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Chapter One

Once upon a moonlit night in late October in the Enchanted Forest where cursed beings are consigned until the spells that bind them are broken... 

An autumn breeze ruffled the massive male wolf’s fur. Its thick pelt shone glossy under the moonrise that crested the treetops. In the midst of stalking a juicy rabbit, the predator froze. Catching a whiff of something far more interesting on a current of air, it lifted its nose and inhaled, hardly daring to hope. A delectable scent wafted into its sensitive nostrils. 

A maiden was close by. In his wood. And the harvest moon above would wax full on All Hallows’ Eve tomorrow night! Fortune was spreading her shapely legs for him this night. At last... 

Pricking his ears forward, the wolf padded in and out of the tree shadows, turning his proud head this way and that. His keen hearing detected the creaking, jangling sound of a moving carriage. It was rattling along on the north road, just before Troll’s Bridge! His blood raced when he realized his maiden would pass by the Hexed Waterfall and directly through the heart of his territory very soon. 

She would never leave the boundary of his lands, vowed the wolf silently. 

The approaching woman’s exciting scent grew stronger, further teasing and intoxicating his senses. All of the wolf’s considerable hunting instincts sprang to life. Through sheer self-will, he prevented himself from dashing off into the bushes after her erotic perfume like a yappy cur chasing a peddler’s cart. 

The powerful, dark creature pointed his nose toward the silver moon and unleashed a fearful howl that slashed through the night air.

* * *
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WHAT A LOVELY NIGHT for a carriage ride through a cursed wood, thought the Lady Lily Rouge grimly as the dying notes of the lone wolf’s eerie baying shivered through her. 

For some reason, the feral sound triggered an answering response deep inside Lily that was as old and as primal as the forest itself. Her body tightened. Under the heavy skirts of her traveling gown, an odd warmth spread from her belly to tingle between her thighs. 

The brute sounded quite nearby. But then, she comforted herself, did not all noises sound closer and more menacing in a forest reputed to be populated by loup-garou and haunted by le gobelin? 

“Pah,” Lily scorned aloud to the empty seat across from her. “I don’t give a flying fig for werewolves and goblins!” 

Lily pulled her long, hooded cloak more securely around her shoulders. The heavy crimson brocade had been a parting gift from her grandmère. She was grateful now for the warmth it provided against a sudden mist that crept like a dragon’s malignant breath along the marshy ground. 

She admitted to herself it had been unwise to order her driver to take a long detour through the forest, but a few more hours of freedom had seemed too tempting for her to resist. She fretted now that it would not do to keep the elderly Marquis d’Evreux waiting for his bride. The rich, thrice-widowed marquis, who had a seeming talent for outliving young wives, had somehow obtained a miniature of Lily’s fair likeness and couriered a marriage offer to her parents at their crumbling rural estate. 

The note was penned in the marquis’ own spidery hand and included the magic sentiment “No dowry required.” 

All the marquis demanded was that Lily be transported to him in time for them to be wed on the last day in October. Lily’s parents had their reluctant but dutiful daughter ready for travel in less than a day. 

In a hasty postscript, the marquis had scrawled one more codicil—upon Lily’s arrival, the marquis’ physicians must be able to assure him that his bride was “unspoiled.” Lily could not conceive how the marquis’ physicians could possibly divine such information, and no one would enlighten her. 

The need for such unseemly speed on the part of the groom had not been questioned by any but the bride-to-be. But her puzzlement on the matter had once more fallen on determinedly deaf ears as her mother and father excitedly barked orders at the family’s few remaining servants and readied Lily for departure to her new life. 

Lily knew that her parents were neither uncaring nor greedy, just merely very relieved. Lily’s fortuitous union with a mature, rich, titled man would not only secure a beloved daughter’s future and material ease but also, in one stroke, repair their family’s dwindling fortunes. In their view, their daughter’s wedding to the marquis could not happen soon enough. 

Now, to take her mind off her impending nuptials, Lily thought again of the wolf that lurked somewhere nearby in the mist. There was no denying the animal’s predatory cry affected her oddly. Lily did not fully comprehend her own arousal, but sensed it had something to do with the way she suddenly welcomed the bumps in the ill-tended road that added a pleasurable jolt to her increasingly sensitive nether regions. 

Having been raised on an estate that, due to necessity, had also been a working farm, Lily had grown up in full view of domesticated animals rutting and coupling with one another. After much observation of such animal husbandry, and the resultant aftermath of infant farm animals each spring, Lily strongly suspected she knew how babes were made. 

Lily wondered if, whenever the Marquis d’Evreux wanted a son, he would catch her unawares in the hallways and violently charge at her hindquarters, the same way the family bull, Ferdinand, habitually surprised their cow in the pasture of her family’s estate. She certainly hoped the marquis’ virile equipment was not as large as Ferdinand’s! Lily made a mental note to watch her back, quite literally, once she entered the marquis’ household. Particularly during the spring months. 

But then perhaps it was not like that between humans. After all, had she not once spied the baker’s boy tumbling with their scullery maid in the haystack behind the barn? Monique, skirt pulled up to her waist, had seemed to be enjoying the youth’s aggressive rutting between her widespread knees. His pants were puddled around his ankles and his pale, bare buttocks had pumped enthusiastically before he pulled his glistening member from her thatch of nether curls and yanked her head down to the swollen, red tip with a command, “I likes fuckin’ yer pussy. But suck me cock, an’ I’ll pay more.” 

Lily had stared at the scene far longer and with more fascination than she knew any lady ought. But the sight of the youth’s rigid member ramming into Monique’s mouth until he spurted something white and milky past her eager, parted lips had held Lily enthralled. That was something Lady Lily Rouge had certainly never seen the farm animals do. 

The scandalous sight had made the hot place at the tops of her thighs jump and throb. Oddly, the wolf’s howl just now had a similar effect on her pussy, as she now knew it was called. Her breasts beneath her chemise ached and their tips tightened into hard little buttons. Just like when the man with the shadowed face appeared in her dreams. The man with the hard, hot kisses and solid, large body. Lily marveled how, for a dream man, he seemed more real to her than other people did when she was awake. In her dreams, he was always watching her with those hungry eyes the color of a robin’s egg. 

He had first entered her dreams ten years ago, when she was but fifteen. Her shadow man stayed farther away in those early encounters, in the background of the figments that danced in her slumbering head. Just watching her. Always watching her with those hungry eyes. Those wondrous eyes were the only feature of his she could clearly see. 

As time passed and she grew older, he gradually came closer and closer. He came to her nightly now, instantly dispelling any other dream figures in her sleeping mind by walking right up to her and demanding her full attention without ever saying a word. 

At his hot glance, her dress would fade away, leaving her nude body in his possession to handle as he liked, rendering her helpless to refuse him anything he wished of her. 

He would begin each dream encounter by first touching her breasts with a sure touch, smoothing his large hands down to her waist and hips. He would pull her down on the soft ground with him while his strong, questing fingers caressed and delved into her most secret, intimate places. 

In turn, he would take her small hands in his and run them all over the hard planes of his body, refusing to cater to her shyness. He made her explore him as thoroughly as he did her, all the while kissing her with his insistent, open mouth. 

She delighted in touching the velvety, heavy shaft that sprang up from his groin. In one dream that was still crystal vivid in her memory, he’d taught her how to use her hand to stroke him, his hand placed over her fingers to control her speed and pressure at first. 

Then he would not let her look away from his light blue eyes as he gently parted the folds of her sex and brushed a calloused fingertip over her sweet spot until she lay shuddering and without breath in the safe harbor of his arms. 

Sometimes, she blushed to remember, he would kiss his way down the curve of her nude hip and nuzzle the twitching bundle of sensitive flesh hidden by the thatch of hair on her mound until she felt ready to come apart under his mouth. His usually gentle hands were slightly rough with her then as they held her hips still for his greedy tongue to lap up that wetness that seeped copiously from her well-satisfied slit. 

Her blue-eyed stranger was always silently fascinated by her response. Lily had the sense that he was very pleased by her every gasp and moan under his expert touch, that it magnified his own pleasure tenfold. 

Over time, he had fine-tuned her body with his tongue and fingers as one might a pianoforte. Her body responded to his quickly in her dreams now, so well did he know how to play it. 

Then, inevitably, morning would come and the man would fade away before... before something important happened. But what was it? 

Lily felt a wave of frustration for, then as well as now, she knew not herself how to assuage the yearnings of her wet, sensitive flesh twitching between her thighs. 

He was not real, of course, her dream man with robin’s-egg-blue eyes. So it was utterly fruitless for her to be wishing so hard that she was traveling to share a wedding night with him instead of the ancient Marquis d’Evreux. 

Her musings were broken when the swaying carriage slowed and came to a dead halt in the road. Lily opened the door and leaned out. 

“Driver! Why do we stop?” 

No answer from the front of the carriage. 

A chilling howl sounded, mere feet away in the darkness. Lily instinctively recognized it for what it was, a demand for surrender, ownership...possession. In answer, she felt a gush of fresh moisture cream the tops of her inner thighs. What was happening to her? 

Then a man screamed. 

Lily stared hard through the growing fog and watched in shock as her portly driver’s shape disappeared on foot through the marshy landscape dotted by eerie willo’-wisps. 

An enormous black creature chased him, running on all fours. 

She tried wildly to recall the old, superstitious stories about this wood. Something about a huge wolf, dark as the night, who walked as a man in daylight. He was consigned by a mystical something or other to reside inside an Enchanted Forest because he committed some infraction until...until... Lily could recall no more. 

She shifted uneasily. Well, she could not sit here forever. The beast could return at any moment and then she would be trapped inside for who knew how long. She would have to find a way out of this damnable wood herself! 

Lily did not know how to drive a carriage with any skill, but she was an excellent horsewoman and knew she could make swift time on horseback. Her heavy skirts and petticoats, beautiful as they were, would merely hamper her efforts. Her pantalettes would have to serve as riding breeches and her sleeveless, boned stays that overlaid her linen undershift would top off the outrageous outfit. 

In a trice, she struggled out of her doublet, bodice, cumbersome skirts, bum roll and petticoats. She wrapped herself once more in the warm, red cloak and raised the deep hood over her handsomely dressed auburn curls. 

Lily returned her attention to the carriage window and scanned the inhospitable night. Nothing moved outside. Now was her chance. 

She took a deep breath and tried to open the carriage door. Fear made her stiff, chilled fingers clumsy as she fumbled with the handle. She needed something to stop her hands from shaking. She glanced around at the stacked pieces of baggage and plucked a flask of wine she spied poking through the opening of a lidded, woven basket Cook had packed for her journey. 

Undoing the stopper, she tipped a healthy swallow down her throat. Dull warmth spread through her and burned her cheeks. All at once, she could not quite recall why she had been so frightened a moment ago. Tucking her liquid courage back into the food hamper that dangled from her elbow, Lily muttered an unladylike “Merde” and alighted from the carriage. 

Her red cloak swirled around her ankles as she struggled forward and began to unharness Buttercup and Lucifer. Lucifer was the swifter mount and Lily could only hope poor Buttercup could evade the ravening wolf until she could return with a hunting party. A large one, she thought maliciously. 

“Then I shall have the last laugh on that filthy brute. I will not be intimidated by a simple-minded wild beast!” she announced grandly to the night while her fingers worked the leather straps. 

The sullen fog refused to answer. 

For good measure, she added a deliciously forbidden, “Bollocks to wolves!” 

The carriage suddenly swayed, as though jolted by a mild wind. Both horses beside her whinnied, straining their harnesses. 

Lily felt a chill go through her that had nothing to do with the temperature. 

Slowly turning her head, she looked up at the coachman’s seat. Staring down at her with mesmerizing eyes the color of a robin’s egg was the biggest, blackest wolf that Lily ever imagined could exist. 

Chapter Two

LILY AND THE HUGE WOLF regarded one another for a timeless moment. The wolf quirked its head to one side and looked her up and down. It was almost as though it was taken aback by the sight of her, poised for flight, wearing only a bright cloak that parted down the front to reveal her snug bustier and lacy pantalettes that lovingly hugged the curve of her hip and legs. Its red tongue panted at the sight of her luscious frame. 

Lily glared up at the wolf and edged back a step. Then two. Then three. Maybe she could make a run for it. 

As though reading her thoughts, the wolf leapt from the coachman’s seat and stalked toward her, stopping only a couple of paces away. It had situated itself between her and the horses, and seemed to be waiting for her next move. 

“Shoo!” She tried waving it away with one hand. “Scat! Begone! Go away! Bad dog!” 

The wolf replied by sitting back on its haunches and parting its jaws in a feral grin. Had Lily not known such a thing to be beyond the realm of possibility, she would have sworn the animal was amused by her feeble attempts to drive it off and was in fact laughing at her. 

She tried to edge carefully around the black beast toward Lucifer. A deep, warning growl rumbled from the wolf’s throat. Lily froze, poised for flight but not daring to move for a full minute. Then she began edging backward. 

As she stepped off the narrow, rutted road, her slippers sank into the muck up to her ankles, but she never took her eyes off the impressive creature that impassively watched her retreat. 

When she was a few yards away, she turned and fled, dashing as fast as she could across the uneven ground. She ran on and on, without hearing any sound except for the pounding of her own heart and the flap-flap of her red cloak that billowed behind her. 

Suddenly, Lily found her way barred by a second, smaller wolf, this one white. A she-wolf who bristled with a malevolent aggression that was focused intently on Lily. Lily halted in her tracks, breathing hard from the sense she was somehow the sole center of the she-wolf’s hatred. But how could that be? She had done nothing to this animal to warrant such fury. 

The white wolf advanced, snarling viciously. Lily cringed and waited for the attack she knew would come. The she-wolf sprang. Lily screamed. 

A blur of black fur hurtled into the clearing and threw itself onto the white wolf, broadsiding her in mid-leap. The two beasts crashed as one to the ground. The she-wolf felt the sting of the black wolf’s teeth and bounded off through the dense trees with a yelp. 

“This cannot be happening.” Lily was not aware she had gasped her thought aloud until the black wolf swung his great head in her direction. His intent gaze was once more upon her. He prowled toward Lily. She closed her eyes tightly, waiting for the first bite. 

She almost fainted when she felt his hot breath on her hand. Instead of sharp teeth, Lily felt the black wolf’s muzzle nudge her palm, as though begging for a patting. Tentatively, she obeyed his silent command and thrust her fingers through his thick, glossy pelt. The feel of its coat was surprisingly pleasurable to the touch, and she found herself using both her hands to sample and caress the magnificent animal. 

“G-good doggie. Nice wolfie,” she breathed. 

The huge wolf nuzzled against her, seemingly reveling in her touch for a moment before butting his head gently against her side, urging her to walk on. She made herself stumble forward, step by step, ever shadowed by her dark, silent companion. 

Thusly, for the next quarter-hour the wolf guided the woman at his side with gentle nudges, or with low growls if she endeavored to take a step off the invisible path he had chosen for them both. Almost as if he were herding a stray lamb back to the pen, Lily thought, dazed. 

Just when she supposed the bossy creature at her side was plotting to walk her in circles all night, she bumped face first into a wooden door. 

Weak moonlight filtered through the thinning fog and illuminated the threshold of a thatched cottage. The structure was of no mean size, but Lily did not pause long enough to take note of any detail, save how the door latch worked. Within a blink, she was inside and shut the door between her and her unwanted traveling companion. 

All during her trek through the wood, Lily had kept a death grip on the food hamper. It was the only connection to the civilized life she had known mere hours ago. Now, as delayed reaction set in, she unsteadily opened the basket and uncorked the wine bottle for another bracing swig. Then two more gulps. Fresh warmth doused her insides, relaxing her jangled nerves. 

Wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, she glanced out the window. Her wolf promptly curled up in front of the threshold and appeared to sleep. 

For want of anything else to do, Lily turned to survey her surroundings. The fireplace hearth glowed softly with a few dying embers from a cook fire that must have been lit early in the day. A pot with the congealed remnants of a venison stew hung on the spit hook. 

From what she could see in dim shadows, there was a haphazard array of fine furnishings, assorted rich clothing and other little treasures stacked and crammed along the walls, but only a plain wooden table and a single crude chair were set up for actual use in the main room of the cottage. In spite of these evidences that the cottage had a resident, the place was completely still and empty, save for her own presence. 

Whoever the absent occupant was, he had simple needs. There were all the makings of a warm home here, piled carelessly in corners and crannies, yet none of a warm home’s comfortable arrangement. 

Lily wandered into the next room and discovered a huge bed. The bed linens appeared to be freshly washed. The twin, plump pillows looked oddly unused, as though waiting for her. 

Taking a resigned pull from the wine bottle, Lily looked once more out the front window. Her wolf was still lying in front of the door, his body serving as effective a barrier as a hundred-foot wall made of thorns. 

Watching her wolf through the glass, she laid her fingers lightly on the door handle. As though sensing her intention, he lifted his immense head off the cushion of his front paws and swung in her direction. Those light eyes cut through the thin fog to stare a silent warning into hers. Lily knew it would be impossible to sneak past this particular watchdog. 

All at once, Lily felt exhausted. Her vision blurred. With great effort, she set the empty bottle down on the table and staggered to the bed. Sinking back into its warmth, she huddled in her scarlet cloak and drifted into a deep sleep. 

A pair of impossibly blue eyes followed her into her dreams.

*****
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OUTSIDE, THE WOLF LISTENED to his maiden settle into the large bed he had prepared for her arrival. Not that he knew for certain this year would be the year she finally appeared in the wood. It was merely a matter of habit, after so many years waiting, to be ready for her. Just in case. 

He could still smell the rich scent of her sensual aroma that had sharpened noticeably in silent acknowledgement of his claim after she heard him howling for her. It prickled his nose and nearly drove him mad with longing. Yet he growled in satisfaction. 

She was the one. There was no doubt. He had waited a long time, but now she was finally within his reach. He could scarce wait until morning when he would be able to claim his prize at last.

Chapter Three

THE LARGE, NUDE MAN awoke in the first dawn rays, curled up on the stoop of his cottage. Without a second of hesitation he bounded to his feet and opened the front door. He made a straight line for the bedroom as if it were Christmas morning. 

He halted at the threshold, breathing deeply. He instantly spied the shapely, unconscious feminine form splayed out on the bed. He quirked his brow. Either fashions had changed significantly since he’d last been out in the world, or else his female had come to him clad only in her undergarments and a long, exceedingly red cloak. 

He felt a slow smile tug his lips. No matter. She’d not have urgent need of clothing for a long while. 

He prowled toward the bed, aware that his cock grew even harder as he knelt on the goose-down mattress beside her. His shaft stood at attention along his flat belly. He told himself he should take a moment to don a pair of breeches before her virginal eyes opened. But he couldn’t tear himself away from the bed where she lay, curled on her side. He’d dreamt of something like this so many times before. 

His gaze raked over her impatiently. It was the first glimpse he’d had of her with his human sight, and he thirstily drank in every detail of her lush form. Rounded, firm hips, nipped-in waist and glorious, creamy breasts that nearly spilled over the top of her chemise. 

Her body aroused him but her face was what he truly wished to see. Her long, deep auburn hair had come loose in the night and a silky swathe hid her features. With a small growl of impatience, he lifted the fiery tresses, smoothing them behind her soft shoulder. 

He sucked in his breath as he unveiled her face. Heart-shaped with high cheekbones and a delicate, feminine nose—her every feature confirmed the knowledge he felt in his bones when he first caught her scent. His erection went from rock-hard to aching. 

It was her. 

A bead of moisture slid from the small slit of his cock’s head and rolled down the length of his shaft to his balls. 

The woman who had sweetly tormented his dreams for years upon years was now under his roof. In his bed. At his mercy. He could finally do all the things to her that he had fantasized about when she arrived in the Enchanted Forest. 

He was far too eager. Allowing her to wake to the sight of his ferocious erection would likely terrify the young innocent spread out like a banquet before him. 

But he also knew he’d not be swayed from his intent to bury himself deep inside her warm body before sunset. 

For Sir Marrok Ulfang was in need of a virgin to remove the centuries-old curse that shifted his shape from man to wolf each night. And if said virgin wasn’t this woman, well, then he’d have no other and a nightly beast he’d remain trapped in this damnable wood until time’s end. For, by the Grail, the mere sight and smell of the lady in red had already ruined him forever for any other female. 

When she’d thrust her slender fingers through his fur last night, the stab of joy that went through him had caused him to shudder with need. So many times he had longed to lovingly fuck the dream vision of her and make her real. 

He could not believe that he was now finally gazing upon the flesh-and-blood woman who held his future in the palm of her small hand. Unless he was imagining this encounter, too, he thought with a sudden frown. It wouldn’t be the first time his dreams had felt so very real, only for him to wake up alone—his sublime contentment at being in her company turning to the bitter ashes of deprivation the instant he opened his eyes in the cold light of yet another solitary morning. 

He allowed his calloused thumb to trace the seam of her generous cleavage that swelled above the neckline of her chemise. He savored the feel of her warm, satiny skin. 

She was real. She was here. 

In her sleep, the hardened buds of her nipples poked at the muslin of her chemise. Would her areolas be dusky red or pale pink? That maddening debate had raged in his mind for years now, for he dreamed in black and white, with his canis vision, and the question had kept him awake many a time. 

His finger skimmed up her pale throat and brushed across her full lower lip. He would finally get to taste her. All over. At last he would learn if her flavor was as delicious as her scent. He would finally know—not just imagine—how she felt crushed naked against his bare body as he kissed a path down the sensitive arch of her neck. How good her hand, and then later her mouth, would feel stroking his cock. Or what variety of sweet mewling noises he would elicit from her while she writhed under him. When he parted her pink folds to lick her...

The thick, dark lashes that rimmed her eyelids fluttered. “Mmmm...” 

Not daring to breathe, he let his finger go still at the corner of her mouth. He suddenly felt an unaccustomed attack of nerves over meeting his dream woman, for the first time in the flesh. And with her in her undergarments and him butt-naked. Great way to impress her. What wonderful planning. 

What if she found his looks displeasing? He squelched the urge to run a hand through his unruly black curls and worried over the coarse stubble that shadowed his square jaw. He knew it made him appear even more fierce and menacing. What if he frightened her? What if she turned miss-ish and shied away from him? He scowled. 

The hell with that. 

The bulging muscles in his arms flexed, ready to capture her in the event she tried to flee. 

Her eyes opened abruptly and focused on his face, merely inches from her own. He gasped at the color of her irises that glowed up at him like twin emeralds. 

He held his breath, watching her eyes widen in shock at the sight of an unfamiliar male face above her own. But when she stared into his eyes, an impish dimple suddenly appeared in her left cheek. 

“Monsieur wolf, I presume?” Her husky French accent teased his ears. 

He nearly fell off the bed. She chuckled at his stunned expression. 

“’Tis your eyes. They give you away. No two creatures could have eyes the same impossible shade of blue. So you must be one and the same, no?” 

“Marry me,” he growled in his clipped English accent. It was the last thing he intended to say to her first. 

Her eyebrows shot up incredulously. Partly to cover his blunder and partly because he could wait no longer, he bent his head and claimed her lips. 

Nothing else existed for him in that moment but the feel of her warm lips parting under the pressure of his, allowing his tongue full access to take whatever he wished from her. 

And he wanted it all. 

When he felt no initial resistance on her part, he deepened the kiss with a greedy groan, stroking her tongue with his. She tasted every bit as delightful as she smelled, like wild honeysuckle drenched with spring rain. 

Without breaking their first kiss, he clutched her shoulders and pinned her flat against the bed, partially covering her body with his. The wolf inside him howled for more. 

As he ground her against the soft bedding, she made a muffled sound from deep within the down-feather pillows. 

“Monsieur, you are crushing me.” She gasped against his lips. 

He instantly rose up on his elbows to lessen his weight on her. His massive hand brushed aside an auburn tendril that lay across her face. 

“What big hands you have,” she noted with wonder. 

“The better to touch all of you at once,” he rasped, stroking her from throat to hip. One of his fingers brushed the side swell of her breast. She shivered under him and he bit back a growl of sheer lust. 

His bulging biceps on either side of her head drew her attention. Her eyes widened at their size. 

“My, what strong arms you have,” she whispered. 

“All the easier to hold you, my lady.” He made it sound like a warning. 

Her glance slid down the length of their bodies and froze at the impressive sight towering up from the place where his legs joined. 

“And what a huge cock you have.” 

“All the better to—” He broke off when her words belatedly penetrated his sex-distracted brain. What did she just say? 

“’Tis ever so much bigger than the baker’s son’s!” She went on to compliment him airily, still staring at his engorged penis as if a rabbit hypnotized by a serpent about to strike. 

He gripped her shoulders and jerked her upright, grimly tamping down the jealous rage he felt boiling in his gut. 

“You cannot know such things. You are an innocent.” He tried to sound authoritative and stern, but the sweet curve of her ample breasts distracted him. Her aroused nipples thrust pointedly against the thin muslin that, as yet, still veiled their mysterious color from him. 

His auburn-haired witch tilted her chin at him and that damned, wicked dimple appeared in her left cheek again. “Am I?” 

He saw red, and it wasn’t just her hair and cloak. His scowl must have turned ferocious, for he saw her eyes widen in feminine alarm, as though realizing she had just given the wolf’s tail too hard a tug. 

“Do not toy with me, madam,” he grated, giving her a small shake. “The scent of maidenhood about you is unmistakable.” 

God help him if she was not the one after all. And God help any man who’d dared to have been between her thighs. He’d hunt the cad down and use him to dull the edge of his sword. 

“Tell me truly, woman. Who is this baker’s boy to you and how on this fucking green Earth do you know that mine’s bigger? And while you’re about it, I’ll have your name now!” he hissed at her, unable to use his formidable control to quell the jarring mix of emotions swelled up inside him. 

On one hand, he was furious at the very notion she wasn’t the one who could release him. Conversely, he was ridiculously pleased to hear the baker’s boy didn’t measure up, as it were. 

The woman of his dreams looked chagrined and struggled against the iron band of his arms. He merely flexed his biceps a fraction, holding her completely immobile against his naked chest. He enjoyed the feel of her squirming body against him and saw no reason to hide the fact at this late stage. They were well beyond the subtle niceties. 

Apparently realizing her struggles were futile, she finally lay still and commenced trying to glare him to death. 

“I have heard it said England is a backward country, monsieur. But I highly doubt that even there the proper order of things is for a man first to climb naked on a bed where a sleeping woman lies, molest her until she awakens, next propose marriage, then kiss her silly before quizzing her on her paramours, and only then demand introductions. And all this after you stranded me alone in the middle of the night in this accursed wood in the first place!” 

Marrok felt a dull flush creep up his neck. She had him there. He was bungling this about as well as it could be bungled. All things considered, she was actually being a rather good sport about it. Indeed, she was taking all of the unusual events since last night with strange aplomb. Perhaps she was in shock. 

But he still needed answers. Now. 

He angled his head and planted his hard mouth on her lips already red and plumped from their first kiss. “Who is this baker’s boy, and what is your name, my lady?” The words were harsh against her mouth. He softened them somewhat by adding a small, apologetic kiss on her lower lip as an afterthought. “Tell me.” 

“Please,” she stipulated. 

“Please,” he bit out. 

“Please what?” The impudent dimple appeared again, mocking him. 

He closed his eyes, struggling for patience. “Just start with your name.” 

“Lily. Lily Rouge. And now, might I know the name of my captor? I cannot keep calling you ‘monsieur wolf’.” 

“I’m not—” He bit off the rest of the sentence, for in point of fact she was quite correct. He had captured her fair and square. And he wasn’t letting her go. 

“Marrok,” he answered at last. “My name is Marrok, Lily.” 

“Lady Rouge to the likes of you, if you please.” 

“Saucy wench.” One of his hands had tunneled under her cloak and was stroking the satiny bare skin of her upper back. “Now kindly explain who in hell’s blazes is the baker’s son to you?” 

“He gave our scullery maid, Monique, a tumble out back of the barn,” she confessed matter-of-factly. Marrok detected a roguish glint in her eye. 

The tension drained from his body, although he didn’t release her. “And you peeked.” 

She shrugged, lowering her lashes demurely. “’Twas naughty, I know.” She squirmed against him, setting him even more afire if she but knew it. “Yet not quite so naughty as this, monsieur wolf. Now, if you please, perhaps put something on?” She wriggled beneath him deliciously when he made no move. “Sheep’s clothing or whatever you have at the ready will suffice to spare my maidenly blushes,” she added tartly. 

Marrok made absolutely no move toward the large armoire where he kept a few pieces of clothing that he’d pilfered from various trespassers over the years. It was hard to find clothing to fit his tall, broad frame. Anyway, it didn’t suit his plans for either one of them to be clothed just now. 

He softly kneed her thighs apart and planted a thigh between her legs, nestling his lower body there. 

“Blushes? Ha. The sight of my big, bad cock hasn’t managed to so much as raise your eyebrows, Lady Lily.” He guffawed. “Although I do believe it has managed to raise your pulse,” he added with a decidedly feral grin, laying a finger against the betraying throbbing vein at the base of her throat. 

“The only thing you raise in me is my temper,” she scoffed, but very pointedly avoided looking down the length of his nude body. 

His keen nose told him her aroused juices were even now creaming her sex. Her erotic scent teased his senses and tormented his already taut body. She was willing, even if her sharp tongue declared otherwise. 

Mere sex would not be enough to release him, to bind her to him. But the wolf inside him wanted its mate. Now. 

In a moment of clarity, Marrok knew what to do. He would pleasure her body until she said the words he needed to hear. The instant after she said “Yes,” he would sink himself into her wetness and get that pesky curse out of the way well before the sun set tonight on All Hallow’s Eve. Then, afterward, he would fully seduce both her mind and her body as she deserved, with all the flowers and poetry that he recalled the female of the species expected from a courtship. He prayed that would suffice. 

Her cloak was clasped around her by a red bow at the hollow of her throat. His fingers trailed across her sensitive skin and tugged at the ties as though they were the wrappings of a tempting present. 

As his knuckles brushed the full swell of her cleavage, she smartly smacked his hand away. “Surely even the English are civilized enough to feed their captives breakfast. Thanks to an inordinate amount of exercise last night, I’m famished!” 

His inner wolf growled its impatience. She was clearly trying to distract him from his aim, but her eyes, which she had tried so hard to keep on his face, couldn’t help but drift below his neck to devour his nude physique. He could tell she liked what she saw of his broad, sculpted shoulders, burnt by the daily sun from working out of doors without a shirt. 

His firm lips tilted up at the corners. “I am working on satisfying a different kind of hunger altogether, my lady.” 

He grinned and levered off her slightly so she could admire his chest. 

He felt her eyes scorch a path down his torso to his abdomen. He wondered what she would say if she knew he kept his body in peak shape because he had been waiting for her. It was all for her, every rippling sinew and muscle. 

Marrok watched her bite her full lower lip as her gaze slid lower still. The tapering arrow of fine hair on his lower stomach pointed her eyes in a direction farther down, to where his sex sprung from a thick pelt of black curls at his groin. Her eyes. She licked her lips and her heart rate increased even more under the rough pad of his thumb. 

It was all for her. And she wanted it all, he could tell. Every last inch. 

“Touch me, Lily.” Even he couldn’t tell if his words constituted command or plea. “I think I shall die if you don’t put your hands on me. Now.” 

To his surprise, she obeyed and tentatively raised her hand to lay her small palm against the heat of his chest. He sucked in a breath as she used her fingers to trace the hard lines of his body. Her touch grew bolder when he groaned his encouragement. 

“Aye, lady. Yes. Explore me. My body is here to please yours.” 

He shifted his weight more fully on her, so her lower body could not help but be impressed by the hard bulge between his legs. Inflamed by the passionate little touches of his beginner lover, he ground his bare pelvis more intimately into hers and found to his delight that her undergarments were crotchless, made that way, so he supposed, for the convenience of the privy. 

But her undergarments could not have been designed more usefully for his purposes. He nudged the tip of his cock through the open muslin seam and gently pushed himself against her wet opening, testing her. 

She was drenched with her own arousal. He reached down, shifting his penis a fraction to make room for his hand. He drew his fingers lightly through her wet folds and felt her shiver of excitement. 

He inserted just the tip of his finger inside her and found he’d made her more than ready for her first time. She arched against his hand and gasped. He was satisfied she would feel pleasure, not pain, at his first penetration. 

He never broke eye contact when he raised his hand, coated with her dew, to his lips. Slowly, he licked his fingers clean. He closed his eyes, blissfully savoring her clean, womanly flavor as though it were a priceless delicacy and he, its connoisseur. 

“Sir!” she half-gasped, half-groaned. “You are being...far...too forward.” 

“My lady has a talent for understatement.” He smiled with sensual amusement mixed with sexual frustration. 

Marrok delicately guided himself through her puffy, pink folds, all of his nerve endings screaming for completion, for release that had been denied him for far too long. Poised at her tight Venus gate, he felt her creamy moisture dampen his swollen head and silently vowed no other man would ever be in this position, now or ever. 

He knew the rules, however. He forced himself to halt just at her body’s seductive, dripping entrance. 

“By the Grail, will you have me, my lady?” He bit out the necessary words and prayed with every fiber of his being that her answer was yes. 

She smiled tenderly up at him. “No.” 

Marrok froze at the single word, incredulous that she was still capable of denying him what was so clearly and rightfully his. 

All of his muscles bunched in protest as his initial conquest skidded to a halt. He suddenly found it difficult to breathe. 

“You are certain about that, my lady?” 

Her green eyes, clouded as they were with newly awakened desire, were nevertheless resolute. “I desire answers.” 

Poised to drive home inside her, he bit back a growl of displeasure. He could not and would not breach her without her permission. 

But he could and would make her long for him until she screamed yes. 

“The answers you seek are complicated and would take a good deal of time to explain properly,” he grated as he licked and nipped her hard nipples through the nearly transparent cloth of her thin chemise. “Do you really wish to delay the pleasure I can bring us both merely in order to satisfy your curiosity? Especially when I could satisfy so much more?” 

“A woman’s curiosity, monsieur, is a potent force to be reckoned with.” But he saw how she strained her concentration in forming the sentence. 

“So am I, Lady Rouge. So am I!” 

With his white teeth, he pulled the edge of her low neckline even lower, straining the threads to expose her pebbled nipples and generous breasts. 

Dusky red. God help him, her nipples were dusky red. Like sweet, ripe berries. 

He tasted each one in turn, lovingly curling his tongue around the tight buds and puckered areolas as though starved for a treat. 

At the slight scrape of the dark stubble of his jaw against the soft skin of her breasts, she swallowed back a groan and twisted beneath him. “Oh!” 

“You like that.” It wasn’t a question. It was a demand for acknowledgement that he had all rights to her body. He lingeringly traced a calloused finger along the sensitive underside of her breast. 

“Mmmmm,” she twisted under him. 

He worked his nude body down the length of hers, covering her with burning kisses. His lips met the flimsy barrier of the overlapping seam at the crotch of her leggings. 

She trembled and gasped under him. 

Marrok stilled and looked up watchfully from the nest he had made for himself at the apex of her legs. “My lady?” 

She seemed to know he was asking for reassurance. “I seem unable to move,” she laughed breathlessly. 

“Tell me what you feel,” he commanded deeply. “And tell me when it feels good. You will hold nothing back from me.” 

He nuzzled the seam at her crotch wide open and discovered a fiery thatch of red-gold curls, damp and fragrant with her feminine juices. He gently parted her tender folds the way he would the petals of a rare, exotic flower. 

“Beautiful,” he murmured. 

“Oh! What are you doing?” She gasped when his hot, slightly rough tongue delicately explored and lapped at the most private, sensitive area of her nether lips. 

“Taste is of particular importance to wolves,” came his answering growl against her pussy. “I could eat you up.” 

With a deep groan, he held her hips in place with firm, caressing fingers while using his tongue aggressively. He explored the tiny, hypersensitive bundle of flesh hidden in the soft, flaming curls. She began to shudder, then to thrash beneath him in need. His tongue moved more quickly, around the hot little twitching button before dipping just inside the entrance of her delicious sex. 

Her whole body arched suddenly against his mouth, her fingers clutching his hair as she tried to press his head even deeper between her thighs. Marrok felt her shuddering need and knew a climax was about to rip through virgin territory. 

He drew her swollen clit into his mouth and delicately suckled it, knowing that the exquisite suction and pressure he was creating would put her over the edge. 

Lily did not disappoint him as she virtually came apart in his arms. He felt the moment her climax slammed into her body, and he nearly came himself from the sheer pleasure of watching her, head thrown back in beautiful abandon as she savored every pleasurable quiver that shook her soft frame. “Is that a yes, Lady Lily?” 

She moaned her pleasure. 

He flowed up her body and nudged his penis against her swollen bud, feeling that slick nubbin spasm in surprise against the velvety, wet tip. 

“What about now? What say you?” 

Her lashes fluttered as her eyes practically rolled back inside her head. “I feel on fire... Please... Marrok...” 

Hearing his name on her panting tongue for the first time nearly put him into a frenzy. His balls tightened with almost unbearable pleasure. He fought against the burning need to shoot his seed before it found its way home inside her. His hands roamed her body ceaselessly, restlessly. 

She bucked against him and made mewling noises, kissing the column of his throat. She cried out again, “I need... Please... Marrok...” 

A hard smile, wholly feral in nature, curved his lips. He had her now. “Ask for it, my red Lily. Ask for it nicely.” 

Without waiting for her answer, he launched a sensual assault on her body. He bent his head, took her lips again, letting her taste herself on his lips. He reached for the gaping opening of her pantalettes, fondling her snug opening to draw out her long pleasure. 

He guided his broad tip to her entrance and rubbed in slow, small circles against her slit. There, he felt his lubrication mingle with hers to provide even more glide for his easy penetration when the time came to claim her fully. 

“Ohhhh!” Seemingly almost of its own volition, her body began undulating and quivering beneath him, parting her legs wider to accommodate his intimate touches. Her small hands clung fiercely to his solid shoulders. She closed her eyes, evidently riding astride the stormy sea of passion he was churning up for them both. 

“Yes. Give yourself to me, my sweet, darling Lily. Say yes!” 

He groaned his desire for her against her lips. She arched against him while flattening her breasts against the hard wall of his chest. Her mouth opened under his, fully welcoming the thrusting invasion of his tongue. 

When he felt her hips instinctively thrusting against his hand and cock, frantically trying to encourage his penetration, he knew she was seconds away from being his at last. 

“Now, Lily! Say it now!” He whispered the hoarse command into her ear. He could barely hear himself utter the words with the combined roar of their two racing heartbeats pounding. 

Her body was screaming her acceptance of his. Yet she stubbornly refused to say the one word he had to hear in order to complete their beautiful union. The same word that would set him free and give them their happily ever after. 

Just then she opened her heavy-lidded emerald-green eyes and stared straight into his soul for a long moment. 

“Yes!” she whispered, her breathing ragged. 

Chapter Four

LILY FELT HIM GO UTTERLY still on top of her. The air seemed to freeze in his lungs for a timeless moment. 

“Would you,” he grated, enunciating each syllable, “mind repeating that?” 

Her lashes lowered for a moment, shielding her surprised expression from his intense gaze. The man was relentless. He had been running her to ground since her eyes opened. No, since he’d stopped her carriage last night. And perhaps even before that—in her dreams. 

So why was he suddenly hesitating? 

Lily had been brought up properly to know she ought to be shocked by his behavior and by her own reaction to him. Her delicate female sensibilities should be supremely scandalized by the way he forced her into intimate awareness of the heavy, liquid heat of her body. Not even a husband ought to have been able to do that, at least not according to the hasty, nebulous tutorial on wifely duties given by her embarrassed mother a few minutes before Lily was bundled into the carriage yesterday morning. 

Lily knew she should also be stunned to learn there was fairytale magic in the world, and that her dream man who had tempted her body and soul for so long was in fact real. But she wasn’t. 

From the moment she realized her wolf and the magnificent nude man sprawled on top of her now shared the same soul as they shared the same eye color, she knew she had found the one who haunted her dreams. 

In fact here, lying under a man who could change into a black wolf with the softest fur imaginable, she felt completely and utterly at home for the first time in her life. 

She had always had the vague sense she belonged to that man in her dreams. Now she looked up into his shining, light blue irises and tenderly cupped his clenched jaw. 

“I said yes, Marrok. My wolf. Yes.” 

Her trusting, tremulous smile seemed to affect him deeply. A muscle ticked in his jaw as he peered into her eyes which she knew were filled with complete and utter trust. 

To her surprise, he didn’t plunge inside her as he had undoubtedly intended to do the moment the word “yes” passed her lips. 

Instead, he let out a pent-up breath. He raised a hand that shook slightly and gently tucked a long, russet strand behind her ear. 

“And do you know what you are agreeing to do with me, innocent one?” he asked carefully. 

She swallowed hard. “Yes. What Monique did with the baker’s boy.” 

He drew back as though slapped. His face tightened into a harsh mask, and he framed her face with his large hands. 

“No, sweet Lily. I want a damn sight more from you than that.” 

With those enigmatic words, he levered himself off her and grabbed a pair of cloth breeches from the giant armoire in the corner. Without stopping to tug them on, he slammed out of the bedroom, leaving her tormented body alone on the goose-down bed. 

At his abrupt departure, Lily felt incredibly chilled and empty, both in body and in soul. Her lower muscles clenched, already missing the heavy feel of male hips nestled between her thighs, of his weight pinning her down, holding her still for his pleasure. 

She lay there in shock for a few moments, the unfamiliar sting of sexual rejection in her heart warring for first place with the ache of sexual frustration in the slick spot ’twixt her legs. 

Lying there, her temper grew a deeper, brighter red than her hair until it simmered and then boiled over. She flew off the bed and marched after him, hastily straightening her chemise along the way. 

With her wild curls tumbling down the back of her cloak, she stepped into the yard. She was nearly distracted from her fury by her first sight of him upright, tall and broad-shouldered in all his male magnificence. 

Bare-chested, he wore only the breeches that molded to his taut backside. The muscles in his arms and neck bunched and corded repetitively with each mighty swing of his axe as he single-mindedly chopped a pile of wood. Perspiration from the late morning sun already dampened his fierce face. 

“Are you deaf, monsieur?” she hissed at him, hands on the hips of her lace-edged pantalettes. “My answer was yes, damn you!” 

Marrok glanced up mid-chop to catch the glorious sight of her in full, feminine rage, and missed the log with his axe entirely. His hot look raked over her, from her stormy eyes and charmingly pinked cheeks to the rest of her body he wished to possess, not merely once, but for all time. 

Her cloak was pushed back behind her shoulders, showing off her curvaceous figure still clad in only her figure-hugging undergarments. He gritted his teeth as his eyes slid possessively over the ripe, nubile form that had been his for the taking scant minutes ago, and cursed himself for his foolish scruples. 

To prevent himself from snatching her up in his arms again, he forced himself to avert his eyes from the mouthwatering sight she presented. He refused to look up from his labor as he recommenced chopping wood at an accelerated rate. 

“Lily, I warn you,” he began in a low, clipped voice between swings, “do not provoke me further.” 

She stamped her foot in fury. “Me provoke you? Why you...arrogant, blockheaded, English...wolf! What did I do but wake up and lie there while you nearly...almost...with you between my...and me ready to... And then you just walk away, leaving me completely...” 

With a thunk he split a large log with one blow and sank the axe blade an impressive depth into the stump below it. 

“Lily, I swear by the Grail, if you don’t turn your sweet ass right around and get out of my sight this instant, your first time will be hard and fast up against this woodpile in full view of the pixies!” 

At his snarled threat, her mouth made a perfect little “o” as she whirled around, eyes searching the clearing around the cottage, but saw no one. 

“Pixies? What foolishness is this?” she snapped. 

“We are in the Enchanted Forest, Lily,” he ground out with exaggerated patience. “Of course there are pixies. And they are notorious gossips,” he added, glaring darkly off to the side at a patch of tall grass nearby. 

She now detected some faint movement at the edge of the clearing. She thought she saw several pairs of small, slanting eyes glowing at her from the protective camouflage of the tall grasses. Suddenly a high-pitched, tittering sound tickled her ears. Lily modestly pulled her cloak closed around her. 

“Do I take your meaning that the entire wood is cursed? Not just yourself?” she asked curiously, not removing her gaze from the grass. 

“The wood is enchanted to hold cursed beings such as myself,” he grated, venting his burning need for the woman standing before him on another huge log. 

“What offense did the pixies commit to make them accursed?” she wondered, curiously watching the movement in the tall grass. 

Marrok shrugged. “Pixies are too naughty for Heaven, yet too sweet for Hell. This forest is their in-between until they are more one or the other. The little pests.” 

One of the pixies nipped up above the concealing cover of the grass and blew him a raspberry in retort, triggering much merriment amongst his companions. 

“Quite bold, are they not?” She laughed. “And they seem to have no fear whatever of the big, bad wolf.” 

“I made the mistake once of leaving food out for them,” he grumbled. “And they will not stop pestering me until I leave more each morning.” 

“You are right, I can scarce believe
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