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Chapter One
Charlize Newman pushed her sunglasses back up the bridge of her nose and studied the people walking into Milly’s Coffee Spot. They didn’t look unusual, but she couldn’t forget what she’d seen the last time she’d come to Forever, Texas. Who knew what they were underneath the disguise of their human forms?

The image of her sister Shannon standing in front of two large wolves hadn’t faded in the months since she’d had to leave her sister behind. Yet the term “wolves” wasn’t an accurate description. The beasts she’d seen were too large, and their limbs were longer than a regular wolf’s legs. But the real difference between them and the wolves mankind knew was the intelligence she’d seen in their amber eyes. Their eyes had sparkled with a strange mix of animal and human knowledge.

Even now, she had a hard time believing what they really were. They were werewolves. She’d seen them when she’d rescued—or rather, tried to rescue—her sister from the vampire Deacon Slater’s house. Her mind was still playing catch up with what her eyes had told her was real. But when Shannon had refused to go with her, had even vowed that she loved the men who had changed into werewolves, Charlie hadn’t had any option except to leave her sister behind. At least until she could figure out how to get Shannon to come home with her.

She’d called Shannon every week since that horrible day, and Shannon had always sounded happy, thrilled to be living with the two men she loved. Yet, although her sister sounded sincere, Charlie made it clear that she could always come home. Did she want to leave Forever if only for a visit? All Shannon had to do was say the word, and she’d get there as soon as possible.

But Shannon had always refused. Instead, she’d kept the conversation light and easy with questions about their parents’ activities and Charlie’s work.

Although confused at Shannon’s readiness to accept werewolves as lovers, she wouldn’t give up on her sister. After all, it wasn’t because Shannon was staying with two men. She could live with as many men as she wanted, as far as Charlie was concerned. But with werewolves?

What would life be like sharing a home with werewolves? Exciting, maybe, but dangerous, too. She’d already lost one sister to drugs, and she’d be damned if she’d lose her other sister to the supernatural men that had somehow captured her sister’s heart and mind.

She should’ve acted sooner, but Charlie hadn’t wanted to force her sister to come home with her. Had, in fact, given her five months to make that choice on her own. With each passing month, however, the knot in Charlie’s stomach grew tighter. What if she’d already waited too long? What if her sister wound up pregnant? Was that even possible? Who knew what could happen between a human and her werewolf lovers?

When Shannon called her and invited her back to Forever, asking her to put aside her objections about the Holms men long enough to really get to know them, Charlie was thrown. At first she couldn’t believe her sister, and she’d refused. What did she think she’d do? Sit down and make chitchat at the dinner table with a couple of werewolves? But then Charlie had started wondering. Was the invitation sincere? Or was it Shannon’s way of letting her sister know she was in trouble and needed help? Or worse, could they be setting a trap for the one person—as far as she knew—who knew what they really were?

Possible trap or not, she couldn’t wait any longer. If Shannon still refused to leave, she might have to drag her home kicking and screaming as she wished she’d done with Christine. If she had, maybe her youngest sister would still be alive.

Three days later, she’d packed her bag and flown to Dallas. In Dallas, she’d rented a pickup, bought a rifle and ammo, then headed to Forever. Too bad she hadn’t been able to find silver bullets.

She hadn’t told Shannon that she was coming to Forever. If she did, Shannon’s men might guess what she had planned, and she’d lose the element of surprise. She wanted to fly under the radar for a day or so and gather as much information as she could before they realized she was in town. If they found out too soon, she could always say she was there to accept Shannon’s invitation then come up with another plan.

Charlie grabbed the water bottle in the cup holder, twisted the lid off, and took a big gulp. Why did she have such a difficult time accepting that they were werewolves? Was it so much harder to believe in werewolves than in the vampire they’d thought had murdered her youngest sister, Christine?

Shannon had come to Forever determined to put a stake deep in Deacon Slater’s undead body. Instead, she’d found out that Slater wasn’t the vampire who’d drained their sister dry. Slater was, in fact, the one who’d exterminated the killer vampire. Shannon had explained during one of their first phone conversations how she and Charlie had been misled by the killer vampire’s family into believing Slater was guilty. Thankfully, their attempt to frame Slater had failed.

She closed her eyes and tried to keep the image of her sister’s cold, lifeless body from invading her thoughts. Christine’s only wound was a bite on her neck, a bite that was unlike any animal’s bite. Two puncture holes with no other wounds in sight had marred her pale skin. It was such a stereotypical vampire wound that it almost made Charlie laugh. But the death of her sister was anything but funny.

What had happened to her life? She and her sisters had grown up as privileged children, living in the wealthiest part of Boston, with parents who felt more at home managing their global business than going to PTA meetings and soccer matches. The girls had flourished even without their parents’ attention and love.

All three sisters had been groomed to help run the family business. Charlie had accepted that as her fate, but Shannon had rebelled, claiming a life apart from her family by working in a used car dealership. She’d hated the family business and wanted nothing to do with it.

Christine’s life had taken a tragic turn when she’d gotten involved with the wrong crowd during her first year of college. They’d introduced her to drinking and drugs. From that moment, her life had spiraled out of control until she’d found herself in Dallas, willing to take drugs from any stranger on the street. Her luck ran out for good when she’d followed a supposed dealer into a back alley. But the stranger was even worse than a dealer. He’d drained her body and left her to rot beside a Dumpster.

Some people believed in fate or destiny or whatever they wanted to call it. Charlie was willing to believe in fate, but she had a difficult time letting go of the idea that she had the ultimate control over her life. Especially since fate had a way of kicking a person when they least expected it.

She’d had her life planned out. She’d work in the family business and one day prove worthy of becoming the CEO. At least that was her plan until that awful day when the authorities had called to say Christine was dead from “suspicious circumstances.”

Charlie snorted at the idea. “Suspicious circumstances” was the police department’s way of not having to admit that they didn’t have a clue who’d killed Christine.

The shock of her sister being a drug addict wasn’t nearly as hard to come to grips with as the fact that her sister had been drained dry by a real undead creature of the night. And yet, she’d still stayed in Boston, taking care of business and doing what her parents expected of her.

Charlie slumped in the seat of the rented pickup and tugged the baseball cap down to cover more of her face. She didn’t expect anyone to recognize her, but she didn’t want to take any chances. After leaving Shannon, she’d vowed to come back more prepared to take on the creatures that had somehow captured her sister’s mind and heart.

She ignored the sickening feeling in her stomach and checked the map she’d made of Forever and the nearby town of Shatland. The landlord who’d rented the small one-bedroom house located between the two towns had drawn a map for her, but she wasn’t sure how accurate it was. Something about the man had made her jumpy. Listening to her gut, she’d paid him a month’s rent in advance just to keep from having to see him again anytime soon.

The house was simple, with only the barest of furnishings, but it was clean and had a window air conditioner that roared to life every ten minutes. The reject from a garbage dump would spew out semicool air then sputter and threaten to die for several minutes before starting the cycle all over again. But the place provided her with shelter, a shower, and a lumpy bed. It suited her needs, since she wasn’t planning on staying long. As soon as she could either convince or, if necessary, force Shannon to leave with her, she’d get out of town as fast as she could.

She ran her finger along the map, noting the area between the rental house and Forever. The vampire Deacon Slater’s house was outside of Shatland, but she knew her sister wasn’t there. Shannon had gone on and on about Daniel and Anderson Holms as well as their ranch, going into a detailed description of the white two-story home with a wraparound porch. But as Charlie soon found out, white two-story houses with wraparound porches were plentiful in the area.

She could still hear the excitement in Shannon’s voice as she told her sister how she loved helping the men with the horses and cattle. She’d talked the men into building a chicken pen for ten chickens and one rooster that she planned on adding to the livestock.

The ranch was called Moonbeam Ranch. Charlie thought it sounded like a name a ten-year-old girl would choose, but Shannon went on to explain how many of the ranches in the area had the word “moon” in their names. There was even a local dance bar called The Moonstone Bar.

Her finger skimmed over the names of the ranches she’d already managed to locate. Moonlight Ranch wasn’t far away, along with Moonstruck Ranch. Another large ranch was called Lonesome Range Ranch.

She circled the area that she planned on scoping out next. Although she could’ve asked where Moonbeam Ranch was, she didn’t want to risk anyone alerting the Holms cousins or even Shannon that she was in town. She wanted to catch her sister alone, giving her a better chance of convincing her to come back to Boston.

Charlie blew out a frustrated breath. She’d waited as long as she could without drawing attention to herself, but now she was out of time and needed to get moving. If things kept going the way they had so far, it’d take a lot longer than she’d hoped to find her sister.

A loud noise jolted her out of her reverie to find a very large and very handsome man standing in front of the pickup, his hand flat on the hood. He stared at her, his lips curved in a smile that hinted at secrets only he knew. His blue eyes sucked the air from her and made it hard to think straight.

“Are you planning on sitting here all day?”

She felt the heat from her blush spread through her cheeks and was glad she had sunglasses on. At least he couldn’t see the embarrassment of getting caught in her eyes. She straightened up, grasped the steering wheel, and put on an expressionless mask.

Those glacial blue eyes dove into her, and she would’ve sworn that he could touch her very soul. Or, if the sudden heat between her legs was any indication, that he could touch her pussy. She clenched the muscles between her legs, refusing to let her libido take charge. Still, how long had it been since she’d had a man, especially a man who looked like him, between her legs, behind her ass, or anywhere else on her body?

He had to be at least six feet, if not another couple of inches taller. His blond hair was swept back from his rugged face to feather the broad expanse of his shoulders. He could have held the weight of the world on his shoulders and never had another thought about it. His square jaw reminded her of the heroes with strong jaws that always saved the day in the adventure movies she loved. The denim shirt he wore couldn’t hide the muscles in his tree-size arms while his chest stretched the limits of the buttons. The wide shoulders slid down to a lean waist that made her ache to pull the shirt out of his faded jeans and skim her hands over what had to be a human sculpture come to life.

Her pussy may have awakened her sexual awareness, but her whole body was in on the game now. She hummed with a yearning that was almost overwhelming. What would happen if she let herself go and actually touched him?

“Did you hear me?”

She blinked, suddenly aware that he required an answer from her.

“What did you say?”

He regarded her, the slight smile growing a bit wider. “I asked if you were planning on sitting here all day?”

She licked her lips then held her breath as she realized what she’d done. Hell, why not just ask him to hop in the back of the pickup and ride your ass?

“Uh, is there a problem?”

He appeared amused, as though he’d sensed what she’d been thinking. “Nope. No problem at all. Other than the fact that folks around here know when someone’s watching us.” He tilted his head to one side and narrowed his eyes. “Or should I say spying on us?”

Shit. So much for keeping a low profile.

He twisted his head to glance down the street, then nodded at a man taking long strides toward them. She squinted, not because of any direct light but because of the appearance of the other man.

No. It can’t be. This gorgeous hunk of a man has a twin? No way can there be two men this hot.

The replica of the sexy blond man standing in front of her pickup didn’t waste a moment getting over to them. He wore faded jeans, like the first man, with a simple white T-shirt that outlined the muscles in his chest and abdomen. His tanned arms made the shirt appear even whiter. Boots that had seen better days completed his modern-day cowboy look. But cowboy, as she was beginning to learn, was more a state of mind than just wearing boots. Both of these men were cowboys. It showed in their mannerisms, their sun-bronzed skin, and the easy way they fit into their surroundings.

The twin had the same striking blue eyes, the same flowing blond hair, and a body rivaling the other man’s. But even in the first few moments of sizing them up she could tell their personalities were miles apart. The silent one that had banged on the hood narrowed his eyes at her while the other one greeted her with a smile that would light up the darkest room. The friendly one stopped a few feet from the driver’s side, fisted his hands on his hips like Adonis looking down from Olympus, and broadened his electric grin.

“Hi. Looks like my brother couldn’t stand it any longer.” He came forward and leaned on the glass of the partially opened window. On closer inspection, his eyes were the same spectacular blue as his twin’s but a bit darker in shade. While his twin’s eyes could’ve launched heat-seeking missiles aimed to destroy her, his eyes sparkled with amusement rather than being clouded with suspicion.

“Your brother?” She closed her eyes, wincing at her stupidity. What else could they be but brothers? Clones?

His laugh was deep and throaty, filled with a richness that any woman would die for. “What else would he be? My clone?”

He laughed again, and she couldn’t help but smile. He was gregarious, the kind of person who could make others smile without trying. She glanced at the first Adonis. His brother, on the other hand, seemed guarded, even his smiles controlled. He’d kept his intense gaze on her the entire time, and it was starting to make her feel uneasy.

“Don’t let my little brother bother you. Reese is the brooding type. All bark with very little bite.” He stuck out his hand and added, “I’m Blane Rawlins.”

Little brother? There was nothing little about either one of them. She couldn’t help it. Her gaze slipped down from his belt before she realized she’d done it. No doubt there was nothing little about his cock, either.

She wrenched her attention away from Blane’s crotch. Ignoring his hand and keeping the window opened only half the way, she focused what other men had called her “stone-cold glare” at Reese and summoned the nerve to challenge him. “I’m sorry if my presence made you or anyone else uncomfortable, but I didn’t know it was against the law to sit in my pickup.”

“It’s not against the law. You can sit in your pickup ’til hell freezes over. It’s the watching part that’s got people upset.” Reese arched an imperious eyebrow at her.

He was egging her on. She knew it, and he knew she knew it. But should she take him up on it? He clenched his teeth, the muscle in his jaw working.

They were two sides of one coin. While Reese acted like he couldn’t stand the sight of her, Blane appeared to be more than interested. He’d taken a good hard look at her, whipping his gaze over her body several times. She could feel his scrutiny on her skin.

“Again. Don’t mind my brother. In fact, I’d be happy to show you around Forever.”

She needed to leave, but she just couldn’t bring herself to back the pickup out of the parking space. Something about Blane made her want to trust him. She gave him a genuine smile, rolled the window all the way down, and stuck her hand out. “Nice to meet you, Blane. I’m…Candy Cane.”

Reese’s laugh had heads turning to stare at them. “You can’t be serious. No one’s called Candy Cane. Come on. What’s your real name?”

She swallowed hard and faked a hurt expression. No way would she ever tell them that she and Shannon had spent many hours as teens coming up with wild-sounding names. The fact that Candy Cane sounded like a stripper’s name didn’t help. But she’d said the first name to come to her, and she couldn’t back out now. “What’s wrong with my name? Don’t you like it?”

“It’s a pretty name. Nice to meet you, Candy.” Blane took her hand and squeezed.

All at once, a surge of power, a rush of sexual energy zipped into her hand and up her arm. The electrifying sensation flowed into her, making her heart skip a beat then pick up speed as though she was running a marathon. The effect was invigorating, exciting and downright scary. She widened her eyes, then searched Blane’s and saw his widen, too.

“What the hell?” But she doubted either brother had heard her whisper.

She glanced toward Reese, who was staring at his brother. Reese may not have experienced the sensation, but he’d noticed his brother’s reaction.

She tugged her hand out of Blane’s, lessening the sizzle. “I need to get going.”

“Wait. How about grabbing a cup of coffee with my brother and me? Or even just me?”

She shook her head, turned the ignition, and threw the car in reverse. “Thanks, but no thanks.”

“Why not? What could happen over a cup of coffee?”

But she was already backing out of the parking space. She took one last look at them. Reese hadn’t moved, his eyes as intently set on her as they were before. Blane looked at her, a confused expression marring his masculine face, then lifted his hand to say good-bye.

She didn’t bother waving back. She didn’t trust herself not to jump out of the pickup and take Blane up on his offer of coffee. Yet she wasn’t sure that a cup of coffee wouldn’t turn into more. Instead, she pushed the lever into drive and stomped on the accelerator.

 

   

 

“That went well.” Blane scowled at his brother. “Why the hell did you decide to confront her today? She’s been here a couple of days, and we’ve managed to keep track of her without her noticing us watching her.”

“You mean spying on her.” It was just like Blane to make it sound better than it was. Watching didn’t sound half as bad as spying.

“We’re just making sure she doesn’t do anything stupid before we can ease her into accepting us as her mates. Hell, Reese, everyone in Forever’s kept a wide berth for the Holms cousins’ sake as well as ours. Then you have to go and surprise her. Are you trying to get her to run off again?”

They’d watched her, trying to figure out what she was up to. Was she out to hurt her sister’s mates? Did she want to kidnap Shannon and force her to return to Boston? Or was she just making sure her sister was safe? Whatever the reason, Reese hated having to wait.

Reese shot a glare at his brother then pivoted and headed for his motorcycle. “I got tired of waiting. She’s our mate, so let’s just get on with it.”

“We’ve already talked about this. She’s going to need time. Time to get used to the idea that her sister’s a werewolf first. After that, we can tell her about us.”

“Bullshit. We should’ve taken her the first time she was in town.” Reese slung his leg over his Harley but didn’t make a move to start the motor.

Blane scratched the stubble on his jaw. Unlike Reese, his brother liked to keep his face shaved most of the time, but handling a problem at The Moonstone Bar had taken up most of his day. As part owner along with Anderson Holms, Blane tried to do his part in handling the staff. Having both humans and werewolves working at the bar meant conflict every so often, but that’s the choice Anderson and Blane had made when they’d decided to mix the two. Blane was even talking about hiring a vampire bartender, but Reese thought that would just add fuel to an already-smoldering fire. Still, he made it a point to stay out of his brother’s business.

“Sometimes I wish we’d taken her, too, but Anderson asked us to back off, and we agreed. They had enough trouble dealing with their mate, Shannon, wanting to stake Deacon. Besides, by the time we’d sensed that Charlie was our future mate, she’d already plugged Daniel with a bullet.”

Reese chuckled, a rarity for him. “Can’t say I blamed her. She walked into a vampire’s house and found her sister with two werewolves. I’d say she showed a lot of guts going in there. She just needs to improve her aim.”

Daniel Holms had gotten lucky that day. Lucky that Charlie’s aim wasn’t great and lucky that she hadn’t loaded the rifle with silver bullets. “Don’t go letting Daniel hear you talk that way.”

Reese had to hand it to his brother. Blane was the even-tempered one and always strived to find a compromise. Reese was the hot head and the one most likely to go off half-cocked, barging into a situation without thinking first.

“She’s hotter than I remember.”

“Damn right she is. But we didn’t really get a good look at her the first time.” Taking their cue from the Holms cousins, they’d stayed out of the trouble Shannon was causing and had only gotten a quick glimpse of Charlie as she’d lit out of town like a cat with a dog nipping at its tail.

Their mate was smokin’. No doubt about it. From her long reddish-brown hair to her full chest and curvy body, she was the kind of woman a man liked to look at in men’s magazines. Yet even wearing a simple pale-yellow T-shirt and jeans, she was sexier than the naked girls in those magazines. He hadn’t seen her standing up yet, since she’d always stayed in her pickup, but he knew her legs would run from Texas to the Canadian border. Her brown eyes, even clouded with wariness, had grabbed him and held him in a vise of desire. He longed to see what her eyes would look like when he plunged his cock into her and made her scream his name.

He’d gotten a good whiff of her, too. He’d smelled the alarm wafting off her, but it had gotten mixed with a heavy dose of pussy heat. She’d liked what she’d seen as much as he had. If she listened to her libido, getting her into bed wouldn’t take much doing. Too bad she seemed to have an attitude, but he’d adjust that soon enough. Not to the point of breaking her, but just enough for her to realize who was really in charge, in and out of bed.

She was more than just a pretty face. He’d done some research on her since her first visit and had found out she was a big deal in the business world. She’d jumped into her family’s business and had not only handled the company well but had managed to increase their profits in a time when most businesses were struggling to stay alive.

“She’s smart, too. She came prepared this trip. I could smell gunpowder behind the seats as well as the scent of steel.”

Reese didn’t like to think of his mate carrying a rifle. If she tried to shoot one of the Holms boys again, they might have no choice but to fight back. “We have to keep her from doing anything that’ll get her into trouble.”

“We warned Daniel and Anderson that she was back in town. They’re laying low and having Shannon do the same. The only contact Shannon’s had is a couple of texts since Charlie left Boston. She thinks her sister may be trying a sneak attack to try to force Shannon to go home.”

Blane tracked his hand through his hair. Reese recognized his brother’s telltale signal that he was trying to come up with a solution and getting nowhere fast.

He decided to let him off the hook—for now. “Fine. I’ll back off, but not for long. If I get wind that she’s planning on hightailing it out of here, I’m grabbing her and hauling her back to the ranch.”

Blane grinned, and Reese could sense his relief. “Good. Just hang in there, bro, and keep out of sight. Our mate’s come back. The rest of it will go as planned.”

Reese swallowed the retort that sprang to his lips. No need to make Blane upset. But that didn’t mean he wasn’t going to keep an eye on Charlie Newman.






Chapter Two
Charlie kicked the wheel of the pickup and let fly with several curse words that would’ve made her mother drop dead in a faint. She’d gotten about halfway back to the rental home when smoke came pouring out from under the hood. The truck had sputtered then died as soon as she’d managed to pull it onto the side of the road.

“Damn and double damn!”

She took off the baseball cap and flung it into the pickup. So far she’d managed to get the hood up, but that was as far as her knowledge of cars went. Growing up with a chauffeur as well as a personal mechanic meant she’d never given a thought to what went on under the hood.

She stared at the jumbled mess of wires and machinery. “What the hell am I supposed to do now?”

Glancing both ways down the road, she knew she wouldn’t get any help from passing motorists. She rarely saw another vehicle when she drove down the one-lane road and had liked the remoteness of the house. Now she wished she’d stayed somewhere closer to Shatland.

She had no other choice. She was going to have to walk home. Grabbing her cap, she pulled it down over her face and glanced at her tiny arsenal in the space behind the seat. Should she take the rifle or, if anyone did happen by, would they think it strange to see an armed woman hiking down the road? But she didn’t like the idea of leaving the gun with the pickup either.

Then there was the matter of the stakes she’d stuffed under the seat. She glanced at the sun high in the sky and tried to calculate the time it would take for her to get home. If she made it back to the rental house before dark, she wouldn’t need to take the stakes. It was better to leave them where they were.

The last option was to call Shannon for help. She had no doubt her sister would pick her up. But would Shannon come alone even if she asked her to? Or would she have the two werewolf men along for the ride?

In the end, she stuffed her phone into her back pocket, checked the rifle to see if it was loaded, then held it in the crook of her right arm. She grabbed the water bottle that was only half-full, took one last look back the way she’d come, and started walking.

Texas could get hot year round. She’d known that from her research. Yet living with air conditioning and getting out for only brief periods of time hadn’t let her experience just how scorching the sun could be. Within a few minutes, sweat trickled down her spine and dotted her forehead. But she kept walking.

She trudged on, tormented on one side from the relentless sun and on the other from the heat filtering up from the black pavement. Her feet ached and her arm hurt from carrying the gun. Passing by cattle, horses, and crops she didn’t know the name of, she trudged on, muttering to herself to sue the rental company for renting her a broken-down wreck of a pickup.

She was squinting at a cow in the pasture next to the road and not paying attention to where she was going when she stumbled into a small pothole and fell. She landed flat on her face and cussed her head off.

“Shit! I swear, if I ever get out of this hellhole of a state, I’m going back to Boston and staying in civilization forever. No more cowboys, no more pickups, and no more walking.”

She pushed up then checked her hands and arms for scrapes. Although her hands had taken the brunt of the fall, they weren’t too bad. Still, she wouldn’t have sneered at a little antiseptic and water, but at least she’d had the gun’s safety on. Taking off her cap, she wiped the sweat from her forehead and saw it.

Like a mirage in the middle of the desert, the manmade pond glistened under the sunlight, beckoning her to scale the fence and dive into it. She let out a breath then pushed the gun and her now-empty water bottle under the lowest rung of the fence. She was up and over the fence in three quick moves. Snatching up the bottle and rifle, she hurried to the edge of the pond.

She stared at the water and frowned. Although she’d known not to expect the ocean-blue water of the Caribbean where a person could see fish swimming by just under the surface, the pond water was anything but inviting up close.

“Eck. I guess it’s true what they say about the red dirt coloring the water.”

She could see a fish or two if she looked really hard, but the murkiness obscured everything else. But water was water and, hopefully, it was cool. She laid her rifle on the ground and inched closer to the edge. Squatting down, she dragged the bottle through the murky liquid then held it up and examined the contents.

“No way am I drinking that stuff.” She shook the bottle as though that would clear out the bits and pieces of whatever-the-gunk-was. She poured a little over her hand, and, although it wasn’t very cool, she judged it good enough to ease a little of the heat suffocating her.

She checked around her, saw that she was still the only one around, and pulled off her cap and tossed it on the ground next to her rifle. She tugged off her T-shirt, leaving on only her lacy bra, then pulled the scrunchie off her ponytail. Shaking her hair free, she dumped the contents of the bottle over her head and tried not to think about the gunk.

Relief swamped her. The water was far from appealing, but it did cool her off. She dipped the bottle again and, once more, dumped the water over her head.

“That was good even if it is dirty.”

She studied the muck again and decided it was worth whatever she might encounter. Toeing off her shoes, she shucked off her jeans, leaving her skimpy lace panties on, then stepped into the water. Mud squirmed between her toes, but she ignored it and focused on the coolness flowing around her bare legs. Sticks and small stones dug into the bottoms of her feet, but she didn’t care. It felt too good to leave. She was up to her waist before she knew it.

Did she dare dunk her head? She nibbled at her lower lip and considered it. Maybe if she did it really fast and held her nose, it’d be all right.

Pinching her nose to keep out the water, she took a big breath and went under the surface. She kept her eyes closed, not wanting to see whatever might float by her face. Standing up, she broke the surface and pushed her hair away from her face. The murky water revitalized her and, for the first time since she’d started walking, she felt like her old self.

“Need someone to wash your back?”

Charlie whirled to face the sound of the deep, masculine voice. “What the hell are you doing here?” Had he followed her?

Reese Rawlins quirked an eyebrow up as though surprised by her question. He shifted in his seat as the bay horse blew out its nose then lowered its head to nibble at the grass. He rode bareback, his long, hard body looking as though he was a part of the animal.

“I could ask you the same question.”

She wouldn’t have thought it possible, but he was even better looking on top of a horse. He leaned back, put one hand on his leg and held the rein in the other hand against the mane of the horse. The sun shone through his golden locks, giving him the appearance of a halo effect. But she doubted he’d wear any angel wings unless he was playing the part of Gabriel, the avenging angel. She could easily imagine him, sword in hand, hair flying behind him as he vanquished the enemies of God.

“Do you have a hearing problem?” He frowned, dropping his eyebrows between the piercing blue eyes.

He was every woman’s dream of the perfect man—until he opened his mouth.

“No. Why would you ask that?” She mentally pulled up her defenses, determined not to let him rattle her.

“Then why don’t you answer my questions?”

A brief breeze swept over her, reminding her that her bra and panties were the only things she had on and they were sheer even before getting them wet. She crossed her arms over her chest and saw him blink. Heat that had nothing to do with the sun rushed into her. He wanted her. She could almost smell it on him, but she didn’t need to. The look he gave her said it all. She nibbled on her lower lip then forced herself to stop. Nibbling on her lower lip always gave her away, telling whoever was paying attention that she was either nervous or horny as hell.

“See? You’re doing it again.”

She broke out of her thoughts to stare at him. Who did he think he was? The hero out of a Wild West movie? She took in his wide shoulders that draped to the lean waist. With his legs straddling the horse, she got a good look at the tent forming in his jeans. She was right. He wanted her in a big way.

“What? Oh, yeah. My pickup broke down a few miles back, and I was hot.” She was hot, all right. But just not from the heat any longer. Reese was the one making her hot.

“Don’t you have a cell phone?” Reese slid off his horse and dropped the reins, but the horse stayed where it was, happily munching on the dried grass.

She eased lower in the water to cover her breasts. “Of course I do. But I couldn’t get any bars out here. This isn’t exactly civilization, you know.”

He picked up the gun, raised it to look through the sights, then lowered it again. “What’s the gun for? You planning on hunting?”

She narrowed her eyes and tried to keep her composure. He had her gun. Would he use it? “Maybe.”

“What’re you hunting for?”

The way his jaw worked as he spoke fascinated her. She could imagine his jaw muscles working as he shoved his cock into her pussy. “Whatever.”

He laughed, but it sounded more like a snort. “You can’t go around hunting whatever you want to shoot. You have to pick your game and get the right license. Providing it’s in season.”

She didn’t like the fact that he still had her gun. “What would you suggest I hunt? What’s in season now?”

“Don’t know. I don’t hunt unless it’s for food.” He picked up a stick on the ground and slid it into the side of his mouth but didn’t put the gun down. “We’ve got all kinds of game from rabbits to pheasant to”—he paused and zeroed in on her— “wolves.”

Her throat clogged up and made it hard to get the word out. “W–wolves?”

He tilted his head and stared at her just like he’d done back in town. “Wolves aren’t game unless they cause a problem for the ranchers. But I’ve heard some people like to shoot them for sport. Do you want to kill a wolf, Candy?”

At first, she’d forgotten she’d given him a fake name. “It depends.”

He was at the water’s edge, his gaze slipping from her to the water then back to her. His ocean-colored eyes locked on her face for a second then slid down to settle on her breasts. If she hadn’t known better, she’d swear he could remove her bra with that look. Despite the cool water, her pussy tightened, and she had to resist the urge to plunge her hand beneath the water and rub her clit.

“Depends on what?”

Was he toying with her? Did he know why she was here? “If I thought one or even two wolves were hurting me or my sister then, yeah, I’d kill them.” She’d emphasized the word sister just to see if she’d get a reaction. The reaction she got, however, wasn’t what she’d expected.

He tossed the stick to the ground. “You’d kill to protect you and yours? So would I.”

Was he threatening her? Or was he simply agreeing with her?

“Candy? Or whatever your real name is, you might want to get out of the water.” His face showed no signs of any emotion.

He knew. But she’d be damned if she’d admit she’d lied. She couldn’t tell him her real name. If she did, he could link her to Shannon and her sister’s werewolves might find out she was there.

“Why? I know the water’s not very clean, but it’s cool. I got very hot walking.”

He picked up her T-shirt and whirled it around on his fingertip. “I figured as much. But it’s not the dirty water you should worry about.”

She inhaled as a fish swam by, brushing against her calf. “What should I worry about?”

The tips of his lips lifted into the briefest of smiles. “Rattlers.”

“Rattlers?” She froze, suddenly aware that the fish that had touched her might not have been a fish at all.

“Yeah. As in rattlesnakes.”

She widened her eyes. She’d never even thought that something like a snake might be in the water. But was he telling her the truth or just trying to scare her? If he was trying to scare her, he was doing a damn good job of it. “Are you serious?”

“Don’t move too fast, but turn your head to the right. He’s about five feet away from you floating on top of the water.”

She held her breath. At first, she didn’t see anything. Then a ripple in the water drew her attention to a long gray snake resting on top of the water. It was about thirty inches long with a triangular head and darker diamond-like patterns on its body. She let out a slow breath.

“Are they poisonous?”

“Yep.”

She couldn’t move. “What should I do?”

“Don’t move.” In one swift motion, he lifted her rifle to his right shoulder, aimed, and pulled the trigger.

She yelped and saw the snake’s body flip into the air then land with a splash into the water. Without waiting to see if the snake was still alive, she did her best to run through the water. She made it to the shore and scrambled onto land.

Panting, she raced to stand behind him then leaned around his broad frame. “Did you get it? Is it gone?”

“Yeah. He’s gone.”

He lowered the rifle to his side, turned, and pulled her into his arms. She leaned against him, grateful he’d been around when she’d needed him. She shuddered, more from fear than from the warm breeze on her wet body.

Then it hit her. She jerked away from him. “How long was that thing there? I felt something rub up against my leg, but I assumed it was a fish. Why didn’t you warn me sooner?”

He shrugged and handed her the gun. “Didn’t need to. He wasn’t bothering you.”

“He could’ve bitten me!”

“Did he?” He skimmed his gaze along her body, lingering at her breasts before moving to her face.

“No. But he could have.” She should’ve covered herself, but she didn’t. She liked the way he looked at her. Her nipples stood at attention for him and her pussy screamed for his touch.

“Naw. Most snakes won’t bite unless you make them mad.”

“How do you make a snake mad?” She couldn’t shake the feeling that he was playing with her again, but the invisible sizzle she’d felt earlier kept her close to him. She gazed into his blue eyes and wondered at the amber flecks she saw there.

“You bother it, like taking a stick and poking it.”

“You sound like you like snakes. If you didn’t think it was going to bite me, why’d you kill it?”

Reese studied her like he hadn’t figured out exactly what she was. Yet the desire in his eyes never died. “I didn’t. I just gave it a reason to stay away from you.”

“Did you miss? Is that why you didn’t kill it?”

The strange look intensified, unsettling her. “Why would I kill it? It wasn’t bothering you. Besides, it was a young one.”

“A young one? Are you kidding me?”

“Yeah. The old ones get way bigger.”

She reached for her shirt and jeans. Turning her back to him, she tugged them on as fast as she could. Her body betrayed her by aching to have him hold her hips and shove his cock into her ass. She let out a pent-up breath and smothered her crazy need for him as best she could. When she turned around, he was already on his horse. Disappointment flooded her.

Should she ask him to fix her pickup? Or maybe give her a ride back into town? But going into town would erase all her efforts to stay out of sight. She really only had two choices. She could either ask him to help with her pickup or ask him to give her a ride to the rental house. She doubted she could walk back to the rental before dark, and no way did she want to get caught out alone at night. Rattlesnakes would be the least of her worries if that happened.

Preparing to hear the rejection he’d no doubt give her, she picked up her rifle, tossed her hair over her shoulders and took a step forward.

 

   

 

He waited for her to ask as he watched her silently debate what to do. At last he gave in and put himself, as well as her, out of misery. “Hop up and I’ll give you a ride home.”

“I don’t know. I’ve only ridden a horse once before, and that was with a saddle.”

“I don’t like saddles. I don’t like anything between me and the animal.”

She paused then grasped the hand he held out for her. He pulled her up, her weight being nothing for him to lift, then swung her onto the horse. He glanced back and saw the heat lighting her eyes as their bodies touched. His cock had roared to life at the first sight of her, but now it was straining the front of his jeans. If he didn’t get between her legs soon—the Holms cousins be damned—he’d go insane.

“Go on. Move closer. But do me a favor and put the safety back on. We wouldn’t want either of us losing any vital body parts.” He nodded at the rifle resting across her legs.

She flipped on the safety then hesitated before scooting her crotch against his butt. The sizzle he’d felt before, the sign that she was their mate, coursed into him, making him even more turned on than before. He’d almost lost his control when he’d happened onto her and had seen her rise out of the water looking like a mythical water nymph. He hadn’t been able to resist watching her.

The water had clung to her body, shiny crystals of light reflecting off her skin. Her bra had hidden nothing, and he’d had to swallow hard at the sight on her brown peeks just begging for him to take them between his teeth. Her lace panties had clung to her hips, but he hadn’t seen any bush covering her mons. Which meant, of course, that she was clean shaven, just the way he liked.

She was his mate. He’d heard enough stories to know the reaction he had to her was more than just physical. He’d had enough women to know she was different.

She wiggled behind him, trying to get more comfortable. Her movements were making him anything but comfortable, but it was the kind of discomfort he liked, as long as it ended with his bringing her pouty mouth to cover his cock. If he didn’t do something soon, his zipper would carve its tracks into his dick.

“Wrap your arms around me and hold on.” When she didn’t do as he’d told her, he craned his neck around and gave her a questioning look.

She darted her gaze from his. “That’s okay. I’m fine.”

Why did their mate have to be so damn stubborn? “Suit yourself. But don’t blame me when you fall off the back and crack your skull open.”

“I’m sure I’ll be—”

He gave the horse a quick prod with his heels. The horse burst forward, cutting her sentence off as she yelped. She clung to him, closing her arms around his chest and pushing her breasts against his back.

He had to admit he’d enjoyed scaring her. He clucked to the horse again once they were away from the pond and in the middle of the pasture. Pointing the horse toward his ranch, he urged it into a gallop and smiled as she let out another frightened squeak.

Traveling under the bright sun and the blue skies with his future mate was a joy he wanted to last a while. Instead of taking the direct path to his house, he took the longer way home, skirting the edge of their property. She began to relax her death grip on him as they neared the ranch.

Giving the horse free rein, he leaned back, pressing his body harder against hers. He could feel her nipples against his back even through his shirt as the hard buds rubbed up and down with the movement of the horse. Her crotch against his butt was warm and inviting, making him think of long nights lying between her legs and drinking her cream.

The horse took them straight toward the barn. She straightened up, her fingers splayed across his chest as she got her first look at her new home. “Hey, wait a sec. This isn’t my rental house.”

“Relax. I’ll get you there.”

Reining the horse to a stop, he lifted his leg over the neck of the animal and slid off. Rupert, the boy he’d hired to clean the stables and feed the horses, came running out of the barn then slid to a stop when he saw the woman.

“Mr. Rawlins, is this who I think it is?”

Reese shot him a warning look. “This lady’s pickup broke down, and I’m giving her a ride. Her name’s Candy Cane.”

Rupert’s bemused expression told it all. No one in their right mind would believe her name was Candy Cane, but he wasn’t ready to let on that he knew who she really was. He gave Rupert another pointed look, warning him again to keep his mouth closed.

He turned toward her, and, once again, he had to stop and admire her. She was breathtaking, stunning even with her wild hair and no makeup. Or maybe it was because of her wild hair and lack of makeup.

Reaching out his arms, he offered to help her dismount, but he wasn’t surprised when she waved away his offer and slid off the horse. She hit the ground hard and stumbled forward. He caught her and pulled her into his arms.

To his delight, she didn’t pull away. She lifted her face to his, her full lips parted as if to say “oh,” her big eyes alive with need. “You all right?”

She held onto his arms as she took a step back. “Of course I am.”

He fought back a grin. “Just asking.”

She pulled away then pivoted toward the house. “Do you have a land line I could use?”

“What for?”

Her mouth turned down. “A tow truck.” She started toward the house. “I like your home.”

He tilted his head, loving the way her hips swayed from side to side. Catching Rupert watching her, he growled and smacked the young man in the arm. “Keep your eyes in your head until your own mate comes around.”

“But, boss. Candy Cane? Is she for real?”

He chuckled and started after her. “She’s for real, all right. Real and hot as hell.”

She stopped at the front door and waited for him to catch up. “Do you live here alone?”

He opened the door and strode inside, guessing she’d think it rude for him to go before her. He wanted to try and rile her. “Blane lives here.”

“Your older brother, right?” She followed him, her gaze scanning the interior filled with modest furnishings.

“Older by three minutes.” He’d never thought about the way his home looked before, but suddenly he wanted her to like it. The furniture wasn’t expensive, but the small living room led into a bright kitchen. Much like most of the homes in the area, including her sister Shannon’s, the bedrooms were upstairs and a wraparound porch complete with rocking chairs beckoned visitors to sit and stay a while. Still, any changes she wanted to make would be fine with him. As long as he had his easy chair, a table to eat at, and a bed to put her in, he’d think himself a lucky man.

He glanced at a photo of Blane. His brother would have a cow if he knew he’d brought their mate back to the ranch without him. They’d agreed to take things slowly, but, with her so near, he knew he couldn’t miss the opportunity to have her. Blane would just have to deal with it.

He watched her as she strode through the living room and into the cozy kitchen. Maybe now that their mate had arrived, they’d build a bigger, nicer house. He followed her, enjoying the way she reached out and touched one knickknack then another.

Leaving the kitchen, she strolled down the hallway that led to the den then on to the foyer and the staircase. She paused and studied a photograph of his fathers, mother, seven-year-old Blane, and himself.

“Who are these people?” She blinked. “Oh, I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be rude. I’m just curious, so if you’d rather not say, I’ll understand.”

She was nosy, inquisitive. A trait he’d never found appealing, but he didn’t mind it in her. “That’s my family.”

“Your family?” She frowned, clearly trying to sort out the different roles for each adult.

If anyone else had asked, he wouldn’t have explained. “That’s our mom, me, and Blane.”

“Is your father one of the men?”

“Yep.” He walked past her. She wasn’t ready to understand the dynamics of a household where three werewolves mated one woman.

He had to wonder. Could a woman like her, one who was used to the finer things in life, one who had limos and lived in a city like Boston, learn to like it in a small Texas town? She was a big deal in her parents’ company and used to making large sums of money every day with just one word. What would she do in the middle of nowhere, Texas? She couldn’t even sit a horse right. How would she fit in on a working ranch?

For the first time in his life, Reese Rawlins was afraid. What if she didn’t want to stay? He’d heard of only one intended mate turning down her werewolves. The men had no choice but to let her leave. No werewolf ever forced his woman to stay. The connection, the invisible bond that drew them together, usually prevented the issue from being a problem. But it had happened, and the men had never gotten over it. What if Charlie turned them down?

Knowing she would follow, he led her into the bedroom. She stopped at the threshold. He could sense her nerves kick into gear like a rabbit the second before it scampered away from the approaching fox. If he didn’t do something soon, she’d run for safety without even understanding why she ran. Instinct alone would propel her away.

Whether it was fear that he’d never get another chance or simply the animal inside him clawing to get out, he’d never know. All he knew was that he had to have her.

He tugged on his shirt, pulling the buttons loose as he approached her. He stopped long enough to kick off his boots then started unbuttoning his jeans.

Her mouth fell open, and her eyes glazed over then lowered, giving her a half-lidded, seductive allure that was impossible to ignore. He groaned and yanked her to him.

“No,” she whispered.

He shook his head, determined to have his way today, tomorrow, and forever. “Don’t fight me.”

Her breathing quickened as she flattened her hands against his chest. “Reese, I don’t—”

He grabbed her by the hair and tugged, making her lay her head back. “Tell me you don’t want this. Tell me you haven’t thought about us together, in bed, with my arms wrapped around you, with my hand on your breast, and my mouth,”—he glanced down then back up— “everywhere. If you can, I’ll let you go.”

“I…” Her tongue peeked out from between her teeth. “I don’t…”

He released her hair, giving her silent permission to tell him no. “You don’t what? Tell me now, because once I get more than a taste of you, I’m not stopping until I have you screaming as you come. I want to see your face as your climax rips through you. I need to see your eyes on mine as I suck on your pussy. So tell me now or shut the hell up and let me have you.”

He waited, hoping his nerves didn’t show. If she told him to back off, he’d walk away with his tail between his legs and die like an old dog whose master no longer wanted him. If she told him to go away, he would go, but his gut would churn until he convinced her to open her legs to him.

Her chest rose and fell, the swell of her breasts driving him insane. Once he touched them, he’d know what heaven was like. If not, he’d stare hell straight in the face.

He gritted his teeth and waited for her to stomp on his heart. Whatever her decision, he’d obey it. But once she gave herself to him, she’d be his forever.

He sensed the change in her a second before she slid her hands over his pecs, over the ridges in his stomach, and down to take the flaps of his jeans. She tugged the flaps apart then pushed his jeans to the floor. Dropping her gaze to his fully erect cock, she passed one finger over the oozing tip. His cock jerked and pointed straight at her. Crushing his mouth to hers, he groaned and clutched a handful of her hair.






Chapter Three
Reese stepped out of his jeans as he gripped her T-shirt and tore it away. She cried out, the sound muffled by his mouth on hers. He tugged on her lower lip and drove his fingers under the waist of her jeans. She grabbed his hands, stopping him from tearing her jeans away as he’d done her shirt. They stared at each other, each letting their eyes and the emotions playing over their faces tell the other what they were thinking. She swallowed, and he ached to kiss her smooth skin as her throat moved up and down, to soothe her, to tell her everything would be all right. To tell her that she was his.

All at once, she moved, her hands going over the backs of his. Their hands fumbled together to rid her of her jeans. At last her zipper was down, and together they pushed her jeans to her ankles.

As though needing to acknowledge what was about to happen, she let her gaze slide first over his nude body then down her own. She bit her lower lip, teasing him with the slight gesture. But he’d been patient long enough. He devoured her mouth again.

Picking her up without breaking the kiss, he bit first her upper lip then her tempting bottom lip. He carried her to the bed and fell on top of her. He kept his weight from crushing her, but she didn’t seem to care as she dug her fingernails into his arms and pulled him closer.

He swirled his tongue inside her mouth, savoring her delicious flavors. She tasted like berries and sugar, tangy yet sweet. He caressed her cheek even as his kiss took her mouth roughly, and she kissed him back with equal fervor. Skimming his hands over her body, he sought to remember her by touch, by scent, and by the connection buzzing out of him then into her only to return with added energy.

They broke apart, each of them dragging in much-needed air, their gazes glued to each other. They stayed that way, his body on top of hers, their eyes locked, his heart pounding against her chest to feel the beat of her heart answering his.

In that one life-changing moment, she became his everything.

He couldn’t speak, couldn’t think past getting her bra and panties off. If he didn’t get rid of every thin piece of material separating them, he’d go crazy. The wolf inside growled, urging him to make her his. Her bra and panties were gone in a quick rip and tear. She lay underneath him, her breaths coming in gasps that matched his own.

For a moment, he feared she’d still tell him to get off her. Her eyes sparkled, and he wasn’t sure if the sparkle came from excitement or from tears just under the surface. Yet when she grabbed his hair as he’d done hers and yanked his mouth to hers, he knew she wanted him as much as he needed her, and he almost laughed with joy.

Cupping her breast, he nuzzled her neck, nipping at the soft flesh, the flesh he longed to sink his fangs into. His inner wolf howled at him again and again, daring him to claim her, pushing him to do what it wanted him to do. Somehow, unbelievably, he resisted the call of his animal’s wild lust.

She laid her hand on top of his, urging him to fondle her breast. He traveled his tongue along her shoulder then over the hollow of her neck before taking her pebbled nipple into his mouth. He pressed his tongue against her nipple and felt the rigid texture against his tongue. How could something so soft be so hard at the same time?

His cock pressed against her thigh, and she moved her leg back and forth, pushing against his hardness, wetting her skin with his pre-cum.

“Reese.”

He heard the ache, the plea as she said his name, and he pushed his hand lower. Moving between her legs, he glided his fingers over her smooth mons then dipped a finger between her folds. Her moist heat captured his finger, giving him a preview of how good his cock would feel inside her pussy. She was tight around even one finger, her walls closing around him and holding him. He couldn’t wait until his cock was inside her, the tight muscles ensnaring him in a love vise he’d never want to escape.

She kept her legs down but spread them farther apart. He slipped his finger in deeper and almost came as she shuddered with her first climax. She was so responsive, so eager. How much more responsive would she be once Blane joined them?

He could see it now. Blane would lie between her legs and lavish her clit with his hands and his tongue while Reese held his cock between her breasts and exploded, sending his cum over her chest. Blane could take her then as he was going to take her now. Watching his brother fuck their mate would be almost as good as fucking her himself.

He tugged a nipple into his mouth and held it between his teeth. She mewled, the simple sound flooding his abdomen with liquid heat as she drove his passion higher. She slid her hands over his arms, along his shoulders, then down his back as she reached for his butt cheeks. He smiled against her breasts. If she wanted to spank him, he’d let her. But for now, he’d save the restraints and spanking for a later time. He was too urgent to have her to delay his need with play for long.

He fell to the side, turning her with him, so he could use both hands. Her breasts fell together, and she lifted a leg to lie on top of his. His cock edged in between her legs, and she stiffened then relaxed. For now, he’d only let her think he was about to fuck her. But he had other things to do to her first before he’d shove his cock deep inside her wet pussy.

Her skin was softer than anything he’d ever touched, and he loved the curve of her breasts as he licked around the side then over the swell of the top and into the valley between them. Pushing her breasts together, she offered both nipples to him at once, and he sucked them in. A small sound from deep in her throat had him growling an answer against her two nipples. Again and again, he whipped his tongue between her nipples, only to stop and suck them harder. When she released them to wrap her arms around his neck, he chased one and caught it with his mouth.

She wiggled her hips, urging him to put his cock inside her warm pussy, but he gritted his teeth and held back. Instead, he added another finger to her pussy, earning a gasp from her. She spread her legs wider and clutched his hair.

She was his perfect match, the one woman in the world who could tame both the man and the animal inside him. He kissed her hard again, thrusting his tongue into her mouth until she pushed against his chest, needing to break the kiss to take a breath.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this.” Her eyes were wild with lust.

“Why not?” He feathered kisses along her torso, slowly heading for the taste between her legs. He’d never liked talking during sex, but if she wanted to talk, he’d do as she wished. He sensed it would be the first of many compromises he’d make for her.

“I don’t know you. But every time I see you—”

“Two times. You’ve seen me two times.” He chuckled against her skin.

“Okay. Each time I’ve seen you, I’ve felt this overwhelming urge to bite your neck and…”

He searched her face, urging her to finish her sentence. He pulled his fingers from her pussy and ignored the scowl she gave him. “And what?”

She hesitated again then took the leap. “And suck on your dick.”

Hearing her say the words gave him a clear image of her pouty mouth wrapped around his cock. But that, too, would have to wait. He could only hold out for a short while longer.

He growled and pushed his body lower. She watched him as he kept his gaze on hers until, at last, he settled between her legs. Her dark eyes widened as he dipped lower and flicked his tongue over her pussy folds.

His body hummed as he spread her wide and took his first look at her pussy. She was so pink, so perfect. The bundle of nerves glistened with her juices. Bringing his gaze back to hers, he slid his finger back inside her pussy. She inhaled then let the air out slowly. Her mouth parted and her eyes glazed over in a lust-filled haze of need.

He added a second finger, and she closed her eyes then opened them again when he flicked his tongue over her clit. Lifting her head, she reached out for him, but he wouldn’t let her touch him and pushed her hands away.

Sliding his hand over her flat stomach, he cupped a breast and tortured her nipple with his finger. He loved the way her skin felt underneath his callused hand. Fondling her, he watched her breast bounce as he played with it. But his main focus was her pussy. Flattening his tongue against her clit, he pushed his fingers deeper, searching for the soft tissue that was her sweet spot. She wiggled her butt, enticing him to do more, but he held back, enjoying the power he held over her.

She tasted so damn good. He wanted to suck down her juices, to drive her to climax with just his tongue and fingers. Pushing against her pussy, he rammed two fingers inside and sucked her clit. His cock throbbed, the ache to plunge deep inside her pulsating along his cock from its curly-hair-framed base to the weeping mushroomed tip.

“Reese. Oh, God. Reese.”

She bucked under his skillful fingers and tongue. Using his tongue as he’d soon use his cock, he thrust his fingers and tongue inside and reached for her G-spot. She jerked up for a moment before falling back with a cry as he found the sensitive area and massaged it. He gripped her hips and held onto her and tried to keep his mouth on her as she squirmed. Her cream flooded onto his tongue and over his hand, and he drank her in, devouring the sweetest drink in the world.

Her body shuddered through the orgasm as she arched her back and tunneled her fingers into her hair. The only thing missing was getting to see her release in her eyes and on her face. He wouldn’t be denied that again.

“Give me your cock.” Her voice was harsh, sexy, and filled with demand.

He let her go as she sat up and grabbed his arms. “I want to make you come in my mouth.”

The vision of her doing just that, down on her knees as he played with her tit and her hair, was almost more than he could stand. “Soon. But for now, I need to fuck your pussy.”

He lunged over her, his body an inch above hers. Taking her arm, he fell to the side, bringing her with him. She laughed as she ended up on top of him, her pussy pushing against his cock. Wiggling, she tortured him by slipping back and forth over him, his cock sliding between her folds, only to have her move away. He cupped both of her breasts, holding her as her silky mane fell in front of her to spill over his hands and arms.

A few werewolves didn’t like having their mate on top. They thought it was giving the female too much control, too much dominance over them. But Reese loved the feeling of her riding him. He had nothing to fear. He’d always be one of the dominant males in her life with her the submissive female.

Not that she was a weak woman. He knew that wasn’t the case. How many women would single-handedly try to save their sister from werewolves? Most women would stay far away and send men to do the job. No, Charlie Newman was no weak-willed damsel in distress. She would make a worthy addition to the pack.

She leaned forward and slid her tongue over his chest to his nipple. He groaned and clasped her behind her head, his hands sinking into her glorious hair. She continued to move her pussy over his cock as she slipped her tongue from one nipple to the other.

At last, however, he could stand it no longer. Growling, he grabbed her under the arms and lifted her inches above him. Before she could react, he brought her down, driving his cock inside her pussy.

She was tighter than he’d guessed. Her vaginal walls surrounded him, enveloping his cock like a glove over a hand. He controlled her now, keeping his hands on her hips as he plunged into her again. She threw back her hair and arched, her breasts bouncing with each shove he made.

He’d be a fool if he ever pulled his cock out.

“Reese. Fuck me, Reese.”

Her eyes were half-closed, her mouth half-opened as he used his strength to drive into her. At first she was just a passenger on his ride, but soon she started moving her hips forward and back, rocking against him to increase the friction.

His stomach muscles tightened, readying for the orgasm. Gritting his teeth, he fought against the inevitable end. He watched her face, the way her body swayed against him, the way her muscles worked as she spread her fingers over his chest and leaned forward, pushing her breasts together with her arms. Mesmerized, he watched the way she pushed against him, grinding her pussy as hard as she could, urging him to go deeper, harder, as though he hadn’t already gone as deep as he could. She was his wild lust, and he’d never let her go.

He wasn’t surprised when his climax overtook him, bursting his seed free and filling her. The surprise was in the intensity of his orgasm. Gritting his teeth, he stiffened as his cum spilled from him, his body giving all it had to that one life-affirming function. For the first time ever, darkness threatened to take him and rid him of the last moments of his release, to steal from him the pleasure of seeing her watch him explode as she came with him.

Her eyes closed as her body tightened on top of him and around his cock. She cried out, lifting her face skyward as she would one day lift it to howl at the moon.

Their bodies shuddered together, his in great quakes and hers in smaller tremors. When at last they were spent, she crumbled onto him. He enclosed her in his arms as the last of their climaxes jerked out of their bodies in shuddering waves.

Charlie eased onto the bed, leaving one arm and leg trailing on top of him. He skimmed his palm along her arm and stared at the ceiling as she nestled against him.

She chuckled and played with the stubble on his chin. “Let me guess. You’re not the type who likes to cuddle after sex.”

He glanced at her with the corner of his eye and didn’t bother denying the truth. “After sex, I’m gone.”

She lifted onto her elbow and studied him. “Should I be flattered that you haven’t dashed out of the room by now? Or called me a cab?”

“We don’t have any cabs in Forever.”

He wanted to tell her she was different, that she wasn’t like the other women he and Blane had shared. He wanted her to know that every woman before her was just a placeholder, someone to quench their sexual needs until she came along. Hell, he wanted her to stay longer than the time it took to cuddle. He never wanted her to leave, but she wasn’t ready to hear his declarations of love yet.

Besides, he had Blane to consider. Once his brother found out that he’d already had a romp with their mate, he’d get an earful, maybe even a slug or two, about screwing with their plan. He’d have to remind Blane that it was his plan and, although he’d gone along with it in the beginning, he’d had enough of simply watching her. Now that he’d enjoyed what she had to offer in bed, he’d be damned if his brother or anyone else could keep him away from her.

She sighed and laid her head on his chest. Without warning emotion clogged his throat. The simple movement of laying her head on his chest undid him. Suddenly he felt protective of her, as though with that one move she’d placed all her trust in him.

“Well, then, how do we plan on getting me back to the rental house?”

The words offering to let her stay were almost past his lips before he managed to hold them back. She wasn’t ready for that kind of commitment even if he and Blane were. “Who rented the house to you?”

He played with her hair, spreading it over his chest and under his chin. What would it be like to wake up with her silky strands across his face?

“A man named Mr. Richmand.”

He frowned but kept the growl from his lips. Dick Richmand was an asshole of a vampire who liked renting his house to unsuspecting females he planned to glamour and seduce. “Seen him much?”

She shook her head, the slight gesture rubbing her cheek against his chest. “Not since he gave me the key. Why?”

Someone must’ve clued in the skuzzy vampire and told him about the Rawlins brothers and their connection to the woman renting his house. Otherwise, Dick would’ve already made a move on her. The tension that had set up shop in his neck eased. At least the vampires that lived in Shatland were smart enough to stay away from a werewolf’s future mate. But he still felt the need to warn her.

“Stay away from him.”

“Why? He seemed pleasant enough to me. Kind of weird, but friendly.”

“Just do as I say.”

She sat up fast. “I’m sorry, but did you just give me an order?”

Yes. “I’m telling you he’s no good.”

“And what if I decide I want to hang out with him? Maybe even cook him a meal to say thank you for stocking the refrigerator and cupboards?” Her dark eyes flickered with irritation as she arched an imperious eyebrow, daring him to repeat his mistake.

Reese, however, wasn’t one to admit he made mistakes. He folded an arm under his head and kept his expression serene but firm. “I’m telling you to stay away from him.”

Her other eyebrow joined the first one. “Are you for real? You’re seriously lying there with a smirk on your face and ordering me around?

A smirk? He wasn’t smirking. He frowned, confused by her belligerence. “Charlie, calm down. Be smart. Be safe. Listen to me.”

Her eyes had grown bigger and her mouth had dropped open as he’d spoken, but he hadn’t told her anything different than before. So what was with the big reaction? She glared at him as though he’d told her to get on her hands and knees and mop the floor. Was it him? Or was she just overly dramatic?

“You know.”

Her whispered statement baffled him. Of course he knew that Dick was a dick.

“You know my real name.”

Shit. “What are you talking about?” Playing dumb wasn’t the right way to handle her, but he’d fallen back on it like he’d done every time his mother had caught him whacking Blane in the head.

She was up and out of the bed faster than he’d have thought possible for a human. “I can’t believe you didn’t tell me you knew. You lied to me just to get into my pants, didn’t you?”

“Come on. You really didn’t believe anyone would buy the name Candy Cane, did you? Only porn stars and strippers have names like that.”

She started to pull on her T-shirt then held it out and gaped at the torn shirt. Uttering a sound that was somewhere between a grunt and a groan, she threw her shirt to the floor and snatched his. She tugged it on and crossed her arms. “You lied to me.”

He sat up, and the cover slipped off to expose his cock, already primed and ready for another go. He noticed her gaze drop to his cock then flinch upward to his eyes. A flash of desire crossed her face then was gone. He doubted she’d let him fuck her again.

“You lied first.”

Her eyebrows did a dive toward her nose. “What?”

One thing was for certain. His mate was even hotter when she was angry. “I said, you lied first. Calling yourself Candy Cane was a lie.”

He tried not to smirk now, but he wasn’t too disappointed when he did. She was amazing standing there in his shirt that hung between her pussy and her knees. “You lied first.”

She gaped at him, opening and closing her mouth then doing it all again like the singing fish his uncle had hanging on his living room wall.

“That’s not the same. You should’ve told me you knew who I was.”

He flung the cover off him and rounded the bed toward her. He stopped when she took a step back. “You’re right. I lied by omission, but yours was a flat-out lie.”

He could see the wheels spinning in her head as she hunted for a comeback, but she came up empty. “Take me home.”

He knew he shouldn’t, but he couldn’t resist playing with her a little more. Why not? He was already in the doghouse. “Back to Boston?”

“How much do you know about me?” She waved her hands in the air. “No. Don’t answer that. I wouldn’t know whether to trust what you say or not. I’ll just assume you’re lying whenever your mouth is moving.”

“That would be a big mistake.”

She shrieked at him, gathered up the torn remains of her clothes, and hurried toward the front door. He took his time tugging on his jeans, a shirt from the dresser, and his boots. Where could she go without a car and clad only in his shirt? Walking as though he had all the time in the world, he sauntered through the house and out the opened front door.

What he found wasn’t what he’d expected to find. Rupert stood in the middle of the yard between the house and the barn, gazing toward the road and scratching the stubble on his chin. Charlie’s clothes lay at his feet.

“Where the hell did she go?”

Rupert flinched at the tone in his voice. “I was taking Ripcord out for a ride when she came barreling out of the house, grabbed the reins, and told me to help her into the saddle. She told me to tell you she’d return your horse once you fixed her pickup and brought it to her.”

“You let her take Ripcord?”

Rupert started to smile but wiped the smile away at Reese’s glare. “Mr. Rawlins, I’m sorry. I didn’t think. When she came running out the door with nothing on but your shirt, my mind went kind of blank.”

He couldn’t blame the guy. Charlie doing what almost amounted to a Lady Godiva impression would’ve sent any red-blooded male’s head into a tailspin. “Which way did she go?”

Reese followed the direction Rupert pointed, down the road leading toward the rental home. She’d been mad as hell, but he’d never expected her to hop on a horse and hightail it home.

“Well, I’ll be damned.” Pivoting on his heel, he started back to the house.

“Mr. Rawlins, what are you going to do?”

Reese didn’t bother turning around to answer. “Call Dutch and tell him I need a rush job on a broken-down rental truck out on Bascom Road. Tell him to work his magic. I need that damn truck fixed before she winds up either killing my horse or breaking her neck.”






Chapter Four
Charlie didn’t calm down until she reached the rental house. Her anger served a purpose, keeping her from thinking about how little she knew about riding a horse. If she’d given it more thought, she probably wouldn’t have had the nerve to hop on the back of the huge animal. Hell, if she’d given it more thought, she would’ve pulled on her jeans and her shoes before hightailing it away from Reese’s house.

“Now what do I do?” It wasn’t as though the house had a garage or even a carport. Could she tie him to a tree overnight? But didn’t horses need hay and water? And what about wild animals? Or worse, werewolves?

She shifted in the saddle, her pussy rubbing against the leather, and held on to the saddle horn. Riding with a saddle was easier than riding bareback but not as nice as riding behind Reese. And nowhere near as nice as riding Reese.

She could still feel his hands on her, his fingers pinching her nipples to send pleasant bursts of pain into her breasts. His mouth on hers had stunned her at first, but then the rough texture of his lips had melted into hers and she’d welcomed his tongue into her mouth.

She shuddered at the image of Reese sliding down her torso to lie between her legs. His blue eyes, mixed with amber highlights, had flamed with a heat that he sent scorching into her with the flick of his tongue across her clit. She moaned and squirmed against the saddle, her juices wetting the leather.

Oh, God. His cock. Strong, long, and thick, she’d never seen anyone with a cock like his. Granted her experience was limited, but she knew he was unusually blessed in that area.

Should she have submitted to his masculinity so fast? What did he think of her for having sex with him in the first few hours of meeting? And then to find out he knew her real name! She’d gotten so flustered she hadn’t thought to ask him how he knew.

Yet she found she didn’t care. She’d enjoyed every moment of their time in bed and would lie down again with him if he so much as wiggled his finger at her.

“But he lied. He and his brother must’ve been watching me this whole time. Then they acted like they didn’t know my name.”

But how had he known she was in town? She’d done her best to keep a low profile, but Forever was a small place and strangers stuck out like a black cat in a wedding-dress shop. Had Shannon or the two werewolves she lived with found out and told him? If he knew, then it was more than likely that Blane knew as well.

A sudden image of both brothers lying beside her, their cocks primed and ready, swamped her with desire. What would it be like to have both of them at the same time? They looked so much alike, and yet they were so different. Reese was the dark side of Blane’s brighter, outgoing personality. But weren’t the two sides what made the idea of taking both brothers exciting?

“But they know about me.” The element of surprise she’d counted on was gone.

Why did Reese have to turn out to be such a sneaky jerk? She uttered a curse. He had a point that she’d lied to him first, but did that make up for his lie? She bit her lower lip, unwilling to forgive him yet unwilling to erase her culpability, either.

The horse’s nicker broke her out of her reverie. She jerked up then let out a breath once she figured out that he wasn’t going to buck her off his back. Counting herself lucky to have made it back to the house in one piece, she set her mind to figuring out what to do with the animal. The rental land didn’t include a barn, but she did remember seeing a shed behind the house.

She clucked to the animal as Reese had done to his horse and pulled on the right rein. She’d figured out that using a horse’s reins was similar to using a car’s steering wheel. Pull left to go left and right to go right. Going forward and backward were different, but so far she hadn’t had to go in reverse. Fortunately, the horse heeded her instructions and carried her to the back of the house.

The structure she’d remembered was less of a shack and more of a lean-to. Although the sides looked flimsy enough to collapse under a good wind, the structure appeared to have lasted many years. Both ends of the lean-to were open with one board crossing the opening on the far side. The horse would be crowded inside, but at least he’d have shelter. Urging the horse forward, she got as close to the lean-to as possible then pulled back on the reins.

She glanced down at the ground. “That sure is a lot farther down than I remember from the first time.” But the first time, she’d had Reese to concentrate on, and falling into his arms hadn’t taken any courage.

The horse dropped his head to the ground then lifted it back up to crane its neck around to her. His dark eyes stared at her, and his message was clear.

“Okay, okay. I’m working on it. Just give me a minute.” But the animal was right. She had to get off his back. Putting the ball of her foot into the stirrup, she lifted her bare ass off the saddle then swung her right leg over the rear end of the horse. She was on the ground and letting go of pent-up air easier than she’d dared hope.

She met the stare of the horse dead on. “See? I bet you didn’t think I could do it, did you? But I made it all the way home and got off in one piece.”

The horse shook his head as though disagreeing with her. “Okay, so you helped. So tell me, Mr. Smarty-pants, how do I get the saddle off you?” She yelped when the horse stomped his foot. “Hold your horses, if you’ll pardon the expression. I’m working on it.”

She studied the saddle, bending over to peer at the straps running along his belly. After a few tries of pulling one strap then unbuckling another, she let out a whoop of victory. She took hold of the saddle and tugged. The saddle and blanket under it weighed more than she assumed, and she shrieked as the bundle sent her falling backward onto her butt.

The horse nickered then blew out its nose. “Funny. Just yuck it up, big guy, and see if you get any water and food tonight.”

Picking herself up and dusting off the twigs and dirt that stuck to her bare skin, she took the reins and led him inside the lean-to. She ducked under the board, getting out the opposite end, then looped the reins around the board.

She patted the horse’s nose, enjoying the soft fur against her palm. “I’m sorry I dragged you along for the ride, but I’m sure Reese will be along shortly to take you back home to your comfy stable. Until then, I’ll fill a big bucket with water and grab some apples for you to snack on.”

Daring to get closer, she pressed her cheek against the horse’s face. “I wish men were as easy to understand as you are.”

 

   

 

“Damn it, Reese. What were you thinking? Or should I ask what were you thinking with?”

Blane tracked his hand through his hair. Sometimes he wondered if Reese and he had really come from the same fertilized egg. His brother was more serious yet more apt to go and spontaneously erupt, throwing common sense and well-thought-out plans to the wind. Just like he’d done with Charlie.

“Back off, bro. It was time to lay our cards on the table.” Reese handed his credit card to Dutch, one of the town’s few fairies and a full-time mechanic, then confirmed that Charlie’s rented truck would be delivered to her doorstep later tonight. “Besides, she’s getting a free repair out of the deal.”

“Don’t remind me. The rental company should’ve paid for the repairs.”

“And it would’ve taken twice as long. I don’t care to let her borrow my horse for any longer than she already has.”

Reese was right about the horse. One of them needed to retrieve him as soon as possible. From what he could remember, the rental home didn’t have a barn or a corral.

“I thought we agreed to wait and take her together. Seems you not only blew the fact that we know who she is, but you’ve gotten a head start on getting to know her.”

Reese’s upper lip curled into a smirk. “Don’t worry about my getting to know her. She was cussing my name as she tore out of the house.”

“Even more reason for me to be the one to pick up the horse. Come on. You can drop me off at the road leading down to the rental house.” He spun on his heel and headed for Reese’s pickup with Reese following behind him.

“Don’t kiss her ass for me.”

“I’m sure you’ve already done that, too.”

“I don’t regret a thing.”

Blane couldn’t help but smile at that. His brother rarely ever regretted anything he did. Even when he knew it was the wrong thing to do.

“I’m sure you don’t, but I’d rather not have her thinking we’re both Neanderthals. She’s seen the rough one of the twins. Now I plan on showing her the better, the more romantic twin.”

“She won’t let you inside.”

“Don’t bet against me, brother. If I don’t get inside, then we’re going to have a hell of a time getting her to accept us as her mates.”

“What are you going to tell her?”

Blane slid into the passenger seat and waited for his brother to get behind the wheel. “About which thing? How we know her name or how long we’ve known she was in town? Or maybe I should explain that our mother dropped you on your head and now you can’t help what you say or do?”

Reese pulled the pickup into the road then stomped on the gas. “Watch it, man. I’m not in the mood.”

Blane snorted derisively. “If only you hadn’t been in the mood earlier.” He pointed at the local market. “Stop at the store and let me grab a couple of things. I think I know how to smooth things over with Charlie.”

Blane was in and out of the small market in a few minutes, which, in itself, was a small miracle. He usually got tied up by one of the older women in town who queried him with the same questions each time they saw him. When were he and Reese going to give up waiting for their mate to show up and go out hunting for her instead? Although he would’ve loved to tell them that she’d finally arrived—again—he didn’t want to jinx anything.

He threw his body into the seat and dropped the bag filled with two bottles of the best red wine in Forever—which wasn’t saying much—a loaf of French bread, a bottle of sauce, Parmesan cheese and pasta, all the makings of his favorite dish of spaghetti. He’d taken a lot of flak over the years for his love of cooking, but now it was going to come in handy.

“Put the pedal to the metal.”

Reese did as he commanded but added a grumble. “I don’t see why we both can’t talk to her.”

“Because, my dear brother, I’m going to mend fences with our woman, and I don’t want you around to tear them down again.”

“What if I swear to keep my trap shut?”

“Like you could ever keep that promise.” Blane looked out the window. The excitement he’d felt the first time he’d spoken with her ratcheted into higher gear. “You’ve had your alone time with her. Now it’s my turn.”

“What about the horse?”

“It’s taken care of. I called Rupert to go and fetch him later tonight.”

“How are you planning on getting home?”

Blane tossed his brother an amused look. “When did you turn into the Twenty Questions Man? You let me worry about how I get home. Just make sure Rupert remembers to be quiet when he gets Ripcord. I don’t want anything or anyone to disturb us.”

Reese continued to complain until he pulled the truck off the road in front of the one-lane gravel driveway that led to the rental house. Blane laughed and slid out of the truck, taking his groceries along with him.

He took a few long strides down the drive before turning around to see Reese, a scowl blackening his face. But the scowl only added to his enjoyment. “Hey, Reese.”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t wait up.”

Reese’s scowl deepened. Blane turned and headed down the drive. As he grew closer, he couldn’t help but whistle a happy tune.

The Richmand rental house was old with peeling paint. The once-white paint had grayed under the harsh Texas weather, and the lack of upkeep gave the small house a dilapidated appearance. Too bad she hadn’t found another rental, maybe one like the Carr brothers owned. But he was fairly certain she’d rented the house because of its location partway between Shatland and Forever. That and the fact that the house was close enough to the main road leading away from Forever to make a quick getaway.

“No one’s going anywhere tonight.” Since his hands were full carrying the groceries, he bumped his rear against the front door then stood up straight. He couldn’t wait to see her again. He could hardly blame Reese for giving in to temptation. Still, he’d never admit that to his brother.

When she didn’t answer, he set the bag on the front porch and rapped on the door. The house wasn’t big enough for her not to hear him. After waiting a couple of minutes, he decided to check around back.

He turned the corner of the house and came to a dead stop. Charlie was even more beautiful than he remembered. Dressed in a flowing sundress with spaghetti straps, her tanned skin glowed in the setting sun. Her long hair hung loose without the ball cap he’d seen her wearing since she’d arrived in Forever. Highlights of red and gold colored the dark tresses, and he could already feel their silky texture as her hair brushed over his skin. The sundress was thin, and he could see the outline of her long, shapely legs. He squinted. Was she bare under the dress?

Her nipples stood out like ripe raspberries against the pale flowers decorating the dress and, when a breeze came, the sundress whipped between her legs, outlining her crotch.

He dragged in a slow breath and reminded himself that he couldn’t pull a Reese and take her to bed. He wanted to make her realize how special she was before he got her between the sheets.

She bent over to place a bucket of water in front of the horse. The front of her dress dipped lower, giving him a tantalizing glimpse of the swell of her breasts. She stood and stroked the horse’s neck, her mouth moving as she spoke softly to Ripcord. Reaching behind her, she took one of the apples out of a basket and held it out for the horse.

“I wish I knew your name.” Her bright smile put the sun to shame.

“His name’s Ripcord.”

She whirled toward him, her luscious mouth opened in an O shape. How long would he have to wait to have her make an O with her mouth and put it around his cock? Not long, he hoped.

“What are you doing here?”

Although her question was spoken with a challenging tone, he couldn’t find any trace of anger or suspicion on her face. Her cheeks were bright from a day in the sun, but he guessed the pink coloring her skin came from another source.

“You know, people around here used to hang horse thieves. Some still do.” He sauntered over to her, taking his time so he wouldn’t startle either her or Ripcord.

“And what do they do to spies?”

Shit. He’d hoped she wouldn’t bring up that issue quite so fast. “Point taken.”

Her gaze scanned him as though she could see through his clothes. Did she know he could see through hers? His cock twitched to life, and he resisted the urge to reposition it. “Tell you what. I’ll forget about you stealing my horse if you’ll forget about us watching you.”

“Hmm. I don’t know that I’d call it watching or spying. The word stalking comes to mind.”

He flattened his hand over his heart. “Ouch. Miss, I am no stalker.” Girls tended to like his imitation of a Southern gentleman, and he was pleased to see that she was no exception.

“I asked you why you’re here.” Her cocoa-colored eyes narrowed. “Aside from getting your horse back.”

“Rupert, the man who works for us, will come around and get Ripcord home. Dutch, the best mechanic around these parts, is going to deliver your pickup later on. But I came to give you a peace offering. Let me cook you dinner to make up for getting off on the wrong foot.” He took a step closer and was happy when she didn’t move back from him.

“You’re going to make me dinner?” She ducked under Ripcord’s neck, putting the horse between them.

He gave her his best I’m a good guy smile and hooked his thumb in the direction of the house. “That’s the plan. I left a bag of groceries by the front door. Groceries which I hope you’ll let me use to make you dinner.”

“I don’t know. After what happened with your brother—” She closed her mouth fast, as though she’d just realized what she was about to say.

Blane patted Ripcord then scratched the horse behind the ear. “Charlie, Reese and I are identical twins, but our appearance is about all that’s identical. We’re two very different people.”

She cast down her eyes. “Did he, uh, tell you about…”

“About what happened before you hopped on Ripcord?” He leaned to the side, catching her eye even as she tried to avoid making contact. “Yeah. But I won’t hold it against you.”

She blinked then let a smile slip out. “I appreciate that.”

He let her take her time getting used to the idea. Horses and women weren’t so different in that respect. All he had to do was to give her some slack in the reins and let her think she was the one in control. Soon enough he’d be riding her.

“So why Ripcord?”

Her change of subject told him she’d crossed over the bridge from irritation and suspicion into curiosity. “We named him Ripcord because the first time Reese got on him to break him, old Ripcord sent him flying so high that Reese should’ve had a ripcord to use on a parachute. My brother hit the ground hard, and I have to admit, I about bust a gut laughing.”

“And this is Ripcord? Why didn’t he buck me off?”

“He didn’t buck you off because he’s trained now. In fact, once we got him to understand who’s boss, old Ripcord turned into a big old teddy bear. A baby could ride him now. But you might be more careful next time you hop on an unfamiliar horse. You never know what might happen.”

She grimaced. “I didn’t even think. Don’t worry. I plan on sticking to motorized vehicles from now on.”

“That’s a shame. I hear you looked really good on top.” He almost danced for joy at the shy smile she gave him. “So what do you say, Charlie? How about letting me cook you dinner?”

 

   

 

Charlie checked herself before giving her answer. She wanted to take Blane up on his offer, but should she? She still didn’t know why they’d kept watch on her. Plus, she had to wonder. Did he really know what had happened with Reese? If he did, it didn’t seem to bother him. Then why should she let what happened hold her back from getting to know the friendlier brother? After she found out why they’d spied on her, of course.

He’d taken care of her broken-down pickup and had even arranged for someone to take Ripcord back home. She did kind of owe him for those two things, even if his brother deserved everything she’d done. Besides, she was so hungry she could eat a horse. She glanced at Ripcord, thankful that the horse couldn’t read her mind.

She gnawed on her lower lip and saw him watch her. She nodded then started toward the house. “Okay, I accept on one condition.”

“What’s that?”

“You can fix me dinner, but you have to tell me why you and your brother were watching me.”

“Deal.”

Hmm. That was easy enough.

He fell into step beside her. The sexual tension between them rippled through the air and made the hair on her arms stand up. What was it about Reese and Blane that made her want to rip off her clothes and shout, “Come and get me!”?

“I hope you’re a good cook.” Maybe if she kept the conversation light, she could ignore the wetness growing between her legs.

“I am. I know most of the men around here would rather eat bugs off a dead bird than cook, but I find it relaxing. And if I can cook for a beautiful woman, then that’s a major plus in my book.”

He strode ahead of her and scooped up the bag sitting next to the front door. “I hope you like spaghetti.”

She could already feel the carbs sticking to her hips. “I like it too much. You don’t want to leave me alone with the pot. If you do, don’t expect to find any leftovers.”

“I have no intention of leaving you alone.” His blue eyes, just a hint darker than his brother’s, yet still flecked with amber, unnerved her but in a good way.

Her hand was on the doorknob, yet she suddenly found she couldn’t twist it open. Was he talking about leaving her alone with the spaghetti? Or something more? Her mind betrayed her vow to keep things light by sending her a mental picture of Blane tying her hands to the bedpost while Reese secured her ankles to the foot of the bed.

“Charlie? Are we going inside, or are we just going to stand out here all night?”

“Oh. Sorry.” She came back to reality, opened the door, and led him inside. The house was nothing like her home back in Boston, but she liked it anyway. She felt more at ease, relaxed in the small house than she’d ever felt in her spacious Boston apartment. Part of it was that her mother’s decorator had taken over furnishing the huge apartment and none of the items he’d bought had really fit her taste. But she hadn’t cared. She’d never thought of her apartment as a home but as a place where she put her things and laid her head after a grueling ten-hour workday.

“Um, the kitchen isn’t much.”

He forged ahead of her into the tiny galley-style kitchen. “As long as you have a range, I’ll be fine.”

She tried to see the kitchen through his eyes. Although tiny, it still had all the necessary items like an oven, range top and refrigerator along with a counter microwave. Since she’d eaten mostly sandwiches and frozen dinners off paper plates, she hadn’t cared that the kitchen didn’t have a dishwasher.

She slid onto one of the two barstools and watched him pull the ingredients out of the bag and set them on the countertop. He busied himself, searching through drawers and cabinets for the tools he needed to cook with, then placed a big pot on top of the stove.

“I’m totally clueless when it comes to cooking, but I feel like I should still offer to help.”

He bent over to retrieve a colander from under the stove. She leaned to the side, her mouth puckering into a soundless whistle. If she was an artist, she’d make a bronze tribute to the man’s butt. He filled the jeans as though they were made for him, showing just enough ass to tease her libido. His incredible butt led the way up to a lean waist and a back that made her bite her lower lip to keep from sighing. Broad wasn’t the right word to describe the expanse covered by a simple white T-shirt.

She jumped, jerked her gaze upward, and plastered on an I’m not doing anything wrong smile as he turned to face her. Had he said something? His smile made her believe he’d known she was checking out his butt. “I’m sorry. What did you say?”

“I said not to worry about helping. I prefer to do it myself. But you can, if you want, find your corkscrew and open a bottle of wine.”

“Sure.” She eased off the stool as he dropped his attention to the food on the counter and started opening the carton of pasta. Did she have a wine corkscrew? She pushed by him, grazing her breasts against his back. A flash of heat radiated off him and into her. She drew in a quick breath as he went still. Holding her breath, she waited for him to spin around and crush his mouth to hers as Reese had done. Disappointment twisted her gut when he didn’t.

Did that mean he didn’t want her? Had she gotten her signals mixed up? She frowned and opened a drawer on the far side of the kitchen. Rummaging around, she found a corkscrew and held it up. “Voilà. I found it.”

Damn, how she liked his smile. A woman could get lost in the brightness.

“Great. I don’t suppose you have a couple of wine goblets? And a couple of plates? I found the utensils.”

“I don’t remember seeing any goblets, but I’ll look. I know there are a couple of plates, although I’ve been using paper plates for just me.”

She checked the cabinets and found two glasses. One was the Scooby-Doo glass she’d been using, and the other was the same type of tall children’s glass but with the image of Wolverine on the side. “Will these do?”

“Only if I get Wolverine. Wolverine and I are simpatico.”

Simpatico how? But she kept her question to herself. “That works for me.”

She pushed by him again, prepared for the sizzle, and again was mystified when he acted like he hadn’t felt anything. Taking one of the bottles out of the bag, she lifted it up and had to laugh. “Red Blooded? That’s an odd name for a wine.”

He kept working, his back turned to her as he stirred the spaghetti. “Yeah, I’m sorry about that. If I’d had more time, I would’ve hit my neighbor Aiden Carr up for a quick trip through his wine cellar. He brings in really fine wine and will let a few people sponge off him for a special occasion. But most people around here run over to Shatland to pick up a decent bottle of wine. They have a connection to a winery in California that’s run by a cousin of one of their residents.”

“But the name is so…dark. Almost ominous sounding.” She frowned and squinted at the bottle’s label. “It says the winery’s name is Villa Diablo. Home of the Devil?”

“Yeah, the name’s strange, but the wine’s fairly decent. Once every six months or so I make a run into Dallas for friends like Aiden and others to fulfill special orders. At one time, I tried to keep a stock of good vintages at my bar, but beer’s the main drink around here, so it wasn’t cost efficient to keep much of a wine stock. I could make a run over to the bar and grab a better wine if you like. I should’ve done that in the first place, but, like I said, I kind of wanted to get here before you ate.”

“You own a bar?” She searched her memory for the one bar she’d seen around town. “Is it The Moonstone Bar?”

“You know it?” He cast an inquisitive glance. “I know I haven’t seen you in there.”

“I drove by it one day. Tell me. Why does everything around here have the word “moon” in the name? I’ve seen The Moonstone Bar, Moonbeam Ranch, and Moonlight Ranch. Does everyone have a fascination with the moon?”

He stopped stirring the spaghetti and started cutting the bread into pieces. “I guess I never really noticed before. Maybe it’s just because the moon looks so nice out here. You know. Away from the bright lights and smog of cities like Dallas.”

“Okay. I guess that makes sense.” Did he know about the werewolves her sister was living with? Should she broach the subject?

“By the way, I’m a part owner of the bar. That way my partner and I can take turns running it and it gives us both time to do other things like run cattle and such.” He stopped what he was doing and shot her a piercing look. “I think you know him.”

She uncorked the bottle and poured the dark-red liquid into the Wolverine glass then some wine into hers. “I doubt that. I’ve met hardly anyone.”

“Well, I assumed you’d know him since your last name is Newman. Your sister’s Shannon, right? My partner is Anderson Holms, one of the Holms cousins.”






Chapter Five
Charlie didn’t want to believe her ears. “Anderson Holms is your partner?”

Blane turned off the gas under the pot of pasta. “Yeah. Is that a problem?”

Shaken, she knocked the bottle over, spilling some of the remaining wine. “And you know my sister lives with him? With him and his cousin Daniel?”

He snatched up the sponge lying next to the sink and wiped up the spill. “This is a small town. People know a lot about their neighbors. What’s the problem? Are you all right? You went a little pale.”

“Do you know much about them? The Holms cousins, I mean?”

He handed her glass of wine then took a sip from his. “As much as I need to know. I see them and your sister around town, and they drop into the bar like most everyone around here does.”

“Do you know what they are?” She took a sip, hoping to steady her nerves.

“I’m not sure what you mean. I know they’re good, honest guys. Daniel sometimes free-lances with architectural gigs, leaving Anderson to handle a lot of the ranch’s business along with his part in the bar.”

“That’s all?”

“What more is there?” He turned back to the pot on the stove and drained the water by pouring the pasta into a colander. After running hot water over the noodles, he grabbed two forks and piled the food onto the plates she’d found.

“Nothing. It’s just that it happened so fast. One day she’s single, and a couple of days later, she’s living with not just one but both men.”

“Is that the problem? That she’s living with two men?”

“No, it’s not that. Shannon and I have had threesomes. Not relationships with three people, but I don’t think it’s a bad thing. If the right people are involved.”

He turned, his gaze glittering with curiosity. “Yeah?”

She wasn’t the type to blush, but the warmth spread through her cheeks anyway. “Okay, I didn’t mean to say all that, and I’m not going to say anything more except to clarify that we were never together in any threesome.”

“Damn. Way to break a man’s fantasy to hell and back.”

She took a sip to cover her smile.

He poured the sauce into a bowl then set it into the microwave to heat up. “I have to say that every time I’ve seen her she seems happy.” Bringing the warm sauce back to the counter, he pulled up the other barstool and sat next to her.

“Go on. Chow down. I promise next time I’ll plan a better dinner for you. One made from scratch, like it should be done.”

She nodded, unsure how to continue the conversation. Should she ask him straight out if he knew the Holms cousins were werewolves? But her nerve failed her. Instead, she twirled the spaghetti around her fork and took a bite.

“Charlie, let’s clear the air, okay? I promised I’d tell you why Reese and I were keeping watch on you.” He zeroed in on her. “We heard what happened the last time you were in town.”

She swallowed hard. “Exactly what did you hear?”

“We heard how your sister wanted to kill Deacon Slater and how you came into the picture at the last moment and stopped her.”

If her jaw had dropped, she wouldn’t have been surprised. “I didn’t stop her from killing Deacon. I just wanted to get us out of there.”

“Anderson and Daniel said you tried to get Shannon to leave with you.”

She studied his face, trying to decipher his expression. He appeared open, unguarded, and truthful. Did he know Deacon Slater was a vampire? “She wouldn’t go with me even when I tried to drag her away.”

He set down his glass, his expression growing more serious. “And that’s why we were watching you. Around here, we tend to take care of each other. So when the Holms boys heard you’d come back but hadn’t contacted Shannon to say you were in town, they got a little nervous. I guess they were worried you’d try and snatch Shannon away like people do to loved ones that have joined a cult.”

“I’m not here to ‘snatch’ her, as you put it. I’m here to make sure she’s staying because she wants to and not because she’s being held against her will.”

“She’s not being held here. That much I can vouch for.”

“How do you know? Maybe she’s afraid to leave them. Maybe they’ve got some stranglehold on her. I don’t know. I mean, being what they are, how can I be sure?”

“Hasn’t she called you?”

“Yes.” Did he not hear her last question? Or had he ignored it on purpose?

“Has she ever said anything that would make you think she’s not happy?”

“No. But again, maybe she can’t.”

“Okay, if you don’t believe her, why not go take a look for yourself? Why not meet Anderson and Daniel? See all three of them, and then you’ll rest easy that she’s really happy.” He took another drink then spun spaghetti around his fork.

“There’s more to it than you know.”

His eyes sparkled as though she’d just mentioned buried treasure. “Like what? You’re not out to hurt Anderson and Daniel, are you?”

“Of course not.” Unless they threaten Shannon or my life. “It’s nothing I want to talk about.” She busied herself with her food, hoping he’d take the hint and change the subject. What was she supposed to tell him? That she couldn’t risk getting too close to the werewolves who had taken her sister? If she did, would he believe her?

“Okay, fine. I can respect that. So let’s change the subject.” He placed his hand on top of hers. “Do you know how beautiful you are?”

The question coming from any other man would’ve sounded cheesy, but she could see the sincerity in his face. She’d received lots of compliments before, but his sent an arrow diving straight into her heart to pierce the wall she’d built to keep her safe. Business and her family hadn’t left much time for romance. She’d long ago given up on the fantasy of a man to love and children she’d shower with the affection her parents had never given their daughters.

She offered him a slight smile, suddenly shy. “I bet you say that to all the women who come into town to snatch their sister away.”

“Hey, I thought we weren’t talking about that any longer.” He poured them both another glass of wine. “But I want you to know I’m telling you the truth. You’re the most beautiful, the sexiest woman I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

She slid off the stool and walked over to the couch. He followed her, and, unless she was wildly mistaken, he didn’t take his eyes off her. He sat next to her, close enough that she could feel the strange but wonderful reaction he gave her whenever they touched but just far enough away to yearn for more of that touch.

“Tell me, Charlie, what do you want?”

He had a way of looking into her eyes that made her feel special and vulnerable all at the same time. “What do you mean?”

“I mean what do you want out of life? Your family owns a major corporation, right?” He leaned forward and grazed his fingers along her arm. “And I bet you’re in a high-level position in that company.”

“You’re right on both counts.” She had to concentrate on his words. Otherwise, she’d give in to the shivers he sent racing down her spine. Shivers that only his body pressed against hers could warm. “But I resigned.”

“You did? May I ask why?” His fingers did the walking up to her neck then into her hair. He played with a strand of hair as though he’d never seen hair before.

“I wanted to devote more time to Shannon and…other things.”

They’d both finished another glass of wine, so he poured another refill. “Things? That sounds mysterious. What are you after? UFOs?”

He cut his chuckle short when she didn’t laugh along with him. “Tell me you’re joking. You don’t believe in little green men, do you?”

She downed the wine, finding comfort and courage in the dark liquid. “If you’d asked me a few months ago, I would’ve said no. But now? I’m not so sure.”

He left her only long enough to open the second bottle of wine, but it was far too long for her. In that small time, she missed watching the way his mouth moved as he talked and missed glancing at the tent forming under his jeans. She sighed when he returned to his seat and placed the bottle on the coffee table in front of them.

“So should I assume that you had a close encounter a few months ago?”

She could hear the teasing tone in his voice but didn’t blame him. “You could say so.”

He peered at her with his amazing cerulean eyes. “Okay, now you’ve really got me hooked. What happened?”

She put her wine down on the table and shifted to look straight at him. The room spun a little from that quick movement but stabilized as soon as she placed a hand on his shoulder. He was the type of man who could make anything seem more solid than it was.

“I started believing in a lot of unbelievable things after my sister Christine’s death.” She searched his face for any sign that he might believe her. She took a leap of faith, needing to tell someone. “She suffered an awful death.”

He nodded. “Like I said, Forever’s a small town and stories get around it faster than fish around bait.”

Was he saying he believed in vampires and werewolves? Or did he think they were just stories and nothing more. “Then there was the day I shot a werewolf.”

He didn’t laugh, but that didn’t make the anxious churning in her stomach any better. “Did you hear what I said? I shot a werewolf.”

He frowned, his gaze hard on hers. “Where did this happen?”

“I rushed into Deacon Slater’s house and saw Shannon standing there with two very large, very unusual-looking wolves. I saw the intelligence in their eyes, and I knew right then and there that they were werewolves. I was terrified for myself and for my sister. But not scared enough that I wouldn’t do whatever I could to protect her. I shot one of them, grabbed Shannon, and ran for dear life.”

He opened his mouth to speak, closed it, then tried again. “I don’t know what to say.”

“I know how it sounds, but I also know what I saw. And there’s more.” She waited, but he didn’t say anything else, so she plowed ahead, determined to get it over with. “Deacon Slater is a vampire.”

She hoped he’d believe her. Instead, anger flared inside when she saw him roll his lips under to keep from laughing. “It’s the truth. That’s why Shannon was here. We thought Deacon Slater was the vampire who killed our younger sister, Christine.”

He skimmed his palms along her arms. But he didn’t do it in the way a potential lover might do it. Instead, it was more like he was trying to keep a crazy person calm before she went bat shit and started screaming about aliens abducting her. She thrust his hands off her and stood up. “I know what I saw, Blane. If you don’t believe it, then you need to get the hell out.”

“Easy, Charlie. I’m not saying you’re wrong. There are a lot of unknown things in this wild world.” He stood and started to reach for her but lowered his hands when she glared at him.

“But you don’t really believe me, do you?”

“Shannon’s never said one word to me about werewolves and vampires.”

She stalked to the door and flung it open. “I think you need to go.”

He came to her but acted like she didn’t have the door wide open for him to leave. “I just wonder, with all that’s happened, if you know what’s real and what’s not.”

“Trust me, I do.”

“Do you?” He stepped closer to her. “Can you feel the connection between us, Charlie? Can you trust your senses enough to know it’s real?”

“I–I told you to leave.”

“Admit it. Tell me you feel the bond between us.”

She was deep into telling the truth and couldn’t stop. “I feel it.”

“And you sensed it between you and Reese, didn’t you?”

“Yeah. But I don’t understand. What’s going on, Blane? Why do I feel…that way any time I see or touch you and your brother?”

“For now, just let it be. You’ll figure it out soon enough.”

Why had he suddenly backed off? Not physically, but she could sense he was hiding a secret from her. She’d had about all the secrets she could handle for one night. The wine still buzzed her head. If she had her way, she’d forget about everything for the next few hours. Maybe that was the only rational thing to do.

“Like I said, you need to leave.”

He shook his head. “No. I think I need to stay and show you exactly what’s real.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You will.” He cupped his hand around her neck and pressed his lips to hers. His forceful grip was nothing compared to the electric shock his touch sent scorching through her.

She melted against him, her anger at his earlier disbelief gone with the slide of his tongue between her lips. He moaned as she wrapped her arms around him and tugged him closer. His tongue swept through her mouth, over her tongue, to skim the insides of her cheeks. Sucking on his tongue, she kept him to her.

He was as firm and solid as he’d looked and just as built as his brother. They were made from the same mold yet given different brains, different thoughts, different personalities.

When he pulled her away, he was as out of breath as she was. “I didn’t mean to do this. I wanted to charm you, to seduce you into bed. Not to attack you.” His gaze slid down to her lips then back to her eyes. “I’m not like my brother.”

“I know.” She pushed her hands against the chest that felt so much like granite then took his hand and led him toward the bedroom.

“Charlie, I want you to be sure about this. I need you to—”

Turning, she pressed a finger against his mouth. “Blane, has anyone ever told you that you talk too much?”

His lips moved against her fingertip with his smile. “A few.”

“They were right.”

She stepped back, kicked off her sandals, and tugged the sundress over her head in one easy move. The beige thong she wore followed the dress to the floor. She stood unashamed before him.

“Wow,” he whispered. He cleared his throat then reached behind his head to grab the collar of his T-shirt.

Her hands on his arms stopped him. “No. Stay still and let me.”

She pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it away. Underneath the cotton was a world filled with boulder-like pecs, brown nipples, and a line of blonde hair that drew her gaze then her hands downward. The waist of his jeans dipped lower in the front to show the beginning of his crotch, and her mouth watered. She’d give him something to remember her by.

He stayed still with his arms at his sides and simply watched her as she undid his jeans. Pulling the flaps wide, she slid her hands under the jeans and toward his butt. The farther back she pushed, the more his jeans tracked in a downward glide. A thrill rushed through her when she saw that he went commando. Her peeked nipples pushed against his chest, and she teased him, using her tongue to leave a wet trail from one nipple to the other. He groaned and reached for her, but she slapped his hands away.

Following the path of the falling jeans, she used his legs as support and moved her tongue between the mountainous pecs, over the hills and valleys of his abdomen, and on to the start of his curly patch below. She pulled off his boots then helped him step out of the jeans and thrust them away.

“Charlie.”

“Shh. You’ve done enough talking.”

His cock was more impressive than she’d hoped. Long and strong, it curved outward, blue veins lining the tender skin, up to the pink, mushroomed cap. She studied it, wanting to remember what it looked like with a small amount of pre-cum oozing from the slit.

She sniffed, drawing in a mix of testosterone, perspiration, and wildness. She’d smelled a similar scent from Reese, just as strong, just as wild, but each man had an extra added aroma that was all his own. If she had to, she could distinguish one twin from the other by their scent.

Running her hands over his thighs then along his legs, she gripped his butt cheeks and flicked her tongue over the tip of his cock, savoring his special taste. He let out a tortured sigh and took hold of her hair. She’d let him touch that much of her, but no more. Not yet.

She squeezed his butt cheeks and blew on his cock. His hold tightened on her hair as he drove his fingers deeper into her locks.

“Is this your way of torturing me?”

She chuckled, glanced up at him with a wicked grin, then opened her mouth wide and took as much of his length inside her mouth as she could. Moving her head back and forth, she played with his cock, swirling her tongue over and over again. He rocked his hips, keeping rhythm with her movement.

He glanced down, and she saw the desire in those blue depths. Knowing he wanted her as much as she wanted him turned her on even more. A rush of warmth burst from her pussy, and she wondered if her juices were running down her inner thighs.

He started to speak, but she stopped him by taking him by the base of his cock with one hand and fondling his balls with the other. She sucked him in and out, loving how she could tell the one big vein apart from the rest of his cock. She wanted to feel it move against her tongue, to let the pulse of it strain against her tongue. Pulling on his cock hard then releasing him slowly, she drew as much of his pre-cum into her mouth as she could get. He was so big, so hard, so perfect for her mouth. She wiggled her fingers and let his soft balls bounce on her hand.

Bending her head, she flattened her tongue against the back of his cock and made a slow, long journey from the tip to the base and back again. He gripped his cock and started pumping. Instead of taking his hand away, she flicked her tongue over the back of his hand then in between his fingers. He moaned, the sound deeper, needier than before as he pumped harder. Yet as delicious as it was to watch him, she wanted him in her mouth even more.

“Charlie, you’re driving me wild.”

She smiled even as she slid his cock inside her mouth again. Sucking, she pulled hard then pushed his cock as far back in her throat as she could handle. His moan sounded more like a growl now, and he bent forward, taking her head between his hands. She tried to keep her mouth on him, to drive him over the edge, then released him in a slow pull.

“Come on me.”

Confusion showed in his eyes until she caressed his cock with first one cheek then the other. “I want you to come in my mouth and on my face.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure. On one condition.”

“You sure are a woman with a lot of conditions.”

She grinned in response to his grin. “You have to promise that you’ll get it back up real soon. I want to drink your cum, but I also want you inside my pussy.”

“Damn, woman, you’re a greedy little thing.”

“You don’t know the half of it, cowboy.” She sucked him in again, cutting off any response he could’ve made.

It wasn’t long before he gripped her hair and pulled his cock from her. “Aw, fuck. Here it comes.”

Flicking her tongue over the wet end of his cock, she quickly dragged him back inside. His body jerked as he let his seed go, and she drank him in. He dug his hands into her hair to the point of pain, but she didn’t care. She took in the musky drink then, as his spasms slowed down, she pulled him out and shot the rest of his cum over her bare breasts.

She felt strong, wild, as though the act of spreading his seed over her chest, over her breasts, and over her nipples had unleashed an animal inside her she hadn’t known existed. Leaning back, she rubbed her taut nipples, using the sticky ooze like lotion to soften her skin.

She sat back on her haunches and watched his expression ease from the contortion of the orgasm into one filled with bliss. His cock twitched to life again before his cum had even dried on her. She widened her eyes, amazed that any man could get hard again so soon.

A satisfied smile spread his lips as he gazed down at her. He was a masterful man, a man who could have anyone he wanted, and he’d chosen her. “Now it’s your turn, baby.”

Taking her under the arms, he lifted her to her feet and kissed her. The mix of flavors from his mouth and cock together was a heady combination. If she could bottle his taste, she’d make a million selling to women all over the world.

He never broke the kiss apart as he lifted her higher and moved his big hands to her butt. She wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist. She closed her eyes and clung to him as he moved them to the bed. He lowered her onto the bed, gently, reverently, adoringly. She bit her lip to keep back the tears that threatened to overtake her as he stood up and just looked at her. The love in his eyes was more than she could stand. She had to have him, tonight if that was all he’d ever give her, or forever, if she had her way.

The thought that she wanted to spend the rest of her life with him stunned her. But even more, when she thought about living with Blane, Reese was right there with them, side by side until they grew old and died.

“Blane.” How could she tell him what she was feeling? Should she tell him? Could she believe it herself?

“Shh. You need to stay quiet now. Let me pleasure you.”

She played with her nipples, pinching them so they’d stand up, perky and hard. “Whatever you say.”

“That’s my girl.”

Was she his girl? Was she Reese’s? Or was she just another notch in the twins’ belts?

He eased over her, keeping his weight off her as he lowered his mouth to hers. Unlike their first kiss, this one was sweet, tender, his lips brushing over hers as his tongue peeked between his lips to find the seam in hers. He caressed her cheek then let his hand fall to her nipple. Dipping his head, he drew her nipple into his mouth. He watched her as she followed his tongue, flicking over her nipple before it disappeared and he took her pebbled bud between his teeth. His bite wasn’t hard but just enough to give her a quick stab of delightful pain. She wished she’d thought to nibble on the tip of his cock.

He treasured her breasts, fondling them gently at first then rougher as he tensed, his desire showing on his face. He traveled his way down her body, starting at the hollow between her breasts then over her stomach to the smooth area of skin below. She gasped and kept her eyes on him as he lowered his body between her legs.

“Spread your legs.”

She did and took her breasts in her hands. Lifting her head, she saw the bright blue eyes, the devilish glint in them as he pushed apart her folds and pressed his mouth to her pussy. She jerked, the orgasm catching her unprepared for its intensity. Throwing her head side to side, she clenched her breasts as though holding on to them would keep her from flying through the air.

Blane lavished her pussy, sliding his tongue over every inch of her slick folds and tight clit. Sucking then licking, he tugged her legs over his shoulders and grabbed her where her legs met her torso.

If she hadn’t realized it before, she did now. Somehow, and in some way she couldn’t explain, she knew she’d found the men she was meant to spend her life with. The only thing better than having Blane between her legs would be having Blane on one side of her and Reese on the other side. She vowed she’d have them next to her soon.

Keeping his mouth on her clit, he drove two fingers into her pussy. She squirmed as her pussy walls closed around him. He finger-fucked her, the lashes his tongue made across her clit keeping pace with the thrusts of his fingers. In and out he pushed, using his fingers to find the special spot. She cried out, her release rushing through her again.

“Blane. Fuck me. Now.”

“Like I said before, damn but you’re a greedy little thing. But I like a greedy woman as long as she’s greedy in bed.” His blue eyes were flecked with amber.

Going to his knees, he yanked her to him and positioned her legs over his arms. He pressed his cock to her pussy, and she wiggled, trying to draw him inside. Grounding her teeth together, she growled her frustration and reached for him but fell short.

“Damn it, Blane. Give it to me.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He drove into her, hard and fast.

His cock was huge, filling her all the way to her end. She cried out, throwing her head back and arching up to tempt him with her bouncing breasts. He took her temptation and latched onto her nipple as he pounded into her.

“You’re so big,” she panted.

He grinned and kept moving inside her. The muscles flexed in his arms and across his chest, and she longed to spread her fingers over the rock-hard expanse. But it was everything she could do to push against him and rotate her hips to give him more pleasure.

He held her legs, keeping her to him even as his thrusts pushed her toward the head of the bed. He was powerful, controlling, everything she’d ever wanted in a man.

She clasped the bedcover and ground against him. He groaned and increased his speed, shoving into her faster, harder as he covered her other breast with his hand. The bed rocked underneath them as they slammed into each other.

She cried out his name as he struck her sweet spot again, sending the fire of her orgasm flaming through her body. Spasms overwhelmed her as her body seemed like it would rip apart. She closed her eyes and saw the swirling mists in the darkness, but she held on, not wanting to miss any second of her climax. Blane thrust into her one last time, paused, then, with a groan, roared his release. His body shook as he made short completing jabs until he slumped over her.

Throwing an arm over her, he scooted to lie beside her. “That was incredible.”

“Good. Then we’ll call it even.”

He lifted his head to frown at her. “Even?”

“Yeah. You did the spaghetti, and I just did you. So now we’re even.”

He shook his head, his amber-flecked eyes dancing. “Nope. Sorry. You’re still going to owe me.”

“How do you figure?”

He pressed a finger to her lips, grazing it from side to side before putting his lips to hers in a tender kiss. “I brought dessert.”






Chapter Six
“You told her then she slept with you anyway?” Reese didn’t know whether to rough his brother up or laugh his head off.

Blane flopped onto the large sectional couch in the big room of their two-story farmhouse. The house was similar to many others in the area, but the brothers had made it their own when they’d taken it over after their mother’s passing several years earlier. As often happened in the werewolf community of Forever, their mother’s mates had split apart and moved away. Staying in the house without her had proved too painful for her mates. Although they still remained in contact with them, they realized their fathers had taken mates in other towns and were making new lives. Lives separate from Forever and the pack.

“I’m not proud about it, man.” Blane slumped and crossed his hands behind his head to stare at the ceiling. “Although I don’t regret it, either. What man could resist her? And as her mates, we have even less resistance.”

“Well, it’s not like you didn’t plan on sleeping with her before you went there.” Reese gazed through the pass-through from the kitchen to the big room. Taking two beers from the refrigerator, he joined his brother, handing one beer off to him before settling into the recliner part of the sectional.

“I’d intended to smooth things over with her for your earlier blunder first. Then, once she’d forgiven us for spying on her, I wanted to woo her and give her the romance she deserved.”

“Did you seriously just say woo?” Reese laughed, knowing it would bug Blane. The brothers loved throwing barbs at each other, not to mention a good fight once in a while. Not only were they brothers, they were the best of friends, too.

“Whatever.” Blane sat up and gripped his bottle as though it were a life preserver. “I knew I’d have to tell her why we were watching her, but I didn’t expect her to come right out with the ‘Holms cousins are werewolves’ thing. Hell, she even told me that Deacon Slater is a vampire.”

“And you handled it by taking her to bed?” The flash of jealousy that swept through Reese was a new experience for him. He’d never been jealous of anyone, not even his brother. But the thought of Blane in bed with Charlie churned his gut. He wouldn’t want his brother not to have her, but if he’d had his way, the three of them would’ve had a good time.

“Yeah, I blew it. But I knew she wasn’t ready to hear the old ‘by the way, my brother and I are werewolves and you’re our mate’ speech. So, after a few drinks, I kind of let our connection take us for a ride. What was I supposed to do? Let her throw me out?”

“Well, what’s done is done.” Reese downed his beer and headed to the kitchen for another.

“You, dear brother, have a knack for understatement.” Blane shook his head when Reese offered him another bottle. “The question now is where do we go from here?”

“Beats the hell out of me. You’re the twin with the solutions.” Reese knew he was just as smart as Blane, but Blane had a knack—at least most of the time—for getting them what they wanted.

“A lot of good you are.” Blane pushed himself off the sofa and got himself the second beer he’d turned down earlier. He’d just uncapped the bottle when his phone rang. “This is Blane.”

Blane straightened up, signaling that the call was important. Sensing the call wasn’t about the bar or the ranch, Reese stalked over to his brother and shifted just enough to bring out his werewolf hearing so he could hear both sides of the conversation.

“Charlie, slow down. I don’t think it’s a good idea. How about we get together and talk about—”

“No. I’m going to their ranch with or without you. You told Reese, didn’t you?”

“Yeah, he knows.”

Reese tilted his head in question and mouthed the words, “How did she get your number?”

Blane waved his question off, keeping his concentration on the phone call. “Why not give Shannon a call and ask to come see her?”

“She might say no. Or be told to say no. Besides, these guys aren’t going to show their true natures if they know I’m there.”

“But they already know you’re in town. If they’re what you say they are, they’re going to stay on their toes until they know you’re gone for good.”

The vexation sifting through the phone’s speaker was almost tangible. Their mate was a lot of wonderful things, but she didn’t have much in the way of patience.

“Look, Blane, you can either meet me or not. You can bring Reese if you want. Alone or together, either way is fine with me, but I’m starting to care less if you come along. As they say around these parts, ‘Daylight’s a-burning,’ and I’ve got a job to do.”

“What do you mean? Charlie, hang on. Charlie?” Blane clenched the phone and glared at it. “She hung up.”

“How’d she get your number, bro?”

“I wrote it on a Post-it before I left her.”

“Well, then, I guess you put us on call.” Reese pivoted, snatching up the keys to the pickup on his way out the door. “Move your ass.”

Blane was right behind him. “I’m coming. We need to get to her before she decides to shoot one of the Holms boys.”

 

   

 

Charlie wasn’t sure why she’d called Blane. She’d been wrong to think he and Reese were more than mere flings, a way to ease tension and gain information on the locals. They had a way of making her think about love and the future, but she had to get over it. They were just two hot hunks who’d given her a brief moment of fun in an otherwise dismal streak of days.

So why did she want to see them again? They’d spied on her, and yet, instead of feeling threatened or violated, she felt oddly turned on by the idea that they’d watched her.

She bit her lip and felt the tug in her pussy whenever she thought about them. Hell, wanting to see them wasn’t the right way to describe the ache sidelining her thoughts since Blane had left her house. She didn’t just want to see them, she needed to see them. As though they’d placed a spell on her, she couldn’t wait to get both of them in bed, preferably at the same time.

But she’d come to Forever to save her sister, and she couldn’t let anyone, even the Rawlins brothers, get in her way. She eased out of the pickup, taking the rifle along with her. The white, two-story, framed farmhouse of Moonbeam Ranch was several yards away. Although she didn’t have any plans to shoot them, she wanted the rifle nearby, just in case she had to fight her way out. Shannon might hate her for it, but if they tried to stop Shannon and her from leaving by attacking one or both of them, she wouldn’t hesitate to shoot them. She stooped behind one of the barrels sitting at the sides of the driveway gate and waited. Patience wasn’t a virtue for her, but she had no choice but to sit tight.

“Where are you guys?” She wasn’t sure whether she meant the Holms boys or the Rawlins twins. Hopefully, Blane and Reese would show up first so she could prove to them that she wasn’t crazy for saying the men her sister lived with were werewolves.

She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, fighting back the one question she always tried to keep out of her mind. If Shannon lived with two werewolves, did that mean she’d become a werewolf, too?

Now that the barricade against the possibility had come down, she couldn’t keep the other questions from flooding in. What would she do if her sister had changed into one of them? Was there a cure? If there was, wouldn’t her sister want to take it? More than likely, a cure didn’t exist, because if it did, what sane person wouldn’t want to take the cure instead of remaining a creature like that?

She leaned against the barrel and fought to keep the tears from coming. If her sister was one of the animals, would she have the guts to shoot her, putting her out of her misery? Would her sister return to a normal human body like they did in the movies? But the hardest question was the one that dragged a knife through her heart. If she killed her sister, would she be able to live knowing what she’d done?

A hand closed over her mouth, keeping her from shouting. She struggled a second before the familiar scents hit her.

Blane and Reese are here.

Reese lifted his eyebrows at her, silently asking if she’d scream once he took his hand off her mouth. She shot him a wide-eyed look that even a blind man could’ve understood. He chuckled then took his hand away before darting over to the left side of the gate to hide behind the other barrel. If the barrels hadn’t been the oversized kind used in places like wineries, there would’ve been no way the two big men could’ve hidden behind them.

Blane edged closer to her.

“It’s about time you two got here.” Although she whispered, the intensity of her tone said it all. She was both vexed that they’d taken so long to get to her and relieved that they had come.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Blane glanced at her rifle. “Tell me you’re not planning on using that.”

Reese ground out his words. “Shoot them and there’ll be hell to pay.”

Did he mean hell to pay from him or from other werewolves? Still, she wasn’t about to let Reese call the shots. Even if he did look amazing with his scowl heating the place between her legs.

She glanced at Blane, and the fire roared into a furnace. The men were sexy as hell, but there was something more about them that made her want to lie spread-eagle on the road and have them drive their big cocks into her pussy, her mouth, and her butt. She shivered and pulled herself back to the serious business at hand. Even now it took everything in her to keep from running her fingers into Blane’s golden hair and dragging his mouth to her nipple.

“The rifle’s just in case I need protection for me and my sister.”

“Charlie, why can’t we call Shannon and ask her to sit down and discuss this with you? With us, if that would make you feel more comfortable.”

“I told you. Either she’s one of them now or she’s been brainwashed. I can’t take the chance. She’s been compromised.”

“Who do you think you are, babe? G.I. Joe?”

“Funny, Reese.” He was right. She’d learned to shoot, but she didn’t have the skills necessary to take down two, maybe even three, werewolves.

“Then what’s next? Are you planning on jacking your sister right out of her own yard?”

Blane had a point. She hadn’t thought that far ahead yet. She’d focused on getting Blane and Reese to see that she was right. After that, if she had any sway over them, she could get them to help save her sister.

“Today’s all about proving to you two that I’m not nuts. I know what I saw that day in the vampire’s home.”

“What? You’re going to sit here all day?”

Reese had that expression on his face. The one that said he thought she was full of it. “If I have to.”

“Have you seen anyone inside?” Blane craned his neck to peek over the top of the barrel.

“Yeah. They walked by the window a little earlier. I haven’t seen Shannon, though.” She took a quick glimpse and saw one of the men pass in front of the window again. “There’s one of them now.”

“This is stupid.”

Charlie’s jaw dropped as Reese stood up, walked over to the gate, and jumped over it in one smooth move. “Reese! Damn it. Get back here.”

He turned back and shook his head. “Nope. I’m going to get this over with.”

She clutched Blane’s shirt. “What’s he going to do? Get him back now.”

Blane peeled her fingers off his shirt. “Have you met my brother? No one tells him what to do.”

She gripped the rifle and leaned around the barrel. Reese strode up the steps to the front door and knocked on it. Ducking, she held her breath and listened as hard as she could, but she couldn’t make out what Reese was saying to whoever had opened the door.

Blane kept low while sneaking a look every once in a while. He tilted his head as though hearing them. “Take it easy, Charlie. Reese usually knows what he’s doing.”

“Usually?” She slumped against the barrel. “Do you see Shannon?”

“No. But both Anderson and Daniel are talking to Reese.” He held up a finger. “Reese is telling them that you’re in town and that you want to meet with Shannon. But you’re too afraid of what you think they are and what you think they may have done to Shannon.”

“Oh, shit. Is he telling them that I know they’re werewolves?”

“Yep. So now that they know, how about meeting them face to face?”

She was about to refuse when an idea hit her. “Okay. Yeah.”

“Really?”

She pushed to her feet, the rifle in her hand. “Like Reese said, let’s get this over with.”

 

   

 

Blane jumped up and hurried after Charlie as she strode toward the three men. Seeing her coming their way, the men came off the porch and started walking toward them. Reese, however, lurched ahead of the Holms men, putting his body in between them.

“What’re you doing, Charlie?” Reese gave Blane a hard look then centered his scowl on Charlie.

“I’m doing what Blane suggested I do. I’m meeting my sister’s lovers.”

“I also suggested not meeting them with a rifle in your hands.” Blane tried to take her arm, but she yanked it away. Alarm sizzled into him as his inner wolf paced, wanting to break free and take over the hostile situation. But now was no time to bring out his inner beast.

“Relax, guys. It’s fine.” Charlie stopped and brought everyone else to a standstill.

As far as Blane was concerned, they were all too close for comfort. Reese stood between them but off to one side. He could sense his brother’s wolf scratching to come out. Giving his brother a warning glance to keep the beast at bay, he shifted his attention to Anderson.

“Anderson, how’s it going?”

Anderson studied Blane, no doubt picking up on his anxiety. “I’m good.”

Daniel, the more outgoing of the two men, put on a smile and extended his hand to Charlie. “I’m Daniel Holms. And you’re Shannon’s sister.”

“Yes. I am. Where is she?”

Daniel dropped the hand he’d offered when Charlie ignored it. “She’s inside. Would you like me to call her?”

“No. She’ll come out soon enough.” Charlie stepped back, lifting the rifle as she did so.

Daniel held up his hands, palms out. “Hey, hang on. I don’t know why you want to plug me full of holes, but can’t we talk first?”

She laughed, but the sound held none of its usual warmth. With the rifle at her shoulder and her head tilted at the sights, she waved it from one man to the next, including Blane and Reese. “Stay out of the way, guys.”

“Babe, don’t do anything stupid.”

Blane snarled at his brother, letting some of his wolf side emerge. “This wouldn’t have happened if you’d stayed where you were.”

Anderson held his hands up. “Charlie, please put the gun down. No one wants to hurt anyone.”

“Change.” Anger washed over Charlie’s face, taking her beautiful face and making it less than perfect.

“What?” Daniel shook his head, pretending he didn’t understand her.

“You heard me. Change into your werewolf forms. I want Reese and Blane to see you.”

Anderson inched closer to his cousin as Blane tried to get closer to Charlie. “We don’t know what you’re talking about. How about if I call Shannon out here?”

“I already told you no.” She thrust her chin toward him. “Now start shifting or whatever the hell you call it and make with your werewolf side.”

Blane and Reese exchanged a pointed look as Blane took another step closer to her. If someone didn’t get the gun away from her, things were going to go downhill real fast.

“Do it!” Charlie put Daniel in her sights. “I’m not bluffing. I will kill you if I have to and take my sister home.”

“Charlie!” Shannon flung the screen door wide and bolted down the front steps. “No!”

Shannon’s shout surprised Charlie, giving Blane the opening he needed. He lunged at her in the second that she pulled the trigger. They hit the ground together, knocking the rifle out of her hands. It went off, but Blane was too preoccupied trying to wrestle her into submission to see if anyone had gotten shot. Reese rushed to snatch up the gun then shouted for him to get her out of there.

Blane grabbed her around the waist and, holding her off the ground, whirled toward the road.

“Let me go! Shannon, help me.”

Even as a human, Blane was strong, but Charlie was stronger than he’d anticipated. He paused, got a better hold on her, and threw her over his shoulder. She struggled against him, beating her fists against his back.

“Put me down. I have to save Shannon.”

“Shannon’s fine. It’s Daniel you should be worrying about.”

“Blane, damn it. Let me go!”

“Charlie Newman, you stay away from me. Do you hear me? Stay the hell away from me and my mates.”

“Shannon?” Charlie kicked harder. “Shannon, you don’t know what you’re saying!”

“The hell I—” But the rest of Shannon’s retort was hidden behind a growl.

He tightened his hold on her legs and kept moving as fast as he could back to his pickup. She finally quit fighting against him, but he suddenly wished that she hadn’t. Once she stopped, she used his back for leverage and lifted her head to look toward the house.

“Oh, my God! Blane, turn around. They’re changing.”

He didn’t need to turn around to know what was happening. If Charlie’s shot had struck Daniel as he thought it had, Daniel’s inner wolf was taking over, ready to fight, and changing his human body into his werewolf form. By now, Daniel was probably halfway through the transformation. His werewolf blood would heal him as either a human or a werewolf, but anger usually led to a quick change into the wolf form. And if anyone had a right to be angry, it was Daniel.

Snarls and growls filled the air, letting him know that Daniel wasn’t the only one changing. Anderson and maybe even Shannon were changing. There was no telling what Reese might do.

Would they come after Charlie? Werewolves were very protective of their mates, and if one of them was attacked, they wouldn’t hesitate to shift and go after the attacker. If Anderson and Shannon were changing along with Daniel, Charlie was in a shitload of trouble. He just hoped Reese could calm them down.

Blane made it to the pickup, pulled the door open, and flung Charlie onto the driver’s seat. Pushing her to the passenger side of the vehicle, he turned the key, threw it in gear, and slammed the accelerator to the floor. Dirt billowed behind the truck as it sped down the road away from Moonbeam Ranch.

 

   

 

“I told the truth. Did you see them?” Charlie squirmed into a sitting position then twisted around to look out the rear window. Although a part of her was terrified by what she’d seen, another side of her was thrilled. Blane and Reese had to believe her now.

“I was a little busy trying to save your ass.” Blane yanked the wheel sharply in a quick left turn off the secondary road and onto the main road leading into Forever.

“Damn and double damn. I saw those two men change. After all I did, you didn’t bother to look?” She couldn’t believe him. “How could you keep from looking? Didn’t you hear the growls? I expected a howl at any minute.”

As if on cue, the eerie howl of a wolf split the air. She gasped and clutched the back of the seat. “Holy shit, did you hear that? Now do you believe me?”

They’d passed The Moonstone Bar and were fast approaching the primary intersection of Forever. Making a hard left, then another right, Blane maneuvered the pickup past Deacon Slater’s Up All Night Pharmacy and out of town heading west.

“Charlie, get your seatbelt on before we have a wreck and you go flying through the windshield.”

She did as he wanted just to get him to listen to her. “Do you believe me now?”

“We’ll talk after we get you back to our ranch and Reese shows up.” His hands gripped the steering wheel as he kept his attention glued to the road.

Horror hit her. “Reese! Shit, Blane, we have to go back. We left Reese there by himself. And Shannon! Will they hurt her?” How could she have left either of them behind? She grabbed his arm, but he yanked her off.

“Don’t grab me like that again or we really will end up in the ditch. They haven’t hurt your sister yet and they won’t now.”

“But what about Reese? What will they do to him?” Tears sprang to her eyes. What had she done? In her need to prove that she wasn’t lying, she’d put Reese in danger. She didn’t understand Blane. How could he leave his brother behind?

“He’ll be all right. Trust me. He knows how to handle himself when things get tough.”

Blane whipped the vehicle down the gravel road, through the open gates with the name Moonstruck Ranch burned into the boards, and drove the pickup toward the house. He slammed on the brakes, leaving a trail of dust, gravel, and dirt to billow behind the truck.

He was out and around to the passenger door before she could think to unbuckle her seat belt. “Hey!”

Once again, he threw her over his shoulder as though she weighed no more than a sack of seed. She grunted as he pushed open the door, carried her inside to the big room, and dumped her on the couch.

He pointed at her, shutting off her attempt to speak. “Stay put.”

She started to get up. “But Blane—”

“Charlie” —he slapped his hands on the back of the couch and put his face an inch from hers—“I swear if you don’t sit back and shut up I’m going to get a rope and tie you down. Then I’ll tan your hide until you scream for mercy.”

An image of Blane and Reese standing over her as she took Reese’s cock in her mouth and Blane’s dick in her bound hands took her breath away. Moisture flooded her pussy, but she didn’t dare squirm in her seat against the heat of her already throbbing clit. Instead, she nodded numbly and uttered the only thing she could think to say.

“Promise?”






Chapter Seven
“Where is she?”

A lump jumped into Charlie’s throat at the sound of Reese’s angry voice. She’d stayed on the couch not only because of Blane’s threat but because she needed the time to digest everything that had happened.

But Reese wasn’t about to give her any more time. He broke away from Blane’s hold and charged toward her. His eyes blazed as his eyebrows sunk between them. The scowl on his face seemed like it would stay there permanently.

“Do you know what the fuck you did?”

She leaned back from the fury rolling off him in waves. “I think I shot a werewolf, even if I didn’t mean to. Shannon barreling outside like that startled me and when he jumped at me, the gun went off.”

Reese blinked, straightened up, and let loose a rolling laugh that came up from the bowels of his gut. She didn’t know whether to laugh with him or cry.

“Reese, calm down and tell us what happened after we left.” Although Blane hadn’t said another word to her since his order to stay put and shut up, he didn’t look any less angry than he’d been when they’d first arrived.

Reese ground his teeth together, working the muscle in his jaw. “I’ll tell you what happened. She shot Daniel.”

Blane closed his eyes then opened them, giving her a grimace. “Not again.”

“Yeah. Again.” Reese paced the floor in front of her.

“How bad is it?” Blane propped his hands on his waist, and she had to wonder if he stayed where he was to keep Reese from tearing her apart.

“Bad enough.”

“Wait. What do you mean I shot him again?” She leaned forward, willing to brave Reese’s fury to hear the answer.

Reese and Blane exchanged a look then Reese whirled away, putting his back to her. “Tell her.”

“Tell me what?”

Blane sat down on the coffee table in front of her. “You shot Daniel the last time you were here.”

She had to force down a giggle. Something she didn’t think either one of the men would appreciate. “The only thing I shot the last time I was here was a werewolf. Blane, are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

He took a moment before blurting it out. “Yeah. You were right. Daniel’s a werewolf.”

“I knew it.” She felt like jumping into the air and shouting hallelujah. Instead, she had to know the rest of it. “And Anderson? You’re admitting that he’s a werewolf, too, right? You saw the two of them change, didn’t you?”

Blane nodded, his blue eyes darkening. “Yeah, him, too.”

The implication finally struck home to drive away her joy. “And Shannon? Please tell me my sister’s okay. Please tell me she’s not…one of them.”

Reese spun to face her, his face a mask of rage. “Shannon’s exactly where she wants to be. But you don’t give a damn about shooting Daniel, do you?”

“Damn it, Reese. Take it easy. This is hard for her.”

“Are you fucking kidding me?” Reese’s voice dipped lower in pitch. “She’s shot Daniel twice now. She’s lucky the Holms boys aren’t tracking her down to eat her alive.”

Blane took her hand and squeezed. His angry glare was gone, replaced by an expression filled with concern. “Are you going to be okay?”

The two men who were twins couldn’t be more different if they’d been born to different mothers and fathers in two separate countries, worlds away from each other. Yet she could see the strengths each man possessed. Blane’s virtue was his tender care and his willingness to understand her side while Reese was the powerhouse who told her like it was yet wasn’t afraid to risk his life for her.

“What’s she smiling about?”

Blane shrugged. “Maybe she’s in shock.”

“No. I’m not in shock.” She pulled her hand from between Blane’s two hands then stood, daring them to lie to her again. “You knew all this time, didn’t you?”

At least Blane had the decency to appear remorseful. Reese just crossed his arms and silently dared her to rebuke him.

“Why did you lie to me? Why did you make me think I was crazy when you knew all along that they’re werewolves? I don’t get it. What did you have to gain by lying?”

Blane strode over to stand next to Reese. “It’s complicated. I’m sorry I lied, but at the time, I thought it was the best way to keep you safe.”

“Am I in danger?” She hadn’t given any thought that the werewolves might try and harm her. But it made sense. She’d tried to kill one of them, not once but twice.

Blane dragged his hand through his hair as Reese turned his back on her and gazed out the window. “I’m not sure. Like I told you before, we tend to look out for each other. If Daniel wants to, he could take it to the pack leaders and ask for retribution.”

“Retribution? As in…”

“As in death.”

Blane nodded, confirming Reese’s assessment. “Let’s hope Shannon can talk them out of going after you. It should help that you’re her sister and our—” He broke off, shutting his mouth fast.

“Your what? What were you going to say?”

“Our guest and our friend.” Blane paced away from her, and Reese turned back.

“Will you two stop tag teaming me? Is there anything we can do? Shouldn’t we call the police or the highway patrol? Maybe even the National Guard? Shouldn’t the authorities know about the werewolves?”

Her gut told her that they weren’t telling her the whole truth. But did that mean they’d protect their neighbors even if they were werewolves?

Reese pulled his phone out of his pocket. “Sure. You make that call. Then call your sister and tell her what you’ve done. Tell her that they’re coming for the men she loves. She’ll do everything she can to protect them, but, hey, if your sister gets hurt in the ruckus, it’s no big deal, right?”

“Crap. I didn’t think about that.” If she made the call, her sister could wind up getting killed along with her two lovers.

Blane pushed Reese’s arm, moving the cell phone he’d offered her away. “No one’s calling anyone. I’m sorry if this is rough for you, Charlie, but Daniel and Anderson Holms are our friends. Anderson’s my partner in the bar. We’ve known about them being shifters for a long time.”

She sat back on the couch. “You guys have kept so much from me. But why?”

Reese snorted. “Simple. To keep you from killing or getting killed.”

“And we have to keep doing that until we can figure out what to do next.” Blane took her hand. “We have to make sure you’ll stay safe.”

“And not shoot anyone else,” added Reese.

She took the hand Blane offered her. “Fine. But I’m not giving up on getting Shannon home safe and sound.”

 

   

 

“We keep lying to her.” Reese brushed Ripcord’s neck, using his fingers to comb through the horse’s mane. Rupert would do a more thorough brush down, but just being with his horse helped relax him.

“Yeah. I don’t like it any better than you do, but until she finds out about her sister and accepts her as a werewolf, what chance have we got that she’ll accept us? Not to mention wanting her to change and be our mate?

“I’d say about a thousand-to-one odds.”

“What happened after we hightailed it out of there?” Blane rested on a rugged bench they’d placed next to the door of the barn.

“Let’s just say you should’ve stayed behind and let me get her to safety. You’re the smooth talker.”

Blane blew out a hard, short breath. “Maybe. So what’d they say?”

“Daniel was so angry that he shifted without meaning to with Anderson shifting along with him. I had to do some fast talking to keep them from chasing after her. Shannon helped keep the men from going ballistic.”

Reese chuckled. “I know it sucks and all, but ya gotta see the humor in it.”

Blane nodded and smiled. “Yeah. What are the odds of Daniel getting shot by the same woman not once but twice? He’s damn lucky she’s a lousy shot.”

Reese slid the brush down Ripcord’s flank and muttered soft words to make the horse stop dancing. “Ain’t that the truth.”

“So, here’s what I’m thinking.”

Reese patted Ripcord on the neck. “That’s what you do best, bro.”

“I wonder sometimes. Anyway, I think we’re going to have to take her back to meet with Shannon and her men.”

“No way. You want a do-over? Maybe give Charlie another chance at Daniel? Even a bad shot gets lucky eventually.” He glanced at his brother. He didn’t doubt Blane had thought his plan through several times, but it still made his spine stiffen.

“Not this next time, because we’ll be in control and she’ll be unarmed. She doesn’t know you’ve got her gun and let’s keep it that way. All I need you to do is to check with them and make sure they can maintain their human forms around her. I don’t want them to use the chance to rip her apart.”

“I’ll call Jackson Carr to talk to them and smooth things over. If anyone can do it, he can.”

Jackson Carr was the unofficial leader of the pack since his ancestors were among the founding fathers of Forever. They’d brought other werewolves and even other paranormal beings to the town with the idea that all of them would be accepted and live in peace.

“Good idea. If they’ve got any ideas about hurting Charlie, he’ll sniff it out and put a stop to it. But do it tonight. I’d like to get her to see Shannon tomorrow. I don’t want to keep lying to her.”

“At least she agreed to stay here until things calm down.”

Blane waited while Reese put Ripcord back in his stall. Rupert arrived to handle the rest of the horses. Together, the brothers walked to their home. A light burned from the bedroom they’d given Charlie.

“Blane.”

Blane followed Reese’s direction. A hitch trapped Reese’s breath before he could manage to get it started again.

The shadow against the threadbare curtains was a touch of heaven and hell rolled into one. Charlie’s back was to them as she dragged her shirt over her head and tossed it away. She lifted her arms to scoop her hair up then dropped it, causing a cascade of dark shadows against the curtains. The thin curtains didn’t hide anything from them. Instead, it gave her body an opaque essence that was even more titillating.

“I’m sure glad we haven’t gotten around to buying those new curtains.”

“Bro, I think it’s time to make sure our guest has everything she needs.”

Blane whistled, the yearning in the low sound echoing the ache in Reese’s cock as it sprung to attention. “When you’re right, you’re right. You know I’m all about hospitality.”

Reese picked up speed, heading for the steps. He growled as Blane yanked on his arm, pulling him back. “What the hell?”

“It’s wrong. Can’t you see that?” Blane spoke to him, but his focus was on the shapely figure above them. “We’re still lying to her, but we’re going to take her to bed? It doesn’t seem right.”

“We’ve already taken her separately. How much worse can it be to take her at the same time?”

Blane shook his head. “I don’t know. I want to go along with you, but—”

Charlie faced the curtain, glanced down, and looked straight at them. They could see her breasts, her raspberry nipples peeking upward on the swell of her breasts. Her slender body was outlined by the light of the moon, showing every curve from the soft fullness of her face down to the curve of her hips.

“Remember, we did save her life today.” Reese’s voice was almost guttural with his desire. His cock strained against the front of his jeans, and if he didn’t get relief soon, he’d die from his jeans cutting his cock in half.

“I guess you could say that.” Blane licked his lips. “Do you think she knows we’re watching her?”

“I think she’s counting on it.”

Reese left his brother behind as he hurried to the door. Leaving it open for Blane, he took the steps two at a time as he bounded toward the guest bedroom.

 

   

 

Charlie stepped away from the window. Even if she hadn’t seen them striding toward the house, she would’ve sensed they were coming. Their connection or link or whatever it was between them felt stronger, more vibrant the more times she came into contact with them. She knew they were still holding back a secret, yet it didn’t matter whenever she thought of them lying next to her, running their hands and tongues over her. She’d waited long enough to have them both in bed with her.

She walked to the bed, pulled down the covers, and slipped between the sheets. Spreading her hair out like she’d seen other women do in movies and in men’s magazines, she positioned her body in a seductive way.

Reese opened her door without knocking with Blane coming in right behind him. They stopped, side by side, twin gods to her vixen.

The air in the room changed, charging with the invisible connection that was always there whenever the men came around her. Thickening with energy, the air felt heavy with a primal blend of male and female pheromones mixed with a wild edge of abandonment.

“Charlie.” Blane stared at her, his eyes alight with adoration. The expression on Reese’s face wore more carnal lust than Blane’s, but she could smell both men’s arousal.

“Come on in, boys.” She slid her gaze over their bodies. “No, that’s wrong. I shouldn’t have called you boys. You’re men with a capital M.”

Reese came to one side of the bed as Blane took the other side. “And you’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen.”

Blane took hold of the sheet covering her and yanked it away. His quick inhale matched her gasp. “Reese is right. But I think you’ve got to be the sexiest woman in the entire world. Not just the sexiest one I’ve ever seen.”

Reese nodded, his hot gaze on her breasts. “When he’s right, he’s right.”

Blane started to sit on the bed then stopped. A wicked smile filled his face. “We liked the show you did in the window, but you can’t do that anymore.”

“Why not?”

“Yeah, bro. Why the hell not?”

“Because you don’t know who else might be watching. Rupert was in the barn. He could’ve seen you, and we can’t have that.”

She pouted, just enough to make her lips fuller. “But I liked giving you a show.”

Reese’s chuckle sent a rush of heat into her pussy. “No one said anything about not giving us a show. Give us one now.”

Charlie couldn’t have asked for anything better. She started to sit up then thought better of it. Instead, she ran her hands over her breasts, fondling them, making them bounce the way she knew they’d like. Using her index fingers, she played with her nipples, pinching them, tweaking them as she made soft, pain-filled oohs of desire. She turned one breast loose to cup the other and massaged the swollen peak with her palm.

Reese shifted on his feet, and she could see how badly he needed to set his cock free. “Reese, give me a show while I keep going. Take off your clothes and stroke your cock. I want to see it glisten with pre-cum.”

“What about me?” Blane had already started to pull his shirt over his head.

“Wait a minute, Blane. Let me enjoy Reese’s show first. But don’t worry. You’ll get your chance.”

Reese threw his shirt to the floor and was working on the button on his jeans. She trailed her tongue over her upper lip and got a growl from him.

“Show me, Reese.”

He toed off his boots and his jeans fell to the floor. His cock sprang free, already moistened at the end. His cock was a huge purplish tool of pleasure with one large, dark vein underneath running the full length of him. Blond, curly hair framed the magnificent organ, and she ached to have his cock in her mouth.

“Stroke it, Reese.”

She put two fingers in her mouth then slid her hand between her legs and her pussy folds. Blane reached out to touch her, but she shot him a look to take his hand away. He grumbled and complied, but she knew he was only being nice for now. The heat in his face and the rigidness of his body screamed his lust, and he wouldn’t be held back for long.

Reese wrapped his hand around his cock and started stroking. His lips parted as his eyes gained added desire. He was masculinity and beauty in one package that any woman would’ve died to have between her legs. But to have two of them? Charlie couldn’t believe her good luck.

“Spread your legs wider.” Reese’s voice was almost unrecognizable in his ache to have her. “I want to see your sweet pink pussy.”

She moved her legs farther apart, keeping them straight so they could see without having her knees in the way. Using her two fingers, she massaged the already slickened area around her inner labia then over her clit. She jerked as the tender bundle of nerves reacted to her touch then moaned and rubbed harder.

Reese pumped his cock and matched her pace. Blane was through being left out.

“My turn.” He pulled his shirt out of his jeans.

“Wait, Blane.” She pushed her luck a little farther. “Don’t take off your shirt. Take your jeans off first.”

Although he appeared confused, he didn’t say anything. Instead, he undid his jeans and shucked them off along with his boots. He started to reach for his shirt, but she stopped him again. “No. Turn around. I want to see your tight ass.”

Her breaths came faster as she increased her massage of her clit. She glanced at Reese to see his powerful pumps then turned her attention to Blane as he pivoted around. The shirt hit him in the middle of his ass, tantalizing her.

“Wiggle your butt at me, Blane.”

“What? Now come on, Charlie.” He twisted around toward her.

“Do it.” She clasped her breast and continued stroking her clit. “Spread your legs and bend over so I can see your balls. Good. Now wiggle for me.”

Blane did as she asked, bending over and wiggling his ass at her. “You are so going to pay for this.”

“I know. But it’ll be worth it.”

“I’m through stroking my own dick.” Reese crawled onto the bed and took her leg to pull her open even more. “Damn, but you’ve got the prettiest pussy. Take a look at her, bro.”

Blane didn’t wait for her okay but pulled off his shirt and came onto the bed on the other side of her. “She’s already wet and waiting for us. Can you smell her juices?”

“Yeah. She’s hot for us.” Reese inhaled, closing his eyes as a blissful expression came over him. “She smells like honey and—”

“Pussy.” Blane chuckled. “I don’t know any other way to describe her fragrance. Honey mixed with pussy.”

The men kept their attentions on her pussy as they murmured words of how much they wanted her and what they planned to do with her. The way they spoke made her think they wanted years of pleasure with her. But how could that be? Once she got Shannon, she’d leave and never see them again. Tears sprang to her eyes, and one lonely tear tracked its way down her cheek. She wiped it away.

“What’s wrong?” Reese laid his palm on top of her stomach.

“Do you want us to stop?” asked Blane.

“No. I’m just being silly.” Taking each man’s hand, she laid them on her breasts. “Touch me. I want to feel your hands on every inch of me. Your tongues, too.”

They did as she asked, playing with her breasts and nipples then sliding their hands along the length of her. Their touches relaxed her yet turned her on at the same time. Reese pressed his hand on top of her smooth mons then slid it in between her legs and over her pussy. She jerked, and her pussy clenched to have him put his fingers inside her.

They kept on massaging her, playing with places on her body she hadn’t realized were erogenous. Amazing her, they brought her to the edge of climax with just their touch.

“Tongues. I need your tongues on me.” She sat up, grabbed their hair, and tugged their faces to her body.

Reese groaned and took her nipple into his mouth. He held her breast with both hands and devoured the taut bud, using his tongue and his teeth to savage it.

Blane flicked his tongue over her other nipple then tracked it along the curve of her body. He paused at the swell of her hips and nibbled at the tender skin. Keeping his tongue on her, he followed his hands down the side of her, over her thigh, and close to her pussy. Close, but not close enough.

“One of you get between my legs. I need a good tongue-fucking.”

Reese lifted his head, his blue eyes filling with bits of amber. “You’re ours, and we’ll do what we want.”

Before she could utter another syllable, he crushed his mouth to her. The kiss, reminiscent of their first kiss, drove away any thought of control. Slanting his head, he took her mouth, her tongue, leaving her no doubt that he was in charge.

She mewled as he slipped his tongue into her mouth. She halfheartedly tried to fight for dominance in a game of tongue twister, but he soon had her giving in. She was defeated yet victorious at the same time. He paused long enough to draw in air then took her mouth again.

She’d never dreamed two men could want her so much. She’d never dreamed that she could want any man as much as she wanted both Reese and Blane. Whatever the future held for them, she’d treasure their time together for the rest of her life.

Blane trailed his tongue along her leg as he moved to the foot of the bed. Kissing her leg, he edged between her legs and took them over his shoulders. His face was close enough to her pussy to make her pussy weep for his touch. He gave it to her, first by flicking his tongue over her clit once then by blowing a long, slow breath on it.

She broke the kiss apart for much-needed air. “Reese, give me your cock.”

He tilted his head at her in that sexy way he had. “Orders? Again?”

She couldn’t have cared less who gave the orders as long as she got what she needed. She’d beg if she had to. “Please.” Dragging her tongue over her upper lip broke down any idea he might’ve had to refuse her.

Reese straddled her chest and took her breasts. Pushing his enormous cock between her tits, he eased his cock closer to her. She lifted her head to reach for the bulbous tip, and Reese pushed the pillow under her head to help ease the strain to lift her head up.

She flicked her tongue over the end to catch the glistening pre-cum hanging on the tip. At the same moment, Blane pressed his mouth over her clit. Gasping, she brought her teeth down on Reese’s cock hard enough to send him jerking backward.

“Hey, watch it! My cock’s not made of iron, you know.”

She put on a sheepish face. “Sorry. Blane, oh, yeah. Blane just sucked—oh, hell, yeah!”

Reese gave her his cock again. “No more biting. At least don’t bite hard.”

She shoved down a giggle, but Blane’s continued flicking of his tongue over her clit drove away her mirth. She pushed her breasts together, capturing Reese’s dick in between them. The tip of his cock played peekaboo with her as she sucked as much of it inside her mouth as she could. But Reese’s backward movements always drew it back out with a small popping sound.

Blane was driving her insane as he pushed two fingers into her pussy and latched onto her clit with his mouth. He plunged into her as he held the aching soft tissue of her clit between his teeth and lashed his tongue over the tip. Wetness slid into her crack and toward her anus. He pushed his fingers into her pussy, twisting them, searching for her sweet spot. She arched and pushed toward him, encouraging him to keep looking. Yet between Reese sitting on top of her and Blane putting a hand on her abdomen, she couldn’t move much under the torturous pleasure they gave her. Blane picked up speed, moving his fingers faster and faster as he laved his tongue over her clit. Turning his hand over, he found the spot that would drive her over the edge.

She cried out even with Reese’s cock in her mouth, but the sound changed to a long moan as her climax tore into her. Her vaginal walls trembled and tightened as the heat from her release spread upward and outward. She was consumed by the sexual storm, and her body trembled as the whirlwind blew though her.

She cried out again, whipping her head side to side as Blane kept his mouth and fingers on her and Reese squeezed his cock between her breasts. The sound of Blane lapping her cream sent her body into smaller shudders like aftershocks of the tremendous earthquake that had started it all.

Reese twisted around to watch his brother drink her cream. “I’m about to blow here, bro. Let’s change this up.”

She growled when Blane pulled away from her pussy. “No!”

Blane sat up but kept his hand on top of her mons. “Change it up how?”

Reese swung his leg away from her and grinned at both of them. “Like this.”






Chapter Eight
Blane narrowed his eyes at his brother. He never knew what Reese might do. But in sexual situations where they’d shared a woman, he’d never let him down.

Reese opened the nightstand next to him, grabbed a tube and tossed it at his brother. He took her by the arms and pulled, bringing her to a sitting position. “Take it easy, babe. I won’t let you fall.”

“Fall?” She yelped as Reese eased off the side of the bed and took a step backward. She went to her knees and, if Blane hadn’t grabbed her hips, she’d have gone head first to the floor.

“Easy, babe. Trust me.” Reese held her under the arms, holding her body suspended in air. He leaned forward and put his cock an inch from her face. “Suck me, babe. I had enough of a break to hang on while my brother drives his cock deep inside your butt.”

Blane growled his appreciation. He opened the tube and let the greasy substance drip onto her back right between the seam of her buttocks. She squealed as the cool liquid hit her skin, but she didn’t try to move away. He spread the lube into her crack then around the tight muscles of her dark hole.

She was tight, and his cock twitched in anticipation. Driving two fingers into her anus, he twisted them gently, getting her used to the idea. She moaned, but when he heard more lust than pain in the sound, he added a third finger.

Reese leaned forward. “Suck me again, Charlie. I’ll pull out if I’m about blow.”

Blane kept moving his fingers, helping her to get ready to accept his cock. Pumping his fingers in and out of her drove him wild, and he didn’t know how much longer he could stand before he’d have to push his dick deep inside her ass hole.

Charlie’s head bobbed up and down as Reese held her to him. Her hair bounced around her shoulders, and he leaned to the side to see her breasts bouncing freely. But not for long. Reese managed to hold her with one hand and cupped her breast with the other.

“Hurry up. I can’t wait forever.”

Blane gave his brother a nod. Easing the tip of his cock against her hole, he pushed in a little way and waited to see if he was hurting her. She wiggled her ass at him, letting him know it was okay. Putting on a quick cover of lube, he pushed his tip all the way inside her. She moaned, the sound muffled by Reese’s cock in her mouth.

He couldn’t stand it another second. He had to have her. Growling, Blane slid his cock deep inside her butt hole. When she didn’t complain, he pulled out and drove his cock into her harder than before.

Charlie’s body lunged forward, and Reese barely caught her as she fell toward the floor. She was flat-handed on the carpet, her hair hanging over her face, her breasts dangling. Reese dropped to the floor, laughing as he checked to see if she was all right.

But Blane could no longer think straight. Reese would make sure she was all right. But with her pretty round bottom lifted in the air in front of him, he had only one thought. Grabbing her hips, he drove into her again.

She yelped but didn’t try to move away as he pushed into her even harder, faster than before. His cock was all the way inside her. She moved her butt sideways, letting him know that she liked what he was doing.

Blane closed his eyes and let the myriad of sensations swamp him. She was beyond wonderful, a perfect fit for him.

“Blane, back off.”

He heard the gruffness in Reese’s tone, but he didn’t care. He had to keep fucking her. She was so tight and yet so supple that he didn’t want to ever let her go. But in the next second she was pulled away from him. “What the fuck?”

“Don’t get your panties in a bunch.” Reese pushed Blane on the shoulder, urging him to get back on his side of the bed. Charlie, her hair mussed and her pretty lips puffed, lay down in the middle of the bed and shifted on to her side.

Reese got on his knees beside her then took her leg and drew it around his waist. With a groan, he pushed against her pussy and entered her. Reese grabbed her butt cheek, spreading her for his brother. “Get back inside her.”

Blane didn’t wait. He couldn’t have taken his time with her to save his life. Gritting his teeth to try and keep his orgasm at bay, he pushed his cock inside her again.

Like twin bookends, the brothers matched their rhythms. Charlie fondled her tits and reached a hand to her clit to massage it while Reese plunged into her pussy.

Blane closed his eyes, listening to the sounds of wet flesh slapping against other flesh. His balls drew up as they bounced against her ass, and he knew the end was near.

Reese’s growl had him opening his eyes to see Charlie, her face filled with ecstasy, start to move her hips, pushing against first Reese then Blane. Impossibly, the tight muscles of her dark hole clamped around his dick harder. She grabbed hold of Reese’s arm to help push then turned to gaze at Blane. Her eyes were clouded over with desire, her mouth parted in ecstasy.

He didn’t know which made him come, the feel of her anus around his cock or her loving, sex-filled face. His balls drew up, tightening for the release, and it was there, pummeling through him as Reese drove one last time and shouted his climax.

Her body trembled, and her walls convulsed as Charlie opened her mouth in a silent cry, heralding her orgasm. She held onto Reese but sought Blane’s eyes as her body shook. With one last cry, she laid her head down, her body still twitching in the aftereffect of her climax. Exhausted, Blane fell away from her, sliding his hand along her back as an unspoken thank you.

Reese went to her other side, and, for several moments, the only sound was the noise of their panting. Charlie let out a satisfied sigh as she turned onto her back and laid a hand on each man’s chest.

“Fuckin’ A that was amazing.” Reese turned to face them.

Charlie’s soft chuckle mixed with Blane’s laugh. “I couldn’t have put it any better, bro.”

 

   

 

Charlie hopped out of bed and raced into the adjoining bathroom, eager to take a shower, get dressed, and find Blane and Reese. Had she really found two men who would love and treasure her? Did their feelings match her own? They were terrific men, men she could see spending her life with.

A sick feeling wrenched her happiness away as she looked at her image in the mirror over the bathroom counter. Nothing had changed regarding Shannon. She was still living with two werewolves, one of whom Charlie had shot yesterday. But at least Blane and Reese had admitted that werewolves did exist. That, at least, was a step in the right direction.

She hurried with her shower, washed her body with strawberry-scented bodywash, then luxuriated in the matching strawberry fragrance of a shampoo made by the same company. She giggled as she imagined Blane or Reese washing themselves with the perfumed toiletries. Had they left the items for her, or were they used to having women spend the night? She shook off the jealous feeling and tunneled her fingers through her wet hair to get out the tangles. Stepping out of the shower, she promised herself that one day soon she’d take an hour-long bubble bath. Where that tub would be located, she wasn’t sure, but she couldn’t help but hope it was in the men’s house.

Making use of the oversized, white fluffy towel hanging on the towel rod, she dried off and wished she had some of her clothes. But everything she’d brought with her, except what she’d had on yesterday, was still at the rental house.

The men, however, had thought to leave her a tube of toothpaste and a packaged toothbrush. Again, she wondered if she was just the latest in a long line of women. Did they keep new toothbrushes and toothpaste around just in case they got lucky?

“Stop it, Charlie. You know they had women before you. Two guys who look like they do can just crook their finger at a girl and she’ll hop into bed with them. Just like you did.” She gave her image a stern look. “You don’t have any claim on them, so cut the green-eyed monster act right now.”

“Yo, Charlie! Grub’s on!”

She smiled at her image. Grub? It figured that Reese would call breakfast by a cowboy term. “I’m coming!”

She walked back into the bedroom, thinking how much she hated to put her dirty clothes back on. Yet she wasn’t surprised to find her clothes, including her underwear, cleaned and ready for her, lying on the armchair next to the big window. Her shirt was wrinkled, but she didn’t mind. Slipping into her clothes as fast as she could, she rushed down the stairs to the first floor.

The aroma of fresh coffee, bacon, and eggs tingled in her nostrils. Her stomach growled, and her mouth watered. Guessing that the swinging door ahead opened into the kitchen, she tossed back her hair, bit her lips to plump them, and pinched her cheeks to give them a little color. She pushed open the door, put on a nonchalant expression, and promptly let her jaw drop.

“Wow.”

Reese already sat at the oval table with his plate piled high. “Hey.”

Taking the seat that Blane offered her, she took in the huge spread of food. “Bacon, eggs, sausage, toast, pancakes, and even fruit.” Her gaze found Blane’s blue eyes. “Are you expecting an invasion? Because it looks like you’re feeding an army.”

Blane chuckled and poured steaming coffee into her cup then into his. He took the seat next to her and began loading up his plate to match Reese’s. “Nope. This is how we eat all the time. Remember, I like to cook.”

Reese took a huge bite out of a piece of toast then drowned it by downing a large glass of orange juice. “Yeah, we eat like this every day.”

She put as much food as she thought she could eat on her plate then took a sip of the coffee. The warm liquid flowed down her throat and heated a trail to her stomach. But even its warmth was no match for the heat she got just being near the men. Would that ever change? If she was lucky enough to end up with even one of them, would the passion and the connection ever dim?

“Charlie, we need to talk.”

She choked on the sip she’d just taken. “I wasn’t sure…I mean, I didn’t want to assume that we were together.”

Blane glanced at Reese, who shrugged. “What?”

“Isn’t that what people say to each other when they’re about to break up? The old ‘we need to talk’ speech?” She thought Blane would get her joke, but he only grew more serious.

“No, it’s not that. As far as we’re concerned, this is your home for as long as you want.”

The sincerity in his voice overwhelmed her, and, for a moment, she found it difficult to speak. “But you hardly know me.”

Blane reached over to take her hand. “We know you just like you know us. In your heart where it counts. You’re ours as sure as the sun shines. If that’s what you want.”

She swallowed and tried to keep her tears from falling. “I do. I want you, both of you, more than I can say. But until I know what’s going to happen with Shannon… You can understand that I have to settle that first, can’t you?”

Why did he suddenly glance away? Had she found love only to have it snatched away by her sister’s circumstances?

“We’ll figure it out one way or another.”

For one of the few times she could remember, Reese’s expression was open, even vulnerable.

She yearned to ask them to take her back to bed, to forget about everyone and everything, but sooner or later, reality would come crashing back. “So what did you want to talk about?”

The men exchanged another telling look. “We want to take you to Shannon’s place. You two need to talk.”

She couldn’t breathe at first. At least not until it hit her that the idea couldn’t be Shannon’s. “She told me to go away and never come back, so I know she didn’t put you up to this. Besides, what about the werewolves?”

Reese dropped his fork on his plate and scowled at her. “Get this straight. Nobody puts us up to anything. But we can’t let this go on any longer. Anderson and Daniel have agreed to get Shannon to sit down with you and talk it out.”

“Providing you come unarmed.” Blane reached over and placed his hand on hers. “You’ve got it all wrong. Yes, Shannon’s men are werewolves, and yes, they can change at will. But they’re still men. They’re still the men she’s chosen to make a life with. As far as we can see, you’ve got two choices. Either you give her a chance to show you that her life with them is good or you forget she’s alive and move on.”

“And let her stay with those animals?”

Reese’s laugh came out sounding more like a bark. “They’re animals? Are you for real?” His face crunched into a snarl. “I’ll tell you what an animal is. An animal is a man who kills his neighbor to take his land. An animal is a man who kills for sport and not to fill his stomach. An animal is a man who pollutes his land for the sake of an extra buck. An animal is a man who fucks a woman against her will. Those are the real animals.”

Reese stood up, shoving his chair out from under him. “If you have half the sense I think you have, you’ll get your pretty ass in the pickup. They’re expecting us.”

Charlie stared after Reese as he kicked the back door open and strode outside. Reese’s outburst had alarmed her and thrilled her more than she could say. Instead, she turned to Blane and asked, “Was it something I said?”

At least this time he chuckled at her joke. “Ya think? That’s about the longest speech I’ve ever heard him make.”

He grew serious again. “Anderson and Daniel are our friends. They have been for a long time. We’ve accepted Shannon as their woman just as she’s accepted them. You don’t have to worry about your safety. They won’t hurt you, and we’ll be there with you. So what’s it going to be? Are you going to see your sister? Or are you giving up?”

 

   

 

Shannon was even more beautiful than Charlie remembered. She’d always been envious of her sister’s golden hair, her innocent face, and her curvy body, but now she possessed an added quality that Charlie couldn’t define.

“Charlie.”

Charlie bit her lower lip. No how are you or even get the hell away from us. Just a cold, impersonal tone and her name. “Can I come in?”

Shannon’s gaze lifted past her to the four men standing in the front yard, and Charlie followed her gaze. They were obviously trying not to watch the sisters’ interaction and failing miserably. Daniel and Anderson were werewolves, yet they looked and acted like any other men.

“Was it their idea or yours?”

Charlie smiled, hoping to break her sister’s cold demeanor. “Truthfully? Theirs. But I’m glad they made me come.”

A slight smile came and went before Shannon pulled her lips into a thin line. “Mine, too. They threatened to hunt you down and drag you back if I didn’t agree to talk to you. Nosy-ass men.” She nodded, turned her back, and walked away from the screen door.

Charlie opened the door and followed Shannon into the living room. A large couch dominated the room along with a stone fireplace centered on the longest wall. The furnishings reflected her sister’s laid-back style with tans and earth tones along with a few more colorful pieces thrown in to brighten the room.

“This looks a lot like Blane’s and Reese’s home.”

Shannon sat down in an easy chair and motioned for her to sit on the casual-style couch. “It should. Their families came to Forever around the same time. I think they may have even helped each other build their houses.”

An awkward silence followed with the only sound coming from the front yard. The men laughed and joked with each other, making a direct contrast to the tension between the sisters. Charlie dropped her gaze to the patterned rug lying over the hardwood floor.

“I’m sorry.”

Charlie jerked her head up. “For what?”

“For telling you to get lost yesterday.” Shannon’s gaze locked onto hers.

“I don’t blame you. I’m sorry, too.”

“Yeah, well, I was kind of upset when you shot Daniel. For the second time.”

Charlie bit her lower lip and tried not to laugh. “Yeah. Although this time I didn’t actually mean to shoot him. Things just got out of hand. He must really hate me.”

Shannon shook her head and chuckled. “You’re not his favorite person right now.” She narrowed her eyes. “Good thing he’s a werewolf, or he’d be dead.”

Charlie swallowed hard. She’d wanted to ease into the dreaded conversation, but Shannon had taken the direct approach. She eased forward to sit on the edge of the couch and lowered her voice to a whisper. “Shannon, how can you do it? How can you live with them? You know what they are. Please, please come home with me. Let me take you back to Boston.”

Even as she said the words, she felt a pain rip into her heart. Could she leave and never see Blane and Reese again? But didn’t she have an obligation to keep her sister safe?

“Why?”

“Why?” Charlie gaped at her. “I just told you why.”

Shannon stood and walked over to the front window. She pressed her palm to the glass as though wanting to touch her lovers before turning back to Charlie. “Do you remember our father telling us how to tell the difference between a bad deal and a good one?”

“Of course I do. But what has that to do with anything?”

“He said to listen to your gut. If you felt like the deal was going south or would cost too much, you’d feel it in your gut. It’s about the only sound piece of advice he ever gave us.”

Charlie could see her father, sitting behind the massive mahogany desk, refusing to listen to their pleas for him to play with them. She remembered the one day when he’d brought all three daughters into his home office and told them how business worked. She hadn’t paid much attention to his talk about dollars and percentages, but she remembered him talking about his gut. He’d followed his gut all the way into growing a successful worldwide corporation.

“Too bad his gut never told him to pay more attention to his children and his wife.”

“How do you know it didn’t? Maybe he just refused to listen to it.”

Charlie noted the way her sister stood. She seemed more confident, more secure in herself and…content. “I still don’t see what this has to do with you living with a couple of monsters.”

Anger flashed in her sister’s eyes. “They’re not monsters. They’re good, honest, hardworking men who love me with all their hearts. And I love them back with all of mine.”

“How? How can you love someone who changes into an animal?” She winced as she said the word “animal,” recalling Reese’s definitions of a real animal. Could he be right? Could being a man be more than what he looked like on the outside?

“I don’t know if you can understand this, Charlie, but, when I first met them, I felt a connection, a bond between us. I’ve never experienced anything like it before. But that connection was deep inside me. It took me a while to recognize it for what it was.”

Charlie dragged in a slow breath. “It’s a link between the three of you. Like a cord that’s been tied to you and to them. An incredibly powerful, invisible cord that can never be broken.”

Shannon tilted her head, reminding Charlie of the way Blane and Reese sometimes looked at her. “That’s right. It’s like that gut feeling our father told us about, but even better. You’ve felt it, haven’t you?”

Charlie couldn’t find enough air to drag into her lungs. Was Shannon bonded to Daniel and Anderson? Did Shannon feel the same way about her men that she felt about Reese and Blane? But it had to be different since they were werewolves. The only thing she could do was nod.

Shannon came to her, knelt at her feet, and took her hands. “You understand, don’t you?”

Charlie shook her head, taking her hands out of her sister’s grip. “It’s different. Your men are werewolves. Blane and Reese…they’re human through and through.”

Her sister opened her mouth to speak then shut it. Charlie’s heart pounded against her chest as though looking for a way out. She wanted to ask Shannon what she’d started to say, but her courage died.

“I want you to do something for me, big sis.”

Shannon hadn’t called her “big sis” in a very long time. She waited, willing to hear her out. “What?”

“Take the day to get to know Daniel and Anderson. If you do, you’ll see how good they are. You’ll see how happy I am. Do this for me, and, if you still want me to, I’ll go home with you.”






Chapter Nine
Charlie tried to dislike Daniel and Anderson Holms, but the longer she stayed around them, the more she grew to like them. They were strong, funny, outgoing men who adored her sister. Whether they were near her or not, their gazes would shift toward Shannon and a smile would come over their faces.

The love was mutual. Shannon glowed whenever they came near her. She found every opportunity to graze her palm over Daniel’s chest and follow it with a touch on Anderson’s shoulder. Neither man appeared jealous and even seemed happy for the other. Shannon’s excitement for each man practically sizzled in the air.

Charlie couldn’t help but compare her sister’s relationship with the Holms men to her parents’ relationship. Instead of cold, unfeeling glances, their gazes were filled with love and desire. Instead of quarreling, they gave each other soft kisses and murmured words that brought joy to Shannon’s face. Instead of talking about business and the stock market, Daniel and Anderson made jokes that had Shannon laughing so hard she had tears running down her face. If Lloyd and Dorris Newman had given each other one-tenth the love she saw between Shannon and her men, maybe she and her sisters would’ve grown up happier and more confident in the belief that love could last a lifetime.

She sighed. There were too many “ifs” to think about. What good did it do anyway?

The men wanted to stay outside and enjoy the weather, so they pulled steaks, hamburger, and hot dogs out of the huge refrigerator in the bright, sunny kitchen. Just like Blane and Reese, the men consumed large quantities of food and drank more than a gallon each of sweet tea.

Charlie sat in a recliner, amazed to be so relaxed near two men who were werewolves. She drank her tea and watched them, but more times than not, she’d find her attention straying to catch Reese staring at her or Blane tossing her a quick grin. They made her feel comfortable when she should’ve been anxious and on edge. Weren’t they looking at her the way the Holms men looked at Shannon? She tingled just thinking about spending a lifetime with Reese and Blane.

“Charlie?”

She shaded her eyes with her hand and followed the long, lean body standing in front her. Daniel held his hands up, palms out.

“Don’t shoot. I’m unarmed.” He opened his mouth, drawing his lips back to show his teeth. “See? No fangs.”

Was he the same man she’d shot twice? If so, he was more forgiving than she’d ever be. He sank onto the lounge beside her.

“I’m glad you came to see Shannon.”

She looked into his earnest face. “I am, too.”

“So, are we the horrible monsters you thought we were?”

She couldn’t tell if he was joking or not and decided to play it safe. “The jury’s still out. But at least I’m not afraid you’re going to hurt my sister.”

He shifted to face her. “Hurting Shannon would be the last thing I’d ever do. She’s my life.”

A lump formed in Charlie’s throat at his simple declaration of love. Glancing past him, she watched as Reese caught Blane in a headlock, playfully tussling like two overgrown boys. Would either Reese or Blane ever say the same about her?

“I don’t understand. How can you live as a werewolf?”

He tilted his head at her. Did everyone in Forever have that same habit?

“I know it’s difficult for you to get, but Anderson and I were born werewolves. To ask me how I can live like a werewolf is like me asking you how you can live as a woman.”

She shook her head. “It’s not the same thing. I don’t change into White Fang’s distant cousin whenever there’s a full moon.”

Daniel laughed, drawing the attention of her men, Anderson, and Shannon. Her men? She’d only dared to think of the Rawlins brothers as her men this morning, and yet the phrase already came to her so easily.

“First, we can change any time we want to and not just during a full moon. In fact, if I wanted to, I could change right this minute.” He held up his hands, palms out again. “Don’t worry. I won’t.”

“So why did you change the other day? Blane and Reese were afraid you’d come after me.”

He bowed his head then brought it back up to study her. “I’m sorry about that. But when you shot me, my instincts kicked in. I wasn’t going to hunt you down unless you’d shot Shannon or Anderson instead of me. Thankfully, because I’m a werewolf, I healed fast.” He shot her a crooked grin. “Both times.”

She took a sip of her tea to give her time to think. Daniel was charming, and she could easily see why her sister loved him. “But what about the future? What about children? Can Shannon still have the kids she’s always wanted?”

Daniel waved at Shannon, who was staring at them, her expression tight. “She’s worried that you won’t accept us, you know. She told me about the promise she made you. I hope it doesn’t come to that, but whatever Shannon decides, we’ll support her.”

He leaned back in the recliner. “As for children, yes, she can have as many as she wants. The only thing she has to remember is to not shift into her wolf form while she’s more than two months pregnant.”

Charlie sat up, her heart pounding, her breath taken by the realization of what he’d said. “Are you telling me that she’s a werewolf, too?”

The color drained from Daniel’s face. “Aw, shit. I thought she’d told you.”

Charlie was on her feet and rushing toward the front door. Daniel shouted at Shannon, but every sound around Charlie was muffled by the one thought repeating in her head.

Shannon’s a werewolf.

She kept moving, hurrying to get away from the awful truth without any idea where she was headed. She didn’t realize she was inside the house until she crumpled on the rug. Hugging herself, she sat on the floor, sobs racking her body as she wailed. If only she could cry away the sentence drowning out all other thoughts.

My sister’s a werewolf.

“Charlie?”

Shannon knelt beside her and tried to pull her into her arms, but Charlie pushed her away. “Don’t touch me.”

She wiped the tears from her cheeks and glared at her sister. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

The misery on Shannon’s face was nothing compared to the gnawing pain in her stomach.

“I love them. You can see that, can’t you? I saw your face outside. You saw how good we are together.”

She had, but did any of that matter? “What does that have to do with it? You didn’t have to become a werewolf to stay with them, did you? Did they force you to do it? Did they attack you and make you one of them? If they did, I swear I’ll kill them.”

The pain in her sister’s face disappeared. “Knock it off, Charlie, and grow the hell up. No, they didn’t force me to change and they didn’t attack me. They wouldn’t do that. Don’t you get it? I love them, and they love me. I want to live my life with them. I want to share in their lives. I wanted to become a werewolf.”

She stood, hands fisted and towering over Charlie. “And you know what? For the first time in my life, I’m happy. I’m not just going through the motions of living any longer. I’m really, honestly, totally happy. I have two amazing men who love me and accept me for who I am. They don’t expect anything from me, which is more than I can say about our parents. If you love me like you say you do, then you’ll accept them. It’s unconditional love, Charlie. You either love me as I am now, as a werewolf, or you really don’t love me at all.”

Charlie couldn’t find the words to argue with her. It hurt to think, to breathe, to move.

“That’s what real love is, Charlie. When you find someone you love more than yourself, you take them in any form they come in. I’m damn proud to be a werewolf and damn proud to be their mate.”

Shannon whirled around and headed for the front door. Charlie turned toward her as she came to a stop, her hand on the doorknob.

“I’ll always love you, Charlie, no matter who or what you are.” Pushing the screen door wide, Shannon marched down the front steps and into the arms of her two mates.

 

   

 

Charlie wasn’t sure how long or how far she’d walked. After Shannon left, she somehow managed to get on her feet. Like walking through a dream, she passed through the kitchen and out the back door. She vaguely remembered hearing Reese shouting at Shannon, questioning her about what had happened, but she didn’t turn back. Instead, she put one foot in front of the other and kept moving.

The sun was beginning its descent in the western sky. Using it like a beacon, she headed toward the changing colors floating above the horizon. Her mind was blank other than taking in the splendor of the sunset. Purples and blues filled the sky as the golden sun sank behind the ground. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she knew she should turn around before the light grew dimmer, but she’d lost control of her feet. She kept walking down the road then followed a path that led her away from the road and over the flat land.

My sister’s a werewolf. She’s mated to two werewolves.

As many times as her mind tried to comprehend it, she couldn’t quite get a grip on it. She still loved Shannon with all her heart. Maybe that would change if she saw her sister change like Daniel and Anderson did, but she doubted it would. Could she stand to stay around and find out?

Blane’s and Reese’s faces popped into her mind, giving her comfort. They’d accepted their friends as werewolves even to the point of defending them. Could her men help her do the same for her sister? Was acceptance just a matter of getting used to Shannon’s new life?

She walked on, stumbling once as the path grew more rugged with lots of large pebbles to trip over. The sun was almost gone and the light was going. A tingle at the back of her neck warned her to beware, urged her to turn around and hurry back the way she’d come. But she ignored it. Her heart hurt more than her feet did.

Memories flooded her with images of happier times with both her sisters. A seven-year-old Christine, still alive and laughing, pointed a water gun at her older sisters and squeezed the trigger, soaking their new party dresses. She smiled and remembered Shannon’s cheerful good-bye as Christine slipped into the waiting limo to be chauffeured off to college.

But the good memories were few and far between as other memories leaked to the forefront. Shannon’s tear-streaked face gazed up at her as she clung to Charlie and weathered another argument between their parents. Her mother had railed at their father, but it was his coldness, his uncaring that had been worse. Wasn’t that the worse kind of cruelty?

She’d seen a close friend of hers caught in a horrible relationship where the man had been physically abusive. Wasn’t he less of a man than Shannon’s lovers? Was Reese right? Was her definition of a man wrong?

Shannon was still the same gutsy, fun-loving, loyal sister she’d always been. Those qualities hadn’t gone away now that she could change her appearance.

It was true that Daniel and Anderson loved Shannon. She’d seen enough evidence of that during the day. She remembered the first time she’d seen them in their wolf forms, back in the vampire’s house. As she’d raised the gun and shot at Daniel, she’d seen them come together to block Shannon and keep her safe.

Charlie stopped as an idea hit her.

Reese and Blane. What about them?

She frowned. They were a lot like Daniel and Anderson. All the men were strong, virile, and exuded an extra quality that she couldn’t define. But it was a quality that spoke of confidence and their ability to handle any situation. They held themselves in a certain way, even tilting their heads in question much like a dog would do.

She sucked in a breath. Could it be true? Could Blane and Reese be werewolves, too? Didn’t it make sense that they were? Hadn’t she felt the same kind of connection to them that Shannon had described?

Her mouth parted as she tried to draw in regular breaths, and she could hear her pulse picking up speed, flooding her ears with the pounding of her heart. If they were werewolves, what did it mean for her?

She loved them. She didn’t know how or when it had happened, but she was certain of it. She loved them with every ounce of her being. More, she was sure they loved her back. Their actions, the way they made love to her spoke it as loudly as any words ever could. Hadn’t they already made a place in their home for her? Could she give that up if they were werewolves?

She turned around as the answer came. She’d love them no matter what they were, just as Shannon had said she loved her men. She didn’t care what form they kept, she’d love them until her dying breath.

The growl, low and mean, slammed her to a stop. She listened, trying her best not to make a sound, to not even breathe too loudly. The growl came again, but closer this time.

Is it one of the others? Maybe even Reese or Blane? Did they track me?

Yet she sensed that it wasn’t either the Holms boys or her men. She started moving, careful to keep any noise to a minimum. If she could make it back to the main road, she might have a chance of getting away before whatever had growled knew she was there.

Fear crawled into her spine then rolled through her limbs. She stiffened and found it difficult to get her legs to move. She’d acted like a fool by leaving the house and walking on her own. Although she was a city girl, she should’ve had enough sense not to be out in the middle of nowhere after dark.

She glanced around as she shuffled forward. Darkness had fallen fast, and the moon was only a sliver in the sky. She couldn’t see very far in front of her, but she kept going.

Just make it back to the main road. Don’t run. Don’t make any noise. You’re going to be all right.

Sweat dotted her forehead and ran a trickle down her back. If she shouted for help, would anyone hear her? She hadn’t heard another growl for several minutes. Had the animal gone in another direction?

Almost as soon as she’d finished the thought and breathed a sigh of relief, another growl floated to her. She gasped and spun around, stirring the rocks and dirt under her feet. The noise she made wasn’t much, but in the stillness of the night it sounded like the roar of a tornado. Swallowing back a cry, she hurried toward the main road.

Another growl sent her stumbling forward. She cried out and managed to stay on her feet, but she’d made even more noise than before. Her throat closed up as she straightened up and checked around her. Closing her eyes, she chanted a silent prayer for help.

Reese, help me. Please, Blane, come and find me.

The sound of dry dirt cracking under a heavy weight swiveled her to the left. She held her breath as another crack split the air. Squinting into the night, she tried to see what was coming at her, but it was too dark.

Summoning every bit of courage she had, she went on the offensive, her gut telling her it was her last chance before hell descended on her.

“Go away! Get lost! Whatever you are, you’d better get the hell away from me!”

She dragged in a ragged breath and readied herself for another shout when the sound of an evil chuckle made her freeze in place.

“Who’s out there? You don’t frighten me, so you might as well go home. Do you understand me? Go home!”

A noise behind her had her spinning around. Cold amber eyes that seemed to be floating in the darkness locked onto her. Evil glittered in the eyes, raking fear into her. She stepped back, her heel sliding off a rock and sending her falling backward.

She landed on her buttocks with her hands flat on the path. Shaking her hair back, she looked up to see an enormous bear bounding toward her. It rose onto its back legs, roaring its attack.






Chapter Ten
Charlie screamed and tried to fling her body away from the attacking beast. She rolled to the left, expecting to feel the agony of its claws ripping through her skin.

But the pain never came.

Growls of more than one animal erupted around her as she put her arms over her head to protect her face. The bear screeched again, but this time the sound was filled with rage.

Daring to take her arms away from her head, she sat on the ground, awestruck by the sight before her. The bear, larger than she’d have thought possible for any bear, raked its claws over the nearest werewolf.

Two golden werewolves lunged at the animal, striking wherever they could. They worked as a team, one moving in for the attack while the other retreated and circled to the other side of the bear. In and out they dodged, clawing into the bear’s hide then sinking their fangs into its fur.

The amber eyes of the werewolves matched the amber of the bear’s eyes, but they held an extra essence, an intelligence that she’d seen before. She gaped at them, knowing beyond a doubt that the two werewolves were Blane and Reese.

A hand closed over her mouth, muffling her scream. Shannon clutched her arm, making her turn to look at her, then took her hand off Charlie’s mouth. “Are you hurt? Did it scratch or bite you?”

Charlie shook her head and scanned her body, looking for any sign of injury, but found none. “No. I’m okay.”

Getting to her feet with help from her sister, Charlie refused to let her sister pull her away. “Let go. I’m not leaving them.”

Shannon yanked on her arm, but she yanked it away again. A growl from the left had her heart sinking. Was another bear about to strike? Instead, she found two other werewolves, their darker coats a striking contrast to the golden werewolves.

“Don’t worry. It’s Daniel and Anderson.”

“Then why aren’t they helping them? Four against one is better odds.”

Shannon nodded toward the three animals still fighting. “I don’t think your guys need any help.”

“I knew it was them.”

“But they’d want you to get out of harm’s way. Come on. I’ll lead you back to the ranch.”

She jerked her arm out of Shannon’s grip for a third time. “I said no. I’m not going anywhere until I know they’re going to be all right.”

Shannon smiled and hugged her. “I understand.” Taking one last glance at the fight, she hurried back to stand between the two dark werewolves. Lifting her hand in good-bye, she disappeared into the darkness.

Charlie gritted her teeth, determined to find a way to help her men against the bear. But when she turned back to them, she saw that they were doing fine on their own. Foam spilled from the bear’s mouth as it gasped for air. The werewolves circled it, and, without knowing why, she sensed that they were communicating to each other.

Were they going to kill it? Their lips were pulled back into snarls, but they made no effort to move in on it. The bear crouched low with its ears laid back and its tail hanging low. Blood covered its flanks and back with a large gash oozing blood down its neck. It snarled at the werewolves but didn’t attack.

“Reese. Blane.”

In the instant the werewolves looked at her, the bear lumbered away and into the dark. One werewolf started to go after it, but the other one blocked its way. Hanging their heads low, they turned their amber gazes toward her. She knelt on the ground, ignoring the rocks digging into her knees.

“It’s you, isn’t it? But you’re hurt. Let me help you.” She reached out for them, but they stayed where they were. “Tell me how to help you.”

The amber gazes locked onto her, their tails swishing back and forth. Each had bloody wounds where the bear had dug into their skin, but the injuries were already starting to heal. Soon only splattered blood remained on their fur.

“Show me that it’s you.”

At first she wasn’t sure they’d understood her. But when their bodies blurred, she rubbed her eyes to clear her vision. Her vision was fine. What was happening before her was real. The two golden werewolves were changing into men.

Their bodies blurred even more, and terrible cracking sounds had her holding her breath. Did transforming hurt that much?

They kept changing, their front legs morphing into arms while their hind legs grew longer, straightening until they stood on two feet. Claws disappeared into fingertips, and ears shortened. Their faces blurred again as their muzzles withdrew into the faces of the men she loved. Growling, they opened their mouths as their fangs shortened and became eye teeth. Skin flowed over their bodies, pushing the fur away. Soon, Reese and Blane stood before her.

Blane came to her first. He took her arms and looked her over then gazed into her eyes. Only a few amber flecks remained in the bright blue eyes she adored.

“Did he hurt you?” His voice was rasping as though the transition hadn’t made it to his vocal chords yet.

“I’m fine. You came to my rescue just in time.” She touched his cheek and wondered how she could’ve ever doubted staying with her men. “Wait. Did you call it a ‘he’?”

“That was a werebear.”

“A werebear? You mean like a werewolf, except as a bear?” How many more paranormal beings existed in the world?

“Yeah. They’ve gotten riled up lately after one of them got caught slaughtering cattle. But we thought that business was over.” Reese added a growl. “We need to tell Jackson about this.”

“We will, but I doubt that bear’s going to bother anyone anytime soon. Still, let’s get Charlie back home first.”

Reese snarled at her. “You’re an idiot, Charlie.”

“Reese, this can’t be easy for her,” warned Blane, but it didn’t do anything to stop the large man from stalking over to her.

He grabbed her by the arms, his fingers digging into her flesh. “Reese, you’re hurting me.”

“I should do a lot more than just grip your arms. I should put you over my lap and spank you until you can’t sit down for two days.”

She couldn’t help it. She had to smile.

His scowl deepened. “I was wrong. You’re not an idiot. You’re just plain crazy. Why the hell are you smiling?”

She got onto the tips of her toes and pressed her lips to his. At first he didn’t respond, but then he answered, pulling her to him. His tongue swept through her mouth, teasing her in a playful game of chase. Yet when she tried to push her tongue into his mouth, he pushed her away. Although his scowl was gone, confusion had taken its place.

“No. I can’t. Not until we know.”

Reese backed away, leaving her feeling alone. “Until you know what?”

“We have to know if you still want us, Charlie. Now that you know what we are.” Blane came close to her but didn’t try to touch her. “Not just as men, but as werewolves. We’re a package deal, too. If you accept one of us, you accept the other as your mate.”

She bit her lower lip and started to answer, but Blane held up his hand, quieting her voice.

“I know you liked what Shannon and her men have. I saw it in your face as you watched them today. But then you took off once you found out that she was a werewolf. If you can’t accept your sister, then what hope do we have that you’ll love us for who and what we are?”

“But—”

“No buts, Charlie. We’re werewolves. We can change whenever we like and for as long as we like. We have just one woman who fate has intended to be our mate. That’s you and only you. If you don’t think you can join us, if you don’t want to change into what we are, then we need to know right now. If you want to leave, we’ll take you back to your rental home and you’ll never see us again.”

“He’s right, Charlie. I can’t have you again until I know you’re ours.” Reese dragged a hand through his hair.

Their hopeful yet sad expressions tore at her heart. Everything she’d worried about, every horror she’d imagined was for nothing.

“We want to spend our lives with you and only you. We want to do everything we can to make your life fulfilled and happy. If you want to keep working, then you can. If you want to go back to Boston, then you can. We’ll die inside, but we’ll never force you to do anything you don’t want to do.” Blane’s eyes blazed with yearning.

Blane stalked away then pivoted to face her again. “Maybe we’ve been stupid for not saying this clearer or enough times, but we love you, Charlie Newman. You’re our mate, and we’re yours forever.”

“Blane, please understand—” She wanted to take him into her arms but didn’t think he’d let her.

“No. I won’t understand. If you turn us down, I’ll let it drop and never bother you again.” His face contorted into a mask of pain. “But I’ll never understand it. You can’t ask us to do that.”

“Please, Reese, make him listen—”

“Tell us, Charlie. Give us your answer.” Blane’s tone had dropped lower, his voice a whisper. “Come on, Charlie, tell—”

Reese grabbed his brother by the hair and yanked hard. Blane yelped then whirled into a fighting stance. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

Reese ignored his brother’s snarl. “Bro, you talk too much. Will you shut the hell up and let her say what she’s been trying to say?”

The men, her men turned to her for her answer. “My answer is”—she darted her gaze between the two large and very naked men—“yes.”

Had they heard her? She giggled, more out of nerves than the strange looks on their faces. “Guys?”

“She said yes.” Blane glanced at his brother. “She said yes.”

Reese’s mouth spread wide to give her one of his rare grins. “Yeah. I heard.”

Both men started toward her but came to a stop when she held up one finger. “I say yes on one condition.”

Reese’s grin died, but Blane still held his. “What’s with you and your conditions?”

Blane whacked his brother’s chest. “Who cares? What’s the condition?”

“My condition is this.” Her gaze slid lower, taking in their large yet flaccid cocks. “I want you to make love to me under the night sky. Then after we finish, I want you to do whatever you have to do to change me.”

Reese and Blane looked at each other and answered as one voice. “Deal.”

She was dragged upward and was hanging over Reese’s shoulder before her brain could register the fact that he’d started moving toward her. She laughed as Blane followed his brother.

“Where are we going?” Hanging over Reese’s shoulder didn’t give her a way to see where they were headed.

“We’re getting off the path and over to a place that’s softer to lie on. Are you sure you don’t want to go back to our ranch?”

“Blane?”

“Yeah, bro?”

“Shut the fuck up.”

She grinned at Blane and reached out for him as she bounced against Reese’s back. Their fingertips touched and, as always, the electric sizzle erupted between them. As if having to stand and look at their muscular physiques and long cocks hadn’t already started her pussy juices flowing, the connection she felt with each man sent her lust soaring.

Reese lowered her feet to the ground. “Strip. Now.”

She took her shirt and pulled it slowly over her torso, giving them a show. But they were too hungry to wait. Reese tore her shirt away while Blane lifted her feet and tugged her shoes off. Together they rid her of every stitch of clothing, leaving her naked and vulnerable. But her vulnerability vanished when she gazed into their eyes and saw the love they had for her.

She sank to her knees in front of them and licked the palms of her hands. Reese stiffened while Blane arched his pelvis forward, but both men’s focus was on her. Wrapping her fingers around each cock, she slid her hands down to the curly bases. At once, their cocks sprang to life, growing fuller and thicker with each stroke.

She pumped them harder and flicked her tongue over the tip of each mushroomed head. They were silent except for their heavy breathing. Each time she leaned toward one of them, he’d run his fingers through her hair and try to keep her with him. But the other brother wanted his share, too, and would draw her back to his side.

“Easy, guys. I have enough mouth for both of you.”

Their chuckles warmed her almost as much as the sight of the blue-veined dicks pointing right at her. She dragged Reese’s cock into her mouth first and closed her eyes. Circling her tongue around him, she brought in his unique taste, committing it to memory. He growled when she withdrew his cock and traded it for Blane’s. They tasted similar, but each man’s flavor was different enough to be distinct. Reese’s had a tangy flavor while Blane’s was spicier.

She urged them to move closer together and kept gliding her hand along Reese’s cock as she dragged Blane’s dick in and out of her mouth. Both men had a hand entwined in her hair, caressing her as they held her to them.

She released Blane’s cock with a loud pop then cast a glance at the men. Giving them a mischievous smile, she moved back and forth between them, nibbling on Reese’s cock then switching to Blane’s. She tasted pre-cum and swirled her tongue over the tip of Blane’s cock.

“Damn, woman, you’re wilder than I’d hoped.”

She sucked in Reese’s cock then dragged her teeth over the flexible skin as she cupped his balls with one hand and stroked Blane’s cock with her other hand. She’d show him wild tonight and every night after.

“Charlie, I need more than a hand job.” Blane’s voice was filled with yearning as he closed his hand over hers and eased her hand off his cock.

“Speak for yourself, bro.” Reese thrust his hips toward her, driving his cock deeper into her mouth.

“Fine. That just leaves more pussy for me.” Blane edged to her side and fell to his knees. He fondled her breast and slid his other hand over her bottom and into the crease between her butt cheeks. “Her pussy and her ass.”

Reese snarled and pulled his cock away from her. “Not a chance, bro. Not a chance.”

“Hey. How about what I want?” Her complaint held no real grumble to it. As long as they made love to her any way they wanted, she’d love it.

Reese’s eyes were flecked with amber. “You know what? I think our girl needs a lesson.”

“A lesson about what? Making love?” She laughed at the ridiculousness of his statement. “I don’t think so.”

“Not about love. You’re very good at that. I’m talking about listening to your mates.”

“Reese is right. That’s the way it is in our world. The men call the shots and the woman obeys. You need to learn that.” Blane moved his hand to dip a finger into her butt hole. “Plus, I think you need a consequence for running off like that.”

“I didn’t run off. I just needed time to think.”

Reese shook his head. “Doesn’t matter what you wanted. You could’ve gotten killed or worse.”

“What’s worse than killed?” A tickle of nervousness tightened her body.

“What if he’d bitten you? He could’ve changed you into a werebear.” Blane bent over to slide his tongue along her shoulder.

She drew in a quick breath, suddenly aware of how close she’d come to losing it all. Nervous, she glanced at the darkness around them. “Are you sure we’re safe here? Do you think he’ll come back?”

“Naw. He’s probably still licking his wounds.” Blane took a good hard look around them. “We’re safe.”

“You still deserve a punishment.” Reese sank to the ground. “Get on your hands and knees.”

She did as he asked. Blane moved to one side of her while Reese scooted to the other side. Each man laid his hand on a butt cheek.

“Don’t ever leave us again.”

The whack of Reese’s hand against her bare bottom jolted her. She yelped as tiny spirals of pain spread into her butt cheek.

“Never go out at night by yourself.”

She readied herself for the next slap, but it didn’t help. She cried out again as Blane struck her butt with a sound slap.

“If you ever leave us, we’ll track you down and make you pay.”

She wanted to ask Reese what he meant but didn’t have time before she was crying out again. If having them punish her like they were doing now was how they’d make her pay, then she wanted to run away tomorrow.

Her buttocks tingled where they’d struck her, but she couldn’t deny that she loved it. Her juices had already started flowing down her legs. She wiggled her butt, enticing them to slap it again.

Reese answered her wiggle with another slap then reached under and took a breast. Catching her nipple between two fingers, he twisted it, sending delightful zings of pain into her breast.

“You’re ours from now until we all die. Do you understand that, Charlie?”

Her yes morphed into a yelp as Blane whacked her butt again and cupped a hand over her mons. She dipped her head to watch him slide a finger between her pussy lips. He massaged the slickened skin around her clit, teasing her by not rubbing against the tender bundle of nerves.

Another slap from each man sent her to her elbows. Blane moaned and drove his finger into her dark hole. She mewled but didn’t try to get away. Instead, she wanted him to replace his finger with his cock.

Reese pulled her hair to make her lift her head. He’d moved back in front of her and his cock was an inch from her face. “Suck on it, babe. Make it sound like you’re loving it.”

She drew in his cock and whipped her tongue around the broad expanse. Moaning her pleasure, she rocked back and forth. Reese gripped her hair with both hands and kept her mouth on him.

“That’s it. Suck on him.” Blane’s voice was coated with lust. “You can go wild with your lust now. Drag your teeth on his cock then tell us to fuck you.”

She held Reese’s cock between her teeth and eased him out of her mouth, taking care not to bite down too hard. “Fuck me. I need you to fuck me.”

“We will, I promise. But don’t you dare come until we tell you to.”

She opened her mouth for Reese to put his cock back into her mouth. Moaning, she tried to hold onto him, entrapping him with the muscles of her mouth like her cunt muscles would do to his cock.

She’d never had even one man who wanted her as much as they did. The realization thrilled her. Sensations she’d never experienced before made her body tremble with need. She’d do whatever her men wanted her to do and love every moment of it.

Another slap to her bottom sent a fresh flood of her juices between her legs. She growled low in her throat.

“Listen to her. She already sounds like one of us.” Reese eased away from her. “I can see your handprint on her sweet, pretty ass.”

At last, Blane dragged his finger over her clit, rubbing hard until she was squirming to come. She cried out and bent her head again to watch his hand move in and out of her pussy.

“Tell me what you want me to do, babe.” Reese was panting, his tone low and needy.

“Fuck me. I want both of you to fuck my brains out.”

Blane laughed and shoved a finger deep into her pussy and began pumping her with quick hard thrusts. Her arms shook as a small orgasm ripped free.

“Didn’t we tell you not to come until we told you?”

She squealed as Reese picked her up and brought her to her feet with her back to him. Wrapping his arm underneath, he cupped her breasts with his other hand and rubbed his callused fingertip over her taut nipple. “Better get a taste of her cream, bro.”

Blane pushed her legs apart and pressed his face against her pussy. He inhaled first then slid his tongue between her folds and dragged it along her slit in a long, slow lick.

The heat in her abdomen roared to a fire only they could stop. Reaching behind her, she took hold of Reese’s hair and held on. Pain-filled stabs of pleasure spread outward from her pussy and her breast to meet in the middle of her stomach.

She’d never been handled so roughly before, but she loved it. Yet if they didn’t give her their cocks soon, she’d break apart into a million aching pieces.

Blane lapped at her juices and sucked on her clit. She squirmed and spread her legs wider. Reese’s cock pressed against her ass as she pushed against him, urging him to take her from behind.

Blane pulled away and stood in front of her. Even in the dim light from the moon she could see the evidence of her essence around his mouth. She parted her lips as he crushed his mouth to hers. Pulling his tongue into her mouth, she wrapped her arms around Blane’s neck as Reese let go of her. She fell against him, rubbing her tits against his hard chest. He gripped her hair at the nape of her neck and held the kiss.

“Hey, no hogging.”

Blane broke the kiss and planted a quick peck on her cheek. “Fair’s fair, babe.” He turned her around, easing his arms under hers then putting his hands over her breasts.

Reese grinned and grabbed her legs to lift her off the ground. Blane held on to her as Reese wrapped her legs around his waist.

“It’s a good thing we have a lifetime to share, because I can’t last much longer tonight.” Reese’s face was tight with his effort to control his climax.

She shook her head, not denying their future together but refusing to believe the night’s ecstasy should ever end.

Reese’s blue eyes shone with bits of amber. Easing his cock against her pussy, he hesitated for only a moment before ramming his cock inside her pussy.

Her body responded, sending another orgasm splintering into her. Reese thrust hard into her, his roar deafening as he dug his fingers into her legs and rammed into her again. He was huge and thick, and she swore she could feel the end of him all the way to the back of her throat.

Her pussy walls clamped around him, snaring his cock only to lose it again. She cried out and clasped her hands over Blane’s. Suspended in the air, she couldn’t move, couldn’t push against Reese, and it was driving her crazy.

She gritted her teeth and ground out her words. “Fuck me, Reese. Make me yours.”

Blane twisted her nipples and nibbled the back of her neck then her shoulders. “Better do as she says, because I’m going to want my turn next.”

Reese kept his gaze glued to her as he plunged into her again and again. Although it was night, sweat beads formed along his brow as he worked into her, driving hard then pulling out slowly.

“My turn.”

A challenge swept over Reese’s face, and he glowered at his brother. Charlie tried to reach out to Reese to keep him inside her, but he pulled out. He dropped her feet and pulled her into his arms.

Blane dropped to the ground then patted his lap. Helping her over to him, Reese lowered her onto his brother’s lap. In one easy move, Blane slid his cock inside her pussy. She arched as he drove hard and deep.

Charlie gasped and held onto his shoulders. Reese stood behind her and moved her hair away from her shoulders.

“Ride him, Charlie. Ride him hard.”

She arched her back, giving her breast to Blane. Fangs eased over his lower lip, and her heart fluttered. Was it time for them to change her?

 

   

 

Blane had been sure before, but tonight had solidified the truth that she was their mate. In a brief time, she’d taken their hearts and made them hers. He’d heard that was the way it went when a werewolf found his mate, but he hadn’t truly believed it until Charlie had walked into his life.

Blane held onto her nipple with his teeth as he dug his fingers into her fleshy ass. Her breasts bounced as he thrust into her, bucking her like a bronc trying to throw its rider. Her eyes were half-closed, and he wondered if she’d seen the tips of his fangs.

He was ready to make her their mate, but was she? Reese caught his meaningful look and asked what he couldn’t.

“Charlie, are you sure you want us?”

Blane smiled at the are you kidding me? expression she gave Reese then nibbled on her shoulder, testing her skin to see where he’d bite her. He drove his cock into her again and knew the time had come for him to release and make her his. Every thrust, every move, every moan was a sign that it was time.

Groaning against her shoulder, Blane fell over, taking her with him. Reese didn’t hesitate and lay down beside her. Keeping his cock inside her, Blane watched her face and knew the moment Reese eased into her butt hole.

She moaned the keening sound that heralded another climax as he and his brother drove their cocks deep inside her. Her pussy clenched around his cock, and, from the rapture he saw on Reese’s face, he knew the tight ringed muscles of her anus were doing the same to his cock.

Together the three of them moved as though they were three parts to one puzzle. Only the sounds of their heavy breathing disturbed the night. Reese’s hand was on her hip, helping to guide his cock while Blane kept her breasts pushed against his chest.

All at once, she froze, her eyes widening. Moaning, she grabbed hold of his arm and stiffened as her body readied to release. Behind her Reese paused then growled as he pushed inside her one last time and roared his climax. Blane’s balls tightened as his orgasm took hold of him and he lost control.

They came within seconds of each other, the two men with their cocks buried deep within their new mate and the woman holding them together. Blane’s orgasm shook him to his core, and he knew it was time.

Opening his mouth, he turned his head to her left shoulder and sank his fangs into her neck. She screamed then added a second scream as Reese bit into her right shoulder.






Chapter Eleven
Charlie couldn’t wait to see Shannon. She’d lain in bed for two days after Reese and Blane had bitten her, changing her into a werewolf. Although she didn’t remember much during that time, coming in and out of consciousness every once in a while, she did remember the way her men had taken care of her.

Whenever Reese was away, Blane was there. Then Reese would take over and tell her where Blane was. They’d managed to move her personal belongings out of the rental home and into her new home. She’d overheard arguing with a voice she recognized as Richmand, the owner of the rental home, but once Blane had promised they’d pay off the remainder of her rental agreement, he’d gone away satisfied.

Her men took good care of her. They urged her to drink and eat, even going so far as to bring her meals to her on a tray with a single red rose in a bud vase. Other flowers filled her bedroom, and Reese explained in a slightly embarrassed manner that he and Blane were responsible for the multitude of floral arrangements. He laughed when she told him her room looked like either a hospital room or a funeral parlor, but she loved that they’d given her so many flowers.

Charlie gazed out the window at the moon overhead and wished it was a full moon. But she couldn’t wait any longer. She and her men were going to run tonight.

“Charlie, get your sweet ass moving.”

She grinned at Reese’s blunt command. He was a hard shell with a soft filling. She’d never tell him that or he’d try to prove her wrong.

“We’re ready whenever you are.”

Blane was the opposite side of the twin coin. He was even tempered and always tried to compromise, but he was one badass werewolf when he needed to be.

She dropped her robe to the floor and hurried down the stairs. Blane and Reese waited for her at the bottom and, as they always did, slid their hot and loving gazes over her naked body.

“You’re beautiful. More gorgeous than a full moon.” Blane’s eyes sparkled as he waited for her, his cock already at full force.

“Yeah. What he said.” Reese licked his lips, signaling his desire.

She held up a finger. “Oh, no you don’t, you two. We are not missing another run so you two can fuck me. I need to see my sister, and you’re not going to stop me.”

“Listen to her give the orders.” But Blane’s wink told her he wasn’t angry.

“Maybe she needs another lesson,” joked Reese.

“Like hell I do.” She bounded the rest of the way down the stairs then jogged to the right, dodging their attempts to catch her. Becoming a werewolf had made her as fast as they were. She laughed, shifting as she raced to the back door.

The transformation was hard, the pain of her bones breaking and re-forming slowing her down, but she remembered what the men had told her, and she pushed through the ordeal. By the time she ran out the door, she’d changed into her dark-brown werewolf form.

She loved running at night. Her sensitive hearing picked up sounds she’d never heard before while new scents hit her nose and thrilled her senses. Her padded feet struck the ground, and, although she ran as hard as she could, Reese and Blane in their werewolf bodies soon caught up with her. They loped together, their tongues lolling out of the mouths, toward the meeting place the Holms cousins had suggested.

Charlie rounded the corner of the road and skidded to a stop. Her sister, her yellow fur shining under the moonlight, greeted her by playfully nipping at her. The men, their human personalities showing through, greeted each other by bumping into each other or rolling in a quick wrestling match.

Shannon pushed at her side, urging her to get farther from the males. Not understanding what her sister was up to, Charlie followed her anyway until they’d gone back around the bend in the road.

Shifting, Shannon stood up, unashamed in her beautiful human body. Charlie did the same, curious to see what her sister wanted.

“You’d better hope no one comes around the bend and sees two naked women standing in the middle of the road.”

Her sister’s laugh was bright and airy. “It won’t be the first time it’s happened. But folks around here take it in stride.”

Charlie squinted at her sister. “What’s going on? You’ve got some news, don’t you? Is it our father or mother?”

“Ack. No, thank goodness. What I have to share is good news.”

“Then tell me already. The guys aren’t going to wait on us much longer.” She crossed her arms over her chest, shielding her as well as helping to keep her nervous excitement at bay.

“This is the last time I’m going to go running for a while.” Shannon’s eyes sparkled.

Charlie’s excitement died. “But why? What’s the matter?”

Shannon looked back toward where the men were then put a finger to her lips. “I haven’t told Anderson or Daniel yet, so you have to keep this a secret. I’ve only known for two days.”

“You’re killing me. Will you please just tell me? Won’t they let you run? Or are they sex fiends like my men? They go wild with lust every time I come near them.”

Shannon arched an eyebrow. “You sound more like Blane every day.”

“I do? How?”

“Because you’re talking so much I can’t get a word in to tell you my good news.”

Charlie opened her mouth to speak then closed it and mimicked locking it with a key.

“Good.” Shannon took Charlie’s hands as a tear rolled down her cheek. “Charlie, you’re going to be an auntie.”

Charlie’s eyes grew wide as she let out a shriek and brought her sister into a big hug. “I can’t believe it. You’re having a baby.”

Shannon pushed her away just as the men came running. Reese changed into his human body while the others split up and surrounded the women as though guarding them from some unseen danger. Shannon shot Charlie a stern look then shifted, turning into a beautiful golden werewolf.

“Are you two okay? Why did you scream?” Reese skimmed his hands along her arms.

Charlie gave him a sly smile and pulled away. “I thought I saw a snake. You know. Like the one at the pond. Come on, guys. Are we running or not?”

Ready for the pain of changing, she shifted and dropped onto four paws. Reese did the same. She whirled around then slid next to her sister. Once their men had grouped around them, the sisters threw back their heads and howled. Breaking into a lope, they led their men as they ran under the moon.
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