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Adrienne looked through the window, through the trees, and saw light quiet snow falling. Her eyes settled on the reflection of her soon-to-be new husband sleeping soundly, and she knew she had made a mistake. 

It wasn’t the wedding or the honeymoon which made her nerves uneasy and her neck tighten. Her mother had planned everything. A honeymoon in Hawaii would be nice, she thought. But that’s a crazy reason to marry someone. She had met Paul in high school when she let it be known around school, that whoever had the biggest penis in their senior class would get a blow job, although not necessarily from her. It never happened. It was a prank, and she confessed to him, because she needed a date for the prom. They dated her senior year and went off to college together. 

“You’re supposed to marry in college,” her mother said. “You have the same interests.” They did, they loved hiking, camping, and cycling, but there had to be more to it than reading the same books, and all that other stuff. What about sex, isn’t that important too? she thought. They had to be compatible when it came to sex, and there were a lot of things lacking in that department, including misrepresenting the size of his manhood. 

She could enjoy lots of sex every day, if it happened, but it didn’t. Adrienne came to realize that Paul was a once-a-month kind of guy, if that, which seemed strange for a virile and active young man. 

He stated that it would be advisable to wait until they were married. Isn’t that a woman’s line? Wait until we’re married, Adrienne thought. She took a second look at Paul, clothed in a pair of pajamas with pictures of sail boats in varied colors, lying with his back to her. This is it, she thought, and tiptoed quietly across the floor, throwing a few clothes into an overnight bag. She crept out of their apartment through the fresh new snow.

Struggling to put her key in the ignition, cranking up the car, her old Honda groaned, and she grimaced. Her eyes were narrow slits of determination, but she still thought Paul would catch her before she aimed the car east, going home. It had been a mistake living with Paul and agreeing to marry him, one she would soon rectify. No invitations had been sent out, no hearts had been broken, probably not even Paul’s. His days were filled working on his thesis, something about why sex before marriage ruined said marriage. How about why no sex makes for a boring life, boring relationships, and divorce, Adrienne thought. 

Why would he bat an eye when he found out she wasn’t in their bed? He wouldn’t even notice that she had left until Sunday and today was Friday. 

Paul would get up Saturday morning, take a shower, dress in his mom jeans, eat some of that green shit he mixed up to drink for breakfast, and head to his Saturday classes. Then, he would go out to a bar with his drunken, overachieving friends, and it would be Sunday before he woke up on the floor or couch of their apartment. 

The sky was dark, except for a brilliant large moon, no stars, but she hadn’t noticed them in years. She was too busy with her studies, which almost compensated for the lack of attention, and lack of arousal that Paul was capable of undertaking, since she had been raped.

Adrienne had been raped one year to the day tomorrow, a Saturday night, and Paul was sleeping like now, and said he had heard nothing. He didn’t hear when his frat brothers sneaked into their room as Adrienne slept alone, while he was in the next room on the sofa passed out. He didn’t hear her screams as they each took turns with her.

In the dead of night, she glanced at the full moon. It signaled the beginning of a new life. Nevertheless, it was dangerous for a woman to be driving alone, especially going east on I-80. She lived outside of Lake Tahoe, and as she drove with the music loud, she hummed, sang, and swayed to the music, happy to be free from the marriage obligation, and Paul with his dead, deaf, dull ass. 

Now, she had to concentrate, and look hard for the turnoff south to Lake Tahoe. With dark forest on both sides of her, and the snow on the road, it proved difficult. The elevation was six thousand feet up in the mountains on a slippery road, with snow still falling hard. Driving slowly, because her tires weren’t that great, no snow tires or chains, she inched along. A two-hour drive from Sacramento, California, turned into a three-hour drive. 

Her phone rang. She turned to it, “I’m not answering.” She yelled at her purse. “I know it’s you, Paul, but I’m not listening, and I’m not answering.” Adrienne had been sure he wouldn’t notice her disappearance, but somehow, it looked like he had. “Did your dick suddenly get hard after six months?” She screamed over the music, talking to her purse as if it was Paul.

She turned her head to face the road. The snow fell in large flakes the size of a silver dollar. To the side of the narrow highway, a snow-covered sign appeared. She crawled by without seeing it. She hadn’t been traveling too fast to see it, never mind read the sign, but without street lights, all she could see was what was ahead. The windshield was quickly covering with snowflakes and the wipers slowing down. 

“I forgot to change the wiper blades, oh shit,” she shouted, pounding on the steering wheel. The phone rang again. She turned her head for a few seconds, and when she switched it back, a large buck sprang across her path, and hot on his heels, a wolf. “Oh God,” she said, as she swung the wheel. All she could see was the dark trunk of a tree coming into focus through the snow, she heard a crash, and everything went fuzzy, then dark.

Adrienne’s old gray Honda hit the deer... or the wolf... and a tree. It was hard to tell which did the most damage. 

The Honda had lasted through four years of high school, going to the movies, and carrying her friends everywhere. Four years of college, with Paul using it when his old Toyota finally gave out, because of excessive abuse, but it took only one deer or wolf—it didn’t matter which—to permanently disable and destroy her silver Honda. 

Waking up, Adrienne shook her head, blinked her eyes to see her car angled to the side near a ravine, broken and helpless. She loved that car. It was like a friend. It lay teetering on its right side. She sat up and shook her head to clear it, sucked in air, then passed her hand over her face. Eyes still working, no cuts in her face, just a slight bruise to the knee from the steering wheel. She was stiff, but she was used to that. It was no worse than taking a ten-mile hike up and down a small mountain. She sighed.

“Wow. It could have been worse,” she said. 

She adjusted her skirt, which should have been layered over her exercise pants. It had slid up and wrapped around her breasts. She breathed clear frigid air coming in from her front window, unfastened her seatbelt, and tried to open the door, pushing and pushing, but it wouldn’t budge. She would have to climb out through the front window, but she was afraid the car would tip over. “Ah, hell, can this get worse?”

Adrienne thought the deer had broken it, but that couldn’t be. It was as if someone pulled it from its frame. She tried lowering down the window near the driver’s side, but it would go only so far, so she took off her shoe and pounded on the window, until it fell from its gears, but still it slipped only a few inches. 

In a moment of confusion, with one shoe in her hand, she made the decision to climb through the front window on to the hood. She hoisted herself over the steering wheel, headfirst. Heaven help her if she slipped. She moved gingerly, holding on to the raised hood, swinging her body around to the left, and sliding off little by little, until her feet hit the ground.

One headlight from her damaged car flickered on and off, illuminating a trail ahead. Taking a minute to count her blessings for the full moon reflecting on the snow, she turned to face the path ahead of her. She spotted a large pool of blood and panicked. Could she have been hurt? she wondered. She knew she hadn’t, but something had, and a wounded wolf—if it was—that was a mean beast, so she began running. When she stopped, she was standing in the middle of a dense forest. 

There was no way she could get out of this wilderness, except to try to climb back to the highway, but that appeared impossible. 

Then, she remembered, she hadn’t taken her phone. She turned to rush back, but all she heard was her car tumbling over and over, finally making a wheezing sound, as if taking its last breath. Going back to the car was now no longer possible, because her old Honda lay buried in its final resting place—a deep gorge—and likely soon would be covered in deep snow. 

“What the fuck do I do now?” she murmured. She stood looking, and not believing what she saw. “What the fuck just happened?” She walked dazed in a circle, breathing hard. 

“I’m going to find my way out. I can’t be afraid. The moon’s bright, and the snow’s soft. I can see a little, so I’m just going to walk. There must be a house nearby. I can’t be far from the interstate,” she said to herself as she ambled along, stumbling through long grass, and bumping into trees. 

She wandered through the thick forest, trying to stay on a path of Indian trails. She wasn’t sure where they would lead, but she had no choice. She could feel the temperature dropping. It was cold and she began to shiver. 

I’m going to die in this wilderness. 

She didn’t know how long she had been walking. “Where am I?” she mumbled. Adrienne stopped, bent forward to catch her breath, with her hands holding on to her thighs. The freezing air didn’t help, and she wasn’t dressed for this season, skirt over exercise pants, and jean jacket over a cotton shirt. Thank goodness, she was smart enough to layer, but she wasn’t smart enough to stay off the highway at night. Finally, the snow stopped, but it was still bitterly cold. The weather changes overnight at this elevation, she thought. She tucked her hands under her arms, rocking back and forth.

After lumbering around for three hours, tired and hungry, she looked around for a place to sleep. Gathering the leaves on the ground, and with fallen limbs from the pine trees, she made a bed, then she covered herself with more branches, and lay down. She was just so tired. She prayed that whatever animal stumbled across her would eat her quickly. She didn’t want to suffer. Curled up under a tree, with the sounds of the forest, and noise in the trees from bugs, a wolf growling and calling in the distance kept her on edge. 

Fighting off large ants had taken up her night. Sleeping near a tree was the worst decision she had ever made, second was Paul. 

When she woke the next day, her body had bug bites on her arms and legs, but she was alive, although hungry and thirsty. The sun was high in the sky, and she knew it must have been almost noon. The day had dawned mild, better than yesterday, and with no falling snow and daylight, at least she could see.

Standing, she saw a large ranch way in the distance. It was marked off by a huge white fence that stretched for miles. She couldn’t make out the name of the ranch on the fence, it was just way too far away. Set against a mountain range, a house backed up against it with tall pine trees almost hiding it from visitors. She had to make a decision. Should I risk going to that ranch, which could take days to reach without any food, or try to look for food? 

Adrienne knew something about survival in the wilderness, not much, but she knew enough to know she had to find fresh water. She knew by the terrain and the mountain ranges that water was plentiful, but where? And how long would it take to find some? But, she also knew that where there was water, there would be predatory animals. With her small frame, she would look like a helpless deer. 

She turned, walking through thick brush and trees, a mountain towered in front of her. She didn’t know how she could climb it, or if she attempted it, what would be on the other side. It wasn’t as good an option as the notion of walking through acres of ranchland to reach the house. The house could be vacant if she made it, and there were dogs to consider. A ranch as large as that, would have dogs to protect the livestock from wolves. She had still not decided, when she heard rushing water over the sound of her thoughts. 

“A lake? Or a river?” she said. She perked up. She could survive on water, but hunger would consume her thoughts, and without food her body would weaken. She would take one day at a time, and this day had just begun. “I’m alive,” she said, smiling, which was all she was concerned about now. She hadn’t been attacked and eaten by wild animals as she slept. 

“Take one day at a time,” she repeated, as she tottered along.

Through the trees, she saw something white dart across her path with lightning speed. “It’s a wolf,” she said. “A huge white wolf with blood oozing from its paws,” she murmured. Hearing a loud wolf cry, her hands shook and she broke into a run, which was ridiculous. How could she outrun a wolf? If it was hurt, she might have a chance. And don’t they run in packs? That was another question that worried her. “What’s the use,” she said, out of breath and slowing to a walk.

Was she seeing things? Adrienne was sure she had seen something. She slogged along the trail leading into a clearing, but the trail was deceptive. She had been walking for hours, and still she hadn’t reached the water. 

The noise from her stomach made sounds animals could pick up from a distance. Yet, she kept walking, what else could she do? Just lie down and die? That wasn’t an option. She didn’t want to be prey to the next animal on its noonday hunt looking for lunch.

As she glanced around, she remembered this area. She had read about it in books about legends and myths, and how the families who lived in the area for centuries, talked of werewolves. How they had integrated into the population of humans, and became upstanding respectable citizens, like businessmen, mayors, or governors, where humans couldn’t tell them from regular people. She dismissed that thought. Who believes in werewolves? she thought. 

The small lake appeared closer now. When it finally came into view, she stumbled from the weakness in her legs. She felt the urge for water, and she ran a little, but stopped. In the wilderness, animals hunted prey at water holes. She knew the dangers of the water. Snakes, wolves, and mountain lions could be lurking about. “Where is that huge white wolf?” she murmured, turning to look behind her. Adrienne decided to take cover behind a large boulder, until she could see if it was all clear. Only then, would she venture near the water. 

*** 
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Crouching behind a rock for half of the day, the sun lowered behind the mountain range, Adrienne made a dash for the lake. She reached its edge where a small stream stretched out near its mouth. She lay down and cupped a handful of sparkling fresh water. Then she bent her head and lapped up a mouthful. Her eyes raising, they caught a glance of a waterfall just upstream, and on the cliff, she saw it, standing at the top of the falls, a magnificent white wolf. He lifted his head and let out a chilling howl, making the hair on her body tingle. 

On her hikes with Paul, she noted that sometimes waterfalls hid entrances to caves. She had to get there to check, because she needed the protection from the elements. She knew she couldn’t make it outside with the chill of the nights, and with that wolf tracking her. 

Indians were known to inhabit some of those caves years ago, she thought, getting to her feet, and walking in the direction of the rushing falls. 

There are many dangers in caves, bears hibernating with young cubs, and bats, but it was far better than sleeping out in the opening. She never even considered a den of wolves.

She had to do something. 

She trudged on toward the waterfall. Whenever you were traveling on foot, everything appeared to be farther than it actually was. Eventually, she reached the waterfall, and as she had thought, it cloaked a cave. She picked up a stick. 

“If I have to go, I’m not going easy,” she said, holding it out in front of herself. 

Standing at the mouth of the cave, still hesitant to enter, she thought, if this is a bear’s cave, there’s no way I am walking out of here. Once again, she had no choice? Slowly and cautiously, she entered. 

“So far so good,” she whispered. With her stick in her hand, she walked through to another chamber. Inside the main chamber of the cave, to her surprise were embers left over from a fire. A man made this fire, she noted. She gave out a contented sigh of relief. Worn out and scared, she fell on the large black bear rug in front of the failing fire, unable to stop her fatigue from pulling her into sleep. 

***  
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Adrienne woke feeling stiff and uneasy. Turning her head and body was a chore. She wasn’t used to sleeping on the ground. The embers from the fire no longer provided light and warmth in the dark, dank cave, but something was keeping her warm, although in her semiconscious state, she couldn’t work out what. Then she heard hoarse breathing near her, next to her face. Close. Too close.

Then a moan, the moaning of a hurt animal, the sound like that of a large dog whimpering. She was afraid to move, she was afraid to breathe, but she stretched her left hand out to feel, and pushed herself to her feet, but instead, she touched on something warm and furry. Unlike the dead bear rug, it had a heartbeat. She jumped to her feet, stick in hand. Its white fur lightening up the area where she slept. She peered down at a large white wolf stretched out beside her, its body searching for warmth from the cold, damp cave. 

No movement from the animal. She poked it with the stick and still nothing. By the amount of blood seeping from its large shoulder, it had been hurt, and loss of blood could be the reason for its lack of movement. Its hind leg was severely injured and small cuts were visible on its front paws, with blood oozing slowly from the open wounds. It was in bad shape, otherwise, she would most likely have been its food. 

She peered at it while it lay, whining and helpless. 

“It’s a male,” Adrienne said, her voice low. “A lone wolf.” Judging by his enormous shoulders, paws, hind legs, and genitals, its body stretched from head to toe over six feet long. The largest wolf she had seen outside of a movie.

She felt sorry for him at that moment. This magnificent creature, with a face almost human, his large eyes, its beautiful shaped wide mouth. His fur the color of polar ice. 

“How can anyone hurt such a handsome animal?” she said, bending to rub his stomach, and rake her fingers through his silken fur, which was covered in blood and had a sickly pink color near his paws and hind legs. She continued rubbing his belly and he responded to her soothing touch with a soft moan. He tried opening his eyes and raising his head, but it fell at once in the same spot.

She caught a glimpse of its eyes on his second try to right his head, sad, and blue as a freshwater lake. Adrienne rushed to the waterfall and cupped her hands, catching some of the water. Dashing back, she knelt near his mouth, and poured the water into it. His large tongue began to respond, and he lapped it up. She did the same thing a few more times, until she saw his chest moving up and down more regularly. 

Daylight finally hit the waterfall, providing dim light through the rushing water. Now, she could see, she could walk around, spying cups, plates, spoons, and matches. Reaching for these things, she worried that the men who occupied the cave would track this magnificent animal and kill him. 

She vowed she wouldn’t let that happen.

She made a fire, and the wolf began to respond. His body relaxed, yet his eyes remained closed. She searched around the kitchen, and saw a shelf with medicines standing neatly in a row. Reaching for the bottles, she read the labels. There were antibiotics, painkillers, and iodine, and on the bottom shelf, a large first-aid kit. 

If I can get these down his throat, then I can save him. Maybe, if I save him, he will turn on me, and I’ll become his dinner, she thought. It was then that she remembered that it had been two days since she had eaten. 

Making use of the light in the cave, to her surprise the cave was sectioned off like rooms in a house. There were individual bedrooms. The larger one more elaborate with large skins and animal pelts, and handmade chairs and tables, including a dressing table a woman might find appealing. On the table an LCD lamp and books, and against the cave wall, a large chest made from cedar wood carved from a large tree, which was full of men’s clothes. 

A real home away from home. A real man cave, she thought. 

Next, she discovered what appeared to be a meeting room or a dining area with a large table and eight chairs. 

She glanced around, and in the corner next to an iron stove, stood a brown wooden cabinet. She opened it and inside, wild duck, pig, squirrel, rabbit, and bear meat. There was even venison too. It was a smoke house. The smoked meat had been preserved for later consumption. Adrienne reached in, took a handful of the meat, and devoured it. Then, she remembered the white wolf. She had to get something into him. 

She grabbed a cup and passing the wolf, she noticed that he was breathing hard. Rushing to get him some water, she ran back spilling most of it. In one hand, she had a breast of a duck. She put it near the wolf’s mouth and he turned up his nose. “Look if you’re hungry, you will have to eat this. I’m not your babysitter,” she said. He just shook his head slightly and pushed it away with his nose without opening his eyes. She got some water and put pills in his mouth and poured the water in it. She tried breaking pieces of the duck and dropping into his mouth but he still wouldn’t eat.

She made a second try at feeding him. Venison this time she thought. 

“I know wolves like deer,” she said to him.

Looking away at the cave’s opening, she noticed that the weather had changed again. It often changed overnight in this type of country. Heavy snow had begun to fall. She would have to spend one more night in this cave, although it was comfortable, and she could see why someone would choose to live here as a get-away, trying to soak up nature, she didn’t think that she could do this forever. She had to get out of here before the winter set in for real.

After lighting the fire, by dropping matches on the embers, she sat near the wolf. She tried the venison again, and he managed a small piece. It was then she wondered if he just didn’t like duck.

“Whoever heard of a fussy wolf? I thought you creatures ate anything,” she said, dropping pieces of meat in his mouth, nursing the wolf slowly back to life. She thought it would be her undoing. Yet, she had no choice. She was stuck with him. While he didn’t eat much, and was recovering, she was safe.

When the wolf fell asleep, because of all the pain pills she gave him, she hoped that he was only sleeping, and not dead. It would solve one of her problems, but she didn’t want to be the one that killed that beautiful animal. She took one look at him and checked his breathing. 

“So far so good,” she said quietly, as she stood and walked around to one of the rooms where she had seen a book earlier. She would try reading it later, because the way it was snowing outside, meant she was going nowhere.

Curious, she searched the belongings in the chest in the first bedroom. She carefully opened it, and there, under jeans and a red lumberjack shirt, was a wedding dress. Then she heard the loud growl of the wolf. It was as if he was having a nightmare. She rushed back, and saw him with his eyes closed, licking at his wounds. She thought about the iodine and stepped over, and grabbed it from the shelf in the bedroom, heading back into the room where he lay.

Pouring the iodine on his wounds made him moan, a deep but gentle growl, then grabbing the bandages from the first aid kit, she wrapped it around the injured leg. The large animal flinched. 

“You are such a baby,” she said, trying to be as gentle as she could. 

He became responsive, opening his bright blue eyes as if he understood her, then closing them again, as if he felt safe in her presence. 

Adrienne dashed back to the smoke house and retrieved a larger piece of venison. Sitting next to him, she tried forcing the meat into his mouth, yet still, he only ate a small piece. She chewed some of it, then pried open his large jaws with all forty-two teeth gleaming white and sharp, and stuffed it into his mouth.

“Eat, damn you. Don’t you know if you don’t eat you will die?” Yet he just lay there. She thought, maybe he can’t eat the tough meat. Then the idea came to her. “I’ll make him a soup and cut up the meat into little pieces.” 

She lit a fire in the iron stove, its pipe extending up through a small hole. She found a kettle, poured water in it, cut up the meat into tiny pieces, and cooked it. After placing some seasoning in the pot, she took a spoon and tasted it. “Not bad,” she said. She took it back to him and pried open his mouth with her small hands, took a large spoon, and ladled the soup into his mouth. 

Finally, after hours of coaxing and feeding the wolf, she picked up a book and stretched out on the fur rugs of several animals, and began reading. She didn’t get past the introduction, before she fell into an exhausted sleep next to the wolf. 

She began dreaming, her hands were stroking a new fur coat, her body pushing against a hard penis, her hands wandered down his body to hold it, then she smiled in her sleep. 
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When Adrienne woke, she felt the throb of something on her buttocks. She thought she was covered by the bear rug, but it was the paws and body of the large white wolf lying close behind her. She could smell his body, strong with a slight musk, but it was more the smell of a fresh lake and pine trees. She glanced down and noticed that his penis had stretched out of its sheath. Could he smell me? she wondered. But, of course, he could, you fool. Wolves can smell and hear like no other animals, that’s why they’re so dangerous.

It was time for her cycle and she was ovulating. What was she to do? She glanced at him, and found he was still in the same position, only his body was closer to her. She was afraid to move an inch.

Slowly, she reached round and moved his paw from her breasts. He still slept silently. Maybe she had given him too many painkillers and he was anesthetized. That had to be it. She stood, stretched, and checked to see how the weather was faring. Still, the snow was falling. 

Starting her routine over, she gave the animal antibiotics, cleaned his wounds, fed him, and watched him sleep, watching for signs of recovery, and if the snow didn’t let up, her next plan—keep him sedated. She hoped this routine would last long enough for her to leave and for him to get well. 

***  
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The cave grew colder in the evenings. She ran out of wood to make a fire. Looking around, she thought of burning a chair. She tried reading, but her teeth shivered loud and the wolf stirred. Remembering the furs in the bedroom, she dragged them and piled all the animal pelts and skins from the bedrooms into the great room. Not only was she cold, but the wolf was cold as well. 

She threw all the furs on him and crawled underneath too. She still couldn’t get warm, so she moved closer to him. He felt so good. He inched behind her and wrapped his long front legs across her body. She heard him sigh like a man satisfied. 

Could I keep him as a pet? she thought. But she couldn’t keep something wild and that large without people thinking she was crazy. It was like keeping a lion. And she didn’t have the money to feed him, and looking at his cock, he would require a female wolf just to keep him calm.

Maybe I could keep him if he was castrated? she thought. Make sense, Adrienne. You’ve been in the wilderness too long. Her mind eventually ran out of crazy ideas, and she fell sound asleep. 

Throughout the night, she felt his nose snuggle under her hair and smell it, as a man would with his partner. Then, she thought about Paul. He never even acted as if he loved her. He never wanted to sleep behind her and snuggle up with her. And here she was with an animal that showed more love than many humans could. 

She thought herself stupid for comparing Paul to this animal. She turned to verify her insane thoughts, and realized how unbelievably beautiful this animal was, especially since she had cleaned up his coat, and polished his razor teeth, and kept his eyes clean and clear. She took a closer look at his long dark lashes covering his cobalt eyes. She had never seen animals, especially dogs, with blue eyes. Do dogs have lashes? she wondered. Some did have blue eyes, but thick black lashes, she’d never seen that before. 

I’m a cat person.

He must be what she had heard of, the lone alpha wolf, and his pack must be frantic about his return.

“I’m thinking and talking like he’s a man,” Adrienne said. 

She stood and walked to get something to eat. Tired of the smoked meat, she found some peaches and vegetables in cans. After eating her food, she turned, with a plate in hand, in the direction of the room where the wolf slept.

He wasn’t there. 

Had the sedatives worn off and he’d left? Which would be a relief, but somehow, she would miss him.

Turning in a circle, she placed the food on the floor next to the rugs. Heading in the direction of the rooms, a noise frightened her. She turned to run to the ice-covered opening of the cave. She heard a noise coming from behind her. 

A man said, “Where are you going?” 

His voice was not threatening, his tone gentle, but strong. Pivoting around, she saw a naked man, over six feet, large chest with a span like an eagle. His black silky hair was straight, and his eyes flashed blue like azure fire. His hair framed a handsome, rugged face. 

Adrienne could tell by how he held his face firm, and thrust it forward, and the way his head was held high, he had a stubborn streak. 

“Who are you, and what are you doing in here?” Adrienne questioned, her voice shaking.

“I should ask you the same thing? Do you realize that this is my home?” the man said. Adrienne couldn’t take her eyes off his firm, strong, amazing chest. And that handsome face. His crystal blue eyes and dark hair confused her. And why was he naked?

“It’s freezing outside, and here you stand before me naked,” she said to the splendid-looking man.

“Haven’t you seen a naked man before?” he said, narrowing his eyes. “It’s my home, and I can walk around however I please.” 

“Yes, I’ve seen naked men before, but never one with such a large...” Her eyes fell to his cock, and she stuttered when she tried to describe his body part, but her eyes couldn’t or wouldn’t leave his manhood. She glanced around. “I don’t think this is your place, and where are the snow tracks?” she asked.

“You ask too many questions for a female?” He moved in her direction, and Adrienne stepped back in horror. “I’m not going to rape you if that’s what you’re thinking.” He extended his long arm, reaching for the deerskin to cover his body. 

“No, that wasn’t what I was thinking at all.” It was what she had feared. “Where’s that beautiful wolf? Please, don’t tell me you slaughtered him,” she said, fuming at the thought of him doing such a thing.

“He left,” he said calmly.

“But how? There are no tracks of any kind.” She stood looking around suspiciously, her brown eyes meeting his.

“I said before, you talk too much. I’m hungry. Now get me something to eat.” 

“I’m not doing any such thing. If you want food, get it yourself,” Adrienne said defiantly.

He moved near her and looked down on her five-feet-six height and barely a hundred pounds. If he wanted to take her and do whatever he wanted to her, she couldn’t stop him. But he’s trying to intimidate me, she thought. She didn’t want to push him into doing anything he wouldn’t want to do. Besides, who would live out in such an isolated place, unless he was a fugitive? Yet, the thought crossed her mind that he could be a werewolf. She dismissed that as soon as it entered her head. 

It must be the delusion of too many nights in this cave, and too many books on werewolves. Why would anyone stock their shelves of nothing but tales about werewolves, unless they were completely psychotic? Just like those guys who pretended they were vampires when the book Twilight came out. 

“I’d better humor him,” she murmured. She backed out and walked to the entrance of the kitchen, grabbed a half of duck, opened a can of vegetables, put it on a plate, and brought it out to him. He looked at it and turned his head. “What’s wrong now?” she said.

“I don’t eat duck. My younger brother is into fowl. I’m a red-meat eater. Get me something else.” She turned, and rushed to the kitchen, and pulled out a large piece of venison. Then, she remembered that he said something about a brother. She became frightened. 

Standing in front of him, she said, “You mentioned a brother.” 

She looked at him and slammed the plate with the meat down in front of him. He pushed the vegetables on to the floor, picked up the meat and began to eat it with his hands.

Adrienne put her hands on her hips, and said, “I hope you know you don’t have a slave. You’re going to clean that up.” He kept eating and looked up at her with his incredible blue eyes—eyes she had seen before. 

“I have brothers,” he said, glaring at her.

“Do they live here with you?”

“Yes. Sometimes.”

“Then that’s why there are so many bedrooms.” She paused, careful not to look at him. “Will they be here soon?” she said quietly.

“Is there anything else you want to know?” he said in a gruff voice, looking up at her, then putting his head down, tearing the meat with his gleaming white teeth. “Get me some water?” 

“How many brothers do you have?” she said, looking at him.

“Get me some water,” he said again.

“I’m not your slave, get it yourself.” 

He stood up towering over her. He must have been six feet two and it was all muscle, then she saw the wound on his arm. Touching it he flinched. 

“Where did you get... that?” 

He glared at her with narrowed eyes, and Adrienne rushed away. She brought back a ladle and a large bowl filled with water, and the first aid kit. 

“When are your brothers coming back?” she tried again, the thought of three large men in such an enclosed space brought back bad memories. 

He glared at her, then he took the ladle, scooped up water from the bowl, and drank while he watched her with hungry lust in his eyes, and a closed smile. Adrienne backed up.

“Can you help me get out of this valley?” she asked.

“Why would I help you?” he said, still looking at her with a suspicious smile. 

“Because you are a decent human being.”

“On the contrary, I’m only half human, and the other half says that I will need you soon.”

“What do you mean only half human and that you will need me soon?” she said, locking eyes with him.

“We will need you. My brothers and I will need you.” His words were ominous and vague. “You will have to wait until they return, then if you want to go, you are free to leave. They will have to give their approval,” he said to her, with a smirk.

“What do you mean their approval? I’m not a side of beef, or a deer you’re hunting for food.” 

He smiled at the connection. “No. You’re too skinny,” he said, walking close and touching her arms. “Living in this cave, you have lost a few pounds.” She pulled her arm free. “My brothers will only come when the snow stops.”

“I can’t wait that long. Don’t you have a car?”

“I have many cars, but not here. What you see is my home away from home.” He raised his head and let out a howling laugh. Her eyes narrowed.

“You’re trying to frighten me. I still need to get home. My mother and father and my fiancé will be worried.” 

Wilder’s brow furrowed into rows. “What is this about a fiancé? Why would this man of yours let you travel alone in a car at night?” he said. 

“That is not your concern, and what were you doing following me? How dare you...?” she said, pointing her finger.

“You were driving erratically. It’s a wonder you didn’t kill yourself. I broke the window of your car so you could climb out, and I got this scar from that.” He pointed to the scar, now in its last stage of healing. “I should have left you there,” he said, with a raised eyebrow, trying to look menacing.

“You did leave me,” Adrienne said.

“Yes, but I kept the animals from eating that scrawny body of yours. Don’t you ever eat?” 

“I can’t eat that meat without some preparation, and you have no seasoning I like. And why are you so concerned about my diet and health?”

“Because, soon, I will have to mate, and because of this snow, you are the only female around.” 

Why is he talking like that? she wondered. Maybe, he has been in the wilderness too long. 

“What? You talk like you and I have no choice in the matter. Don’t you have some self-control? You said yourself that I’m too skinny. How can you mate with me with that enormous thing you have between your legs? I can’t...”

“Enough of this!” he said, gazing at Adrienne. “Don’t you realize that I’m a werewolf?”

“Get the fuck out of here,” Adrienne said, bursting out laughing.

“That’s right. I’m going to claim you, whether you want me to or not,” he said, low, calm, and easy.

“You’ll do no such thing.” She backed up against the wall of the cave. He looked at her, amused. A smile played across his lips.

Adrienne smiled back, “You’re just joking, aren’t you? There are no werewolves, and you’re not going to fuck me, and you don’t have to mate with me, do you?”

He lay down on the bear rug, then he closed his eyes, and fell asleep with Adrienne looking at him. She had placed some of the pain pills in the water, so he would sleep for a while, giving her time to get away, because she knew now that she was dealing with a deranged individual.

With just her leggings, worn boots, and a large fur coat covering half of her naked body, she gathered up some of the animal pelts, and placed them around her face and head, and ran to the opening of the cave. She hit the frozen water with a hammer and it left a large hole where she climbed through. 

Standing in the opening, weighing her options, she decided to risk the snow. Wrapping small furs around her feet, she was ready to brave the unknown. It was slow going at first, but she thought she would be miles away when that handsome, crazy man woke. 

***  
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Breathing hard and feet almost frozen, she saw a clearing so she kept walking. Making it through the frozen grass she saw lots of trees. She trudged along, and before she could get into the forest, a large black bear with a cub lumbered out of the path between the pines, then stood still, looking at her. Adrienne backed up slowly. The black bear gazed at her, she appeared hungry and Adrienne glanced down. It wasn’t safe to fix her gaze with a bear with a cub. She backed up slowly, giving herself time. Time for what? she thought. 

Then, she heard a wolf in a distance. His loud cry sent chills through her body. She looked up, and standing on a ledge of a hill was the large white wolf. He put his head down and began racing in her direction. 

She tried running, but the bear began a mad surge in her direction. Two predators fighting over the same skinny corpse, she imagined. Praying and wondering why she didn’t stay with the wolf and take her chances with him, she dropped into the snow from exhaustion, and before she passed out, she prayed that her death would be quick. From reading the books in the cave, she figured that if the large wolf got to her first, he would puncture her neck at the jugular vein, and that would be that—a quick death.

Which death would be better? she asked herself, before fainting. Neither one would be pretty, she thought. 
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Chapter 3
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The white wolf reached Adrienne just in time. He stood in front of the bear, prepared for a fight. His large canines showing through his raised lips. His body five feet tall on all fours, his hair rising on his back, but his fighting stance not enough to deter the ferocious female bear from her prey.

Hungry, and trying to get to the river to hunt fish, the bear would eat what she could, because Adrienne was there, she was potential food. He knew the danger of a bear getting ready to hibernate, and he prepared himself for the onslaught. 

He needed to protect Adrienne at the risk of his life. The bear lunged at him and tore into his leg and already-wounded arm, but Wilder’s strong mouth and teeth ripped the bear’s leg, and it backed off, heading back into the forest.

With blood oozing from Wilder’s legs, he hobbled in the direction of the cave, carrying Adrienne. He had shifted and lifted Adrienne from the cold snow and into his arms. She had fainted earlier, when she saw the bear attack Wilder. His powerful muscular arms was holding her near his chest, when she opened her eyes. 

“Who are you?” she asked, but she never heard the reply as her eyes closed again.

He wanted a family of his own, but never found a female werewolf compatible to him. She had to accept his brothers, and the female would have to be fertile. Most were-females were sterile, and to have a strong pack, it was imperative that any female he chose would have to bear all their pups, because as triplets, and all Alpha wolves, they were inseparable. 

He and his brothers had made a pact, and swore to their father that they would stay together, and they controlled the territory they had inherited equally from their father, and none were willing to destroy that, or push the others out. 

His brothers agreed that whomever he selected, they would accept and mate with her, because they trusted his decision as the head Alpha. And if for some reason he died, the next in line would take her and marry her. As he headed for the cave with blood dripping from his wounds, he thought that might come sooner rather than later. 

***   
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Building a fire wasn’t easy with Wilder’s injured arm. He set Adrienne on the bear rug, pulled the wet animal skins and black leggings from her body. She shivered from the cold, as he managed to get the fire going. It had been uncomfortable, and a difficult transformation into human form, just to carry her in his injured arms. He was tired, and so he lay besides her, holding her in his comforting, large, muscular arms.

Although conscious again now, she didn’t want to open her eyes, so she lay there. 

Being with this female is taxing, he thought. Never had he been in so much danger, nor had to make so many changes to human form. 

Usually on his working ranch, he and his brothers would spend their time as humans, entertaining and being entertained, but when the moon was full, he would assume the appearance of a wolf to hunt and maintain their survival skills. He enjoyed his time alone hunting, and wandering through the western states, visiting packs, and hearing their grievances.

He and his brothers controlled a large territory in several states, Nevada, Oregon, Washington, and Wyoming, and his small pack in Alaska. Returning from Oregon to his ranch in Nevada, he decided to hunt for game to replenish the food at the cave for the winter, but an early snowfall had prevented him from catching the swift buck in front of him, as well as the unexpected accident that brought Adrienne into his life, and to his cave. 

Seeing the shaking Adrienne, he made a change once more to his wolf form, as he lay beside her to keep her warm, preventing her from freezing. His thick fur would protect her from frostbite. 

Adrienne stirred, and all she saw was the large white wolf sleeping near her. She screamed and when she did, Wilder’s body began to change, he tried to stop it, but it was impossible at this stage of his transformation. His natural animal instinct had taken over, and he began to transform into the human, but eventually he managed to resist and reverted to his wolf. 

He stood on all fours, and the scream from Adrienne heightened. The sound echoed around the cave, causing his large ears to ring. Surprisingly, her scream didn’t affect him as much as the howl of the females of his pack. It took on a calming effect, and he wanted to protect her, but from whom? So, he changed once more to his human shape, and she screamed louder. With his transformation complete, he cupped her mouth with his large hands.

“Quiet, you will call wolves to this cave. Few know where it’s located.” 

“Tell me,” she whispered, “Tell me I didn’t see you change from a wolf to a man,” she said, shaking and arms trembling at her sides. 

Dropping the skins from her body when she stood, she was now standing naked in front of the tall handsome male. He grabbed her and brought her to him. Holding her close he gazed into her eyes, and she locked eyes with this amazing man. She felt his body heat and warm her, like she had never felt before. “I didn’t need to see that,” she said, with her eyes wide.

“Quiet.” 

His large arms with muscles rippling across his chest, tall and tough like the pines in the forest. She felt safe and she also felt his manhood.

Once, when she was raped by a group of frat boys, her fiancé, Paul, asked if she did anything that made them want to attack her, and if that wasn’t enough of a slap in the face, he even suggested that she might have dressed suggestively to bring on the attack. 

She never forgot their faces, but she never reported them, because Paul was a member of that fraternity, and he begged her not to, with all the usual reasons. Against her better judgment, she didn’t. She did see a doctor, and the news wasn’t good, and that was another reason to leave in the middle of the night, and put distance from him, and the horrific memories. 

Adrienne knew then that Paul wasn’t for her, but this beautiful, protective man had potential, if she could get over him being a werewolf who wanted to share her with his brothers. She would consider him as a potential, to put it into his words, ‘mate.’ When she saw her chance to leave Paul, she took it. She wished she had made better plans before departing on this journey, which had turned into an adventure she could have done without. 

“You’re going to freeze in the next few minutes, if you don’t get some clothes on,” he said, with hungry eyes surveying her naked body. 

“Where are my clothes and what am I doing back here?” He dropped his arms and walked away from her. From scalp to toes, she trembled from the cold when he took his heat away. She pulled a fur poncho over her head. It had been sitting on a large tree stump used as a table. 

“There are boots over there. I made them,” he said to Adrienne. She glanced to where he pointed. She took a few steps and picked them up, then she sat on the rug and tried to pull them over her feet, and her naked crotch became exposed. She watched his manhood increase in size. Quickly, she closed her legs when she noticed the look on Wilder’s face. She peeked at him, and he replied, “I made them for my mate. Female werewolves have smaller feet than humans. I’ll make you some more tomorrow.”

“Well, where is she?” he didn’t answer, because he had no mate. Only her.

Then he said, “I have to tend the fire and get you something to eat.” 

Adrienne sat down on the rug and fell asleep. It had been a long day and night. All the excitement of the bear, then learning that the notion of him being a werewolf was real, and not a joke. She had to find out how that worked, and how he could hide their existence from the outside world. 

She knew something of wolves. She knew that they had been hunted almost to extinction. There were small numbers now inhabiting a few states in the US, and only a few left in Alaska and Russia, but how did they evolve into these creatures, sometimes human and sometimes wolves? 

He returned, carrying a piece of smoked wild duck. “We’re running out of food. If my brothers don’t make it back because of the heavy snow, I’ll have to go hunting.”

Her eyes opened when she smelled the food, and she sat up and said, as she yawned, “How can you hunt with that wound?” 

“So, you care about me?” 

Yes, she cared, but she didn’t want him to know.

“I just know that if you’re hurt, then you’ll try something stupid and get killed, and I’ll be alone here and starve before you get back,” she said. He turned, eyes narrow and dark, and he gave out a growl, which made her jump. “I’m just kidding, but you ate all that food, not me,” she reminded him.

“I can last longer than you without food. I can go without food for two or three weeks, can you? I’m not doing this for me, it’s for you,” he said, his eyes now soft and clear. Adrienne forced a smile. 

Sitting against a chair and eating the succulent duck, she sucked the juice from her fingers. “It’s the last one. You will have to eat some of the bear meat,” he said, taking a long look at her breasts, where the neckline of the poncho dipped. 

She caught his gaze and put her hands over herself.

“I can’t eat that meat,” she said.

“You will have to,” he said, “I’ll go out to hunt tonight.”

“Don’t leave me here,” she said, pulling his arm. He glanced down at her hand on his arm, and tightened his eyes. “I don’t know your name, and you never asked mine,” Adrienne said. “All you call me is female, and I’m tired of that, you treat me as if I’m not a person with feelings. What if something happens to you? Then what?” she said.

His face relaxed. “I have to get wood for the fire,” he said. He left in the direction of the bedroom to put on pants and a shirt, then he turned toward her. “My name is Wilder.”

“My name is Adrienne. We have enough until morning. Don’t go. If you sleep near me I can be warm. The fire will last until daylight. I don’t want you to leave me in the dark,” she said, her face taking on a calm glow, “...and besides, you’re hurt. Anything could happen.”

After eating and convincing Wilder not to leave her alone, Adrienne propped herself up to read, and hopefully to sleep before she was needlessly awoken again. She thought it best to know more about the life she had been thrown into—Wilder’s world. She glanced over to see that Wilder had taken one of the pain pills, and looking at his magnificent body, with scars crisscrossing his back and arms, it was no wonder he had pain pills and antibiotics on his shelf. 
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The cave turned bitterly cold. She put down the book, walked across and looked down on him sleeping, but he wasn’t asleep. He could smell her body and he became aroused. He didn’t know how long he could keep himself from her. He couldn’t sleep or rest, and he needed his rest to hunt, and for his body to heal. She bent her knees and lay down near him.

She found pieces of cloth and fur to cover her vagina, disguising her smell. Lying and being near him, she could tell how sexually aroused he had become. She felt the same, but she could control hers. Her body didn’t dictate that she had to mate with anyone if she didn’t want to, but she did want to. She was afraid that her opening couldn’t accommodate his large penis, and what about his brothers? He had all but said that if she accepted him, she would have to accept his brothers. How would that work if she even considered such an arrangement?

Because of her past, she remained frightened of the idea.

Looking over at him, she inched under his large arms, and as if he knew she would be close, he raised his massive, muscled arm, and she lay under it. Feeling the surge of heat from his body surround her, and the sensation of lying near him, with her butt next to his large cock, she began to squirm around, trying to get comfortable without waking him. His firm biceps were like rocks that held her in place, and she couldn’t move if she wanted to. Yet she felt safe in his arms. She couldn’t imagine being any other place.

He moved closer, leaving no room between them, no room for rejection, no room to deny him what he needed, and what she knew was inevitable.

Wilder let out a soft moan, as he nuzzled his nose in Adrienne’s hair, sliding it down, down the softness of her neck. She turned to face him, his lips caressing the throb and beat of her life’s vein. It called the wolf in him. The warmth of her neck ignited the basest of his animal instincts. Feeling her heartbeat, he moved down her body, and with his hand he placed her breast in his mouth, then sucked her hard nipple, and fell into the rhythm of her body.

Adrienne’s faint moan of pleasure echoed through the cave. It was loud and it escaped, because the pad of his thumb inched down between her legs. She opened them wide and his finger touched her clit. She couldn’t tell if she was moaning or it was Wilder. His mouth moved to the other breast, and his hunting eyes lowered to her folds. 

With his mouth on her tender nipple, and his fingers entering her opening, he felt the warmth of it, drenched and tempting.
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Chapter 4
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Somehow, during the night Wilder slept soundly, that meant that he was getting well, or was it a feeling of contentment that had eluded him since he became an Alpha wolf? Wilder, the elder of his two brothers, Lycell and Drayton, were born into a pack of werewolves, who had scattered all over the United States when men were hunting, and destroying wolves out of fear, and because they hunted the deer and elk like the humans. 

The humans didn’t like encroachment on their territories, just as wolves disliked them for the same reasons. The wolves had every right not to tolerate the humans, because humans killed for sport, and rarely ate what they killed, but wolves killed for survival.

His father, the Alpha male, sent them away when his mother, a human, gave birth to the triplet pups. They took their pups to a rendezvous site, the cave, where they could be safe, and brought them food. When they grew older, their father taught them to hunt. The werewolves couldn’t maintain large packs then, because men would hunt them down and kill them, thinking they were only wolves. To prevent humans from knowing about werewolves, they dispersed throughout the US, keeping their packs small. Some became prominent members of their towns inhabited by humans. 

Wilder’s father, a respected member of society, was asked to run for governor of the state of Nevada, but he couldn’t give up his nature during the hunt, and was eventually killed by a human. Wilder’s mother, learning of her husband’s death, didn’t want to live without him, and she lay in the wilderness and stayed out in the elements, until she died during the worst snowfall of the year. 

Wilder glanced over at the small human lying in his arms. She wasn’t like the females in the packs he controlled. Their fathers tried to mate him with them, but none were like the woman he saw before him, with her beautiful silken honey-colored hair, her arresting, sparkling-brown eyes, her strength of spirit. She possessed a softness and kindness that he had never seen before in the females in his packs. When she looked at him, there was no fear of him in her intelligent gold-flecked eyes, brimming with passion. 
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He nuzzled his nose in her soft hair to catch her scent. She had the freshness of a wildflower, and a freshwater stream filled with fish, a scent he would never forget, or want to forget. She belonged to him, and he would claim her for himself, and his brothers.

Thinking that he could take her now and impregnate her, then she would have no choice but to stay with him, but he would have to do it soon. Who would accept a wolf pup? She would have to come back to him if she dared leave, he thought. 

He placed his hands on her breasts. Her breasts stimulated all his natural feelings. His gaze soft and appreciative, admiring her full, gorgeous, firm, well-endowed breasts. She could have his pups, and the possibility of siring twins or triplets would not be unheard of. His mother had borne triplets. His two brothers would have pups with her, and soon he would have the pack that he wanted, and they could rule over much of the country. He wouldn’t need to leave to check his territory. He could stay on his ranch with Adrienne at his side. 

Wilder made plans for Adrienne without bothering to consult her. He knew he had power over her.

He stroked each breast with his hands, and tongue, nipping and tugging with his mouth until they were swollen and red. Yet Adrienne didn’t protest. He felt he was too strong, and he had to be gentle with the human. His mother informed her triplets, that if they were lucky enough to find a woman who loved them, then they would need to be gentle and patient with her.

His large fingers eased through the fur she was wearing, exploring her thighs and between her legs. The pad of his finger found the spot, and he rubbed her clit until she moaned. She lay on her back with her legs opened wide. Wilder was relieved that she wasn’t hairy like were-females, as he let his nose trail down to her mound to take in her smell, which was intoxicating, it was a turn on to the highest degree, and he would never forget her. No matter where she went, he would find her. 

Wilder’s excitement was overwhelming, and he became full, his penis throbbing for release when he gazed on Adrienne.

He had taken the females in his packs, lined them up like an assortment of chocolate candy, and let his cock taste them one at a time, but none pleased him. Never had he been as excited or aroused by them, as he was by this human female, he thought. 

Glaring at her, Wilder had to have her. Was it because she lay there so innocently sleeping that his natural animal instincts overcame him? She had to be the most beautiful human he had ever seen. 

Massaging her clit, with the pad of his finger, it was swollen and hard. He slid three large fingers inside her warm, soaked opening. He brought his fingers to his nose, and he couldn’t bear it any longer. Enough! He needed her more than anything else, and his body demanded it. 

He leaned over her with his arms and fists on all fours, ready to kiss her tempting lips, keeping the weight of his body from touching her. His hard penis dripping with anticipation fell on her, and she opened her eyes. 

“What are you doing?” Adrienne asked playfully, with a smirk and a twinkle in her brown eyes. She knew and she wanted him as much as he hungered for her. Her glance traveled to his deep blue eyes, his dark curly
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