far uglier mugs than yours.�
�That�s just it. If I change her, and she sees the scars, she�l get sick of them eventualy. They al do.�
She stifled a gasp of pain. Then just as quickly, she became furious. Other women had hurt him because of some stupid scars? What kind of shalow twits had he been with that they focused on physical imperfections and not what was inside?
Then she frowned. What did he mean by change her so she could see him?
�I�ve only just met her, but she doesn�t seem that shalow to me. Don�t you think a woman who�s been blind her entire life is capable of looking past a few superficial flaws?�
�Georgia deserves better than me. She�l get tired of the stares and whispers when we are out.�
�For Christ�s sake, man. Give her a chance to prove she�s not a shalow nincompoop. Besides, knowing our nature, you wouldn�t be out in public al that much anyway.�
Oh my God. He�s talking about me. Kish loves me. While her heart sang in sudden joy at that realization, her mind was putting the breaks on her happy mojo. It didn�t sound as if Kish was wiling to trust her. How could she convince him that Brady was right? She didn�t care about scars. She cared about Kish.
But if he did get over al of that, and they were to have a relationship, would he expect her to live out here with him? It wasn�t that she�d mind living in the woods in the middle of nowhere. She loved nature, but her blindness would impair her in a place like this like it didn�t in a smal city. In the city, she had sidewalks, landmarks, public transport, familiarity.
Here? Here, she could get herself in trouble real quick if she didn�t pay attention to everything around her, especialy while outside.
Nonsense! You could do it. Yeah. She probably could, but she�d be lying if she didn�t admit the prospect frightened her. Then the answer came as clearly as a cloud free spring day. She would live here with Kish if he wanted her to. She�d go anywhere with him.
�You aren�t hearing me.�
�Al I hear is blah, blah, blah, and a lot of bul shit, insecurity, and excuses.�
A low rumble that sounded much like the growl Kish said was him clearing his throat earlier resonated easily down the halway to her ears. No mistaken this time. It was definitely a growl, and it wasn�t a growl of frustration. It was a growl much like a predator would make when cornered.
�Look, man, I�m teling you. I�ve been around a lot of women. A lot. And Georgia is not shalow. She�s blind. Don�t you think that�s had an impact on any discriminatory urges she might have felt? She�s not going to fault someone for their handicaps. She�d be damning herself if she did.�
�Brady, I think you and I live in reality most of the time. And in human reality, lycans and shape-shifters do not exist other than in Holywood and fiction. Even if she could live with my scars, how in the hel would I get her past the werewolf part, and the fact that I�d want to make her one? She�s naive and innocent and beautiful. I don�t want to be responsible for rattling her cage possibly hard enough to permanently dislodge a few marbles.�
Georgia couldn�t stifle the gasp this time, and by the time she covered her mouth, everything had gone silent.
�Son of a bitch.� Kish�s voice came from the end of the halway now while his steps came closer to her room.
She backed away from the door. He had to be crazy. Werewolves? Shape-shifters? Lycans? Scars she could live with, but crazy assed delusions were something else altogether.
�Georgia?� Kish�s voice was quiet.
He was standing at her door, and she froze. She wasn�t exactly scared of him. Even though she�d just realized he most likely had a few screws loose� Brady too for that matter�she knew he wouldn�t hurt her. Stil, she was frightened.
�Go away, Kish.�
He took a few steps closer and stopped.
�I don�t know what kind of cult or religion or whatever the hel it is you are tangled up in, but I don�t want to hear any more. I can�t deal with something like this right now.�
�Georgia? Do you have any feelings for me at al?�
Her heart thudded painfuly in her chest. She loved him, but what did it matter now? She could never be a part of his life of fantasy. She gulped back a sob and jumped when his hand cupped her cheek gently.
Damn, the man could move quietly when he wanted.
�Kish, I can�t get involved in this.�
�Please just answer me.�
�Yes. I do, Kish. I have feelings for you. And just so you know, I don�t give one rat�s ass about your scars, but the other thing? That scares the living hel right out of me.�
His thumb stroked slowly back and forth. His rougher skin felt delicious against her face, and she fought the urge to lean into him.
�How much did you hear?�
�Pretty much al of it. I didn�t mean to eavesdrop. I just couldn�t help my��
�Shhh. It�s okay. I suppose you would find out one way or another at some point in time. I would have preferred to tel you in a different way.�
�No.�
�Yes. I�m not trying to scare you, sweetheart, I swear, but what you heard is the truth.�
Sweetheart. He�d caled her sweetheart, and she liked it. Don�t forget he�s freaking crazy.
�You are seriously going to stand here and try to convince me that you are a werewolf?�
�I could prove it if that would make you feel better.�
�Feel better? Nothing about this is making me feel better. This cannot be happening.� She squeezed her arms around her middle and began to pace. �Why are you doing this?�
�I�m not doing anything, Georgia. I cannot help who I am or what I am for that matter. I didn�t ask to be a lycan. I was born that way just like you were born without your sight.�
Then she remembered something else he�d said while talking to Brady. �And you can give me my sight?�
�Yes, I believe I can. If I changed you, your sight would be restored. There is a tiny, minute possibility that the change would fail to give you your sight back, but I know how strong you are, and I�m confident it would work.�
�So the only thing I�d have to do to get my sight back is agree to become some monster that goes balistic at every ful moon?� She snorted. �Sure. It�s a dream come true.�
He sucked in a sharp breath, and she silently cursed herself. She�d just caled him a monster, and he might be many things, but a monster he was not.
�I didn�t mean that you��
�Don�t worry about it. I thought you were different.�
�Kish?�
But he didn�t answer her. He was gone. Damn it, she�d flubbed that up royaly. But what the hel was she supposed say? He wanted her to believe that he was a freaking werewolf. She sat on the edge of the bed and picked at her nails. A bad habit she�d picked up years ago when she was upset or nervous.
He had growled. She snorted. That didn�t mean anything. Anyone could do that. She tried hard to convince herself of that anyway even though she was pretty sure she�d never heard anyone make a growl like Kish. The growl had sounded far from human.
Maybe it had simply been something strange he�d always been able to do. People al over the world had weird things they could do that others could not.
Then something else crept into her mind. His scent.
The hint of wildness that she�d not been able to place.
Could there be some truth to what he�d said? No!
No! No! She was not going to entertain the idea that werewolves were real, especialy while she was out in the middle of nowhere. If she alowed this idea to take root and become a possibility in her over imaginative mind, she�d drive herself crazy or scare herself to death. Maybe both.
Nonsense. She went to her door and made sure it was closed before locking it then crawled under the covers. Tomorrow, she�d have Kish take her into town and she�d stay with Henry and Joey. But could she realy walk away and forget Kish? She could walk away if she had to, but forgetting him was not an option.

Chapter Twelve

Kish ran through the deep snow until he panted.
His sides heaved and his heart ached with every beat.
He�d known from the start things wouldn�t work with Georgia, but he�d obviously hidden away some minute spark of hope that it would. She thought he was a monster. He couldn�t blame her for thinking so.
Finding out he was a lycan through overhearing he and Brady�s conversation must have been a shock to her system.
He wasn�t an idiot. It would have been a shock to her no matter how she�d found out, but he would have chosen to ease her in to it. Now she simply thought him a loony bin bound psycho. And as much as he couldn�t fault her for thinking such, it hurt that she�d automaticaly come to that conclusion without giving a second thought to actualy believing him.
Come on. She�s a human. Of course she�s not going to believe lycans are real. And to be fair, she hadn�t known him for long either. It feels as if I�ve known her forever. She obviously felt a connection to him as wel. She had responded to his kisses. Hel, she�d done more than respond. The mere memory of her legs wrapped around him as he ground against her stole the breath from his already starved lungs.
About an hour had passed, and he turned to head back home. He barely felt the snow and cold gusts of wind against his body that was protected by thick fur.
The predator of the wolf fought with the logic of the man. The wolf wanted its mate no matter the cost.
The man wanted her too, but not at the risk of harming her in any way, which included psychologicaly.
When he finaly made it to his house, he was tired.
Brady was asleep on the couch, and he went to his room, showered, and flopped naked bely-first on the bed where he immediately fel into a deep sleep.
�Can you not find some way to believe what I say is the truth?�
Georgia sat on the rail of his front porch. A sheer, white, ankle-length nightgown billowed lightly in the gentle breeze. She was radiant, amazing, perfect in every way. Her blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders like water, and her golden skin beckoned him. He wanted to touch her. He wanted to push the silky, white fabric up past her calves, her thighs, and to her waist as he kissed his way up to the place he wanted to taste most.
After he pleasured her with his mouth, he�d take her with his body. He�d brand himself on her soul forever, and when she cried out his name, she�d know he was the only one who�d ever bring her that kind of pleasure. She�d know she was the only one that could bring him that kind of pleasure.
�Kish, I don�t know what to think. I�m scared.
I�m worried for you. You aren�t well.�
He slowly walked to her and was relieved when she didn�t scurry away from him like a scared rabbit. �I am as well as anyone can be, Georgia.
I�ll never deny that I have issues just like everyone does, but mine do not require magical pills and shrinks to cure my head. I�m not crazy. I would have told you eventually anyway. I�m sorry you found out I was a lycan the way you did.�
Her green eyes filled with tears and her bottom lip quivered. �How am I supposed to believe you are a werewolf, Kish?�
He took her hand and laid it palm down over his heart. �I can prove it to you, but I don�t want to frighten you.�
She sighed. �Prove it to me then.�
He took her face between his hands. �Don�t be scared. You have my word that no matter what happens, I will not hurt you.� He gave her a lingering kiss on the lips because he couldn�t resist.
�If there is one thing I�m sure of about you, it is that you would never hurt me.�
He took a deep breath and let the wolf come to the surface and beyond. Then reached for her hands. He let her feel the claws come out of his fingertips and curl toward his palms. When she gasped, he assured her again that he would not harm her.
He then raised her hands to his mouth and let her feel the now elongated fangs protruding through his gums.
�But . . . but . . . how?� she asked as tears slid down her cheeks.
�I didn�t want to shift all the way. Only ancients can partially change like this.�
He watched intently as she felt his mouth and fangs then ran her fingers back down to his hands.
�I�m telling you the truth, Georgia. I know it�s hard to take in, but there are things that exist that most people think are only stories.�
�You are telling me the truth, aren�t you?� She pulled her hands back and wrapped her arms around her middle.
Kish stood close, refusing to let her retreat too far.
After what seemed like hours of silence but what in reality was probably only a matter of minutes, she spoke.
�Let me get this straight. You are a werewolf.
A werewolf? And you were worried about me touching your face because it�s scarred?�
Kish sucked in a sharp breath.
�I don�t understand why you would be worried about something as trivial as a few scars when you are a werewolf.�
�My scars are not trivial. They are hideous, and every woman I�ve been with has left me because of them. You�d do the same.�
�Are you kidding me? You would have the nerve to rank me along with the obvious idiots you�ve dated before me? What a low opinion you have of me.�
�It�s the truth. After a while, you�d grow tired of them.�
�I�m insulted, Kish. In case you haven�t noticed, I�m blind. I�ve had people whispering and staring at me my whole life. And yes, I may be blind, but I can feel them staring at me all the same. I don�t need eyes to know it�s happening. I would never subject someone else to that kind of pain because of a defect. Nor would I be shallow enough to allow my feelings for someone to be tarnished by some scars.�
�You�d get tired of them,� he said resolutely.
�Once you could see the way they stared at me . .
.�
�You really do believe you can restore my sight, don�t you?�
�I told you I can.�
�But to do so, you�d have to change me?�
�Yes.�
�And then what? I�d become a lycan like you and what? Be a booty call or something along with all the other little groupies you�ve changed along the way? Why would you care? You obviously have a low opinion of me and didn�t plan on giving any type of relationship with me a true chance.�
�Georgia.� He took her hands in his. �I can only change those with the scent.�
�The scent?�
�Yes. Females who are destined to become lycan mates have two scents. The main scent and the mated scent. While all lycans can smell the main scent, only the destined mate can smell the mated scent. I detect both on you. You are my mate.�
�Y-your mate?�
�Yes.�
�What you are saying to me is that since I carry this scent, I can be changed at any time by any lycan?� She shivered.
�Yes, but I would never allow that to happen unless you agreed.�
�Oh my God,� she whispered.
�It�s not something you need to worry about. I won�t let anything happen to you.�
�Not something I need to worry about? Really?
How about if I choose to go back to my normal life tomorrow and forget I ever heard about any of this lycan stuff?�
�You have that choice, but I will always watch over you from now on to keep you safe.�
�What do you mean? I�ve taken care of myself for a long time and nothing has ever happened to me. I�m perfectly capable.�
He smiled. �Yes, you are, but this is different.
There are some of my kind called rogues who do not abide by ancient laws. They believe that any woman who carries the main scent is rightfully theirs.�
She swallowed hard. �As in I could be taken by one of these rogues?�
�Yes, technically, but not now. I won�t let that happen.�
�How am I supposed to deal with this, Kish?
I�ve struggled my whole life to be normal, to overcome my blindness, and now you are telling me I can have my eyesight in exchange for becoming something else that is not normal?�
�It�s normal to me. It�s not the same. A handicap is an impairment, being a lycan is not an impairment. It is something no one but other lycans would ever know about you. You would appear as normal as the next person. There are quite a few advantages to being a lycan.�
�Such as?�
�Healing ability, heightened senses, which I guess would be less impressive to you because you already have them, but not to the degree I have them. Strength, speed, exhilarating freedom from the confines of humanity.� Her hands shook and he covered them with his own. �Don�t be afraid, Georgia.�
�I�m overwhelmed.� She snorted. �I don�t even know why I�m getting so bent out of shape. This is only a dream.�
He leaned close to her ear. �Sort of.�
�What?�
�Mates share a special bond. We can visit one another in our dreams. Everything in our dreams is as close to reality as reality can be. Except if we are harmed in our dreams, that harm doesn�t follow us when we wake. Just like any injuries we may have while awake do not hinder us in our dreams. I know it�s hard to comprehend, but everything we do in our dreams is real on another level. A psychological level we cannot tap into while awake, if you will.�
�Why are you telling me all of this? What does it matter?�
�You are my mate. You deserve to know, and . .
. I love you.�
�You love me, but you have no intention of trusting that I will not turn into some callous bitch in the future and shun you because of some scars?�
His heart ached with each beat. �Deep down I know you aren�t like that, but that voice in my head will always be telling me you will turn out like that.� He rubbed his thumbs over the smooth skin of her hands. �I also told you because I need you to understand that I will always be around to protect you. I need you to accept that.�
�You are asking for my trust, but unwilling to trust me in return. Isn�t that a tad bit hypocritical, Kish?�
He frowned. Yeah, it was, but he didn�t know what else to say.
She sighed and reached slowly for his face. He instinctively took a step back.
�No!� she cried out.
He froze.
�If you expect me to entertain anything you�ve just told me to be the truth, you must show some faith in me. I need to touch you, Kish. I�ve needed to since we met.�
His gut clenched when the tears pooled in her eyes once more. She looked like a goddess sitting on the railing under the bright moonlight with her arms stretched toward him and her white nightgown softly fluttering in the breeze. She seemed ethereal almost, as if she�d fade away under his touch. Too perfect for him.
He had to do this for her, had to prove to her that he didn�t think her a callous bitch that would shun him for his scars. He couldn�t expect her to accept what he was saying, what all it would entail for her future without giving her something in return. But did she have to ask for his very soul? She already had a piece of it, would forever have a piece of it. But did she need the whole damn thing?
If he did this, if he allowed her to see all of him, she�d forever hold the ability to crush him. His life, his heart, his soul would literally rest in her two tiny hands.
There was no avoiding this. No matter how many days, months, or years passed, it would always come back to this. He had no choice, but he would not do this in a dream. If she was determined to see all of him, she would see him for real.

Chapter Thirteen

Georgia sat up in bed. The dreams were getting more vivid, more real, if that was even possible.
�I�m insane.�
�I thought I was the insane one.�
Georgia nearly jumped out of her skin. Kish�s voice came from beside her. She didn�t feel Lucy at her feet any longer and assumed she must have gotten down on the floor.
�How the holy hel do you keep doing that?�
�It�s a lycan thing.�
Georgia sighed. �Kish, I��
She felt the edge of the bed dip as he sat down beside her. �Look, Georgia. Everything I�ve told you is the truth. And yes, the dreams are as I said too.
Don�t try to argue with me. I can sit here and tel you word for word what just happened in your dreams.
You know why? Because I was there. I experienced it with you.�
Could this realy be happening? While her logical side resisted believing it, something deep inside her told her it was the truth. Kish wasn�t loony, but she might be going to crazy town soon.
He reached for her hands. �If you realy want to do this, it�s going to be for real. Not just dream real.�
Butterflies danced in her tummy. He was going to let her touch him. He was going to trust her even though the tone of his voice gave away his hesitancy to do so. She wished she could find a way to convince him somehow that his scars did not and would not ever matter to her, but she knew it was something she�d have to show him. No words would prove it. Only her actions could.
She held her breath as he dragged her hands to his face and placed them flat against each side of his jawline. She hesitated when he dropped his hands.
�Are you sure?� She hoped he didn�t change his mind because she needed to touch him, needed him to trust her with this, needed to show him that his scars didn�t mean anything to her.
She felt the slight nod of his head and began slowly dancing her fingers over his face. The stubble of his slight beard pricked her fingers, but she liked the feeling. It was befitting of him, added to his already-rugged qualities. Once she reached the edge of the stubble, the left side of turned into smooth skin while the right turned into rougher skin. The ridges of the scars were evident under her fingertips, but they didn�t seem al that pronounced in her opinion. She had a hard time believing that they would be al that noticeable even to those with sight.
He tensed under her touch when she folowed the scars around to his temple over his forehead and around to his eye. His eyebrow felt unaffected by the scarring. She trailed over the ridge of his nose, which seemed to have only a smal scar on the very edge where it met his cheek and traveled on down to his lips.
She sighed and smiled. His lips were perfect. Fuler than most men�s, but not girlie either. Her tummy flip-flopped at the memory of his kisses, the memory of his taste. She framed his face in her palms and slowly stroked his skin with her thumbs in what she hoped was a soothing manner.
�Kish,� she said quietly. �I think you are the sexiest, most gorgeous man I have ever met.�
�You don�t have to lie to me, Georgia. I have two eyes. I know what I look like.�
�Maybe you have a worse opinion of yourself than others.�
�Apparently not.�
�They don�t matter.�
�They realy don�t matter to me, but they seem to matter to a lot of women.�
�I�m a woman, and I�m teling you they don�t change my view of you one bit. Even if your skin was as perfectly smooth on the right as the left, I couldn�t think you were any more breathtaking than I do right now.�
�Once you see them, you�l change your mind.�
�That�s making a whole lot of assumptions for me, Kish. First of al, you�re assuming I wil agree to let you change me. Secondly, you are assuming I�m as shalow as the other women you�ve dated, which by the way, pisses me off. Third, how could you possibly think that I would turn my back on someone I love because of something as trivial as scars?�
�Y-you said that you lo��
�Yes. I said I love you. Just like you said you loved me. Or does that only count in dream world?�
Kish took her hands in his and kissed the backs of them before getting up from the bed. �I meant what I said, Georgia.�
His voice was quiet and came from across the room now. She stood and found her way to him. His back was to her and she looped her arms around his waist and laid her head against him. She felt tiny against him. The top of her head barely reached the bottom of his shoulder blades.
�I can�t do this again, Georgia.�
The pain that laced his words made her chest ache.
�Can�t do what?� she asked softly.
�If you end up leaving me like the rest because of my scars, I wouldn�t recover. Al this time, I thought I was so damned wounded because I thought I�d loved these women who�d proved to be nothing but shalow in the end. But I�ve realized I felt the way I did mostly from my pride taking a beating. You? Wel, little Georgia, you have the power to completely destroy me if you reject me. I can�t open myself up to that.�
Tears spiled over her cheeks. �I understand why you�d have a hard time trusting me after what you�ve been through, but the key lies in what you just told me, Kish.�
He turned around slowly, and she laid her palms against his chest.
�What do you mean?�
�You said that the biggest reason you were hurt by the others was because of your pride being stepped on, not because you were in love with them. I can only assume that you cared for each of these women in some way if you had a relationship with them, but it sounds as if it wasn�t your heart that took the beating.
If you�ve come to realize that then why can�t you see me? That someone who realy loves you�loves you for you, not for your name or money or looks�I don�t care about your scars now, and I wil never care about them. I love you, not your looks.�
He grunted.
�Although, I won�t lie. I think you are pretty dang sexy.� Georgia chuckled.
�Sweetheart, my sexiness pales in comparison to your radiant beauty. You are an amazing woman.�
She sighed.
�What?�
�You know, you aren�t the only one with doubts and fears. I have them as wel.�
�You? But why?� Kish asked.
�In case you haven�t noticed, I�m blind. Most men, hel, most people, don�t want to deal with that.�
�That doesn�t matter to me. Besides, I can fix that.�
She took a step back from him. �But what if I don�t want you to fix it? Or what if I chose for you to fix it and for some reason it didn�t work? I can�t imagine a man of your caliber would even give a second glance at a woman like me.�
He stepped closer again and took her hands in his.
�You�re pissing me off now. Don�t say that. You are the most beautiful woman I have ever set eyes upon.
And whether you remained blind forever or not would not matter one bit to me. Wel, that�s not completely true. The only way it matters to me is because I wish you could experience al the things I do, as I do. But as far as me not wanting to deal with it, as you put it? There is nothing to deal with. You are a self-sufficient woman who can obviously take care of herself. I don�t see you as a burden or a bother.�
�I don�t know if I believe that one hundred percent.�
�I said I would never lie to you, sweetheart.�
�It�s just that if you realy are a wer�lycan, you are a predator, and predators depend upon their senses. Al of them. I can�t see how you wouldn�t view me as inferior.�
�Stop it.� He gave her hands a gentle shake. �I don�t view you as inferior. Yes, I would worry about you more under certain circumstances, but I wil always protect you whether you can see or not. Your blindness means nothing to me one way or another.
The only way it matters to me is if it bothers you because I would be unhappy if you were upset about anything.�
She smiled, launched herself against him, and squeezed him tight. �That�s the way I feel about your scars, Kish. They only bother me because they seem to bother you. I don�t want you to be in pain.�
He cupped her cheek in his palm. �I�m sorry it�s so difficult for me to believe that someone as caring, as genuine, as kind, as selfless as you exists.�
�Can�t you find it in your heart to give me a chance to prove I�m real? To prove I would never turn my back on you because of your scars?�
�I�l try, Georgia, but I won�t promise anything. I do love you. You are my mate, and I�m sorry I�ve let my past get in the way of that.�
�Don�t be sorry for your past, Kish. It�s what made you, you. And I think you are incredible.� She frowned. �Do you think you might tel me how you got your scars one day?�
�Maybe. Right now what I�d realy like to do is kiss you, if you don�t mind?�
�I would like that very much.�
He bent his head and brushed her lips. �You are so tiny.�
�I think you are big.� She giggled.
�I don�t want to hurt you,� he whispered.
�I don�t break easily. Let�s find out how tough I am, huh?�
He growled and took her mouth in a possessive kiss that sent pulses of pleasure through her body straight to her lower bely. His mouth was magical.
Until this moment, she�d never understood exactly what that song about a magic man meant. Now it was crystal clear to her.
One hand slid around to her nape and the other slid down and around to cup one cheek of her butt.
She moaned as his tongue dipped into her mouth and tangled with her own. She pushed her fingers up and through his short hair where she tangled them in the thick mass as wel as she could. She tugged him closer and the kiss deepened. He stole the breath from her lungs, and she happily gave it to him. His taste was intoxicating.
How was it that this man could bring out such intense feelings in her after only knowing him for such a short time? She�d dated other men for months and had never felt this kind of abandonment, this kind of connection, this kind of raw, sexual need. But until she�d met Kish, she�d never believed in love at first sight either. She did now. If fate had indeed marked her to be Kish�s mate, who was she to argue, because at this moment in time, it sure felt as if Mother Nature knew exactly what she�d been doing.
His long fingers left her nape and trailed down to her colarbone then finaly came to rest on her breast.
He kissed a path along her jaw and nibbled at her earlobe while he began toying with the nipple that had puckered into a peak and poked against the fabric of her shirt.
�I want to be inside you so much, Georgia. I�ve waited for you my entire life. I need you.�
�Oh yes, Kish! Yes! Yes!�
Heat flooded her body as his mouth returned to hers. He demanded everything and gave everything in return. He nipped, sucked, and soothed her with his teeth and tongue. He roled her nipple gently between his fingers then kneaded her breast. She moaned into his mouth, and low grumbles came from his chest in answer.
She stroked her hand down his chest, over his abdomen where she stopped to admire his six-pack before coming to rest on his cock. She sucked in a sharp breath when she felt the sheer size of it straining against his jeans. How would he ever fit? He was huge everywhere.
He gently pushed her backward until her thighs bumped the mattress and they both tumbled down onto the bed. He was careful to keep most of his weight from crushing her. His large frame covered her, engulfed her, but only made her feel safe. There was no intimidation in his actions. She was confident that if she gave him so much as a tiny push of the hand, he�d back off. But him backing off was the last thing on her mind. She roled her hips up and wrapped her legs around his lean waist.
�I haven�t done this in a long time, Kish.�
�Good,� he whispered as his fingers dove under her sweats then her panties and stroked a path of fire over her clit.
She gasped. �I meant . . .� She moaned as his finger slid over her again. �I might not . . .� She bucked as he breached her and thrust deep through her wet heat. �Be very good at this.�
He stopped. Right there with two fingers buried inside her, he stopped. �You have already brought me more pleasure than I�ve ever known. If you were any better, you�d kil me.�
Then he puled his fingers from her slow before sliding home again.
�Kish! That feels so good.�
She reached for his cock again, and when she touched him, he ground against her hand and quickened the stroking of his fingers. In and out, in and out. His thumb rubbed over her clit with every third stroke. Pressure built inside her and she was torn between wanting to cry or scream with joy. But just as she thought she couldn�t take any more, she flew apart under his clever hand.
He drank her cries and relentlessly stroked her through each spasm of her release until tears spiled over her cheeks.
�Did I hurt you?�
�No,� she whispered. �That was incredible. You are incredible.�
He kissed her slowly. �I�m only getting started.�
Suddenly, he froze.
�What is it? Did I do something, Kish?�
�Shh.�
She waited for him to say something, holding her breath until he finaly did.
�Get dressed.� He scrambled off of her.
�What�s wrong?�
�Please, Georgia. Just do as I say. There wil be time for explanations later. Hurry, sweetheart.�

Chapter Fourteen

Brady was looking out the window of the front door when Kish came into the living room.
�You see them?�
�No.�
�I need you to get Georgia to safety,� Kish told Brady.
�I can help you.�
�No. You�re stil injured. I�ve only scented two.
Believe me, I�m more than capable of taking care of two rogues who think they�re bigger than their britches. I need to know she�s safe.�
Brady nodded. �What do you want me to do?�
He didn�t want to entrust Georgia to Brady. He could take her to the shelter himself, but he�d risk a run-in with one of the rogues while with her. He couldn�t take that kind of risk with her. If he sent Brady to the shelter with her, he was confident he could distract the rogues long enough for him to get her to safety.
As Kish started giving Brady directions, Georgia entered the living room with Lucy.
�Take her out the side door and head north on the path. About three quarters of a mile you�l run into a falen tree that lays over the trail.�
�Why can�t I stay here, Kish? I don�t want to leave.� Georgia�s voice wobbled.
He sighed, went to her, and puled her against him where he kissed her on top of her silky head. �It�s not safe here, sweetheart. They may be able to get to you here. The shelter is bombproof. Nothing gets in or out unless the door is opened with the code that only I know. There is no possible way they can harm you in there.�
�Who, Kish? Who can�t harm me there?�
�Rogue lycan. Look, I know you are scared, but we don�t have a lot of time. Trust me, and let me take care of you. Let me make sure you are safe.� He squeezed her to him and whispered in her ear. �I need to know you are okay. If one of them were to get to you, I�d go crazy.�
�I do trust you, Kish. But after this, you and I need to have a serious talk.�
�Sweetheart, I�l promise you anything at the moment if you�l just do what I ask.�
�Okay.�
�You have to leave Lucy here.�
�But��
�You said you trusted me, right?�
She nodded.
�If you take her, they wil be able to track you better. They wil be able to hone in on two scents better than one. Three scents would make it even easier. I swear to you that I won�t let anything happen to her.�
Tears streamed down Georgia�s cheeks. �Go with Kish, Lucy,� she choked out.
Lucy immediately obeyed. He kissed her on the head again then turned back to Brady. �Once you reach the falen tree, backtrack exactly ten and a half feet. To your left wil be a tree with a split trunk.
Exactly thirty feet behind it there is a steep incline. At the bottom of the incline you wil find the door covered in branches. The code is four, eight, zero, two, seven. Once you get her there, don�t come out until I return, or in three days if I don�t return.�
�Kish!�
�Don�t worry, sweetheart. I plan on returning, but sometimes life kicks us in the ass.� He looked at Brady. �Can you remember that?�
�Yes.�
�There is a generator for the lights and enough food in there for months along with heaters, blankets, and anything else needed for survival.� He took the coat Georgia had carried out with her and helped her get it on before zipping her in. He kissed her on the forehead. �See you in a bit, sweetheart. Get going, Brady.�
Brady went to Georgia and took her by the hand, but before he got by Kish, Kish grabbed his arm and puled him close until they were nose to nose. �If you let her come to harm, you better hope you die protecting her. If not, you wil never be safe again because I wil hunt you down and gut you myself even if it takes the rest of my life to do so.�
Brady nodded again before leaving out the side door.
Kish locked Lucy in the basement. It would be difficult for the rogues to get into the basement, and they most likely wouldn�t try to anyway since Georgia�s scent wouldn�t be anywhere near it.
Kish then stepped onto the front porch and let his wolf come to the surface for a partial change. Claws burst through his fingertips and his canines slid through his gums. He knew his eyes would be glowing as wel. He sniffed at the air and within moments, had the rogues targeted. He launched off the porch and began the hunt.

Brady tugged her along at a mindless pace. She�d tripped several times, but he�d caught her before she�d falen each time. She was a little surprised that he was able to move so quickly with his injury. She wasn�t in bad shape, but she wasn�t used to running through knee-deep snow at breakneck speed in bone chiling temperature either.

�Brady! Slow down a little,� she huffed.
He slowed up some, but kept dragging her along.
�We have to keep going, Georgia.�
About ten minutes later, her inner alarm bels started ringing. Something wasn�t right, but she couldn�t quite put her finger on what. But it suddenly, hit her. She had a great sense of direction and if she wasn�t mistaken, they had been veering slightly east for the last several minutes. Maybe Brady didn�t realize it.
�Are we going the right way?�
She didn�t miss the instant hesitation in Brady�s grip on her hand or the way he tried to hide the momentary pause, which proved her suspicion that something wasn�t right. He didn�t say anything and kept tugging her along. Finaly, after a few more moments, she puled back hard, which resulted in Brady losing his grip on her hand and her tumbling to her rear.
�What did you do that for, Georgia? We have to keep going.�
Brady grabbed her hand, but before he tightened his grip on it, she puled away again. �We are going the wrong way. Kish said we were supposed to go north. We�ve been slightly veering east for a while now.�
Brady didn�t answer her and the silence became unnerving.
�Brady?�
�Goddamnit, Georgia. I�m sorry.�
Her stomach fluttered, and her throat tightened in fear. Something was terribly wrong.
�Sorry for what exactly?�
�They have my sister, and the only way to save her is, is . . .�
He trailed off and the unnerving silence was back with a vengeance. Then it dawned on her.
�You�re going to give me to them, aren�t you? You are going to trade me for your sister.�
�Don�t make me feel any worse than I already do.
I have to do this or they wil kil her.�
�What wil they do to me?�
�Son of a bitch. You have to understand, Georgia, that when they demanded this of me, I had no choice.
I didn�t even know you then. I don�t realy know you now, but I do know you enough to realize that you are a kind, generous, caring person. You have no idea how bad this is eating me up inside. I don�t want to do this, but I can�t lose her, Georgia. She�s the only family I have.�
Georgia let out a long sigh in resignation. She�d never forgive Brady for what he was about to do, but she wasn�t sure she could completely blame him.
They would kil his sister if he didn�t bring her to them. But would she be able to trade one life for another? If the situation was reversed and the rogues already had her and made a deal with Kish for a trade, she was certain Kish would find some other way to save her. She could never believe the man she fel in love with would trade one innocent life for another.
Yes, she understood�to a point�but she didn�t condone or agree with it.
�Why didn�t you ask Kish for help instead of lie to him? He could have helped you get your sister back.�
�He�d never have let me trade you for her. I�ve never claimed to be a genius, but I�m not that damned naive.�
�Of course he wouldn�t have, but he would have figured out a way to get her back nonetheless. You didn�t have to lie to us, manipulate us both. Al we did was help you, and this is how you repay us both?�
She shook her head. �Wait. Were you even realy hurt?�
�Not badly, but yes. I definitely made it look worse than it was.�
�Do you realize what Kish wil do to you once he finds out what you�ve done?�
�Yes. I don�t care. As long as my sister is safe, I wil gladly forfeit my life.�
�For someone who�s just claimed to not be naive, you sure are a stupid, stupid man.�
�Get up! We have to go.�
�I�m not making this easy on you, Brady. While I can kind of see the choice you made was in desperation and you felt you had no other choice, and I certainly don�t want any harm to come to your sister, neither wil I be a wiling lamb to slaughter.�
�Fine. I�l carry you then.�
�Damn it, Brady. Take me to the shelter and wait for Kish to return. He wil help you get your sister back and then you can both be safe.�
�They have an ambush set for him. They know he�s coming after them. He isn�t going to return.�
Fear ripped through her and she stood. She turned and started running in the direction from where they�d come, back to Kish. She had to warn him. But before she�d made it any distance at al, she was tackled gently from behind and tumbled to the ground.
�What the hel are you doing? Are you crazy?�
�Me? Crazy?� She panted. �I have to warn Kish. I love him. I can�t let him get hurt . . . or worse.� Tears slid down her cheeks.
�You are blind, Georgia. You can�t run off in the woods. You�l get lost and die.�
She snorted. �Why do you care?�
He groaned.
�Brady, if you have any decency in you at al, you wil not let them kil him. Please. I�m begging you. If you save him, if you stop them from hurting him, I swear to you, I wil go with you. I wil wilingly let you trade me for your sister.�
�Just like that?�
�Yes.�
�Why?�
�Because I love him. Much like you love your sister. My life is worth giving up if I can save him. If one of us absolutely has to die, I�d rather it be me.�
Brady roled beside her in the snow and let out a long, exasperated breath. �Damn it! Why did you have to be such an incredibly selfless, giving woman?
Why couldn�t you have been a completely shalow bitch?�
�Sorry.�
He laughed. �You�re sorry? How in the hel did I let myself agree to something like this?�
�You love your sister. You were out of your mind with worry. You made a bad decision in a stressful situation. It happens.�
�Stop being so understanding. I�m a complete asshole.�
�Yeah, but I think you might be able to redeem yourself. If you want, that is.�
She heard him get to his feet then he tugged her up by the hand. �Let�s get you to the shelter so I can help Kish. And pray to whatever god you believe in that he wil be able to help me save my sister.
Because if he can�t . . .�
�He�l be able to.�
�Kish better realize exactly how special of a woman he has in you because I swear if he ever hurts you, I�l kick his ass.�
She laughed. He puled her slightly back west, and the running began again.

Chapter Fifteen

Did the little fuckers think that he was born yesterday? It was completely obvious that they�d set up an ambush for him, and the smartest and quickest way to end this charade was to walk right into it. Kish smiled. Wouldn�t they be surprised when they realized he was an ancient and that they were about to get their asses handed to them on plates?
If they thought they�d waltz in on his land and threaten his female, they were about to get a dose of reality. He watched the young rogue lying by the tree.
Every once in a while he�d give off a yelp of pain.
Fake pain. Hel, the blood they�d used for the fake injury wasn�t even lycan. It was rabbit blood. He wondered if the second rogue, the one hiding, no doubt waiting for Kish to take the bait, honestly thought Kish wouldn�t scent his closeness.
They�d done some half-assed attempts at concealing the scent of the second rogue, but Kish wondered how any of these rogues survived if they thought these poorly executed, il though out ambushes worked. A split second before he revealed himself, another scent hit him.
Brady.
Anger engulfed him. Why hadn�t he stayed with Georgia? Had something happened to her? The fear slid over the anger at the thought of her being hurt. He backed away with the silent ease of an ancient predator. The young rogues never knew he was close or that he�d just retreated.
�What the fuck are you doing here?�
�It�s a trap.�
�No fucking shit. You think I�m an idiot?�
�There�s more. I was in on it.�
The claws grew even longer from his fingertips and curled against his palms, and his fangs ached to pierce Brady�s throat. Instead, he punched him in the nose hard enough to enjoy the satisfying crunch of cartilage.
�What the fuck are you talking about? And you better explain quick before I kil you.� Kish clenched and unclenched his fists, aching to take another shot at Brady.
He couldn�t deny that the determined and quiet way Brady had taken the punch that had been hard enough to knock him back a couple of steps had effectively conveyed Brady�s sincerity in making amends.
�Those bastards took my sister. They told me they�d trade her for Georgia.� Brady raised his hands and stepped back when Kish came toward him. �I won�t lie. I was going to folow through with it until only a while ago.�
�And why should I believe you? If you fucking hurt her��
�I didn�t. She�s safe in the shelter. She�s the one that made me change my mind. I couldn�t do it. I couldn�t let her get hurt. She told me if I saved you, she�d wilingly give her life to save my sister. No matter how bad I want to save my sister, I can�t let Georgia die because of me. She has a lot of faith in you. She swears up and down that you can help me save my sister without trading her.�
Georgia had faith in him? Now that was a new one for him. No woman had had faith in him before, and it felt damn good. This was the first time in his life he felt like puffing out his chest with pride. His woman had faith in him. Was it possible that Georgia realy could love him for him? Was it possible that she could be the one he�d waited for his entire life, the one that looked at him and saw him not a bunch of scars?
�Do you know where your sister is?�
�No. But if we contain those two rogues, I�m sure we can come up with some creative ways to make at least one of them squeal. I�m fairly certain that they are the only two involved in this fucking charade, but I can�t be one hundred percent sure. If there are more, we can�t risk letting one of them get away to raise a warning. They want Georgia. They�l be pissed when they figure out they aren�t getting her. They wil kil Krista if they make it back to her.�
�Won�t happen. But I might just kil you when this is al over with.�
�I wouldn�t blame you,� Brady muttered.
�If you fucking double-cross me��
�I won�t. I know that doesn�t mean much at the moment, but I won�t.�
Kish looked down at Brady�s injured leg and frowned.
�Yeah. I�m an asshole, but I was scared they�d kil Krista. I was injured. Just not as bad as I let on.�
�I�l deal with you after this. But right now, here�s how this is going to go down.� Kish explained his plan to Brady, and Brady nodded in agreement.
�Let�s go kick some ass.�
�Don�t mind if we do.�
Kish walked into the clearing and stood about thirty feet from the rogue. The silver fur of the wolf was matted with blood on the side to make a good show of the fake injury. Kish stuck to the plan and went closer, playing right into their hands. Or so they thought. When he reached the silver rogue, he bent to get a closer look.
�What the fuck happened to you?� He reached out, knowing ful wel what would happen next, knowing that the pain was going to piss him off more than he already was, but he did it nonetheless. If for some reason Brady fucked with him again, he was confident he could take al three of them if it came to it. He was sure Brady was aware of that fact as wel, which brought him some measure of comfort that the man was not going to double-cross him, or would it be triple-cross him?
Just before he touched the silver fur, the rogue leapt up and clamped onto his arm. He screamed out in fury and pain. This little fucker was going to get a serious ass-kicking as soon as his sidekick was under control. He could have easily tossed the weaker rogue aside, but he put on a show of struggle to lure the other rogue in with a false sense of confidence.
He didn�t want the asshole to run, didn�t want to risk him getting away. Smal risk it was, but stil a risk.
Within moments, the other rogue came into the clearing just as planned. This rogue was stil in human form. A smug smile lifted the corner of his lips, and Kish couldn�t wait to see that smugness turn to pain.
They took Brady�s sister and wanted Georgia in trade? Yeah. He was going to kil them both. He wondered if Brady truly understood the nature of rogues. Obviously not, for if he did, he�d realize there was little chance that the rogues would have kept to their end of the bargain.
There was even lesser of a chance that when they found Krista, she�d be unscathed. Rogues were notorious abusers of women, and Kish hoped that they hadn�t had time to do much damage to Brady�s sister since they�d captured her.
Kish let the silver wolf take him to the ground and maintain the ilusion that he had overpowered him. He panted heavily as if in distress. Distress was the furthest thing on his mind. He counted the seconds until he could take his anger out on the little prick standing over him. That opportunity came only moments later when Brady stepped up behind the other rogue and put him in a choke hold.
An instant later, Kish had the silver wolf by the neck. The wolf struggled and yelped in fear. He warred with himself about kiling the rogue. Maybe he could be saved. Maybe he should render him unconscious and send him to Sanctuary, but then he shifted to human form. He tightened the choke hold to accommodate the smaler human neck, and the rogue lashed out over and over.
�I�m going to fucking take my time with that little bitch of yours when I get my hands on her. I�m going to ride her until she�s broken.� The rogue spit the hateful words at him.
He gave him a good smack to the head and puled him up to face him. �Do you have any idea what you�ve gotten yourself into, pup?�
Kish barely noticed the struggle going on between Brady and the other rogue, knowing Brady would never let the rogue escape with his sister at stake. He watched the change of emotions flicker over the pup�s face. Anger, hatred, realization, fear. He didn�t miss the way the pup�s eyes widened when he finaly realized Kish was partialy changed, when he finaly realized exactly how fucked he was.
�Yeah. You�re fuckity fuck fucked. Too bad you didn�t realize who you were messing with before you put this pathetic attempt at a trade in motion.�
�Your rules mean nothing to us. They are ridiculous.�
�They aren�t just my rules.� Kish gave the pup a good shake. �They are lycan rules. And lycan rules say you are supposed to protect our women, not hurt them. You are a lycan. Whether you like it or not, those rules apply to you.�
�I don�t go by your rules,� the pup sneered.
�You have two choices, son. Reformation at Sanctuary or die.�
�I wil never folow your rules. And I wil do as I please to any woman I find. It�s my right as a predator. Al humans should fear us. We are superior to them. Especialy women.�
The pup bit down hard on Kish�s hand and caught him off guard. When the rogue broke loose from his hold and ran, Kish knew the outcome was going to be dire. Before the rogue got ten feet away, Kish leapt into the air and kicked him in the lower back, sending him sprawling to the ground with a loud thud.
He placed his knee between the center of his shoulders and wrapped his arm around his throat once again.
Kish was saddened by what he had to do next, but he had no choice. He snapped the rogue�s neck and let his limp body fal back to the ground. He�d given him a chance, but he�d heard the truth in the pup�s words. The souless, black eyes that had stared at him in defiance were devoid of emotion, devoid of compassion, devoid of any trace of humanity. Yet the loss of one of his own was hard, especialy with their already-dwindling numbers.
He turned to face the other rogue stil being held by Brady.
�How about you? You have a change of heart on your outlook of our laws?� Kish looked down at the dead rogue�s body and back with a raised brow.
�You fucking asshole!�
Kish smacked the rogue hard. �Where�s the girl?�
The rogue spit on him, and Kish returned the insult with a fist to the nose. The rogue yelped in pain.
�You have one more chance to do this the easy way, and then things are going to get messy, bloody, and painful real fast for you.� Kish stared down into the pup�s face, hoping beyond hope that he could save this one.
He didn�t detect the complete lack of soul and compassion in these eyes like he had in the other pup.
This one stil had a chance to change. But would he choose to do so?
For several moments, the rogue stared back defiantly, but finaly, that glimmer of hope shined brighter. �Fine! I didn�t want to do this to begin with.
I only did it because my brother wanted to.�
�Son of a bitch,� Kish muttered.
�Christ,� Brady said.
Kish felt bad for the pup. He�d obviously had a very bad role model. Hel, it wouldn�t have taken much longer until this rogue would have been as lost as his brother.
�We have to bury him,� the pup whispered.
�After we get some things settled, I�l take care of your brother,� Kish said.
�Wait,� Brady said. �I want to know if either of you pricks touched my sister.�
Fury burned in Brady�s eyes, and for the pup�s sake, Kish hoped he had the right answer because if this one had touched Krista, he would meet the same fate as his brother had only at Brady�s hands. While Kish would be saddened by yet another loss to his species, he�d alow Brady to take his rightful vengeance.
The pup swalowed hard, looked at his brother�s body, Kish, then Brady. �Mike. H-he did some stuff to her, but he didn�t rape her. There wasn�t time.�
Brady punched the pup in the face, and he dropped to his knees. Brady bent and covered the pup�s throat with one hand and began squeezing.
�What did you do?� Brady said through gritted teeth.
�I didn�t do anything. I swear it.� The pup choked.
�I�ve done a lot of stuff, but I�ve never harmed a woman. I just couldn�t do it. Mike said I was a weak fag for it.�
The pup�s face started to turn blue and tears ran down his cheeks. Finaly, Brady released him, and he gulped for air over and over, reminding Kish of a fish out of water.
�Are you and your brother the only two involved in this pathetic scheme?� Kish asked.
�Yes,� he said hoarsely while rubbing his throat.
�What do you want to do with him?� Brady asked Kish.
�If he�s wiling to reform, we can take him to the shelter. We�l get Georgia and leave him in there until we can arrange for someone to pick him up from Sanctuary. Of course, this is al riding on if he�l give us your sister�s location, and that she�s recovered unharmed.�
�I�m wiling.�
�What is your name, pup?� Kish looked at the rogue and doubted he was much more than eighteen or nineteen years old.
�Wade.�
�Wel, Wade, today might be your one chance at a decent life.� Kish motioned in front of him. �Start walking.�
�What about my brother?�
�I told you he�d be taken care of. I keep my word.
If you ever learn one thing in life, boy, learn that a man�s word is worth its weight in gold.�
Wade seemed as if he wanted to argue, but after a few moments, his shoulders sagged in defeat and he started walking in the direction Kish had motioned.
�Once we get to the shelter, you go and get your sister. Let me know when you have her. If she�s safe, the pup lives and gets to go to Sanctuary as promised. Otherwise . . . wel, let�s hope for Wade�s sake there is no otherwise.�
�There isn�t! I swear. When we left her, she was fine.�
Brady cuffed him on the back of the head none too gently. �You better fucking hope so.�

Chapter Sixteen

Georgia paced back and forth. She�d bumped in to so many things at this point she was sure both of her legs were covered in bruises. Her stomach was upset with worry for Kish. Had Brady made it to him in time? Was he okay? Would he come back for her?
She remembered the key code for the door, but there was no way in hel she was going to try to find her way back to Kish�s by herself unless there was no other choice.
She�d decided to give him until morning, wel, midmorning, considering the late hour they�d made it to the shelter. After that, al bets were off. She wasn�t sitting out here for days by herself wondering what had happened. Besides, she had to make sure Lucy was taken care of and get in touch with Henry and Joey or they�d be worried sick over her.
As the minutes turned into hours, her upset stomach turned into one big knot of nerves. The thought of losing Kish was heartbreaking. She didn�t want to spend the rest of her life without him. She�d known him for such a short amount of time, yet it felt like a lifetime. Was that how it worked when fate intervened and sent you your soul mate? She couldn�t deny her attraction to him, the way her body responded to him, the way her heart fluttered in joy for him.
The logical side of her brain told her that the chemistry between them would wear off, but her heart, her soul, knew the truth. Kish was made for her, as she had been for him. She�d never believed she could feel a connection this strong for someone until it had actualy happened. Yet there were so many things that could potentialy keep them apart.
She snorted. �You mean the fact that he�s a lycan?�
It would take her some time to accept the fact that he was a werewolf. Her mind, once again, fought against the idea that things such as lycans existed. At times, she expected to wake up and find that this was al a dream. But it wasn�t, and she would figure out a way to understand it, to embrace it. If she didn�t, there would be no hope for her and Kish.
She would take this one step at a time. She�d work on the acceptance and understanding first.
Those two things would have to be resolved before she could come close to contemplating the next step.
Becoming what Kish was. She shut the door on that subject as soon as it had entered her mind. The thought of it terrified her, but she was certain it was because she hadn�t a clue about lycans or what being one entailed.
She swung around when the click of the door alerted her to someone�s presence. Her heart beat in frantic jumps of anticipation. �Who�s there?�
When big, familiar arms came around her, she flung herself against him. �Kish!�
He chuckled. �I�m happy to see you too, sweetheart.�
He dipped his head down and took her lips in a kiss that ended too soon, a kiss that made her long for more.
An unfamiliar scent hit her and she frowned.
�Who�s with you?�
�Brady, and something else we found in the woods.�
�The name�s Wade.�
�Don�t talk to her. You aren�t good enough to do so,� Brady�s voice came in a menacingly hushed tone.
�What happened? Is everything okay now?�
�Wade is going to stay here until Brady finds his sister. If she�s okay, I�m going to make arrangements to get him some help.�
�Is he hurt?�
�Yeah, but not in the way you think. His problems are al mental at this point.�
�Oh.� She frowned. �Why don�t you help Brady find his sister? I�l be okay.�
�No. I�m not leaving you at the house by yourself until I know this mess is cleaned up.� Kish cupped her cheek and stroked his thumb over her skin.
�Come on. I�m taking you home.�
�Oh. You�re taking me back to Henry and Joey then?�
�No, I meant I�m taking you home to my house.�
Kish bent and brushed his lips over hers. �My home is your home.�
She smiled and hugged him to her. She squeaked in alarm when he scooped her up. �Kish!�
�The snow is stil deep, sweetheart. I�m carrying you.�
She wanted to argue, but the warmth of his chest as she pressed against him halted her tongue. Maybe being carried wasn�t such a bad idea after al.
�I want to know as soon as you find your sister,�
Kish caled over his shoulder after taking a few steps.
�Wil do,� Brady answered.
�Thank you for helping Kish, Brady,� Georgia said.
�Don�t thank me. I don�t deserve it after what I almost did,� he muttered in response.
She didn�t agree, but thought it a good idea to keep that opinion to herself at the moment. Emotions were stil too raw for that particular conversation.
She sighed as she snuggled against Kish. Brady folowed them out, and the beep of the key code told her Wade had been effectively imprisoned. While she thought that caling the police to deal with Wade would be a good idea, she was pretty sure that wasn�t an option in this situation. She�d ask Kish about it later.
�I�l take care of Mike,� Brady murmured.
�No, I�l take care of him later,� Kish said.
�Mike?� she asked somewhat dazedly as she felt herself drifting to sleep pressed against Kish�s warmth.
�Nothing for you to worry about, sweetheart.�
That was the last thing she remembered before faling asleep.

�Wake up, sweetheart.�

Georgia slowly came out of a deep sleep. She was stil groggy and stretched. When she did so, her hand encountered Kish�s chest, and her toes, Lucy.
�Hi, you two. I don�t remember much after leaving the shelter. I must have falen asleep on you.� She smiled. She was in a nice, soft bed.
�Your friend is on the phone. Henry, I think. He�d like to talk to you.�
�What time is it?�
�About noon,� Kish said.
His fingers came to her face and gently stroked her cheek. She leaned into the caress, relishing the feel of his warm skin.
�Oh! Noon. Henry and Joey must be worried out of their minds. I told them I�d cal them this morning.�
She pushed the covers off and scurried to get out of bed, but her foot got tangled in the sheets. She careened toward the floor, but was caught by strong hands.
�Careful,� Kish whispered next to her ear.
Shivers slid deliciously down her spine. His breath was warm against her lobe and she ached to kiss him.
He helped her to her feet and she made her way to the living room to take the phone cal.
�Hi, Henry.�
�Hi, Henry? Georgia, we were worried sick about you. You said you�d cal this morning.�
Joey was muttering something in the background about people who were never on time, but she ignored him.
�I�m sorry. Some things have come up here, though, and I got sidetracked.� She wished she�d had some time to come up with a story that was close to the truth that she could tel her friends.
While she hadn�t asked Kish, she was certain that teling others about the existence of lycans was not something done lightly. She�d never do anything that involved Kish�s secret without talking to him first.
�Hold on a minute, Henry.� She covered the mouthpiece with her hand. �Are we going to be able to get into town to get Henry and Joey today?�
�Yes. We can leave right away if you like. I�d prefer if you could convince them to stay at my place for at least another day or two to make sure the roads down are safe enough to travel on.�
She nodded. �Henry, we are coming to pick you and Joey up. I�l be ready to go in a half hour. Kish says we can al stay here until the roads are safe. I�l see you soon. Okay?�
�Okay. See you in a couple of hours.�
�Bye.�
�Bye.�
When she turned to thank Kish for his hospitality, the words were lost when his hard mouth came down on hers. Her hand went around his neck, and his traveled down and around to cup her ass. His tongue dove inside her mouth, and she moaned when his taste hit her. He eased her back until she came into contact with the kitchen counter where he promptly picked her up and deposited her.
His fingers glided up her sides then around to her breasts. She puled her hands from around his neck and used them to support herself on the counter as she leaned back. He slipped one hand under the hem of her shirt and groaned when he cupped one bare breast.
�You are so soft.� He flicked her peaked nipple.
�You are so responsive to my touch. And I can�t tel you how happy I am that you don�t have a bra on.�
She moaned as he roled the tip of her nipple between his fingers before gently plucking it then kneading her breast. She reached one hand in front of her and found his hard cock straining against denim.
�I don�t think I�m the only responsive one,� she said hoarsely.
He growled, pushed her shirt up, dipped his head, and sucked a nipple deep into his mouth. She cried out and curled her fingers through his short hair to hold him against her. Heat rushed and pooled low in her bely. The fury of want for this man tumbled tumultuously inside her, threatening to rip her to shreds if she didn�t have him inside her soon.
His hands trailed down to the tops of her thighs while his mouth, lips, and tongue continued assaulting her breasts and nipples in the most delicious way. His long fingers splayed across the insides of her knees and pushed her legs apart so he could step between them and drag her against him.
She rubbed against his hard cock, and even through the fabric of their clothes, the friction on her clit drove her insane with need. His mouth slammed down on hers once again, and he thrust against her in unison with the each stroke of his tongue. The pressure built inside her with each shove of his hips, and her fingers found his back where her nails dug into the hard muscles through his shirt. She had a nearly uncontrolable urge to rip it off him, but instead found the hem of the fabric and shoved her hands underneath.
His skin was smooth, flawless, and covered a beautifuly sculpted back. As she stroked him, she felt the edge of scars on his right side. Her heart stuttered. What had happened to him to cause scarring over so much of his body? She explored further and caressed the scars with care. How he must have suffered. She shivered, and he immediately straightened. The sudden retreat of his hands, body, and mouth made her want to cry out in frustration of the loss.
�I�m sorry, but I can�t do anything about them. I know they are ugly, but��
�I don�t think they are ugly, Kish.�
�Impossible.�
�I wasn�t thinking they were ugly. I was upset at the thought of how much you must have suffered.
Scars are only the battle wounds of life.�
�If you say so,� he said.
�Tel me, if I were to have our child and got stretch marks, would you consider them ugly?�
He sucked in a sharp breath then cupped her face with his hands. �The only thing I would think about any marks that might be left on your body from having our child would be that they were beautiful.
Every time I saw them, I would be reminded of the wonderful gift you�d given me.�
�Then why is it so hard for you to believe that I only see your scars as a trial of your life that you survived? A trial that made you stronger, that helped carve you into the man you are today.�
�It�s not the same.�
�It�s exactly the same.� Silence greeted her, and she wondered if she�d ever be able to convince him that she didn�t think his scars were ugly. If anything, they were sexy as hel because they showed her how strong her man was. She sighed. �Tel me what happened?�
Silence. Maybe she would have to try a different tactic to get his attention. She reached out and found the top snap on his jeans. She puled it open then unzipped the zipper. The long breath that hissed between his lips told her that she�d definitely regained his attention. She groaned when she found his hard cock waiting to pop out unhindered by underwear.
He sprang out into her hand, and she gently squeezed him.
He growled�she loved it when he growled�and thrust against her. She stroked him slowly from base to tip, repeated the action before palming his bals, then started over. He leaned forward and placed his hands on the counter beside each of her legs while she continued her seduction.
�Tel me what happened, Kish,� she whispered before kissing his neck.
�I was young.� He grunted as he thrust against her.
She kissed his neck again and increased the pressure on his cock as she continued to stroke him.
�Rogues invaded our smal pack one night while the adults were out hunting. Did I mention that they love to torture things, people, everything they can get there hands on?�
She felt the anguish building in her chest at the awfulness she knew was coming. It was somewhat counteracted by the fact that she was giving him pleasure. He thrust against her harder and harder, and she let her hand glide over him as he pumped against her. The slick pre cum had oozed from the head of his cock and eased the passage through her tight grip.
She rested her head against his chest and panted with the excitement of knowing she could please this virile, predatory male.
�Go on, baby,� she said through clenched teeth while she held back her moans, not wanting to distract him in any way.
His thrusting increased in speed, and she knew it wouldn�t be long until he found his release. Pleasing him and him finaly confiding in her was a heady mix of euphoria she could not explain. She didn�t enjoy hearing about his pain, but her heart soared at the profoundness of this moment. He was entrusting her with information about his past, information she�d bet her life he hadn�t shared with another woman. And he was doing so while she brought him pleasure. It was a beautiful moment in time she�d never forget.
He growled, brought one hand up, and threaded his fingers through the hair at her nape while he held her tightly to him and continued pumping his hips against her hand.
�The adults had started a fire before they�d gone hunting. Long story short, the rogues thought it would be amusing to toss me into the fire and see how long it would take me to burn.�
She cried out in shock, and he grunted before his hips bucked and his hot seed spiled over her hand.
Before she could say a word, his mouth claimed hers again in a savage, searing, soul-stealing kiss that took the breath from her very lungs. By the time he stepped back, she thought she might pass out from lack of oxygen.
She felt him reach for something before he covered her hands with a cloth and cleaned them for her.
Afterward, he put his forehead against hers. �I need to make love to you so badly right now.� His hoarse whisper tore at her heart.
�I want that too, Kish, but we have to pick up Henry and Joey.�
�Can�t they wait for a day or two?�
She laughed. �As much as I�d like to say yes, I can�t. They�d be worried and completely furious with me. They are my best friends. I can�t do that to them.�
He sighed. �Okay. But tonight, after they go to bed, I�m having my wicked way with you.� He kissed her. His tongue slid inside her mouth and he lazily tasted her. �Are you a screamer, my little Georgia?�
She gasped. �No.�
�I guess that�s good in the way that you wouldn�t want your friends to know what we are doing tonight, but bad because I intend to prove you wrong. I intend to have you screaming my name over and over before the night is over.�
Heat rushed her cheeks. �Kish!�
�Georgia!�
He hungrily kissed her again before helping her down off the counter. Her tummy did flip-flops of anticipation the whole time she was getting ready. The anticipation didn�t let up during the long trip to town as she sat plastered against Kish, the heat of his big body radiating into her the whole way never letting her forget for a moment how much she wanted him.

Chapter Seventeen

�Aren�t you a sight for sore eyes?� Joey hugged Georgia after Kish helped her from the truck.
�Hey, hey. My turn already.� Henry playfuly pushed Joey away and took his turn hugging her.�
�I�m so sorry for leaving you stranded. I can�t tel you how horrible we both felt. If something would have happened to you��
�I took care of her,� Kish said from behind her.
�Mmm. And who might this delightful hunk of man be?� Joey asked.
�Joey, Henry, this is Kish. Kish, Joey and Henry.�
Kish said hi from behind Georgia.
�The tal, dark, brooding type. Just like I like them.� Henry chuckled.
Kish grunted.
�Don�t mind Henry and Joey, Kish. They always say what is on their minds�sometimes annoyingly so.�
�Oh! And I thought you were our best friend,�
Joey huffed.
�Only a best friend would tel the truth even when it hurts.� Georgia laughed.
Soon al three of them were laughing, and she felt such relief at finaly seeing for herself that her friends were fine. She was sure that they were happy to see that she�d fared wel too.
�I checked with the sheriff, and he said the roads should be cleared enough for us to leave by tomorrow afternoon or next at the latest,� Henry told Georgia.
�Okay. Wel, if you two are ready, shal we get going?� Georgia said.
�Ready if you are. Does Lucy need to take a break before we go?� Joey asked.
�No. I took her out right before we left. She�l be okay until we get back,� Georgia answered.
She smiled when Kish took her hand and helped her back into the truck. She didn�t miss the low whistle exchanged between her two friends. She sighed. They�d be al over her about Kish later. While she normaly didn�t mind their brotherly inquisitions about the men she dated�however rare that may be �she didn�t want to discuss Kish with them. After al, she didn�t even have al of the answers where he was concerned yet.
What would happen when the roads were clear and they could leave? Would Kish ask her to visit sometime? Tel her it had been nice and he�d see her around? No. He said he loved her, and she believed him, but that didn�t change the fact that she lived four hours from him. Would he ask her to stay? What would she do if he did? So many questions with so little time to figure them out. Things had happened so fast her head was spinning with al of the possible outcomes.
Once they got back to Kish�s house, Georgia took Lucy to do her business while Kish showed Henry and Joey their room. A few minutes later, Kish was back outside with her.
�I hope you don�t take Henry and Joey the wrong way,� Georgia told Kish.
�I don�t. Besides, it�s obvious they love you, and that�s good enough for me.� He kissed her on the cheek. �By the way, they�re cooking dinner. I told them it wasn�t necessary, but they both insisted.�
�Sounds right. They want to try to repay you somehow for taking care of me and letting them stay the night. They realy are sweeties, Kish.�
�Georgia,��he kissed her again on the cheek ��stop worrying about what I think of them. I told you, if they care about you, that�s good enough for me.�
�We need to talk.�
He captured her lips in a kiss that scorched her al the way to her toes. She was breathless by the time his mouth left hers, and she ached for more.
�Shouldn�t you cal the police or something about Wade?�
�No, I can�t. If we can at al avoid it, outside law enforcement can�t be brought into lycan affairs. We run the risk of being found out if we do. It�s very important to keep our species unknown to humans at al costs.�
She frowned. �I guess I can understand that, but you won�t hurt him, wil you?�
�If Brady�s sister is found alive and wel, I promise you that no harm wil come to Wade at my hands.�
�I have a lot of questions, Kish.�
�Later, sweetheart. We�l talk later.�
She nodded and walked back with him to the house. When they walked inside, the enticing aroma of cooking food tickled her nose. �Wow! Something smels delish.� She sniffed the air. �If I�m not mistaken, it�s Henry�s famous spaghetti.�
�Right on,� Henry said.
�I�m helping too,� Joey chimed in.
�Can I do anything to help?� she asked.
�Nope. Why don�t you two go relax? Shouldn�t take long. We�l let you know when it�s ready, �
Henry said.
Kish�s stomach growled and everyone laughed.
That was when she realized he must be as ravenous as she was because they hadn�t had a chance to eat since last night. Nearly twenty-four hours was way too long without food.
�I need to feed Lucy,� Georgia muttered.
�I�l do it, sweetheart. Go sit down and relax.�
Kish gently pushed her in the direction of the living room.
She�d just gotten comfortable on the cushy couch when he sat down beside her. She jumped.
�Sorry,� he muttered.
�Seriously. You are freaking me out with that.� She smiled.
�Can�t help it. I don�t try to be so quiet. Just comes natural.�
�I have a feeling a lot of things just come natural to you, Kish.� Her cheeks immediately burned with embarrassment. �I didn�t mean it . . . that way.� Her words trailed off.
He chuckled. �We�l find out exactly what comes naturaly to me later.�
Now was her turn to startle him. She hid a smile before she said her next words. �I don�t want to wait until later.�
He sucked in a sharp breath. �There isn�t enough time.�
�I know how long it takes Henry and Joey to cook spaghetti, and we have a good half hour. That�s plenty of time.�
He touched her cheek with his fingers. �Not for what I have in mind.�
�You can show me the shortened version for now.�
�You�re kiling me, Georgia.�
Shivers snaked down her spine. �Let�s go put you out of your misery. Shal we?�
The words had barely gotten passed her lips before he growled, puled her up and down the halway. He turned to the left at the end. His room.
She hadn�t been in it before. When he shut the door behind them, his scent hit her like an aphrodisiac. This man smeled better than anyone had the right to. His scent should be bottled.
He spun her around, picked her up, and pressed her back against the door. He stepped between her thighs and she wrapped her legs around his waist. He was already hard and rotated his hips. They both groaned in unison. His mouth came down hard on hers, demanding, taking . . . giving. She reached down between them and undid his jeans, slid her hand inside, and encircled him with her fingers.
He growled, dipped his head, and laved her nipple through the fabric of her shirt. She bucked against him and moaned.
�That feels so good, Kish,� she whispered.
He let her slide to the floor, undid her jeans, and pushed them along with her panties down around her ankles and off one foot. She heard the rustle of his jeans hit the floor before he picked her up and pressed her back against the door. This time when her legs came around his waist, there was nothing between them.
He was hard steel covered in velvet, and he ground against her, the friction on her clit nearly making her come. She resisted . . . barely. When she came, she wanted him inside her.
She pushed her hips against him, letting him know exactly what she wanted.
�Now, Kish. Now.�
He kissed her while positioning his cock at her opening. Just when his tongue delved deep into her mouth, he pushed into her. Her slick passage eased the way, but he was big and stretched her to the point of pain, though the discomfort was minor compared to the pleasure he gave her. With each inch he gained, her muscles clamped around him harder, trying to pul him deeper, trying to hurry the goal.
�Am I hurting you, sweetheart?� he whispered next to her ear. �You�re so damn snug.�
�No. You�re just big,� she choked out, trying to get the words past the building pressure of her oncoming orgasm.
He pushed another inch then another until he finaly slid home. She framed his face. The light sheen of sweat on his skin matched her own. Then she leaned in and gently sucked his bottom lip into her mouth. He growled, puled out until only the tip of him was inside her, then slammed home. The breath whooshed from her lungs and the building pressure honed deep in her tummy. She shuddered, knowing only a couple more thrusts would tumble her headlong into orgasm.
�I�m sorry, sweetheart, but I don�t think I�m going to last long this time.� He groaned before retreating and slamming home again.
�That�s okay,� she gasped. �Me either. Oh, God!�
When he retreated and slammed home once more, she bit down on her bottom lip to keep from screaming out his name. Her muffled cries were loud to her own ears, but she doubted she was making much noise at al. She dug her fingernails into his shoulders and arched against him as her muscles clamped and unclamped in sync with each wave of her orgasm. He puled out one last time, and when he drove past her clenching muscles to seat himself to the bals, he grunted.
As he came inside her, each pulse of hot semen was like an amplifier to her orgasm, bringing it back to life, each jet making her body jerk in response. He ground his hips against her as he spent himself completely. After a few moments, he stiled, pushed the hair that was sticking to her face behind her ears, and kissed her tenderly.
�That was incredible,� he whispered before kissing a trail along her jaw and back to her lips.
She was stil trying to catch her breath. �Yes. It was. You are incredible, Kish.�
�I love you, sweetheart. I realy wanted to take it slow the first time.�
She shook her head. �We have al night. I needed to be with you.�
�Believe me, sweetheart, I�m not complaining. I wanted to make it good for you.�
�Are you kidding me? If you made it much better, I�d be passed out . . . or dead.� She smiled and hugged him to her.
He kissed her on the forehead and eased her to the floor. He helped her dress, and the rustling of clothes told her he was righting his attire as wel. He cupped her face again.
�I didn�t even get to tel you how beautiful you are.� He kissed her gently on the lips.
�I know I�m not much to look at. You don�t have to say that.�
�What the hel are you talking about?�
�I�m no model. I carry some extra weight, and I�m shorter than hel.� She laughed.
�Don�t you ever belittle yourself. You are perfect.
You are the most beautiful woman I�ve ever laid eyes on. You do not carry extra weight. Those are caled curves, and yours are amazing.�
At that very moment she believed him. He made her feel like she was a goddess the way he touched her, caressed her, kissed her.
�I love you too, by the way, Kish. Thank you.�
�I�m the one who should thank you. You�re extraordinary.�
�As much as I hate to say this, we better get back to living room. I�m sure the spaghetti is close to being done by now.�
�The only reason I�m agreeing is because I know you are hungry and I�m starving too. Besides, you�l need your strength for later.�
�Oh realy?� she asked.
�Yeah. Realy.� He kissed her on the forehead, opened the door, and walked with her to the living room.

Kish had to admit that the spaghetti had been wonderful. After dinner, he�d insisted on cleaning up while Georgia, Henry, and Joey relaxed. When he was finished, he gathered the trash and told Georgia he�d be back in a little bit. After taking the trash to the burning barrel, he got a shovel, some lighter fluid, and matches from the garage. It was time to clean up the mess he�d left in the woods earlier.

Thirty minutes later, he was happy he was stronger than humans, or the damned hole he dug in the hard ground for Mike would have taken a lot longer. He placed the body in the hole, doused it in lighter fluid, and lit it on fire. Another half hour later, the fire had done its job, and he filed the hole back in.
He was almost back to the garage when a familiar scent hit him. He turned back to find Brady standing at the tree line, similar to how he had when they�d first met.
�Did you find your sister?�
�Yes.�
�Is she okay as Wade said?�
Brady took a couple steps forward. �Yes, but Wade wasn�t lying when he said the other one had done some stuff to her. It�s going to take her a while to recover from this. I�m taking her away. She needs some healing time.�
Kish nodded. �Sounds like a good idea. If there�s anything I can do, you know where I am.�
Brady nodded. �I�m sorry for what I did. You and Georgia aren�t like most people. You care about others, even others you�ve never met. I�d like to come back when Krista is better. I�d like for the two of you to meet her. She�s a wonderful woman.�
�I know Georgia would like that, and so would I.
Take care.�
�See ya around, Kish. Tel Georgia bye for me.�
Brady turned to leave, but stopped. �Don�t fuck it up with her, okay? She�s special. Don�t blow your chance at happiness.�
�I�l try not to. Believe me, I wil try not to.�
Kish watched Brady disappear into the darkness before putting the shovel, lighter fluid, and matches back in the garage. He puled out his cel phone. It had barely enough signal to get a cal out, but it would do. He dialed information and soon had the number he needed. He then caled the number he got from information. A woman on the other end answered and he told her he needed to get in touch with Sanctuary.
She asked him a bunch of questions about his species that only a lycan would know before patching him through. He figured if any human mistakenly got through on the number, they�d think the person on the other end was a loony tune. He talked to someone named Brent Fals and made arrangements for Wade to be picked up.
After giving detailed directions and the key code to his shelter, Brent promised Wade would be taken care of within twenty-four hours. Once Wade was gone, he�d change the key code and his shelter would be safe once again. He stuffed the phone in his jeans pocket and went back inside.

Chapter Eighteen

�You can�t be serious,� Henry said to Georgia.
�You just met him.�
�I am serious. We have a connection. I don�t know how to explain it other than the old love-at-first-sight scenario.� She knew Henry and Joey were protective of her, but she was an adult after al and could make her own decisions.
�The guy is a little on the strange side,� Joey said.
�A little on the strange side? If I�m not mistaken, some people view you two as a little on the strange side. How does that make you feel when that happens?� She crossed her arms over her middle, a clear sign of her aggravation.
�Okay, maybe that was uncaled for, but he�s different, Georgia,� Joey insisted.
Joey was right about Kish being different, but it didn�t automaticaly make him a bad guy just because he was. Her friends were not normaly judgmental, and she was certain they were being so now out of concern for her wel being, but Kish being different wasn�t grounds to have him condemned.
�So what? Everyone is different.�
�His eyes glow when he looks at you. That is more than everyone else�s different,� Henry said.
�What? How in the heck do someone�s eyes glow?�
Holy shit. Did they? She couldn�t sit here and say they didn�t for sure because she had no way of knowing a detail such as that unless someone told her. How did she explain that one when she didn�t know how to? Was it a lycan trait? Damn, but she needed to talk to Kish.
�I don�t know, but they do,� Joey argued.
�Maybe it was just a reflection of light.� Georgia frowned. �Besides, if that�s the only thing you can find that you don�t like about him, I realy don�t think that�s much at al.�
�Okay. Let�s try this one then,� Henry said. �He�s one of the biggest motherfuggas I�ve ever seen in my life and the whole right side of him is covered in scars.
That kind of makes you wonder what kind of things he�s been involved in to sustain such injuries.�
Georgia laughed. �Realy? Scars must be tied to crime somehow? Maybe he had an accident. Did that simple explanation ever cross your mind? Besides, when has it ever been right to judge someone from scars or handicaps?� She wasn�t going to tel them what happened to Kish. He�d entrusted her with that information, and if he ever decided to tel Henry and Joey, so be it. She would not betray his trust.
�Al right, al right, I see your point, but it doesn�t change the fact that the scars, which I am not judging him by, only add to his hugeness and scare factor,�
Henry said.
�The scars are pretty ugly, Georgia. They are the kind that wil make people talk,� Joey said.
�The scars are pretty ugly?� she repeated incredulously.
But before she could admonish Joey about that particular remark and how hurtful and insulting it would be to not only Kish but her as wel, a door slammed.
�Uh-oh,� Henry and Joey said in unison.
�What?� she asked, hoping like hel she was wrong about what had just happened.
Turns out, she wasn�t.
�I have to go after him.� She got up from the couch and started for the front door.
�Georgia, it�s dark out there. You can�t go wandering around in the dark by yourself,� Henry said.
�Watch me.� She felt for her coat hanging beside the door, puled it on, and zipped it up before fishing her gloves from the pocket.
�Georgia!� Henry and Joey said at the same time.
She tugged at the door. �Do no try to stop me, and do not folow me.�
She puled the door shut behind her and shivered as the cold hit her ful force. It didn�t matter to her that it was dark. It was always dark for her.
�Kish?� She paid attention to her footing so she could find her way back. She should have brought Lucy with her, but she�d been in a hurry to find Kish and hadn�t wanted to go back to her room for the harness. �Please answer me, Kish,� she caled out.
Another thirty feet ahead, she found the first tree.
�Damn it, Kish. Please. It�s not what you think.�
�Sounded exactly like what I think.� His voice rumbled close beside her.
She jumped, stil amazed at how quietly he could move. �No. It wasn�t.�
�Realy? Because I distinctly heard you say �the scars are pretty ugly.� Was I mistaken? Last time I checked, my hearing was amazingly accurate.�
�Yes, I said that, but I didn�t say that. I was repeating what Joey said. I was upset. I repeated what he said to him in hopes he�d see how ridiculous he sounded. They were both trying to convince me that you aren�t right for me, that I couldn�t possibly be in love with you since I just met you.�
He sighed loudly. �This is the type of thing I was talking about. You wil get sick of people saying things like what Joey and Henry were saying about me.�
�As wrong as they were, Henry and Joey were being extra critical and extra harsh because they are worried about me. They were wrong to say those things, but I know them, and I don�t believe either one of them were trying to be cruel. Neither one is that shalow, Kish. Honestly, it was a big misunderstanding.�
He didn�t respond, and she worried he may have left. �Are you stil there?�
�Yes.�
She folowed his voice and reached her hand out until she touched his chest. �Aren�t you cold?� He didn�t have a coat on.
�Do I feel cold?�
She shook her head. �No.�
�One of those pesky lycan traits.�
She slowly trailed her finger up over his colarbone to his neck then to the right side of his face where she laid her palm against his cheek. �I don�t think your scars are ugly. I would never think such a thing. You are gorgeous, and I quite truthfuly couldn�t give a rat�s ass what other people say about you.�
�Georgia . . .�
�Come back in with me, and let me show you how sexy I find you.�
�What about your friends?�
�I don�t care what they think either.�
She tentatively held her hand out to him and almost cried in relief when his big fingers tangled with hers.
They started back to the house.
�If I ever catch you roaming the woods at night by yourself again, I�m going to spank that pretty ass of yours.�
His whispered words sent shivers through her body. �I don�t think I�ve ever looked forward to a spanking in my life . . . until now. I might just have to test that theory in the near future.�
She laughed when he groaned. �Don�t tease me, Georgia. You could get hurt out here.�
She shook her head. �Not with you around.�
When they got back inside, Henry and Joey were arguing in the living room.
She cleared her throat, took her gloves off, and stuffed them in the pockets of the coat before hanging it by the door.
�Kish,� Joey said. �I�m sorry. I don�t usualy say such asinine things. I was simply worried about Georgia. Which is stil no excuse for what I said. I overreacted.�
�Yeah,� Henry said next. �I was so wrapped up in trying to protect Georgia, I didn�t think before I said some horrible things. I didn�t mean them. Please forgive me.�
After a couple tense, silent moments, Kish finaly spoke. �I care about her too. I won�t hurt her.�
�Yeah, I think we�ve finaly realized that. We�re going to turn in now before we make bigger asses of ourselves.� Joey hugged Georgia. �I�m sorry. I didn�t mean to offend you.�
�I�m sorry too. I would never intentionaly do anything to hurt you.� Henry hugged her next.
�I know you two were worried about me. And I know you don�t normaly judge people like you did Kish. You were simply trying to protect me. But don�t do it again because Kish means the world to me, and I won�t take kindly to anyone who hurts him.�
Kish�s sharp intake of breath bothered her. Had no one taken up for him in the past? Had no one cared enough about him to stand up for him?
�And it goes without mentioning that you two are my best friends, and I�d be devastated if you couldn�t accept the choices I make in my life.�
�If he makes you happy, we�re happy. Right, Joey?�
�Absolutely,� Henry answered.
�But don�t forget that friend thing comes along with the privilege of concern for your wel being,� Joey said.
�That goes both ways,� she agreed. �But concern and insult are two different things.�
�Agreed,� Both Henry and Joey said in unison.
�Now that you�ve forgiven me, I think I�l go to bed. It�s been a long couple of days. Good night.�
Joey yawned loudly.
�Me too. Good night, Georgia.� Henry kissed her on the cheek and she smiled.
�Good night,� she said.
�I need a hot shower, but I have to take Lucy out first.�
�I�l take her out for you. Go take your shower,�
Kish said.
He stil seemed distant. It pained her that she�d hurt him, given him doubts about her feelings for him.
She was beginning to understand how deep the obviously careless way women had treated him in the past had affected him. She believed she was starting to earn his trust, but she�d have to be careful with him.
He was one of the strongest men she�d met, but his heart was delicate. She barely kept a giggle from escaping. How he�d love to hear that. Nonetheless, she believed it to be the truth. She supposed he might come across as intimidating to others. His size alone would intimidate most, but he was kind and considerate and had been nothing but respectful of her and her needs.
She wanted to show him how much she loved him, how much she cared about his feelings, and prove to him that she would always stand by his side.
However, this was something that would take time.
Earning someone�s trust didn�t happen over night, but if he gave her the chance, she would do so no matter how long it took. But would he give her that chance?
She went to her room and got a change of clothes.
For the first time in a long time, she wished she had some sexy lingerie to wear, but she�d only brought sweats and Tshirts. After al, she hadn�t been expecting to do anything for a whole week other than relax, spend time with Henry and Joey, and try to keep warm. Fashion had been the furthest thing from her mind when she�d packed for this trip.
She took her things to the bathroom and brushed her teeth after starting the water in the shower. When she finaly stepped under the steaming spray, she sighed in relief. Kish�s shower was awesome, for lack of a better word. The temperature was perfect and the various sprays coming from above and in front of her hit in al the right places.
There was a ledge in the corner of the shower, and after washing her hair and body, she sat on it and leaned against the wal to let the spray massage her.
This was heaven. But soon, the hairs on the back of her neck stood up. She was not alone, and the only person she knew capable of getting close to her without making a noise was Kish. Or could it be something else? Other lycans had been in the area.
Would they have the ability to sneak up on her as wel?
�Kish?� Silence greeted her.
She stood, turned off the taps, and reached for the towel she�d hung beside the shower before getting in.
She wrapped it around her and stepped out.
�Is that you, Kish?� Silence again. She giggled. A nervous habit she�d nearly forgotten she had until this moment. �Is someone there?� Nothing. �You�re scaring me. Please answer me.�

Chapter Nineteen

He watched her as she reached for the white towel and wrapped it around her. This was the first time he�d seen her completely nude, and the beauty of her curves rendered him speechless. She was different from the women he�d dated in the past, from the kind of women he thought he preferred.
He had been wrong about skinny women. They didn�t hold a candle to his Georgia. His Georgia.
Everything about her caled to him. Her green eyes.
Her ful, naturaly pouty lips. Her golden skin. He watched a water droplet run down the inside of one curvy thigh, and he ran his tongue along his bottom lip, yearning to folow that path with his mouth. But the direction he wanted to go was not down. It was up, up to the golden curls nestled between her thighs.
He ached to taste her, to breathe her essence deep into his lungs, to imprint an intimate part of her upon his soul for always.
Finaly, he realized he was scaring her and gave himself a mental slap. �Don�t be afraid.� She jumped, and he cursed under his breath.
�Kish, you scared me half to death. Why didn�t you answer me?�
He cleared his throat. �Sorry, sweetheart, but you took my words away for a moment. You are beautiful.� He wanted to touch her, kiss her, claim her, but he needed to show her something first. If she could accept him for what he realy was, then just maybe they had a shot, just maybe he could find a way to give her his heart, a heart he�d vowed to never give to another again. It was almost as if he had no choice with Georgia, though. He not only wanted her, but he needed her. Every time she was near, he felt whole, at peace, wanted . . . loved.
She blushed and he chuckled. �No need to be embarrassed.�
�I�m not.� She lifted her chin in defiance.
He smiled. �Okay then. You�re not.�
She giggled. �Okay, I guess I was a little bit. I�m not used to men watching me while I shower.�
That was a sobering moment. He frowned and clenched his fists at the thought of another man seeing her naked. A serious rush of jealousy hit him hard.
�I should hope not because if I ever catch another man watching you shower . . . Wel, I can promise that it wouldn�t end wel for him.�
�Why are you watching me?�
�Seriously? Why wouldn�t I want to watch you?
You take my breath away.�
She blushed again. �You don�t strike me as the Peeping-Tom type, Kish. Is something wrong?
Lucy�s okay, isn�t she?�
�Yes. I gave her some fresh water and she�s curled up on the couch.�
�Thank you for taking care of her. But you aren�t fooling me. I can hear that something is wrong in your voice.�
�No.� Yes. He was about to show her the wolf, and if she freaked out, he didn�t know what he�d do.
He wanted her to accept him, al of him, and al of him included his wolf.
�Uh-huh. Why don�t I believe you?�
�I need to show you something.�
�Oookay.�
�I promise you there is no reason to be scared.�
�Wel, I wasn�t scared until you just said that.
Funny thing. When people say there is no reason to be scared, there is usualy a huge ass reason to be scared.�
He sighed. This was not going how he�d planned.
And how the fuck exactly did you plan it to go when you turned into a wolf for her the first time?
�Kish?�
He took her hand before he had time to think on it further and led her to the tub. �Sit here.�
She sat on the edge of the tub.
�This is one time when someone tels you not to be scared that there is honestly no reason to be scared.
Trust me. Okay?�
Georgia nodded slowly, but he could tel by the frown that tugged the corners of her lips down that she was worried.
He stepped back and let the wolf come to the surface. He let the change come slow this time. Hair sprang through every pore of his skin. Claws shot from his fingertips. Canines elongated. Muscles contorted and reshaped. He was so used to shifting he�d forgotten how painful it used to be at one time.
One time, long, long ago. Within moments, he went from standing in front of Georgia on two feet to staring at her from four paws.
He slowly walked to her. When he reached her side, he nudged the hand that rested next to her right thigh. She jumped, but didn�t make a sound or try to flee. She slowly reached toward him.
�Kish?�
She laid her hand, palm down, on his head. Her fingers instantly curled through his fur. He had a nearly overwhelming urge to lie down and rol over so she could scratch his bely.
�I told you not to be afraid.�
�How did you do that?�
�The talking or the shifting?�
�Um, I guess both.�
�We have to have some way of communicating in wolf form, and I told you I was a lycan. Or did you already forget that one?�

Georgia had never been so astonished in her life.

Yeah, Kish had told her he was a lycan, and she guessed on some level she believed him. But apparently, a bigger part of her hadn�t. The wild smel she�d never been able to fuly place now came out strong. He�d been teling the truth the whole time. He was a werewolf.
Her hand shook as she stroked his fur. He was huge. She was sure his back would come to her hip if she was standing. Emotions hit her from al directions.
Fear. Fascination. Amazement. Awe. Excitement.
Intimidation. But al of the emotions suddenly fused together and turned into curiosity. She realized at once she wasn�t scared of Kish or that he�d do anything to her. She was only apprehensive about the situation as a whole. After al, who wouldn�t be?
She kneeled down to the floor and took his head between her hands. She ran her fingers over his ears, face, nose, and laughed when he gave her a quick lick. He stood perfectly stil as she felt her way down his neck and along his body. The muscles on the wolf were much like the muscles on the man, hard, wel defined, and powerful.
�You�re so big. I didn�t realize wolves got this huge.�
�They don�t normally. Lycans are on average quite a bit larger than your average wolf.�
�My average wolf? There is nothing average about wolves, or you for that matter.� He tensed under her fingers and she tsked. �Stop taking everything I say as an insult. Being average isn�t al it�s cracked up to be. In this case, you not being average translates to you being extraordinary. You are absolutely gorgeous,� she whispered before laying her head against his shoulder and breathing deeply.
She squeaked when suddenly the wolf was gone and hard, naked man was under her. She sprawled on top of him and the towel that was wrapped around her did little to hide the huge arousal pressing against her bely. She wiggled to get closer and he growled.
�I like it when you do that,� she whispered.
�That�s good,� he whispered back, �because I wil be doing it a lot around you.� He tightened his arms around her and kissed the tip of her nose. �Get back in the shower with me?�
She smiled. �I don�t know,� she teased him. �I think I�m just going to go to bed.�
He stood and picked her up. �You aren�t going to bed without me, and I need a shower first.�
He held her while he turned the water on then tugged the towel from her and stepped under the spray with her stil in his arms. She wiggled against him again.
�If you don�t stop doing that, Georgia, I�m going to have to shove you up against the wal and bury myself between your pretty thighs.�
She stopped and nearly moaned when fire shot between her legs. �What are you waiting for?�
He bent and took her mouth in a lazy, tantalizing kiss. His tongue dipped inside, tasted, then retreated several times before he broke the kiss and let her slide down his wet body.
�No. I want to make love to you properly in bed.�
He nipped her bottom lip.
The heat and pressure built between her thighs, and she was growing impatient. She wanted him, and her body wasn�t interested in anything proper at the moment. Al it and she was interested in was having Kish where she ached for him most . . . buried deep inside her.
�But��
�Wash my back?�
He turned around before shoving a washrag in her hand. She smiled. Fine. He wanted to play games?
She could play games too.
She soaped the rag up and slid it over his left shoulder, then over his right. Slowly, she trailed the cloth over the wide span of his back. Her fingers danced over him, finding every indention that outlined each perfectly sculpted muscle. She paid particular attention to the indentation over his spine just above his butt. The man was gorgeous. She put the rag down and cupped hands ful of water from the spray then rinsed the soap from his back.
She stepped closer to him, stood on tiptoe, and kissed his right shoulder. He tensed as she trailed her lips over the scars marring his otherwise flawless skin.
�Don�t.� She spoke softly against him.
He sighed, and she continued her exploration. Her fingers traced every line of every scar while her lips kissed each one in turn. If anything, the scars made him more attractive to her. He�d suffered horribly, but had survived and become a strong, admirable man.
�These��she traced another cluster of scars low on his back��are not ugly to me. Scars do not define who you are. And those who judge you for having them are not people worth having in your life.�
She pushed gently on his right shoulder until he turned around. She stood on tiptoe, reached up, and cupped his face. �You are one hel of a sexy man, Kish, and these��she again traced a line of scars on his right cheek��do not detract from that sexiness one teeny, tiny bit.�
She moaned when his arm wrapped around her lower back and his mouth slammed down on hers.
His tongue dove into her mouth, tasting her, and she curled her tongue around his while looping her arms around his neck. He was so tal she nearly dangled, but she didn�t care. She�d dangle from his neck without complaint if it meant he�d continue kissing her like this.
Butterflies danced in her bely and heat built between her thighs. She needed him, wanted him, and was going to have him. When he abruptly broke the kiss, she cried out at the loss of his mouth.
The water shut off and he scooped her up once again. �I told you, I�m going to make love to you properly in bed,� his voice rumbled.
�Then hurry up and take me to bed because I can�t wait any longer, Kish.�
He opened the door and turned left down the halway. She found it hard to care that they were both naked and wet and that Henry or Joey might possibly see them. As luck had it, they made it to Kish�s bedroom unnoticed. He closed the door behind them and took three steps before placing her on his bed.
He blanketed her with his imposing frame, but she didn�t feel trapped or uncomfortable. His weight� which he was careful to keep most of off her�was comforting.
At that moment, she felt as if nothing in the world could harm her. She placed her hand against his chest and let her fingers sift through the springy sprinkling of hair.
�I�m glad you don�t shave this,� she said as she gave a gentle tug.
�Yeah? I thought the smooth look was in right now.� He placed a lingering kiss on her colarbone.
�Maybe, but it�s not my preference. I like a man to b e natural. A smooth chest, in my opinion, is not natural for a man.�
He nibbled lower, lower until his lips found her nipple. She arched against him and tangled the fingers of her other hand in his hair, urging him closer.
�You have the most perfect breasts,� he said against her before nipping then licking her nipple.
She moaned. �You have the most perfect mouth,�
she purred. She�d never been so wanton in her life.
He brought out urges in her she never knew existed.
She wanted to rub against him like a cat in heat, wanted to imprint him with her scent so everyone would know he was hers.
He sucked the nipple he�d been paying homage to into his mouth and curled his tongue around the turgid peak, released it, then repeated the sweet torture.
�You taste like honey, sweetheart. I could kiss your breasts and pretty nipples for hours, but there is some place else I�m dying to taste you.�
She sucked in a breath when his mouth left her breast, and the cool air hit her already stiff nipple, wet from his mouth. He kissed his way down her bely, laved her navel, then kissed her hip before trailing hot kisses over her thigh and to the tight curls of her sex.
Her breath caught in her throat as his tongue flicked over her clit then licked a slow path up her wet labia.
�Mmm. Honey here too,� he growled against her before giving her another slow lick.
�Kish!�
His tongue dove deep inside her and the pressure grew low in her bely until she thought she�d explode.
�What, sweetheart?�
�Please.� She clutched at the blanket on either side of her as his tongue flicked her clit then dove deep once again.
�Please what?�
�I want to touch you too!� She groaned through clenched teeth.
�You can touch me anytime you want, sweetheart, but this time you have to wait until I�m finished here.�
�But�oh!�
Her orgasm hit her hard and spasms rocked her body. Her hips bucked against him as he continued eating her, licking her. She thought she might pass out from the sheer pleasure he was giving her with his mouth. She shuddered as his wicked tongue coaxed every last wave of her release from her, and she lay in a boneless heap under him.
She panted as he climbed back up her body and settled between her thighs, but she had other ideas about what was going to happen next.
�Uh-huh.�
He kissed her, his tongue stroking deeply, tangling with her own. �Uh-huh, what?�
�My turn.� She shoved against his shoulders until he roled to his back, taking her with him.
She now straddled his lower abdomen while his long, thick cock nestled between her butt cheeks.
She bent and kissed his shoulder then worked her way across his chest to his nipple where she curled her tongue over the tiny peak. He groaned and she smiled against him.
�You taste pretty good yourself. I wouldn�t say like honey, but woodsy and wild.�
�Thank God I don�t taste like honey.� He laughed.
His laugh quickly turned to a low growl as she slid lower down his body. His fingers tangled in her hair and urged her down until her lips touched the tip of his cock. Her tongue snaked out and tasted the slick bead of his pre cum.
�Mmm. Salty.� She smiled against him when he grunted in response.
She circled him with one hand while placing the other against his rock hard abs to support herself.
She�d always heard the expression washboard stomach, but until this moment, never realy understood the ful meaning of it. Kish was one big, hard, sexy, predatory male, and he was al hers at the moment.
�You are so sexy.�
�Sweetheart, there is nothing sexy about my mangled body.�
She took the tip of him in her mouth then further down her throat before sucking hard as she released him.
�I beg to differ. Don�t argue with me, Kish.�
She licked the head of his cock before taking him down her throat again, and smiled when he responded, �Yes, ma�am� in a strangled voice.
He gently guided her over him with the fingers stil tunneled in her hair. She took him down her throat as deep as she could and stroked him with her hand near the base before cupping his bals and repeating the motion. His hips roled under her in encouragement, but he was careful not to be too rough. She loved that he was careful with her while holding nothing back in return. He was not one who shied away from showing his enthusiasm in the bedroom. She liked that because each grunt, growl, and gentle guidance of his fingers showed her exactly what he liked and told her how much he was enjoying what she was doing to him.
She increased the rhythm, and his breathing grew rough and uneven. Within seconds, he tugged at her, but she continued tonguing, licking, and sucking him.
He had, in an instant, become her favorite Popsicle, and she wanted to wring every last tasty drop from him.
When he yanked her up by the armpits and roled her under him face down, she cried out at the loss of him in her mouth.
�Sorry, sweetheart, but I need to be inside you when I come.�
He looped one arm under her bely and puled her ass up. Her body wept uncontrolably for him even though moments before he�d given her the most mind-blowing orgasm of her life. She was dancing on the precipice once again, and her inner muscles clenched and unclenched in anticipation of his welcome invasion.
�Hurry, Kish!�
He nudged her knees wider and nestled between them. He reached down and guided the tip of his thick erection to her slick opening. He rubbed the tip over her creamy slit and carefuly slid the head inside.
�So big,� she moaned against the bed.
�And you�re so damned tiny,� he rasped.
He framed her hips and pushed inside another inch.
Her muscles clamped around him and a fine sheen of sweat covered her skin. She thrashed her head back and forth. She needed to take al of him, but she was beginning to wonder if he would fit in this position.
He bent over her and kissed her spine. �Easy, sweetheart. We�l take this slow. I don�t want to hurt you.�
�I don�t think this is going to work, Kish,� she gasped when he slid in another inch.
Her body stretched around him almost painfuly, but at the same time, her muscles clenched around him, drawing him deeper. Her hips strained back of their own accord, her body instinctively reaching for what it craved, but he stiled her movement.
He leaned further over her and nibbled on her neck, then her ear, then captured her mouth in a possessive kiss. Their tongues tangled and she strained against him, but he easily held her stil. She moaned when he nipped her bottom lip then soothed the sting away with his tongue.
�Sorry, sweetheart,� he growled deep.
Just as she was about to ask him what in the world he possibly had to be sorry for, his grip eased on her hips and he thrust hard. His cock squeezed through her tight sheath as her body both resisted and welcomed him. He swalowed the scream that tore from her throat and kissed her again. As he drank her cries, her body grew accustomed to the fulness of his cock, and she pushed her ass against him.
�Are you okay?� he asked.
�Yes. More than okay.� She pressed against him again and smiled when he growled.
�Easy.�
�I don�t want easy. I want you.�
She reached under her body and between her legs until she found his bals and cupped them before gently squeezing them.
He reared up and grasped her hips once again before easing out of her. Only the tip of his arousal remained inside her. Before she had time to protest, he slammed back home, stealing the breath from her lungs. The thick head of his cock plowed through her tightness, dragging over every nerve ending, igniting them to fiery life. The pleasure was so intense she thought she might explode or black out or both. Her muscles clenched around him, strangling his length.
When he�d taken her against the door earlier, she hadn�t thought he could fil her any fuler. She�d been wrong. While this position had caused her some brief pain, it was also now proving to give her pleasure that was so intense it threatened to tear her apart.
�Holy hel,� he grunted as he puled out and thrust deep again.
Pressure built inside her with every stroke of his magnificent cock, and tears pooled in her eyes from the sheer beauty and overpowering joy of the moment. This would be a memory forever stamped into her brain, a memory nothing, not even time, would have the power to take from her.
He leaned down over her without breaking the rhythm of his thrusts and bit down on her shoulder hard enough to hold her captive under him while he claimed her body, but gentle enough to not break her skin. She wilingly submitted to his predatory dominance and reveled in the pleasure he was giving her with each stroke of his body.
Each surge of his hips, each drive of his cock drove her closer to orgasm. Every cel in her body hummed with energy, every nerve ending sparked with joy. She was about to fal over into the abyss of mind-numbing ecstasy. But this time, she wanted Kish to fal with her.
�Kish,� she gasped.
He puled out and thrust home.
�Come with me. Please,� she begged. �I can�t.�
Thrust. �Wait.� Thrust. �Any longer.�
A low growl vibrated against her shoulder where his teeth were stil clamped. The sound made the hairs stand up on the back of her neck, made something deep inside her respond to the predator in him, and she tumbled over the cliff headfirst.
She cried out against the blanket, the thickness muffling the sound, and he immediately released her shoulder, reared up, slammed home once again, and grunted as his seed shot hot spurts inside her while her muscles clenched and unclenched around him in release.
Four more thrusts and the waves of her orgasm crested and began to ebb. One last thrust and he colapsed beside her before puling her against him.
She snuggled against his chest, the hairs tickling her nose. He slung one leg over her thighs as if to make sure she couldn�t go anywhere, and she smiled. As if she could even walk now since her bones felt as if they had melted away.
He kissed her forehead. �That was incredible.�
�It was better than incredible,� she mumbled drowsily. �It was,� she yawned, �epic.�
�Yes. It was. Good night, sweetheart.� He kissed her on the head again, and she could feel his smile against her skin.
�Night.�

Chapter Twenty

Kish stared down at Georgia. His heart thumped hard, and he ached to claim her. When they�d made love, it had been exactly how she�d put it. Epic. But the wolf in him wanted more, wanted to mark her as his for always, wanted to imprint on her so that everyone would know she belonged to him and only him.
When he�d taken her from behind, her inner muscles clamping around him so hard they�d nearly strangled him, it had taken every ounce of wilpower he possessed to keep from biting through the delicate flesh on her shoulder. He wanted to change her, wanted to bind her to his side forever, but he�d never force it upon anyone, much less someone he loved, without consent.
God, how he wanted to run with her wolf in the forest. She�d make a beautiful lycan, and she�d have her sight. He wanted to give her that more than anything. He yearned to watch her face as she discovered each and every thing with her eyes for the first time. But would she ever alow him to change her?
When he�d revealed his wolf to her in the bathroom, he hadn�t missed the hesitation that had danced over her features. Nor did he miss the fear.
He was confident that the fear had fled quickly, and had been relieved when she�d touched him. Hel, she�d done more than touch him with those magical fingers of hers. When she�d stroked his fur, he�d wanted to walow against her like a pup.
Since he�d awoken, he�d been struggling with his inner conflict, trying to figure out what to do from here. He�d brought some clean clothes along with Lucy into the bedroom earlier, and the dog was now curled up on Georgia�s feet. He liked Lucy, and was happy that Georgia had had such a wonderful friend and companion, but he wanted to be that friend and companion now.
He loved Georgia. He trusted her as much as his heart would alow, but hoped that in time he�d overcome the demons of his past and alow her into his heart and soul one hundred percent. He had a feeling it wouldn�t take long for her to dig herself into those two places as she was halfway there already.
Hel, the way she�d kissed him in the shower? The scars hadn�t mattered to her. She�d run her fingers and delectable mouth over them as if they were something to be cherished instead of something repulsive. No woman had ever touched his scars as she had.
But what did he say to her now? Did he ask her to stay with him? She said she loved him, and he believed her, but that didn�t change the fact that they�d met two days ago. Would she leave her home, her friends behind to be with him? He would never ask her to turn her back on her life, but if she agreed to move in with him, circumstances for her would change dramaticaly. Henry and Joey and any other friends of hers would be welcome any time, but he didn�t actualy live in an easily accessible place.
How would she feel about his protectiveness toward her? He didn�t want to smother her, dictate her every move, but if she agreed to be his in every way, there were dangers, risks that he�d insist on taking certain precautionary measures against. He smothered a snort from escaping. Who the hel was he trying to kid? That was true now. She carried the main scent, and he wasn�t sure she understood fuly how much danger she was already in from rogues.
She�d been lucky up to this point, and he assumed that the reason she hadn�t been found by any of his kind had been because she�d most likely resided in a smal city. A place where she could easily maneuver and maintain her independence with Lucy�s aid.
Lycans didn�t often wander into cities, preferring wide-open places to cramped, over populated towns.
He hated the city, but if she refused to live with him, he�d folow her there to keep her safe. Hel, he�d folow her to the end of the earth if she asked. A foreboding shiver ran down his spine. Did she realize how much power she held over him? Did he realize how much power she held over him? Yes, he did, but he�d only just now acknowledged it at this moment in time.
The landline began ringing in the other room, and he quietly left and eased the door shut behind him so it didn�t wake Georgia up.
Ten minutes later, time to figure out what he was going to do about Georgia was cut short. John Kemp, the grocery store owner who had given a room to Henry and Joey to stay in while stranded in the storm, had caled to tel him the roads down the mountain had already been cleared.
John had warmed up to Kish several years ago when Kish had come across John�s bloodhound, Rick, caught in a trap in the woods behind the grocery store. Of course, Kish had had to come up with some excuse as to how he�d found Rick because he hadn�t be able to tel him he�d heard the hound whimpering. After al, he�d been a good mile into the woods. If it hadn�t been for his lycan hearing, the dog would have probably died within a day at the most.
Ever since that day, John had caled Kish before and after every snowstorm they had to report to him about road conditions. This was the first time Kish wished he hadn�t caled because then he could have insisted that Henry, Joey, and Georgia wait another day before heading down the mountain for home.
That extra day he thought he�d had to figure things out had been yanked out from under him.
He rubbed the back of his neck. He had to do something because he was not going to let Georgia simply walk out of his life. Maybe she wouldn�t do that anyway. Maybe you should ask her, dumbass.
The only problem about asking was that it would open up the emotional can of worms he wasn�t sure he wanted to deal with. Every time his emotions had gotten involved concerning a woman, he�d gotten burned.
Georgia isn�t like that. She�s not going to burn you. Words were easy to say, but so damned hard to believe at times. After setting up the coffeepot, he hit the button to brew then headed for the door. He needed to clear his head, and the best way to do that was to go for a run. He figured he�d check the shelter out and see if Wade had been picked up. Then he could reset the key code. He stripped off his clothes once he reached the garage and let the wolf come to the surface.

Georgia stretched and a smile curved her lips when the delicious aches in her body reminded her of al the things she and Kish had done only a few hours ago.

She reached for him, but only found a cold space beside her. She frowned, wishing she was stil curled up beside him. That was when she realized something heavy was on her feet. She wiggled her toes.
�Lucy. Is that you?�
Lucy answered with a soft woof and Georgia grinned again. She liked a man that didn�t have a problem with a dog in his bed. She nearly choked on the laughter that suddenly bubbled up her throat. Why should he mind? He was a wolf after al.
She sat up and clutched the blankets to her chest.
�Damn,� she muttered as she felt around. �Where are my clothes?�
Lucy jumped off the bed and nudged Georgia�s hand. When Georgia�s fingers came into contact with a stack of clothes, she smiled. �Thank you, Lucy.�
She hastily dressed and went in search of Kish.
But a couple minutes later, she found Joey and a grumpy Henry in the kitchen. The smel of coffee brewing wafted invitingly through the air.
�She�s never going to forgive us for what we said,�
Henry grumbled.
�Of course she wil. She already did. Georgia�s our best friend. She knows we can be idiots at time,�
Joey argued.
�I can�t believe the things we said, though. They were unforgiveable. I wouldn�t blame her if she changed her mind and never spoke to us again.�
�Yeah, and remember that next time before you say something so horrible,� she said, trying hard to hide a smile as she made her way to the coffee pot.
�Georgia!� Henry and Joey said at the same time.
�Yep. That�s my name.�
�You have got to be the sneakiest person in the world,� Henry said. �You about gave me a heart attack.�
�I�m not the sneakiest.� Kish had the category al to himself, but they didn�t need to know that. She poured a cup of coffee then leaned against the counter. Silence greeted her. She took a long sip then sighed. �Okay,� she said. �Let�s get this al out in the open now. I meant it when I said I forgave you last night. I love both of you, but I won�t deny that you hurt me, hurt Kish, with your reckless words. It was out of character for both of you to be as mean as you were. I understand you did it because you love me and wanted to protect me, but that doesn�t give you a free pass to hurt others, especialy others that mean a lot to me.�
�I�m so ashamed of myself,� Joey whispered.
�Me too,� agreed Henry.
She took another sip of her coffee. She was stil annoyed with both of them for hurting Kish, but she didn�t believe they�d intentionaly hurt her or him. In fact, on the whole, it proved how much they cared for her and her wel being. They�d simply gone about showing it an atrocious manner.
�I won�t lie. It is something I probably won�t ever forget, but it�s over with. Let�s move on, shal we?�
She didn�t want to lose her two best friends.
If she thought for a moment that Henry and Joey were capable of being as thoughtless as they�d been last night on a regular basis, she�d never have become close with them to begin with. It truly had been an awkward moment that stressful and strange circumstances had been responsible for. Besides, everyone deserved a second chance.
She smiled when Henry and Joey both took turns hugging her gently.
�Al of that aside, we wouldn�t be your friends if we stil didn�t voice concern over your relationship with Kish,� Joey said.
�Kish seems like a nice guy. Heck, he helped you when we couldn�t and let us stay here. But don�t you think you�re moving a little fast with him?� Henry asked.
She smiled and shook her head. �No. You�re just going to have to take my word for it. I love him.
When have either of you known me to ever act irrational with a man? I don�t. This is different. I don�t know how to explain it. He�s my soul mate, my other half. I knew it practicaly from the start. It is what it is.�
�Okay. Who am I to question the whole fated, love at first sight thing?� Joey sighed.
�Are you absolutely certain about him?� Henry questioned.
�Yes. I�m absolutely sure how I feel about him.
But I�l be honest. That�s pretty much al I�m sure of.�
�How do you mean?� Joey.
She poured some more coffee into her now empty cup. �I mean, I love him. He loves me, but I don�t know what�s going to happen from here.�
�If you both love each other then I suppose the norm wil happen from here. You date, move in together or get married or both then have a bunch of little rugrats,� Henry said.
�We�l see.� She frowned.
�What�s that supposed to mean?� Joey asked.
�It means I don�t know what happens from here.
Kish hasn�t said anything about dating, moving in together, or even seeing me again for that matter.�
�Come on, Georgia. If he loves you, he�s obviously going to want to see you again,� Joey said with a hint of confusion in his voice. �He doesn�t have a problem with your blindness, does he?�
�No! Kish isn�t like that at al.�
�Thank God because I realy didn�t want to have to cal him out on your behalf,� Henry admitted. �I would have, but I don�t think it would have ended wel for me. The man is huge.�
She smiled. �Wel what do you know? Chivalry isn�t dead after al,� she mocked.
�Ha. Ha.�
Before another word was said, the door opened.
�Good morning,� Joey said.
�Morning,� Kish answered. �I received a cal this morning. The roads are clear. You can go home today, or you�re welcome to stay if you like.�
�Thank God!� Henry said. �No offense, but I�m ready to get the heck home.�
�Amen to that,� Joey muttered.
Georgia didn�t say a word, and she swore she could feel Kish�s stare upon her.
�Come on, Joey. Let�s get packed,� Henry said.
After Joey and Henry left, Georgia waited, but only silence greeted her. What had she hoped for?
That Kish would beg her to stay? Tel her he couldn�t live one day without her? That he wanted her to move in with him and be with her forever? Yes! That�s exactly what she wanted him to say, but it became obvious that that was not going to happen.
After a few more tense, silent moments, Kish finaly spoke to her. �Do you need help packing?�
That was that then. He was not going to ask her to stay. Her heart sank, and she fought the tears that threatened to fal. She wouldn�t beg him, even though a part of her wanted to. She set her cup in the sink.
�No. I can get everything together myself. Thank you.�
Without another word, she made her way to the bedroom her things were in before she made a fool of herself and cried in front of him. But as soon as she closed the door behind her, the tears began to fal.
Didn�t he want her anymore? He told her he loved her. How could he let her leave without . . . without what exactly? A proposal of marriage? An invitation to move in with him?
Besides, what would her answer be if he did ask either of those questions? Her heart beat painfuly in her aching chest. She realy didn�t have to think about it. Yes would be the answer to either, but apparently, she wouldn�t have to worry about giving an answer in the first place.
She sniffled as she packed her things. Why couldn�t she have met him under normal circumstances? They could have dated, gotten to know one another, stayed in touch easily. But nothing was normal about Kish, and she liked that about him.
She only wished that she didn�t live hours from him.
Long distance relationships had huge failure rates.
After she finished packing, she sat on the edge of the bed. Lucy promptly rested her chin on her lap and softly whined. She knew Georgia was upset, and Lucy hated it when Georgia was upset. Fortunately, that wasn�t very often. Unfortunately, this was probably the most upset she�d ever been since she�d gotten Lucy. She stroked her fur gently.
�It�s okay, girl,� Georgia whispered.
�Why are you crying?�
She nearly tumbled off the bed when she jumped at the unexpected sound of Kish�s voice.
�Damn it! Kish, stop doing that. Seriously. You are going to give me a heart attack.� She placed her hand over her racing heart.
He took her hands in his then knelt in front of her before wiping the tears from her face with his thumb.
�Why are you crying?� he said in a low, dangerous voice. �Did someone hurt you?�
She nodded.
�Who?� The fury was evident in his tone.
�You.�
�What? How?�
�Did you mean it when you said you loved me?�
He squeezed her hands. �I would never lie about something like that, and I wouldn�t lie to you at al.�
�Then why were you sending me away? Don�t you want to see me again?�
�Are you kidding me? Of course I want to see you again, Georgia. My life would never be the same without you, sweetheart.�
�Why didn�t you ask me to stay?�
�How can I ask you to give up your friends, your home, your life for me?�
�I wouldn�t be giving up my friends. They�d just be a bit farther away from me. And my home? To tel you the truth, since I met you, my home would feel empty without you. My home, my life? Is with you now as far as I�m concerned.�
�Are you saying that you�l stay with me if I ask you to?�
�Are you asking me to?�
He chuckled. �Yes.�
�Then yes. Of course, I�l stay with you! I love you.� She smiled.
He framed her face and kissed her, but the kiss ended much too soon for her liking when he stood and puled her up.
�I think we need to tel Henry and Joey that they wil be going home alone today.�
�I think we do.� She laughed when he picked her up and spun her around.

Three hours later, Kish and Georgia said good-bye to Joey and Henry. She could tel they weren�t completely pleased by her decision, but at the same time, they were happy for her. She made arrangements with them to take care of her house until she could get it up for sale. She�d toyed with the idea of keeping it, but in the end, decided it didn�t mean that much to her since she now had Kish.
Henry and Joey promised to pack her clothes up and ship them out sometime next week.
�Are you sure you want to do this, Georgia?� Kish asked.
The uncertainty in his voice tugged at her heart.
Would he ever believe that she would never leave him, that she would never change her mind about how she felt about him?
�Absolutely.�
She reached for him, tugged him to her, and kissed him.
He growled. �We need to get back home before I take you right here in the truck.�
�It�s been a long time since I made out in a vehicle.
Takes me back to my teenage days.�
�I can�t remember that far back, but I think I�d like very much to make out with you in the truck.�
She started to giggle until heat shot low in her bely.
She was more than wiling to make out with Kish anywhere, any time. �Exactly how old are you?� she asked.
�You don�t want to know.�
She frowned. �I think I do.�
�How about if we save this conversation for another day? Right now I want to get you home and into my bed.�
�Deal, but don�t think I�l forget.�
He started the engine, backed up, then started forward.
�I have no doubt that you won�t forget.�
She snuggled up to his side, getting comfortable for the long drive back. They�d left Lucy at his house, as there hadn�t been room for her with Joey and Henry both. �I�l never get used to how warm you are.�
�Sure you wil. One day you may be this warm.�
She closed her eyes and began to drift off, her heart content, her body relaxed against the man she loved. �Maybe.�
�I love you, sweetheart.�
�I love you too, Kish. Forever and always.�

Chapter Twenty-One

Six months later . . .
Kish and Georgia sat on the front porch of Kish�s house�their house. She�d moved in six months ago and had never looked back, never had one single regret. The balmy air of the summer night swam around them.
�I�m scared, Kish.� Georgia whispered past the lump in her throat.
�I know, sweetheart. But I�m right here. I promise after the first time, when you change it�l be a piece of cake.�
Two nights ago, Georgia had agreed to let Kish change her, and tonight was the ful moon. He�d told her that her first shift would be brought on by the ful moon, but after that, she could shift whenever she pleased.
She�d sensed the worry in him at her decision, probably because he was afraid she�d regret it. But at the same time, she�d felt his happiness that she would soon be like him. She knew he held back to some degree when they made love because he was afraid of hurting her. After she changed, he wouldn�t have to worry about that. She would no longer be a delicate human. She�d be stronger, faster.
She�d live longer, which was something she was immensely relieved about. Not because she feared death, but because she�d have so much more time with Kish. She�d finaly gotten Kish to confess how old he was. He�d warned her that his answer would take some time to fuly sink in. He was an ancient after al. He�d been around for decades. And when he explained that while lycans were not immortal, they had extremely long life spans. It wasn�t uncommon for his species to live for several hundreds of years.
Yes, it had been hard for her to wrap her mind around that, but once she had, it only made her happier. To find your soul mate was one thing, but to have the chance to live several lives with them was priceless.
She was also now aware of the danger she may be in from any rogues that got close enough to smel her scent, and how lucky she�d been to have never been found. But the one thing that bothered her most about the change was not the pain, not the fact that she�d become a lycan, not the fact that her whole life was about to change, but that her eyesight would most likely be restored.
She�d dreamed about being able to see Kish�s face, but now that it might actualy become reality, it scared the hel out of her. Not because she was worried she wouldn�t find Kish attractive, but because she�d never had her sight. And although she wanted her sight, it was a frightening and awing concept.
On one hand, she wanted her sight, but on the other, she was unsure of the unknown. The thought of looking into Kish�s green eyes�he�d confirmed the color for her�was what kept her nerves in check.
�You know when some people have been fortunate enough to gain their sight from surgery after years of being blind, they haven�t been able to cope.�
He put his arm around her and puled her close to him. �You wil cope just fine. I wil help you. You wil love your sight. We�l take it slow. I�m with you, okay? I won�t let anything happen to you. We�l get through this together.�
�I know.� She frowned. �I can�t help but worry.
I�m trying not to.�
�If anyone has a reason to worry, it�s me,� he muttered.
She suddenly felt foolish for her worries. She was getting a gift, and he was right, she�d cherish it, she�d embrace it, and her life would be richer with her sight.
He, on the other hand, was obviously worried about her seeing him, or more accurately, his scars, for the first time.�
She reached up and cupped the right side of his face. �Nothing wil change between us. I think you are gorgeous with or without my sight.�
He sighed. �We�l see.�
�Yes, we wil. And then you can apologize to me for doubting me al this time.�
He kissed her long and lazy. �I don�t mean to doubt you.�
�I know.�
He�d come a long way. They�d come a long way.
She couldn�t wait to show him she�d never see him as anything other than the sexy man he had always been �he always would be�to her.
�I�m sorry, sweetheart.� He blew out an exasperated breath. �This is an extraordinary thing that is about to happen to you, and I�m ruining it with my insecurities. I do trust you, you know?�
�I know that too. Even if you don�t at times.� She smiled. �I don�t�� Suddenly, pain shot through her abdomen. �Oh!� She grabbed her stomach.
He puled her onto his lap, her back to his chest, and pressed his mouth to her ear. �Breathe, sweetheart. Just breathe through it.�
�I can�t! Oh God! It hurts so bad. It feels like there are hot pokers in my stomach. Kissshh!�
�Listen to me,� he said a bit more forcefuly. �Do as I say and it wil ease the shift for you.�
She nodded. �I�l try,� she groaned as tears ran down her cheeks.
�Listen to my voice. Feel my body against yours.
Take comfort from me, sweetheart.�
She panted uncontrolably as the hot pokers in her stomach grew in intensity then faded then grew time and again. Her skin began itching, and tiny needles felt as if they were protruding through every pore of her skin. She focused on Kish, his body, his heartbeat, his voice, the best she could. It did help the pain to some extent, but not enough to keep her from writhing in agony.
Sweat beaded her brow, and Kish whispered to her to breathe. She tried, but every bone, every muscle, every cel in her body contracted and then retracted then contracted over and over. She thought she might pass out, throw up, or both when suddenly, she was on the ground. The first thing she noticed was that the pain was gone, and in it�s wake was a dul throb, a reminder of the agony she�d just experienced. The second thing she noticed was that she could see.
She fel sideways, unused to the strange phenomenon of sight. Her balance was off, and even though it was nighttime, the different movements of al the strange things she was seeing for the first time overwhelmed her senses.
�Close your eyes, sweetheart. Just for a moment.�
Kish�s voice was soothing inside her mind, and she did what he asked. Fur rubbed against her body, and she was instantly aware that Kish had shifted with her. Even in wolf form, he was much larger than she was.
�Now that you know it�s me, look at me.�
She slowly opened her eyes and focused on Kish.
So that�s what a wolf looked like. Her balance was stil off, and she kept tripping over her own feet�uh, paws. He was gorgeous. His fur was thick and luscious and she wanted to run her fingers through it except she didn�t have any.
�You�re beautiful. What color are you?�
�Reddish brown. You are blonde, nearly the same color as your hair.�
�I want to see your eyes, Kish.�
He looked at her and her legs nearly buckled underneath her. This was the man she loved. This was Kish. Damn, he was lovely. She now understood what people meant about eyes being the windows to one�s soul. She was positive she could see a milion pairs of green eyes and be able to pick his out of them al in an instant. She was confident there would be no one that had eyes exactly like his. She couldn�t explain it, but these eyes were Kish�s and his only.
�Are you okay?�
�Yes. It�s going to take some time to get used to seeing for the first time, but I�m okay.�
She now knew what worry looked like because it burned brightly in his eyes.
�We can�t run tonight, sweetheart. Not until you get used to your sight.�
She nodded in agreement. �How do I shift back?�
�Easy. Just relax and picture yourself, your human self.�
It wasn�t quite as easy as he indicated, but she accomplished it in the end. She was as unsteady on two feet with her restored sight as she had been on four.
She looked up at Kish in awe of the man standing in front of her. She couldn�t be any more thankful that they were both nude. She didn�t want anything between them the first time she saw him. She reached out to touch him, and she didn�t miss the way he seemed to flinch when she touched the scarred side of his face.
�You are amazing,� she breathed as she ran her fingers over him, learning what he looked like for the first time with her eyes. �You�re so big.�
�I think you�re just smal, and you are the one that�s amazing.�
He winced again when she ran her fingers over the scars on his shoulder.
�The scars didn�t matter to me when I couldn�t see, and they don�t make a difference now. They in no way make you less of a man in my eyes or detract from your sexiness one tiny bit.�
He growled, and she sucked in a breath. �They do glow,� she whispered.
He nodded. �Yes.�
�Only when you have strong emotions?�
�Yes, which means right about now I�m about to throw you down and take you right here on the ground.�
Heat rushed to her cheeks and between her legs.
�I�d rather make out in your truck like a teenager.
You promised me we�d do that sometime.
Remember?�
He nodded. �Yep.�
She squeaked when he picked her up. Damn, the man was glorious, and she couldn�t wait to get a closer look at certain parts of him. Up close and personal.
Within a couple minutes, he had her inside the truck and pinned under his big body. She ran her fingers over every part of him she could reach and he groaned.
�I know you want to explore, sweetheart, but right now I need to be inside you.�
She nodded. �I�d like that very much.�
He took her mouth, and she threaded her fingers through his thick, reddish-brown hair. The stubble on his face chafed her skin as he kissed her, and she loved every minute of it. As he sank inside her body, she opened her legs wider and arched her hips to welcome him home.
She had so much to look forward to. Exploring her new wolf side, her newly gained sight, and Kish. No matter how long they were together, she�d never grow tired of exploring him.
She moaned as he drove his hips deeper and she dug her nails into his shoulders.
�I love you sweetheart,� he rasped.
�I love you too, Kish. Always and forever.�

Epilogue

Did they actualy think they could catch him? At this point, he hoped they did because he was tired of running for being labeled something he wasn�t. He was no rogue. He was an ancient who chose to live his own life. He never went against the lycan laws, but he refused to answer to anyone. He was his own man, always had been, always would be.
Sanctuary was a place run by his kind, mostly ancients and their mates, a place where rogues who were thought fit enough to reform were taken. Now he had been labeled a rogue, and had been relentlessly chased for the past six months. The few times he�d tried to talk some sense into his pursuers, they hadn�t wanted to listen to him. That put him in a difficult situation. Run or fight his own kind. And if he chose the latter, things wouldn�t turn out wel for them.
He didn�t want to be responsible for kiling any of his species. He�d done enough kiling in his lifetime, but he�d about had enough of this chase the rabbit bulshit. If they�d give him a damned second to explain, they�d realize he was probably older then al of them put together. He�d been around a long time.
A damned long time.
�Whenever I find that little punk-ass motherfucker, I�m going to rip his fucking head off,� he muttered.
He�d make an exception about kiling his own kind then.
Terrance. The little whiny bitch he�d had a run-in with nearly a year ago was the reason for al of this.
He�d had lots of time to figure out who could have labeled him a rogue, who could have set Sanctuary on his ass, and every path led back to Terrance. The rogue had been taken to Sanctuary a little over eight months ago. He didn�t believe it was a coincidence that al of his problems started shortly thereafter.
From little bits of rumors he caught, he�d put enough pieces together to figure out that Terrance had taken revenge against him by teling the ancients at Sanctuary that he, Galen Soloman, had been his leader. That he was a ruthless rogue. One that had committed atrocious acts against his own kind and their potential mates. Thus, the amped up man�wolf �hunt.
He�d lost his last pursuers over a week ago and had covered his tracks wel. It would take a long time for them to find him. For now, he was tired, pissed off, and hungry. Just as he thought he�d be sleeping on the cold ground another night, nibbling on what little berries and bugs he could find, he came to a clearing.
He stood at the tree line staring at the somewhat large cedar-shingled farmhouse. He sniffed the air.
Suddenly, every muscle in his body tensed. His wolf franticaly clawed at the surface for release, and a deep rumble emanated from his chest.
�Fuck no. Why now?�
His mate. He�d found her. She was here. He couldn�t see her, but her scent was strong. He�d longed for a mate, yearned to meet the one woman who was fated for him, who he was fated for, for more years than he could count. Several years ago, he�d come to the conclusion that he would never find her or that if she did exist, someone else had gotten to her first.
His stomach clenched in a big bal of knots. The thought of someone else laying a finger on his mate sent murderous thoughts through his head, sent bony fingers of jealousy slithering through every cel of his being. He was not prepared to find her now. Over that last few years, he�d become a hard, bitter man.
He wasn�t gentle, and his mate deserved a man with a big heart, a man that would show her romance, tenderness. He was not that man.
At one time? Maybe. Now? No. Nonetheless, every single fiber of him answered to her cal. He had iron-clad wilpower, and not even he had a hope in hel of resisting. He had to see her, had to hear her voice, see her lovely face. An invisible force puled him in her direction. He came into the clearing and approached the farmhouse with caution and determination. The whole way, he swore he�d only get a glimpse and move on, but when he laid eyes upon her for the first time . . .
Inky black hair so dark it looked blue was swept off her head and knotted in a messy ponytail. Her skin, turned golden from the sun, was smooth and flawless, and when she turned toward him and finaly noticed him watching her, the breath whooshed from his lungs. Her blue eyes with a hint of violet widened, and her ful lips formed an O. He was a lost cause.
She was his, and she didn�t even know it. And one glimpse would never be enough.
Yep. I�m fucked.
The End
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