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 WEREWOLVES OF MALTA: FORBIDDEN ATTRACTION Lorie O’Clare
 
 Lorie O’Clare
 
 Chapter One Winter could kick some fucking ass. A hard wind attacked Nicolo and Dimitri Spalto when they stepped out of the pickup truck. “I can’t believe this fucking shit!” Dimitri stalked over to the mangled body, crunching hard-packed snow under his boots. Nicolo sniffed their surroundings, filling his lungs with frigid air. The metallic smell of blood made his heart pound faster, the predator in him screaming to attack. “He hasn’t been dead that long.” Tiny hairs prickled down his spine, the change charging forth inside him. He nudged the naked body with his boot. “He’s one of the Fernandez den.” Dimitri paced alongside barbed wire stretching the length of two trees. “Search the area. I want to know who the fuck did this.” “Call Josie and get him out here.” Nicolo studied his littermate’s icy glare. His brother hated asking anyone for help. “He might be able to use his gift to find what we can’t.” Dimitri nodded. Alone, he acknowledged that Nicolo was the older littermate. It had always been like this. No one knew Dimitri better than Nicolo. Life had a sense of humor in making Dimitri the second born male. And for the first time in his life, Dimitri had what he wanted—authority, the chance to be the werewolf in control and the rank of pack leader. “I’ll call him.” Dimitri possessed everything it took to run their pack. And hopefully leading the Malta werewolves would soothe some of the demons inside him too. Nicolo nodded, then pulled off his gloves. A mean, harsh wind attacked his flesh as he stripped. But the roar of blood in his veins, his muscles tightening as bones popped and stretched, distracted him from the cold. His blood felt as though it boiled inside his body, the change sweeping through him. His skin stretched over his face, getting tougher and offering protection against the frigid temperature. Coarse hair popped from his pores. A rush of energy better than any good drunk soared to life inside him. He fell to all fours, taking in his surroundings with vision much keener and senses more alive and alert than his human form could offer. Dimitri bounded off in one direction and Nicolo headed in the other. His nose to the ground, he kept an eye on everything around him while sniffing out the area. The frozen ground, with patches of snow covering the rocks, prevented smells from lingering. But he’d swear no other werewolf had been this way recently. It didn’t take long, however, before he found more barbed wire set up in the same booby-trapped fashion as the first.
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 He slashed through it with his claws, ripping it free and then carefully taking it in his mouth to pull it from harm’s way. The dangerous barbs threatened to rip his flesh if he wasn’t careful. Any werewolf bounding through here at night would experience the same dishonorable death as the poor male who lay dead on the frozen ground less than a mile up the mountain. Josie was squatted in front of the dead werewolf when Nicolo made it back to the truck. He looked up warily as Nicolo approached, caution the strongest scent on him. Nicolo growled assurance that all was well, then moved to where he’d left his clothes. His ears popped as the change took over, returning him to his human form. Nicolo straightened slowly, the warmth from his fur coat fading quickly. He moved stiffly, damp sweat making him even colder. “There’s barbed wire lining the entire area.” Nicolo pulled his clothes on while watching Josie hunched next to the dead werewolf with one hand flat on the male’s chest. “A werewolf should be allowed an honorable death,” Josie growled. His straight black hair blew across his contemplative expression while he searched the area around him. “Yet he was sliced in two at the prime of his life.” A large black werewolf with his coat flowing to the rocky ground leapt over several rocks and slowed, then sauntered around the front of the truck. His head low, silver eyes glowing as he stared at Nicolo and Josie, he sniffed the ground then slowly raised his head. Dimitri changed into his human form, moving toward his clothes before he’d completed the transition. “Did you get a whiff of any werewolves in the area?” Dimitri growled more than spoke, glancing from one of them to the other with eyes that were still silver. “Nothing.” Nicolo tossed the barbed wire into the back of the truck and then helped the other two werewolves load Fernandez back there too. They took care to lay him on several tarps, and then used one to cover him. He would be returned to his den for a proper ceremony later. “No werewolf should be allowed to live if they are willing to bring another such a shameful death.” “Agreed,” Dimitri growled, blowing his steamy breath into his gloves and glancing at their mountainous surroundings. “Since I doubt Malta werewolves would kill their own, either the American werewolves or the lunewulfs have done this.” “Other than our unfortunate friend in the back of the truck, there haven’t been any werewolves around this side of the mountain.” Josie didn’t sniff the air—a trait Nicolo often found a bit unnerving. “What are you saying? That we aren’t patrolling our territory well enough and this barbed wire has been here awhile?” Dimitri scowled, his anger giving the cold air a spicy smell. “All I’m saying is there’s nothing here. No smells other than our surroundings and no indication of foul play other than barbed wire and a dead werewolf,” Josie began. 5
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 “Which is plenty of fucking foul play if you ask me,” Dimitri hissed, his temper rising quickly. Josie wasn’t daunted. Like Nicolo, he’d known Dimitri long enough to ignore his short fuse. His pretty-boy features remained relaxed when he met Dimitri’s hard glare head-on. “Either the wire’s been up for a while or werewolves didn’t do it.” Josie lowered his attention to his boot, scuffing hard snow while his straight black hair covered his face. “I don’t smell any humans either. But with everything frozen, a good scent wouldn’t last that long.” He was focused on something, but Josie didn’t smell of any emotions. Another annoying trait the werewolf possessed. Dimitri growled. “Then what the fuck are you saying?” “Maybe we need to beef up security.” Nicolo’s stomach turned from the mixture of Dimitri’s foul temper and the stale smell of death. It was time to close this matter up and get the hell out of here. “We’ve got an entire mountainside over here that is undeveloped. I say we guard it better or face the potential of more crimes and death.” “There aren’t funds to employ werewolves to patrol this much land.” Josie focused on Dimitri, his large frame blocking Nicolo’s view of his littermate. Dimitri must have seconded Nicolo’s thoughts. He headed toward the truck. “I might consider offering land for dens over here. It’s good, healthy land and in return, they would guard their own turf.” Nicolo moved to the other side of the truck, but Josie stopped Dimitri by grabbing his arm. The two werewolves matched each other in size and strength. Josie had never once challenged Dimitri, and Dimitri’s gaze, when he glanced at the werewolf’s hand on his arm and then up at his face, showed no sign of being threatened now. “What is it?” Dimitri asked quietly. “Watch your tail.” As Josie spoke, a cold wind attacked the three of them. “I always do,” Dimitri told him. He didn’t move, but instead stared the werewolf down, waiting for him to continue. “I can’t quite sniff it out, but there’s something wrong with this picture here. And I don’t mean the obvious intended mutilation of one of our pack. Evil crawls around in many shapes and sizes. We need to be real fucking careful here.” “What? Suddenly you’re some fucking prophet?” Dimitri shook his head and climbed into the truck. “I think we’ll head into Valle before taking the dead werewolf to his den. I need real fucking answers.” Josie didn’t question him, but then, he didn’t have to. Nicolo didn’t possess even a small amount of the gift that Malta werewolves were known and feared for. Josie’s strength ran deeper than simply being a well-built male. Like others in the pack, Josie had the gift—a special blessing their previous pack leader, Bruno Tangaree had given some of them. Josie could do things, see things, that other werewolves couldn’t.
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 Although Nicolo didn’t know the extent of Josie’s gift, he knew some of the things the werewolf detected that a normal werewolf’s senses couldn’t. He also knew that Dimitri had a hard time with werewolves who possessed the gift. “I’ll follow you into town,” Josie said, and left the two of them to hike up to his own car parked higher up on the side of the mountain. Nicolo and Dimitri drove in silence until they hit the main road. When Dimitri glanced his way, his expression showed concern and compassion—emotions he seldom allowed anyone else to see. “I know you’re plotting. I can smell it.” Dimitri didn’t mean it as a joke. He searched Nicolo’s face before turning his attention back to the road. “Tell me what you think happened back there.” “The obvious is easy enough to see. Someone wants Malta werewolves destroyed.” He’d never minced words with his younger littermate. Dimitri hated being treated like a cub, even when he’d been one. “Neither one of us sees what Josie sees, but what is clear to me is that we’re about to have a war on our hands.” Just staring at the coiled barbed wire in the back of the truck pissed Nicolo off even further. Even after driving into Valle with cold winds wrapping around them, the smell of blood still lingered around them. They’d parked in the small parking lot outside Bernie’s Den, a werewolf establishment in Valle where it would be easiest to track down the American pack leader. Larry Shank, one of the American pack, headed across the parking lot toward Bernie’s Den and stopped when Dimitri parked, then waited until the two of them climbed out of the truck. He straightened, caution smelling strong on him when Josie pulled in next to them. “What’s up?” he asked. “Where is Ollie?” Dimitri growled, glaring at the smaller werewolf. Josie climbed out of his car and sauntered toward the pickup truck. Josie watched Dimitri. Nicolo focused on Larry, who stiffened and puffed his chest out as soon as he got a whiff of the outrage coming from their pack leader. Ever since Dimitri claimed the title of Malta werewolf pack leader, it seemed everything infuriated him. “There’s his car.” Larry nodded toward the group of cars parked in front of the bar and grill. “My guess is that he’s inside.” “I’ll find him,” Dimitri muttered and stalked across the parking lot, his boots crunching hard-packed snow. Nicolo headed after his younger littermate, not sure he enjoyed the job of continually keeping their new pack leader out of fights. Granted, finding the barbed wire did more than tick him off as well. Who knew how long it would have gone undetected if it hadn’t been for the mangled body they’d found?
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 Bernie’s Den, the werewolf-managed bar and grill, did a fairly decent amount of business for a Thursday afternoon. Dimitri entered the dimly lit establishment and headed over to where Ollie stood at the end of the bar. “I need to speak to you.” Dimitri had a way of grabbing the attention of those around him. His size, dark features and black hair that reached the collar of his black leather coat created an intimidating air that he used to his advantage. “What can I do for you?” Ollie didn’t stand as tall as Dimitri, but he had a thick neck and arms and a barrel chest. He remained relaxed, seemingly indifferent to the spicy smell of anger that hung heavily in the air. “Come outside with me.” Josie stood next to Nicolo and the two of them stepped to the side, allowing both pack leaders to lead the small procession to the door. The smell of curiosity filled the air around them, and he guessed every werewolf in the establishment would find reason to step outside over the next few minutes. “What’s this about?” Ollie asked the second the door closed behind them. Dimitri’s boots crunched over packed snow. He turned around and faced Ollie. “One of my pack members has been murdered.” “Holy fuck!” Bruce Silverman had walked out with Ollie to Dimitri’s truck. Ollie fisted his hands at his side, his own outrage smelling like pepper. “Are you suggesting someone in my pack did this?” “I’m telling you one of my pack is dead.” Dimitri gave Ollie a hard look. Nicolo agreed with Dimitri that keeping communication open with the packs bordering their territory helped them know who their enemies were and who watched their tails. It wasn’t an accusation. None of them would suggest to their faces that one of the American werewolves had pulled off the gruesome task unless they had proof. For the most part, Nicolo trusted the American werewolves. He’d never smelled aggression on them, and it was this pack that helped them gain land for their own territory. Whether Ollie understood that or not didn’t matter much to Nicolo. A handful of werewolves stared into the back of the truck where the coiled, mangled barbed wire lay next to the naked, dead werewolf, his body covered with the tarp. As with all werewolves, the moment his heart stopped beating, he’d returned to his human state. Nicolo took in the somber group, sniffing out their reactions and not detecting anything suspicious. Guilt had a rancid smell. Josie crossed his arms, standing next to Dimitri, ignoring the small group but turning his attention to his pack leader. “He had a mate. We need to notify her.” Without being obvious, Josie had just told Dimitri that none of the werewolves present committed the murder. Nicolo caught the subtle message. None of the American werewolves knew Josie had the gift—not that it was any of their damned
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 business. But growing up with Josie, Nicolo knew the werewolf heard other werewolves’ thoughts. Something that Nicolo guessed would be rather annoying at times. He didn’t regret not having the gift Josie possessed. “Where did this happen?” Ollie asked. “We discovered the barbed wire stretched from one tree to another at the bottom of the north side of our mountain,” Nicolo offered. “Whoever sabotaged our mountain will die,” Dimitri announced, glaring at the lot of them. “No one in my pack would do this.” Ollie turned to face Dimitri. “If you think one of us did this, say so now!” “If I believed one of your pack did this, we wouldn’t be talking right now,” Dimitri growled, stepping closer to Ollie. Everyone tensed, watching their leaders carefully. Nicolo stood on the opposite side of the truck, watching as the door to Bernie’s Den opened and a handful of werewolves headed in their direction. Within moments, American werewolves surrounded the three of them. Dimitri ignored them, focusing only on Ollie. “I accept that you’re new to leading your pack, and many challenges hit you. And I’ll give you credit for not storming into my territory with your claws extended.” “Being a new leader has nothing to do with my not attacking you.” Dimitri’s tone had a deadly edge to it. “You didn’t kill this werewolf, or you’d be dead too. But someone did. And it was intentional. You may stand beside me or lie at my feet. I’ll give you that choice.” Ollie banged the side of the truck with his fist. Several of the werewolves surrounding them shifted, hiding the fact that his sudden move made them jump. “So you have a dead werewolf on your hands. What will you do about it?” he asked. “Build up security in our territory,” Dimitri announced without hesitating. “This won’t happen again.” Ollie nodded, slowly releasing a breath although the smell of anger still hung strong around him. “I take it there were no signs of who might have done this.” “None. The way the barbed wire was stretched, you wouldn’t have noticed it. It’s the act of a coward though, and that pisses me off more than anything.” “It’s much easier for a coward to attack a brave enemy by laying traps.” Ollie finally looked around at the group surrounding the truck. “Back off so the Malta werewolves can head out.” The American werewolves backed off, some of them heading back inside the bar and grill since there wouldn’t be a good fight to watch. “Keep me posted on anything you sniff out,” Ollie said, not leaving when the rest of his pack headed in out of the cold.
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 “Let me know if anyone attacks your pack.” Dimitri stared at the fair-skinned pack leader for a moment. “My gut tells me this won’t be an isolated incident.” Ollie frowned, creating wrinkles between his small eyes. “Why would you suggest our pack might be attacked?” Several tiny snowflakes blew in the air around them, a few landing in Dimitri’s black hair. Nicolo was wound tight and hadn’t noticed until now how the weather was changing. Suddenly he smelled the storm closing in on them. “I’m not saying you will be attacked. Just watch your tails and let me know if you are.” The scent of Dimitri’s anger subsided a bit. More than likely, talking to the older pack leader did him some good, although he’d never admit it. “We could enter lunewulf territory and show them what I’ve just shown you. As if that would do a fucking bit of good. There are days when I pity their hostility toward us, since it keeps them in the dark.” “You know talking to the lunewulfs won’t accomplish a damned thing,” Nicolo argued, although he doubted Dimitri intended on trying to carry out such a stunt. “Agreed,” Josie interrupted. “The lunewulfs might be responsible for this—it happened close to where their territory begins. Almost too close.” “What are you suggesting?” Ollie ran his thick hand over his bald head, frowning while shifting his gaze from one of them to the next. “Just that finding a dead werewolf so close to the line dividing our territories would give us damn good reason to confront their pack with our claws extended.” Dimitri seemed to pick up on Josie’s line of thinking. “And if we attacked, they would fight back. We’d wipe out quite a few of our pack members before learning the truth as to whether they did this or not.” “If someone wanted both of your packs out of here, starting trouble and implying guilt would be a damned good way to eliminate both of you.” Ollie glanced at the flakes falling around them. “I’ll let you know if anything happens in my territory.” “Keep your nose close to the ground for a while.” Dimitri reached for his door handle and Ollie nodded a somber goodbye before heading back to the bar. Nicolo climbed into the truck and held his gloved hands in front of the heater vent while staring at the snow falling outside. Chills rushed over him, but this time the weather didn’t make him grumpy. Anger pulsed inside him. For once, he’d like to live without knowing the world around them wished them extinct. Heidi Lutgard hated holding a grudge toward anyone. Animosity stank worse than anything. But at the moment, holding back any longer seemed impossible. “You don’t have new ink cartridges?” She held the empty cartridge for the sales clerk to see. “Maybe another store.” The human female dared stare her in the eyes while lying through her teeth.
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 Heidi lowered her hand, clenching the cartridge hard enough that it pinched her palm. “You know as well as I do there are no other stores in Cuchara that sell computer supplies,” she hissed. The female raised her eyebrow, then crossed her arms over her chest. Her look turned hostile. “Then try another town,” she advised, filling the air between them with the smell of her hatred. Heidi pointed behind the human at the cartridges lining the shelves. “I’m not driving an hour out of my way when you have what I need right there.” A tall, skinny human, twenty-ish or so, walked up to them. He stood next to Heidi, giving her an unimpressed once-over and then turned a questioning gaze to the female clerk. “Is there a problem?” “Yes. I need a new ink cartridge and she won’t sell me one.” Heidi held the empty cartridge out so the male human could see it. He glanced at it without taking it from her, then walked around the counter, making a show of staring at the cartridges shelved behind the clerk and then shaking his head. “Do you have cash?” “Your machine won’t run my credit card?” “It’s broken.” The female human smiled at her triumphantly. Heidi fumed. “Why don’t you put a damned sign on the door saying that you won’t wait on lunewulfs? Then the two of you won’t have to stink up your store with your lies.” Both humans’ jaws dropped but the male recovered faster. “We have a right to refuse service to anyone. It’s an American right.” He stuck his long, skinny nose in the air, thrusting his chin out as if he were pledging allegiance with pride. “I’m going to have to ask you to leave, ma’am. Neither one of us makes enough money to have to put up with your hostile attitude.” She had half a mind to let her teeth grow, growl and bare her claws just to watch them run in fear. As if that would solve the problem here. “Apparently prejudice is a human right too,” she said under her breath, turning and using all the strength she had to walk slowly out of the store. “They need to stay on Wulf Peaks.” The female complained loud enough for Heidi to hear. She grabbed the door, hesitating for a moment while holding the handle. Did it piss her off more that they wouldn’t wait on her or that they clumped together the two mountains where the lunewulfs and Malta werewolves both had territory? Correcting the humans would be more of a waste of time than arguing with them over selling her a cartridge. She yanked the door open, jarring the muscles in her arm so
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 they ached, and stormed outside. Her breath fogged around her face when she exhaled loudly. “They aren’t worth your anger,” she mumbled and let the cold air sink into her pores before heading down the sidewalk. It did little to stop the heated outrage swarming inside her. The rest of her shopping today was personal. A new pair of jeans, maybe some boots and possibly something sexy would improve her mood. Not that she had anyone to look sexy for anymore. But that wasn’t her fault. Steve had turned into an ass, trying to control her and demand her whereabouts every five seconds. No lunewulf owned her. She didn’t have a collar around her neck. “Bath oil,” she decided. “Something smelly to soak in.” She’d buy the damned ink cartridge online. Although Bob, her pack leader, would be pissed when he learned he’d have to wait a couple of weeks before he could print anything. Climbing into her car, she tossed her purse to the passenger seat and stuck her key in the ignition. She gave it gas and turned the key. Click. She tried again. Nothing. “Well hell.” She stared over the steering wheel, wondering what else would go wrong today. The last thing she needed right now was her car breaking down in Cuchara, where no human would give her the time of day. She searched through her purse for her cell phone, then scowled when it showed no signal. Maybe the clerks inside the computer store would get a kick out of watching her change before their eyes so she could run back to her pack for help. Grabbing hold of the slightly amusing thought, she held on to it so that her temper wouldn’t flare again. She stepped out into the cold, this time feeling it chill her to the bone as she searched up and down the street. Now to find a store willing to let her use a phone. Halfway up the block, she glanced inside the large windows of a fabric store. Several older humans browsed, but they didn’t catch her eye. A young bitch standing behind an old lady looked her way when Heidi searched the store. She sucked in a breath. Nibbling her lower lip, she entered the store, immediately surrounded by the smell of artificial vanilla. Nothing bugged her more than appearing hesitant. It was a sign of weakness— something her sire hounded into his entire den when she was still a cub. She walked up to the dark-skinned Malta werewolf bitch. “I’m not sure if you remember me,” she whispered, making sure no humans were in earshot before speaking. “Of course I do.” The female cocked her head, sniffing the air and giving Heidi an assessing look. “I can’t say that I remember your name though.”
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 The older bitch turned around, putting the fabric she examined down on the table. She stared at Heidi while sniffing the air and then covering her heart with her hand, as if realizing what Heidi was proved too much for her. “What is this?” she demanded, turning her attention to the younger bitch. “You consort with lunewulfs?” “Mom, this is the bitch who helped Erin Anthony when the lunewulfs abducted her,” the female whispered. “You’ve raised me well enough not to judge a werewolf by the color of their fur.” She patted her mother’s shoulder and then stared at Heidi with black eyes that pierced right into her. “You’re in trouble?” Heidi’s stomach twisted. The way the female searched Heidi’s eyes, not looking anywhere else, bugged her for some reason. But Heidi needed help. Showing any aggravation right now would look bad. She sucked in a breath, hating how she had to humble herself in front of these two Malta bitches. The fragranced air and pungent odor of stuffed emotions reminded her of how many humans surrounded them. She spoke quietly, keeping her attention on the young Malta female in front of her. “My name is Heidi Lutgard and my car won’t start. I don’t have a signal on my cell phone and wondered if either of you had a phone that I could use so I could contact someone in my pack to come help me.” “I’m Rosa Anthony and this is my mother, Maria,” the bitch said, her scent friendly in spite of the cutting look her mother quickly gave her. “You would get so friendly with a lunewulf?” Maria hissed under her breath. “Do we look like mechanics?” “I’ll be right back, Mom. Don’t go anywhere.” The older bitch clucked her tongue. “Now I’m on a leash. Don’t take too long. And what are you going to do?” Rosa touched her mother’s shoulder. “If her car won’t start, we aren’t leaving her in this town full of humans. Remember, she helped Juan’s mate once.” “Don’t be gone long.” Maria turned her back on both of them, dismissing them and focusing on her fabric. “Where is your car?” Rosa asked once they were outside on the sidewalk. “I really appreciate this.” Heidi pointed up the street. “I’m just half a block up, parked in front of the computer store. Do you have jumper cables? If you do, I’ll be out of your hair in no time.” Rosa pulled her own cell out of her purse. Her dark eyes watched the street and her skin was a smooth caramel shade. Thick, long black hair tumbled over her shoulders. She wasn’t much taller than Heidi, which would make her small for a Malta werewolf. But it was her scent, relaxed and comfortable, that made it a bit easier to trust her. “We don’t have cables.” She handed the cell phone to Heidi. “Make your call.” At that moment, Heidi almost kicked herself when it dawned on her how she judged the two bitches, knowing she wouldn’t have approached them had she spotted
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 them and not had an emergency. Moments ago, she cursed the humans for their prejudice toward her—for their implication that the two mountains next to each other right outside Cuchara were territory for the Malta and the lunewulfs together. She’d thought even less of the humans for their ignorance in thinking that the werewolves were the same. Yet here she stood, reacting the same way toward a breed her kind despised. Obviously not all Malta werewolves lacked integrity like the rumors suggested. Rosa searched Heidi’s expression, frowning as if she resented Heidi’s thoughts. Shit. This bitch didn’t have the ability to read minds, did she? Heidi believed a lot of what she heard about Malta werewolves. Many of them had powers to do things other werewolves couldn’t. A previous pack leader had tampered with their race overseas. Malta werewolves weren’t trusted and were considered quite dangerous because of these strange powers. Heidi had heard that they could read minds and make strange things happen. They were a bewitched race. Rosa twisted her mouth and chewed her lower lip, looking as if she might say something but instead looked away from Heidi and stared across the street. Heidi punched in the number to her parent’s den. No one would be at her own den, an empty house now, which was something she refused to regret. No one answered. Grimacing, she ended the call and then punched in Steve’s new number. Again, no one answered. Snow blew around them, flakes getting larger and falling faster while the two of them stood there. Two human males walked past them, giving the two of them a quick once-over that turned Heidi’s stomach. Getting stuck in this town would be bad. “You can’t reach anyone?” Rosa scowled at the worsening weather. “If my mother wasn’t with me, I’d give you a ride to your den.” Heidi understood. She searched the bitch’s face, stunned at the generous offer. “You can’t do that,” she whispered, shaking her head. “You’re being very kind, but I couldn’t guarantee your safety if you entered my territory.” “I might be a female, but I can take care of myself.” When Rosa smiled, her white teeth against her dark skin showed off how pretty she was. She took her phone and made a call. Heidi’s ears tickled when the phone rang on the other end. “Dimitri?” Rosa asked, focusing on the ground. “This is Rosa and we’re in Cuchara.” A few snowflakes fluttered in the air between them. A cold breeze blew Rosa’s hair behind her shoulders and she snuggled into her coat. Heidi did the same, easily smelling the bitch’s emotions change. Her expression didn’t hide her quick frustration, and as if she sensed being analyzed, she turned her back on Heidi, snapping at whoever she spoke to on the phone. Heidi fought the urge to simply thank the bitch for her time and take on her predicament without any help. Something told her the werewolf on the other end of the 14
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 line didn’t like hearing that Rosa had ventured into the human town. If Heidi had a werewolf to answer to, she probably would be getting the same treatment. Which was why she was a single bitch. She hated being yelled at just because she wanted alone time and believed herself to be a grown bitch who could take care of herself and do what the fuck she wanted when she wanted to do it. Rosa hung up her phone and shoved it into her pocket. “Some of my pack will come and help you get back to your territory. It will take them about thirty minutes. You might as well stay with us until they get here.” More than anything, she wanted to tell the bitch she’d wait in her car. But she could hardly be rude, or defiant, to another female who’d just offered her help. Resigning herself to the fact that she’d have to submit and obey Rosa’s wishes, she nodded. “I appreciate the help.” A few minutes later, Heidi leaned against the building by her car while the bitch stood with her and her mother sat in her own warm car. When a new truck pulled into the stall, Heidi stared at three large werewolves who climbed out. They were huge— easily over six feet—broad-shouldered and all wearing black leather. That with their dark skin and shiny black hair that flowed straight past their collars made the three werewolves look like some dangerous trio right out of a movie. She gulped, filling her lungs with icy cold air. Never in her life had she seen such deadly and powerfullooking werewolves.
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 Chapter Two “This is the bitch?” one of them asked in a dangerous sounding baritone. Chills rushed over Heidi, and it wasn’t from the cold. “She helped save Erin. You remember her, don’t you?” Rosa asked. The werewolf’s expression didn’t change. Instead, he glanced around them. “Where is her car?” “Right here.” Heidi cursed her suddenly wobbly knees when she moved around the large males to her car. “Pop the hood.” One of the other werewolves put his hand on her car. Heidi did as she was told and then sat in her driver’s seat, turning the key when instructed. After several attempts, it still wouldn’t start. Snowflakes clung to the males’ straight black hair while they leaned over her engine, talking among themselves. She got out of the car, unable to stop herself from getting a better view of their hard-packed bodies. One of them looked up, catching her almost drooling over so much forbidden muscle. “Where is your mate?” he asked. The male next to him gave him a quick glance, which he ignored. “I don’t have one.” She stared into black eyes hooded by long, dark lashes. Her insides quickened. Damn, he was fucking hot! “Your pack allows unmated bitches to travel alone?” He raised an eyebrow, challenging her integrity. She put her hands on her hips, daring him to think she’d put out for any werewolf who looked at her the way he did right now. “It wasn’t supposed to be that long of an outing.” She let him smell her anger and he straightened, looking for a moment like putting her in her place appealed to him. The werewolf next to him also straightened and rubbed his hands together. “My bet is she needs a new battery.” “Do you have money for one?” the werewolf who’d just challenged her asked. She had the credit card her pack leader had given her to buy the ink cartridge. She’d have to deal with Bob later and agree to pay him back for the unexpected charge. “Yes,” she said. They pulled her battery out of her car and one of the werewolves quickly issued orders, which no one questioned. Maybe he was their pack leader.
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 “Nicolo. Take the lunewulf bitch and find a parts store. Josie and I will stay here with Rosa and Maria.” Nicolo nodded, grabbing the battery and heading toward their truck. His legs were long and thick, roped muscle twisting against his jeans. Straight black hair reached the end of his coat collar and the thickness in his shoulders showed how strong he must be. In spite of the cold wind whipping around them, heat poured over her insides. These were dangerous werewolves, feared and hated by most breeds on the planet. A mixture of trepidation and excitement made her insides tingle as she followed him to the truck. Leave it to her to be turned on by someone she definitely couldn’t have. “I really appreciate this,” she mumbled, situating herself next to him in the cab of the truck. “Your tires aren’t good for this kind of weather.” He didn’t look at her but stared ahead, his long, dark fingers wrapping around the steering wheel. “Thanks for the update.” Maybe she didn’t have the best car in the world, but it was all hers. “And you have the money to buy this battery?” His expression offered no sign of what he thought. But his scent swarmed around her—the smell of a dominating male, confident and sure of his next move. Something told her he’d get pissed faster if he smelled a lie on her. She licked her lips, wishing her heart would quit pounding in her chest. “I have our pack’s credit card,” she confessed. “I’m supposed to be getting office supplies.” He pursed his lips. She stared at his strong jawline and the thickness of his neck. With the way his hair fell, straight and ending before it reached his shoulders, she bet it would be soft and thick if she ran her fingers through it. “Maybe you should contact your pack leader for authorization.” “Maybe I should just tell him later.” She already had approval to sign on the card. He searched the stores as they drove down the street but turned his head to give her a quick, assessing look. “Don’t get yourself into trouble that you can’t handle,” he growled. “Is there something here I can’t handle?” Her heart swelled to her throat when he cocked his head and looked at her. “I’m sure there is,” he mumbled and then looked back to the road. “You think?” she said too quickly. Did she have a death wish trying to take on this Malta werewolf? Nicolo’s grin made her heart race so hard she almost hyperventilated. Damn good thing they pulled in front of an auto parts store. She jumped out, sucking in the freezing air and feeling it sizzle against her suddenly too hot body. Nicolo carried the battery as he sauntered around the front of the truck. Heidi joined him on the sidewalk, already covered with freshly fallen snow. She looked up in time to see the “open” sign on the door get flipped over so that it said “closed”.
 
 17
 
 Lorie O’Clare
 
 Nicolo growled and the human behind the glass door backed up quickly and disappeared into the depths of the store. “I should have stayed in the truck.” Heidi tried to stuff her frustration. “Why do you say that?” “The humans wouldn’t wait on me at the office supplies store either.” “And you think they would serve a Malta werewolf over a lunewulf?” “I doubt they know the difference.” He held the battery like it weighed nothing while his gaze dropped slowly down her body. “I’m sure they can tell the difference.” He probably meant that her skin was white and her hair light blonde while he was darker-skinned than the sun would ever make her. His shiny black hair and dark eyes made him stand out like a deadly protector next to her. His gaze burned over her like fire and made it damned hard not to put other meanings into his words. “What is your name?” he asked, surprising her. “Heidi Lutgard.” She doubted this would count as a formal introduction, but in some circles, such an introduction would traditionally allow the werewolf a bit more liberty with a female. “And you?” “Nicolo Spalto. Get in the truck and out of the cold.” Heidi pulled open the passenger door and climbed into the truck. Nicolo placed the battery in the back of the truck, then climbed in next to her, closing in smells of winter cold and his dangerous masculine scent. Pressure built inside her, desire raw and daring swarming to a level she feared would too easily be detected. Nicolo struck her as a predator who wouldn’t miss a thing. “You’d be smart to contact your pack leader now.” Nicolo slid the key into the ignition but didn’t start the truck. “The only way to return you to your pack is to tow you there. It will protect your honor.” “If Bob thinks I’m disgraced because several Malta werewolves were kind enough to help me, then he only makes himself look narrow-minded.” The last thing she wanted to do was call her pack leader and bring attention to herself. Nicolo moved too quickly for her to react. He grabbed her by her neck. Strong fingers gripped her shoulder as he dragged her across the seat toward him. She fought for a moment, instinct kicking in without thought. Unable to get free from his grasp, she slapped her hand over his thigh, at least needing to balance herself. Every inch of this werewolf had to be hard as steel. Solid muscle twitched slightly in his leg when she touched him. She stared into smoldering dark eyes that were now inches from her face. “Do you think I don’t smell your lust and curiosity, little bitch?” he growled, his lips barely moving. “Any rank I may have in my pack would mean nothing to yours. And I would never disgrace any bitch, whether they were from my pack or not.”
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 He let go of her with some force, shoving her back to her side of the truck. She hit the passenger door, fighting the urge to leap at him and strike out for being treated so brutally. Such an act would be fool’s play. She pulled down the visor, adjusting the mirror to look at her neck. He’d gripped her hard enough that she swore his fingers were still there, wrapped around her. Her flesh was red, but it was nothing that wouldn’t fade in the next minute or so. Her insides twisted with outrage over being pawed by this werewolf, although at the same time desire escalated so quickly her heart raced. Nicolo Spalto would be a rough lover, aggressive and demanding more than any werewolf she’d ever imagined. “When I mark you, you’ll know it,” he told her and turned the key in the ignition. Nicolo stopped the truck behind Heidi’s parked car. His littermate and Josie stood watch on the sidewalk, like two sentinels. The street appeared abandoned, the bad weather and werewolves in town enough to send all humans behind closed and locked doors. Good place for them to be. It would make rigging Heidi’s car to the back of the truck a lot easier. She hopped out before he could tell her to stay put. Getting out on his side, Nicolo quickly told Dimitri about their luck in buying a new battery. “Our bitches aren’t entering lunewulf territory,” Dimitri made clear after they’d secured Heidi’s car to the back of the truck. “You don’t have enough room in your truck for all of you to ride.” Rosa waved one of her hands at the truck while scowling at Dimitri. “And I can take care of myself as well as you can, wolf man,” she hissed, lowering her voice while staring him down. Nicolo gave Dimitri credit for not knocking the mouthy bitch into her place for speaking to her pack leader like that. Instead he turned from her, ignoring her last comment. “Josie. Ride with the two bitches back to our pack. Nicolo and I will escort the lunewulf to her pack.” Dimitri didn’t wait for confirmation. He walked up to Nicolo. “One of us drives the truck and the other rides in her car to navigate it.” Nicolo didn’t hesitate. Something about this little lunewulf bitch appealed to him, although Dimitri would throw a fit if he told him that. “I’ll drive the truck.” He ignored Dimitri when he cocked his head and searched Nicolo’s face, sniffing the air between them. Instead Nicolo walked over to Heidi, who stood a few feet away from the rest of them with her arms crossed, staring at the ground. “Get in the truck and call your pack leader like a good little bitch. We’re taking you to your pack.” “I don’t have a signal,” she snapped at him. The little lunewulf bitch dared to stare him down. He growled at her, stepping closer, until she jumped out of his path and hurried to get into the truck.
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 Snow stuck to the windshield, making the trip over the mountain a dangerous one, especially towing Heidi’s car. Nicolo doubted they’d get a thank you for their efforts, but he wouldn’t allow her pack leader to bash Heidi for her predicament. She sat quietly next to him, but her nervousness was easy to smell. “Check your phone for a signal,” he told her, breaking the silence. It wouldn’t hurt to give her a distraction. “Let him know we’re bringing you to your den.” She made a face, looking as if she’d rather do anything but place the call, but she didn’t argue. In the next minute, she explained to a growling werewolf at the other end of the line that they would be at her den soon. She spoke respectfully to her pack leader, but didn’t hesitate or stumble over her words. Heidi expressed appreciation for the Malta werewolves’ help and didn’t sound regretful over any of her actions. When she hung up, she straightened, tilting her head at him with an almost defiant look. “He’ll meet us at my den,” she told Nicolo, clutching her phone in her lap. The little bitch ran true and would acknowledge her actions to anyone without regrets. “I’m sure he will.” Nicolo didn’t care about any reception they would receive in lunewulf territory. Heidi hadn’t asked for this, and he would make damn sure her pack leader knew it. Her actions were proof of a bitch to be honored. He wondered why she didn’t have a mate. Maybe none of those lunewulfs were good enough for her. They pulled up in front of her small den, a cottage-type home set back from the quiet road with other houses lining the block in similar fashion. The lunewulfs had a quaint-looking town on their mountain. Nicolo experienced a twinge of envy. With proper funding, Malta werewolves could live as well. If only Werewolf Affairs would get over their fear for his kind. “Do you live here alone?” Nicolo got out of the truck and walked around when Heidi jumped out into the snow on her side. “Yes.” She glanced up and down the street while Dimitri started undoing the tow chains. “I finally have my own den.” “Give me your keys.” Heidi looked at him, her blue eyes hitting a deeper color while her scent turned toward something like hesitation. She bit her lip. “It’s not locked.” Nicolo growled. A bitch as fucking hot as Heidi, living by herself and not bothering to lock her den, needed a strong leash. He marched through the snow and climbed her porch steps, which were barely noticeable under the mounds of snow covering them. He shook his head, his protector instincts kicking in when he grabbed her doorknob and pushed the door open easily.
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 He kicked snow off his boots, then ran his fingers through his damp hair before entering. What the fuck was he doing? Drop the bitch off and leave. She was a lunewulf, a breed quite possibly trying to destroy his kind. He’d be safer sniffing after a human. Worse yet, he wasn’t looking for a bitch. Not at all. The pack barely had its paws on the ground. With so much work to do, he had no time to see any bitch. He pushed her door open, sniffing the air inside her den. He’d make sure her den had no strays lingering and waiting, and then he’d leave. Instantly, his lungs filled with her scent. It wrapped around him, drawing him in and hardening every muscle in his body. And his cock. He walked through her quiet, orderly den. All appearances showed she’d told the truth. One toothbrush in the bathroom, one towel, a clean kitchen and a nicely made double-sized bed in a sweet-smelling bedroom. Heidi lived alone. That didn’t mean other werewolves didn’t stop by from time to time. Which was none of his fucking business. He smelled her before she spoke. Turning around, he took her in, arms crossed over her chest, her head cocked and an almost amused expression on her face. “Are you satisfied?” Heidi’s blue eyes glistened. She scraped her teeth over her lower lip and sucked in a breath. “Hardly,” he grumbled, loving how her eyes widened and streaked with silver when he approached her. She’d taken off her coat, giving him the first full view of her hot little body. Her athletic build appealed to him, which struck him as odd because he’d always been partial to the more full-figured bitches. Heidi was anything but full-figured. She was slim and not too muscular. He hadn’t seen many lunewulf bitches that he’d cared for— most of them were too petite. Her breasts were small and perky, her stomach flat and her hips perfect for grabbing a hold of while he slid her down on his cock. “What would satisfy you?” she whispered, the words tickling his ears and making his skin prickle. “I might take the time to find out.” He ignored the rational side of him, the side that told him there was no point in tasting her, seeing how her skin felt under his touch. He paid no attention to any of that and instead stepped closer until she’d backed up against her wall. He didn’t smell fear, just curiosity. Closing in on her didn’t upset her—instead, lust hung heavily in the air around them. And on her, it had a rich, sweet smell. Nicolo leaned down, nipping at her lip. He scraped the smooth flesh with his teeth, tasting her and instantly wanting more. Heidi cried out, grabbing his arms with her small hands. “Are you this big everywhere?” she asked, her voice taunting while she dared flirt with him.
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 His cock stretched toward his belt, instantly eager to prove his size to her—to show her what she ached to know. Her hair was short, but still long enough that he could grab it, pull her head back and devour her mouth. She stretched against him, but he pressed into her so that she couldn’t move with the wall behind her. In spite of her size, Heidi had little fear. Her gutsiness added to her incredible sex appeal. She hissed into his mouth, opening for him, giving and taking while her tongue danced around his. Her fingers dug into his arms and then scraped a path to his shoulders where she held on. The slight pinch of her nails through his shirt gave hint to how wild a lover she’d be. God! He ached to find out. Moving his hand between them, he cupped her small breast, finding her nipple hard and erect and tweaking it between his finger and thumb. This time when she cried out, it was into his mouth, feeding him with a lust more savage and on fire than he’d experienced with any bitch before. “Nicolo!” Dimitri’s bark sounded far away. But Heidi jumped and quickly lowered her face. He hated the feeling of being caught doing something he shouldn’t have done. More than anything, he wanted Heidi to know they had unfinished business. But not once in his life had he made a promise he couldn’t keep. And he wouldn’t do it to this sweet little bitch now. Turning, he put his hand protectively out, keeping her behind him. Dimitri stood on the front porch, staring into the den. “What?” he demanded. “Her pack is here. Get your ass out here,” Dimitri hissed and then stomped off her porch. “Shit,” Heidi murmured from behind him. “They can’t come in here.” He understood her meaning. The den reeked of their sexual craving. He wouldn’t disgrace her like that. With two long strides, he moved across her small living room and out onto the front porch. Heidi had her coat back on her, covering her lustful scent with smells from the outside when she hurried onto the porch following him. Dimitri stood next to the truck, speaking with an older lunewulf. With a swat, Nicolo could have sent him flying. “That’s our pack leader, Bob Abbey.” “That’s right. I vaguely remember him.” Nicolo glanced at Heidi, who’d moved next to him on the porch. “Don’t judge him by appearance.” She suddenly sounded defensive, as if she’d judged by his look that he didn’t think much of her pack leader. “He’s done a hell of a lot for our pack since we’ve been here.”
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 Suddenly, he had questions—lots of questions. Where had she lived before here? Where was her den from? It bugged him how much he ached to know more about Heidi. For now, he’d let her know one thing. “I want to see you again.” She looked up at him, biting her lip as if he’d just shared a secret with her. Her eyes glowed when she nodded her head slowly. “You got it, wolf man.” He shouldn’t have said it, should have left well enough alone. Their worlds could quite easily collide with each other, and he’d no more ask her to give up her heritage than he would give up his own. That reality settled heavily on his heart. Nicolo bounded down the stairs, stomping through the snow until he reached Dimitri. “All I’m saying is that barbed wire sliced one of our pack members almost in two,” Dimitri said to the lunewulf pack leader. Nicolo didn’t regret missing out on this conversation. Bob Abbey didn’t look pleased. He turned his sour expression on Nicolo. “What were you doing in her den?” he demanded. “In our pack, single bitches lock their dens. You’d do well to see to it that she does too in the future.” Nicolo enjoyed watching the pack leader’s eyebrows go up. “I’ll talk to her.” Dimitri must have been satisfied with what he had to say to the lunewulf. He nodded to Nicolo and the two of them got into the truck and headed out of the drive. Nicolo fought the urge to look over his shoulder to see if Heidi still stood on her porch.
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 Chapter Three Heidi took Tamara’s cub from her and let the baby wrap his small hand around her finger while she absently stroked the infant’s fluffy white tail that stuck out from his diaper. Most werewolf infants didn’t learn to hold on to one form until they were four or five years old. Tamara’s cub was barely a month old, making it way too soon to determine how quickly he would develop. “I hope this pack meeting doesn’t last that long,” Tamara told her as she lifted an overstuffed diaper bag onto her shoulder. “My Martin told me we’d take the baby running in the snow later tonight.” If Martin heard them, he ignored the comment and entered the large barn ahead of them. Heidi quickly scanned the crowd, noticing Steve, her ex-boyfriend standing with a handful of other males toward the front of the barn. She spotted Bob and others she knew while following Tamara and her mate toward available chairs. “How are you enjoying your new den?” Tamara asked. “You know we miss you living with us.” Heidi didn’t believe for a minute that Tamara missed her at all. “You needed that spare bedroom for your new cub. And I love having my own den, and my own furniture. I don’t have to live with my clothes on a pile on the floor anymore.” They moved toward the front and the hairs on the back of Heidi’s neck prickled when she inhaled the obvious spicy smell of anger. She turned her attention again to the lunewulfs standing around Bob. They were definitely arguing over something. She watched them while taking her seat. Once, she would have judged them wellbuilt, lean and capable of protecting their pack. Two days ago, her opinion of a male werewolf had been greatly altered. Granted she’d seen Malta males before since they moved to the mountains. But not up close and personal—and damn! Lunewulf males didn’t hold a flame. Maybe that was why, at the age of twenty-nine, she still didn’t have a mate. No male in this pack could possibly be as aggressive, as demanding and as intense as Nicolo. Steve continually whined about knowing where she was, whom she was with and when she would spend time with him. He smothered her, but in all his efforts to be the focus of her attention, not once did he come on to her the way Nicolo did the other day. Hadn’t she always fantasized about rough sex? Dreamed of being tossed around, pursued and conquered while she returned the aggression and demanded that she be fucked until she screamed? Her fingertips fluttered over her neck while she remembered Nicolo’s hand there, yanking her to him and whispering his sultry words.
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 Steve glanced her way and caught her staring. She looked away, frowning as she took her seat. She prayed he wouldn’t come and sit by them. “Did you hear what happened?” Steve grabbed a folding chair and opened it, sitting backward on it next to Heidi. “What?” Martin asked, leaning around Tamara. “I smell trouble.” “Me too,” Tamara complained, wrinkling her nose as she made a face at her cub. “And it stinks.” “Everyone quiet!” Bob waved his hands in the air, walking the length of the barn to get the pack’s attention. A hush fell over the group. Steve adjusted his chair, moving a bit closer to her. Once she would have snuggled into him—in fact, the action seemed natural. She still considered him a friend and probably always would. Having met up at the Canadian border when the pack had been so much smaller, they’d run side by side until claiming this mountain. In actuality, Steve was as close to a den as she had. But there was no attraction, no sexual yearning when he moved closer to her. And glancing down at his arm, it amazed her how puny he looked in comparison to Nicolo. She looked up at Bob when he started talking. “We extend our sympathies tonight to the Frank and Jordeaux dens for the murder of their littermates.” “Murder?” someone hissed behind her. Heidi turned to look at the werewolf who’d spoken while several other pack members started yelling out what they knew about the deaths. Although it was hard to tell with everyone talking at the same time, it sounded as if no one had any facts. She looked quickly at Bob when he yelled for silence. The pack settled down and listened for the details. “John Frank and Les Jordeaux were found murdered at the edge of the mountain this morning, nearly torn to shreds by barbed wire conveniently hidden in brush. Neither of them saw it and by the time we smelled their blood, both were dead.” Bob ran his hand over his closely shaven head, looking down for a moment while the spicy smell of anger filled the barn. “And who do we blame for these murders?” Martin yelled. “We have no evidence to blame anyone at the moment,” Bob told him, but then added quickly when the pack started stirring again, “but we’re looking into it. Believe me, this matter won’t rest until we see the guilty parties lying at our feet with their necks broken.” “You know it was either the Malta or American werewolves who did it.” Heidi fought to keep her seat at the accusation. She glared around her, studying her pack while they began trying and convicting werewolves without any evidence. “My bet is on the Malta werewolves,” someone else yelled. “Ever since they took our mountain, those American werewolves have chummed right up to them.”
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 “It’s because they’re scared of them.” “And we aren’t,” someone else added. “They try spooking everyone because they are freaks, biologically altered by some insane pack leader over on that island they used to live on until they got kicked out.” “Enough! Enough!” Bob yelled over the outbursts. Heidi couldn’t take it anymore. She jumped out of her seat and pointed at Bob. “Tell them what you heard. I heard it too. The Malta pack leader told you that the same kind of deaths happened in his pack. Why don’t you tell everyone here about that?” She ignored the suspicious curiosity she smelled on her pack and held her head high. Bob stared at her a moment while the room grew quiet. “Sit down, Heidi,” he said through clenched teeth. “I already told everyone we’re investigating this.” “But why won’t you tell everyone you talked to the Malta werewolf pack leader?” She turned and looked at so many eyes focused on her. Heat rushed to her cheeks but she wouldn’t back down now. “How would you know anything the Malta pack leader said?” Steve asked. “Because—” “Heidi. No!” Bob’s growl echoed off the barn walls. A hush fell over the pack. Heidi turned, staring at her pack leader, a man she’d always respected and looked up to. Yet he wouldn’t allow the pack to know Malta werewolves had helped her, had gone out of their way to return her safely to her pack. Slowly she took her seat, her opinion of Bob suddenly grossly changed. Keeping the information from the pack allowed them to continue to harbor suspicious and angry thoughts toward Malta werewolves. Prejudice and hatred would grow now with the murders. And Bob wouldn’t do anything to stop it. Hairs prickled down her spine. She focused on her hands, which she clenched in her lap, and ignored Steve, Tamara and Martin’s curious looks and the smell of concern on all of them. The moment the meeting ended, she jumped out of her chair, nearly leaping over Steve and marching toward the door. “Heidi,” Bob yelled, while everyone around them began descending on the food traditionally brought to a pack meeting. Everyone shared his or her kill after sharing pack news. More than anything, she wanted to ignore her pack leader, leap out into the cold night and run until her anger subsided. Her bones ached to change, to grow and give her freedom. A hard, fast run, tearing through her town and possibly even up the mountain sounded a hell of a lot better than the pending reprimand she was about to get. Although pack law strictly forbade single females to run alone, at the moment she didn’t care. She turned slowly. This was her pack. She wouldn’t ignore her leader or their ways. As much as it pissed her off at the moment, her lunewulf blood ran strong. Disrespecting
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 her pack leader would be an open statement that she had turned her back on her pack. And she had no intention of doing that. When she reached Bob, he took her gently by the arm and pulled her to the side. With his back to the pack and her facing him, she saw the many curious looks others gave them. They sniffed the air, dying to know what her pack leader would say to her. And more than likely, most of them concluded he would give her a polite reprimand for her outbreak during the meeting. Bob ran his hand over his head, searching her face while he struggled with whatever it was he would say. “You have a lot of respect in this pack,” Bob began. Heidi nodded, unable to argue the point. “And finally I’ve been able to give you your own den. No one has harassed you there, right?” “No one.” Bob nodded. “You’re a grown bitch, but a sheltered one. I’ve never forced you into a mating, and I won’t do it now. But you have the respect of all males in this pack. None of them would harm you or try to rape you in your fur. I’m sure of it.” “What are you getting at?” She didn’t like the smells coming off him. It reminded her of her sire when he tried lecturing her on being a good bitch. She shoved the memory out of her head. Her parents had been dead for years now, and she wouldn’t confuse her thoughts by dwelling on them during this discussion. “Those Malta werewolves brought you back here with ulterior motives. It was as easy to smell as your anger and frustration now.” Heidi stared into his pale blue eyes. “Not once did either of them try to rape me,” she hissed. “I sat with one of them in the truck and he never touched me.” She wouldn’t mention that he touched her in her den. That was none of Bob’s damned business. He glared at her as if he already suspected the truth. “I’m taking into consideration what their pack leader told me. But the truth is, he could have told me that to cover the fact that they planned the murder that happened this morning.” “No.” She shook her head. “How can you see it like that? They are our neighboring pack. That won’t change. Yet you’d allow prejudice and hatred to grow over these terrible deaths. Here is our opportunity to learn more about them. You should be seeking them out, not accusing them without question.” She’d pushed him too hard. Silver streaked through his eyes while his short hair suddenly looked tousled around his head. “Now listen here, Heidi. And hear me good. Those Malta werewolves were after only one thing with you. If I hadn’t shown up when I did, who knows what would have happened.”
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 She kept her expression tight, unwilling to even think about the possibilities. Bob would smell her emotions change in a second standing in front of her like this. And she wouldn’t give him that satisfaction. “You sniffed out something new and different. I understand that there’s a certain appeal toward danger and the unknown. But forget about them.” He sliced his hand through the air between them and she suddenly saw that Bob knew more than he’d originally let on. He detected her interest. “You’ll run with an escort tonight or find someone to see you to your den.” “You’d put me on a leash?” She couldn’t believe it. “I will always protect you, whether you like it or not.” She’d heard enough. No way would her pack suddenly treat her like a cub. “I’m going home,” she told him, and stormed out the door. Since her car was still in the shop and she’d rode with Martin and Tamara, she had a long walk ahead of her. At the moment, it sounded damned good. Maybe the cold night air would cool her temper a bit. “What was that all about?” Steve bounded out the door and fell into stride beside her. “I’m fine,” she told him, aware of his clean scent that had once turned her on. Nicolo hadn’t smelled dirty, but his scent reminded her of something wilder, more outdoorsy and untamed. “I’m sure you are.” He crossed his arms over his chest, keeping pace with her. “But I got orders to see you home, unless you want to go on the run with the rest of us.” At least Bob gave her a choice. But no, she wouldn’t cut him slack. In so many words, he’d made it clear what he thought of Malta werewolves. He’d tried and condemned them without any facts. “Fine. See me to my den. But then you leave.” Steve shrugged. “I’m cool with that.” Another difference between Steve and Nicolo—Steve was too proper. Why had that never bothered her before? Nicolo took what he wanted and made sure, with a look, a stroke of his hand, that she wanted it too. Just the thought of all that muscle and his dark skin and penetrating black eyes created a pressure that grew deep inside her. She hated the thought of pushing him out of her mind, but the last thing she needed was Steve smelling lust on her. “You want to tell me what’s wrong?” Steve asked quietly. “Not really.” “I’m a good listener.” She glanced up into his concerned expression. Even though they’d split up, she had to admit she still liked the wolf man. In spite of their differences, of her being unwilling to settle down and create a den with him, he hadn’t turned his back on her. Walking with her now, willing to hear any problem she had, proved that to her. 28
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 She smiled. “Yes. You are. And thank you for seeing me to my den.” He didn’t ask her for more. And she had no intention of telling him more. When they reached her den, he stood at the bottom of her stairs and waited until she’d entered her living room. When she turned and waved, he trotted off, leaving her alone. Nicolo would have inspected her den to make sure it was safe. By midafternoon the next day, energy buzzed inside Heidi with enough fierceness she fought not to tremble. After picking up her car, which apparently just had a loose connection, she’d been given permission to pick up more pack supplies. “You’ll take someone with you,” Bob told her, catching her before she headed out of his den, where he also housed an office for pack business. “I hate that we don’t have a store here that carries what we need, but until we do, whenever we need stuff for pack business, I want you to have an escort when you leave the pack to get things.” “That’s fine.” She’d smiled easily, excited to get out of town again. “Why don’t you call Steve? I’m sure he’d ride along.” She was sure he would too. “I’ll give him a call.” Of course, she knew Steve and a handful of other werewolves were up the mountain working to clear snow. It wouldn’t be her fault if he didn’t have a signal. “See if he’ll drive. I’m not sure I trust your car right now.” Bob wouldn’t come out and say that old Otis should retire as pack mechanic. The werewolf was getting up in years and lately had grown hard of hearing. “Otis had one of his boys check my car out. I’m sure it’s fine. But I’ll do as you say.” Bob nodded, and she knew he watched her when she headed out the door. She could feel his gaze burning her back. He wouldn’t intimidate or bully her though. Like he’d said himself, she was a grown bitch. And damn it, she’d make the call on how she led her life. Bob would throw a fit later tonight and howl all kinds of threats at her, but at the moment, she didn’t care. It had been three days since she’d seen Nicolo. He’d told her they would meet again, and she wanted it to be now. Maybe Malta werewolves didn’t like bitches chasing after them. She hesitated only a moment before pushing the buttons on her cell phone for directory assistance. “I need a listing for Nicolo Spalto,” she told the operator. An automated voice sounded in her ear, telling her the number—which she quickly wrote down—and then offering to put the call through. Her heart thudded so hard in her chest she wasn’t sure she’d be able to talk. Not to mention, what the hell would she say? And what if it did piss him off that she called?
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 A deep baritone came on the line, demanding with no formal greeting that the caller leave a message. The phone beeped in her ear and she cleared her throat, fighting the nervous excitement that climbed in leaps and bounds inside her. “Nicolo, this is Heidi. I’m heading into Valle today to see if I can buy some supplies there.” She hesitated. Like she would leave a message to come meet her and fuck her. “Just thought I’d let you know,” she added quietly and then hung up before her voice cracked or she said something foolish. Her heart had reached her throat, throbbing painfully, and nervous energy rushed through her with so much fierceness she could barely walk. Her bones popped, excitement over her adventure calling the change forward inside her. She fought the urge, biting on her lower lip until she tasted blood while she gathered her purse and coat then headed out the door. Not telling Bob she headed for Valle instead of Cuchara, and that she made the trip alone, would get a collar wrapped around her neck faster than anything. With that knowledge in her head, she planned on making the best of her day. And if Nicolo didn’t show up? Her foot almost slipped off the clutch, and she jerked the steering wheel, causing her car to slide on the recently shoveled road. Damn. If she didn’t get a grip on her nerves, she’d wreck her car before reaching Valle. She told herself entering American werewolf territory couldn’t be any worse than entering the human town. Deep inside, she knew she sauntered into enemy land, though—or make that slid into their land. Her car obviously didn’t like winter. Nicolo had told her she needed new tires. But with the meager salary she got working in the pack office, there were only so many extras she could afford each month. Obviously new tires needed to be bumped up the list. By the time she reached Valle, her nerves were about shot. She did what she did for her pack though, not just for her own personal interests. Granted, she hoped and prayed she’d see Nicolo. Every inch of her ached to see him, but she had another mission, one a hell of a lot more important than buying office supplies. She pulled off the road at the first gas station she saw, adjusted her stocking cap over her head and stuffed her hands in her coat pockets as she sauntered into the station. An indifferent teenager barely glanced at her. The young werewolf chatted on her cell phone, lowering her voice when Heidi approached her. “Can you tell me where I can find your pack leader?” she asked, praying her nerves wouldn’t be overly noticeable. “He’s usually at Bernie’s Den,” the young bitch told her. Heidi got directions and headed back out. That had been easy. Maybe she got all worked up over nothing. After all, she didn’t have any proof that American werewolves hated her kind. Once again, she witnessed how prejudice spawned from lack of
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 communication and false assumptions could cause the wrong conclusions to be drawn. Maybe these werewolves didn’t care one way or the other that she entered their town. Bernie’s Den turned out to be a flat-roofed building with a large, cleared parking lot in front of it. Quite a few cars were parked outside, which made her skin prickle once again with nerves. It was midafternoon, and maybe when this pack woke up, they started their day here before heading off to work. Her pack usually gathered at the coffee shop. But regardless of their breed, for the most part it had been her experience that werewolves weren’t that different from each other. She stared over her steering wheel for another moment before forcing herself to turn off her car and get out—before she lost her nerve. Once again tugging on her hat, she zipped her coat up to her neck, then hurried inside. The bar door closed behind her with a thud, and Heidi inhaled the smells of a room full of werewolves. Slowly her eyes adjusted to the dim light. She ignored curious stares and walked up to the bar. “Is your pack leader here?” she asked, cringing when her voice cracked. The werewolf behind the bar stared at her. He was big—bigger than she thought an American werewolf would be. Arms as thick as her legs were covered with tattoos and the crew cut he sported gave him a rough look. But then, tending a bar, he probably had to appear capable of stopping any barroom brawl. Well, she wasn’t here to fight. “What do we have here?” A werewolf with dark red hair leaned on the bar next to her. He tugged at her coat. “Don’t think I’ve seen you around here before.” Heidi backed away from him and immediately felt hard muscle behind her. She jumped clear of another werewolf who’d stepped up behind her. “Do we have a new bitch in town?” The werewolf behind her grabbed her arm, preventing her escape. She growled at him, showing her teeth. “Get your fucking hand off me,” she hissed. “And she’s a feisty one too,” the dark redhead said. “Looking for a little action, little bitch?” “Not with you, I’m not.” Sweat broke out along her spine while tiny hairs tickled the back of her neck. “I came here to talk to your pack leader. Where is he?” “Why should he get all the action?” The werewolf at the bar reached for her again and she slapped his hand hard enough that flesh cracked against flesh. Her act got them even more excited and their scents turned her stomach. This was bad. The bartender simply picked up a rag and casually started wiping the counter, watching all of them like he might see a good show. “I came here to talk about dead werewolves, not kill one myself,” she snarled while her heart thudded so hard the ringing of blood rushing in her veins made it hard to think clearly. “We don’t care about killing anyone,” the redhead said. “Just give us some fun and we’ll take care of you just fine.”
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 He moved too fast for her, reaching and grabbing her by the waist and throwing her over his shoulder before she could react. Then to her terror, the werewolves around him cheered him on when he turned in a slow circle, showing off his prize. Heidi kicked and pounded his back with everything she had, fighting not to change right there inside the American werewolf bar. So far they hadn’t said anything about her being lunewulf, and she didn’t want to add to the trouble she was already in up to her hips. Cold air wrapped around her when the door to the bar opened. She froze at the sound of a fierce howl. And so did the werewolves around her. Someone yanked her off the werewolf’s shoulder and she was sent sprawling across the barroom floor. The skin on her knees burnt through her jeans and her palms hurt from hitting the wooden floor so hard. Finding her wits—and fighting the rising terror inside her—she glanced up at the backsides of three giant werewolves who stood between her and the American werewolves. She got an eyeful of black hair and leather before the yelling began. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” one of them bellowed. She scrambled to her feet when Nicolo turned around, and she realized his question was directed at her. He looked anything but happy to see her. “I was—” she began, brushing her clothes with her hands while meeting his irate expression. “What kind of pack do you belong to that allows their single bitches so much freedom?” He almost yanked her arm out of her socket when he lifted her into the air and just as quickly pulled her out of the bar.
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 Chapter Four “How dare you condemn my pack!” Heidi screamed at Nicolo the moment they were outside. Considering how much smaller lunewulf females were compared to Malta females, she had more feistiness in her than any bitch he’d ever met. His cock got hard when she struggled under his grip. She almost ran next to him as he took long strides toward her car. More than likely, the American werewolves wouldn’t come out and challenge him for her, but just in case one of them had enough alcohol in his system to think he stood a chance against them, Nicolo wanted Heidi in her car. “We wouldn’t condemn your pack if you’d come with the escort you were supposed to bring.” Josie’s words made her quit fighting Nicolo. “You are the one giving your pack a bad name running wild like this.” She turned, obviously speechless as her jaw dropped, and stared wide-eyed at Josie. Nicolo hated the thought that Josie climbed around in her head, knowing things about her that Nicolo didn’t. And Josie had obviously done just that. His announcement made it clear that Heidi was supposed to have an escort and somehow snuck out of her pack without one. “I’m not running wild,” she argued, standing tall, which for her brought the top of her stocking-capped head almost to Nicolo’s neck. He let go of her, but she didn’t move. The three of them stood around her, with her back to her car. As if the little bitch could move if she wanted to. Even if she leapt over her car, at such close proximity, they would overtake her in no time. He doubted Heidi was stupid enough to try such a stunt. Not to mention, she’d called him. She wanted to see him. “Then what exactly are you doing?” Dimitri demanded. She turned her hard gaze from Josie to Dimitri, showing no fear. Then, throwing her hands up in the air, she let out a sigh. “I can’t fight the three of you. I doubt you’d hear me out any better than those American werewolves did inside. You might as well do what you want.” Nicolo’s muscles hardened. The urge to grab her again, to show her exactly what it was he wanted to do to her made his blood boil. Josie grunted and Nicolo glared at him. The werewolf simply raised an eyebrow. “I come here to talk to their pack leader and this is what I get. Werewolves are getting killed all over the place and nothing will get solved if someone doesn’t start communicating. But who listens to a single bitch?” She turned her back to them and
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 yanked her car door open. Her outrage filled the air while she fumbled through her purse. Several snowflakes floated in the air around them. Nicolo leaned on her car door, watching while she pulled out her keys. The moment he’d heard her message on his machine, he’d headed out of their den. Dimitri and Josie had bounded out the door after him. It didn’t take too many brains to know the bitch walked into a world of trouble. American werewolves despised lunewulfs. And one as fucking hot as Heidi would be raped without question. The three of them had shown up just in time. “What is this about werewolves getting killed all over the place?” Dimitri asked. Her cell phone chirped in her purse and she growled, an incredibly sexy sound. “We lost two males the other day. They were almost sliced in two when they ran full speed into barbed wire.” She grabbed her phone and shoved her keys into the ignition. “Hello,” she said, suddenly not sounding as confident as she had a moment before. “Interesting.” Dimitri crossed his arms over his chest and glanced at Nicolo and Josie. “Now the lunewulfs have lost pack members the same way we did.” “She’s telling the truth,” Josie whispered, speaking under his breath so she wouldn’t hear while she spoke on the phone. “Although she has ulterior motives, she really does want all of our packs to start communicating.” “Wishful thinking,” Dimitri muttered. “And what are these ulterior motives?” Josie flashed white teeth when he grinned. “Ask your littermate.” Dimitri’s growl rumbled through his entire body when he glared at Nicolo. “Don’t give me more headaches.” “Stay the fuck out of my mind,” Nicolo hissed at Josie. “And hers too.” Josie shrugged, the brute offering an overly dramatic lift of his shoulder while he attempted a helpless look. The rogue’s charm did nothing to faze Nicolo’s scowl. While Nicolo possessed none of the gift that Malta werewolves were known and feared for, Josie had a bit too much of it for his own good at times. And Nicolo had no problem knocking him down to size if need be. He’d done it when they were cubs and he’d do it again now if the werewolf got out of line. Josie’s smile didn’t fade. “If you’re up for the challenge, go for it.” “You two start fighting in the middle of American werewolf territory and I’ll kick both your asses,” Dimitri countered. Nicolo ignored them and purposely turned his attention to Heidi and whomever she argued with on the phone. She turned the key and pumped gas through her car while trying to get the piece of shit to start. Snowflakes blew around his face, the temperature dropping noticeably while he sensed her aggravation. “I know I was supposed to ask Steve to go with me,” she said quietly into the phone, looking down so that he got a view of the narrow length of the back of her neck 34
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 before it disappeared under the collar of her coat. “I won’t lie, Bob. I didn’t ask him.” She blew out another sigh and pumped the accelerator a few times before trying to start her car again. “Because, well, I wanted to come here alone.” The lunewulf on the other end of the line yelled loud enough to tickle Nicolo’s ears. He reached in and pulled Heidi out of the car. “Let me try to start it,” he told her. “Why didn’t you get this thing fixed?” “I did,” she told him when he had lifted her out by her arm. She almost hung in front of him. Damn. She weighed barely anything. “I just got it out of the shop.” “Who the hell are you talking to?” Her pack leader’s growl came through the cell phone noticeably. Nicolo handed her over to Dimitri and slid into her car, immediately fumbling with the seat so he could fit his large body into the small space. The entire interior smelled of Heidi—a crisp, clean, energetic scent that matched her craving for life. There was something sensual about it too, something that called out every protector’s instinct he had. “The Malta werewolves who brought me back to my pack are here.” Heidi proved how strong integrity ran through her with her honesty. “And Bob, I did come into Valle to pick up the office supplies. I’m sorry that I didn’t ask Steve to come with me, but I just didn’t want to spend time with him.” “He was supposed to go with you for protection,” Bob screamed, making it easy to hear him. “And if you had any sense in your head, you’d see exactly why he should have gone.” “These three aren’t going to hurt me. I can smell that they won’t.” Nicolo tried again to start the car, hearing it lose juice with each crank. He glanced up when Dimitri took the phone from Heidi. He fought to climb out of the small space and handed Heidi her keys, feeling the urge to pull her a bit closer to him. The snow fell hard and fast around them now. “This is Dimitri Spalto, pack leader for the Malta werewolves,” Dimitri growled into the cell phone. “You lay one fucking paw on her and it will be war between our packs,” Bob shouted through the phone. Dimitri narrowed his gaze on Nicolo, then scowled at Heidi while silver streaked through his dark eyes. He didn’t acknowledge the lunewulf’s threat. “Your bitch’s car won’t start…again. I’m going to take her into Malta territory and put her with one of our bitches until this storm rolls over.” “Rape her and you die.” Bob didn’t yell this time, but his promise still came through the phone clearly.
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 Dimitri simply handed the phone back to Heidi. “Leave her car here. We’re headed back to the pack.” He stormed back to his truck, the spicy smell of his anger lingering in the air. “Bob, the Malta werewolves really are gentleman. I’ll call you as soon as they have me in their pack.” She hung up quickly. Nicolo grabbed her jaw, lifting her face until her blue eyes glowed when they met his gaze. “Gentlemen?” he growled under his breath. “Little bitch, you should never lie to your pack leader.” She shuddered, an energy pulsing from her that stabbed him in the heart and then sank lower, straight to his cock. “I doubt you would do anything that I wouldn’t want,” she whispered, daring to take him on right there in the middle of the parking lot. His cock got so fucking hard he could barely move. This tiny lunewulf bitch had more nerve and guts than were safe for a female to have. She licked her lips and he fought the urge to claim her right there. But that would be insane. Already her pack leader promised war if she were touched. In spite of the fact that she obviously didn’t understand the meaning of those words, the honor of his pack had to come first. He would release his frustration later, possibly in a good, hard run. It would do him good to find a single bitch from his own pack and release the sexual craving Heidi created in him on one of his own kind. Without dwelling on the idea longer than a minute, he knew it wouldn’t work. Heidi had gotten under his skin. No other bitch would take away the urge she’d instilled in him. Although many werewolves fucked any bitch who flipped her tail in their direction, taking a female just to get his rocks off had never satisfied him. He needed more of a connection with a bitch in order to truly be satisfied. Heidi offered him that connection with that sultry gaze of hers and her whispered suggestive comments. Why the hell did she have to be lunewulf? When they reached the truck, Dimitri and Josie finished talking and then Josie headed across the parking lot toward the street. Dimitri stalked around the truck to the driver’s side. “Josie is going to sniff around here for a bit, see what might be going on. Let’s go.” Nicolo reached for the door handle, but then grabbed Heidi’s shoulder. He flattened her against the side of the truck and willed her to feel how hard she’d made him. Her lips parted and she looked up at him, a breath escaping her as she tried moving her arms between them. Whether to wrap them around him or stroke his chest, he wasn’t sure, nor did he allow her room to do either. “Until you return to your pack, you answer to me. Is that clear?” She relaxed against the truck, leaning her head back to look up at him. Her grin was a perfect sexual invitation. “Now that depends on what the questions are,” she told him. “I’ll trust you, if you trust me.”
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 “Trust is earned with time. But you will not run wild like you have been since I’ve met you.” “I came here alone on purpose,” she whispered, the arch of her neck looking damn good to nibble on. “I wanted to see you, wolf man.” Her confession sent all blood draining to his cock and made his bones ache to change. Not only was Heidi wild, but her uninhibited honesty made him crave her even more. Snow blew around them, but the cold did nothing to stop the fever boiling inside of him. He lowered his head and took her upper lip between his teeth, nibbling it, then sucking. Her cry of need sounded so soft, so alluring. He lifted himself off her enough to grab the zipper of her coat and then yanked it all the way down. The bulky leather between them annoyed him, and at the moment, he didn’t care who saw him devour her. She stretched against him, wrapping her arms around his neck and then tangling her fingers in his hair. She grabbed a hold, tugging, fighting to bring him closer to her. And then she bit his lip—just as he’d done to her. Nicolo swore the ground tilted underneath them. Heidi was barely half his weight and size, and the petite lunewulf almost knocked him off his feet. He pictured her in her fur, pure white and with a speed no other creature on earth could match. He imagined chasing her down, willing every bit of energy that rushed through his veins to allow him to capture her. He would gain her submission, then take her until she couldn’t move anymore. Nicolo impaled her mouth with his tongue. Reaching underneath her sweater, his fingers brushed over the lace that covered her small, round breast. Her nipple tortured his palm when he squeezed the soft flesh. It was hard and eager for his attention. The engine of the truck roared to life and Heidi jumped, revealing that some of her boldness and confidence proved to be a front. In truth, she was scared. As she damned well should be. He broke off the kiss, straightening and staring down at her flushed expression. He loved the way lust smelled on her. “I’m going to fuck you,” he promised her. Her eyes widened, and she licked her already moist lips. He didn’t need her response to his words. Her musky scent was answer enough. Reaching for the door handle, he pulled it open and turned her so she’d climb inside. Nicolo ignored the spicy smell of his littermate’s anger. “Take her to Erin. Heidi will stay at her den,” he told Dimitri. His brother’s cold gaze swept over both of them. “I won’t have Erin involved in this.” “Who is Erin?” Heidi asked.
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 “Our littermate,” Nicolo told her, pulling the door shut and then putting his arm protectively over the seat behind her. He looked past her at Dimitri though. “And Erin can take care of herself. Take her there.” Dimitri growled and the tires slid over the snow when he peeled out of the parking lot. His littermate probably didn’t realize how his reckless driving forced Heidi’s body closer to his. When they reached the top of the mountain and then over the road, barely visible under drifting snow, Heidi had straightened. She searched their surroundings while the windshield wipers whipped the windshield. “We’d move faster in our fur,” she murmured. “We’re almost there,” Nicolo told her. A few minutes later, Dimitri stopped the truck. Erin and Juan’s den was barely visible through blowing snow. And as Nicolo suspected, Dimitri didn’t move. Dimitri and Juan had no love lost for each other, and the only reason the two of them didn’t go after each other’s throats was their love for Erin. Nicolo pushed open his door and pulled Heidi out into the blizzard-like weather. Or maybe this was a blizzard. Nicolo had never seen one before. Tucked under his arm, she had no problem hurrying next to him to the door of the den. When he pounded on it, it swung open almost immediately. “I thought I heard a truck,” Erin said, greeting them along with a burst of heat that came from a fire she had roaring in her fireplace. “Where is your mate?” Nicolo let go of Heidi long enough to shut the door behind him. When he’d turned around again, his youngest littermate stared at Heidi with an odd expression on her face. “He’s already out there.” Erin waved toward the door, not taking her gaze off Heidi. When he put his arm around Heidi, Erin’s jaw dropped and Heidi bristled. He didn’t have time for the bitches to start fighting. “This is Heidi Lutgard. I’m sure you two remember each other.” He searched Erin’s face until she finally looked up at him questioningly. “I remember the lunewulf who helped me when I got stolen and taken to her pack,” she said quietly. “But what is she doing here?” “Now she needs our protection. Keep her here with you until I come back for her.” “Okay,” Erin said slowly. And then to make sure his littermate understood, Nicolo grabbed Heidi’s jaw, turning her face to his, and laid a possessive kiss on her. Then he hurried back out into the cold. Heidi’s heart pounded too hard for her to catch her breath while cold and hot air attacked her at once. She hadn’t remembered the bitch’s name but had recognized her 38
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 immediately. It had been months since she’d seen her, but the young bitch didn’t look that different. Although at the moment, worry and concern wrinkled her brow, bringing her coal-black eyebrows together. The air around them filled with a mixture of both of their emotions. “Do you mind explaining to me what I just saw?” Erin asked her, moving first and stepping into her den. Heidi didn’t move. No matter that they were different breeds, until the bitch of this den welcomed Heidi, she would stay put, even if it meant standing here until Nicolo returned. “Honestly, I’m not sure what you just saw.” Erin flung long black hair over her shoulder. Spicy anger almost made Heidi sneeze. For a moment, Heidi swore the furniture rattled around them. The wind had to be blowing outside harder than she thought. “Don’t lie to me,” Erin hissed. “Nicolo doesn’t run with just any bitch. In fact, I don’t remember when I’ve last seen him with a female. Plenty have tried to catch his attention, but he’s picky as hell.” “Really?” Heidi said, grinning before she had a chance to check her emotions. Erin narrowed her gaze, flames from the fire reflecting on dark hair that fell to her waist. Her caramel-colored flesh looked smooth and unblemished. Erin wasn’t a bitch who’d been in a lot of fights. Not that Heidi could imagine her having to defend herself a lot with older littermates like Nicolo and Dimitri. “Tell me why I just saw him kiss you,” Erin demanded. Heidi told her. What little there was, and as much as it didn’t make sense to Heidi, she shared how she’d met Nicolo and then about seeing him again today. Whether it would get her thrown out in the snow or not, she had no clue by Erin’s expression, but she honored Nicolo’s littermate with the simple facts. She waited when she finished, letting the silence build between them. “And I thought I had it rough when I chased after my mate,” Erin finally muttered, then turned and left the small living area. Heidi still didn’t move. She studied the comfortable space around her, noting that although the cabin looked simple, there was a warmth to it. A lot of love filled this den. “Join me for coffee,” Erin called out from the other room. Heidi had been accepted into the den. It took Erin a few minutes, and seriously, Heidi couldn’t blame her. She remembered how shocked she’d been when she’d seen the Malta bitch standing outside Tamara and Martin’s den when Heidi still lived with them. Heidi helped Erin that night, getting her out of Heidi’s territory and back to the safety of her own kind. Apparently, Erin would return the favor. Except that Heidi hadn’t been abducted and brought here. She’d almost forced the situation just to get here. Remembering Nicolo’s hands on her, his mouth on hers, she didn’t think he’d minded too much.
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 Heidi helped Erin with the coffee and then the two of them returned to the living room. The large fireplace heated the entire cabin, and although it did a decent job, the living area definitely was the warmest room in the den. “Does your pack leader know you’re here?” Erin asked. “Oh shit. I was supposed to call him once I arrived at the den where I’d be staying until the storm blew over.” Heidi pulled out her cell phone and placed the call. She sighed loudly with relief when it went over to voicemail. Quickly, she told Bob she was staying with a bitch in her den and would be safe here during the storm. “Your pack leader is okay with you being here?” Erin asked. “He was pissed as hell,” Heidi admitted and blew on her coffee. “I don’t see how you two think you can pull off any kind of relationship. Our breeds hate each other.” “But why do we hate each other?” Heidi stared Erin in the eye, seriously wanting to hear her take on the situation. “All breeds hate us,” Erin said, shrugging as if it didn’t matter to her and turning her attention to the fire. “At this rate, we’re going to need to bring in more firewood from the shed.” “Maybe you’re feared because you aren’t understood. Is it true you were all altered somehow by some pack leader on the Malta island?” “Not all of us. And that isn’t something I want to talk about.” “You see,” Heidi pointed out, waving the air between them and making Erin frown. Obviously the bitch didn’t see. “Any werewolf will avoid something he or she doesn’t understand. Maybe if you weren’t so hushed about how you’re different, things would be easier for our breeds.” “Maybe,” was all Erin said, and then sipped at her coffee. Heidi hated submitting more than anything—no matter if it were to a male or female. Granted, she loved the domination Nicolo challenged her with. But she’d be damned if she would submit to him. And as the silence between them grew, Heidi knew she wouldn’t be able to submit to Erin’s desire to not discuss something in her own den. “Why don’t you want to talk about it?” They had to talk about something or it would be one long fucking night with the bitch. “Is it true you can read minds?” For a moment, Erin looked pissed enough to storm out of the room. “I can’t,” she said, her mouth barely moving. “So some of you can do some things while others of you can’t?” “Pretty much.” “Actually, that’s kind of cool.” Heidi had to say something to get Erin’s anger to subside. Maybe offering something personal about herself might help. “I’ve lived on
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 our mountain now for almost five years. Before that, I ran from pack to pack. Your littermates really care about you. I sensed that on the ride over here. You’re lucky to have such a loving den.” “What happened to your den?” Erin asked, proving that a bitch’s curiosity would overcome her anger. “I was whelped in the Prince George pack in Canada. But when the pack leader created laws about mating that my parents didn’t approve of, we moved. I was a teenager at the time.” Heidi hated allowing the terrible memories to surface. She’d forced the conversation though, and she swallowed the lump that quickly swelled in her throat. Even so, her stomach twisted painfully as she spoke. “Both of my parents and my younger littermate were killed by humans shortly after we entered the United States.” “Nicolo, Dimitri and I are all that survived of our den when our pack was burned in Malta.” Erin’s long black hair covered part of her face when she focused on her coffee cup. “Your pack was burned because some of you had powers?” Erin nodded. Now Heidi understood why Erin hated talking about how her pack was different. There wasn’t any greater pain than losing a den. And even though she’d love to know more about these powers, this was Erin’s den. If the bitch didn’t want to talk about it, Heidi wouldn’t press the subject further. “We better bring in more firewood.” Erin got up and put her coffee cup in the sink. Heidi hurried to follow. Erin didn’t say much as they hauled wood from a small shed behind her den into the living room until they had enough to keep the fire strong throughout the night. “These are all the extra blankets that I have.” Erin handed Heidi bedding and then knelt in front of the fire. She poked at it and the flames danced. “My mate is the littermate of the werewolf who Dimitri blamed for burning our pack. Even today, they hardly speak to each other. Dimitri knows I’m happy, but his damned pride and anger over our den being destroyed keeps him from admitting it. I’m not sure what he’d do if Nicolo also defied him with a mating Dimitri didn’t approve of.” After both of them confessed their pain over their destroyed dens, Heidi suddenly felt selfish for her interest in Nicolo. The last thing she wanted was to hurt anyone’s den. She opened her blankets, covering herself, but she doubted she’d sleep. It wasn’t like taking a late night run was an option in Malta territory. Erin settled in next to her, grabbing the remote and flipping channels, acting as restless as Heidi felt. Morning came faster than she expected. Erin had fallen asleep next to her, either because she didn’t trust Heidi, or maybe the bitch didn’t want to sleep alone. But when Heidi stirred, Erin woke up and shifted under the blankets she’d cocooned herself in.
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 “Coffee,” the bitch muttered. She padded into the kitchen, wearing just her shirt. Moments later, the rich brew’s smell tickled Heidi’s senses enough that she got up and folded blankets. Heidi entered the kitchen and Erin nodded to the pot, mumbling something about Heidi making herself at home in her den before heading into her bedroom. Apparently Heidi passed some test of trust with Erin. A good feeling washed over her as she helped herself to steaming hot coffee. “I don’t know about you, but I’m going to go nuts sitting here wondering where my mate is.” Erin came out of the bedroom wearing fresh clothes. “You may wash up in our bathroom if you like, but then I say we head out and find out where everyone is.” With cold water splashed on her face and a couple cups of coffee inside her, Heidi couldn’t wait to get out and bound through the snow. The only problem was that she’d be running through Malta territory. No matter that Erin was with her, fear trickled through her when the two of them undressed in front of the fire. Heidi twisted her clothes into a collar and wrapped them around her neck, then followed Erin to the door, noting how beautiful the bitch looked. Her dark skin and coal-black hair gave her an exotic appearance. Heidi imagined Nicolo naked and almost tripped over her feet. The sudden rush of lust and aching desire that hit her brought the change on with even more fury. Her bones popped and grew while blood pumped in her veins at a speed too fast for her human body to handle. The sweet pain of the change hit her like a fast-acting drug. Erin had opened the door with the change already consuming her as well. She barely managed to close the door securely before falling to the ground, her long black coat draping to her feet while she stood before Heidi. Heidi’s senses heightened, her vision growing more acute while the smells of the outdoors filled her nostrils. Everything smelled fresh and clean, but the rich scent of the dangerous-looking black creature in front of her grabbed her attention. She dropped to all fours, loving the prickle over her skin while thick fur quickly protected her from the cold. Heidi turned, sniffing Erin, her long, thick tail wagging slowly. Snow reached Heidi’s shoulders, although she no longer felt the cold. Instead, energy pulsed inside her while she stared into Erin’s almond-shaped silver eyes. In their fur, Erin stood a lot taller than Heidi. For a moment, fear attacked her too quickly to hide it. This close to each other and this deep into Malta territory, Heidi would be a dead bitch if Erin attacked her. Erin growled, shaking her head, and then turned and leapt into the snow. Relief hit Heidi so hard that for a moment she just watched the beautiful black creature and how her fur contrasted so perfectly against the freshly fallen snow.
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 Erin burrowed through the snowdrifts, barking with excitement like a cub dying to play in the first snowfall of the year. She also created a path, which made it easier for Heidi to leap after her. They ran like this for a while before finding a shoveled road. That’s when Heidi smelled other werewolves. Her back prickled while the hair between her shoulder blades rose to attention. Slowing, she studied their surroundings, getting her bearings. Instinct had her searching for the direction of lunewulf territory, which was where she would run at the first smell of danger. And she smelled it coming on to them fast. And from more than one direction. Erin turned, circling around her quickly as if trying to reassure her that she’d protect her. Heidi didn’t need her protection. She needed to run. With every beat of her heart, instinct told her to get the hell out of there, and now. She spotted two Malta werewolves coming toward them at the same time that she smelled more werewolves behind them. Immediately the two werewolves lunged toward Heidi, teeth bared and claws extended to attack. Erin jumped between them, snarling so dangerously that Heidi leapt out of the way. And hit solid muscle when she smacked into another werewolf behind her. She turned, fighting the panic that continued to mount inside her. For a moment, she couldn’t remember what direction she needed to run, or how to fight, or growl, or even breathe. Heidi stared up at the most ferocious-looking creature she’d ever laid eyes on. She froze, knowing she would die—more sure of it than she’d ever been of anything in her life. The large werewolf almost stood over her, crushing her to the ground, when he let a howl rip from his body. She felt it vibrate through her. When her heart almost exploded inside her chest, she remembered to breathe, and at the same time let out a squeal that had to sound more than pathetic. But then it hit her. The Malta werewolf crushing her as he stood over her didn’t growl at her. He roared at the other Malta werewolves surrounding them. And they didn’t appear to like what he had to say—not one fucking bit. Erin joined the large werewolf, creating a black wall of fur while the two of them growled at their pack members. Heidi recognized Nicolo’s all-male scent, although now it bordered on something so much more dangerous. Something crashed to the ground, and Heidi realized a tree branch had fallen, sending snow showering through the air and making everything around Heidi sparkle for a moment. She jumped out of the way, but not far enough that Nicolo didn’t immediately reach her side. He didn’t look at her, didn’t check to see if she was all right, but instead rose to his hind feet, screaming, while his long white teeth glowed against his black fur. Another werewolf leapt at him, falling backward when Nicolo sliced the air with his massive paw. He would fight his own kind for her. That reality weighed her down more than his large body pressing against her when he fell to all fours. More than anything, she
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 wanted to know him better, to understand a werewolf with so much power and honor that he’d fight for what he believed was right no matter what his pack thought. She’d sought him out because he’d stirred lust inside her like no lunewulf ever had. Fucking him, knowing more about him, really appealed to her. But she was no fool. If he fought for her in front of his pack, it would be a forced mating. Even if neither of their packs approved, tradition ran deep among werewolves, and she’d already gotten a hint of how strong it was in Nicolo. In his fur, instinct would prevail. He might not see the repercussions of his actions right now, but Heidi sure as hell did. She didn’t believe either one of them wanted to start a war between their packs because of their physical attraction. It was time to get the hell out of here. The metallic smell of blood attacked her, and she yelped, knowing none of them heard her. Snow flew everywhere. Hostile emotions clogged the air. If he were one of her breed, fighting for her, she’d be honored. But fighting his own pack, possibly ostracizing himself because of her, couldn’t happen. Not because of lust. Not because of their craving to see what might exist between them. Better to leave them both wondering than one of them dead—or worse, without a pack. She quickly looked around her, got her bearings and then bolted into the snow, running with everything she had in the direction of her pack.
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 Chapter Five God damn it! Nicolo turned and watched Heidi disappear into the snow. Roaring at the morons who’d fight with their own shadows given the chance, he tore after Heidi. Erin could handle herself against those two. Hell. A pup could take down those two assholes. Something crashed behind him, but he didn’t bother looking over his shoulder. From the squeals that followed, he could picture another branch falling to the ground, this one hitting its target—or as the case may be, targets. It was one of Erin’s favorite ways of using her gift, and an act he prayed she didn’t have to do quite as much these days now that she was mated. Erin had always loved making large branches crash down on any male who bugged her a bit too much. He left his littermate to her fun. Tearing through the snow, Heidi leapt quite a distance ahead of him. But she wouldn’t get out of his sight. One thing mattered—Heidi wouldn’t get away! Her scent was clear, but her speed was incredible. The snow hindered his progress. He just wasn’t accustomed to the stuff, at least not this much of it. But he had to keep moving. No way would he fucking lose her. The little bitch ran into a world of trouble, leaping across Malta territory like she did. Any werewolf on this side of the mountain would pick up her scent. He smelled her panic, her terror and her determination. But the little bitch had a hell of a long run back to her pack, with too much snow to make it a safe journey. Heidi disappeared over the side of the mountain, but then he found her leaping down the side of a cliff, jumping over snow-covered rocks. He flew over them, following her, sliding over several of them and feeling the freezing moisture cling to his coat. Nothing would stop him from catching her though. Not the cold, the snow, the dangerous, slippery rocks. Nothing! Heidi wouldn’t be safe until he had her back by his side. A roaring sound shook the ground underneath him, and he forced himself to slow down. Just in time too. He lowered his head, his ears perking to the noise rumbling beneath him. Water, moving below the ice. He’d reached part of the waterfall, covered by snow and ice, but nonetheless roaring still. And a dangerous, terrible death to any werewolf who crashed through the packed snow and got trapped underneath. His heart pounded. Heidi’s scent lingered around him, but he didn’t see her. Damn her white coat for fading into the snow that covered everything. He wouldn’t lose her. No one would protect her but him. Even if she did make it to her pack, she faced certain reprimand and discipline for taking off. He’d heard her pack leader through the phone, 45
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 and he wouldn’t have some lunewulf taking his hatred toward Malta werewolves out on Heidi. Running along the buried water, he reached a tree, its branches hanging low from snow. Nicolo leapt into its branches, ignoring how they scraped his hide. No amount of pain mattered at the moment. All that he cared about raced down the mountain on the other side of the water. Nicolo gained speed, racing the length of one of the heavier branches until his weight brought him dangerously close to the water rushing under the snow. He leapt, using all of his strength while he roared in determination. He slid on the snow, reaching the other side of the rushing water and continuing to slide before gaining his footing. Giving himself a vigorous shake, he sent snow flying from his fur. At the same time, he sniffed the air, searching for her scent. He didn’t find it. He kept his nose close to the ground, moving farther down the side of the mountain until he spotted smaller paw prints—the prints of a werewolf smaller than his breed. Lunewulf prints. Then the snow parted, large cracks stretching over hard-packed snow that sparkled all around him. It made no sense why it broke here, split open and adding to the danger around him. He moved slowly, keeping an eye on his surroundings while continuing to sniff the ground. Suddenly his footing gave out underneath him. He crashed into snow up to his shoulders and struggled backward as quickly as he could to keep from falling deeper into snow that had recently collapsed from someone else’s weight. And that’s when he saw her. He’d almost missed her. The snow deceived him and it had deceived Heidi too. Nicolo stood on the edge of a cliff that fell a good fifteen feet down. So much snow covered the edge that someone wouldn’t notice the drop if they ran too fast to be paying attention. Heidi had fallen over the side of the cliff and lay on the ground below, not moving. Snow threatened to cave in around her. Nicolo’s heart pounded so hard in his chest that it drowned out all sounds around him. This little bitch risked everything to seek him out. Her energy, openness and desire to be with him called out a part of him that had never surfaced before. His muscles shook from the rush of emotions that hit him as he stared down at her unmoving body. Beneath her, the snow started fading from white to pink and then red. No! You won’t die, little bitch. He howled with so much ferocity that his body shook, causing more snow to give way underneath him. Nicolo jumped off the cliff, landing next to her. Snow flew around him, blinding him while her scent and the rich smell of blood filled his system. Heidi! He licked her fur, feeling life pump in the warmth of her body underneath her cold, wet coat. She lived. Her heart throbbed steadily against his chin when he rested his head over her. For the moment, he grabbed on to that knowledge to wash away the panic that threatened him briefly. He ran his tongue over her face, cleaning
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 every inch of her, and then her head, down the back of her neck and to her shoulders. He didn’t find where she was hurt. She had to be lying on wherever she was cut. Slowly her eyes fluttered, and then she yelped, fighting instantly to stand. Relief hit him so hard he almost fell over. She growled, wrinkling her furry white lip and baring long white teeth. Be still, my little white bitch. You aren’t going anywhere but back with me. He fought a grin when she tried so hard to stand on her injured leg. Instead she stumbled and then held her leg gingerly while trying hard not to let him hear her whimper. Her pain had to be intense at the moment. Blood stained one of her shoulders and streaked her leg. He’d get her back to his den and clean her up. A good night’s sleep and she’d just have a little limp tomorrow. Werewolves had very high metabolisms—one thing he knew that didn’t vary from breed to breed. She’d be fine in a day or so. Heidi didn’t fight him as much as he thought she would when he grabbed her by the scruff of the neck. Her struggle was short-lived, which showed him how much pain she endured at the moment. He lifted her off the ground, standing still until she relaxed and curled up like a cub when he held fast to the soft part of the back of her neck. Carrying her like a bitch would her pup, he slowly worked his way back up the snowy cliff, taking the long way to avoid the frozen river that flowed down the mountain. Twice he stopped and wrapped his much larger body around Heidi while she licked her wound and then panted. She was alert, keeping an eye on her surroundings, although he smelled no fear on her. You’re safe with me, he growled, fighting to keep his cock from getting hard while her warm body nuzzled against his. Her white fur was so soft, shorter than his but thick and straight, with no discoloration. The soft tilt of her almond-shaped eyes gave her an exotic look. She had a narrow mouth and a moist black nose that barely twitched when she sniffed the air between them. Her slender neck faded into muscular shoulders and a perfectly shaped body. Honestly, Nicolo had only seen lunewulf in their fur from a distance. If she were any indication of what a normal lunewulf looked like, then she came from a very handsome breed. Somehow he doubted every one of her kind was as hot and sexy. But it was more than that. As she turned, shifting against him and licking her wound, she had an elegance and poise to her that he’d never seen before on any bitch. It was almost as if he stood in the presence of royalty, of a goddess whose movement and actions rated his full attention. When she finished cleaning her leg, she relaxed against him. His heart pounded painfully in his chest when she slowly looked up, staring into his eyes with deep pools of silver. The amount of trust and faith he saw in her gaze stole his breath. He lowered his head, rubbing his nose against hers. In spite of the smell of her pain, he detected her desire. It hadn’t subsided even though she was hurt.
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 In their fur, she was half his size. As she rubbed against him, cuddling closer and creating enough heat between them he swore the snow would melt, her lean, muscular body, so perfect and petite, called forth every protector’s instinct inside him. He’d fight and kill for her. And although Nicolo would kill for any bitch who needed his protection, something about Heidi hit him harder than any other bitch ever had. Her spirit, her drive and determination to seek out and do what she wanted appealed to him even though her actions had brought her close to getting her adorable ass in deep shit. She needed a leash put on her. Or maybe, she needed him. That thought got him so fucking hard, he adjusted himself quickly. But not fast enough. Heidi stumbled, sensing the change in his scent. She growled and then moaned when she put too much weight on her bad leg. Don’t ever doubt me when I tell you that you’re safe with me. He wouldn’t have her fearing him, and he lowered his head as he growled, demanding she learn and accept that fact immediately. The stubborn little bitch attempted to leave the safety of his body. She limped away from him, getting a few yards before he overtook her. Latching down on the back of her neck, he held her with his mouth until she collapsed under his weight and he easily picked her up again. Forcing his cock to go limp proved impossible, especially when her hot little body bumped against his repeatedly when he moved back up the mountain. But taking her in their fur would mate them. Call him old school, but certain traditions would always be honored. No matter who the werewolf or what breed or pack they came from, pack laws and traditions held true and strong—or they should. Heidi would learn and understand that Nicolo held honor higher than anything. And if she didn’t now, he’d make sure the little bitch ran with the same honor and appreciation of what made all werewolves the strongest species on earth. Nicolo would get to know this little bitch better, a lot better, and if and when the day came when they wished to mate, it would be something both of them wanted with all their hearts. That is how it would be. It took them a lot longer, but Nicolo took a backward route toward Malta dens, so that it was late afternoon by the time they reached his place. The clothes twisted around her neck would need to be washed before she could wear them again. And even then, he wouldn’t know until he untwisted them if the bloodstains would come out or not. Either way, she’d bled enough that she didn’t have the strength to change into her human form when they entered his den. He left her sleeping, curled in a ball by his fireplace, while he returned to his human form and dressed quickly. Then, getting a fire roaring, he arranged several blankets around her before settling onto the couch. No way would he leave her unattended for even a minute. At the moment, he really didn’t care where Dimitri was, but his little bitch wouldn’t wake up and face the wrath of Dimitri without Nicolo there to intervene.
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 Heidi stretched and immediately a dull throb attacked her arm. She burrowed herself farther under the covers, seeking the warmth while she took her time waking up. The hardness underneath her brought her to her senses. And her arm didn’t want to straighten. Her head pounded while she fought with memories that hit her like flashes of light. Staying with the Malta bitch, Erin…leaving her den, running through incredibly deep snow…being attacked…running from all of them. Nicolo. He’d dragged her out of the snow and carried her like a pup. “Oh shit,” she groaned, sitting up quickly. And he sat facing her, stretched out on the couch with one leg reaching the other end while the other relaxed on the floor. He wore loose-fitting gray sweatpants and no shirt. Black curly hair barely sprinkled over otherwise smooth, hard muscle. The blanket that covered her slid down her body. She grabbed it, realizing she was naked. Nicolo’s hooded gaze dropped to her breasts. “Ready for something to eat and a hot shower?” “Why am I naked?” “When I brought you in here, you were still in your fur.” His expression didn’t change other than his mouth curving slightly. “If you like, next time I can dress you.” Heat sparked her insides like electrical currents. “Next time?” Thoughts of Nicolo’s hands touching her while dressing—or undressing—made it damned hard to focus on what was going on at the moment. “You’re right. There will be no next time.” With an effortless, quick movement, he leaned forward on the couch, coming from a reclined position to elbows on knees in the fraction of a second. “Promise me now.” “Promise you what?” She swallowed, knowing she dealt with a deadly predator and sat naked on the floor in his den. But damn it, no one ever bullied her. “If I’m fighting to protect you, don’t run from me.” She stared into his dark eyes. Everything about him was dark. And damned fucking appealing. She needed to say something so that he’d understand. But as he stared at her, muscles in his arms twitched. He shifted one leg, straightening it. So much werewolf sprawled out in front of her. His scent—a mixture of determination and lust— wrapped around her and made it damned hard to think. Finally she looked down, noticing for the first time that her arm was bandaged. “I wasn’t running from you,” she said quietly. “I ran because of you.” “I don’t want you running from me for any reason.” His baritone gave her chills. He stood and held out his hand to help her up. “Come here. Let’s get you showered. You’ve slept for quite a few hours and I would bet that cut is fairly well healed. Fortunately, you didn’t break any bones.” Her arm was stiff, but there wasn’t any pain. And it had been wrapped fairly tight, making it even harder to straighten, but it was necessary to close any torn skin together 49
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 and allow it to heal properly with minimal scarring. She would have wrapped it the same way if she’d been awake to do it. If she took his hand, she wouldn’t be able to hold up the blanket. So she ignored his gesture and held the blanket to her breasts with her good hand so that she wouldn’t be naked in front of him. Although with just the blanket loosely wrapped around her, every inch of her tingled as if she were completely exposed. “I’ll unwrap that for you. You go wash the blood off of you and I’ll find food.” His calm planning gave her an odd sense of comfort. “I remember tearing my arm when I went over that cliff.” And feeling the earth go out underneath her. She’d been positive she would fall to her death. “Thank you for rescuing me.” He didn’t answer but focused on her arm when he took it in both of his hands. His fingers were long, and his skin was dark brown against her pale white flesh. Coarse black hair started after his wrists and covered his forearm. But his biceps were bare, the brown skin smooth and free of scars. Either Nicolo hadn’t been in a lot of fights or his challengers seldom had a chance to get their claws out. His size and thick, dark body spoke of deadly power and invincible strength. Odd that she’d never smelled superiority from a male lunewulf. They were all her equals. Steve tried to play as if he was the boss, and in the end it simply annoyed the hell out of her. Maybe it was the challenge of a werewolf who might actually be greater than she was that turned her on. “Does that hurt?” She’d barely noticed that he’d completely unwrapped her arm, she’d been so busy drooling and analyzing him. The only possible pain she could acknowledge at the moment grew from raw need that spread inside her. And that wasn’t pain but more like pressure that built and tingled inside her. “I usually heal pretty quickly.” She turned her arm, studying the line going down from her shoulder almost to her elbow where she’d sliced herself open. The wound had closed up and simply left the area a bit tender. “The scar should fade quickly.” When he growled, she looked up, surprised that something she said might have upset him. “I don’t like thinking you put yourself in situations where you are hurt often.” He’d had his hands on her arm but turned her to face him, slowly moving his fingers over her shoulders. “Little bitch, are you too wild?” “It’s a dangerous world out there. I’ve never once gone looking for trouble,” she told him, refusing to think that seeking him out would qualify. “But I’m not afraid to attack if trouble finds me.” His hands were rough, calloused and creating sparks when he moved them from her shoulders to the sides of her face. He had the power to crush her skull, yet his fingers almost trembled when he tilted her face so that he stared down at her.
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 “And will you attack me?” he whispered, his tone suddenly a hell of a lot huskier than it had been a minute ago. Before she could tell him only if he wanted it rough, he crushed his mouth over hers, immediately demanding she open for him. His tongue prowled over her lips, then parted them, moving inside her with the confidence of an aggressor who never hesitated. She stretched against him, going up on her tiptoes to deepen the kiss, and wrapped her arms around his neck. Ignoring the slight throb in her arm proved damned easy to do. The blanket wrapped around her slipped to her waist, and her breasts smashed against his chest. His coarse hair tickled her nipples, teasing them into hard pebbles. He growled his approval and pressed his hands down her back, stopping when he reached her ass. Then, cupping her soft flesh, he spread her open while lifting her at the same time. Vulnerable and exposed had never felt so good. Her fingers brushed against the straight black hair covering the back of his neck. She combed it with her fingers while her insides boiled with energy strong enough to call forth the change. Nicolo would be a damned hard werewolf to control—if she were able to take the relationship to that level. That thought brought her pause and she turned her head, breaking the kiss. “Damn wolf man,” she muttered, hating her thoughts for tainting the mood. Silver laced his dark eyes when he stared down at her. His hair was tousled and his lips full and moist. He studied her for a moment as if entering her mind and knowing exactly what her thoughts were came as second nature to him. That stilled her even further. What if Nicolo was one of those Malta werewolves with special powers? His hands were still on her ass, and with a quick movement, he pulled her blanket away from her. She chewed her lip, a mixture of nerves and excitement attacking her when she stood naked in front of him while he still had sweatpants on. “Follow me.” He held on to the blanket, dragging it while he turned from her and headed out of the living room. When he turned, she saw his cock thrust forward, as if leading the way. It pushed against his sweatpants, looking thick and powerful, creating a tent in his pants. He moved with ease, like he was unaware of his arousal, which she seriously doubted was the case. He moved silently and with an almost lazy stroll considering his size. She noted he was as comfortable with his sexuality as he was with her nudity. Heidi, on the other hand, crossed her arms over her bare breasts and walked barefoot behind him, focusing on his hard ass. That and the back of his thighs, which she bet were hard as steel just like the rest of him. She licked her lips to keep from drooling when he pushed open a door next to a room that she guessed was his bedroom. Another room was on the other side of the hallway. There was a faint scent that led her to believe the room belonged to another werewolf. Was it Dimitri? His littermate and pack leader? If so, she prayed he didn’t return to his den anytime soon. 51
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 “There’s no heat in here, but the water gets plenty hot.” The cold floor under her feet confirmed his statement and she quickly stepped onto the small bathmat outside the tub while he bent over and turned the water on for her. When he straightened and turned to face her, there was hardly enough space in the bathroom for the two of them. Nicolo took her hand, pulling her arm from her chest, and turned it as he brought her palm to his mouth. He nibbled the sensitive flesh there, sending chills rushing over her with enough vengeance that she noticeably shivered. He took his time letting his gaze travel down her naked body while gently rubbing his tongue over the spot he’d just scraped with his teeth. “Once you’re clean, I’ll feed you,” he told her, his breath torturing her hand. “Sounds good to me.” And she had a feeling he knew what she was hungry for. He let go of her hand and she had to remember to lower it. Nicolo moved closer to her, pushing her against the wall, and tweaked her nipple while his lips brushed over her forehead. His subtle torture session about made her knees go out underneath her. “I love the way lust smells on you,” he told her, and then walked out of the bathroom, leaving her leaning against the wall for fear she’d fall over if she tried moving. “Damn it,” she cursed, staring at the closed door. Earlier today she’d run, convincing herself that her lust for the werewolf wasn’t strong enough to risk their packs’ reactions. Now she wondered if they could possibly pull off getting to know each other without causing a war. The shower felt better than she thought it would, but when she got out, all she had to cover herself with was the one towel hanging on the rack. She dried off, then wrapped it around her and pushed the door open. Immediately the smell of coffee and fried meat attacked her senses. She sniffed out the aromas and found Nicolo in the kitchen, sitting at a small table with two plates laid out. The appeal of the steak and coffee dimmed next to his naked, sexy torso. The werewolf looked like he ruled the world when he casually raised his gaze to meet hers. “Come here,” he growled, barely moving his mouth. His words were like a magnet. Heidi walked around the table, clutching her towel, until she couldn’t get any closer because of his long legs. Nicolo reached for her, his touch gentle but demanding. Long fingers wrapped around her uninjured arm and he pulled her to him. Heidi straddled his legs, sitting on his lap facing him. He protectively kept her there with one hand stretched over her ass. With the other, he easily sliced into steak that bled red when he ran the knife through it. Then, stabbing the section of meat he’d cut, he lifted it to her mouth, the end of the blade barely poking through the meat. The smell greeted her and her stomach growled eagerly. Although it was an audible sound, Nicolo’s expression didn’t change. He focused on her mouth, holding the knife
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 still when she put her teeth around the chunk of meet and slid it off the knife and into her mouth. “Eat my kill,” he whispered, meeting her gaze for only a moment before looking down to slice more meat. Damn. It tasted better than anything she’d eaten in ages. Her stomach twisted around the small morsel, nerves attacking her when he raised the next piece to her mouth. A werewolf offering his kill to an unmated bitch was one of the oldest courting rituals in the books. If there were books. Heidi’s hand sweated while she gripped her towel, the mixtures of smells rising between the two of them intertwining, adding to the confusion and excitement swimming in her mind. No lunewulf had ever honored her by acting out their age-old traditions when it came to mating. The simple act showed his interest and made his intentions clear from this point further. Heidi’s accepting the meat, eating his kill, let him know she wished to be courted, to be pursued and mated. That is, if the two of them took the tradition seriously. Nicolo sure as hell didn’t look like he was joking. “I’ve never tasted better meat,” she said after swallowing and watching him slice another piece and then stab it with the knife to bring it to her mouth. “You should try it.” He slowly shook his head. “I killed this the other night while burning off energy after meeting you.” He held the steak to her lips and watched while she pulled it off with her teeth. “My kill is for you, Heidi. Honor me and accept what I offer you.” “I will kill for you too.” She remembered the words from one of the stories told to her when she was a cub—the ancient tale of mating. Licking the meat juice from her lips, she shook her head, the moment getting too serious for her. “What are we doing, Nicolo?” He cut more meat and their gazes locked when she accepted the bite. “You defied your pack leader to see me. I’ve brought you to my den without either of our pack leaders’ consent. There is no denying our physical desire for each other. What we’re doing now is admitting to it and agreeing to see what else might be between us.” His answer was so simple that she had no immediate response. He fed her the entire steak, never once pausing from his task of slicing bite-sized pieces and offering them to her. Nicolo believed in tradition, in honor and the strength those beliefs brought to their kind. Why the hell did he have to be a breed her kind despised? He was a werewolf with honor, who would fight, kill and love with a passion most werewolves would never know. Nicolo was a rare breed, and one she wanted to know a hell of a lot better. When he held her coffee and offered it to her, he didn’t press the cup to her lips. His expression remained solemn while he held it for her, waiting for her to take it. She balanced herself on his lap, one hand on the table and the other holding her towel in place. Either she let go of the table and hold his arm for balance or she let go of the towel.
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 “Thank you,” she whispered, taking the coffee cup as she decided to do both. Letting go of the table, she touched his arm. At the same time, she released the towel, feeling it slide down the top of her breasts while she took the cup. Watching him while she sipped, the smell of coffee and perfectly cooked meat faded when his lust filled the air between them. His gaze dropped quickly, silver streaks flashing in his dark eyes. “I need to be inside you,” he growled. Heidi almost choked on her coffee. “When?” she asked, clearing her voice and then gulping more of the coffee before putting the cup on the table. The hot brew sloshed when she set it down. She trembled with excitement and nervousness. “Are you full?” Nicolo took the towel and pulled it from her. Once again, she was naked before him. Her nipples hardened quickly and her breasts swelled. Touching him now, resting her fingers over his arm, proved answer enough for him. He gripped her waist, lifting her until he could latch on to her nipple. He sucked her in while a rumble tore through him. “I’m not hungry for food anymore,” she managed to utter, arching into him while letting her head fall back. “Oh Nicolo, that feels so good.” She braced her hands on his shoulders, holding on with everything she had. He moved his mouth from one breast to the other, humming his appreciation while his tongue swirled around her nipple and his teeth tortured her puckered flesh. “Pull my cock out,” he said with his mouth full of breast. Heidi moved her hands from his shoulder, obeying before she’d even given his request any thought. Fucking Nicolo, a werewolf who’d already displayed signs of being strongly traditional, would be more than just casual sex. He’d made that clear, and she wanted it to be more. So much more. But how much time did they have? When would they have moments to learn each other’s thoughts? It wasn’t like they could go to dinner or run over the mountain together. If they were seen publicly together, their packs would attack and she would be shackled, or worse yet, shunned. She hated shoving the morbid thoughts out of her mind. Heidi was a realist. Life wasn’t easy and she’d learned at a young age that fairy tales of gallant werewolves who would protect and honor her were just that. But damn it, Nicolo was everything she’d ever fantasized about. He was absolutely perfect. Her fingers ran over the length of his shaft, and all concern over their actions or any meaning behind what they did faded completely. Good fucking grief! Nicolo was hung! She knew lunewulfs were a smaller breed than other werewolves, but holy fucking shit had she been deprived! “Take it out,” he growled. 54
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 She trembled, energy rushing inside her so quickly she shook as she pulled on his sweatpants until his cock bounced between them. She looked down and at the same time Nicolo raised his head, leaving her nipples damp and tender. He met her gaze with almost silver eyes that glowed against his dark skin. His black hair was tousled and his teeth had grown slightly, giving her a hint as to how aroused he’d become. Nicolo fought the change, the need for her consuming him. His lust made her drunk. “I’ve never seen a werewolf so…” Her words faded as heat burned her cheeks. He almost smiled. His hands moved so that he gripped either side of her head and then he ravished her mouth, impaling her with his tongue while he kissed her with an energy and craving that left her lightheaded and overwhelmed with need. Nicolo must know his cock was huge. Any werewolf would gloat hearing praises howled by a bitch over how well-endowed he was. He didn’t encourage her words, though—just actions. As he dug his long fingers into her hair, twisting and pulling it while nibbling her lip and then diving in to taste her mouth, she gripped his cock. Heidi stroked soft, velvety skin that covered hard steel. When she moved her fingers up and down his cock, he trembled, his breath catching. For a moment, his tongue quit moving in her mouth. With the slightest movement of her fingers, she controlled this huge werewolf, this deadly predator who radiated more strength and domination than she’d ever known in any other werewolf. It gave her some of his power. She felt it tingle in her fingers and swarm inside her until she swelled with it. It grew until she swore she’d explode. “Nicolo,” she cried, tearing her mouth from his and pushing his cock underneath her until it pressed against the entrance of her pussy.
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 Chapter Six The heat from her pussy shot through Nicolo with so much ferocity that he almost yanked her hair too hard. Fighting to focus, he stared into her flushed expression. Her light blonde hair was damp and tousled. She licked her lips, meeting his gaze and the silver that laced her pretty blue eyes glowed against her creamy white skin. Her scent wrapped around both of them, a rich, almost sweet smell. “You’re fucking beautiful,” he told her, inhaling deeply while aching to say more. He couldn’t think with his cock draining all blood from his brain. “Slide down on me.” He fought not to move, allowing her to control the penetration. Every muscle inside him cramped with his efforts to remain still. But more than he needed to breathe, he had to know that Heidi took him because she wanted him. He would never manipulate or seduce an unwilling bitch. And although Heidi had shown no signs of being unwilling, their fucking would have irreversible consequences. She had to enter into this of her own free will. Heidi took her hands off his cock and positioned it at the entrance of her pussy. She bit her lower lip, watching him as she lowered slowly. “I’ve imagined what this would be like,” she said on a breath, her lashes fluttering while she moved slowly down onto his cock. He’d imagined it too. But words escaped him as she moved so slowly the torture had every muscle inside him about to explode. His hands trembled when he ran his fingers over her hair, down her slender neck and then over her flushed cheeks. Her muscles twitched under his touch, driving him even crazier. She sucked in a breath, her head falling to the side while she slid more of him inside her. “Tell me this is what you want. There will be no turning back, Heidi.” His hands were on her hips before he realized he’d moved them. And still, she continued her slow journey, her leg muscles quivering against his while she took more and more of him inside her. Her muscles clamped around his cock, soaking him and burning him alive with her heat. “Yes.” Strands of hair covered one eye when she opened them. The silver that streaked through her blue eyes added to the sultry look she gave him. She sucked in a breath, making her small breasts look perkier. Her round, brown nipples were hard, pointy and absolutely perfect. She blew out her breath and he inhaled it. Her heat, her rich, sweet smell and the perfect view she gave him added to the sensations that rushed inside him. “You’re making me crazy,” he growled, tightening his grip on her hips. “I’m sorry. It just feels so damned good.”
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 “It could feel even better.” He raised his hips slightly, unable to stop himself, and reached even deeper into her hot pussy. “Ride me, little bitch. Stroke me with that hot pussy of yours.” She growled her answer, leaning forward and resting her forehead against his while she began moving up and down over him. His hands slipped over the moist curves of her hips. She moved steadily, her leg muscles constricting and lengthening while she lifted herself until his cock almost slid out of her and then sank back down on him, taking almost all of him inside her. “You’re so fucking tight,” he grunted, amazed that he could feel every little pussy muscle inside her quiver and clamp down on his cock while she stroked him. She was like soft velvet, moist and on fire. The soft groans she made tickled his ears. She sounded like a bitch in heaven, taking her pleasure and enjoying every moment of it. “I’d tell you that you were bigger than any werewolf I’ve been with, but I wouldn’t want to inflate your ego that much.” She said the words in between quick sighs, giving them even more meaning. Her breed was a lot smaller, and possibly her males had smaller cocks too. Damned shame if being with him would ruin her pleasure with any lunewulf in the future. Just thinking about the possibility of that happening rubbed him wrong. He didn’t fuck a bitch simply because he was horny. Every time in the past when he’d taken a female, he’d had feelings for her. And every time, he’d been hurt. Now he sat in his den, fucking Heidi. She was sexier, hotter and more appealing than any female he’d known before. She’d moved him to the point where he’d offered her his kill in ceremonial fashion. He wanted to announce their courting, their intentions to mate if they fell in love. Once in their history, fucking her as he did now would mate them. That tradition had faded with the times. He wouldn’t want a mate without knowing beforehand that they enjoyed each other in bed. But otherwise, he honored their ways. As he watched Heidi ride him, arch her back and let her head fall while she moved over his cock, he ached to know her thoughts, to know everything about her. But having a future with her might prove close to impossible. He didn’t like that thought either. Focusing on how she quivered over him, how her body tightened and her cries grew louder, he shoved out all unpleasant thoughts and inhaled the scent of her orgasm. “Damn. Nicolo!” She dug her fingernails into his shoulders, scraping his flesh with her nails. The quick pain heightened his senses. He throbbed inside her and she almost suffocated him with heat as she came. Heidi collapsed over him, breathing heavily. She sank down and her moisture allowed him to push deeper inside her than he’d been so far.
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 “You’ve got all of me,” he whispered into her hair, holding her for a moment while she slowly recovered. “It’s a perfect fit,” she muttered, sated and not moving while her scent mixed with his, creating an aroma that he could inhale for hours and not grow tired of. “I’m going to make you come again.” He hated pulling out of her, but he wanted control. He wanted to hear her scream while he impaled her perfectly tight pussy. “Stand, little bitch.” She raised her head, and every inch of her quivered when she worked to lift herself off him. Ignoring how cold his cock felt when he slipped out of her, he grabbed her, helping her stand. It amazed him how she appeared so strong and willful one moment, and then so fragile the next. And even when she leaned on him, allowing him to lift her, he saw her eagerness return. He stood, pulling her to him. Before he could though, she grabbed his sweats and pulled them down his thighs. “I want you naked too.” She gave him an impish smile. “I want to see all of you.” “Then undress me.” His breath caught in his throat when she knelt before him, her face so close to his throbbing cock as she pulled his sweats to the floor. He stepped out of them and almost grabbed her head, aching to keep her in that position and fuck her adorable little mouth. Heidi had just ridden him hard though, stretching her shorter legs over his thighs. He could tell how wobbly she still was when she straightened and fought to appear strong before him. “Look at you,” she said, taking a step backward and admiring his body. “So dark and perfect.” Immediately she blushed and lowered her head so he wouldn’t see how her honesty affected her. “I’m glad you like what you see.” He took her hand and pulled her back to him, then crushed her to him and devoured her mouth. As small as she was, she fit perfectly against him. Her moist pussy and hard nipples drove him mad, but he never wanted to let her go. Again, the realist inside him popped up and reminded him that he didn’t have her. They were the wrong breeds. And no matter how perfect she might find him, or vice versa, their worlds would never allow the two of them happiness. He fought the anger that nipped at him, refusing to allow its spicy smell to ruin the intoxicating lust that hung so heavily around them. Nicolo wasn’t a werewolf to dwell on the moment though. There was always the larger picture that impacted his every move. It warred with him now as he tasted Heidi, enjoyed her mouth while her tongue danced with his. Bending her over the table sounded damned good, but she stood so much shorter than him he wasn’t sure it would be a good position. He broke the kiss, loving how she panted when he let her up for air. Her soft, quick breaths had his blood boiling when he lifted her into his arms.
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 “What are you doing?” she asked, trying to turn in his arms. He placed her ass on the edge of the counter. She was right where he wanted her. “Spread your legs,” he instructed, grabbing his cock and positioning it against her soaked pussy. She wrapped her legs around him and he slid right in. Instantly she arched her back, grabbing the counter on either side of her. A plate rattled next to them, but Heidi didn’t seem to notice and Nicolo couldn’t have cared less. He buried his cock deep inside her, moving hard and fast. She’d prepared herself for him by coming so hard while riding him. Her pussy was soaked. Every muscle inside him bulged while his cock swelled. Already the building pressure made his balls tingle and tighten. Heidi cried out, gripping him with legs that were a lot stronger than they looked. “Shit. Nicolo. That is…so fucking good.” She bit her lip and made a hissing sound that about did him in. Just the intense expression on her face and the heightened smell of her need were more than he could take. Closing his eyes, he focused on the feel of her, how she trembled around his cock. He held on to her ass, keeping her in place while his world began spinning slowly around him. “Now,” he warned her, the one word all he could get out before he exploded. He swore his cock blew up inside her. Come flowed from him, hot and creamy as it filled her and soaked his shaft. He expanded, buried deep inside her—another ritual that by werewolf tradition would mate them. And if they had been of the same breed, he would have demanded it. Heidi wouldn’t know, though, that he’d never locked inside another bitch before. And while he held her, listening to her heavy breathing and inhaling her scent, he tried his damndest to understand why he’d allowed it to happen this time. “You swelled inside me,” she said unnecessarily. “Hold on.” He lifted her, although he couldn’t pull her into his arms. Her body was too short and with him latched inside her, it was more like holding her to his chest while he stepped backward to the chair. His legs burned when he sat down, adjusting her on his lap. “Are you comfortable?” “Fine,” she said, almost too quickly. Her scent changed as she nibbled her lip and hesitated in leaning against him. Nicolo wrapped his arms around her, encouraging her to relax. Oddly enough, he smelled suspicion on her. Since that scent made no sense, the best thing to do would be to exchange thoughts. Neither of them were going anywhere for a few minutes anyway. “Has a werewolf ever swelled inside you before?” he asked. She lifted her head while her hand moved over his chest. Just the slight touch made his cock twitch. He could take her again soon. At the moment though, he needed to understand what he smelled on her.
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 “Steve tried to once, but I stopped him.” She chewed her lower lip. “I didn’t think you would do this.” “Why did you two split up?” He realized her suspicion stemmed from his locking inside her. Trapping her into a mating was the last thing he wanted to do though. Even though she didn’t meet his gaze, he saw her wrinkle her brow. “It seems really weird talking about my ex-boyfriend while you are buried deep inside me.” “I want to know.” She chewed her lower lip. “I ended it several months ago. He wanted to know where I was every five seconds. There were other things too—his nature, the way we both looked at things. We weren’t compatible.” Nicolo chose his words carefully. It would be damned hard not demanding to know where Heidi was every minute of the day. Her wild side obviously created issues. He needed to add that to the list of reasons why he should let her go, send her back to her pack and forget about her. That thought weighed his heart down so heavily that she finally looked up, still chewing her lip while she studied his face. “I’m really not as wild as you think,” she whispered, searching his face while she sucked in a breath. She tried reading him through his smell too. “No other werewolf has ever locked inside me. And—never like this.” “What I think is that you’re searching for something.” And that would explain his strong attraction for her when all facts pointed to a bitch who needed a collar and short leash put on her quickly. Because that wasn’t the kind of bitch for him. He didn’t want to look over his shoulder and always be on the hunt trying to determine where his mate might be. He’d seen good werewolves turn gray early trying to keep track of an out of control bitch. Damn it. What in the hell compelled him to analyze what kind of mate he wanted? “Are you searching too?” she asked, her fingers working their way up to his shoulder. Her blue eyes sparkled brighter than he’d ever seen them before. His cock shifted inside her and she sucked in her breath, holding it while staring into his eyes. “I wasn’t, no,” he told her honestly and instantly hated the disappointment he smelled on her. “I won’t lie to you, Heidi.” “I wasn’t looking for a mate,” she told him, not meeting his gaze. “When I lost my den, I promised myself that I would never love anyone enough to allow me to experience the pain I felt when I lost them.” He sure as hell understood that feeling. “I lost most of my den too.” She nodded. “Erin told me.” “And up until a couple days ago, I would swear to any werewolf that having a bitch running at my side wouldn’t happen anytime soon.” When she looked up at him, the pain in her eyes tore at his heart. “How could I run at your side, Nicolo? Neither of our packs would ever allow that.” 60
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 His cock softened enough to slide it out of her. But she made no effort to move and he sure as hell enjoyed the warmth surrounding him. She adjusted herself slightly and instantly he got hard again. Damn if he didn’t love how that made her inhale sharply. “If we try to create something between us, we will have to deal with more than outrage from our packs.” He’d never dwelt on how antiquated werewolves could be. But the fact existed, and they needed to discuss it. “Both of us already know prejudice. Just the other day, we faced it when we tried to buy a battery for my car. Humans don’t trust us. And I’ve dealt with the reaction to being a single bitch without a back up until I joined Bob Abbey’s pack.” She ran her fingers through his hair, straightening it. Her touch was soft and her gaze sad when she met his. “We ran for years without a pack. There are many in my pack who denied their heritage in order to be accepted in other packs before coming here. I won’t have either of us denying who we are.” He saw in her eyes that she understood how hard it would be for them to see each other, but he would voice the obvious. “Our packs won’t accept our wanting to be together.” “I don’t want lies,” she whispered, brushing her fingers over his neck and then stroking his hair until she’d combed all the tangles from it. “And you’re right anyway. You’re Malta werewolf and I’m lunewulf. There’s no future for us.” Her dry laugh didn’t make her eyes. “This won’t be the only time we fuck.” That much he could say. Screw their packs and all the damned hatred and prejudice. Heidi was worth getting to know better. “Do you mean that?” Her emotions showed so clearly in her face and in her scents. “Very much so. I don’t fuck a bitch just for the sake of getting my dick wet.” “I don’t sleep around either. There has been no one since Steve.” “I’m glad to hear that. And there won’t be anyone else now either.” His last words slipped out as he pushed his cock deep inside her. Her grin made it hard to regret his words though. She shifted over him, raising her body the best she could with her legs stretched over his thighs. And when her lips brushed over his—a kiss that let him know she consented to his order—fresh blood drained into his cock, filling him with an urge possibly even stronger than before to fuck her until he made her come again. This time their lovemaking proved a bit more sensual. Although both agreed a future between the two of them would be rocky at best, Nicolo believed Heidi would fight to be with him. And he’d see to it that he saw her again. He brought her to a quick and breathtaking orgasm and then pulled out when he came, guessing she might be a bit too sensitive to endure him swelling inside her twice. “Your scent is all over me,” she said, looking down at the droplets of white cream on her belly. Nicolo hadn’t seen a better sight in ages. “Are you opposed to another shower?”
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 “No.” She laughed for the first time since they’d started making love again. Those moments when they’d fucked the second time had been serious and intense, a few too many emotions being released. Her laugh lightened the air around them. “I’m all about being clean. I don’t suppose you’d like to join me.” Nicolo growled at the thought of soap draining down her body. “You need a break, little bitch. I can’t imagine that tight little body of yours is ready for more of me already.” Heidi slid off him, standing naked before him with his come slowly drying on her belly. She bent her arm, making a show of flexing her small yet firm biceps. Tapping it with her finger, her grin tugged at his heart. “I might be small, wolf man, but don’t underestimate me. I’m tough and rough and all that stuff.” He lunged at her and she squealed, failing to dive out of his way. Her laughter filled his den with a happiness it hadn’t known before. Nicolo lifted her and threw her over his shoulder, unable to keep from laughing when she made a show of trying to fight him. Slapping her rear, the quick, sharp sound of his hand against her flesh made his cock stir to life again as she squealed. “You brute,” she cried out in between giggles. He put her down in the bathroom and then managed to find a dry towel for her. “Clean yourself, bitch. And be quick about it.” She gave him a mock salute. He still grinned when he closed the bathroom door, listening while she whistled and started the water. Returning her to her pack would be the hardest thing he’d ever done. If she were Malta werewolf, or even an American werewolf, he’d make arrangements to speak to the pack leader and announce his desire to see her officially. It sucked big time that she had to be lunewulf. But damn it, why the hell did their packs have so much animosity toward each other? Simply because Malta werewolves got this mountain and the lunewulfs had hoped to claim the territory for themselves. Nicolo had never been a werewolf to get overly involved with pack politics. Usually it simply caused headaches and fights. He reentered the kitchen and glanced out the small window, staring into the pitch blackness outside. Shit. The day and evening had disappeared on them. And oddly enough, Dimitri hadn’t sought him out. Josie hadn’t called or stopped by. That never happened. It was almost as if his littermate and close friend knew he had a bitch here and left him alone intentionally. If they knew he had a female in his den, then they would know Heidi was here. He couldn’t speak for Josie—the werewolf had never been easy to sniff out—but Dimitri didn’t approve. Not that Nicolo really cared what his younger littermate thought, but Dimitri led the pack now. He’d have final say officially on any bitch Nicolo spent time with.
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 Nicolo shook his head, exhaling slowly. It might end up being a fight with his younger littermate, but Dimitri would approve of Nicolo seeing Heidi. As for her pack leader, that would be a bit trickier. But Nicolo wasn’t going to let her go.
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 Chapter Seven Every inch of her tingled and muscles ached that she swore had never been sore before. Not that she cared. The hot water had disappeared before she’d finished rinsing and that hadn’t even bothered her. A strange euphoria had washed over her, and she knew the grin plastered to her face had to make her look like an idiot. She opened the bathroom door and went to grab her cell phone. It started ringing as soon as she turned it on. Not that she was a bit surprised. Nicolo took it from her, frowning, as if he’d contemplated answering it and didn’t like the reality that he probably shouldn’t. She wouldn’t have minded if he had, and that thought brought her pause. She really did want a relationship with this werewolf. No matter the hell it would bring on both of their packs, Nicolo moved her in a way no other werewolf ever had. “Who is it?” Nicolo asked, handing the buzzing cell phone to her. She glanced at the number. “It’s Steve. More than likely, Bob told him to check in on me.” Nicolo growled. “I don’t think I like this werewolf.” “You have nothing to worry about.” She stared into Nicolo’s dark, brooding gaze, warming at his strong smell of possessiveness. Maybe she allowed herself to get lost in the fantasy of being Nicolo’s bitch. But he had the same thoughts. She smelled them on him. Pushing the button to answer her phone, she held on to the towel that she’d wrapped around her and turned toward the bathroom. Nicolo followed on her heels, his scent wrapping around her. Or maybe it seeped from her pores. Either way, she loved inhaling it. Tiny hairs prickled to attention on her arms and the back of her neck. Just having Nicolo close to her heightened all of her senses. What would it be like to fuck him in her fur? Heidi gulped, unable to get the provocative thought out of her head. “Hello,” she said, bracing herself for the inevitable argument she was about to have. “Where are you?” Steve asked. “That, my dear, is none of your business.” Nicolo gripped her shoulders, pulling her back against him. Her pussy burned from their long lovemaking sessions but still throbbed when corded, packed muscle pressed against her backside. “Bob is pissed. He told you to contact me when you went to get office supplies and you didn’t. What the hell is going on?”
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 More than anything, she wanted to tell Steve about Nicolo. Steve wouldn’t like it at first, but truth be told, he’d probably be the only member of her pack to understand and realize she really wanted to be with Nicolo. She placed her free hand over Nicolo’s, rubbing his long fingers while gathering strength from him and scrambling through her thoughts to find a decent answer to give Steve. “You know I hate being treated like a cub,” she said, grimacing at how lame her tone sounded. “I also know you aren’t stupid,” Steve countered immediately. “Something is going on. Bob thinks you’re involved with some Malta werewolf. Are you, Heidi?” Lying had never appealed to her. Heidi firmly believed in telling the truth. If someone didn’t like her actions or behavior, she’d be damned if she’d belly up just to make someone happy. “Bob’s a smart lunewulf,” she said quietly. Nicolo tightened his grip on her. She prayed he approved of her admission. The last thing she wanted was a reprimand when she hung up the phone. Steve didn’t say anything on the other end of the line and she waited out the silence. Finally, he sighed heavily. “How long have you known him?” he asked. She almost laughed that the first thing Steve would worry about was if she cheated on him during their relationship. “Barely a week,” she assured him. “Steve. I’m safe, okay? He’s a good werewolf.” “He’s a Malta werewolf.” “I never would have believed you’d show prejudice over a werewolf you’ve never met.” “Then introduce me.” Heidi didn’t say anything for a minute. “I have no problem meeting any of your pack,” Nicolo whispered in her ear. His breath sent chills down her body. She had to be fucking nuts. Already she craved mounting him again. And her body seriously ached from fucking him twice. “He’s there with you?” Steve almost shouted into her ear. “Where did you think I was?” she asked. “Yes. I’m with him now.” “Is he bringing you back to your den?” She hadn’t thought about returning home. But she would have to. And then what? Going to her den sounded like an empty experience. It would mean leaving Nicolo. “Damn straight I’ll accompany you back to your den,” Nicolo growled loud enough that Steve heard. “Call me when you enter our territory. I’m going to be at your den to meet this werewolf.” Steve hung up the phone. 65
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 Heidi let out a sigh, wondering how that encounter would go down. But worse than that, her time with Nicolo would end soon. The emptiness filling her made her sick to her stomach. “What are we going to do?” she asked, knowing her scent stank. She’d always despised the smell of depression. “Do you want to see me again?” She nodded. “You know I do.” “Good. Trust me, then. It will happen.” She squeezed his fingers, knowing when a werewolf demanded her trust in a matter that it meant he didn’t have a clue how it would work out. The front door opened and at the same time, a cold draft hit them. Nicolo turned, his entire body stiffening. Heidi’s heart swelled to her throat while her nerves quickly went on alert. Instinct took over and her teeth grew before she could control her actions. They pressed against her lips while she fought to suppress her desire to change and defend her status with Nicolo. He took her arm, guiding her back to the bathroom. “Stay here.” Nicolo pushed her inside the still steamy room and closed the door behind him. Lovely. There wasn’t even enough room to pace in the small confines of the bathroom. She glared at herself in the steamy mirror, quickly running her fingers over her damp hair. Another werewolf started talking to Nicolo and she recognized the smell and voice of Dimitri, Nicolo’s littermate and the Malta pack leader. “Damn it, Nicolo. It fucking stinks in here.” Dimitri made no attempt to remain quiet. “Tell me you haven’t fucked that lunewulf. Please tell me you have a bitch from our pack hidden back there.” “You know who is here.” Nicolo didn’t back down. Heidi’s heart swelled in spite of every hair on the back of her neck standing at attention. She hated feeling trapped. There wasn’t even a window in the small bathroom to allow her a quick escape if needed. And true to her breed, the urge to change into her fur and run as fast as she could hit her hard. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Something crashed and Heidi jumped. It sounded like a fist hitting a wall and even through the closed door, the spicy smell of outrage made her want to sneeze. “I just spent the past few hours dealing with another dead werewolf, and you’re giving me more headaches with that lunewulf bitch. Her pack will be hunting her down. Don’t you care about your own pack?” Heidi grabbed the doorknob, ready to storm out there and tell that werewolf just what she thought. If he didn’t know his own littermate well enough to see the amount of loyalty that ran thick through his blood, she had no problem setting him straight. Nicolo’s integrity smelled stronger in him than in any werewolf she’d known.
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 She had been staring at a black bathrobe hanging on a nail on the door and suddenly focused on it. Grabbing it, she let the towel she had around her drop to the floor and quickly put the robe on. “You know damned good and well what I think of this pack,” Nicolo growled. “But if you need a reminder, it’s just you and me right now, little brother. I have no problem knocking some sense into you.” The growl that followed chilled her blood. Shit. The two werewolves would destroy their den fighting because of her. She raced out of the bathroom and stormed into the living room. Both Nicolo and Dimitri faced each other, their hands fisted at their sides and their black hair tousled while both growled under their breaths. “Don’t,” she yelled, then stopped quickly at the intimidating size of the two of them. So large and dark and both turning their attention and anger toward her, she stopped in her tracks, holding her hands out but then clutching the robe when it parted and almost exposed her. “Please don’t fight because of me,” she said in a quieter tone, fighting to sound calm. “I can fucking smell your mark on her.” Dimitri turned his back on his littermate, pacing the length of the small living room. “What the hell were you thinking? Are you going to return her to her pack like that?” “Damned straight I am. I’m taking her to her den and I plan on seeing her again.” Dimitri turned around, ignoring her and staring hard at his littermate. “Her pack very well could be killing our kind. Are you suddenly so blind that you can’t see how this will escalate things?” “We have dead lunewulfs too.” Even though she knew Nicolo wouldn’t let Dimitri lay a claw on her, she still edged toward him. Dimitri was a big werewolf, and at the moment he looked deadly and pissed. “I don’t think our pack is attacking yours, not when we have dead pack members also. I told you that two of our pack members were killed when they ran into barbed wire that wasn’t supposed to be there. They were killed just like you said your pack members died.” Dimitri ignored her comment and stormed past Nicolo into the kitchen. Nicolo looked down at her, reaching for her and then stroking the robe she wore. His heated gaze melted the fear she hadn’t realized had her shaking. Placing his hand on her back, he walked her into the kitchen. Dimitri scowled at the plates on the table. “I sure hope you know how to get this fucking smell out of our den. This is your pack leader’s den, Nicolo. This stench can’t be smelled here.” “Dimitri, you’ll do well to stand above the prejudice between our pack and hers. They aren’t going anywhere and you are the one who will make us stronger by showing the lunewulfs that you’ll work with them and not against them.” “That would be damned convenient for you, wouldn’t it?” Dimitri barked, almost knocking the refrigerator over when he yanked open the door.
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 Heidi pulled the bathrobe tightly around her, thinking it might be best if she disappeared and got dressed. “It would be convenient for the pack.” Nicolo deserved credit for displaying such calm strength against Dimitri’s harsh temper. “Show them you don’t want any werewolves dying, that their dead matter to you as much as ours.” “One of our new arrivals is dead,” Dimitri grumbled as she left the room to find her clothing. His baritone was easily heard from the other room. “A lone werewolf who had headed over the mountain by himself apparently searching out the area to find a place for his den. I hadn’t had a chance to meet him yet.” Heidi found her clothes in the small apartment-sized dryer and clutched the warm clothing to her chest, feeling his pain. Too many times since she’d left Canada and the comfort of so many lunewulfs around her, she’d encountered foul play and untimely deaths from those who didn’t want them around. “I’m really sorry,” she mumbled, as she stood in the kitchen doorway, smelling the mixed emotions coming from the two powerful werewolves. Dimitri pulled out a bottle of beer and ripped the cap off with his teeth. He spit it onto the table, where it landed on the plate that Nicolo had served her steak from. Dimitri turned and scowled at her. He looked so much like Nicolo except that a hard edge in his features hindered his good looks. Dimitri had a lot of anger inside him and she couldn’t help but wonder if it all stemmed from the deaths of werewolves in his pack or if something seeded deeper inside him had put a permanent snarl on his face. “You can’t keep her here tonight. I won’t have her pack coming after me.” “Don’t worry.” Nicolo nodded to her. “Go get dressed. Let me speak to Dimitri alone for a minute.” Their quiet baritones tickled her ears when she left them alone in the kitchen and closed herself in Nicolo’s room to change into her clothes. The smell of anger didn’t fade, but at least they didn’t yell at each other any longer. She got dressed but then sat on Nicolo’s bed. Dimitri told the truth. She couldn’t spend another night here. Her pack would come after her. Knowing more lives could end because she’d found a werewolf who she shouldn’t be with tore at her like a sharp knife. “Heidi?” Nicolo asked from the other side of the door. He respected her privacy, not entering before she consented. Again he offered her glimpses into his nature, showing her a werewolf who took honor and integrity to levels most werewolves didn’t have. “Yes,” she answered, then cleared her throat when her voice cracked. “I’m dressed.” Nicolo pushed open the door, but then closed it behind him. She hadn’t turned on the light, and he didn’t either. His dark features made him a shadow as he approached her. So tall, with broad shoulders and a body to die for, his black hair looked shiny even in the dark room. Never in her life had she laid eyes on a sexier werewolf.
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 She stood, her legs suddenly shaky, and inhaled his determined scent. It changed when he reached for her, turning muskier. She loved how his lust smelled on him. But there was something else—compassion maybe, a bit of sadness and definitely possessiveness. He stroked her damp hair, then tilted her head and brushed his lips over hers. “Seeing each other will piss off a lot of werewolves,” he whispered into her mouth. “It won’t be the first time I’ve pissed off a werewolf or two.” She ran her hands up his arms, memorizing the feel of him. His muscles twitched under her fingers, and she slowed her movement, loving how strong and ripped his body felt under her palms. “I will see you again, and soon.” “You better.” She went up on tiptoe, her heart aching while she prayed he meant it. “Once I take you to your den, your pack leader will put you under continuous watch.” She stretched against him, her arms wrapped around his neck, and stared into his convinced expression. “You’re probably right.” “I know I am. I would.” He cupped her ass with his hands, holding her to him. “You will behave and do anything your pack asks of you. And you will not lie about anything that has happened between us.” It amazed her that he instructed her to do exactly what she’d already planned on doing. “What has happened between us?” she asked, needing to hear his thoughts. Nicolo didn’t answer her immediately. His expression softened and she watched the wrinkles between his eyebrows fade. A strand of black hair fell over his forehead, and she noticed a small streak of silver—a sign of a seasoned warrior. It hit her at that moment that she didn’t know how old Nicolo was. A small thing, but nonetheless proof of how little they knew about each other. What they had right now was physical, but he appealed to her enough that she would fight to learn more about him. “We’ve learned that we want to spend more time together,” he said slowly. “And if there is any truth in the traditions of our kind, we were meant to be together.” “You can’t read my thoughts, can you?” she asked, half teasing but needing to know right now if he possessed any of the powers his breed was feared for. He shook his head, squeezing her ass and pushing his hips into her. His cock wasn’t hard, but it stretched between them, letting her know he would fuck her again soon. “I don’t have any of the gift.” Outside the room, a cupboard drawer slammed closed, but Nicolo didn’t flinch. He kept his hold on her, as if she were the only being he focused on. “Does our gift bother you?” “Bother me? No. It has me curious, which is what I told your littermate, Erin. She didn’t want to talk about it and I told her that attitude keeps Malta werewolves feared and shunned.”
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 Nicolo nodded as if this were something he already knew. “It causes conflict between us too. But it is something we deal with. And the anger and confusion you and I will experience is something we will deal with too.” “Nicolo?” “Yes?” he whispered, and rubbed his thumb over her cheek. Such a gentle act out of a deadly werewolf. Her heart skipped a beat. “How old are you?” He blinked, obviously not expecting the question. “I’m thirty-six.” “I’m twenty-nine,” she offered, even though he didn’t ask. He didn’t see her need to know personal things about him. “Where were you whelped?” “On Malta,” he answered, frowning now. “I was whelped in Prince George up in Canada.” She studied his face, noticing fine hairline wrinkles on either side of his eyes. He was seven years older than she was—not that it mattered, but she liked knowing it about him. “Were you always the oldest?” He nodded, cocking his head slightly. “What is this about?” She blushed suddenly, even though she didn’t think her questions were silly. Nicolo didn’t get it though. “I guess I want to know everything about you,” she confessed. He gave her a crooked grin, shaking his head slightly. “I hate vegetables and my favorite position is having you on top.” “We haven’t even tried every position. How can you say that for sure?” she teased. “We will try all of them, but I know now that I love watching your face while you ride my cock.” Just thinking of the different ways they could fuck had her sensitive pussy throbbing again. “Are you ready to go?” he asked, changing the subject. When she simply stared at him, he raised one hand, cupping her chin. “We will be accepted for who we are, but it’ll take time. Do you understand?” “I know that werewolves are set in their ways, stubborn to a fault when it comes to accepting something different.” Nicolo nodded. “I will fight for you, my sweet bitch. Not to destroy our packs, but to gain their respect and their acceptance of you and me.” “And I will fight for you,” she told him, ignoring the worry that tightened her gut. Dimitri didn’t say anything to either one of them when Nicolo led her out of his den into the night. Cold night air attacked Heidi’s still-damp hair, but Nicolo held her close. “When we get into Valle, more than likely I’ll need to tow your car. You’ll stay in the truck while I load it.” Nicolo pulled her door open for her and then shut her into the cab that smelled strongly of male werewolves.
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 “Where are you going?” she asked, but Nicolo disappeared around the side of his cabin and came back carrying a heavy-looking metal item. She couldn’t help herself and allowed the change to pump through her veins just enough to adjust her eyesight. Whatever Nicolo carried, it looked heavy as hell. Muscles bulged in his arms and he gritted his teeth, using every bit of his strength to load the equipment into the back of the truck. She forced her heart to quit pumping so hard when he finally climbed into the cab next to her. “Just gathering the equipment I need for your car,” he offered and then gunned the engine to life. When they reached Valle, werewolves were out and about, enjoying the star-filled sky and brisk night air. Her car looked cold and frost-covered when they pulled into the full parking lot. Werewolves came and went from the busy bar and grill, but none of them gave Nicolo and her much attention other than curious glances and sniffing the air as they walked by. Malta werewolves were obviously tolerated by the American werewolves, and Heidi remained in the truck where her scent and appearance weren’t as noticeable. What had lunewulfs done to be so hated? She studied Nicolo and thought about what she’d seen while at his pack. The Malta werewolves didn’t even have a town. Granted, they hadn’t been here long, but their roads were primitive and dens simple. Obviously the American werewolves didn’t judge them for their material possessions, so it must be something else. She could only assume it was their powers, or gift as Nicolo called it. Malta werewolves were feared and therefore accepted. Lunewulfs weren’t feared and so were barely tolerated. What a fucked up world they lived in. Nicolo’s warmth filled the cab when he hopped back in after securing her car to the back of the truck. “Shouldn’t I be in my car so I can brake it when needed?” Heidi had knelt facing the back window so she could watch Nicolo work and twisted around as he adjusted himself behind the wheel. “Nope. This time I have it on a tow dolly. I want you next to me.” He put the truck into gear and then slipped his arm over her shoulders, pulling her across the seat. His body heat almost made her break into a sweat. She rested her hand on his thigh and gently rubbed roped muscle that flexed under her touch. She hated the pain that stabbed at her heart when she wondered when she’d be able to touch him again after tonight. “What will you do after you return me to my pack?” She wouldn’t allow herself to dwell on how desperately she wished they could stay together. She had her pack and he had his—that wouldn’t change, as much as she wished it would. “A good, hard run might be in order.” He glanced down at her for a moment, letting his warm gaze swoop over her body. “Then I plan on sniffing around the
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 mountain for a bit and see if I can find anything Dimitri might have overlooked with that dead werewolf.” “Is he not a good pack leader?” “He’s perfect for the job.” Nicolo wouldn’t insult his littermate or his leader. His answer didn’t surprise her at all. She stretched her fingers over the top of his leg, her hand barely able to cover the width of his thigh. All that hard muscle made her ache to rub her body over it, feel him pressed against every inch of her. She wanted to tell him to drive slowly, to allow her time to enjoy their moments together. “Dimitri is a hardheaded werewolf,” Nicolo added, brushing his fingers over the top of her shoulder. It took just that slight movement to send her heart pounding at a dangerous speed. She wanted to know everything about him as desperately as she wanted him inside her again. He continued, “Malta werewolves were scattered without a pack for five years. Now that we’re united again, it’s just a matter of time and some hard convincing to show other packs how truly strong we are.” “I don’t think anyone doubts your strength.” She sure as hell didn’t. “Members of my pack didn’t want you here because they feared you, although none of them would admit that. And our pack resents you taking the mountain you’re on. Although to be honest, we have plenty of land in our territory.” “You would speak against your pack?” She shook her head quickly, smelling his disapproval. “I’m proud to be lunewulf and nothing will change that. What I mean is, if your pack would open up and not hide on the mountain, we would see you aren’t anything to fear.” “Maybe we are a pack to fear.” He didn’t move his hand from her shoulder, but his muscles got even harder and his scent changed. Her heart raced almost too fast for her to speak, but his sudden defensiveness wouldn’t intimidate her. She shifted, turning in his embrace so she could study his hard-set profile. Nicolo kept his attention on the road. “There’s a difference between demanding respect and being a bully.” She placed her hand on his chest and the slow, steady beat of his heart challenged her while hers raced a mile a minute. She wouldn’t back down here. “Malta werewolves possess some strange power that they won’t open up about. To many of us, that seems suspicious.” “And we should demand that lunewulfs share all their secrets? You are known for your speed. And since we’ve arrived here, your pack has done little to make our pack welcome, unlike the American werewolves. One might think that your pack has something to hide.” “We’re just like you,” she countered, now defending who she was. She fisted her hand, punching him in the chest, although she doubted that would break the stubborn streak that she now saw ran deep inside him. “Listen here, wolf man. You aren’t the only breed who’s entered this country and been shit on. Lunewulfs have fought tooth
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 and claw ever since we came down here just to gain respect. It’s not easy, but we don’t give up.” “We have no intention of giving up either. Finally we’re united as a pack. That terrifies many, but they will learn to respect us or get out of the way.” “So you’re bullies.” “We are fighters.” Heidi chewed her lip. Nicolo needed to see—and to convince his pack leader—that approaching her pack as they obviously had the Americans would be to his benefit. Because beyond a shadow of a doubt, Bob wouldn’t belly up and kiss any Malta werewolf’s ass. “So are lunewulfs. And we already have the respect of many. But we got it by making it clear to all around us who we were and what we would and wouldn’t tolerate.” She braced herself, straightening in the seat quickly when Nicolo pulled the truck off the road. Outside it was dark and quiet, white snow contrasting to the blackness of the sky. He shoved the truck into park and then turned, grabbing her arms so that he almost dragged her to face him, eye to eye. His scent bordered on something dangerous. She tensed, instinct preparing her to fight if needed. Not that she stood a chance in such close quarters against a male werewolf almost twice her size. “Before I return you to your den, we will understand something about each other.” His quiet baritone gave her chills, which was silly. In spite of the intense way he stared at her and his large body crowding her in the cab of the truck, his scent affected her the most. She wanted this, needed to hear what was in his heart. “You and I are not at war. But if you are chewing on something when it comes to Malta werewolves, I’ll hear it now.” “Are you always this bullheaded?” She held on to that scent that she inhaled from him, determination and desire. Nicolo wouldn’t hurt her. “I just told you what Malta werewolves need to do.” “Little bitch,” he growled, his dark features adding to his deadly appearance. “Malta werewolves are making it clear right now what we will and won’t tolerate. We don’t seek out others, nor have we ever. Those who wish an alliance with us come to us.” “I heard one of your kind went to the American pack leader. He offered the mountain your pack is on now. So you did approach them. Why can’t you do the same to our pack leader?” She filled her lungs with him, daring to lean closer and run her hand up his chest. Heat from him burned her palm, even through his clothes. She licked her suddenly dry lips. “It will help you and me. Please tell me that you want that.” She wasn’t sure if he grumbled out of irritation or consent. He dragged her over his large body. “You and I will see each other again. I’ve promised you that already.”
 
 73
 
 Lorie O’Clare
 
 Heidi collapsed on top of him, his damned stubbornness bringing out something raw and untamed inside her. “I don’t want a werewolf who sneaks into my den and fucks me when the mood hits him. And if I did, I could find that in my own pack without risking my hide.” “You will not find someone in your own pack,” he snarled, curling his lip. White, extended teeth flashed against his dark skin. “Then show me that you want me, wolf man,” she whispered while fighting the sudden urge to let her claws grow, to tear at his clothes while she demanded he fuck her. “Prove you are more than just a good fuck. You said you’d fight for me—then do it. You know as well as anyone what ranking a single bitch has in a pack. But you’re a single male, and the littermate to the pack leader. Your growl—your fighting—will gain attention and other werewolves will pay heed.”
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 Chapter Eight Nicolo fought the energy that flowed inside his veins. Heidi challenged him, brought out the beast inside him, more so than any bitch had before. She wouldn’t be able to handle the strength that he ached to exert—the raw, primal desire that she drew out of him. “Don’t make demands unless you’re ready for the repercussions,” he warned her. Her breath singed the flesh on his chin. She stared up at him with blue eyes so filled with emotion they darkened. Silver laced the blue, giving clue as to how strongly emotions rushed through her. Not that he couldn’t smell them—desire, intrigue, curiosity and the slightest rush of fear. Her heart pounded furiously while her breasts pressed against his chest. But when she put her arms around his neck, swallowing her hesitation, his blood boiled. A bitch who would stand up and speak her mind, but at the same time fight to win his approval, would be the catch of a lifetime. He’d battle her entire pack to lay his kill at her feet for all to see. “I’ll take you on anytime, wolf man,” she whispered, her tone turning sultry. “But if you’re going to see me, I won’t have you sneaking around. And in order not to sneak, you need to talk to my pack leader.” He held her chin and tilted her head, gripping her so she’d have to fight him to move, and devoured her mouth. Heidi let out a cry and opened to him while her nails dug through his shirt and pressed into his shoulders. She dragged her fingers down his arms, moving slightly in the confines of the truck so that she edged closer. He wrapped his arms around her, keeping her from trying to climb onto him while he controlled the kiss. He could tell her she would submit to him, allow him to handle how things would happen, and she’d argue with him. But showing her, letting her see who controlled matters, would get better results. His clothes and jacket suddenly were too tight and the air in the cab clogged with their mounting lust. Worse yet, the metal of the truck seemed to close in around them. Even when Heidi discovered she couldn’t move and relaxed against him, there wasn’t enough room to run his hands down her body. His muscles hurt from the change warring in his system. Already the darkness around them had turned into shades of gray. His vision had altered. And his teeth pressed against his lips. He nipped at her lip and instantly tasted blood. Heidi yelped and then struggled in his arms. She scraped her nails up his shoulders and then grabbed his neck, skin against skin. When he wouldn’t release her, the sigh that escaped her almost undid him.
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 Nicolo broke off the kiss and then gently ran his tongue over her lip where he’d nipped at her. “I will see to it that you and I see each other. No one will prevent that. But I need your trust, your acceptance that I can handle matters. Do I have that?” Her lashes fluttered over her eyes. And when she opened them, they were almost completely silver. He loved how her short blonde hair almost stood on end, as if she had gelled it and tried for some New Wave spiked hairdo. The change battled inside her too, and when her lips parted, her teeth were sharp and pointed, almost poking her lower lip. “I’m scared, Nicolo,” she whispered, her voice husky and rough from the slight physical change in her mouth. “This seems so perfect, yet how can it be?” The truth almost fell out of his mouth, but he hesitated. His heart swelled so much in his chest that it hurt, and finally he accepted that all he could do was explain what he already knew in his soul to be the truth. “It feels perfect because we were meant to be together.” She didn’t blink. He swore she didn’t breathe. Heidi stared at him, her silver eyes almost almond-shaped while her creamy white skin looked flushed even in the hazy darkness surrounding them. Nicolo held his breath, waiting out the silence until his heart threatened to explode. When he finally inhaled, he filled his lungs with the sweetest, most wonderful scent he’d ever experienced. “I think you might be right,” she whispered. The lone highway leading from his mountain to hers would remain quiet through the night. Very few cars would travel this way. Nonetheless, he knew the idea that occurred to him might be risky. He sat parked on the side of the road with her car hitched to his truck. If anyone were to drive by and see him parked, they would definitely stop. And he’d bet money they wouldn’t be human. “Change with me.” He voiced his idea before any doubt could outweigh what he knew had to happen. “I want you in your fur.” “Nicolo.” She said his name on an exhale. “Would you give me that commitment?” Taking her in her fur, by tradition, would mate them. He wouldn’t ask her for that—not yet. But he would demand knowledge that she viewed herself as his bitch. Many may think him a bit of a traditionalist, and he had no problem with that. The ways of their kind, of all werewolves no matter their breed, existed because they worked. Werewolves didn’t marry—there was no need to create a piece of paper between them. But fucking each other while in their purest form, with their most basic emotions guiding them, would create a union that would bring them closer, tie them together in a way that no pack could undo. “I won’t follow you blindly. If you’re wrong about something, you’ll hear about it. And when I know I’m right, you will listen to me. I’m not some bitch who will be led around on a leash. You better know now that I’m stubborn and plan on staying that way.” 76
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 “I hadn’t noticed,” he growled, his cock throbbing while he watched her chin stick out, that stubbornness she’d just claimed to have making her even more beautiful. She licked her lips, her extended teeth preventing her from doing much more than sticking out her tongue and stroking her upper lip. “Get out of the truck,” she growled, and he knew she fought a smile. “I have no problem giving the orders until you do notice.” He opened his door and almost welcomed the cold air that attacked them and released the growing heat that they’d created. Stepping out, he shrugged out of his coat, keeping his gaze locked on hers while he tossed it onto the driver’s seat. He kept her trapped in the cab, forcing her to watch while he stripped out of his shirt. “Hell of a view you’re offering me, wolf man,” she teased, taking her coat off as well and then kicking her shoes off onto the floor of the cab. The cold air added to their desire to strip quickly. The second his veins hardened, allowing blood to rush faster inside him than his human body could handle, the change hit him with eager excitement. Nicolo had seen her in her fur earlier that day, but only as she ran, and then when she’d hurt herself. There would be no running tonight. While his human thought pattern still prevailed, he reminded himself that in spite of her quick healing, Heidi would need another day or so before she was completely healed. He started to lecture himself on how she was a smaller breed, petite and not as strong, but muscles burned with hardcore, raw energy that distracted his line of thinking. “Look at you.” Heidi sat in the truck, her legs bare and her sweater almost reaching her thighs. “So incredibly perfect.” He watched her while his vision grew more acute. Already he’d passed the point of speech. His mouth altered while his lips tightened around his teeth. The cold air that bit at his skin no longer affected him. Blood boiled inside him while his bones popped and stretched. Changing into his more pure form, giving in to the inner strength and power that fought for release also perfected his thinking. Everything suddenly grew clearer, his mind no longer hindered with human emotion. Carnal law, simple and cut and dry, took over in his brain. Perfection came from the two of them together. Come here, my bitch, he growled, no longer able to speak. Heidi understood. She slid to the edge of the seat and then tugged her sweater over her legs, fighting the cold while she remained human. Slowly she extended her hand, the smell of her adoration tangy and edged with the slightest amount of fear that urged him to leap forward and take her in whatever form she decided to be in. “I want to touch you.” She held out her fingers, quietly asking to stroke his coat.
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 Nicolo didn’t move when her fingers brushed over his long black fur. He couldn’t remember a time when he’d ever been petted before. Under any other circumstances, he wouldn’t have allowed it. But her fingers were so soft—hesitant yet adoring. She smiled. “You truly are the most magnificent werewolf I’ve ever seen.” Her teeth chattered, either from cold, fear or a bit of both, and she pulled her hand back. Her blonde hair turned white and her eyes grew even more almond-shaped. Change now. His growl made her jump, but then she laughed as if fearing him at all seemed foolish. He didn’t get why she remained human when he’d already changed. He would learn her reasons though, at some point. “Damned bossy, aren’t you?” she teased and tapped his nose with her finger. He moved his head quickly, grabbing her wrist with his mouth. If she pulled her hand free, she’d tear her flesh against his teeth. He didn’t clamp down hard enough to hurt her, but nonetheless she stilled, watching him while her pulse raced in her wrist. He let go of her wrist and ran his tongue down the length of her arm. She tasted clean, sensual and of him. Already his scent seeped from her pores. He growled his approval. Never bossy, but always in control. She whimpered, almost panted. Quickly she yanked off her sweater while the change took over her body. He focused on her breasts and her brown nipples as they puckered against the cold. Her human form still appealed to him. And she had to have some clue that if she waited much longer, he’d mount her in whatever shape she chose. Heidi leapt forward while her body changed. Nicolo jumped back, but not far enough to get out of her way when she hit the ground, falling to all fours while beautiful white fur grew over her flesh. When she finally stood before him, transformed, her head barely came to his shoulders. She growled, stepping sideways while she moved a half circle around him. He sensed her instincts kick in. Strong sexual desire mixed with the smell of caution and hesitation. Nicolo lowered his head. The rumbling in his throat offered proof of his impatience. It was time to fuck—now, here, hard and fast. Offer yourself to me, he demanded, his cock so heavy and throbbing between his legs it made moving a challenge. She curled her lip at him, the sound coming from her throat probably intended to remind him she planned on being stubborn. Heidi wanted him to see her as strong, independent and determined not to belly up for just any werewolf. You will submit to me. He pushed the top of his head against her shoulder. It didn’t take too much nudging before she fell to her side. If she’d wanted to jump out of his way, she could have. But her consent had come before they’d changed and now, in their fur, she would have to fight him before he backed down. All that mattered to him at the moment was getting inside her, burying himself deep in her heat and making sure he marked her as his bitch.
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 Carnal instinct prevailed, even though his human side lurked in his mind, giving him the intelligence that made a werewolf so much more than just an animal. Heidi lay on the ground, not rolling over and offering her belly, but on her side, alert as she leaned on her front legs and looked up at him. Her creamy white coat flowed over her slender body, and she looked beyond beautiful with her ears up and her mouth slightly opened. Nicolo towered over her, needing to dominate her, to show her his strength and power and to gain her submission and complete trust. His muscles shook with the urge to move fast, spread her legs and impale her with his cock. In their fur, she would smell his need to control her and either fight him or surrender. She didn’t look ready to attack. You are so fucking hot. He licked her coat. She tensed but then relaxed, shifting so she could run her tongue over his shoulder. Her kisses burned through his hide. Fire ignited in his brain, feeding his overwhelming need to have her now. Pushing her legs open, he dragged in her rich, musky scent. Her smell intoxicated him. Claim her. Fuck her. Mate with her now. To hell with any pack. He ran his tongue along her inner thigh, her smooth coat clean and soft. Moving closer to her tight pussy, he nudged the small hole with his nose. Heidi jumped, growling her approval as her head fell back. Lying on top of her would crush her. He barked, stand for me, little bitch, and made his command clear. Heidi lifted her head, her silver eyes glowing against her white coat that shimmered against their dark surroundings. Impatience to have her took over, and when she began moving slowly, he grabbed her at her nape with his mouth and lifted her onto her feet. Her grumble of disapproval didn’t sway him to be gentler. Keeping his hold on the back of her neck, he mounted her, easily standing over her while he moved his cock toward her entrance. Heidi relaxed, her submission finally arriving, and he let go of her neck, licking her moist coat where his mouth had just been. She adjusted herself underneath him, lifting her tail while she arched her back as much as possible. The smell of her pussy let him know how eager she was. Her desire to be fucked matched his need to impale her. As he pressed his cock into her tight entrance, all that mattered stood underneath him. She panted, taking him slowly, tensing and relaxing. In their fur, he was so much bigger than she was—a larger, taller and more muscular breed. Her slender, petite body wouldn’t take him easily. When she cried out, his heart constricted in spite of his animalistic urges to ride her and seek his own gratification. Nicolo wouldn’t hurt her, and he licked her face, soaking her cheek, wishing he could form the words to show her what her submission meant to him. They were different breeds, but not incompatible. Yet he couldn’t thrust inside her hard and fast 79
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 without hurting her. Moving slowly, giving her body time to stretch and take his size, he continued stroking the fur on the side of her face and neck with his tongue. She whimpered, lifting her head and returning the kisses. Then she pushed backward, forcing his cock deeper inside her. Damn. Here he panicked thinking he would be too big for her, and Heidi showed him she would handle whatever he had to offer. He filled her, suffocating inside her fiery, tight pussy. Her muscles constricted and trembled around his shaft while he filled her with everything he had. In his animal form, his cock grew, lengthening now that he’d penetrated her. Heidi stilled and lowered her head. For a moment, he didn’t smell her lust and hesitation attacked him. Her pussy twitched and throbbed, drawing his animalistic side forward. He would see to it that she enjoyed what he had to give her. His confidence and satisfaction filled the air with their smells, stifling the hesitation that had threatened to surface. He pulled out of her slightly and immediately ached to bury himself deep inside her again. Increasing momentum, he began fucking her hard. Just how it had to be. Taking all she had, giving everything he could, he mated with his adorable little bitch. His animal side prevailed. Heidi cried out, her smell returning—pleasure and need, a perfect aroma. She twisted her head, trying to look over her shoulder while her tongue ran over the top of her mouth where her lips would be if she had them right now. Her body handled his size. She showed her excitement in her face, in the way her eyes glowed and how her scent grew richer. Knowing she enjoyed how he took her created a pressure that built inside him quickly. He tightened his grip around her shoulders, keeping her from falling forward as he thrust his cock deep inside her. Unleashed energy raced inside him. Heidi created a craving that built the more he fucked her. His vision blurred. Blood rushed in his veins. His heart pounded hard and fast. He’d never felt more alive. When Heidi lifted her head, pointing her nose toward the dark sky, her insides tightened. So many tiny muscles spasmed around his cock it seemed as if she vibrated the life right out of him. She whimpered, although it sounded more like a groan. Her orgasm tore through her body, making every inch of her shiver. She came so hard she soaked his dick, while her velvety insides stroked him to madness. No bitch had ever come for him with such fierceness. So much passion, energy and desire ripped through her that the aromas he inhaled tore at his insides. He couldn’t stop the pressure when it mounted and then exploded, tearing through him and filling her pussy with his come. He swelled, latching inside her. He held on to her, making them one with his cock uniting them. Nicolo rested on the cold ground, the hard-packed snow feeling good underneath his overheated body. Still attached, Heidi exhaled and relaxed on top of him. Slowly, she ran her tongue over his fur, cleaning him. Chills rushed over his hide and he no 80
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 longer felt the heat inside him or the cold outside. All that mattered lay on top of him. Petite and fragile, yet strong and determined, his Heidi was an incredible bitch. With him buried inside her, she took care to make him comfortable, bathing him as a female would her male. No matter her determination to never belly up, to not submit or give in and lose the independence that mattered so much to her, Nicolo knew she was what he’d always wanted. Until he met her, he would have argued that fact. The perfect bitch followed her male, knowing he’d provide and care for her and always keep her best interests in mind. She would hunt with him, kill with him and make their den a loving home. Now such a docile bitch sounded boring. Nicolo sighed, lazily kissing Heidi when she relaxed her head on his shoulder. He had to be fucking out of his mind. But he knew himself well, and what his feelings meant. Fucking her in their fur hadn’t been an impulsive act. He didn’t believe in such things. They were different breeds, and if he’d returned her without thoroughly marking her, his chances of seeing her again would have been hindered. Whether she realized it or not, Heidi now smelled like a mated bitch. Whether lunewulf or Malta werewolf, any male would smell him on her and know what it meant. They didn’t know everything about each other, but when she’d challenged him in the truck, dared to give him an ultimatum, one thing became very clear. Her energy and nature turned him on more than he ever would have thought possible. And although he hesitated in acknowledging the emotion, Heidi tugged at his heart. And damn it, if he was falling in love with her, no other male would touch her. Since he couldn’t protect her while she stayed in her own pack—a pack that wouldn’t let him walk their streets without confrontation—he had done what needed to be done to ensure she’d be safe. His sober thoughts helped relax his cock. Not once in his life had he considered falling in love with a bitch. Someday he would have a den of his own. But it hadn’t been a priority, not with their pack barely secure. Battles existed ahead of them. And for him and Heidi, they might get intense. But there would be no doubt in any werewolf’s mind, whether they be his kind or hers, why he would take on those battles willingly. Heidi lifted her head, as if she’d sensed his thoughts, and stared at him with her soft silver eyes. She was so beautiful, her looks belying the strength he knew flourished inside her. Small enough that her entire body nestled on top of his, she gazed at him with a look on her face as if she would take on the world for him. He shifted slightly, easing out of her as slowly as he could, knowing she’d be even more tender now than she was earlier. When she stood, her legs gave out and she fell to the side. Nicolo moved quickly, easing his body underneath her and allowing her to lean against him until she managed to stand on her own. She walked toward the truck, holding her head high, and kept her back to him while the change swept over her. Nicolo worked to slow his heart, keeping his gaze locked on her while it grew darker and the smells around him faded. Cold air wrapped around his flesh while his
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 fur receded, shrinking into his skin. His bones contorted, altering and popping. Muscles changed, shrinking and adjusting to support his human frame. He shook almost uncontrollably as he struggled with his jeans, then jumped into the truck before his bare feet froze to death. No matter the cold that physically attacked his sweat-soaked body, warmth still spread like a fever inside him. “Nicolo,” Heidi began and pulled her sweater over her head. She scooted on her side of the truck until she had her jeans on then leaned against him while she zipped and buttoned them. “You know Steve will be at my den when we get there. I want to know now what you will say to him.” Her hair was damp and her skin flushed. Anyone, even a human, would know she’d just had the shit fucked out of her and had loved every minute of it. But there was concern in her expression when she turned and faced him. It amazed him that he had the urge to smile. “I look forward to meeting this lunewulf who didn’t measure up in your eyes.” “If you get cocky, he’ll challenge you.” Nicolo raised an eyebrow. “I have no problem with that.” “Nicolo. Please. It will make it harder when you talk to my pack leader.” She still expected that from him. But then something hit him. A werewolf would approach a pack leader if he wished a bitch to be his mate. He glanced over at her. Heidi stared forward into the darkness of the road ahead of them. Her expression remained relaxed, and if it weren’t for the tightness of her lips or her scent that gave hint to the battle of her thoughts, he wouldn’t think she had a care in the world. He didn’t smell determination on her like he had when she’d argued with him earlier. If anything, her scent and her pursed lips showed her worry. He started the truck and cranked on the heater. “Come here,” he told her, reaching for her and accelerating at the same time. “I feel like your taking me to my den means the end of this.” She cuddled next to him and ran her hand over her hair to straighten it. “That’s not what it means. What are your plans tomorrow?” He wanted to know her schedule down to the minute—who she’d spend her time with, where she would be while she wasn’t with him. “I have duties at our pack office.” She turned and looked up at him, placing her hand over his heart. “When there isn’t anything to do there, sometimes I’m sent over to the school to help, or I am assigned to one of the older bitches, helping her drive around town or cleaning her den for her.” “Sounds like the jobs of a widow.” “We don’t have a lot of widows in our pack.” “Let’s hope it stays that way.” The road curved around the mountain, forcing him to keep his attention on the road. But he knew she stared up at him, her thoughts plaguing her enough that her scent grew stronger with the intensity of them. “Just do as
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 I told you and show no animosity toward your pack when you are reprimanded for being with me.” “Hmm.” When she didn’t agree, he glanced down at her for a moment, catching her chewing her lip. “What will you do tomorrow?” she asked, changing the subject. “What I do every day—continue to work to get our pack established. We don’t have the funding you have from Werewolf Affairs, and so much of the work to build roads and dens we’re doing on our own.” He didn’t expect her to comment and she didn’t. But there wasn’t much she could say. He wouldn’t hide the fact that Malta werewolves were despised in this country. She would know she was with a werewolf who would face challenges simply because of his breed. “I will call you at the beginning of the day.” “Okay,” she said quietly. The lights of her town sparkled in the darkness ahead of them. Slowing, he decided to wait until they reached her den to question her further. There were still things he would know before leaving her with her pack. Foremost being why she insisted he speak with her pack leader. Her street was dark and quiet when he backed her car into her driveway, stopping his truck in the street. This time, she jumped out and watched while he unloaded her car and then put the tow dollies in the back of his truck. Nicolo sniffed the air, and even though he remembered from being here before that her neighborhood was all werewolves, he didn’t smell anyone out and about. “You’ll come inside, won’t you?” Heidi took his arm, attempting to pull him toward her den. He glanced down at her. “Did you lock your door this time?” “Better check and see.” She didn’t succeed in even budging him until he decided to move. And when he did step toward her, forcing her backward, she almost stumbled in the snow. “Are you okay?” The smell of sex clung to her, but he hadn’t thought until now that she might be more than sore. He removed her hand from his arm and then held on to her while walking her to her den. “I’m fine.” “Don’t lie to me, little bitch,” he warned. He helped her up her porch stairs and then opened her screen door so she could unlock her door, which she did. Damn good thing too. She’d listened to him and locked her place up. Nonetheless, he sniffed the inside and then stepped into her dark, quiet living room ahead of her. Heidi closed the door behind him. Her fingernails tapped the light switch on the wall and he turned when she flipped it up. His senses were fine-tuned for the slightest of sounds, and he let out a slow breath, forcing himself to relax and inspect her den. “Did your ex live with you here when you two dated?” he asked, taking in the layout of her living room—a couch, a small oval-shaped wooden coffee table and a
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 television in the corner. He ran his hand over the back of an overstuffed chair that sat opposite the couch—a chair that a male would recline in at the end of the day. “Does he still have a key?” “No he didn’t, and no,” she told him, walking around him and flipping on lights. “I moved into this den about a month ago. Before that I lived with some mated friends of mine. A den built a larger den when their third cub came along and this place became available. I’ve lived here alone since I’ve moved in.” “But males have slept over.” He followed her into the kitchen and opened cabinets, noting that each was well-stocked with plates, glasses and food items. He opened her refrigerator and inhaled the fresh scent of a cleaning supply. There wasn’t a lot of food in it. “Your pack gives you a food allowance?” “No male has slept here. I haven’t had a werewolf share my bed in months. And I’m paid for the services I do for the pack. Not always with cash, but usually in trade. I’m sure it would be the same in your pack.” “Yup.” As much as he liked hearing she didn’t have houseguests, he hated leaving her alone. And with hardly any meat in her home. Already he didn’t like the place. And it bugged him that he couldn’t accept the happy scent that filled the rooms, or the clean surroundings that showed her pride in keeping a well-kept den. She led him through the rest of the den and flipped on her bedroom light, then stood to the side as he stalked into the room. “Most of the furniture came with the den. The male and bitch who moved out knew I didn’t have any furniture and left what they could. I know they were excited about having new furniture to go with their new den.” A double-sized bed was neatly made with a thick comforter and matching pillowcases, giving it a homey look. She had a tall dresser, and he picked up her hairbrush that sat among her personal items. Hair that she hadn’t cleaned from it tickled his palm. He stroked the loose hair, wanting to bring it to his face, inhale it and everything else in this den deep into his senses. A square mirror hung on the wall over the dresser, and he pictured her standing in front of it, inspecting her appearance before heading out on a run or some other scheduled pack activity. Again, it rubbed him wrong. Everything he saw here showed Heidi led a happy life. A foul taste formed in his mouth when he thought of how his being in it would screw everything up for her. “I should wash up,” she said from behind him. “I’m sure we’ll have company soon.” He had no doubts about that. She left him alone in her room, and he scowled at its contents before following her. Pushing open the bathroom door, he watched her lean over her sink and splash water on her face. At least he had the satisfaction of knowing no amount of scrubbing would remove his scent from her body anytime soon. He turned when a car engine sounded outside and cocked his head, listening when the engine shut off and a car door opened and closed. He moved to her front door, reaching it before Heidi could, and pulled it open as a lunewulf bounded up the porch
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 stairs. The male stopped, meeting his gaze, and the two of them stared at each other for a moment, each quickly sizing the other up. Nicolo glared down at the male. He wore a heavy down jacket and his blond hair barely covered his ears. There wasn’t a scar on his face, and although the heavy coat added to his size, Nicolo noticed immediately that the lunewulf lacked any serious muscle tone. He was nothing more than a pretty pup and probably had no clue what real work was all about. No wonder Heidi sent him packing. He gave the lunewulf credit for not cowering, but instead opening the screen door and making a show of entering, as if he assumed Nicolo would simply step to the side for him. Nicolo didn’t budge. “Nicolo,” Heidi said from behind him, putting her hand on his arm—an action the male lunewulf immediately noticed. “Let Steve enter or all the cold will get in.” He allowed her to move him to the side and experienced his first bit of satisfaction when she kept her hand on him, remaining with him while facing the male lunewulf. “Steve Murdock, I’d like to present Nicolo Spalto.” She glanced from one of them to the other, then tightened her grip on his arm. “No showdown, please. It would mean a lot to me if you two at least pretended to get along.” Steve ran his hand over his hair, messing it up, and sighed loudly. “What I think doesn’t matter, and you know that, Heidi.” He met Nicolo’s gaze, his blue eyes piercing through him, which was the only sign of anger he offered. His scent remained amiable, surprisingly enough. “What are your intentions here, werewolf?” “I think that is rather obvious.” Even he could smell how rich Heidi’s scent was. “No. It’s not obvious, other than you’ve recently fucked her.” “Steve,” Heidi complained. “No.” Steve raised his hand to silence her and Nicolo growled. Steve stiffened, clenching and unclenching his fists, as if he knew showing aggression would only get his ass kicked. “Do you think you can date him like he was a member of your pack? This is insane, Heidi.” “Watch how you speak to her, lunewulf,” Nicolo growled. “Are your traditions different from that of any other pack? Because I know of no law that says a werewolf can only see bitches in his own pack.” “She is a bitch in my pack. It is my duty to protect her, as I would any single bitch in trouble.” Steve forced his attention from Nicolo and narrowed his gaze on Heidi. “And don’t think I don’t see that you cling to him so that you can hide behind his scent. God, Heidi. What the hell have you done?” Heidi let go of him, stepping forward so that she stood inches in front of Steve. Immediately his jaw dropped and he stepped backward, obviously smelling how thoroughly Nicolo had marked her. “I haven’t done a thing that I didn’t want to do. And I can’t wait to do it again,” she hissed.
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 All color drained from Steve’s face and he looked past Heidi to Nicolo. “You’ve marked her. You, who speak of tradition, mated with this female and then returned her to her pack. What kind of werewolf are you?”
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 Chapter Nine Heidi jumped at the sounds of cars pulling up outside. More than aware of Nicolo’s possessive and dominating smells behind her, she turned, fighting not to show either male how incredibly sore and tender her body was as she reached for the door. Already car doors opened and closed. Her anger mounted. “Did you call the entire fucking pack?” she sneered at Steve. “Bob called me after driving by here several times and seeing you still hadn’t returned.” Steve shook his head and his growing disgust with her turned her stomach. “If you thought you could prance back to your pack and all of this would be overlooked, you were wrong.” “I’ve heard enough from you,” she snarled at Steve. “Out of everyone in my pack, at least you should be happy for me. Or maybe when you told me we were friends, you lied.” He bristled, which gave her a warped sense of satisfaction. Unfortunately, she didn’t have time to relish in her small victory. Heavy footsteps sounded on her porch and she pulled open her front door just as Bob raised his fist to knock. For a moment, he held his hand in the air, staring at her through her screen door. His gaze then moved beyond her as her pack leader took in the males standing behind her. “Where the fuck have you been?” he hissed, and his outrage hit her like a cold blow to the gut. She sucked in her breath, remembering to open her screen door and allow her pack leader entrance into her den. The small act of respect allowed her a minute to rethink her words before she snapped out some out-of-line response. “Bob Abbey, may I present Nicolo Spalto?” She stepped back, lowering her head, hoping to appear submissive enough to calm his outrage. “No. You may not.” Bob grabbed Heidi’s arm and almost threw her at Steve. “Werewolf, get out of her den. Leave this pack. And do it now while you still can of your own accord.” Heidi clawed at Steve until he let her go, forgetting all about submission and respect. She jumped between Nicolo and Bob. She barely registered Nicolo’s silence. Where a moment ago he growled at Steve, easily putting him in his place, he reined in his temper toward her pack leader. Heidi didn’t have the same fine-tuned training when it came to her emotions. “No!” She didn’t mean to yell—well, maybe she did. “He’s done nothing wrong. You can’t chase him out of the pack.”
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 “I sure as hell can,” Bob bellowed, looking dangerous as hell when he put his fists on his hips and glared over her head at Nicolo. “You aren’t welcome here, Malta werewolf. Don’t even try to see her again.” “What has he done wrong?” Heidi cried out, backing up from Bob until she felt Nicolo against her backside. “If I had been away with a lunewulf, or even an American, you wouldn’t be so outraged. How dare you judge him simply by his breed!” “Heidi,” Nicolo growled from behind her, sending chills rushing over her skin. His baritone grabbed Steve and Bob’s attention too. Both of them straightened, looking up at him. “Disrespecting your pack leader isn’t the answer here.” He stepped around her, but then turned and touched her cheek. “Go get some sleep. We’ll discuss this outside. Lock your door after we leave.” “Nicolo.” She didn’t want him to leave, not like this. He wanted her to turn and leave them, but there was no way she could let these werewolves fight over her while she stayed out of it. Nicolo cupped her chin, stroking his thumb against her flesh and ignoring the growl that erupted from Bob. “Do as you’re told, little bitch. This will be settled.” His dark gaze warned her to obey him. She sucked in her breath, inhaling him deep into her lungs. Tears stung her eyes and she’d be damned if any of them would see her cry. “Do as you’re told,” he repeated with a deadly whisper. It was obvious that Nicolo wanted the others to see, as well as smell, his mark on her. A bitch obeyed her male. No matter that she despised that tradition. She glared at Steve and Bob, then turned around quickly, leaving the three of them standing in her living room. The second she heard her lock click, she raced back to her front door, pressing her ear to it so she could hear. “I don’t want to see you in this territory again,” Bob said. She heard them march down her porch steps and dug her fingers into her palms so that she wouldn’t yank her door open. Tears stung her cheeks. It couldn’t end like this. No one told her whom she could and couldn’t see. No one! “He’s marked her,” Steve announced. “Go see for yourself, Bob. His scent drips from her pores. Tell me what kind of werewolf would do that to a bitch and then drag her back to her den and leave her.” “I honor her by returning her to her pack.” Nicolo’s low baritone gave away his growing fury even though she couldn’t smell it. “I would be nothing more than a mutt if I fucked her and then kept her at my den. The right thing to do was bring her to her pack and then discuss the matter with you.” “There will be no discussion. If you don’t leave my territory right now, you’re a dead werewolf,” Bob yelled.
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 Heidi couldn’t take it any longer. She yanked open her door, her muscles screaming in protest when she almost slid down her porch stairs and raced into Nicolo’s arms. “Bob! You can’t. I will see him again. You can’t stop me.” She wrapped her arms around Nicolo’s thick body, burying her face in his chest. “Please,” she whispered, fighting to think of the perfect thing to say to prevent this nightmare from continuing. Rough hands ripped her away from Nicolo. She saw him tense, lunging toward Bob, who threw her to the ground behind him and then moved into Nicolo quickly. “This is your last warning, Malta werewolf.” He didn’t back down when Nicolo looked ready to leap. “And Heidi, if you don’t get your ass inside your den right now, I swear I’ll find you a mate before sundown tomorrow.” “Do that and I’ll leave this pack. I swear I will.” She slid on the snow when she tried to stand and her inner thigh muscles cramped on her. Steve tried to help her and she slapped him away from her. “You despise him for being something you don’t understand. But you’re making it smell real damned clear that we’re no better than barbarians. When was the last time you ever found a mate for any bitch?” Heidi couldn’t control her temper, and in spite of the fact that she was sure Bob spoke in anger, she pushed her luck speaking to her pack leader like this. Nicolo stepped around Bob, who surprisingly didn’t stop him, and picked her up off the ground. Once she stood though, he turned his back on her and faced Bob. There were several other members of her pack she hadn’t noticed until now. Bob had brought reinforcements, obviously thinking he might need them to restrain a Malta werewolf. Nicolo stood inches taller than all of them. But with four male lunewulfs ready to attack if needed, it would be a bad fight. “I will seek you out again,” he told Bob and, ignoring the other males, he walked to his truck. “Heidi means something to me. You will accept that.” No one commented. Nicolo climbed into his truck and started it, taking a moment to stare at her before pulling away from her den and leaving. “He’s not a bad werewolf,” Heidi cried, hating the tears that wouldn’t quit falling. “Everyone head out,” Bob announced, waving at her pack members. “And you’ll all stay quiet about this. I won’t have Heidi’s reputation tarnished because of this.” Once again, he was the quiet-spoken pack leader she’d always known. When he turned to her, she swore she smelled compassion on him. She slapped tears from her cheeks, suddenly feeling the cold and shivering violently. Every muscle in her body constricted painfully and she wasn’t sure she’d make it into her den without making it clear how badly she ached. “Heidi, it would never work between you and a Malta werewolf. Neither of your packs would accept you. I won’t have you hating your life over a fling like this.” He took her arm, guiding her up the stairs and into her den. “Damn it. His scent is embedded in you. Please tell me you didn’t mate with him.”
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 “Obviously what I’ve done, or why I did it, doesn’t matter to you.” She wrapped her arms around her waist once she stood in her living room, still shivering too hard to stop. Emotions and the cold had her legs wobbling enough that she could barely stand. “I’m sorry that I threw you to the ground.” He smelled of frustration, but if he thought she was mad simply because he’d turned into a brute, he wasn’t as smart of a pack leader as she’d given him credit for in the past. “I asked him to talk to you.” She tried reasoning with him. “Bob. I’m twenty-nine years old and for the first time in my life, I’ve found a werewolf who matters to me. I didn’t ask for him to be another breed. But he is. If I’m okay with that, you should be too.” Bob sighed, then scrubbed his crew cut with the palm of his hand. When he scowled, a small scar at the side of his mouth puckered. “His pack is dangerous. That isn’t prejudice, but a fact. Nicolo Spalto is the littermate of their pack leader.” His knowledge impressed her, but of course he would know what there was to know about a pack that bordered their territory. “The werewolf would kill any of your breed to benefit his own pack. He would attack, take out our territory, if he believed Malta werewolves would gain from it. Think about it, Heidi. You are lunewulf. You would defend your breed with tooth and claw. Am I wrong?” “You know I would.” “Of course. And if Nicolo is the great werewolf you claim that he is, he would do the same for his breed. The two of you aren’t compatible. I know this hurts right now, but give it some time. I won’t expect you in the office tomorrow. It will take a while for his scent to fade from your skin anyway. But I’ll stop by once the pack is up and see how you’re doing.” Bob patted her on the shoulder, like the matter was settled, and then left her alone in her den. Once again, the tears streamed down her cheek. She walked into her bedroom and collapsed on her bed, not bothering with her clothes or even to pull down her blankets. What would it take to show Bob she was willing to take a chance with Nicolo? Hell. All she asked was that the two breeds suddenly put all their hostility aside and get along. Her heart broke while she shook with tears. Crying never solved anything, but she couldn’t help herself. So much would have to happen just so she could date Nicolo. Neither one of them were asking to set up a den together—just see each other again. Maybe she would want to mate with him for life, and according to their traditions, mating in their fur did bind them together for life. But there was still so much she wanted to know about him. And it sucked big time that she couldn’t do that without her pack leader destroying her life, or worse yet, trying to kill Nicolo. She wasn’t sure when, or how she managed to sleep, but suddenly she opened her eyes and squinted against sunlight streaming through the cracks in the blinds that covered her windows. She rolled over and groaned loudly. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been so sore. But then, when had she ever had so much sex in one day?
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 “Little did I know I was fucking because there would be no tomorrow.” Her bitterness made her muscles ache more. Slowly rolling out of bed, she walked stiffly to her shower. Hot, steamy water pounding her body sounded almost as good as coffee. She would do one and then get the other. Maybe then she could figure out how to get over her broken heart, or better yet, plot out a way to see Nicolo again. To hell with Bob. An hour later, she stared at her driveway—her empty driveway. “Where the hell is my car?” she demanded after calling Bob and waiting for him to answer. “It’s obviously got some problems. I had it towed to the shop this morning. Were you planning on going somewhere?” he asked. Since he’d told her to stay at her den, answering his question would only get her into more trouble. “I just wondered,” she said quietly. “How are you feeling today?” “Like shit. You?” she asked, squinting at the glaring snow that covered her neighborhood in drifts. Bob chuckled, last night obviously not affecting his mood today. “If you start feeling like you’re on a leash, my mate offered to have you over today. Just call and one of us will come get you.” “Thanks,” she said, not meaning it. She muttered her goodbyes and then pocketed her cell phone. Nothing could be worse than being caged, having supervised visits, and being escorted around on a leash. And all because she’d found an incredible werewolf who just happened to be the wrong breed. She kicked at the snow, feeling her inner thighs stretch. But the pain wasn’t physical today. Every inch of her hurt because she’d been wronged—judged for falling for a damned good werewolf who didn’t reach the standards of others who never even took the time to get to know him. Heading back inside, she pictured Nicolo working alongside his pack members, doing physical labor of some kind. Just imagining him, his muscles bulging, that intense look on his face and his shiny black hair being lifted by a breeze while his dark skin glowed with sweat, warmed her enough that she swore the snow melted underneath her as she walked back inside. She shrugged out of her coat and slumped onto the couch, staring at the turned-off television set. Normally, she’d be over at Bob’s den, working in the small room he’d turned into an office for all pack matters. And she still could go over there. Brenda, his mate, wasn’t all that bad to hang around with. But the conversation would be on 91
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 Brenda’s cubs, tending to her den and what the other bitches in the pack were doing. Today, all the bitches would be gossiping about her. Why ruin Brenda’s fun by showing up and stopping the chatter? Her cell phone pressed against her thigh and she dug it out of her pocket. Staring at the dark faceplate, she leaned back on her couch and kicked off her shoes. Nothing smelled worse than self-pity, and she wouldn’t allow herself to go there. Straightening her legs in the air, she pointed her toes. I’m strong and powerful. Anything I want, I can have. Yeah, right. She dropped her phone on her belly and ran her hands up her legs, reaching for her toes. Nicolo had touched her like this, stroking her body and igniting flames inside her that still burned today. Her pussy didn’t feel tender today like it had last night, but a yearning lingered. Running her hands down her inner thighs, she stretched her legs, forming a V with them. The material of her jeans rubbed against her clit and she inhaled deeply. I’m a sensual, sexy bitch. And I deserve the best! The best came with a hell of a price. But now that she’d had a taste of him, smelled him every time she sucked in a breath, would any other werewolf do? That question didn’t even need asking. Her pussy swelled, dampening her jeans. “Nicolo,” she cried out, aching to be with him, to feel him inside her. She had to be sick. They’d fucked like crazy yesterday. And now she lay here alone, imagining him entering her again. Heidi closed her eyes, rubbing her crotch, which filled the air with her scent. She smelled Nicolo too, and undid her jeans, reaching her hand under the denim. Heat greeted her fingers and she stroked her pussy, spreading her cream over her sensitive flesh. Nicolo’s cock was so damned huge—bigger than any werewolf she’d been with or imagined. And she loved how he felt inside her. Stuffing her fingers inside her, she willed them to be his cock, filling and stretching her, entering her until he hit that spot that made her entire body quiver. Just thinking about it gave her chills, and she sucked in her breath, dying inside without him. Her cell phone buzzed on her belly and then rang. She jumped, heat spreading over her flesh while the scent of embarrassment tickled her nose. She pulled her hand out of her jeans, wiping her fingers quickly and then grabbing her phone to check the number. “Hello,” she said, preparing herself for the drill. She almost smelled Tamara’s excitement through the phone. “Heidi. How are you doing? I heard all the news. Did that Malta werewolf hurt you?” the bitch said in one breath.
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 “Of course he didn’t hurt me.” She wondered what Tamara had heard but didn’t doubt the pack grapevine had already grossly distorted the truth. “Did Bob and Steve really chase him out of our pack?” she asked. “No one chased Nicolo anywhere.” She scowled at her ceiling, already seeing her pack would view Nicolo as some terrible beast who’d wronged one of their bitches. The gross distortion of the truth put a foul taste in her mouth. “Please set the pack straight and let everyone know I wanted to be with him. And I still do,” she added quickly. “Heidi, you’re insane. He’s a Malta werewolf. You know they’re all mutated and dangerous.” “No. I don’t know that. They are a pack just like us—just a different breed. Have you ever hung out with one of them?” “Hell no. And you’d do well to not let anyone hear you talk like that. I heard Bob considered finding you a mate. Do you really want to be known as the bitch who set our pack back a century or so because of your crazy behavior?” “Tamara, go to hell. There’s nothing wrong with Nicolo. But there is something wrong with a pack that judges a werewolf without even sniffing him out.” She punched the button to end the call and tossed her cell phone onto her couch next to her, glaring at it. Someone walked over the snow in her front yard, and Heidi jumped up, quickly zipping and buttoning her jeans. “One word out of anyone,” she hissed, heading over to her door and flinging it open. “What?” she yelled, and then saw who it was. Maura DeBeaux stomped her boots on the porch and raised a perfectly plucked eyebrow at Heidi. “Hello to you too.” “Wow. Maura. How are you?” Heidi pushed her screen door open, trying to remember if Bob had forbidden her visitors. As if she cared. She wouldn’t be imprisoned in her own pack. “Come on in.” “Sounds like all the fun happens while I’m trapped in my den.” Maura sniffed the air when she walked past Heidi. She entered the room, turning slowly, and then made a show of walking around Heidi, inhaling loudly and then exhaling while humming softly. “Well, you don’t look the worse for wear.” “Gee, thanks.” “You smell like you’ve just come from an orgy though.” Maura was probably the only bitch in her pack who wouldn’t judge Heidi. She hesitated though. It hadn’t dawned on her how desperately she wanted to talk to someone about Nicolo. But now, staring at Maura’s amused yet concerned expression made it tempting to unload on her lifelong friend. “Seems I remember you smelling this way a time or two,” Heidi teased, needing to keep the air smelling light for at least a few minutes.
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 Maura raised a shoulder and let it fall lazily. She walked farther into Heidi’s den, still looking so pretty even though they were no longer wildly chasing werewolves without a care to their reputations. “We did have some good runs back in the day, didn’t we?” Maura plopped down on the couch where Heidi had been lying and stretched her slender arms along the back of it. “I haven’t thought about those days in a long time.” “How have you been doing?” Heidi never saw Maura anymore since she’d mated with Pete Wagner a few months ago. “Damn. I still think of you as a DeBeaux. You’re Maura Wagner now.” “Yeah.” There was no happiness in Maura’s tone. “Mating isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. But I didn’t come here to talk about me. I heard all the bitches howling and figured it was worth sneaking out of the den to make sure you were okay.” Heidi sat next to Maura. Her packmate was as beautiful as she’d always been, yet the glow in her soft blue eyes had faded. The color in her face was a result of carefully applied makeup. Her long, straight blonde hair fell over one shoulder and past her breasts, almost reaching her waist. Maura pursed her lips and returned Heidi’s scrutinizing stare. “Tell me what happened,” Maura whispered. Heidi ached to know what had changed Maura’s scent from being so tangy with happiness to almost smelling stale. Not even her perfume hid Maura’s obvious unhappiness. Whatever had happened, Heidi saw that Maura didn’t want to talk about it. Maybe unloading her problems would help Maura forget her own troubles for a few minutes—whatever they were. “A little over a week ago, I met a Malta werewolf. Maura, he’s so large and dark and powerful. Everything I’ve always dreamed of finding in a werewolf.” “Except that he’s a Malta werewolf.” Maura didn’t condemn like Tamara had. Instead, she almost smelled sympathetic. “I’ve been with him twice now, and I’m going nuts to see him again.” There. She’d said the most obvious, and it felt damned good admitting it out loud. Maura nodded. “Then go find him. Don’t settle for anyone but the best. You deserve it, Heidi.” “No lectures on him being the wrong breed?” Already some of the pain lifted from Heidi’s heart. Going and finding Nicolo was easier said than done at this point though. Maura shrugged. “Pete is a lunewulf and he cheats on me and is never at our den.” Heidi couldn’t believe it. “Why would any male cheat on you?” Maura grinned but then shifted on the couch, turning to face Heidi. “Pete seemed to be everything a mate should be. He had the great den, came from money and appeared perfect to everyone.” Heidi remembered thinking that Pete was far from gorgeous, but she gave Maura credit for deciding to settle down and take a mate who smelled so perfect.
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 “Everyone in the pack offered their blessing.” Maura leaned forward and grabbed Heidi’s hands. “Don’t you see? I did what everyone wanted me to do, and look where it got me. I never know when Pete will be at our den, and if I’m not there when he does come sniffing around, I get yelled at. He wants the perfect little bitch, the perfect den and his perfect little girlfriends on the side.” “Want me to rip his throat out for you?” Heidi offered, outraged that anyone would treat Maura like that. The bitch was the best out there and should be honored and cherished, not shit on. “I’ve thought about doing it a time or two myself,” Maura agreed. “But I’ve already gone to Bob and asked to be let out of the mating.” “You’re kidding!” Heidi’s mouth fell open. Werewolves didn’t divorce. Mating lasted for life. If Maura asked to be free of the mating, basically she asked for Pete’s life. “Well, you can come stay with me if you like.” Maura looked around the den. “Maybe I should do that. That would show Pete that I’m done putting up with his crap.” She squeezed Heidi’s hands. “When I heard all the gossip being howled on the streets, I ran over here as quickly as I could. Heidi. Whatever you do, don’t settle for any male who isn’t perfect for you. Don’t do anything just because the pack feels it’s best for you. Please don’t end up like I have.” Heidi would be damned if she’d cry again. She jumped up, turning her back on Maura and quickly wiped her eyes. “What are you going to do?” Maura asked quietly, as if some lunewulf might be sniffing around outside and overhear them. “I want to be with him,” Heidi said, turning and smelling her own determination as she smiled at Maura. Her friend looked happy for the first time since she’d arrived at Heidi’s den. “Then go get him.”
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 Chapter Ten “You smell it too?” “I more than smell them.” Josie squinted at Nicolo. “Humans have combed this side of the mountain recently. Their rage, fear, excitement to destroy…all of it clings to the tree limbs, the ground and in the air.” Nicolo blew out a breath, creating a cloud in front of his face. He stared up the snow-covered mountain. “This barbed wire stretches along the entire side here, all the way to that group of trees down by the clearing.” He ran his gloved hand over the twisted wire—a death trap if it were nighttime and a werewolf raced up or down this mountain. Josie grabbed the barbed wire where it had been wrapped around a tree trunk and tore into the bark. He ripped it free, growling his frustration while putting on the muscle to pull off the task. “So if humans put up this barbed wire, we now need to find out why.” “They hate our guts?” Nicolo said, chuckling dryly. “Safe conclusion.” Josie held on to the wire and started walking the distance to where it was wrapped around the next tree. He worked to coil it into a circle, stopping to sniff the air a few times while Nicolo followed him. “I hear these same traps were found over in lunewulf territory,” he said after they’d trekked half the distance over the snow-packed ground. “Yup.” Nicolo didn’t like Josie climbing around in his mind and knew the werewolf would use his gift if Nicolo didn’t offer a more thorough answer. “Heidi speculated that humans might be laying these traps to cause a war between Malta werewolves and lunewulfs.” “Sounds like she’s a smart bitch. If we attacked each other, quite a few werewolves would die. I’m sure the humans would love that.” “That isn’t going to happen.” Nicolo grabbed some of the barbed wire since it was now a fairly large bundle and helped Josie keep it wrapped as they reached the next clump of trees. “If we’re going to bridge the gap between our breeds, it might be smart to contact their pack and see if they have found out anything more about these traps.” Josie watched Nicolo rip the barbed wire from the tree and then met his gaze. Nicolo studied the werewolf. They’d known each other since they were cubs, and sometimes Josie still had that roguish grin that gave the impression he was up to no good. The bitches loved it, but Nicolo saw it for what it was. Josie had a plan.
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 “Their pack leader told me I’d be killed on sight if I entered their territory again.” And after two days, those parting words from Bob, their pack leader, had about eaten him alive. “Ah. So you’re afraid to go over there and talk to him about this.” Josie’s idiotic grin didn’t fade. Nicolo growled. “The lunewulf doesn’t scare me any more than your lame attempt at manipulating me.” “So we head over there and talk to him?” “I’ll drive.” “Should we tell Dimitri first?” “You can call him if you want.” Nicolo knew Josie wouldn’t call Dimitri. Josie loved a good challenge as much as the next werewolf. For Nicolo, it was more than a challenge. He’d tried calling Heidi yesterday, and then first thing when he’d gotten up today. She hadn’t answered her cell phone either time. And he wouldn’t accept that she didn’t want to talk to him. More than likely, her pack leader had put a very short leash on her. Just picturing Heidi confined and caged bothered him. Her spirit wouldn’t do well under such conditions, and she didn’t deserve that kind of punishment. More than once, he’d pondered if he’d done the right thing in taking her so many times the other day. His body screamed for more, and he’d run around with a semihard cock since he’d left her. Walking away from her had been the hardest thing he’d ever done in his life. But leaving her at her den had also been a smart move. He needed time to clear his head and breathe air that didn’t have her scent clinging to it. Two days had passed since he’d seen her, and he still swore he smelled her on him. Tradition had it that when two werewolves truly mated, their scent remained on each other for life. He’d known many happy dens in his life where the bitch and male didn’t carry each other’s scent. Not all traditions held truth. But nonetheless, as he started the truck and spun the tires over the ice and snow, he swore he inhaled her deep into his lungs. “I can’t say that I blame you for howling for the bitch.” Josie broke the silence but didn’t look at Nicolo as they headed down the highway toward lunewulf territory. “Get the fuck out of my head,” Nicolo snarled. Josie laughed. “I’m not in your head. A mutt could tell she’s on your mind. I can smell it. She’s a hot little bitch. I’m just saying I don’t blame you for wanting her.” “She’s mine.” Nicolo glared at Josie. “And I’d say you belong to her too.” Josie held up his hands, making a show of mock surrender. “Her scent is all over you. She’s marked you big time, my friend.” Well at least he wasn’t imagining that he inhaled her scent with every breath. “We’ve created hell for ourselves,” he confessed, then immediately wondered why he bothered sharing his thoughts with Josie. Although he knew the werewolf wouldn’t
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 condemn him for his honesty. “And I’m afraid it’s going even worse for her. I’ve called her twice and no answer.” “You think she’s been locked up?” “Or worse.” He wouldn’t accept that her pack leader meant what he said about finding her a mate. If he had meant it though, whatever lunewulf he chose would be a dead male when Nicolo found him. “I’ll be able to think straight once I know she’s okay.” “She’s fine, man. I’m sure of it.” Nicolo frowned, having to ask. “How the hell do you know she’s fine? I mean, fuck it. I don’t sniff into your personal business. Whatever level of the gift you have is your own thing. But you aren’t going to tell me she’s fine and not say how you know.” Josie didn’t look offended. He smelled like he always did, but he didn’t look at Nicolo when he spoke. “Your bitch is a bit on the wild side, but she was happy. It’s obvious she’s been well cared for in her pack. You returned her there, and I’m sure she would have thrown a fit if she didn’t feel safe or wanted.” Nicolo tightened his grip on the steering wheel. Josie hadn’t answered his question. He cracked the window a bit and slowed on the curve of the highway, inhaling the cold air outside and sniffing to see if anyone might be nearby. “Something’s not right,” he said. “Or she would have answered my calls.” “Look over that way.” Josie pointed out his side of the truck. Nicolo frowned at the men walking along a valley at the edge of the mountain. “Think they’re lunewulf?” “Pull over and let’s see what they’re up to.” Josie gave him a quick look. “Unless you’re scared. We aren’t in our territory anymore.” Nicolo glared at Josie, pulling the truck off onto the narrow side of the road. The two of them got out and jumped the metal railing that would prove a feeble attempt to keep any car from tumbling down the side of the mountain if it drove off the road. It was a steep decline covered with drifting snow. The slightest of breezes came in their direction, carrying the scent of the werewolves walking a quarter mile or so below. They were too far away for the lunewulf to pick up their scent, unless the wind changed directions. Of course one of them could turn around and look, or another possibly might have exceptional hearing and pick up on their boots crunching through snow. The latter obviously proved true. Nicolo paused when the three men below turned, and the smell on the breeze turned aggressive. “Three lunewulfs. No backup. And they’re scared shitless.” Josie had no problem reading minds from this distance. And it was times like this when Nicolo rather appreciated the fact that his friend had such strong possession of the gift. “Wonder what they’re doing out here,” Nicolo said, slowing his pace and taking his time as they sauntered toward the lunewulfs. Let them sweat it out a bit.
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 “I don’t pick up any guilt or panic. Oh wait.” Josie glanced at the snow in front of them, matching Nicolo’s pace and suddenly looking very lost in thought. His straight black hair fell forward, blocking his profile. His scent never changed. Not only did Josie have his gift well mastered, he’d learned to keep his emotions in check while using it. Nicolo guessed it was Josie’s defense mechanism against his pack so no one would challenge him when he worked the gift to gain the upper hand among his packmates. Heidi’s words about Malta werewolves needing to lighten up about the gift came to mind. She’s said it would be the only way other werewolves would learn to trust them. They had a long way to go. Malta werewolves didn’t even possess that trust among themselves when it came to the gift. Josie’s lack of smell at the moment offered proof enough of that. Josie glanced his way, raising an eyebrow when he realized Nicolo watched him. “They’re worried about barbed wire,” he offered, whispering. “It’s hard when I’m getting all of their thoughts at the same time, and none of them impress me as being too damned intelligent.” “Then we talk to them about barbed wire.” “They’ll accuse us of putting it up.” “Not scared, are you?” Nicolo kept his expression hard, knowing they were close enough for the lunewulfs to see them clearly. “There are only three of them. You won’t even have to fight.” Josie’s dark eyes flashed and the smell of humor filled the air, then got carried away with the breeze. They turned their attention toward the three males who’d stopped what they were doing and faced Nicolo and Josie. Their hostile smells curled Nicolo’s lip and he growled, giving a universal warning that he’d fight if one of them pushed him too far. No matter that they were on lunewulf territory. They weren’t sneaking up on them and they walked closer with a slow stroll, crunching over the snow in unified steps. “Are you two pups lost?” one of the lunewulf asked. He was the tallest of the three, although at least a couple inches shorter than Nicolo and probably a good fifty pounds lighter. “Not at all.” Nicolo stopped a few paces from the three of them. “We saw you three and sought you out.” “What do you want, Malta werewolf?” the same lunewulf asked. He was obviously their spokesperson. “We found barbed wire this morning that reeked of humans,” Nicolo offered, watching the three lunewulf carefully. He didn’t need Josie to tell him what they thought. He smelled their suspicion all over them. “So we thought we’d come talk to your pack and see if you’d found the same.” “More than likely, you came here to stretch the barbed wire over our land,” the lunewulf standing in the middle of the three snarled. “Looks to me like you’re busted.”
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 “Nope,” Josie said, not elaborating. The three males didn’t move, nor did they look at each other. For a moment, Nicolo figured they’d end up in their fur, teaching the three of them some respect. And as pleasurable of a thought as that might have been, he couldn’t let it happen. Heidi would have his throat. And it would complicate things even further if he decided to enter their territory again and sniff around her den to figure out why she hadn’t answered or returned his calls. “Have you found any barbed wire out this way?” Nicolo turned his back on the three lunewulfs, an unspoken sign that he didn’t feel threatened. Let them take it as insult or not—he would focus on the situation. “What we found would actually run parallel to approximately this location. It was on the other side of that mountain.” He returned his attention to catch the three of them glancing at each other and Josie giving them that same contemplative look Nicolo had seen when they’d walked over. “Why the hell would you care if there is barbed wire on our territory?” the original spokesperson asked. “Because if humans are stretching this barbed wire across our territories, they’ve got a reason. More than likely, they think they’ll kill a few werewolves and then we’ll accuse each other of the act and kill the rest of us off. Would save them a hell of a lot of work.” Nicolo stared into the cold blue eyes of the lunewulf spokesperson, who also stood directly in front of him. “What’s your name, Malta werewolf?” the lunewulf asked, squinting and staring at him even harder. Nicolo hadn’t expected the question, but he kept his expression neutral—and hopefully his scent too. “Nicolo Spalto. My littermate is pack leader.” “You didn’t come here to check on any fucking barbed wire,” the lunewulf hissed. “The two of you walked over this land. Where were you coming from?” Nicolo had no clue where the lunewulf headed with this line of questioning. He glanced at Josie, who now frowned. For the first time, he smelled something on Josie, and it wasn’t confusion or frustration like Nicolo would have guessed. Josie was getting pissed—really pissed. “My truck is parked up on the road,” Nicolo said slowly, taking his time to look away from Josie and back at the three males in front of him. “Are you going to tell us whether there is barbed wire out this way? Or do we go exploring for ourselves?” Josie gave him a quick look that Nicolo couldn’t read. “I bet you’d just love to roam our territory, wouldn’t you, Malta werewolf?” the spokesperson sneered, insulting him by not saying Nicolo’s name after the partial introduction. “I’d love to put an end to werewolves slashing their throats on barbed wire and killing themselves,” he snarled back, getting fed up quickly and not liking the sensation rushing inside him that he was missing something.
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 “Seems to me that if you wanted to discuss the deaths of your werewolves, proper protocol would have you requesting a presence with our pack leader. But you wouldn’t want to do that, would you, Spalto?” Nicolo glared at the lunewulf. The lunewulf’s anger at their presence made sense. Their breeds hated each other. But suggesting he’d rather talk to several rogue lunewulfs over their leader was a direct bite on his integrity. “We were headed into your town when we spotted you three out here.” He doubted honesty would sway this thick-hided asshole, but he still hadn’t figured out why his instincts told him their anger didn’t come from not liking the smell of them. “If you don’t know anything, just say so. We’ll head back to our truck and into your town. Feel free to call your pack leader and announce us if you like.” It didn’t smell right when the three of them seemed surprised by his words. Nicolo let the lunewulf take his time answering. A cold wind hit the three of them and his hair lifted off his neck. But the tiny hairs on his flesh bristled while the smell of the three lunewulfs grew stronger. “Let him head in there,” the third lunewulf who hadn’t spoken until now said, glancing over at the spokesperson of the three. “I, for one, plan on being there when he’s taken down though.” “You’ve either got some really sharp teeth or you’re an idiot.” The spokesperson ignored the comment from the other lunewulf and glanced from Nicolo to Josie. “But I’m sure Bob would love to talk to you, and if you’re willing to run into our town, by all means, we’ll escort you.” “This isn’t about barbed wire.” Josie didn’t make it a question. The lunewulfs looked at him as if he’d just howled at the moon. Josie straightened, reaching a good six and a half feet. The lunewulf who’d piped up about Nicolo heading into town took a step backward, but the other two held their ground, puffing out what little chest each of them had. “I’m getting the same impression.” Nicolo glared at the lunewulfs. “I’ll ask you one more time. Have you found any barbed wire around here lately? And if so, did you detect the smell of humans?” “I think you should ask our pack leader that question, if you’re werewolf enough to face him, Spalto.” “Why don’t you tell us why you three are out here?” Josie stared at the lunewulf spokesperson until the male quit looking at him and squinted at Nicolo. “Seems you are quite a distance from your town.” “We’re in lunewulf territory. And so are you. Seems to me the question is more why the fuck are you really here?” Nicolo battled with his human and animal sides. They’d talked long enough. The lunewulf’s question had already been answered. Asking it again implied they believed Nicolo had lied.
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 He barely managed to keep his teeth from growing. “If you smell any lies in the air, they sure as hell aren’t coming from either one of us,” he snarled, his voice thicker than it had been when he’d spoken before. The lunewulf spokesperson’s short blond hair suddenly poofed around his head, reminding Nicolo of a fucking poodle. His teeth pressed against his lips and he fisted his hands at his waist while he snarled at Nicolo. “You’ve got a lot of fucking nerve roaming our territory on the pretense of barbed wire. Tell us now where the hell you put her and you might live through the day.” Nicolo’s cell phone rang, but it took a minute before he acknowledged it. “What the fuck did you just say?” he hissed, moving slowly to remove his phone from his belt while studying the outraged lunewulf standing in front of him. “Tell you where the hell I put whom?” “Answer your phone.” Josie looked at him, but then growled a warning at the lunewulfs. Something didn’t make sense here. The lunewulf demanded he tell them where he’d put someone. That could only mean one thing! His heart stopped beating and for a long moment, he didn’t breathe. “Tell me Heidi isn’t missing,” he warned the lunewulf and then answered his phone. The intense fury he suddenly experienced made his eyes water. He didn’t even try to hide the atrocious smell of his emotion. “What?” he growled when he recognized Dimitri’s number. “Where are you?” His littermate’s tone rumbled. As usual, he was in a foul mood. Well, Nicolo wasn’t in the mood for Dimitri’s temper at the moment. “I’ll tell you later. What did you need?” “Get to the den right now. I need you here immediately.” Dimitri hung up. Nicolo opened his mouth to tell Dimitri he’d be there when he got there, but then heard the phone go dead. Josie raised an eyebrow questioningly. The three lunewulfs looked and smelled ready to attack. The lunewulf who’d been the quietest pulled his phone out and took a step back from the rest of them. More than likely calling for backup. At least the three of them knew they didn’t stand a chance against him and Josie. “You want to tell me what you meant by what you just said?” Nicolo challenged the lunewulf in front of him, taking a step closer and glaring down at him. “Let me make it real clear to you, Malta werewolf,” the lunewulf hissed, daring to clear the distance between them so that his nose almost touched Nicolo’s chin. “The only reason you’re still breathing right now is because I want to know what the hell you’re doing here. And you can cut the crap about barbed wire, because I’m not buying it.”
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 “Do you smell a fucking lie on me?” Nicolo roared, taking an intentional step forward and knocking the lunewulf backward. “I don’t think you do. Tell me what the fuck you meant by what you said a minute ago before I rip your fucking throat out.” The two other lunewulf growled and Josie moved in on them, forcing them to back off and allow Nicolo free rein on the mutt who’d just pushed his luck too far. Out of the corner of his eye, he caught movement. Nicolo glanced over the lunewulf’s head and spotted the white blurs racing across the meadow toward them. More lunewulf— probably the backup the lunewulf had called for when he’d pulled out his phone. And they were in their fur. The lunewulf in front of him took advantage of his being distracted momentarily and leapt at him, amazingly stronger than Nicolo would have guessed. He fell back a few feet before steadying himself and then sent the lunewulf flying, roaring as his anger boiled over inside him. The lunewulf fell backward into his packmates, who grabbed him. The three of them snarled, the change tempting all of them, just as four more lunewulfs raced toward them. They slowed, growling and baring teeth while slowly circling the small group. “You stole one of our bitches,” the lunewulf spokesperson screamed at him, shoving his packmates off him and lunging toward Nicolo. “Now you enter our territory. What the fuck did you do with her?” Instead of attacking, Nicolo grabbed the lunewulf, holding him off the ground so they scowled at each other eye to eye. In spite of the struggle, Nicolo had strength on his side. He gave the lunewulf a hard shake, ignoring the snarls and closeness of the others who’d surrounded him. The bastard’s words sank in slowly, then hit his gut with a painful thud. “How do you know Heidi is missing? How long has she been gone?” “The female’s disappearance is news to us,” Josie told him. “We can make a mess of this meadow and kill a few werewolves today, or you can call your dogs off and we’ll help you search for her.” Calling any werewolf a dog was the lowest of insults. One of the lunewulfs who was in his fur lunged at Josie, teeth bared and claws extended. Josie roared, the sound echoing through the meadow, and punched the lunewulf in the chest. The jerk went flying backward a good dozen feet, rolling head over heels while the others watched, stunned. Josie had been pushed too far and the gift ignited inside him. He turned on the others, his teeth extended and his straight black hair longer and wild-looking. He jumped toward them, his arms extended, and suddenly all of them flew backward, rolling in the snow as if some incredible wind had attacked them and blown them off their paws. This would get worse before it got better. Nicolo’s brain raced. Her pack couldn’t find Heidi. They thought he’d taken her. She’d disappeared. “I don’t have time to destroy a bunch of lunewulfs,” he growled and threw the lunewulf he held to the ground, unable to send him flying the way Josie had the others 103
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 but still satisfied. “I had no fucking clue that Heidi was missing. But now that I know, I’m going to find her. Get in my way and you’ll die.” The lunewulf scurried to his feet, but hesitated. Maybe he’d finally bothered to inhale and had learned that Nicolo didn’t lie. Nicolo ignored the rest of their pack, who’d managed to come to their paws but stood waiting, more than likely deciding attacking might not be to their advantage. He turned, marching across the meadow toward his truck. Josie could follow or play in the meadow for the rest of the damned day for all he cared. All that mattered at the moment was figuring out when she’d last been seen and taking it from there. And for that, he needed to pay her pack leader a visit.
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 Chapter Eleven “Are you okay?” Heidi stretched in the cave that barely offered enough room for her to stand and then quickly reached for her clothes. The sun was bright along the entrance of the stone walls, but it was still cold as hell. She watched Maura blink and then focus one silver eye on her. Her friend remained in her fur, lifting her head and sniffing the air. “I think it’s midday or so, but I haven’t been outside yet.” Every muscle in her body screamed from sleeping on cold rock all night. “You can sleep if you want and I’ll go outside and see what’s in the air. I’m sure they know we’re gone by now.” She finished dressing quickly, dying to simply run to the Malta werewolf pack. Maura was with her now though, and until she knew the bitch was okay, they would have to stay put. She slipped her coat over her sweater and then slid between the rocks that had blocked the cold night wind while they slept. She licked her lips and felt how dry they were while she worked to swallow the foul taste out of her mouth. What she wouldn’t do for a hot cup of coffee and a shower. For now, they would both have to settle for freezing spring water and raw fish. Her stomach growled at the thought of fresh meat. Once Maura was up, they’d go hunting. But first, she needed to know they were safe. Her lungs filled with the scent of pine and the small rodents that scurried around rocks, detecting her scent at the same time that she noticed theirs. “What’s it like out there?” Maura asked from behind her. “I don’t smell any werewolves.” “You know they’ll be combing the mountain for us.” Or charging into the Malta pack demanding her return. That had been the only thought that had made her hesitate when Maura suggested they run together. “I wonder if Nicolo knows yet,” she mused out loud. They’d left during the night, waiting until the pack had headed out on a run and then going in the opposite direction. They’d headed south, away from both their mountain and the Malta werewolves’ mountain. “I bet if Pete knows, he hasn’t told anyone.” Maura appeared behind her, digging her hands into her coat pocket. Heidi turned on the narrow passage and stared at her friend. “Your eye looks better.”
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 Maura lowered her head and her long blonde hair fell around her face, partially covering it. “He’s an asshole. I’m not going back to him, Heidi. Even if they find us. Bob can’t make me stay with the jerk.” “Seriously, there is hardly any bruising left today.” Heidi stared at the pale green discoloration under Maura’s eye when the bitch looked at her. Her blood boiled thinking that any lunewulf would strike Maura. She’d attack Pete herself if given the chance. And simply because he returned to their den before Maura made it back from Heidi’s. The asshole needed his throat ripped out. “You don’t lie very well,” Maura said, smiling. She pushed her way past Heidi and stared down the mountain at the rocks and cliffs below them. “It’s so beautiful and peaceful here.” “It would be better with a hot pot of coffee.” Maura snorted. “Don’t even mention that.” “I smell water over that way. And it seems, if I remember right, we ran close to a waterfall last night. Let’s change and see if we can’t catch breakfast.” “All I remember about last night was following your ass.” Maura climbed up onto a rock and squatted, her blonde hair falling down her back while she rested her elbows on her knees. “How far would you say we are from our pack?” Heidi pointed at the mountain range spread out before them. The view was breathtaking, and if it weren’t for the seriousness of their actions—running from their pack, defying the orders of their pack leader and disappearing without telling anyone— Heidi would swear she’d found the most peaceful spot on earth. If only she hadn’t brought the trauma going on in her life along with her in her mind. “I’d hate to guess how many miles. But that mountain there is ours, and the mountain over there belongs to the Malta pack. Cuchara would be over there, and then Valle on the other side of that mountain.” She pointed as she spoke. “We ran for a few hours, but we did a lot of climbing and working our way around rocks and cliffs.” “If I hadn’t been half blind, it would have been kind of fun. Kind of like the old days.” Maura turned to look down at her. “We had some good times, didn’t we?” “Yeah, we sure did.” Running without direction didn’t appeal to her like it once had though. She had somewhere she wanted to run now and someone she wanted to run to. An uncomfortable ache wrapped around her heart when she imagined how outraged Nicolo might be if news reached him that she’d run. “Let’s hunt up some breakfast.” Maura jumped off the rock and joined her in the small cave they’d sniffed out the night before. Any rodents or small creatures that might have considered the place home had quickly disappeared when the two deadly female predators appeared. Heidi moved to the far corner of the small area—the entire cave just a bit larger than her bathroom—and quickly stripped back out of her clothes. Maura did the same, and the two of them rolled their clothes and then wrapped their coats around them.
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 Her heart picked up speed quickly while she shivered uncontrollably and closed her eyes, allowing the change to take over and bring her warmth. The smells of the cave grew richer, the sounds outside more acute. Her bones popped and stretched as her muscles changed shape. Heidi dropped to all fours, savoring every moment of the change that made her so much more than human. Instinct kicked in hard and fast and finding food suddenly became paramount on her list of things to do. She followed Maura out of the cave, jumping over rocks and leaping down the mountain much faster and easier than either of them could have done on two feet. Where she’d only been able to guess where water ran down the mountain while standing outside the cave, now she easily smelled and heard the rushing sounds of it tumbling over rocks. Eager to bathe and catch breakfast, the two of them wasted no time running toward the sound. Maura’s happiness as she pranced through the shallow pool of fresh mountain water lifted Heidi’s mood. It had been quite a while since she’d seen the carefree side of her friend. When they had been younger, Maura had been known for her wild side—a family trait that ran thick among the DeBeaux females. A bitch without much of a den, Maura had survived by moving from pack to pack until she’d met Heidi in a pack in Prince George up in Canada. Heidi viewed those days as another lifetime and had no regrets that they were gone. But watching Maura lap at the water, dive after fish and bark at her playfully made Heidi feel better about agreeing to escape the suppression the two of them experienced in their current pack. Sated and stuffed from the fish they’d caught, Heidi stretched out on cool, uncut grass and relaxed in the sunlight, letting her coat dry. Maura rolled around next to her, grunting and growling while she kicked her legs up in the air and panted like a happy idiot. If her vocal chords had allowed it, she would have laughed out loud at how ridiculous Maura looked. Instead, she closed her eyes, instantly seeing Nicolo in her mind. His powerful presence, whether in his fur or skin, warmed her quickly. He was a werewolf of strong convictions, and she worried he would regret taking her in her fur when he learned that she’d bolted. She didn’t want him to see her as too wild. Because really, she wasn’t. Settling down, having a den to call home and smelling love and happiness every time she entered it sounded so damned good her heart ached for it. And she ached for Nicolo. She’d planned on calling and telling him as much yesterday after Maura left her den. But then Bob had shown up, deciding she needed to come to his den for dinner. Telling him no would only have made her predicament worse. Even though the last thing she wanted to do was spend time with his den and watch him and his mate cuddle while their clubs played at their feet, she’d agreed to come over. Her cell phone had rung twice while she’d been there. Both times, Bob had taken the phone from her, frowned at the number and ended the call without answering it. She’d been pissed as hell when he’d told her he would return the phone to her the next day and had decided 107
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 it would be best to change her number. Maura had shown up after she’d returned to her den, crying and insisting she was going to run. Heidi couldn’t let her run by herself. Had Nicolo been those two calls? Bob would have let her answer if he’d thought the calls harmless. She had to believe he’d tried to call her. But what would Nicolo think when she hadn’t answered? Her stomach churned, the fish suddenly not setting as well as they had a few minutes ago. The hatred her pack had for Malta werewolves wouldn’t end overnight. But the feelings she had for Nicolo seemed to grow stronger the longer they were apart. She had to believe Nicolo knew she wanted him. If she thought otherwise, she’d be sick to her stomach. And without her strength, she’d never see him again. Maura growled and Heidi opened her eyes. Her friend lay on her stomach, her ears alert and her body tense. Heidi rolled over, quickly sniffing the air. She immediately smelled what had put Maura on alert. Humans. The smell of them drifted toward the two bitches. Heidi jumped to her feet, sniffing the air while taking in their mountainous surroundings. Maura stood slowly, tense and keeping her body low to the ground. Sunlight glistened off her damp coat, giving her a shiny white look. With snow on the ground, they were naturally camouflaged. And it was impossible to say what humans would be doing out this way. Neither of them would attack unless provoked, but with humans, it was best to just stay out of their way. The humans’ voices tickled her ears, growing louder as they got closer. The urge to run, to find shelter and watch from a safe distance took over. Heidi moved first, knowing Maura would follow, and headed for the rocks. With any luck, they would be back at their cave and out of sight without ever being noticed. The voices got louder. “I don’t know why we’re doing this. The last thing I want to put over my mantle is the head of a werewolf.” One of them laughed but another cursed. “You’ll get your fucking bear. But I know what I saw. If we can take a few of them out, then we’ll be doing the town a service. The nasty mutants just need to go back to where they came from.” “I’ve never seen one before when they are monsters—only when they look like us. They are sneaky when they look like humans—hard to pick out.” “Not really. They got two colors, all black or all white. And I hear their eyes glow unnatural-like when they are humans. If you put out raw meat, it makes their teeth grow. They can’t help themselves. But they are worse than a pack of dogs when they are animals. You know they’ll steal all of your sheep if we don’t wipe them out of the mountains.” “I’d put the head of one of them over my fireplace.”
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 That comment brought a round of laughter, but Heidi wasn’t smiling. If the humans had spotted werewolves, then there were more in the area than just her and Maura. Not to mention, she’d heard enough of their bullshit. She broke into a run, reaching the nearest cliff and jumping onto it with Maura right behind her. With any luck, they’d be halfway up the mountain and out of sight of the dimwitted humans within minutes. When she leapt to the next rock, another smell hit her. And it hit her strong. Werewolves. She froze, glancing over her shoulder to see Maura’s ears laid flat on her head while her hackles rose. A low growl rumbled in her throat and she glanced around them. Heidi looked past her, spotting the humans near the water where they’d just been. There were four males, all shouldering some large guns. Hunters, and with weapons to take out big animals. Shit. She hated feeling trapped. Humans on one side of them and werewolves somewhere ahead of them. Maura met her gaze, her silver eyes glowing against her white coat. Now what the fuck were they supposed to do? One of the humans yelled and Maura jumped. “I see them!” The humans’ excitement was all the encouragement either one of them needed. Heidi would much rather run into a group of outraged werewolves than be shot at by a bunch of lunatic humans. She leapt forward, Maura obviously coming to the same conclusion. Both of them bounded up the rocks, racing for the safety of their cave. Something attacked her leg, sending a burning sensation through her. At the same time, an explosion sounded in the air. The ground underneath her seemed to shake and loose rocks scattered down the mountain, almost tripping her. For a second, she couldn’t figure out why she couldn’t get her footing. Maura yelped, turning quickly and almost knocking her over. She growled, the burning attacking her leg. Maura circled her, then began licking her right where it burned. Heidi growled again. Maura’s actions didn’t make any sense. And for the life of her, she couldn’t seem to quit stumbling. Then she saw the blood staining her white coat. She fell to her side, frantically fighting to keep her wits about her and stand at the same time. The black blur that flew over her head startled the crap out of her. Everything seemed to be happening too fast. She’d been shot. Her leg burned so badly she could hardly walk. And Maura wouldn’t give her enough room to try to regain her footing. Maura spotted the Malta werewolf jumping from the cliff above them at the same time she did and almost crushed Heidi while roaring at the same time. If her friend was trying to protect her, she was bringing more attention to the two of them than ensuring their safety.
 
 109
 
 Lorie O’Clare
 
 Another Malta werewolf appeared, this one strutting toward them with a fierceness in his expression that about made Heidi’s heart stop beating. She didn’t recognize the scent, but he wasn’t Nicolo. Maura bared her teeth, growling while refusing to get off Heidi. There were screams below, more gunshots, and Heidi bolted forward, running into hard steel when she hit the Malta werewolf broadside. The impact sent her flying backward onto her ass. Pain shot up her leg and she screamed. In the next minute, another werewolf appeared, climbing back up the mountain. She tried standing and finally found her footing, although the world seemed to slowly be spinning around her. Nicolo’s scent wrapped around her, filling her lungs and seeping through her. She stared into his eyes, feeling his outrage before she smelled it. Maura moved close to her, still growling but finally stepping to the side in order to not be trampled. Nicolo pushed Maura out of the way, his low growl all the warning her friend needed to step aside and allow him to take over. Heidi didn’t dare move when he inspected her leg, sniffing and licking her fur until finally he raised his head and met her gaze. The deadly looking predator’s expression didn’t soften at the sight of her. Instead he straightened, letting out a low, demanding bark when he focused on the other Malta werewolf with them. His order was clear, and slowly the four of them turned and headed up the mountain. Heidi wouldn’t think about what he’d done with the humans. Heidi’s heart pounded so hard that she barely noticed the pain in her leg. Her excitement and nervous energy smelled stronger than the metallic odor of her blood. Nicolo was here. He’d sniffed her out. She knew he couldn’t possibly be here for any other reason. Not this far south of their packs. Maybe they’d trailed her scent all night long. Malta werewolves didn’t have the speed that lunewulfs had, and he could have been thrown off her trail a few times. Possibly he’d lost her when they’d found the cave. She didn’t know why they’d just arrived, but she’d find out. His anger bothered her, but it could exist for a number of reasons. She looked up into his dark face and he instantly met her gaze. Heidi leaned against him, the warmth of his large body better than any cozy comforter imaginable. He growled, lowering his head and raising the corner of his lip. She wasn’t daunted. Let his temper run its course. He was here. They were together. And right now, that was all that mattered. Maura smelled nervous as hell, but held her head high, looking ready to challenge either male if they got too close to her. She stayed on the other side of Heidi, sniffing her repeatedly and making sure she didn’t stumble by keeping her body close. Heidi knew she also nuzzled next to her because the two incredibly large males were intimidating as hell. Almost twice their size, completely black with their long, straight hair almost flowing to the ground, Nicolo and his companion were two werewolves not to be messed with. The smell of their virility, domination and aggression filled the air around
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 them. Heidi’s excitement probably kept her from hurting so much. There was no denying the strong sex appeal wrapped around both males. When they reached the spot where their cave was, Maura disappeared behind the rocks, snapping at the Malta werewolf who was with Nicolo when he looked like he’d follow her. She reappeared after a minute and dropped Heidi’s clothes at her feet. Then she went back for her own clothes and returned with them in her mouth. She held her head high, refusing to look at either Malta werewolf but focused on Heidi. Maura was terrified, but she was a strong bitch. Regardless of the fact that she probably viewed the two of them as caught—or possibly worse yet, kidnapped by the enemy pack—she stood tall, refusing to let either male see her shake in fear. If they were going to walk all the way back to either of their packs, it would take days to get there. Heidi and Maura had run at full speed to get this far the night before, and lunewulfs could cover some distance in their fur. Not to mention, her leg now hurt like hell. She would need to rest, clean her wound and allow it time to heal before being able to take off running. Just climbing the rocks wore her out, and more than once she tripped, howling in pain in spite of Nicolo preoccupying her with his close presence. Instead of continuing their trek, Nicolo moved past both bitches and entered the small cave. His large body didn’t ease between the rocks as easily as theirs had. When he returned, he forced himself between the rocks, almost jumping back into the clearing like he had to put some force into springing into the open. He barked at the other Malta werewolf, who then turned and leapt down the mountain, moving faster than Heidi would have guessed his large body would be able to do. Nicolo nudged Heidi until she got the hint and entered the cave. Maura was right behind her. When both bitches were inside, they glanced through the opening to see Nicolo sitting outside, watching their surroundings and waiting. Who or what they waited for, Heidi hated to guess.
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 Chapter Twelve Nicolo leapt off the rocks with Heidi in his arms. He turned, watching the blonde female leap with a natural grace and then glare at him, her soft blue eyes full of distrust. “I’ll ride in the back,” Josie offered, and Nicolo caught him giving Maura an interested look. He didn’t blame his friend. Whoever the bitch was, she was fucking hot as hell. The light discoloration around her eye bugged him but was none of his business. The hatred he smelled on her could come from the fact that they were Malta werewolves or that she didn’t trust males. She looked abused. Josie opened the passenger door to the truck and held it while Nicolo placed Heidi inside the warm cab. “I’m curious to hear your explanation for being this far south, little bitch,” he whispered into her ear once he had her in the truck. She nibbled her lip, meeting his gaze. “I wasn’t running from you,” she answered simply. He nodded, still pissed off that she hadn’t run to him. Something had sent both bitches fleeing, and the fact that Heidi hadn’t sought him out bugged the shit out of him. Where the hell did she think they were going by coming this way? He headed around the truck, catching Maura eyeing Josie warily when he held the door for her. “Your chariot awaits you, my lady,” he said with a gallant bow. Maura growled at him and Josie grinned broadly. “It’s about nine and a half inches.” Maura’s face turned so red that Nicolo rolled his eyes, getting into the car while the smell of the bitch’s embarrassment clogged his senses. Josie never let on to anyone that he could read minds. He flirted with more danger than he knew with the hot little lunewulf bitch. Nicolo wouldn’t wish the pain of falling for a female from a breed that his kind feuded with on anyone. At the same time, he was damned glad to have Heidi by his side again, even under these circumstances. “I am a mated bitch.” Maura climbed in next to Heidi, her attention still on Josie. She froze and her embarrassment faded quickly into something a hell of a lot more sweet when Josie touched the top of her cheekbone, running his finger over the remnants of the bruise that remained under her eye. “You will soon be a widow,” he told her in a deadly whisper.
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 His tone even chilled Nicolo’s blood. It wasn’t too often he saw this side of Josie. Mix the power of his gift with the strength of a determined predator and it proved to be a combination very few werewolves had ever been able to stand up to. Heidi looked up at him quickly with concern in her blue eyes. “Your friend is safe,” he told her, ignoring Maura when she glanced his way too. Josie closed the truck door and jumped into the back. They’d parked just south of the edge of their territory. Curiosity kicked in as to how Josie got the truck to them so quickly. He wouldn’t ever know that answer, and there were other things to worry about at the moment. “How is your leg?” he asked, touching her thigh gently. She sucked in her breath, but he didn’t smell pain as much as he did desire. She placed her smaller hand over his. “It’s just a flesh wound. I’ve hurt myself worse before.” Her bravery and strength added to her incredible beauty. She looked up at him, giving him a small smile meant only for him to see. The glow in her eyes showed she was as thrilled to have him next to her as he was to be by her side. “It’s probably the least of my problems right now,” she added quietly. Nicolo pulled the truck onto the highway. “We’ve got problems. That’s for sure.” He wouldn’t let her shoulder their burdens by herself. “But first I will hear why you two bitches were all the way down here.” “She ran because of me,” Maura said quickly. Heidi turned her head, her short blonde hair ruffled to the side. He glanced at the slender length of her neck, enjoying the hell out of the view even though his little bitch needed a bath. Nicolo didn’t miss the warning look Maura gave Heidi though. He turned his attention to the road, deciding he’d hear out what these two had to say. “My issues are my own, but I convinced her to run with me,” Maura added. “Nicolo,” Heidi said, sighing. “I couldn’t take Maura with me into your pack. Bob confined me to my den, took my phone, and I won’t live like that—not when I haven’t done anything wrong.” “You could have taken me there,” Maura said stubbornly, although when they both glanced at her, it was obvious the thought of entering his pack terrified her. She reeked of fear. “Bob has accused me of stealing you,” Nicolo told her. She didn’t need to know the gruesome details of him having it out with Dimitri over her. His littermate would come around or not. Either way, Nicolo could handle him. “Oh shit.” Heidi stretched her fingers over his thigh and squeezed. Her touch ignited sparks inside him—desire that already brewed but that he needed to keep at bay for awhile. If he had his way, he’d take her straight to his den for
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 a long, hot shower, tend her wound and then make slow, passionate love to her for the rest of the day. “Josie and I entered your territory after we found barbed wire covered with the smell of humans.” He took her hand and she locked her fingers with his. Whatever it took, she would stay with him from now on. “That’s when we found out you were gone.” “I knew the humans were putting up the barbed wire,” Heidi said, as if she’d just solved the problem. “They think we’ll attack each other and kill each other off with it on both our territories.” “Humans aren’t that stupid, huh,” Nicolo mumbled. “We ran into a few of your pack members and the meeting didn’t go that well.” “What happened?” Heidi asked, and he glanced at her and saw that he had both of their attention. Lunewulf bitches had to be just about the most beautiful creatures on earth. Both of them watched him attentively with bright blue eyes. While Heidi’s light blonde hair tapered around her face and hung close to her neck, Maura’s hair was equally light blonde and fell loose almost to her waist. They were small compared to Malta bitches, but full of energy and life. Heidi had a glow in her expression that Maura lacked though. And when she ran her tongue over her top lip, waiting for him to share more of his story, his cock stirred to life in his jeans. It sucked that they had the other bitch and Josie with them. What he wouldn’t do to show her how much he’d missed her over the past couple of days. “We told them we came to find out if they had barbed wire that smelled of humans, and they accused us of lying. That’s when I found out you were missing. I won’t tell you it was an amiable visit. I got rather pissed off when I learned you were gone.” “I had no way of reaching you without simply showing up at your den.” “I wouldn’t have minded.” Her cheeks glowed when she grinned at him. “The rest of your pack isn’t too keen on having me there though.” “Maybe we need to work on that.” Josie tapped the window behind them and both bitches jumped. Maura let out a little squeal, her nerves understandably close to being fried. Nicolo nodded and slowed the truck. “We organized a small posse to help search for both of you,” he informed them. “Josie and I dropped werewolves off along the highway throughout this area. Now we need to pick them up.” “How do they know you’re coming to get them?” Maura glanced back at Josie but then focused on Heidi. “Josie has been calling them,” Nicolo said simply. There were a handful of them who could communicate with each other without cell phones, but the two bitches
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 already had enough on their minds. Giving them a clue that the gift was at play here would probably be more than either of them could handle at the moment. He spotted his pack members walking toward the highway ahead of them and slowed to a stop. The truck rocked slightly when the werewolves jumped into the back. Both females turned, watching the males climb aboard. He watched through his mirrors and saw each of them take in the view of the bitches sitting next to him. “Do all of you look like that?” Maura whispered. “Maura,” Heidi warned. “Look like what?” Nicolo asked. “All of you are so dark and so…big.” Maura’s husky whisper sure made it hard to believe she was a mated bitch. “Probably no more than all of you looking blonde and small,” he added, intentionally sounding stern. “We don’t all look the same.” Maura didn’t take his implied warning to watch what she said. “Are your females really tall and muscular too?” “I’ve met his littermate and she’s just an inch or so taller than I am,” Heidi offered. “And I don’t think Nicolo appreciates your implying they all look the same.” “Oh. Sorry. American packs all look different and those are the only packs we’ve run across other than lunewulfs. You’ll have to forgive me,” she said, sounding hurt. Nicolo drove in silence for a while, his gut twisting with anticipation the closer they got to his territory. Josie had probably called Dimitri, and even if he hadn’t, Nicolo didn’t feel like arguing with him in front of the bitches. They would hear enough once they got there. The lunewulf pack leader would have to be notified too, but Dimitri could deal with him. Nicolo only had one thing to say to the lunewulf pack leader. Both bitches smelled nervous when they turned off the highway and started the slow incline up his mountain. Since Josie hadn’t let him know that he needed to pick up any of the other werewolves, he assumed they had run back to the pack in their fur. He hoped none of them ran into any of the humans. And the animosity between humans and werewolves would probably get worse now that he’d attacked the group of hunters. But no one attacked his bitch without losing their life. He had no problem killing to protect Heidi, even if she was where she shouldn’t have been. “Where are we going?” Heidi asked. She’d gotten comfortable leaning against him but straightened when the truck moved slowly up the snow-packed road. “To my den. You two can clean up while we wait for the showdown.” “You think there is going to be one?” The way she scrunched up her lips showed she already knew there would be. “I’m going to see to it.” He parked the truck alongside his den and turned to grip her chin. “You will not run again.”
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 Her blue eyes were like sapphires, rich and deep in their color. She looked up at him wide-eyed while the truck shook and swayed. His pack members started talking outside the truck, but her gaze didn’t leave his. “Damn good thing you found me, wolf man,” she whispered. “Remind me to thank you sometime.” “I doubt you’ll forget.” “Sorry to interrupt, but I’m not going out there by myself,” Maura announced, poking at Heidi at the same time. Nicolo opened his car door and then pulled Heidi out on his side. He looked past her at Maura, knowing that even though she was mated, his packmates would come after her. Her scent alone would drive them nuts. Strong sexual energy radiated off her. She’d be in more danger here than alone out in the mountains with human hunters surrounding her. “Get out on this side.” He held Heidi to his side and gripped the door so Maura could climb out. Dimitri came out of their den, quickly getting the gist of what happened from the group of surrounding werewolves. “Are you going to call their pack leader?” Perry Zammit asked. “He’s on his way over here.” Dimitri looked past the group, glaring at Nicolo. “Several of you head down the mountain and give the pack leader an escort to my den.” “My car is parked on the road.” Perry gestured to the group. “Let’s head down there and get him.” “He will be honored as a guest in our territory.” Nicolo’s words stilled the group and they turned to look at him. “We will show their pack that we don’t condemn others simply because they’re different from us.” Five werewolves stared at him, a mixture of emotions filling the air. Dimitri cleared his throat. “Go get him. None of you have to kiss his ass, but we won’t fight over these bitches either.” Dimitri waved his hand at the group, his words satisfying all of them as they hustled off. Nicolo headed toward his den with his arm around Heidi. He stopped when Dimitri didn’t move. “She’s injured and her pack leader won’t see her without her wound tended to,” Nicolo growled when Dimitri appeared unwilling to let them inside. Dimitri looked at Heidi, and then his gaze traveled lower to her leg as he sniffed out where she might be hurt. “Why did you run, bitch?” he asked. “I don’t like being told who I can and can’t see.” Heidi didn’t look away from Dimitri although she pressed against Nicolo. 116
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 Dimitri looked past her at Maura, who stood next to Heidi. “Lunewulf bitch. Look at me. Tell me why you are part of this wonderful party.” His sarcasm filled the air with a sour smell that matched his expression. Maura stepped around Heidi. She straightened, which barely brought her to Dimitri’s chin. There was no fear on her when she looked up at him though. “What would you do if a bitch who’d been beaten by her mate came to you and asked to be let out of the mating?” Dimitri blinked quickly and raised his eyebrows, showing he hadn’t expected the question. And Nicolo had to admit, the bitch had some guts to spill her personal issues so boldly in front of strangers. He watched his littermate curiously while slowly stroking Heidi’s shoulder. She leaned against him, wrapping her arm around the back of his waist. “Maura,” she whispered. “You don’t have to do this.” “Yes. I do.” Maura turned quickly, looking at Heidi and then him, then letting her gaze travel down Josie, who stood silently to the side, watching. “I want to know if all werewolves are the same. Maybe I’m the one who’s insane here.” “You know you aren’t.” Heidi tried pulling from him, but Nicolo tightened his grip on her. “I don’t have enough information to answer that question,” Dimitri said. Maura tossed her hair over her shoulder. “At least I now know all males are the same. How typical to avoid answering a question by demanding more information.” “Don’t insult the pack leader who holds your fate in his hands,” Josie growled. Maura jumped, turning quickly to stare at Josie. Her jaw dropped, and for a moment, she looked ready to attack. Josie’s growl was so low Nicolo almost didn’t hear his subtle warning for her to behave. Maura crossed her arms across her chest, pushing her rather large breasts together, although Nicolo doubted the act was meant to distract any of them. She sincerely looked torn on what action to take next. “Forgive me.” She didn’t look at Dimitri, but stared at the ground. A long strand of hair fell over her shoulder, partially covering her face. “I ran from my pack because of personal reasons,” she added quietly. “You two may go inside and clean yourselves.” Dimitri held his hand out when Nicolo moved around him. “They go inside alone. Your bitch knows her way around, I’m sure.” Nicolo didn’t miss what Dimitri just said. He ran his hand down Heidi’s back, gently pushing her toward his den. “Go inside,” he told her. Heidi headed toward the den with Maura right behind her. The two bitches closed the door and he immediately gave his littermate his attention. “My bitch?” He wouldn’t let Dimitri get away with his slip. “You know what I meant,” Dimitri growled.
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 “Their pack leader is coming up the mountain,” Josie announced and then stepped in closer so that he stood alongside both of them. “You’re going to have a hell of a time with this one, Dimitri.” “Unless you have advice to offer, shut the fuck up,” Dimitri growled. Josie slapped Dimitri on the back. Dimitri looked ready to pounce. He was wound tight enough to attack without thought. He jerked, moving to punch Josie, who in turn laughed easily. “I do have advice, asshole. Come across like you’re going to kick ass to that pack leader and we’ll be at war before the night is out. They’re his bitches.” He turned to Nicolo. “Unless you can prove otherwise.” “Don’t think I don’t already know this.” Dimitri scrubbed his hand over his head, scowling at his driveway. Tiny snowflakes blew around the three of them, and when Dimitri sighed heavily, showing the burden of his position, Nicolo almost felt sorry for his younger littermate—almost. Dimitri glanced at his den. “I’ll hear what the lunewulf leader has to say, and unless his arguments are completely unreasonable, we’ll return the bitches to him.” Nicolo would have argued the point, but a large, extended cab pickup truck pulled into the driveway. He turned with Dimitri and Josie on either side of him and watched the lunewulfs slowly get out of the truck. The air got even colder with the animosity that surrounded the males. “Are there no females on this mountain that ours seem to keep showing up here?” Bob asked, stepping forward and eyeing each of them before focusing on Dimitri. “Not once have we extended an invitation to your females.” Dimitri sounded calm. That much was in his favor. “We’ve found your bitches and here you are to pick them up.” “Where are they?” Bob asked, making a show of looking around them. “I smell no females.” “They’re in the den. We sent them in alone out of respect. One of them is hurt and—” “Hurt?” Bob interrupted. “The human who shot her no longer lives,” Nicolo told Bob, watching the leader carefully when he slowly turned his attention to Nicolo. “Heidi and the other bitch were found quite a ways south of here.” “And you just happened to be the one who found them.” Bob crossed his arms over his chest slowly. Nicolo growled, noticing for the first time that one of the lunewulfs behind him was the spokesperson that he’d confronted the other day. “I’m getting real tired of being called a liar.” “We were that far south because I have the ability to smell things that other werewolves can’t smell.” Josie’s admission stunned the lunewulfs.
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 Nicolo was rather shocked too. He had no clue they’d taken the last section of land that far south because of anything Josie sensed. He didn’t dare take his attention off the lunewulfs in front of him, but he sniffed the air, curious whether Josie told the truth. He wouldn’t have the werewolf cover for him by confessing something that was none of these lunewulfs’ damned business. “You have the powers that I’ve heard so much about.” Bob actually looked impressed. “Show me what you can do.” “You don’t have to show him shit,” Dimitri told him. Josie raised his hand and pointed at one of the lunewulfs who stood closer to the truck. The lunewulf suddenly rose into the air and yelped in surprise when he found himself hanging over the rest of them. “I have a problem with werewolves who beat bitches,” he snarled and lowered his hand. The lunewulf fell to the ground. “Shit,” Nicolo growled. Every lunewulf in front of them braced themselves. Bob jumped around and then turned again quickly, his mouth open in shock while he gawked at Josie. The lunewulf, who Nicolo guessed must be Maura’s mate, climbed to his feet, moving awkwardly and limping a bit as he moved next to the truck and then leaned against it. Bob kept his attention on Josie while the others watched him too. “I guess I asked for that,” Bob said slowly, surprising Nicolo with something that sounded like respect in his tone. “I don’t make a habit of doing requests.” Josie clasped his hands behind his back, relaxing his body. Silently he showed the pack leaders that he had no intention of doing anything aggressive. “But I will make it a habit of ensuring that my pack isn’t ridiculed for something that would only prove a threat against an enemy.” “Enough.” Dimitri raised his hand. “While the females are inside, I would discuss another issue with you.” Bob blinked, pulling his attention from Josie and focusing on Dimitri. The aggression had faded in the air. Nicolo wouldn’t have believed it if he hadn’t witnessed it. The gift actually brought a moment of peace between the two breeds. The very gift that spawned their hatred. He wondered if his littermate noticed the same thing. “Are you going to do tricks too?” Bob asked, raising an eyebrow. Several of the lunewulf behind him muttered comments and shifted around anxiously. “There are no tricks here,” Dimitri growled. “We are quite real, and very serious.” Bob straightened. Snowflakes continued whirling around in the air, making it harder to determine where the spicy smell of anger originated. Nicolo watched the two leaders and the group surrounding them closely. They were all like time bombs, waiting to explode. 119
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 “Say what you wish to say,” Bob ordered. “I plan on it.” Dimitri put his hands on his hips, scowling at the lunewulfs. “Prior to taking this mountain as our territory, none of us gave any thought to your breed. We carry no prejudice, but appreciate a werewolf for his strength and courage. Likewise, we’ll mark an enemy if he smells of deceit and animosity.” “The same would apply here.” Bob didn’t pull his gaze off Dimitri. “The humans are working to eliminate us. I’m sure of it. Work with us or step to the side so we can handle the matter. But I won’t take responsibility for any of your deaths or disappearances, nor will I tolerate any of my pack being charged with such offenses.” “You don’t find it odd that twice when Heidi has disappeared, I’ve found her in the paws of that werewolf?” Bob pointed at Nicolo. Every muscle inside him tightened. The lunewulf was about to lose his fucking finger. He took a step forward and Dimitri jumped between him and Bob. Every werewolf in the small clearing in front of his den braced himself for action. “Your bitch ran from your pack—she wasn’t fucking howled for!” Dimitri hissed. “And you damned well better admit to that now before you lose a bunch of your pack.”
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 Chapter Thirteen “No!” Heidi screamed, hurrying out of Nicolo’s den. She’d heard just about enough. “This is exactly what I didn’t want to have happen.” The smell of outrage, pushed to the point of attack, stopped her quickly before she ran in between the two pack leaders. She gulped in the incredibly spicy smell, which instantly made her eyes water. She blinked quickly, determined to stand tall and take on both packs. No matter the fear that mounted inside her, all of this had come to be because of her. And it had to end now. “Nicolo,” she pleaded, meeting his hard, determined gaze. “Must werewolves die because of us?” Nicolo took a step toward her and both Malta and lunewulf moved. Holding one hand out to her, he turned and faced Bob. Heidi hurried to his side, every tiny hair on her skin standing at attention. Her muscles and bones wanted to grow and change. The blood inside her ached to flow faster, to protect herself from the danger that surrounded them. Protect her male, her right to live and run the way she wanted. Nicolo’s large hand wrapped around her wrist, clamping down so hard she swore blood no longer flowed to her hand. He yanked her behind him, although she struggled to see more than his muscular, broad back. She wouldn’t hide and cower when a battle was on the verge of breaking out because of her. “Give this bitch to me,” Nicolo said, addressing Bob. “Allow her to be my mate.” “No,” Bob said firmly. “Like hell,” Dimitri shouted at the same time. Heidi would have broken down in tears if anger didn’t hit her so hard she shook from it. “Who are you to control my life like this?” she demanded, taking a step forward but then falling backward against Nicolo’s hard chest when he yanked her to him. “I am your pack leader,” Bob growled. “Would you deny your pack over this werewolf?” Heidi swallowed, knowing a bitch without a pack would be shunned everywhere. Her life would be worse than it was now, other bitches snapping and attacking until eventually she would be killed. It wasn’t a life she wanted to think about. She’d already seen how Nicolo’s pack would treat her. Living without a den was a life worse than death. “I’ll never deny who I am,” she told him, straightening and standing tall while she faced the members of her pack. “I am lunewulf and will never be anything else.” 121
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 “Then return with your pack and let this werewolf go,” Bob demanded. Nicolo’s strong hand wrapped around hers. The heat from his body soaked into her backside. Her heart broke, swelling and throbbing painfully in her chest. No longer could she deny the tears, and they stung her cold cheeks as they streamed down her face. She wouldn’t blink, wouldn’t look away from the pack leader who’d taken her in, given her shelter and protection and had been someone she’d called a friend. She’d run with these lunewulfs, helped them grow strong as a pack, howled with them and played with them. “I can’t let him go,” she said. “Then you are shunned.” Bob turned his back on her, gesturing to the members of her pack—his pack. No longer her pack. “Let’s go.” Not one of them looked at her as they piled into the truck. Bob turned, ignoring her but looking at Nicolo’s den. “Maura?” he yelled. Maura appeared in the doorway, her long blonde hair damp and her cheeks flushed with emotion. “Join your mate,” he ordered firmly. “Maura,” Heidi cried out. Nicolo pulled her into his arms, shielding her from the biting wind that seemed to grow colder by the minute. Bob ignored her plea to her friend, focusing only on Maura as she walked alongside the den with her head lowered until she reached the other lunewulfs. Pete, her mate, moved toward her, holding his arms out in a show of compassion that reeked of insincerity. Maura walked to him and he hugged her while Maura’s body went limp. She didn’t return the hug. Heidi knew the concern Pete made an effort to display at the moment would disappear the second the door to their den closed. “You don’t have to do this.” Heidi pleaded with her. “Please, Maura.” Maura lifted her head, looking at Heidi while Pete started pulling her to the truck. “I’ll be okay,” she said quietly. “There is no bitch there for you to talk to,” Pete said, speaking confidently now, although he hastened to get her into the truck and climbed in quickly after her. Doors slammed shut and Bob climbed in last, turning his attention to Dimitri and not once focusing on her. “If the humans pull another stunt in your territory, you may call me for assistance if you feel the need.” Bob looked sad. There were too many emotions clogging the air, her own swarming around her too hard to control. It was impossible to smell what she swore she saw. Bob didn’t want to shun her. She had to believe that. It kept her heart from completely shattering when he closed his truck door and started backing out of the driveway.
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 Nicolo pulled her into his arms so tightly she almost couldn’t breathe. He kissed the top of her head, keeping her there when he straightened. She should move, face Dimitri and Josie, take on and accept whatever this pack leader would dish out. “She will not remain in the cold,” Nicolo announced, moving suddenly and managing to almost lift and turn her as he headed for his den. “Damn it to fucking hell, Nicolo,” Dimitri growled, bounding into the den right after them. He slammed the door closed behind him. Josie hadn’t entered and she wasn’t sure if he’d take the den being closed to him as an insult or if the werewolf had his own private agenda to tend to. There wasn’t time to worry about that. Nicolo let her go, facing his littermate. “You’ll announce to the pack that she’s my mate,” he ordered. “No.” Dimitri shoved his fists into his hips. “You’ll say nothing of her being shunned to anyone.” Dimitri scowled at his littermate. “And you’ll accept her here in our den until spring, when we can build our own den.” “Don’t tell me what to do.” Dimitri looked ready to pounce. “Then don’t be a fucking idiot about this,” Nicolo hissed. Dimitri leapt through the air, tackling Nicolo and knocking both of them off their feet. “Stop it. God! No!” Heidi leapt to the side, barely managing to get out of their way as the two giant werewolves snarled and attacked each other. “There is no way I’ll allow you to destroy our pack like this,” Dimitri yelled and raised his fist, holding Nicolo to the ground with his hand on his neck. Nicolo howled, throwing Dimitri off him and leaping forward, pushing his littermate backward. The couch made a horrible screeching sound when it slid across the floor. Nicolo got a good punch in, but then Dimitri turned into a wild beast, his teeth growing and a scream ripping from his throat, curdling Heidi’s blood. “You will destroy this pack if you don’t pull your fucking head out of your ass,” Nicolo growled and then slid backward on the floor when Dimitri hit him hard on the jaw. Nicolo leapt to his feet, pressing his hand against the wall and then pushing, leaping through the air and falling on his littermate. “Your anger blinds you. And I won’t be miserable simply because you want to be.” Heidi had never seen such outrage sketched in Nicolo’s face when he took Dimitri down, the coffee table crashing and shattering into pieces underneath them. She jumped out of the way, pressing against the far wall while Nicolo and Dimitri continued attacking each other. Something told her the aggression they released stemmed from more than Nicolo’s demands that Dimitri accept her.
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 Her teeth pricked her lower lip, having sharpened as her defenses kicked in. The two werewolves blocked her path to the door. Although for the first time in her life, running didn’t appeal to her. No matter whether they had approval of any pack leader, Nicolo was her mate, her life partner, and through battle and happiness, she’d stand by his side. Even so, her heart pounded so hard in her chest, she had to fight to keep the change from taking over. The intensity of emotions filling the small cabin made that damned hard to pull off. “I will not have our pack shunned and attacked again. You won’t be the cause of us losing everything when we barely have it again.” Dimitri pushed Nicolo off him. Blood trickled down Nicolo’s chin. His black hair hung wildly around his outraged face and his dark eyes flickered with silver when he opened his mouth and showed off dangerous-looking teeth. His words were garbled when he spoke. “We will only be destroyed if we continue to live as if we were extinct, hiding and refusing to allow other breeds to be part of our lives. We aren’t any better than any other werewolf on this planet.” “How dare you speak that way of your own kind.” Dimitri’s words were also muffled from his body fighting to change and turn into the deadly creature that ached to come forward. Heidi shrieked when someone pounded loudly on the door. She turned, staring at the closed wooden door, and then glanced at the two werewolves who glared at each other. Dimitri shoved Nicolo off him, standing and straightening his shirt over muscles that bulged with enough fierceness that the material barely stretched over them. “Who is it?” Dimitri barked, glaring at the door but then looking back at Nicolo when he stood slowly. He wiped his mouth, smearing blood over his dark skin while he breathed heavily. Even outraged, his large presence made Heidi’s heart skip a beat. She had to be insane imagining how aggressive a lover he’d be after this fight was over. Whoever was at the door pounded again. None of them spoke, and the werewolf on the other side didn’t identify himself. She waited for either Dimitri or Nicolo to move. Something filled the air—an eerie calm that tickled her scalp and sent a rush of nerves over her skin. The den grew deathly quiet. Dimitri growled and yanked open the door, then almost stumbled backward into her. “What the hell?” he whispered. Heidi jumped out of the way so that he wouldn’t knock her over. She stared at the older werewolf who sauntered into the room. Silver streaked his black hair, and his relaxed expression and movements smothered the animosity in the den with a calmness that made her dizzy with the quick shift of smells.
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 “Damn cold out there,” the old werewolf said, rubbing his arms. He didn’t wear a coat and didn’t smell like the outside. “My old bones will never get used to this harsh winter.” “Bruno,” Nicolo whispered, quickly grabbing the pieces of the broken coffee table and shoving them to the side. He suddenly acted like a pup who’d been caught scrapping when he shouldn’t have been. “Please forgive us.” Heidi frowned at him, baffled by Nicolo’s suddenly strange behavior. “You can’t be Bruno. I don’t believe it.” Even Dimitri suddenly seemed humbled, an emotion she’d never noticed on the werewolf before. “You see and still you don’t believe.” Bruno shook his head and walked into the middle of the den where he then turned and looked from one werewolf to the other. “I remember when you two used to fight as cubs. Now look at you, all grown up.” He chuckled and then looked around the den. “Of course, if you’d destroyed your den then like you have now, your sire would have whipped both of your hides.” “Don’t speak of our sire,” Dimitri said. Bruno pointed a dark, wrinkled finger at him and Dimitri straightened, shifting his weight to one leg and then the other. Heidi swore Dimitri almost smelled nervous. She watched the old werewolf, whose dark eyes seemed glassy against his weathered, almost leathery-looking skin. Many werewolves didn’t live to be so old, and in a pack like Nicolo’s, where they fought for territory and rights not only here but in Malta as well, she’d guess there were few old werewolves. That wasn’t what hit her as odd though. This old male, Bruno, didn’t smell. Not of old age, or the outside, or of emotions. If she weren’t staring at him, she wouldn’t know he was in the room. “The day you quit honoring the great warrior who sired you is when you die inside,” Bruno said. “Look at you two. Will you fight each other until you’ve destroyed all that I’ve taught you to cherish?” “I’m fighting to improve Malta werewolves.” Dimitri turned to point at her, although he didn’t look away from Bruno. “Don’t tell me you approve of diluting our bloodline.” Bruno waved his hand in the air, sighing heavily. “Leading a pack in anger will only spawn more anger. That will dilute our line faster than any other breed could.” He didn’t look at her, and when she glanced at Nicolo, he’d clasped his hands behind his back, standing tall and looking like a proud, strong werewolf. His expression wasn’t readable, but she got the impression he had a lot of respect for the older werewolf. She had no clue who he was. “It’s time to let go of the pain from your past, Dimitri,” Bruno said in a quiet tone. “Lead our werewolves with pride and honor. Don’t howl over the small stuff and always sniff your way toward the larger picture.” He turned toward the door and both Dimitri and Nicolo jumped, moving to his side and opening the door for him when he reached it.
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 “The Americans and lunewulfs will work with you. Show them your strength, not your weaknesses.” Bruno put his hand on Dimitri’s arm. “You’ll be a great leader, Dimitri. Now that your anger is gone, you will see things so much clearer.” Bruno walked out the door, and Dimitri and Nicolo blocked her view of the outside as they stared into the growing darkness. “Son of a bitch,” Dimitri muttered, looking down as he scrubbed his hair with his hand. “Have you seen him since we’ve been here?” Nicolo asked, reaching around his littermate and closing the door. Dimitri shook his head, smelling confused. “Me either.” Nicolo finally turned and looked at Heidi, the torment in his expression creating a lump in her gut. He held his hand out to her and she moved to his side. “Acknowledge the mating,” he told Dimitri quietly. Dimitri took his time looking up, and then glanced from one of them to the other as if he didn’t quite understand what Nicolo had just said. “We’ll leave and find a pack that will take us in if you don’t.” Dimitri stared at him, the two werewolves no more than a foot away from each other. She felt the strain in her neck looking up at the two of them. They stared at each other, both so deadly, although at the moment turmoil and pain washed over their expressions. “You aren’t waiting until spring to build your own den. And for the safety of your bitch, you might consider claiming some of the land higher up on the mountain.” Dimitri opened the door and walked out of his den, not bothering to close it behind him. Heidi stood, watching Dimitri’s backside as he strolled into the woods. She didn’t dare breathe. Suddenly, the overwhelming scent of Nicolo hit her. Victory. Satisfaction and his rich, musky scent of desire attacked her senses. Slowly Nicolo closed the door. “Who was that old werewolf?” she asked. Nicolo didn’t turn around. “Our old pack leader.” “You had a pack leader here before Dimitri?” “No.” He turned around slowly, his hooded gaze looking tormented. “He was our pack leader on Malta. When our pack burned, he died with his mate.” “But,” she stammered, shaking her head. “Obviously he didn’t die. Maybe the rest of your den lives too.” “No.” He shook his head. “They all died. I know it for a fact. We spread their ashes.”
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 “What are you saying?” She remembered not being able to smell the old werewolf, but that could have been because of the hostile feelings clogging the room. “You can’t mean that he is a ghost.” “Before Erin mated, she swore she saw Renee, our old queen bitch. I didn’t believe her, since Dimitri and I found their carcasses and spread their ashes into the ocean. We spread the ashes of our sire and our mother and other littermates too. Dimitri still carries a lot of hatred from that time. It’s what you smell on him. But I now owe my youngest littermate an apology for doubting her when I didn’t smell a lie.” “Are you saying we just saw a ghost?” “I’m not sure.” He stared into her eyes, something softening inside him, opening up to her while he shared with her thoughts she doubted he’d voice to any other werewolf. “I believe the gift has levels to its power that you and I may never understand.” “Oh.” “Heidi,” he whispered, his voice scraping over her flesh with its husky tone. She looked up at him—at the slow swelling of his lower lip, at his tousled black hair that fell straight around his dark gaze—and she shivered. But not from cold. Warmth spread over her. Her heart pattered in her chest so quickly she could barely catch her breath. Never had he looked so damned good. “Will you be my mate?” he asked. She exhaled quickly, coughing and then placing her palm against his hard chest. The steady beat of his heart turned the warmth inside her to scalding heat. She shook her head, unable to stop her grin and fighting a sudden fit of giggles that seemed rather inappropriate at the moment. Nicolo looked so serious. “Don’t you think it’s a little late to ask me that?” she asked. “No. It’s never too late. I won’t have you feeling trapped or forced into something simply because you have nowhere to go at the moment.” He grabbed her arms, squeezing just a bit. “It won’t be easy being mated to me.” “Life isn’t always easy, Nicolo. We both know that.” She stroked his chin and frowned at the bruising there, barely visible against his dark skin. “Come with me. You need ice on that.” Her large werewolf let her lead him like a pup and sat obediently when she pulled out one of the kitchen chairs. She grabbed a slab of frozen meat from his freezer and tilted his head, applying it carefully to the swelling. “I don’t want you to take me as a mate because you know I’m denless.” She watched his dark eyes, got lost in them, stared into them as they smoldered like rich, dark chocolate coming to a boil. “I’ve been without a pack before and I made it through that.” Nicolo grabbed her wrist, pulling it to his mouth and then scraping his teeth over the sensitive flesh. She almost fell onto his lap. Her knees went weak while a steady beat began between her legs that matched the thud of her heart.
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 “I want you, Heidi. Not some other bitch, but you. Please be my mate.” Long black lashes hooded his dark eyes, and he slowly kissed the spot he’d just nibbled. “What if your pack shuns you?” she asked. “That won’t happen.” “You know they’ll hate you for taking a lunewulf bitch.” “Those who do will suffer.” “No. I don’t want more fighting in your pack because of me.” “I will always fight for you, little bitch. Always.” He raised his gaze, still holding her wrist to his mouth so that his lips brushed over her skin when he spoke. “And if you say yes, then this is your pack too.” “Yes,” she whispered. “You knew it was yes.” “I needed to hear it,” he told her honestly. “Just as I need to know why you would take me as a mate.” “Why?” “Do you love me?” Now her legs did go weak. She crumpled onto his lap and he quickly wrapped his arms around her, holding her firmly against his warm body. She adjusted herself as best she could, all too aware of how hard his cock was underneath her and how long and thick it felt against the side of her leg. “Yes,” she said, suddenly nervous. There would always be honesty between them, and she knew more than anything that she’d never felt for another werewolf what she felt for Nicolo. “I really do think that I love you.” “Damned good thing,” he growled. She put the slab of meat on the table and cupped his face, then gently kissed him. The metallic taste of blood lingered in his mouth. She ran her tongue over his teeth, feeling their still slightly lengthened shape. Her tummy twisted, raw desire unleashing inside her. When his cock jerked between them, her pussy swelled. More than anything, she needed him inside her, but there was more to say, more she needed to hear. He bit her lip, and a low rumble escaped him, making his body vibrate against hers. “Nicolo,” she cried out, breaking the kiss and wrapping her arms around his neck. She held him while resting her forehead against his. In just a minute, she’d gather her wits about her. With her every breath she inhaled his rich scent, which made it damned hard to think straight. “What about you?” she whispered, her voice sounding ragged. “What about me?” he asked. She hated how controlled he sounded—so in charge of his thoughts and emotions while hers raced around in her head like a pack of pups, out of control and with no direction. “How do you feel about me?” 128
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 “I love your free spirit and the way you smell right after I’ve fucked you,” he whispered. “And when you’re angry and your blonde hair turns white, you are an incredible sight. I love how you fought for me and fought for your happiness. But little bitch, you stole my heart the day you told me you ran into Valle without an escort because you wanted to be with me. You fought for me. And you’ve won. Every inch of me is yours.”
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 Chapter Fourteen Nicolo stood, lifting Heidi into his arms. She barely weighed a thing, but she displayed a decent amount of strength when she twisted and then easily wrapped her legs around his waist. He cupped her ass, instantly tortured by how smooth and soft it was. “Our lovemaking in the past has already mated us. Even now, I smell my scent coming from your pores.” She lifted her head, holding on to his neck and hoisting herself up his body so her face was close to his. “I think you better mate with me again, just to be sure.” He had to look like shit. When he grinned, his swollen lip stretched, feeling like it stuck out half a mile. She didn’t seem fazed by his appearance though. Her blue eyes glowed, so sensual and beautiful. The slightest shade of silver bordered them, adding to how erotic she looked. Once he had her in his own bedroom, he kicked the door shut with his boot and then carried her to his bed. She slid down his body, landing on the bed on all fours. But quickly she rose to her knees, reaching for his jeans and undoing them. “I want to undress you,” she told him. “Stand still and don’t move.” “You are in charge now?” She gave him a mischievous look. “Think you can handle it?” He growled, unwilling to show her how much she tortured him when her fingers scraped over his skin. She didn’t waste any time. But Nicolo had no problem with her excitement. No matter that they had the rest of their lives together, her desire to have him, and now, suited him just fine. He heard the wind pick up outside, listened while branches rustled together and focused on whether any werewolves came near. They wouldn’t be disturbed. He’d make sure of it. For the rest of the night, and quite possibly for part of tomorrow, he and Heidi would stay in his room and enjoy every inch of each other’s bodies. Heidi tugged his jeans down to his thighs. She almost ripped his boxers with her nails. They scraped over his skin, scratching him and setting his blood on fire. It rushed through him, increasing in speed and draining almost completely into his cock. “Little bitch, keep it up and it will be you who might not be able to handle it.” She moved off the bed as if she were already in her fur, crawling and moving with an agility an average human wouldn’t have easily pulled off. On her knees, she pushed—hard—shoving him toward the bed. “Sit, wolf man.” She looked up at him with extended teeth and blue eyes laced with silver. “Let me take off your boots.” 130
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 Nicolo sat on the edge of his bed and shoved his pants and boxers to his knees. He wrapped his fingers around his cock, and his touch felt rough—too rough when he ached for her hot body wrapped around him instead. “Hurry up with that,” he demanded, keeping his tone fierce. Heidi slapped his leg and then leaned forward and bit his knee. “Talk to me like that and see how far it gets you,” she growled. Her playfulness almost made him laugh. He grabbed her hair, pulling her head back before she could tear through his bunched-up jeans. “You don’t want this inside you?” he teased, rubbing his fingers up and down his cock. “Can you smell how soaked my pussy is?” she asked, looking down and pulling off his second boot. “Then you’d think you’d want to hurry so you could have it.” He let go of her hair when she straightened, leaning over him. She ran a finger along the length of his shaft and his entire body spasmed. “I can have it whenever I want, wherever I want and however I want,” she whispered, continuing to torture him with one finger while she held on to his shoulder and stared him in the eye with a mischievous glint. “Unless all of a sudden there are rules.” “When, how and where do you want it, little bitch?” She smiled slowly, straightening and then dragging her sweater over her head. She dropped it to the floor and then slid the straps of her bra off her shoulders. When she twisted it around and unhooked it, his gaze locked on her small, perky breasts. Heidi’s nipples were so hard that his mouth watered. His cock jerked, doing a little dance of its own to steal her attention. She ran her tongue over her lips, looking as if she might leap onto it at any moment, but instead she undid her jeans and kicked her boots off before sliding the denim down her slender, creamy white legs. “I want it now,” she told him, and slowly ran her hand over her breast, watching him while she stroked herself. “And I want the best you can deliver.” “And where, my sweet bitch. Tell me where you want it.” Her fingers moved over her pussy, and she’d never smelled more ripe, more ready and eager for him. “Everywhere,” she whispered, biting her lower lip. “Here. Now.” “Come here.” She climbed onto him, moving like a bitch who owned the world and everything in it. Nicolo fell back on the bed, reaching for her, but she grabbed his wrists. Her small hands barely wrapped around him, but the smoothness of her touch, her determination when she pushed his arms over his head and pinned his wrists together, ignited flames inside him. 131
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 “You play with fire,” he warned her. “Bring it on, wolf man,” she challenged him, and spread her legs over his thighs so that her pussy rubbed against his swollen dick. She stroked him, moving up and down slowly while her eyes glowed with passion that matched the yearning building inside him. Heidi let her head fall back, arching her body toward him while she held his wrists and moved her pussy against the side of his shaft. Her scent filled the room, becoming stronger while her breathing turned to quick pants. Watching her run the show made him crazy. She tortured the shit out of both of them while moving so close when she reached the top of his dick that if he thrust just right, he would penetrate her. But then she’d slide her soaked flesh back down to the base of his shaft, simply rubbing against him without allowing him to enter her. “Are you enjoying yourself?” He barely possessed the strength to hold still. More than he wanted to breathe, he ached to throw her onto the bed and impale her until she screamed. “Yes,” she said, her voice breathy. God. His vision blurred. His cock swelled and pulsed while fire burned inside him. Moisture seeped from her, soaking his balls. Her palms got sweaty holding on to his wrists and when she lowered her head, her hair stood on end, looking spiked. She ran her tongue over her full, red lips. “And you aren’t enjoying yourself?” She cocked her head, as if she could learn the answer simply by studying him. “I’ve never endured worse torture,” he told her, flexing his wrists and fighting a grin when she clamped down as hard as she could to hold him in place. “I’m hurting you?” she asked, her tone so full of mischief. She grinned and let go of his wrists. He started to move, but she shook her head. “Stay put,” she whispered. Nicolo groaned, closing his eyes. He’d explode before he ever entered her at this rate. Her laughter taunted him further, and when she moved slowly down his body, every hair stood on end. “You ask a lot of a werewolf,” he grumbled. “Is it more than you want to give?” She looked up at him with wide open, beautiful blue eyes. A silver hue surrounded them, and her full, moist lips added to her sex appeal. He opened his mouth to respond when she ran her tongue over the tip of his cock. Nicolo roared, lifting his head so quickly the muscles in his neck stretched painfully. But when Heidi opened her mouth and stretched her lips over the tip of his dick, sparks exploded before his eyes and all words left him.
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 She ran her tongue down the length of him and hummed her approval. “I like how I taste on you,” she whispered, torturing him beyond reason as her breath scraped over his already too-sensitive flesh. “Damn it. Heidi.” He already knew his little bitch loved sex. But hearing that she enjoyed the taste of herself on him, knowing that she meant it as her tongue eagerly licked her cream from him, almost made him come. He sat up quickly and she almost fell off the side of the bed. Heidi braced herself, but he grabbed her. “It’s my turn, or you’ll end this before either of us is truly satisfied.” He was so much bigger than she was that when he took her arm and pulled her toward the middle of the bed, she almost flew through the air. She fell on his bed, rolling to her back and spreading her legs as she grinned and then laughed. “Just being with you is truly satisfying, Nicolo. You must know that.” He smelled her happiness and the richness of her come. But her words meant more to him than he could tell her. “Heidi.” So many emotions hit him that he almost choked on them. Too many years had passed since he’d experienced feelings as strong as the ones that swept over him right now. And the last thing his little bitch would see on their first night together was her mighty werewolf crumple before her, overcome by the weight of happiness and contentment. She stretched out underneath him, stroking his cheek gently with her fingertips. When she smiled, showing how relaxed and at peace with the world she was at the moment, he knew beyond a shadow of doubt that together they could conquer any obstacle. He moved to his knees and ran his fingertips along her inner thighs. “Spread your legs wide for me.” She shivered, biting her lower lip, and watched him with her sultry, glowing eyes while she lifted her legs, opening herself and exposing her pussy. “Look at you, so soaked and ready for me.” He touched her clit, coating his finger with rich-smelling cream. She jumped and grabbed her breasts, cupping them in her hands while turning her head from side to side. “I suck at torture,” she confessed. “Please. Nicolo.” His cock stretched, anxious to please her. And every muscle inside him tightened when he leaned forward, inhaling her need and lust when he lapped up her rich come. He pressed his hands against her thighs, stretching her legs wide apart. Her pussy was so warm, the soft flesh smooth and soaked as he stroked it with his tongue. He licked and sucked, loving how she thrashed underneath him, unable to move although she tightened her leg muscles and pushed against his hands. “You taste so good.” He could barely focus but fought to take in the glorious view before him.
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 Her tummy rose and fell from quick little pants. She rubbed her breasts, moving her fingers over the small mounds and pinched her nipples, adding to her own torture. Her mouth was open, although she didn’t cry out. He’d moved her past the point of words. Every ounce of blood had drained to his cock, making him lightheaded, needy with lust and the desire to show her what she did to him. Moved to a point no bitch had ever brought him to before, it took more effort than he was sure he had to keep things slow and return the pleasure she’d given him while torturing her until she exploded. And she was almost there. He thrust his tongue inside her and felt her muscles quiver against him. “Come for me,” he growled, his voice so husky his words were barely audible. Then she did cry out, howling while she thrashed underneath him, fighting him with all she had while she exploded, soaking his face and filling the air around them with the most incredibly erotic smell he’d ever inhaled. Filling his lungs with it, he almost came right along with her. “Nicolo!” she screamed, twisting and fighting to kick herself free from his grip while she thrust her hips upward. He raised his head, licking his lips like a werewolf who’d just devoured the best feast he’d ever had. It hit him then that he smelled her love, an aroma so rich and powerful it almost stole his strength from him. His muscles strained, threatening to grow and change and regain that strength if he didn’t get some of the oxygen back into his brain. When he let go of her, she rolled to her side underneath him, curling her legs to her chest and panting so hard he swore he saw the tiny hairs on her body stand erect. “My adorable little bitch,” he praised her, running his hand down the gentle slope of her spine. “I’m the luckiest werewolf in the world to have you.” She laughed quietly, turning her head to look up at him and then lazily reached for him. “I hope you always feel that way.” “As long as you look at me like you are right now, I know I will.” They had a turbulent life ahead of them, one that would be filled with prejudice and hatred, but right now it was just the two of them. They would start their relationship with a strong foundation, one built on honor and love. His heart swelled and pulsed as hard as his cock, knowing with that bond, the two of them could take on anything. He continued stroking her back, keeping the movement slow until her breathing relaxed. Pain tore through his body, racking his senses. But he’d allow her a few minutes to regain her strength before he entered her. “Are you ready for me?” he asked, aching for her more than he needed to breathe. “I’m always ready for you, wolf man.” He loved her determination to be strong in spite of how small and delicate she was. Those weren’t traits she wanted the world to see—not even him.
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 He grinned, rolling her onto her back and then lifted her legs and rested her heels on his shoulder. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen himself so hard, so stretched and swollen when he looked down between them. Her soaked pussy glistened with moisture and he gripped his cock, pressing the edge of it against her heat. “Yes.” Her eager cry was followed by a quick jerk of her body. She thrust her hips toward his cock, bringing herself to him. He swore her pussy sucked him right inside her, so many tiny muscles stroking his cock and urging him deeper. He filled her, moving deeper into her scalding heat while his arms shook and he fought to hold himself over her. Gritting his teeth, he prayed he’d be able to give her the pleasure she needed—they needed—while his cock felt like it was being burnt alive. “Heidi. Little bitch,” he growled between clenched teeth. He couldn’t take the intensity of it any longer and began moving, hastening the pace while he started fucking her with everything he had. Nicolo pounded her hot pussy, loving the friction that tore at him and stroked his cock while he moved faster and faster. Her fingernails dug into his flesh, feeding the energy that coursed throughout his body. He arched his back, squeezing his eyes shut so that all the world consisted of was his hot little bitch underneath him, taking all he had to offer and soaking him with her heat and moisture. His balls tightened and itched while he ached to explode. Every muscle in his body constricted and hardened around his bones as he dwelt on how tight she was. They were a perfect fit, made for each other in a world that deemed them enemies. But for Heidi and Nicolo, all that mattered was right here between them. Love so strong it seeped from their pores, marking both of them, making them the perfect match. “Now,” was all he managed to growl when sparks exploded against his eyelids and the pressure broke inside him. It took as much effort to open his eyes and watch her while he filled her with his come as it did to keep from collapsing while he filled her with all the love he felt for her. She cried out, tightening around his cock with more strength than a little bitch should be able to muster. He breathed so hard that he feared he’d embarrass himself, change while on top of her—or worse yet, pass out from the intensity of the moment. Every inch of her glistened with moisture. Her eyes were so wide, so beautiful as they glowed almost silver, but it was the slow smile of complete satisfaction that finally did him in. Nicolo collapsed on top of her, his cock swollen and buried deep inside her. His arm muscles were weak when he pushed himself to the side so he wouldn’t crush her with his weight. Rolling to his back, he pulled her on top of him where she stretched out and relaxed, breathing heavily.
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 “Sleep, my precious bitch,” he told her, slowly stroking her back and then cupping the back of her head when she nestled against his shoulder. “When we wake up, we will hunt together.” “And find the location of our den,” she added, whispering and sounding so sated it made him swell all over again. “I can’t wait to build it alongside you. Already I see how perfect it will be.” “Are you sure you want to stay with this pack?” He had to know that she understood how rough it would be for awhile. She didn’t raise her head but instead lifted her hand and rested it against the side of his face. “Would you really leave your pack for me?” He’d waited years to see Malta werewolves once again claiming land and growing strong together. But for Heidi, for the two of them, he would run the length of the nation to ensure their happiness. “As long as you are part of my den, I’d be happy anywhere.” “We’ll stay here. I know it will be hard. But running wouldn’t satisfy either one of us. We’re fighters, Nicolo, not cowards who would avoid challenges and live in some false euphoria.” What had he done to deserve such a perfect bitch? “I love you,” he said, hating how he choked on the words. His emotions were about to embarrass him. “I know.” She stretched over him, shifting enough to pull on his cock. “I love you too—enough to stay and help your pack grow and be strong. We’ll be strong too.” Her last words faded, sleep overcoming her. And it would be their strength that would make Malta werewolves greater. He wrapped his arms around her, closing his eyes and relaxing. They would take it day by day together, and that was all that mattered.
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