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Аннотация
Lately, the only thing breathing spice into Karen�s ordinary existence is erotic dreams of a sexy green-eyed man. After years of loneliness, Anthony Wolfson finds his mate, Karen Samson. The problem; he�s werewolf, she�s human. His instincts scream to claim her. His need to protect urges him to woo her. Fate has another plan for them involving a young, cocky werewolf and a dark alley.
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To my husband, my family, and my adorable kids, um I mean dogs. Thanks for all your advice, belief in me, and licks of encouragement (of course that last one was for my furry children who adore me).


Chapter One 

Friday, October 28th
Periodically throughout the night, her skin tingled and the hair on the back of her neck stood at attention, giving her the strange feeling that someone was watching her. She�d scanned her surroundings several times and noticed nothing out of the ordinary. Well, nothing out of the ordinary was pushing it since she was surrounded by witches, monsters, vampires, and . . . Gumby? But, even among all the weird, funny, scary, and amusing costumes, she couldn�t find one person at the pre-Halloween party she now sat in the middle of showing more interest than normal in her. Yet, she still couldn�t manage to shake the eerie feeling. She wasn�t actually scared, just . . . aware.
She sighed and, rubbing her temples, figured it must be her tired mind playing tricks on her. She hadn�t been sleeping well, and she shouldn�t have agreed to come out with her friends tonight. Right at this very moment, she could be home, tucked under her favorite comforter in her soft bed, working on sleeping the weekend away. Instead, she found herself in a freaking Frankenstein Ball at a downtown bar with her coworkers and wondering when they were going to call it quits. She had initially told Jenny and Sal that she didn�t want to come, but Jenny had turned her big, innocent doe eyes on her and she�d caved. She was such a sucker.
Stale beer, mixed drinks, and overheated bodies assaulted her senses. She tried, with no success, to recall when she�d quit enjoying such parties. Maybe she was getting too old. For crying out loud, I�m not that damn old! Or, maybe, she should have hung up her costume-wearing days when she was ten. At least she could look forward to a couple extra days off since the office was undergoing maintenance and would be closed until next Wednesday. Four days off. She couldn�t remember the last time she�d had that many days off in a row. She knew her friends and family considered her a workaholic, and she guessed she could agree with them. She worked long hours, but it wasn�t because she enjoyed it so much, or even because she had to. It was more because she really had nothing else to do, but truth be told, she was getting pretty burnt out. Burnt out on just about everything, in fact. Maybe she should take a vacation.
She could picture a scenic tropical beach with white sand and turquoise water stretching for miles. The sun would warm her and give her a wonderful golden tan. She�d always been a little on the pale side. Some color would be nice. She sighed. While it would be very relaxing to get away and frolic among the palm trees and various gift shops, she knew she�d never do it. After all, how fun could it be if she were by herself. Maybe she could take a friend. That would be her only option as she barely spoke to her family.
�Something wrong, Karen?� Jenny leaned into Karen so she could hear her over Nickelback playing loudly in the background.
Karen sighed again and smiled. She ran her hand down her fishnet stockings. Damn hooker costume. How the hell had she ever thought that was a good idea? �No. Just a little tired.�
�You�re always tired lately, Karen. Have you gone to the doctor? Maybe he can give you a sleeping pill or something.� Sally grinned at her and winked.
Karen believed in hard work to get where you wanted in life. Yet, in today�s world, she couldn�t find it in her heart to fault Sally simply because she had been gifted with great looks and brains. She might be just a tad bit jealous, but she had never actually seen Sally use her looks to her advantage, careerwise anyway.
If her friends knew the real reason she had been having trouble sleeping on and off for the past year was because of vivid and erotic dreams of a man with disturbing green eyes, they would tell her that she needed to get laid, which she had no intention of doing. She had never been one to sleep around. Yet, she knew without a doubt that if her dream man strolled by in the flesh, she�d throw all her beliefs out the window and jump into the sack with him in the blink of an eye. Just thinking about him made her heart thump a little faster. Maybe she did need to get laid.
Images of the man from her dream floated through her brain like a movie in slow motion. She swore she had felt his fingers brush along her skin, and his voice had flowed through her like hot cider. The dreams made her ache for things she didn�t even know she wanted�the heat of his body, the spicy scent of his skin, and every one his caresses and kisses on her flesh. Her dream man was sexy, dominant, and very possessive, insisting on her obedience. She�d always believed in equality with men and women and saw nothing wrong with a woman who made the first move�didn�t care for men who acted macho and overpowering�yet, she submitted willingly over and over to Mr. Green Eyes in every sleep-induced moment, and enjoyed it.
Karen jerked out of her daydream when Sally cleared her throat. �I�m okay, Sal. Thanks for asking, though.� She glanced at her watch and saw it was nearing one in the morning. �Look, I�m going to call it a night, okay?�
�Aw, come on. There�s at least a good two hours left of party time. Who knows, maybe you will end up finding a tall, dark, sexy man to make you sleep better.� Sally laughed and Jenny and Karen joined in.
Before Karen could reply, a medium-built blond man with plain brown eyes�in fact, Karen would call just about everything from his faded blue jeans to his neatly tucked in black button-up shirt to his face plain�walked over to stand next to Sally. Karen nodded her head toward the man and Sally caught a glance of him before rolling her eyes. Sally got a lot of attention when the girls went out, but Karen was glad to see that she had some morals and didn�t seem to sleep around either. Well, depending on what your definition was of sleeping around.
�Hey, beautiful. I�m Matt.�
All the women groaned under their breath. �Hey, Matt,� all three answered at the same time with little enthusiasm. Anyone should be able to tell they weren�t exactly welcoming. Anyone except Matt, it seemed.
�You know, if I made the alphabet I�d put U and I together.� Matt smiled as if he had just made the most intelligent, important remark of his life.
Karen and Jenny held their breath, waiting and watching as Sally leaned close to Matt, making him suck in a great gulp of air, probably amazed that his line had actually worked.
Sally patted Matt on the cheek. �Aw, isn�t that so sweet. �Cause you know, if I had made the alphabet, I�d put F and U together.� Sally smiled, sat back straight at the table, and idly began to stir her drink with a little red straw.
Karen and Jenny continued holding their breath in fear of cracking up and humiliating the poor man even further. His surprised, wide-eyed look was nearly as hysterical as Sally�s remark. His face showed his shock, and he turned red right before he spun around and disappeared into the crowd.
�Geez, Sal, you crushed the poor man.�
While Karen couldn�t deny the cleverness of Sal�s remark, she actually felt a little sorry for Matt. Personally, she would have probably let him down a little easier.
�Yeah, poor little Matt.� Jenny smirked a little, but looked as if she might be feeling a little sorry for Matt too.
�Sorry, but I found it�s a lot better to crush them right up front rather than give them any hope.� Sally rolled her eyes and smiled. �So, Karen, come on. Stay for a bit longer.�
That was one of the things about city life, anyway. The bars and clubs were always booming until the wee hours of the night. �I don�t think so. I�ll see you two later, okay?�
Karen slid off the bar stool, trying not to let the short, black leather skirt ride too far up her legs. She precariously balanced on stiletto heels and prayed she�d make it out of the bar without falling flat on her face. She reached carefully for her coat, not wanting to bend too far over in fear she might spill out of the tight black bustier. Before she could grasp the fabric, a deep voice stilled her hand.
�Excuse me.�
The man�s voice washed over her like a lover�s caress. She squeezed her eyes shut and wondered how such a simple thing could turn her blood hot. She turned and stared into the eyes of her dream man. She barely caught a gasp from escaping and her overheated mind nearly forgot to remind her to shut her gaping mouth before she made a complete fool of herself. This could not be happening. He was not real, yet there he stood not a foot from her. Her heart hammered in her chest and she swallowed and closed her mouth after uttering, �Yes?�
�I was wondering if you�d dance with me?�
He was drop-dead gorgeous. She glanced at Jenny and Sal. Both were sitting at the table, mouths hanging open. She looked back at the man standing in front of her. He was well over six feet tall, and his dark T-shirt clung to every muscle of his broad chest and shoulders, defining each flawless line perfectly. She wished the lights were brighter so she could see the details of his face. Even though it was too dim to see exactly what shade his hair was, she knew it was inky black. �Um, well, I was getting ready to leave.�
�Just one dance?� One thick, dark brow lifted in question, and he flashed a smile that sent butterflies dancing in her tummy.
As if on cue, the music changed to a thumping, sensual beat. �Okay.� Before she could say another word, he took her by the hand and pulled her through the crowded room to an open corner of the dance floor. He wrapped his arms around her and began moving his hips. She had never known a man could move with such graceful, sexy fluidity.
All her thoughts quieted, and every cell in her body responded to the sensual music, as she swayed in time to his every step. Her skin tingled everywhere he touched and she ached for more contact. Her body was in tune to his every move, every breath, every heartbeat, leaving no room for the confusion that would no doubt surface later. The confusion as to why she would react so strongly to a complete stranger.
She�d never been this turned on by a man, much less by a man whose name she didn�t even know, yet at this particular moment in time, she didn�t care. The only thing she cared about was getting as close to him as possible. �Um, where�s your costume?�
He let out a low laugh that sent fire burning deep in her belly. �I don�t really need one.�
Her brow raised in question. �Why�s that?�
�Let�s just say that I have my own built-in costume I can use whenever I want.�
Her brows drew together as she tried to figure out exactly what that meant, but she promptly forgot all about the remark when his hard body rocked against hers. She bit her bottom lip to keep a groan from escaping.
* * *
He�d waited so long to touch her. Her skin was as soft as satin, and he�d dreamed about holding her in his arms so many nights that he�d finally begun believing it might never become reality. He breathed her scent deep and swore he could feel it interweaving around every molecule in his body, branding him. He�d watched her for the past year, barely able to stay away. Now that he�d actually touched her, he knew he�d never stay away again.
He dipped his face near her hair and let the lustrous strands tickle his skin. She was soft everywhere. He nearly drooled at the thought of tasting her. His heart thundered in his ears, and his breathing quickened. The beast in him awakened, lurked right beneath the surface, waiting for a chance to show itself. It didn�t understand the rules of humanness. All it understood was the need to hunt, the need to protect, the need to take, and it wanted to take Karen at this very moment.
When he�d caught a glimpse of her in her tiny leather skirt, tight black bustier, fishnet stockings, and stiletto heels earlier, he thought he�d shoot a load right there on the stool he�d been lounging on. There wasn�t a curve on her feminine figure that wasn�t hugged by the tiny outfit. His cock had grown so hard he hurt. But, chasing the heels of desire was white-hot jealousy nearly driving him insane at the mere thought of other men seeing his mate dressed like that. Yes, she was beautiful, but she was for his eyes only.
His muscles quivered in anticipation, and sweat covered his skin from the effort to control his urges. He wanted her under him. He wanted inside her. He wanted to taste her, hold her, caress every inch of her delectable skin. The beast demanded possession while the man fought to maintain the boundaries of humanity. His palms itched, and he ran his fingertips down her back. She swayed in perfect sync with his, as if they had danced a million times before.
His heart thundered harder, and he gritted his teeth. His control slipped another notch in the beast�s favor. He had to get away or he�d do something they�d both regret. He took another deep breath, imprinting her on his very soul. As long as the sun lit the sky and the stars twinkled at night, he�d never forget her tantalizing scent.
He leaned in close to her ear. �Thank you for the dance.� As he walked away, he knew the only thing that gave him the strength to leave her was the knowledge that she would soon be his. He couldn�t wait any longer. This very night he�d claim his mate.

Chapter Two 

Karen watched the man she�d just been dancing with walked away. Although, walking was the last thing she would call what he was doing. He was swaggering, and the fluid motion of his hips drew her attention to the way his jeans hugged his perfectly sculpted ass. His lazy stroll screamed sin, sex, look at me. Every woman he walked past did look, and she didn�t like it. Something deep inside her screamed to chase after him, but common sense held her rooted to the floor. She was not going to run after a complete stranger. Yet, the thundering of her heart argued, and her heated body begged her to do just that. She waited until the last glimpse of his broad back disappeared into the crowd before she walked back to the table.
Sal whistled under her breath. �Who was that?�
�Yeah, he was a god.� Jenny�s eyes were wide.
�I don�t know.� Karen sighed.
�You don�t know? How in the hell could you let him get away? Karen, that man was gorgeous and all over you like hot butter on popcorn.�
Karen laughed. �Okay, whatever.� She knew that as long as she lived, she�d never forget the brief encounter with the green-eyed stranger. Jenny was right. He looked like a god. �I�m going home.�
�Do you want a ride?� Jenny started to get up.
�No. You stay here with Sal and have fun, okay? I�ll call a cab. My apartment is only a few blocks from here anyway.�
The women hugged, and Karen shrugged her black knee-length coat on over her hooker get-up. She noticed a couple men glance her way as she walked out. She knew she was passably attractive, but for some reason, she couldn�t seem to find a keeper. A little over a year ago, her last boyfriend, who�d professed to love her more than life itself, had cheated on her routinely. She�d been crushed when she finally found out. Chuck had been the first guy she�d actually thought she was in love with. After throwing him out on his ear and telling him she never wanted to lay eyes on him again, she had decided to take a break from dating, believing it was the only way to clear the horrible and humiliating incident from her mind. She hadn�t regretted the decision, and really didn�t miss dating all that much. Her dreams of Green Eyes had started soon after.
She would have been lying if she didn�t admit she would like to have a relationship, companionship, and a family some day. Someone to hold her when she was sad, someone to share her days and nights with, someone to cuddle with, someone to simply care, but she wouldn�t rush into anything just because her biological clock was ticking harder. She figured if it was meant to be, it would happen. If not, she�d be okay with that too.
She pulled her coat closer as she stepped out into the cool night air. Her heels clicked on the sidewalk, and she noticed that a light fog floated down the street and curled around her ankles. She looked both ways but didn�t see a cab anywhere, which was strange since they were normally everywhere. She really didn�t want to walk home this late at night by herself.
After standing in front of the club for a few more minutes, she contemplated going back inside to use the payphone. She didn�t have a cell phone, which everyone thought was odd. She didn�t think anyone needed to get in touch with her so badly that the person couldn�t leave a message on her home phone or call her at work. In some areas of her life, she preferred to remain old-fashioned.
She looked one more time and decided to start walking toward her apartment. The sidewalk was lit by streetlights, and she knew it should be safe. She only had a few blocks, and she thought that maybe a cab would happen along.
After a few minutes, she lost hope of anyone coming along and picked up her pace. As she crossed a side street and hopped over the curb back onto the sidewalk, she noticed that the other side of the street was lined with black wrought-iron fence. The fence enclosed the old Hampton Cemetery, and she shivered a little. If it was daytime or she wasn�t alone, she wouldn�t give a second thought to such a thing as she found the cemetery a spectacular sight. But, at almost exactly the same time she had noticed the graveyard, that familiar, eerie feeling from earlier slid up her backbone, the feeling that she was being watched. The hairs on the back of her neck stood on end, and she halted.
She tried to ignore the feeling, but it wouldn�t subside. In fact, if anything it intensified, encouraged small knots to form in her stomach. She didn�t understand why a place that she found fascinating would create such a feeling of fright in her. Most of the headstones in the cemetery dated back hundreds of years, and its crypts were historical wonders. Even though the bodies that used to reside in the crypts had been moved, the small rooms still remained. None had doors any longer and the small tombs were made of stone and consisted of two concrete shelves on one wall that had, at one time, served as final resting places.
Trying to become invisible, she shrank back against the wall of the building into the shadows and listened carefully while scanning her surroundings, barely breathing. She didn�t hear or see anything. In fact, she didn�t see anyone. There was always someone out and about at all times of the day and night in the city. She could hear no traffic, no people, no insects, nothing. The fog curled thicker and drifted around her knees. The night was completely still�too still�calm-before-the-storm kind of still.
Suddenly, gut wrenching instinct screamed at her to get out of there. She wanted to run, but for some unknown reason, she knew that would be a huge mistake. She felt like the poor baby zebra on all those nature shows that was being picked off by the lions as the weak one of the herd. Even though she couldn�t see her stalker, she knew he was there, yet she had no intention of being his next meal. Fear clawed its way through her stomach, knotted it harder, and bile burned the back of her throat. She fought hard not to panic.
She inched a few more feet down the sidewalk, back against the rough stone of the building. She tried to move silently, but every scrape of her coat against the surface seemed amplified in the silence. She still saw nothing that posed a threat, but her inner alarms were screeching, and she wasn�t one to ignore them. She only made it a few more steps before she stopped and stared across the street.
A huge oak tree stood just inside the black iron fence. It had to be fifteen or twenty feet in girth and the dense branches curled like gnarled fingers with foliage for fingernails. She stared at it, not sure why. Suddenly, another shiver jolted her and she knew she�d been right. Someone was watching, her and even though she couldn�t see who it was, she was sure he was near the tree. And, damn her luck. Nearly Halloween, alone on a foggy street, with somebody watching her, and a full moon peeked through the clouds.
* * *
He didn�t know if it was amusement or astonishment, maybe a little of both, that he felt when she stared across the street. She knew he was there. He�d been watching her for months, and for the first time, she gave a sign that she was aware of his presence. Maybe the dance they�d shared earlier had something to do with her newfound awareness of him.
He�d invaded her dreams and followed her, waiting until it was the perfect time to claim her. She was his and he would have her. Yet, he didn�t want to hurt or scare her. He knew he could do both without even meaning to, and she was terrified. The fear rolled off her in waves. He could smell it, and he didn�t understand the reason for it.
He watched her, his body taut, ready to defend his mate against whatever was scaring the hell out of her. The predator in him was in hunt mode. He knew that even though she was staring at the tree he was presently occupying, he was not the source of her fear. A gentle breeze stirred the uncannily still night, and another scent invaded him, revealing the source of threat. His lips curled back from his teeth in a snarl as he scanned the area. He knew what had her so upset.
Another of his kind was in the area and too close to his woman. He didn�t know if the other werewolf was aware of his presence, but he knew damn well he would rip the bastard to pieces if he got any closer. Every instinct screamed for him to snatch Karen off the street and take her somewhere that he could keep her safe and protected always, but instinct and his desire to meet his mate�s needs warred with one another. Karen would definitely not be impressed by caveman tactics, and he wanted her to trust him.
When he had discovered her nearly a year ago, he had wanted to claim her right then and there, but found out about her pact to stay single for a while after the last jerk she�d dated cheated on her. He wanted to rip the bastard�s head off and found it very hard to contain his protective instincts where she was concerned. He had been born in a time when men owned their mates and, as they saw fit, provided for and protected them. That was a long time ago, and things were different. Women were different, independent. None of it really mattered anyway, because he had never had a mate until now.
He�d had other women over the years, but not one had meant anything to him other than a means to assuage his body�s needs. His kind was fated to have one mate, but he�d just about given up ever finding his until that one night nearly a year ago when he�d caught the sweetest scent he�d ever smelled. His body knew immediately that she was his, and he was drawn to her like a helpless flower to the sun, straining ever closer toward the life sustaining brightness and warmth she offered. His life would never be fulfilled or complete without her. He�d never be able to live away from her again, and he was glad she had taken a break from dating because he sure as hell would never let another man touch her ever again.
He wanted her well-being over everything else, and that was the one thing keeping his medieval instincts in check. He took another deep breath and the scent of the other lycan was stronger, closer. His fingernails lengthened and curled into six-inch claws that would rend skin and muscle off the bone with minimal effort. He was ancient and was able to partly change without becoming a full-out lycan. Younger werewolves had to learn to master such a feat. He sniffed the air again. And, the other werewolf he was scenting was very young. He knew that meant he would most likely be foolish too.
He remained motionless on the tree branch, watching Karen intently, praying that their second meeting would be peaceful, but that prayer was doused with ice water when he saw the shadow round the corner of the building she was standing in front of. He growled and felt his fangs pop from his gums as he launched from the tree. With one smooth jump, he landed silently and crouched across the street and on the sidewalk between Karen and the other lycan. He was glad his back was to her because he didn�t want to see the horror that would undoubtedly be reflected in her eyes. After all, he knew no human who could jump a hundred fifty feet in the blink of an eye.
The younger lycan stopped and, emitting low growls and sniffing the air, stared at him. �I wouldn�t try it if I were you, pup.� Lycans could smell all potential human mates in general, but only the destined lycan mate could smell the unique pheromone given off by the one fated to him. Unfortunately, this led many idiot pups to believe that any woman carrying the main scent was theirs for the taking when, in fact, it was there so his kind could protect potential mates. He didn�t understand why the young werewolves acted in such a matter. Any dishonorable act against a human mate by a lycan who was not the destined partner was punishable by death.
�Why shouldn�t I try it? I can smell her, and she�s calling my name.�
He curled and uncurled his claws, savoring the possible kill. �Yeah, and since you can smell her, you can also tell she is not meant for you. She�s mine and I�m much older than you, pup. If I were you, I�d tuck my tail and run before I decide to not let you run at all, ever again.� He knew the pup finally realized that he was partly changed and that he would lose this fight one way or the other by the way the younger lycan glanced at his claws. Fear, however momentary, however cleverly hidden, clouded startled eyes, and Anthony hadn�t missed it.
The pup raised his hands in surrender and backed away slowly, but Anthony didn�t like the way the bastard leered at him while retreating, brows drawn down in assessment as if devising a plan of vengeance. He didn�t take his eyes off him until he disappeared and his scent was but a mere memory fading in the gentle breeze. He straightened and, taking a deep breath, willed his human form to take back over completely, his fangs and claws to recede, before he turned to face Karen.

Chapter Three 

Karen couldn�t move. First, she�d been terrified for no reason that she could explain. Then, one of the most gorgeous men she had ever seen had walked around the corner of the building and stopped dead in front of her, staring. Even though he looked to be in his mid-twenties, he seemed far older. His hair had been the color of honey and straw and his eyes, icy hazel. He was big, and he�d scared her�again, for no explainable reason other than he was huge and it was the middle of the night and she was alone. Before she had time to decide on a plan of action, from out of nowhere, another man had been crouching in front of her. His back remained to her, even after the blond man left.
The fear she�d been feeling slowly dissipated as soon as the other man leaped between her and the blond man, even though rational thought demanded an explanation on how he�d gotten in that position. She�d never seen another human being jump as far or as silently as this man had. He reminded her of a wild animal, and was even bigger than Hazel Eyes. His back was broad and tapered to a neat waist and long legs. He was tall. From what she could see, he had midnight black hair and a rock-hard ass to die for. Wait a minute. She knew exactly who this man was. Waiting for him to turn around she held her breath, and when he did, all the air left her lungs in a whoosh.
She felt dizzy for a brief moment and was very happy the wall was still behind her for support because she had just come face-to-face with her dream man once again. The lights in the club had been so dim earlier that she had not been able to see the full beauty of his features. Now, they were highlighted by the light of the full moon popping through the clouds. His green eyes nearly glowed and were perfectly framed by dark brows and thick-as-sin lashes. His nose was straight, his lips full, and his jaw perfectly squared with just the right amount of softness. The softness was just enough to give the pretense that this man was easy and laid-back, approachable. She knew better. If he was like her dreams, he was anything but soft. He was always careful with her and had never hurt her, but in every dream, he�d been a pure, dominant, predatory man.
After her stunned brain began functioning normal once again, her fight or flight instincts kicked back in. She still wasn�t afraid of him, but something deep inside her screamed at her to run�that if she didn�t, this man would change her life forever. Some part of her knew he could expose all her deep dark secrets, possess her, and break her heart. Another part of her begged to stay.
�Don�t run.�
Her blue eyes snapped to his face and he groaned. �Wh-who are you?� She inched further away from him. If she could just get another foot away, she�d be at the side street she had passed earlier. She might be able to lose him down it. She was a fast runner, but she would need every advantage to outrun this man.
�I�m Anthony Wolfson, and you are Karen Samson. Now that we have that out of the way, maybe we can go somewhere and talk a little.�
�How did you know my name?� She thought for a moment. �I didn�t tell you in the club.� She was getting more alarmed and inched her way closer to the alley. He hadn�t moved since he�d turned to face her, and within seconds, her hand reached the corner of the building.
�I�m not going to hurt you Karen, I promise. If I was going to hurt you, I would have done it already. I just want to talk to you, okay?� He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. �Please, Karen, don�t run. I don�t want to scare you, but if you run, I will chase you.� His green eyes snapped open, and she pulled a harsh breath into her lungs. �And, Karen, I�ll catch you.�
She could see his muscles tense through his dark blue T-shirt and knew it was time to make her escape. She kicked her stilettos off and bolted around the corner, running as fast as she could, pumping her arms for extra speed. The growl she heard behind her an instant after she fled fueled her adrenaline into giving her even more speed. He was chasing her. She swore that she could feel his hot breath on her neck and her heart nearly beat out of her chest. Her breath came in ragged pants, and before she made it more than halfway down the alley, she was tackled from behind, picked up and pushed face first against the brick wall.
She gasped for air, and Anthony�s hard body pressed against her, around her. He wasn�t hurting her, but he held her firmly, allowing no movement. She could feel his arousal against her back and moaned. Her body�s wants began to override her fear, and she pushed back into him. She didn�t know why, he was a stranger, but she wanted him. His sandalwood and musky male scent invaded her, excited her, and her fear melted completely away.
He held her hands above her head palm down against the building. His fingers circled each of her delicate wrists. She pressed back into his hard body, and he sucked in a breath and held it for a moment before putting his mouth close to her ear. �I told you not to run.�
�Yeah, but I had to. You were scaring me.� That wasn�t entirely true, but she had no intention of letting him know that he was turning her on. In truth, he was doing much more than turning her on. He was setting her on fire, and she knew she was going to let him do whatever he wanted.
He groaned as she pushed back against his cock once again. He was steely hard and nudged her back with an urgent thrust of his hips. She moaned and his control snapped. She thought she would die of pleasure when his mouth came down on her neck and he kissed and licked the sensitive skin under her ear. He forced her hands together, gripped them both with one of his to free the other to slip into her hair, twined some strands around his fingers, and pulled her head around so he could capture her lips with his own.
She moaned when his tongue slipped inside her mouth. The low growl he emitted vibrated through her and curled her toes. His tongue dueled with hers, teasing, sucking, tasting. She had never been kissed like this, well except for in her dreams. But this was the same man, after all. She savored his taste, and God, he tasted like sin and everything bad a girl ever wanted but knew she shouldn�t have.
He let out another low growl when she ground her ass harder against his groin. He yanked her coat off her shoulders, let it drop to the ground, and slid his hand around her waist and up under the tight bustier, grazing the soft skin of her belly before cupping one breast through the lace of her bra. Her nipple hardened in his palm, and he rolled it between his fingers while he continued to ravish her mouth, which wrought tiny gasps from her.
His touch coaxed her body higher, hotter, wetter. The possession of his mouth and his rough fingers on her nipple had her teetering on the edge of orgasm. Suddenly, her hands were free and she was spun around, staring into the face of her dream man once again. Her back hit the bricks, and a ripping material echoed through the alley as he tore the bustier and bra open, spilling her breasts out. The cool breeze blew across her sensitive nipples tightening them even more. Suddenly, rational thinking rushed back into her brain and she tried to pull free from him.
She sucked in a sharp breath. �No. Please let me go. I can�t do this.� What the hell had she been doing? She was acting like she was in heat with a man she had never even met. And, God help her, she still wanted him. Her body burned for him, her knees weak with need.
�I can�t let you go, Karen. Not ever again. Stop thinking and just feel. You know this is right. I know you do.� He put his forehead to hers and closed his eyes. He breathed deep and whispered between clenched teeth, �Please don�t fight me, Karen. It�s . . . exciting to me.�
The meaning of his words sparked heat to burn deep in her belly. The fact that her struggle was exciting him should have turned her cold with dread, yet it felt so damn right it scared her because this couldn�t be normal. One couldn�t just come across a strange man in the street and know that this was going to happen and that it didn�t matter if you�d just met because it was . . . fated.
Fated. That�s what it felt like, but did she believe in such a thing? She stared at his beautiful face, and suddenly, his eyes opened and she was drowning in green seas. His stare was so intense she couldn�t breathe. She knew he was staring straight into her soul.. Every thought, every desire that lived there lay open like a book for him to read.
�Anthony, I don�t understand.� Her breathless plea was laced with confusion and desire.
�Trust me, Karen. This is right and you know it.� He rubbed his cheek against her face before bending to cover the pink tip of one nipple with his mouth. Her shock was short lived as he pulled her deep into his mouth, and rolled his tongue around the peak over and over before doing the same to the other taut bud. Her knees nearly buckled and her skin turned hot. She felt achy, needy.
She pushed her hands into his hair and tugged him harder against her. He dropped to his knees in front of her, and completely forgetting that she was in an alley in the middle of the night, she arched into him. She didn�t care what they did or where they were. She didn�t care about any of it as long as he didn�t stop touching her. Wouldn�t Sal and Jenny be shocked to see what she was doing? His teeth scraped her nipple, and she cried out and grinded into him harder. He kneaded her ass and roamed his hands over her back.
�God you are so damn beautiful. Your taste is like nothing I�ve ever known. Sugar, honey . . . you.� He scraped his teeth over her nipple again and enticed another cry from her. �It�s too late for me to stop this, Karen.� He sniffed the air and fixed his half-hooded, sexy as sin eyes on her. �I know you don�t want me to stop, either. Your scent calls to me, teases me, begs me.�
His voice was low, gravelly, mesmerizing. It promised long, passion and pleasure-filled nights. She tangled her hands in his hair and pulled him to her while she snuggled her hips closer. He stroked her thigh and skimmed his fingers up under her short skirt to palm her moist heat through her panties. She cried out, and he dragged the fabric to one side and pushed two long fingers into her wetness. Her muscles clenched around him, which dragged another growl from the back of his throat.
He rested his forehead against her belly and wrapped his other arm around her lower back, urging her to ride his fingers. She needed little encouragement and pumped against him, eliciting pants from him in response to her excitement. He circled her clit with his thumb, and she continued rocking against him. When she neared her climax, he slipped out of her body and bunched her skirt up around her waist.
He gasped when he saw the fishnet stockings were held up with lacy garters. �You are so damn beautiful.� His eyes burned into hers and his gaze never wavered as he reached down and freed his cock from his jeans, grasped a globe of her ass in each hand, and picked her up.
Her eyes flew wide when he sprang free from his jeans. He dragged her up his big body with ease. �Anthony�
�Don�t say a damn word, Karen. I can�t wait any longer. Just wrap your legs around me.�
She did so without hesitation and he entered her in one smooth thrust, seating himself deep into her wetness. He pushed her against the bricks. He made sure to keep his hands between her back and the wall to shield her from its roughness before he seized her mouth once again while he possessed her body.
He was big and hard and filled her completely, stretching her to the limit. This was no gentle coupling. He took her just as he had in her dreams, demanding submission. She held on to him while he buried himself into her, pulled nearly free of her body before plunging deeply again. He repeated the movement again and again until she was mindless with pleasure. Her breaths came in short gasps, her fingernails dug into his shoulders, and she silently screamed in ecstasy.
Every thrust of his body was a brand, a claim of what was his. She could feel it deep inside her, feel him deep inside her, and feel her body respond to his demand. She shouldn�t feel this way, shouldn�t want to give herself to him. But she did. She wanted him to take everything from her. She wanted to take everything from him. She wanted to be imprinted with his scent, his touch. She never wanted to forget this moment . . . or him.
His hips rolled against her in relentless waves and she welcomed him into her body, her inner muscles gripping him tightly in anticipation of her orgasm. She was so close, yet she wanted to savor every moment, every touch, every caress, every lick. She squeezed her eyes shut while he ravished her mouth and conquered her body. She loved how he felt inside her, how his cock dragged against every sensitive nerve.
Warmth flooded her womb and spilled over until it reached her skin, heating it even more until a fine sheen of sweat broke out on its surface. She gripped Anthony�s shoulders tighter, pulled her mouth from his, arched into him, and cried out her release into the calm night air. He stilled for a moment, as if savoring her pleasure, before he pumped into her harder, once, twice, three times. He threw his head back and let out a feral growl before coming inside her. Her muscles held him tightly and wrung every drop from his hard body.
When the last shreds of her orgasm faded, soothing her tight muscles into relaxing and nearly turning them to rubber, reality snuck back in to her blissful brain. She was suddenly very aware of where she was, whom she was with, and what she had done. She opened her eyes to find Anthony�s green ones staring at her as if he already knew what she was thinking. He almost looked . . . hurt. But why would he have any feelings one way or the other over what she felt since he had gotten what he wanted? That did make her feel guilty because she had gotten what she wanted too.
* * *
He thought he�d died and gone to heaven when he�d seen those sexy little fishnet stockings topped with lacy garters. She was beautiful, and he knew she was having regrets already. The one thing he never wanted was for his mate to feel shame for making love with him. Her wide, blue eyes framed with dark lashes, red hair and beautiful, smooth, soft skin would be etched into his brain until the day he died.
He let his cock slide from her wetness and instantly longed to be back in the safe haven of her warm sheath. He pushed himself back into his jeans and smoothed her skirt down. He picked her coat up and draped it over her shoulders to cover her exposed breast spilling from the shirt he�d practically ripped from her body in his rush to get to her bare skin. He was such a bastard. She tried to pull away from him, but he grabbed her by the arm and pushed her back against the brick wall gently.
He traced the tip of his finger slowly down her cheek, and his body twitched in anticipation when she leaned into his touch. �Karen, I�m sorry this happened this way. I wanted our first time to be somewhere special, some place with silk sheets and scented candles. You deserve the very best, not a ravishing in an alley. But in all fairness, I warned you not to run from me.� He took a deep breath, remembering the hot excitement that had pumped through his veins when he�d chased her down. He�d never be able to change that part of him. The predator wanted to hunt and dominate. �I couldn�t help myself.�
�What do you mean you wanted our first time to be special? Ha-have you been stalking me, Anthony?�
Fear shadowed the clear blue pools of her eyes, dulling them to a misty gray. Shit! He was horrible at this. �Look, I�m not good at this dating type stuff.� He pushed some errant hairs off her cheek and tucked them behind her ear.
�Dating type stuff? Look, I don�t even know you, and what we just did is not even in the same ball park as dating. I have to go home. Please, let me go.� She tugged against his grip and tried to free her arms, but he refused to release her.
Frustration sparked anger deep in his gut. �You didn�t act like you didn�t know me a few minutes ago.� Her face turned bright red, betraying her instant irritation and embarrassment. Too bad, he wasn�t willing to watch her from afar any longer. She was his, and he would make her understand that one way or another.
�Yeah, well we all make mistakes. I��
Ice snaked through his heart at her words. He had no doubt she had been as turned on and as in tune to him as he had been to her when they�d shared their bodies. This was not a mistake, and he�d be damned if he let her reduce it to such. �Mistakes? This was not a mistake, Karen. Damn it! I know I went about this whole thing wrong, but don�t push me away. We need to talk so I can explain things to you.�
�There is nothing to explain. We don�t know each other and you don�t owe me anything. Please, just let me go home.�
Her agitation was clearly winning out over the embarrassment at this point. He captured her mouth once again before she could protest further. He slid his tongue along the seam of her lips, coaxing her to open for him. She obliged a few seconds later, and he lazily caressed her tongue in a slow, possessive dance. She tasted of everything he�d longed for, of heaven. She tasted like Karen, his mate. Knowing that if he didn�t stop, he�d have her back up against the wall, buried deep inside her where he belonged once again, he pulled back from her. He cupped her face between his hands. �Will you really be able to forget me so easily?� He leaned closer to her. �Because I will never forget you. Don�t kid yourself into believing our coming together was a mistake. Nothing could be further from the truth.�

Chapter Four 

He was right, she�d never forget him, but she had too many questions. And, if she were honest with herself, she�d acknowledge that she�d never think of him as a mistake. Before she could answer, she saw him tense once again. His muscles were strained so tightly she thought they might pop from under his skin. Was he angry with her? A shred of fear crept into her bones, but before it could engulf her, she heard a sound at the opposite end of the alley and turned her head to look. The blond guy with the icy hazel eyes was back with a few friends. Anthony was panting hard, sniffing the air. As she watched him, she realized that he�d known the men were there long before she had.
Fear made a full-out appearance and caused her stomach to clench. Anthony stared into her, through her, and his eyes began to burn bright green. He turned his head toward the punks. He let out a low growl, very unlike the ones that had excited her a few minutes earlier. The hairs on the back of her neck stood on end once again.
He stood straight, took in a deep, chest expanding breath, and flexed his shoulders. He carefully shoved her behind him and away from the men who were walking slowly toward them. He reminded her of the way a wild animal made itself look bigger to intimidate its foes. She thought it very strange that she had compared him to an animal at least three times already. No one she�d ever met had enticed such a comparison from her before.
�I thought I already told you once to take a hike, pup.�
Anthony�s voice was low, gravelly and laced with deadly threat and warning. What was the deal with the pup innuendo? He�d called the man that several times earlier too. Trying not to draw attention to herself, she took a few slow steps back. When she stepped in a crack and her ankle twisted, a small cry tore from her. She watched as Anthony�s back muscles tensed and knew he was aware that she had hurt herself. She was glad she didn�t have those damn stilettos on or she would have probably broken her ankle.
�Well, I don�t like being told what to do, and when I informed my friends about the little lady there��Hazel Eyes made a point of craning his neck around to look at Karen behind Anthony��we all decided she would be just too much fun to pass up.� He sniffed the air and grinned. �And, by the smell of things, you already had your fun with her, so why not let us have a go?�
Karen�s face burned with embarrassment. How the hell could he possibly know that she and Anthony had been intimate? The men continued to advance, and Karen continued to limp backward. Anthony was big, but the odds were stacked against him, five to one. She had to get out of there, yet she was scared for Anthony. Even though he�d probably been stalking her, she didn�t want to see him hurt or worse, especially over her. But what could she possibly do?
Suddenly, she remembered she had pepper spray in her purse. But where the hell was it? She thought for a moment. She�d dropped it when she�d made that sorry excuse for an escape from Anthony earlier. She looked around and saw it lying about two feet to her right beside one of her shoes, and she inched toward it.
As soon as her hand reached it, she heard running footsteps and knew the men were coming at Anthony. She opened the purse, dumped it on the ground, and began clawing through the scattered contents for the spray. Note to self�stop cramming so much crap into your damn purse. It�s not a freaking suitcase. 
* * *
Anthony eyed the men. All five of them were young lycans, cocky and stupid. None realized he was about to die, because Anthony would and could kill them all. It would be a hell of a fight, but he was older, stronger, and more experienced than all of them put together. He didn�t want Karen to see this side of him, or at least not this soon. He knew it was going to scare the hell out of her, but there was no way around it. He let his claws slide out and his fangs elongate while fiery rage burned through his veins.
They ambushed him, as he thought they would. He threw two of the pups off and grinned when he heard the snap of bones and whimpers as they smacked hard against the brick wall. They would heal quickly, but they�d be in a lot of pain for a while. Karen was smart enough to run, but he knew she�d hurt herself when backing away from him. He hoped that the injury wouldn�t impair her escape, yet it didn�t really matter because he wouldn�t let any of these assholes near her. He�d kill them all if they persisted.
The blond lycan punched him in the face while the other two landed punches and kicks anywhere they could. He barely felt their blows and shook them off as easily as a dog shakes off water after a bath. Two of the pups continued punching and kicking Anthony while the blond headed for a new target.
* * *
Karen wrapped her fingers around the pepper spray a split second before she was grabbed from behind, spun around, and once again pinned to the brick wall. This time, the situation was very different. Hazel Eyes stared at her and her blood turned to ice in her veins. The hands holding her were not gentle and bruised her skin, and his feral grin raised goose bumps to the surface. She kept the pepper spray turned away from him and hoped that he wouldn�t notice it until she had the chance to use it. The closest thing she�d ever felt to terror was when she had stayed late for work one night and the night guard had come up behind her and scared the stuffing out of her. That hadn�t even come close to the horror she felt at this very moment.
He pulled a handful of her hair toward him and rubbed it on his face before burying his nose in the strands and sniffing it. �Mmm. You smell nice. I bet you will feel nice, too. I can already imagine that sweet little cunt of yours wrapped around my cock.� He reached down and cupped himself. �And, imagine that, it�s already hard for you.� He let out a menacing chuckle that nearly made her gag.
�Please, I just want to go home.� She palmed the pepper spray nervously and hoped that in her fright, she wouldn�t trigger its use too early. She feared for her life. This man was after one thing. Her. And she knew he�d get it in any way he had to, even if it meant taking her last breath.
Hazel Eyes laughed. �I don�t think so. At least not quite yet.�
Before she could utter another word, he ripped her coat open and exposed her breasts through her already torn shirt and bra. His eyes widened an instant before a wicked smile spread wide across his face while he licked his lips. She watched as his hand came toward her. She didn�t want this man to touch her. She knew if he did no amount of scrubbing would ever remove his touch from her skin. He would be an invisible scar forever branded on her. She quickly brought the hand up with the pepper spray, aiming it toward his face.
Before she could release a stream of the fiery liquid, he grabbed her wrist with blinding speed and squeezed until she thought her bones would break. She gasped in pain and had no choice but to let go of the spray. She watched in horror as her one chance of salvation clattered to the ground and rolled away. �That wasn�t very nice.�
�I don�t want to be nice, especially to you.� The punches and groans echoing in the alley told her Anthony was still fighting with the other men. At least the odds were evening with only two against one since the other two had gone slinking off after Anthony had injured them. She hadn�t seen much of the fight after that and had only heard bits and pieces while she looked for the now-lost pepper spray. She prayed that Anthony would win against the odds and be able to help her because Hazel Eyes was stronger than any man should be and she knew she could never get the upper hand on him physically.
�Aww. That�s not very nice. You and me are going to have a real good time. Once I�m finished fucking you, you�ll know what a real man is, and you�ll forget all about that loser down there.� He gave a quick jerk of his head in Anthony�s direction.
�Don�t count on it. You repulse me. I didn�t seem to have that problem with Anthony.� He snarled, his face twisted, and she immediately regretted taunting him. She�d royally pissed him off. A low growl reverberated from his throat, and those eerie hazel eyes glowed. What was the deal with these men growling, and those damned eerie eyes? Had they all decided to play the same character for Halloween? Maybe she�d figure it out later, if she weren�t dead.
�Well, let�s just see about that, huh?� He bent and took her mouth with bruising force, grinding the back of her head into the bricks. Tears sprang to her eyes, and when she gasped, he took the opportunity to push his tongue into her mouth. She nearly gagged. She couldn�t go through this. She would rather die than be raped, and she had a feeling he would do so much more than rape her. He would not only take her body but also ravage her mind and soul. She knew she would never be the same if this happened.
He continued ravishing her mouth and began pushing his hand up her skirt when he was suddenly jerked backward, and Karen was free. Tears streamed down her face, and she sank to the ground after pulling her coat tightly around her shivering form. She looked up to see Anthony pounding on the man. Relief that he was not touching her any longer coursed through her.
�You dare touch my woman?� Anthony grabbed the man by the neck. �I�ll kill you for that.�
Some of the cockiness seemed to drain out of Hazel Eyes, and Karen knew the man finally realized he was not going to win this fight. She saw something else too. Were those claws on Anthony�s fingers? And . . . Oh my God! He had fangs, and his eyes were glowing. What the hell was he? Memories of how he had sniffed the air as if smelling for predators and of how he had already known the men were in the alley long before she had flooded her brain. Hazel Eyes had sniffed her too.
While the sight was terrifying and she was definitely petrified of Hazel Eyes, she was still not afraid of Anthony. He would not hurt her, she was sure of that. He could have already done so, and for the last several minutes, he had been fighting to protect her. But that still didn�t answer the question of what the hell he was. Come on Karen. Get a hold of yourself. It�s almost Halloween. Remember? Halloween or not, she�d never seen such realistic-looking makeup.
She looked at Anthony closer. That was one hell of a costume. But why would he have put it on during the fight because she sure as hell would have noticed the claws and fangs when he�d been kissing her. Before she could contemplate it further, Anthony tossed the blond man through the air and he landed with a smack against the wall right beside her.
Before she could scoot away from him, he turned, grabbed her arm, raised it to his mouth, and stared at Anthony with a grin that was half arrogant, half fearful. �So, shall we see who wins this little game?�
Anthony froze. �Don�t do it.�
�Why not?�
�Because I will kill you.�
�You already said you would do that anyway. Just think of it as a gift from me.�
Before Karen realized what he was talking about, the man bit down on her arm and his canines pierced deep into her flesh. She cried out as searing, white-hot pain shot through her. Suddenly, the man was jerked from her once again. All at once, she realized two things. One, the fangs were real, and two, she was pretty sure they weren�t wearing costumes.
* * *
The young lycan was going to die. Anthony had planned to let him go after a good beating, but that was before he�d actually touched Karen. Rage like he had never felt pumped through his veins and his vision blazed red. The pup twisted free from Anthony�s hands and ran toward the end of the alley. Anthony�s adrenaline bestowed him with even more power and speed, and the young lycan didn�t stand a chance. Anthony leaped and came down hard on the pup�s back. He grasped his head between his hands and snapped his neck with a loud crack as if it were a twig. Anthony let the body fall to the ground and, knowing the other lycans would come back for it, left it where it crumpled.
�Anthony.�
Karen�s cry of pain doused his anger, and he sprinted back to her. He was thankful a huge dumpster sat between her and the pup, blocking her from witnessing what he�d just done.
He crouched beside her. She was holding her arm and tears were streaming down her cheeks. He pushed the hair back off her face and she looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes. He wanted to kill the damn pup all over again for causing her such pain.
�Oh, baby. I�m so sorry. I never meant for this to happen this way.�
�Wh-what do you mean you didn�t want this to happen this way?�
He scooped her up and began walking. �Look, let me get you some place safe. After that, we can talk.�
�I only live a couple blocks that way.� She pointed the opposite way he was walking.
�I know where you live, but that�s not where we�re going. You need to be out in the open.� In a couple days, she would need a lot of space to run. His place would be perfect.
�Why am I not surprised you know where I live?� Her brows turned down. �I don�t understand why you think I need to be out in the open. What does that even mean anyway?� He nearly grinned when she yawned. �I need to go home.� She laid her head against his chest. �I�m so tired.�
�Look, Karen, I won�t hurt you, and as hard as it may be, you have to trust me, okay?�
She whispered, �I know you won�t hurt me, Anthony. But, what are you? I mean, I know it�s almost Halloween and all, but it still doesn�t explain what I saw.�
�Shh. Don�t worry about it right now. We�ll talk about it later.� So she had seen the claws and the fangs, and probably his glowing eyes, too. He was relieved she didn�t ask any further questions at that particular moment. He carried her to his black Hummer parked on the side of the road a few blocks away and carefully placed her on the seat. She immediately slumped into a deep sleep.
Anthony found Karen�s keys in her purse�s contents scattered all over the alley. He shoved everything back in the bag and was amazed that so much stuff could fit in such a tiny space. He grabbed her shoes and made a note to keep them in a safe place because he wanted to see her in them again�and only them. Well, maybe those sexy fishnet stockings and garters, too. His cock twitched in excitement, and he blew out a long breath. He drove to her apartment and packed some clothes for her. He hoped she�d be more thankful at having them when she woke up later than angry at the fact he�d gone into her apartment and through her things.

Chapter Five 

He�d been driving for over eight hours when he made the final turn of the journey. The tires of the SUV bumped along the drive that led to his secluded cabin nestled on eleven thousand snow-covered acres thick with trees. No one would ever happen upon his place by accident. The rolling forest gave him more than enough running room when he had the urge to run in wolf form.
Karen moaned in her sleep. He watched the mid-morning sun�s light glisten on her smooth skin and sighed. She�d slept the whole ride and he knew the changes from the bite were already taking place. In about two days, Karen Samson would be sharing her body with another beast, another beast besides him.
Nothing on the face of the earth could stop him from being with her when the first change took place. He�d make sure she stayed safe. The first few times that a new lycan changed could be very confusing for them as they tried to adjust to all their newly enhanced senses. He�d dreamed of the day he�d find his mate and change her. Lycans� life spans were thousands of years longer than humans, and he�d never be able to watch his mate grow old, die, and leave him. That honor had been taken from him. One bite was all it ever took, and that bastard in the alley had stolen the most sacred thing Anthony could ever share with his mate. Had he been the one to bite her, she would have been spared the pain she was now forced to endure. When a werewolf bit his mate to change them, there was never any pain, but if one bit someone who was not his mate, the pain was excruciating.
He parked the Hummer, got out, and walked around to pull Karen from the passenger seat. She felt as if she weighed nothing. She shifted in her sleep and, curling closer to his chest, snuggled her face deep against his shirt. He pulled his keys from his pocket when he reached the wraparound redwood deck, and unlocked the front door. After closing it, he was careful to relock it and set the alarm. Even though the chances were slim of someone happening upon him in his secluded home, he wouldn�t chance anything where Karen was concerned.
He carried her to his bedroom and sat down on the side of the bed. Her curvy ass was snuggled against his groin, and the leather skirt rode dangerously high up her shapely legs. His heart thundered and his cock hardened instantly, strangling a groan from his throat.
He shook her gently. �Karen, wake up.� When she didn�t move, he kissed her on the lips and patted her cheek with his hand. �Karen, wake up.�
Karen�s eyes flew wide, and she began flailing her arms at Anthony. He grabbed her wrists and held her easily without hurting her. After she changed, she wouldn�t be so easy to subdue. She�d be stronger, quicker. She stared blankly, not even registering that he was present, and he knew she was reliving the scene in the alley. �No!�
�Karen! Look at me. It�s me, Anthony. You�re okay, you�re safe.�
She struggled for a few more seconds before her eyes focused on him. She looked confused as she scanned the room. He watched as she took in the cathedral ceilings and walls made of hand-carved logs and the muted colors of gold and brown that decorated the room. He barely contained a grin when she stiffened, no doubt in realization that she was sitting on his lap. Her eyes snapped to his. �Where are we?�
�My house.�
�This is your house?�
�Yes.� He wanted her to like his home since this is where he hoped they would live together.
�Where exactly is your house, Anthony?�
�About eight hours west of your apartment. We aren�t in the city anymore, Karen. In fact, this is about as far from city life as you can get.�
�What?� She rubbed her temples. �Are you saying I just slept for eight hours?�
�Yep. You were out about two seconds after I sat you in the car.�
�Oh.� She glanced at the room again. �It�s beautiful.� She flinched and grabbed her arm. �Ouch!�
Anthony moved her hand away to look at the wound. The bite was already healing, and he knew it would disappear completely and the pain would cease after she changed for the first time. Werewolves healed very quickly. �Come on. Let�s shower and get your arm cleaned up.�
He picked her up and walked toward the door that led into a huge bathroom. �Uh, wait a minute. I�m not showering with you.�
�Why not? Don�t tell me you�re going to go all shy on my after what happened in the alley.�
He let her slide to the floor, and she blushed when his gaze traveled to her breasts that were nearly spilling out of her open coat. �Yeah, but that isn�t going to happen again.� She grabbed the sides of the fabric with one hand and bunched them together, concealing herself the best she could.
He walked toward, forcing her back until she was pinned against the sink. �Trust me, Karen. It�s going to happen again, and again, and again.� He flexed his hips, pressing his hardness against her, letting her feel what she did to him. �Don�t act like you don�t want it to.� He sniffed the air. �I know you are aroused.� He lowered his gaze to hers.
�I-I don�t know what is wrong with me. I�m not like this. I don�t just jump into bed with any man.� She blushed furiously and lowered her eyes. �I�ve dreamed about you.�
He tipped her chin up with one finger and dipped his head until his face was level with hers. �I know. I was there.�
He smiled at her shocked expression, picked her up, and sat her on the counter. He removed her coat and ruined bustier and bra. He watched her intently, as if daring her to protest. He could tell she wanted to. He knew she only wanted to stop him because of the rules she had about sleeping with men. He was glad for those rules, but he wasn�t just any man. He was her man, her mate, her protector. Her body wanted him. Hell, she wanted him, and he wanted her. It was that simple, and he wouldn�t let her over think the situation.
She slapped at his hands, and he caught them in his and kissed the backs of each before sucking on one delicate finger. She gasped and he took advantage of her opened mouth with his own. He would never get tired of her taste. He didn�t coax long before her tongue dueled with his own. He growled and pulled the rest of her clothes off. He reached behind him to flip the jets in the shower on and placed her under the steamy water. He quickly stripped his clothes from his body, stepped in, and backed her against the wall. He blanketed her with his body.
He took her mouth. He was invading her, possessing her, demanding her submission just like in the dreams. She hadn�t denied him then, and he knew that she really didn�t want to while awake, but this time she turned the tables on him. She pulled her mouth from his, and he groaned, chasing her fleeing lips.
She placed her hand flat on his chest and pushed. �No. Not this time.�
At first, his heart sank at the thought of her rejection, but when she pulled him around and pushed his back against the wall, it galloped in his chest in fiery need. A smile of triumph broke his lips. She wanted to do the dominating this time. That he had no problem with. He�d never submitted to another woman in his life, but Karen wasn�t any of those other women. She was his mate, and he�d do anything to make her happy. He grinned wider in anticipation.
* * *
The man had a smile to die for. Full, beautiful lips framed perfectly even white teeth. Well, she�d just have to wipe that smile off his face. She looked at him, hungrily taking in his broad shoulders, flat nipples, the sprinkling of black hair covering his muscular chest, the six-pack abs, and . . . good lord! Damn, the man was gorgeous and big. He was huge. How had he fit into her earlier? She hesitated for only a second. Anxious to find out again, she put her lips to his chest and tongued one of his brown nipples into a hard peak. He groaned and reached for her. She backed up, shook her head, and pushed his palms flat against the wall on either side of him. �Stay still.�
He gritted his teeth and his eyes flashed deep green. His muscles tensed and every defined, glorious ridge and cord quivered with his effort to stay still. She knew from her dreams, and from being with him in the alley, that it was not in his nature to submit, yet he was doing it all the same. She knew deep in her heart that he would never allow, and had never allowed, another woman this privilege. This was for her and her alone. The knowledge encouraged her to be even bolder with her actions.
She grazed her fingernails lightly up the tops of his thighs and felt them tighten under her touch. �You�re killing me here, Karen.� He sucked in a deep breath and hungrily watched her explore him.
�I certainly hope so.� She flashed him a wicked grin, a grin that hinted she was not nearly finished with him. �Just stay still and enjoy.�
�Oh, I�ll enjoy, baby, but I can�t guarantee how long I�ll stay still.�
She wrapped one hand around his cock and stroked it while she dragged her fingernails lightly over his abdomen before she sank to her knees in front of him. He was steel covered in soft skin, and she could barely close her fingers around his girth. She continued stroking him from base to tip while she ran her other hand around to stroke his hard ass. Damn, the man was ripped everywhere. She massaged the hard muscles, and he bucked his hips toward her, which let her know in no uncertain terms what he wanted from her. She licked the tip and let the salty taste of him roll on her tongue.
He growled�a noise she was beginning to like quite a lot, a noise that was beginning to excite her like nothing else ever had. His hips flexed again and she sucked him deep down her throat before swirling her tongue around the tip of him. She flattened it before running it under the swollen head and along the vein that lay underneath, then repeated the action. His hand tangled in her hair while his hips arched in rhythm to her mouth. She took him over and over deep into her throat, allowing the muscles to relax just enough to swallow him, then to clamp around him before letting him slide out. She moaned at the spicy taste of him, and he continued emitting low growls that tightened her belly and flooded her body, readying it for his possession.
He pumped into her mouth, seating himself deep in her throat with each thrust while she continued urging him on with her hand on his ass. She had never felt so fulfilled, excited from giving a man this much pleasure. She could do this to him every day and still not have enough of him.
When he reached for her, she knew he teetered on the edge of release. She allowed him to slip from her mouth with a soft popping noise. She ran the tip of her tongue from his navel to his collarbone as she stood. He stroked her breasts, kneaded, them and tested their weight. The tips instantly tightened from his touch, and she pushed his hands from her once again before she lost all train of thought. She placed one foot on a small ledge and positioned her opening over his cock. She sank slowly over him, impaling herself on him inch by delicious inch. His control completely snapped, and he pulled her legs around him and switched their positions. He pounded into her, rolling his hips, possessing her while her cries encouraging him echoed off the walls of the shower as the water rained down on them.
She arched to meet his every thrust, demanding as much as he took. Her body ached everywhere in need. Her blood hummed, her heart sang, and she knew she�d never feel this way with another man. Anthony was different. He felt right. He felt . . . like hers?
Small ripples began contracting her muscles as she neared her release. She wrapped her arms tightly around his neck, and his mouth came down hard on hers. Within moments, they swallowed each other�s cries as they both climaxed. He continued kissing her until their bodies cooled and euphoria replaced the ever-consuming need. He let her slide to the wet tile floor of the shower, her skin tingling everywhere it touched him.
They washed each other before he turned off the water, guided her out of the shower, and dried her with a big, fluffy towel. He toweled himself off quickly, took her hand, and tugged her along to the big bed. He turned the blanket back, got in, and held his arms out to her. She didn�t hesitate to climb in beside him. He hugged her to him and wrapped himself around the back of her body, throwing one leg over her hip as if making sure she couldn�t escape. She didn�t want to escape. She was too tired and he felt too good. The bite on her arm throbbed and burned, but he had washed it thoroughly in the shower, and it didn�t look as bad as it felt.
She didn�t understand how he could feel so right. She�d just met him, and she wondered if her overactive hormones weren�t responsible. It had been a long time, after all, since she�d been with a man. Her heart screamed in denial. Her heart knew that he was hers and that she was his even if she didn�t want to admit it yet. She sighed and fell asleep within moments, snuggled against her new lover.
* * *
Anthony savored the feel of her soft curves pressed against his hard body, the smell of her like a siren�s call to him. Her soft, even breathing tickled the hairs on his arm. He wanted to enjoy every moment like this with her because when tomorrow came and he told her everything about him and what she was going to become, he didn�t know how she�d react. He knew his mate was strong and would be okay physically, and even though it was a little selfish, he couldn�t wait until they were on more equal terms strengthwise. He�d be able to make love to her any way he wanted without worrying about hurting her. He was mostly concerned how she would take the change mentally. Not wanting those thoughts to ruin this moment, he pulled Karen even tighter against him, nuzzled his nose deep into her thick hair, and, closing his eyes, allowed sleep to claim him.

Chapter Six 

Her breaths puffed out in clouds as she ran through the woods. She felt free, unconfined, exhilarated, and peaceful. The tops of the trees were thick and blocked out the sun, shading the forest in deep grays. The breeze ruffled her fur as she ran through the white snow silently. Wait. Fur? What the hell was going on? A moment of unbound freedom suddenly turned to a fight between reality and something that wasn�t possible. She stopped and looked down at her hands, or at what used to be her hands. Paws and long claws now peeked at her. She�d seen those claws before, in the alley on Anthony. 
Suddenly, she was human once again, and just as suddenly, a pain ripped through her and brought her to her knees. Something trying to get out tore at her insides. She grabbed her stomach and cried out in pain. She was scared. She was alone and in the woods. She was lost. How had she gotten there in the first place? She couldn�t remember. Panic numbed her muscles and a fine sheen of sweat broke out on her nude body even though she was kneeling in the snow. 
�Karen. Come on, baby, you�re having a nightmare.�
A familiar voice floated through her unconscious brain, penetrating the walls of the dream, yet she continued to panic. She was terrified, but something told her to follow the voice and she�d be okay.
�Karen. Wake up, baby! It�s just a dream.�
Karen�s eyes flew wide and she found herself looking into Anthony�s face. He was holding her so tight that she could barely breathe. �Anthony. What�s wrong?�
�You were having a bad dream.�
He loosened his grip a little on her and she took several deep breaths. The nightmare came rushing back, and when it did, her arm started throbbing. She grabbed it and gasped at the pain, then gasped again when she looked down and saw that it was nearly healed. How could it hurt so badly when the wound was almost gone? Had it gotten infected? �Oh. Yeah, I guess I was.�
�We need to talk.�
She didn�t like the look on his face. He was about to tell her something dire, something she didn�t want to hear. A strange sensation crawled over her skin and made her shiver. It felt like a warning. A warning that she wasn�t going to like what he was about to tell her. She had an overwhelming urge to get off the bed and run as far and as fast as she could away from him. Thinking of earlier, she knew that wouldn�t be wise because he hadn�t had any trouble catching her before. �Wh-what is it?�
�You�re going to find what I say very hard to believe, but I promise you, I would never lie to you. So, please, listen to me, okay?�
She nodded, and he continued. �I know I scared you yesterday in the alley, and I know you thought I was some kind of stalker or something because I knew your name and where you lived. I�m not, though�a stalker, I mean. I know all about you because you are my mate.�
She began to speak, but he held his hand up to plead her silence and she remained quiet. �Just wait until I�m finished, and then you can ask me whatever you want.� She nodded again. �I know you are my mate because of your scent. Our mates have two unique scents. One that draws all of our kind and one that can only be detected by a mate. That is the reason why all the other pups were after you.�
What the hell was he talking about? She was his mate because he could smell her? What kind of crap was that? She was confused and had a feeling things were going to get even worse. �What do you mean your kind?�
�I mean my kind as in lycans.�
She laughed, and stopped abruptly when she realized he was dead serious. �You mean like werewolves?� He nodded. �Uh, I don�t think so.� Yet, now some things were making sense like the claws, the teeth, the glowing eyes, the sniffing. Holy shit! Could he actually be telling the truth? �No. This can�t be happening. I mean, the claws and all, that was just a Halloween costume right?�
�No, it wasn�t a Halloween costume, Karen. Don�t you remember last night in the club when you asked me why I wasn�t wearing a costume?�
�You told me you had your own built-in costume.�
�Yes. That�s exactly what I meant.�
�No. I don�t believe it. I must still be dreaming.�
Anthony shook his head slowly. �Well, it�s the truth and you better get used to it because when that bastard bit you he made you into one of us. You will change for the first time in about twenty-four hours, give or take.�
She sat up slowly and looked at him. She didn�t know if she wanted to laugh or cry or . . . what. �You have got to be kidding me. Are you playing some horrible joke on me or something?�
�Karen, I�m not joking and I�m not kidding. You are going to change for the first time soon and I�m sorry it happened this way. I know you know it�s the truth because I saw your nightmare. It�s your mind�s way of preparing you for what�s coming.� He put his hand up to stop her reply and cradled her arm between his palms. �Look, I know it has been painful for you so far. Had I been the one to change you, you wouldn�t have suffered at all. We aren�t supposed to change anyone but our mates.� He rubbed his thumb gently over the nearly healed bite mark marring her skin.
�So, you are saying that I�m going to be a werewolf and that you had planned to do this to me even if I hadn�t been bitten by psycho crazy boy in the alley?� She tried to pull her arm from him, but he held on to her firmly.
�Karen, I would have never changed you until I talked to you about it and you had agreed. I would never force you to do anything unless it was for your own protection. I am not capable of hurting you.�
He finally let her arm slip from his hold and reached for her. She evaded his hands and scooted to the end of the bed. She jumped off the thick mattress, darted for the bathroom, and slammed and locked the door behind her.
She pressed her cheek against the cool door. This could not be happening. This was not real. She kept telling herself that over and over, yet something deep inside her disagreed. The claws, the eyes, the sniffing, the dreams, her nightmare, they all were consistent with everything he told her. She couldn�t become a werewolf. Would she change every time there was a full moon? Would she want to kill and eat animals? Could she hurt someone while being a werewolf? She had so many questions. She was living and breathing her own real-life horror movie.
She did believe Anthony about two things without question. He wouldn�t hurt her, and he would never have forced this on her. Even if she didn�t understand all of what was going on, there was never any doubt about how protective he was with her. He�d already risked his life twice to keep her safe.
She turned on the shower and, standing under the hot spray, let the steam numb her brain. She stayed under the water until her skin started to prune before shutting the tap off. She stepped out and wrapped a huge, fluffy towel around her that fell to her knees and scrunched her hair up in a smaller one. Her clothes were ruined and she had nothing else to wear. She didn�t know if that was a good thing or a bad thing because even wearing a towel was probably better than having to put that hooker getup back on. She took a few deep breaths, opened the door, and was surprised to see a duffel bag sitting on the bed that upon closer inspection, was full of her clothes. She didn�t want to know when or how he had gotten them, but she was glad she had them nonetheless. She pulled out a T-shirt and sweatpants and rummaged through a big dresser by the door until she found of pair of Anthony�s thick socks. They were too big, but they were very warm. She brushed out her still-damp hair and decided to follow the smell of cooking food to its source.
Anthony�s house was absolutely gorgeous. Cathedral ceilings were in every room, and skylights lined the ceiling of the living room. One whole wall of the living room was also glass and overlooked a dense, snow-covered forest. It was breathtaking, and she could envision living here instead of the city. The house had an open floor plan and the kitchen was no less spectacular. Black granite, speckled with tiny flecks of gold, countertops lay over handcrafted dark wood cabinets. The stainless steel appliances would make any cook envious. Over the matching island, stainless cookware dangled from a pot rack hanging from the ceiling by long chains.
Karen sucked in a breath when she saw Anthony standing at the stove cooking. The only thing he wore was a pair of black jeans, and when he turned toward her and gave her a hesitant smile, she noticed he hadn�t bothered to button the top button, which allowed the denim to ride low on his lean hips. The trail of black hair that ran from the bottom of his navel and disappeared into those low riders nearly made her mouth water. The man was beautiful.
�Have a seat. The food�s almost done.� He turned back to the stove and grabbed the toast when it popped out of the toaster.
She sat on a stool in front of the island. Within a few moments, he slid a plate of eggs, bacon, pancakes, hash browns, and toast in front of her. He set another plate with the same beside her, poured two cups of coffee and brought them over before sitting next to her. It smelled heavenly, and her belly rumbled.
�I was beginning to wonder if you were going to stay locked in the bathroom all day.� He nodded at her plate. �Dig in.�
�Thanks.� She took a big bite of eggs. �Mmm. This is really good. A man who knows how to cook�
One corner of his mouth turned up as he chewed on a piece of bacon. �You�d be surprised by what I know how to do.�
Somehow, she didn�t doubt that. She had so many questions to ask him about the werewolf thing, but she didn�t want to discuss it over this wonderful meal. She crunched on some toast and found even it was done to perfection. �This is a beautiful house, Anthony. But, don�t you get lonely up here all by yourself?� He frowned. �I�m sorry. I shouldn�t have asked you that.�
�Why not? You can ask me anything you want. And the answer to your question is, yes, I get very lonely up here sometimes. But, most of the time, I�m very happy here.�
�It just seems so secluded.�
�Yes, but I have a need for seclusion.�
�Oh.� Yeah, she guessed being a werewolf would require a certain amount of privacy. Good God! The word werewolf sent shivers down her spine. Suddenly, she wanted to know everything about the man sitting next to her. She felt a need for some kind of normalcy. �Where did you grow up?�
He chuckled. �In a cave with the rest of my pack.�
�Oookay.� Maybe that wasn�t such a good question. �What�s your favorite color?�
�Red.�
�Favorite movie?�
He laughed again. �American Werewolf In London.�
She laughed too. �Yeah, I like that one, too. Favorite holiday?�
�Hmmm. I never really celebrated them much, but I guess since it�s coming up and you�re here, I�d have to say Halloween.�
�And here I thought Christmas was everyone�s favorite holiday.�
He shrugged. �Don�t know too much about Christmas. I�ve never celebrated it.�
She nearly choked on her food. �What! Why not?�
�Well, I guess because I�ve never really had anyone to celebrate it with.�
�But what about your family, your friends?�
He shrugged again. �Karen, my family is not like a traditional family. One like you are probably used to. We don�t really keep in touch. I know this may sound cavemanlike to you, but the men in my family are, um, let�s just say very territorial, especially the ones who have mates. We don�t hang out too much. Don�t get me wrong. If something happened or we needed something, the pack would come together and be there in a moment.�
�Oh. Well, I can�t pretend to understand all of that, but I can�t really say that I have a traditional family myself. I mean, I don�t really talk to my sister all that much, and she lives on a different continent. And my mother, well, she�s not completely there mentally any more and has decided that she no longer needs me in her life.�
Anthony reached over and squeezed her hand briefly to comfort her. �What about your father?�
�He died.�
�Oh. I�m sorry, Karen.�
�It�s okay. It happens, you know? Anyway, this year you should celebrate Christmas.� She couldn�t believe he didn�t celebrate the holiday. She was sad that he�d never experienced it. She�d make sure to remedy that this year. She�d buy him presents and make him help her put up a tree and bake cookies and . . . She sighed. Would she be with Anthony at Christmas? A part of her doubted everything he�d told her and another part knew their meeting was more than just a coincidence. That part of her knew that she and Anthony would be together for a long, long time.
Thoughtful, she chewed while they ate the rest of the meal in silence. When she was finished, she picked up her plate and took it to the sink. She took a couple more sips of her coffee, put it in the sink also, and made her way to the windows overlooking the snow-capped trees. She glanced at Anthony, and knew it was time to clear the air.
* * *
Anthony came up behind her and pulled her back against his chest. She resisted at first, then gave up and relaxed. He smelled her damp hair and sighed. He loved her, even though he knew that she might never love him. He had no choice, and even if he did, he knew deep in his heart that he�d still choose to love her. He�d give his life for this woman without hesitation. He hoped she could come to care for him because there was absolutely no way on earth he would let her go. He couldn�t. It was that simple and that complicated.
�You were telling me the truth, weren�t you?�
�Yes.�
�Your eyes were glowing last night in the alley, and you ha-had claws and fangs, didn�t you?�
�Yes.� She shivered, and he pulled her tighter against him.
�It really wasn�t a Halloween costume?�
�No.� He sighed and rested his chin on top of her head.
�Can it be stopped?�
�No.�
She turned to him and her pleading eyes nearly drove him to his knees. �Will I hurt people? Will I turn into a horrible monster every time there�s a full moon?�
He rubbed his hands up and down her arms. �No. I won�t lie, though. You will find that you have a natural predatory instinct to run, hunt and protect. Those feelings will be strong, but you will know exactly who you are the whole time and will never do anything against your nature. It�s really not so bad, baby. In fact, it�s wonderful. You will feel free, unrestrained by society. You will be stronger, faster, and when you get older, you will even be able to control how much you change. That�s what you saw me do last night�a partial change. And the full moon has nothing to do with it. You can change any time, day or night, whenever you want. The first time is the only time you can�t control it.�
�Oh, Anthony. Are you sure I won�t hurt anyone? I couldn�t live with it if I did.�
�Karen, think about this for a moment, okay. Remember the other night? Did I look like I was completely crazy and uncontrollable, or did it look as if I was aware of what I was doing?�
Her brows furrowed, and he knew she was remembering the fight in the alleyway. �Did you kill that man the other night, the one that bit me?�
He closed his eyes. Maybe he shouldn�t have used the incident as an example. He didn�t want her to know what he�d done. He knew she had to know on some level that he�d killed the pup, but he didn�t want to say it out loud. He was worried she�d see him as a monster. �Karen, please don�t make me answer that.�
She stepped closer to him. �Please. I need to know.�
�Yes. I killed him, and I�d do it again. If anyone ever tries to hurt you, I�ll kill them. I�m sorry, but this is one of the things you�re going to have to learn to deal with when it comes to my nature. I feel very protective toward you. I wasn�t joking about us being very territorial and protective.�
�I understand that you had to do it, Anthony. Really I do. I don�t like it, but knowing what he did to me in such a small amount of time, and thinking of what he�d do to other women, he deserved what he got. I�ll never pretend to condone killing for no reason, or to like it when there is a reason, but I don�t condemn you for protecting me.�
He hugged her to him. Relief so sweet poured through him, releasing his tense muscles. �Thank you.�
Her brows turned down. �I can�t believe this is happening. I keep thinking I�m going to wake up from some bizarre dream.�
�I know, baby. I�m so sorry it had to come about like this.� He kissed the top of her head. I never wanted to hurt you. I never wanted to scare you.�
�I believe you. But, Anthony, I am scared.�
He hugged her back to him. �I know, but there is nothing to be scared of. I promise. And I�ll be here with you the whole time. I have to tell you everything, though. I won�t lie to you.� He took a deep breath. �I love you, and I will never let you go. I will be dead before you will ever be away from me again, and as you�ve seen, I�m not that easy to kill. We will be together a long, long time. I can promise you I will never betray you and I will spend every minute of my life making you happy. I will protect you and put your well being before any other. Do you understand?�
No. He�d never let her go again. He�d spent too many lonely nights waking up to even lonelier mornings. Even the times he�d had a woman in his bed throughout his long years, something had always been missing. Now he knew exactly what that something had been. Karen, his blue-eyed, red-haired mate. The one woman on the face of the entire earth that could make his life whole, fill the gaping void of his soul.
She turned to him. �No, not really. I don�t understand any of this, Anthony. I mean, how can you love me? You don�t even know me.�
He took her face in his hands. �I�ve known you for a long time. I�ve known you in your dreams, and you�ve been a part of me since the day I first took breath. You were destined to be mine and you were imprinted with me at birth. From the day you were born, we were fated to find each other. I would have found you no matter what.�
�Oh, Anthony. It�s just so much to take in all at once.� She hugged him to her and looked up into his hooded eyes. �How long do I have until I change?�
�It will happen sometime tomorrow night.� He stroked her back, massaging the muscles gently.
�It figures. Halloween night.�
He chuckled. �Yes. And that�s also when the full moon will take place.�
�It looked pretty full the other night to me.�
�Yeah, but not quite there all the way. Tomorrow you�ll see.�
�Will it hurt?�
�No.�
�I don�t even want to think about it at the moment.�
He took her hand and led her to the cushy, black leather couch. He grabbed a remote off the glass coffee table and sat down, pulled her onto his lap and snuggled her to his chest. He pressed a button and a panel on the wall slid open, revealing a huge plasma TV. He pressed another button and a movie started. She chuckled when she realized it was indeed American Werewolf in London. And it was at the best part. He tucked her head under his chin and wrapped his arms around her just as Credence Clearwater Revival blasted through the room. A bad moon and trouble looked to be the least of the poor guy�s problems as he writhed on the screen.
* * *
They watched three movies and she never moved, too content snuggled into his warmth. He surrounded her, invaded her. She was aware of everything about him from his hard muscles to his spicy scent. Her body grew hot and needy. She wanted him even if her mind screamed that it was too much too fast. Her heart still knew better. It was the one thing that never wavered, never doubted what was between her and Anthony since the first time they had been together in her dreams. What exactly? She didn�t know. But she did know it was something elemental, natural. It was something meant to be.
Toward the end of the third movie, she couldn�t bear to keep her hands off him any longer. She turned her head and nuzzled his neck with her lips. His skin was hot under her mouth. She breathed him deep into her lungs and gave him a wicked lick. He growled, and heat flooded her womb.
�Baby, if you keep doing that, I�m going to have you right here on this couch.�
His whispered words were like a jolt of electricity sizzling her already achy body. She smiled and nibbled a path from his neck to his ear and whispered, �Do it, Anthony. I need you.� He tossed her gently onto her back and covered her with his warm weight. She felt safe, protected, cherished when he was wrapped around her. She tangled her fingers in his hair and his mouth came down on hers roughly, possessively.
She moaned and he began pulling at her clothes, nearly ripping them off her until she was completely naked except for his socks. �Anthony, if you keep tearing my clothes off me, I�ll have nothing left to wear.�
�Honey, I guarantee that I�ll be tearing your clothes off a lot. But don�t worry. I promise I�ll buy you as many clothes as you want.� He raked her bare body with his eyes. �I never knew my socks could look so damn sexy. Nearly as sexy as those fishnet stockings and garters you had on the other night.�
He ran his hands up and down her thighs, stroking her delicate skin, easing closer to the glistening curls hiding the place she wanted him to touch most. �Those fishnet stockings were ghastly. I hated that hooker getup.� She gasped when his thumb moved in a lazy circle around her clit.
�The hooker getup was sexy as hell on you.� He parted her knees and laid her wide open to his hot gaze. He licked his lips. �Not nearly as sexy as nothing is on you, though.� He swooped down and gave her one, long lick.
She cried out. Her body was so achy it hurt. �Please, Anthony.�
�Believe me, baby, I will please. Remember when you had your little fun with me in the shower?� Her eyes widened and she nodded. �It�s my turn.�
He flipped her on her stomach and pulled her hips back until she was on her knees. He turned her to face the back of the couch and placed her palms flat on the top of the leather. He placed his mouth close to her ear. �Don�t move and hang on cause the ride�s about to begin.�
His low words vibrated through her, exciting her until she thought she�d cry out in frustration. She wanted him in her. She didn�t move as he stood. She listened to the rustling of him removing his clothes and moaned when she heard the rasp of the metal teeth on his zipper. An image of his magnificent body flashed in her brain, and she moaned again. Within moments, he nudged her knees wider and kneeled between them. He kissed her back while he rubbed his fingertips down her spine. She broke out in a cold sweat.
�Do it, Anthony, Now!�
�Almost, baby. Almost.� He kissed the side of her neck while he toyed with her nipples, ran his long fingers down her belly, his bare chest pressing her forward into the soft cushion of the couch. He found her slit, creamy and wet, and ran one long finger over her until she squirmed. Her breaths grew ragged and she cried out his name. He yanked her hips back and seated his cock so deep inside her she thought she�d faint at the feel of him completely filling her almost to the point of pain.
He fisted her hair and pulled her head back for his kiss while he pumped eagerly into her. She opened her mouth and her body, welcoming him, begging him, screaming for him and his possession. The tide built fast and out of control and swept her over the edge. He threw his head back in a guttural cry seconds later and wrapped one arm around her waist to anchor her to him while his seed pulsed deep into her. She couldn�t move. She was spent, replete.
* * *
He sat back, pulled her into his lap once again, and snuggled her against his chest.
�I don�t understand how I can feel this way about you, Anthony. I just met you.�
He stroked her hair. �That�s okay, baby. I understand it.�
He gazed into her wide, confused eyes. But he glimpsed something else in the fathoms of blue. A fire burning that matched his. He knew she desired him, wanted him, but he�d be a liar if he didn�t admit that it bothered him she hadn�t said she loved him back. He hadn�t really expected her to say it. Hoped, longed and prayed she would, but expected . . . no. He had to believe that she would in time, if she didn�t end up hating him for what she was about to become.
He picked her up and carried her to his bedroom where he laid her out like a feast offered up to a god on his big bed. And he felt like a god at the moment, for surely no mere mortal deserved a goddess of such beauty. He kissed every inch of her body before concentrating on the one part of her he�d been dying to taste. He licked her slick entrance and growled at the thought of being inside her again. She arched off the bed, and he held her to him by her hips. He alternated burying his tongue deep inside her and sucking gently on the little nub that brought her so much pleasure. She gasped and let out a small cry. When her muscles tightened, signaling she was nearing release, he climbed over her and took her. She wrapped her legs around his waist, and he rode her hard until sweat glistened on their skin and they both fell over the edge and lay in an exhausted, limp, and satiated heap.
They slept for a while and awoke in each other�s arms, the fire igniting once again. They made love so many times after that he lost count.

Chapter Seven 

October 31st, Halloween 
She stretched like a contented cat the next morning and sleepily reached for Anthony only to encounter empty space beside her. She rubbed her eyes and yawned. She looked around the room, but didn�t see him anywhere. She listened and didn�t hear any movements in the bathroom either. She hoped that maybe he was cooking another wonderful breakfast. Too occupied with sharing each other�s bodies, they hadn�t spent too much time eating yesterday. They had gotten up late last night for a snack of fresh fruit and grilled cheese sandwiches, but her stomach grumbled now, letting her know she had more than worked off that meal.
She stretched one last time before getting out of the cozy bed. She put on jeans, a T-shirt, and another pair of Anthony�s warm socks. She brushed her teeth and hair before padding to the kitchen. When she didn�t find Anthony there or the living room, she called out to him, but he didn�t answer. �Where could he be?�
She peered out the windows of the living room and suddenly remembered that today was the day her whole life would change. Today she would change for the first time. Her heart skipped a beat and her veins iced with fear. Her breathing came in short, shallow gasps, and sweat broke over her upper lip. �Stop it, Karen. It will be okay. Anthony will be with you.�
Yet, when she looked around and noted his absence once again, panic rode her hard. She hurried to the front door, wanting to see if his car was still in the driveway. When she flung it wide, a shrill siren pierced the air and her ears. She cried out and backing up, caught her heel on the small table by the door. She was unbalanced and effectively landed on her rear.
When she looked up, a scream bubbled in her throat. There, in the open doorway, stood the hugest wolf she�d ever seen. Actually, she�d never seen a wolf in person, but she didn�t think they usually grew that big. It had to be four feet tall at the shoulder. She scooted slowly away from the animal and stopped when she met its eyes. Beautiful green eyes stared back at her. Green eyes she knew well. �Anthony?� She whispered the words.
The wolf growled low, but not a scary I�m-going-to-eat-you type of growl. In fact, she thought it was more like a response to her question. The wolf walked slowly toward her with its head down, which she took as a sign of submission. She held her breath when it sniffed her hair and licked her cheek. The moment the wolf made contact, she knew in her heart that it was, in fact, Anthony.
She stared at him in amazement, and when she reached out slowly toward the thick black fur covering his body, he leaned into her hand. She stroked him tentatively, and the wolf let out a low whine. He treated her hand to a slow lick, before he backed away and disappeared around the corner. Within a few seconds, Anthony stood gloriously naked in the entryway. He pressed a couple buttons on the alarm, and the shrill noise that she had completely forgotten about by that time stopped. He reached for her hand and helped her up from the floor.
She didn�t know what to say. He�d been the most magnificently terrifying, beautiful creature she�d ever seen. �I know I�m probably asking the obvious, but that was you, right? I�m not crazy?�
* * *
�You know it was me, Karen.� He hadn�t wanted Karen to see him in his wolf form just yet. He�d been unable to resist running in the forest that morning and had been about to head home when he heard the shrieking of the alarm. His heart thundered in fear as he ran the mile home in a blinding speed. He had thought someone had tried to break in to his house and only thought of getting to Karen, of keeping her safe. When he saw her standing in the doorway and realized that she had been the one that set off the alarm, he�d frozen, staring, waiting for her rejection of him and what he was.
She�d surprised him, though. He could tell by her wide eyes and open mouth that she�d wanted to scream, but she hadn�t. In fact, she�d let him walk right up to her and lick her. And, when she reached out to stroke him, he thought he�d die from the erotic pleasure her fingers enticed along his skin. He had an overwhelming urge to take her right then and there in wolf form, but common sense finally cut through his need. She hadn�t even changed for the first time yet. There was no way she�d be ready for such a mating with him. So, before his hormones got the best of him, he�d backed out onto the deck and changed back to human.
�I�m sorry if I scared you. When I heard the alarm, I thought something was wrong.� His heart began an erratic rhythm once again at the mere thought of anything harming Karen.
�No. You didn�t scare me. I mean, well, to be honest, you did a little, at first. But, when I realized it was you . . . well, I don�t know how to explain it. But, I wasn�t scared any longer. Not really.�
He hugged her to him, and her fingers danced over his back, reminding him he was naked. His cock jumped at the feel of her touch on his skin and he took her mouth in a demanding, possessive kiss while he hugged her tightly against him. She moaned and he growled. The woman drove him crazy. He wanted her constantly. He rested his forehead against hers. �I�m going to go shower and get dressed.�
Her gasps feathered softly against his cheek and he nearly pushed her to the floor and buried his body in her, knowing he�d find her hot and ready for him. He still felt guilty for scaring her, though, and wanted to give her a little time to adjust to what she�d seen. She already had enough to deal with. Her first change was coming at some point later tonight. He kissed her on top of the head.
�I�ll be back in a few minutes.�
�Okay. I�ll cook us something to eat.�
He eyed her one last time, hungry for her and not food. �You should be able to find whatever you need in the kitchen.� He watched the gentle sway of her hips as she walked away from him, and noted she had on yet another pair of his socks. Memories of the previous night and her with only those socks on flashed through his already overheated brain. He�d have to buy damn stock in those socks and make sure she had a pair to wear at all times. He took a deep, calming breath and turned to go take the coldest shower of his life.
* * *
She�d never been much of a cook, but she knew how to fix a scrumptious grilled chicken sandwich. Luckily, he had chicken breasts in the fridge and a fresh loaf of ciabatta bread in the pantry.
She had just finished piling the sandwiches high with tomatoes, lettuce, and her secret sauce�which really only consisted mayo, Ranch dressing and a tiny bit of horseradish for kick�when Anthony strolled into the kitchen. She eyed him when he came and stood next to her, checking out the plate with the sandwiches. She�d never seen a man even close to as gorgeous as Anthony. He could let his hair grow out and not shave for a month and he�d still be magnificent. He wore a pair of faded blue jeans, again with the top button left open, and a dark blue shirt that hung open, unbuttoned to expose his muscular chest and ripped abs.
Her mouth watered, and she knew it wasn�t because of the food. She unconsciously leaned close to him and took a deep breath of his clean scent laced with a hint of sandalwood.
Anthony tensed. �Stop doing that, Karen, or I�m going to be eating something other than this food you just cooked.�
Her eyes widened, and she blushed a little when he caught her smelling him. She picked up the plate and sidled around him to set it on the counter. She sat on one of the stools, and he followed her. No. Stalked would be a better word to use. He was sleek, graceful, and his fluid movement screamed sex. She wanted him. She knew he wanted her. She knew he knew she wanted him. What the hell is wrong with me? Ever since she�d met this man the first and foremost thing on her mind at all times seemed to be sex.
She watched as he picked up one of the sandwiches and took a big bite of it. He closed his eyes and chewed. �God, this is good.� She watched his throat muscles work as he swallowed and wished her mouth were on his skin. His eyes snapped open and he caught her staring at him. �I told you to cut it out, Karen. I�m not joking. If you don�t stop, I�m going to have you right now on this counter.�
�Then why would I stop?� The words had barely tumbled from her mouth when a deep growl reverberated through the room, two big hands grabbed her, and she was sprawled on the counter with Anthony between her legs.
�You make me so damn hot.� He grabbed her hand and placed it on his chest while keeping his fingers twined with hers. �Can you feel how my heart thunders when I�m near you?� He pulled her hand lower to his crotch. He squeezed his eyes shut briefly. �Can you feel how hard you make me?�
She swallowed hard and licked her lips. Suddenly, clothes were torn off and scattered everywhere, and Anthony yanked her bare bottom to the edge of the counter before burying his cock inside her. She let out a small cry of pleasure and opened her legs wider to allow him to go even deeper into her snug, wet sheath. He picked a lazy rhythm that increased in intensity with each thrust. Faster, harder, his hips rotated and she arched into him, begging for his possession. He wrung every inch of pleasure from her, and when she lay spent on her back, him draped over her, she thought she�d never be able to move again.
His head rested on her chest, and his ragged breaths tickled her nipple. �I think we ruined the food.� She tilted her head to the side and laughed when she saw the empty plate and the sandwich pieces scattered on the counter and floor.
She smiled and hugged him. �Yeah. I can make us some more.�
�As good as it was, I think I�d rather have something else to eat right now.�
�I can make you whatever��
�I�m not talking about food.� By the time she understood what he meant, his face was buried between her legs and she was gasping in pleasure once again.

Chapter Eight 

Later that evening, as Karen lay curled against Anthony, a tickling sensation erupted along the surface of her skin. Her body heated and sweat dotted her brow. She sat up. �Anthony, I feel strange.�
He sat up beside her and wrapped his arms around her, hugging her to his chest. �It�s the change, baby.�
�It feels like bugs are crawling under my skin. I don�t want this to happen, Anthony. Please!�
He held her tighter to him, put his mouth next to her ear, and whispered, �It�s going to be okay, Karen. It�s normal. After you�ve changed a few times, you won�t even notice it any longer.�
The muscles under her skin rippled, and thousands of new, tiny, golden hairs erupted through her skin,. She looked at Anthony in horror. �My God! This can�t be happening.�
�Karen. Look at me, baby. Focus on me, okay?� He continued to urge her until she finally focused her attention on him. �It�s okay, baby. I�m here with you. Don�t forget that. I won�t let anything bad happen to you, okay? I swear it.�
Before she could respond, her body convulsed and Anthony cradled her to his chest like a newborn, rocking her, comforting her the best he could. �Come on, baby. Take some deep breaths. We�ll get through this together.�
* * *
His chest ached in response to her fright. He�d be with her every step of the way, and next time, she wouldn�t be scared because she�d know what to expect.
The first time he�d changed, he�d been petrified, even though he�d been raised around other lycans and had known his whole life that he�d turn someday, as well. He�d been alone and remembered longing for someone to hold him, to tell him it would be all right. And it had been all right, but it was still not something he would wish for anyone to go through the first time alone. Knowing he was here for Karen gave him some semblance of peace.
* * *
Karen sat in amazement on top of a rocky cliff overlooking the snowy mountains. The snow reminded her of the twinkling stars as the light of the full moon illuminated millions of ice crystals buried in the white blanket. The gentle breeze sifting over her gave her a feeling of serenity, freedom. The thick, golden fur covering her warmed her, and the wolf with the green eyes and blue-black fur sitting next to her gave her a sense of security. Anthony would protect her always. When she had gone through the change earlier, he�d never left her side, not even for a moment. He�d held her secure in his arms through the whole ordeal. After she�d changed, he stood and motioned for her to follow him to the front door. Once he�d opened it, he�d changed into a magnificent wolf and bounded down the deck and through the deep snow with a howl.
She followed him to a clearing where she�d spent some time getting accustomed to her new senses. Her sight was unbelievable. She could pick out the most subtle color variations or spot a tiny bug on a tree from fifty feet away. Her hearing was remarkable, allowing her to perceive the slightest sound of rustling leaves from a scampering mouse. She was faster, stronger, and she would retain these new attributes even when she changed back to her human form. Knowing firsthand now how much stronger Anthony was than her, especially before she�d changed, made her heart thump with love. He could have hurt her so easily at anytime, but he�d been so gentle, never even putting a small bruise on her, even by accident. Well, that wasn�t entirely true. She�d noticed a couple of small marks on her breasts and lower neck, but they had disappeared quickly, and she was positive she�d left a few of her own on him.
Anthony nipping at her tail brought her out of her thoughts, and she turned and growled at him. He yipped and slowly stalked her. She stood her ground until he was about a foot from her, then turned and ran. They frolicked all night in the forest, chasing each other, rolling in the snow, and napping when exhaustion overtook them. She knew at one point that Anthony wanted to make love but was glad he didn�t pursue the matter as she wasn�t sure she was ready just yet to have sex as a wolf. She knew she would be at some point, but too many things were new to her on this night.
The air was clean, fresh, and cool, and dawn was breaking, lighting up the sky with reddened peach streaks. Anthony nudged her gently with his head, and she turned to follow him back to the house. She trotted along behind him, still amazed at how beautiful she found him even as a wolf.
When they reached the deck, they both changed back to their human forms. He unlocked the door with the key that was under the mat and tugged her inside out of the cold. She shivered and glanced over her shoulder longingly at the door, actually looking forward to the next time they would run in the woods as wolves. He pulled her to him and kissed her.
�You�re beautiful. You are the most gorgeous lycan I�ve ever seen.� He took a deep breath. �When I first saw all that golden fur of yours, I thought I�d die from your beauty.�
�You�re not so bad yourself.� She smiled, and his green eyes twinkled down at her.
�So, are you going to have a problem living here with me? Because I have to tell you, Karen, I don�t think I�d survive in the city.� He watched her with hooded eyes, shadowed with uncertainty, doubt. �But, I would try for you.�
�Anthony, I wouldn�t have a problem living anywhere with you. I love you.� She was sure he�d been waiting to hear her say those words, and she knew that he probably didn�t think that she would. His look of surprise confirmed her thoughts. She�d been so selfish. The only thing this man had wanted from her since they�d met was for her to love him, accept him. He�d protected her with his life and asked for nothing in return, including her love. She knew he wanted it, longed for it. She�d seen the way he watched her, protectively, practically devouring her with his eyes. She�d been so confused after finding out that she would change, and even though she loved him, probably from the first moment she had laid eyes on him at the Halloween party, she denied that it could be real. Yes, she�d been selfish by not giving him the one thing he wanted from her.
�Wh�Say it again.� He took her face between his hands and looked deep into her eyes.
She laughed and kissed him again. �Anthony, I love you, and I want to be with you always. I haven�t been happy living in the city for awhile. And I love it here.�
�You don�t know how long I�ve yearned for you to say those words. And you really want to live with me here? I can�t believe after so many years searching for you, you�re finally here and mine.� He hugged her to him and nuzzled her hair.
�Well, believe it because I�m never leaving. You�re stuck with me.� She pulled back, putting a little distance between them. �But, there is one condition to that.�
�What�s that?�
�Starting this year, we are celebrating Christmas with all the trimmings.�
He chuckled. �I think I can live with that.�
�And, Anthony?�
�Hmmm?�
�I�m sorry I didn�t tell you I loved you before. I�ve loved you since the night we first met, and I know you wanted to hear me say it.� The thought that she�d hurt him caused tears to pool in her eyes and threaten to spill over onto her cheeks.
�Karen, it�s okay. Yes, I did want to hear you say it. I wanted to hear you say it so badly that my heart ached.� When she looked away, he tipped her chin up with one finger. �Hey. It�s okay. Even though I wanted you to say it, I didn�t want you to until you were ready. I never want you to do anything that you aren�t comfortable with.�
�You are too good to be true, Anthony.� How could a man like him exist? A caring, loyal, loving, gorgeous man. And how on earth had she been lucky enough to find him?
�I love you so much, Karen. And you are the one that is too good to be true.� He nuzzled her cheek. �And it�s a good thing you want to be with me always, because that might be a very long, long time.�
�Uh, yeah, about that. How long is a very long, long time?� She furrowed her brows and worked her bottom lip with her teeth.
He smiled again, eyes glowing. �We�ll talk about it later. I have more important things to do at the moment.�
�Uh, wait. It will probably take me awhile to find a job anywhere close around here and��
He put his fingers against her lips. �I have more than enough money for us both to do whatever we want, whenever we want. You name it, and we�ll do it.�
�Well, there is one thing I want.� He stroked her cheek with his thumb, and she leaned in to his touch.
�Name it and it�s yours.�
�You.�
He grinned, wide and toothy. �That I think I can do.�
He kissed her, and she opened her mouth, allowing his tongue to slip inside. She would never get enough of him. He tasted spicy and wild, and he was hers. She circled her arms around his neck and, running her hands up and down his smooth skin, loved the feel of his wide shoulders and his sculpted muscles that played under her fingers. She pushed her hands lower and squeezed his firm ass, which enticed a growl from him.
�I love when you do that.� Her breath came out in short gasps of excitement.
His green eyes pierced her soul. �What?�
�Growl.� She nearly melted at the predatory grin that spread across his face in response to her answer.
�Well, I�m glad because I will be doing it a lot around you.�
Her laugh was cut short when he sucked one nipple deep into his mouth and laved it with his tongue. She cried out and held him tightly to her, begging for more. He continued the sweet torture, alternating between her breasts, each pull of his lips coiling her body tighter until she thought she would go mad. His tongue was pure sin, and she strained harder into him, demanding more. He gave her more, and something happened that had never happened to her before. She came simply from the feel of his mouth tugging on her.
She looked at him with shocked eyes. �My God! I can�t believe I did that with you only doing, um, that. That�s never happened to me before.�
His wicked smile promised her there was much more to come. �Good, because if it had, I�d have to hunt down the man who made you do it before me and kill him.� His eyes burned. �And, believe me, I�d enjoy every minute of it.�
�Anthony, you�re so jealous.� She didn�t mind, though. She felt the same way about him. If another woman even thought about touching him, she�d probably claw her eyes out.
�Damn right.� He smiled and gave her a long lick on the side of her neck, and she shivered. �I think you will find I have many talents where my tongue and your body are concerned.�
She didn�t doubt it for a moment and gasped when he slid his hard, naked frame down her body, sank to his knees, and put that tongue back to use. He nibbled and licked at her until she thought she would die from the exquisite pleasure. He was beyond talented with his tongue. It was amazing. Every lap of that tongue turned her hotter, wetter. He coaxed her to the edge several times, stopped before she took the ultimate fall, and dragged her back time and again, only letting her glimpse her pending release. She didn�t think she could take much more. Either she would burn up or she�d pass out. �Anthony!�
His name was barely out of her mouth when he pushed two fingers deep inside her and gave her one long lick that finally sent her tumbling to her release. She cried out and dug her fingernails into his shoulders as he continued eating her, wringing every last spasm from electrified nerves.
One person could surely not feel this much pleasure and survive. She had never come close to knowing the complete fulfillment Anthony gave her. She sank to her knees and let her limp body�the one she thought would never move again�fall back on the floor. He crawled over her and nestled his cock between her legs, slipping it deep inside her wetness. She was mistaken about never moving again because every nerve ending instantly screamed back to life at the feel of him invading her body.
He kissed her, mimicking the movement of his hips with his tongue, the rhythm slow and lazy. Her body coiled tighter with each slow thrust. His eyes burned into hers. �I�ll never get enough of you.� A long, low, toe-curling growl rasped from his throat. �You. Are. Exquisite. Perfection.� He rotated his hips hard between every word, and within moments, she neared the edge yet again.
He bent his head to her breasts and nipped and sucked each one. Determined that she would take him with her this time, she wrapped her legs around his lean waist and arched into him, seating him so deep that they both gasped.
�Anthony!�
His eyes flew wide, he stilled, and he pushed into her deep and quick. They both cried out, and her body clenched around him as his seed pulsed inside her.
He kissed her tenderly, softly, possessively. �I love you more than anything, Karen.� He brushed the hair off her sweat dampened forehead.
�I love you too, Anthony. And, by the way, you�re perfection yourself.� She hugged him back to her, and holding one another, they both drifted into a deep sleep right there on the floor.
The End
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