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Chapter 1
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ALEXANDER TORE ACROSS the slick grass, his nose low to the ground. His sense of smell was extremely powerful in this form, and he was known for his excellent tracking abilities. Although the misty rain made it a bit more difficult, he was still able to detect the rank scent of his foes. 

His nose twitched in response to the repugnant odor as he followed their trail to see where it would lead. A band of rogue panther shifters was terrorizing the small, rural community of Nashoba. It was an unlikely area that time had forgotten, a place that most supernaturals would never have reason to visit. 

From its discovery hundreds of years before, Nashoba had been inhabited by farmers and the Amish. None of them were aware that it was also home to hundreds, if not thousands, of werewolves. Most of the residents of this isolated area would probably panic if they knew their neighbors were an entirely different species. 

He slowed his powerful body to a stop and lifted his head to survey his surroundings. His blue eyes shone unnaturally in the night with an intelligence and understanding that could possibly give him away if he was ever captured. He wouldn’t be, though. He was much too clever for that.

It was a preternatural sight as he stood at the top of a steep hill, overlooking the rolling meadows and fields of southeastern Missouri. The hour was late, the moon full and hanging low. The gentle glow illuminated the wolf, soothing him, as he silently surveyed all that was around him. 

With his keen eyesight and night vision, Alexander could see for miles away. Nothing out of the ordinary moved. They were out there, though, of that he was certain. Somewhere in the shadows of the night, the enemy was waiting. 

Panting gently to cool his body from the long run, he carefully planned out his next course of action. His breath fogged in the chill of the night air, but the cold didn’t bother him. He was covered in a pelt of black and gold fur, much too thick to ever allow the cold to penetrate it. 

It was up to Alexander and his guardians to discover the identity of the shifters as soon as possible and stop them. Their very survival depended upon their ability to keep their lives secret. If the panthers weren’t stopped, every paranormal researcher in the world would be making their way to Missouri to find them. It wouldn't be pretty.

Hunters were also a threat, at least during the night of the full moon. During this time, the entire pack had to heed the call of the moon and change. That left them vulnerable to attack. The isolated area allowed them plenty of room to roam safely, but not if they were hunted. It was best to stop this before more rumors got started, and lives got lost. It was essential the supernatural community remain hidden from humans. No matter what. 

There wasn’t a panther holding locally, which made their attacks even more curious. Were they purposely trying to lead humanity to their very doorsteps? Alexander had no doubt that the panthers would be long gone should that ever happen, leaving the wolves to suffer. 

None of it made sense. If humans ever discovered that the legends were true, they wouldn't just stop with wolves. No supernatural creature alive would ever be safe again. 

A flicker of puzzlement flashed briefly in the wolf’s blue eyes. It had to be something else they were after. Whatever it was, they wanted it badly enough to risk discovery for. They were materialistic fools, at least their current leader was, and he doubted any of them had any intelligence. 

He continued to track the scent, needing to find out where it would lead. Unfortunately, it wasn’t a fresh scent, so he didn’t expect to happen upon the ones responsible for it. If he were really lucky, though, it would lead to their hideout. The panthers had to be holing up somewhere, and he knew it wasn’t in the local town. 

His body tensed in anticipation at the possibility of locating them. He was an alpha who never backed down from a challenge, and they had messed with the wrong wolf. With a powerful leap, he increased his speed. 

Alexander Petrov was originally from Russia. His grandparents had settled in the Missouri countryside four hundred years before in the hopes of providing a safe place for their pack. Upon their arrival, the nearest neighbor had been half a day away. It was paradise for an exhausted pack seeking a peaceful existence. 

Although the years had passed and the population had increased, the area had not changed much. Werewolves were extremely long–lived, and his family was no exception. His grandparents were still alive and enjoying the fruits of their labors. 

Alexander moved to the settlement eighteen years before. His parents remained in Russia, staying in the homeland they loved so much. He visited at least twice a year, but he'd never regretted the decision to leave. Something about Missouri just felt right to him.

His corporation operated worldwide, but it hadn’t taken very long for Alexander to make St. Louis his home office. Now, the majority of his time was spent there in the city, in the rented luxury apartment he maintained. The full moon always found him here, though, running free with his pack through the isolated fields and hills. 

Two weeks before, a series of grisly attacks had started around Nashoba. Cows and horses were found dead with their throats brutally ripped out. Early one morning an Amish man had been attacked in cold blood while milking his cow. He reported being ambushed by a panther and had barely escaped with his life. 

The guardians knew immediately the attacks originated with shapeshifters which meant they had to stop it. When Ivan had called him with the news, Alexander immediately made preparations to depart from St. Louis. He'd had no choice but to return home.

It hadn't taken long for them to discover the pack behind it. They'd left a scent trail a mile wide. They were also dangerous, stopping at nothing to find whatever it was they were looking for. The guardians were working tirelessly to locate them, but the panthers were extremely crafty when they wanted to be. 

He slowed down as he neared another patch of forest. Southern Missouri was perfect for a werewolf with plenty of space to roam freely. Heavily forested, it gave them the obscurity they needed to survive. They couldn't allow the panthers to destroy that for them. The world had changed and finding another home wouldn't be easy... if not impossible. 

Panther sightings were flooding the local sheriff’s office. The community was in a panic. People were afraid to leave their homes after dark, and they were getting very vocal in their demands for something to be done. Even though the sheriff and deputy were pack mates, it wouldn’t be long before word leaked out. Once it became viral, their town would be overrun with every paranormal hunter in the country. 

He splashed through a slow-moving creek bed before continuing through the forest. His nose picked up a clearer scent, and he could see fresh tracks. He raised his head and scanned the surroundings as his fur bristled. The dark night held no mysteries for one of his kind, and nothing that breathed would be able to get past him. 

A woman’s terrified scream echoed through the peacefulness of the night. The panthers were near, and they'd just made a huge mistake. They hadn't counted on him. With his nose back to the ground he loped off, certain the tracks would lead to their next victim. 

At the edge of the forest, he slowed down and cautiously approached. At first, nothing appeared to be out of place at the quaint little homestead. It was surrounded by thick trees and woods, in a valley that looked like it belonged on a greeting card. 

In the center of the clearing was a well-maintained log cabin, the chimney releasing the smoke from the fireplace. A wooden barn and metal shed were behind it, the doors closed up at that time of night. It was your typical small farm, complete with a chicken coop, a cow, and a little vegetable garden. 

The sound of breaking glass drew his attention as another scream echoed through the night. It came from behind the cabin, and he wasn’t able to see it from where he stood. He raced down the hill, his wolf body tense and ready for battle. 

Easing up to the corner of the porch, he crouched down low, looking for the woman. He was downwind from the panther, and a quick glance showed there was only one. The wolf smiled. That definitely evened the odds. Alexander wouldn’t have left her alone to face a supernatural creature, but more shifters would have made it difficult to save them both. 

Looking up, he watched the large, half-shifted panther taunting the woman. He was standing on the porch as he busted out a large window with one massive hand. Alexander could smell the pleasure he derived from toying with her, but he held back the growl of outrage. As powerful as he was, the panther could have entered at any moment. Instead, he was savoring her fear. His cockiness would be his downfall. 

Thick black fur covered his entire body, but he was still on two legs. With ears on the top of his head and long fangs, the panther shifter was a gruesome sight. Alexander could only imagine how horrifying he would be to a human.

“Leave me alone, or I will shoot,” a woman’s husky voice rang out through the broken window. “I'm not too afraid to blow your ass right back to whatever hell you came from.” 

With his enhanced hearing, Alexander could hear the cock of the rifle. She meant business. His muzzle curled up slightly in humor, and had he been in human form he might have laughed. She definitely had spunk. Little did she know, a regular rifle wouldn’t do much damage to a long-lived creature like the panther shifter, but he admired her courage. 

The shifter threw his head back and laughed before speaking. “I’m going to have fun breaking you tonight, human,” he growled out. “At least before I kill you.” 

The woman remained silent. Despite the gravity of the situation, Alexander regretted it. He found her voice pleasing. 

His mind raced as he forced the thought from his mind. One thrust from the panther's powerful shoulder would have been enough to break down the flimsy wooden door. Instead, he had chosen to make it slow, building up the panic and fear. What did he hope to gain?

If the human wouldn’t have been watching, Alexander could have taken him down and questioned him. As it was, though, he’d have to eliminate him immediately. 

The air from the interior of the cabin mixed with the light breeze. The smell of cinnamon and apple teased his nostrils, right before a delicious unknown scent hit him with the force of a hurricane. His eyes widened as sensation coursed through him, so powerful he had to catch his breath. 

Liquid fire raced through his veins, forcing his heart rate to increase. Power ran through his body, fueling the rage that pulsated within him at the discovery of this woman being attacked. His teeth gnashed together with brutal force as the thudding in his ears drowned out the noise of his surroundings. He became primal, determined to protect and possess the unseen woman inside the home. In the span of a heartbeat his life had completely changed, and it would never be what it was before.

He had found his mate. 

* * * * *
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KEEPING HER EYES TRAINED on the window, Carole Anne checked her cell phone again for a signal. It was nowhere to be found. Silently, she cursed the remoteness of the cabin. Her hand holding the rifle trembled, not used to holding the weight with one hand. Who was she kidding? She wasn't used to holding a rifle at all, at least not in several years.

Carole Anne had inherited it along with the cabin, and it was just by a stroke of fate she knew how to use it. Her daddy had been a gun collector, and he had loved to share his passion for them with his only daughter. He had taken her out to the range countless times, teaching her how to load and hit a target. That was before the accident that had claimed her parents' lives. 

She gave the phone a toss into the chair next to her and brought her other hand back to the rifle with a grimace. It was the only phone she had, and without it, she couldn’t call for help. It looked like the cavalry wasn't coming after all. 

It was hard to believe she was being broken in on by something that looked like Bigfoot. The creature had toyed with her for several minutes, and he showed no signs of leaving. She raised the rifle back up to her shoulder. At the first sign of entering, she was going to let him have it. 

Carole Anne was new to the area, but even she had heard the tales of panther attacks circulating around town. Mr. Jones, the owner of the only grocery store in Nashoba, went out of his way to keep her updated with the latest reports on her weekly shopping trip. If this was a panther, she was Santa Claus. Panthers didn't walk on two legs, much less talk.

If she lived past tonight, she would never doubt the paranormal or Santa Claus, again. Her skepticism regarding the supernatural had fled at the first sight of this walking, talking beast.

The window was completely gone. Her entire body trembled as he rested his hands on the wooden frame and lowered his grotesque face down to peer at her with yellow eyes. A growl came out of his mouth as he revealed long, sharp fangs. There were pieces of flesh and blood caked around the grooves of his teeth. Nausea churned in her stomach.

He didn’t say a word as he stared at her. Instead, he silently studied her in the muted light. After a moment, he inhaled deeply. His black nostrils flared widely. It was as if he were scenting something she couldn’t. His claws dug into the edges of the wood. 

“You’ve got something we want,” he finally ground out. Even his voice didn’t sound human. A cool breeze swept in the window, bringing in the odor of dirt and wild animal. She swallowed hard, forcing the bile down into her protesting stomach.

“I meant what I said,” Carole Anne repeated coldly. “I don’t have anything you want. Leave, or I’ll blow you over to the next county.” 

There was evil in those cold, yellow eyes. She felt a chill run down her spine. He would kill her without a second thought, of that she had no doubt. No matter what it took, she had to keep him outside. 

He laughed, not the least bit frightened by her words. Shifting slightly, he bent down and raised a heavy furry leg over the ledge of the window. It was the moment of truth. It was now or never. 

Hands shaking, she counted to three before squeezing the trigger. At the same time, a flash of gold and black forcefully hit the creature and suddenly yelped loudly. The sounds of snarling and scuffling came from the side of the door, moving further away by the second. Carole Anne gaped at the empty window in stunned disbelief. 

With a gasp, she dropped the rifle down to her side. Running to the window, she stuck her head out, but there was nothing there. Something slammed into the side of the cabin hard, causing her to jump. Reloading her rifle quickly, she cautiously eased out through the door. 

Once outside, she tiptoed across the wraparound porch. The sounds of fighting stopped abruptly, leaving as quickly as they had started. The night was completely silent. 

It took all of her courage to keep taking step after step towards the side where the disturbance had been. Her breath was nothing more than sharp little pants in the cold, and she worried she was close to hyperventilating. There were no outdoor lights, and it was difficult to see. The creature could jump out at any moment, and outside there would be no protection.

Puzzled, she recalled the large shape that had tried to intercede. Whatever it was, it was either gone or dead, judging from the silence. It was too dark to make out the shape clearly, and she had no idea what it could have been. Her grip tightened on the rifle. Was she now facing another threat?

She quietly peeked around the corner of her cabin. It was silent with no signs of the battle that had taken place only moments before. Stepping fully around the house, she gasped when she saw the large male naked on the ground. 

Her fear fled as she raced down the steps and over to him. He was seriously injured and unconscious. She briefly wondered where his clothes were, but quickly decided that was the least of her problems. 

Dropping to her knees, she began to check him over for injuries. It only took a moment to feel the hot stickiness on his left thigh. With horror, Carole Anne realized she had shot him. 

Taking a second to briefly check their surroundings, she grabbed his huge shoulders and attempted to shake them, but to no avail. They were about twice the size of the average male, as was the rest of him, and there was no way she could ever carry him in. “Wake up,” she hissed, watching to make sure the creature didn't return. 

He didn't stir. Did he have other injuries she couldn't see? Running her eyes quickly down his body, she realized that everything on him was double-sized. Her eyes widened as she took in the size of his dick, clearly visible in the light of the moon. She hadn't known that men could be that large, especially without an arousal. She shook her head in amazement before correcting herself. She wasn’t even sure men could be that large with one. 

Her face and body grew uncomfortably flushed as she thought about what it would feel like to have that large member working its way inside of her. The flesh beneath her hands heated, making her even more aware of him in the cold night. Her palms tingled in reaction, her entire being caught up in a sensual wave of lust from the contact. A man like him needed a warning label tattooed across his forehead. He was a serious threat to her hormones.

Her eyes flickered back up to his face, relieved to see his eyes were still closed. Carole Anne was a plump, over-the-hill divorced woman with only passable looks, or so she'd been told, and she was ogling a sex god’s dick. It was laughable. Her cheeks flushed hotly at the thought of him catching her. 

Carole Anne didn’t have much experience to base size on. She’d only seen one in her entire life. It belonged to her ex-husband and hadn’t been half this size, even hard. She couldn’t prevent herself from taking another quick peek. He had to hold some kind of record. 

As she watched his shaft began to lengthen and thicken. Carole Anne couldn’t tear her eyes away from the sight as it jerked and rose up to its full, massive size. “Holy shit,” she muttered softly in disbelief, a second before he released a deep groan. 

Quickly, she jerked her eyes back to his face, determined not to look at it again. Her body twitched in reaction as she realized he was watching her, too, his blue eyes burning brightly. In the light of the moon, they appeared to glow. 

They were a beautiful sky blue, the shade unlike anything she’d ever seen before. Carole Anne felt lost in his gaze. She was sinking in their depths without any way to swim. Finally, the chill of the air around them began to soak into her, bringing her back to reality with a resounding thud. 

Blinking quickly, she jumped up and cast a quick look around them. She was desperate to get herself under control. They were vulnerable outside in the dark, and he was shot. The creature could be watching them, waiting for another chance to attack.

Grabbing the rifle with her left hand, she held her right hand out to him. “We’ve got to get in,” she whispered, casting another nervous look around her. “It's not safe out here.”

He grabbed her hand as she pulled backward. Although fear gave her an edge, he was astonishingly heavy from the weight of his powerful muscles. Once he was on his feet, she slowly led him up the steps and to the door. He limped painfully all the way as she helped him to the couch. 

He collapsed on the cushions with his legs slightly spread. Carole Anne almost dropped the rifle. He was easily the best-looking man she’d ever seen. His tousled hair hung down to his shoulders in a myriad of colors ranging from a medium shade of golden blond to black. He had well-defined lips surrounded by a dark and sexy five o’clock shadow and a face that could stop traffic. 

His shoulders, thighs, and stomach were strongly muscled without being bulky. They were covered with skin that had a natural golden sheen to it. Carole Anne felt like a male centerfold had just dropped into her living room. All he needed was a fur throw placed strategically over his massive shaft. 

She couldn’t help but stare open-mouthed at his dick again. It was fully erect and had the same golden sheen as the rest of his body. Shaved completely smooth, his length protruded straight up until the tip hit his belly button. His balls were perfectly rounded and tight near the top while the bottom hung low. 

He groaned again, the sound guttural and drawn out. Carole Anne tore her eyes away and slammed her mouth shut, concerned for the man that had tried to save her life. “I’m so sorry,” she said, grabbing his legs gently. “Let me help you lie down so I can check your leg.” 

He quickly complied before rolling toward her. She bent over to examine his wound, checking both sides. It didn’t appear as bad as she thought it would, but there didn’t appear to be an exit wound. The bullet was sitting somewhere in his massive thigh, and it would have to come out. 

“I’ll be right back,” she said quickly, hating to leave him. His eyes were squeezed shut, his face wincing in pain. The door was still open, though, and she had to check her phone for a signal. Although the window was broken, Carole Anne didn’t want to leave the door open for the creature to stroll in. 

Since his eyes were shut, she allowed herself one last wistful look. She was going to have to find him a blanket. The sight of all that male perfection made it difficult for her to think.

Holding back a sigh, she quickly turned away. He threw his well-muscled arm over his face and groaned again as she took off in the direction of the door.
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Chapter 2
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ONCE HE WAS SURE SHE wasn’t able to catch him, he removed his arm. Alexander only had minutes to come up with a damn good plan. Already the bullet was working its way back out of his body. Once it did, his wound would be healed in a matter of moments. The constant flux and mix between human and wolf blood caused their bodies to heal quickly.

He had wanted to get in, and this was the perfect opportunity. Trying to act and sound injured, he moved slightly and groaned loudly. It sounded like something dying. Alexander rolled his eyes in annoyance. He wanted to stay in the house, not be rushed to the nearest hospital because she believed he was at death’s door. 

Alexander wondered if he overplayed his hand. Feeling his mate’s eyes on his cock had been too much for him to take. His dick had responded instantly, swelling rapidly with the mating urge. It had taken all of his control not to toss her over his shoulder and carry her to the nearest bedroom. He was quickly realizing that mating heat threw even the most refined male back to his caveman history, and his animal side was showing.

Now that he was in, though, he was determined to stay and claim her. Then, she’d take her rightful place among his people as the Queen of Wolves. He smiled smugly, confident and assured he could win her. 

He’d waited three hundred years for her, and he’d be damned if he waited another night. With a grimace, he rubbed at the straining hardness. The pain in his leg was nothing compared to the pain in his cock. 

“I’ll be back as quickly as possible,” she called from the other room. “Are you still with me?”

Alexander could hear the anxiety in her voice, and it made him grin. She was worried he was dying from the bullet wound to his thigh. To him, it was a twinge and nothing more. Within seconds, he felt his body release the bullet. He quickly picked it up and hid it underneath the cushion of her couch. 

Standing up, he plumped the comfortable cushions. His seduction couldn’t have come along better if he had planned it. Clothing was definitely not needed; they would have only hurt his cause. He could scent her interest in his body, and he knew she liked it. The conceited wolf inside of him wanted to howl in joy. 

“I’m holding on,” he responded, attempting to sound like someone in a lot of pain. Thankfully, none of his guardians were around to hear him. Alexander could only imagine the snickers he would get. They would never let him live it down. As a werewolf, he enjoyed perfect health. Sounding sick was a hardship. 

Looking down at the couch, he tried to figure out the best way to show his body off to perfection. He wanted his mate to see that he was the best choice to take care of her and the absolute best one to satisfy her. His dick was large and thick, and physically, he could take her as far as she wanted to go with it. He was the alpha male of his pack, and his body was a perfect reflection of that. She needed to recognize it, as well. 

After a moment of thought, he came to a decision and spread his full-frame out on the couch on his back. His size seemed to dwarf it. Good. Maybe she'd decide he needed a bed. He left his injured leg spread out, offering a better view of his extra-large package. Lifting his muscled right arm up, he rested his hand behind his head. 

Finally, he sighed in satisfaction. He had purposely positioned his body like an offering, in a way that would show his full masculinity. He wanted his mate to see the big, strong male she was getting, and now there was no way she could miss it. 

His lips curled up into a smirk. He knew he had a body that most men would kill for, and he was conceited enough to admit it. All the better to please my new mate with. Alexander thought about the many and varied ways he planned on doing just that. 

Water was running in the kitchen. He was impatient for her to return. He released another long groan before shuddering in distaste. The sooner he could disperse with his injured act, the better. The only groans he wanted to release were the ones that he’d experience buried deeply inside of her. 

His mate was everything he had ever wanted in a woman. Tall and big-boned, her wide hips would be able to cradle him and take every long, hard inch he had to offer. Her breasts were large too, and she had a softly-rounded stomach. Anticipation shot through his body. 

Alexander had always been attracted to plush and voluptuous women, but it was usually the model types who approached him. That was all over with now, though. Fate had picked out the perfect woman for him, and she’d be able to take all the thrusting and pumping he could give her. 

He had a lot to give, too. A male werewolf had an extraordinary amount of testosterone. A human male could never compete with an alpha's lust. She would never leave their bed unsatisfied. 

The couch was drenched in her essence, stoking the forge that was already burning deep inside of him. She had long brown hair, woven in with naturally blonde sun streaks. Her eyes were a rich bright green, reminding him of the grass the wolves spent so much time in. He couldn’t wait to mount her outside in said grass and reminded himself to plan a picnic at the earliest possible convenience. 

He had also been pleased to see she was in her early thirties. It meant she was beyond that first flush of youth with some life experience under her belt. At three hundred years old, he wanted a woman who was past all the games. Not to mention, Alexander was naturally attracted to women of that age. Their sex drives were higher, and they knew what they wanted and needed to be satisfied. He groaned again at the thought of her taking what she needed while sitting on his cock. Now would be a good time to start. 

She came rushing back into the room, carrying a basin of hot water and a medical aid kit. A towel was thrown over her shoulder. Her eyes were apologetic as they met his. “My cell phone isn’t working,” she said. “I’m going to clean your wound and get you to the hospital.” 

Her eyes briefly flashed across his body again as she added absentmindedly, “Sorry, I meant to get a blanket for you. I hope you're not too cold.”

That was the last thing she needed to worry about. If he were any hotter, he'd spontaneously undergo combustion.

She quickly snapped herself out of her daze when she focused on his wound. Dropping down beside the couch, she swiped at her eyes with the back of her hand. Alexander realized belatedly she was crying. 

“It’s all my fault you were shot. I feel terrible about what happened, and naturally, I’ll take care of the bill.” She stopped as her eyebrow furrowed. “By the way, where are your clothes?”

Alexander grimaced at her words. He had to get her out of this mood and quickly. It was ruining his seduction. “I’ll be fine,” he responded weakly, playing his part for all that it was worth. “It was just a flesh wound. If you could just bandage it up, I’m sure it will be better by morning.” 

She wrung out the washcloth and moved it along his thigh. He let out a loud hiss as he felt her warm hand against his skin. It was better than he thought it would be. The wolf inside of him enjoyed her touch, and the man did, too. His cock boldly jerked, making her jump. She wasn’t immune to him, either. 

Thinking quickly, he said, “I was camping out in the woods, and a man attacked me. He forced me to take off my clothes, and he took off running with them. He destroyed my campsite in the process.” 

He widened his blue eyes and looked towards the floor, trying to come off as sweet and innocent. She had to believe it. It was either that or claiming he was a nudist. 

“A man attacked you and took your clothes?” she asked incredulously. At his nod, she muttered, “He must have been a helluva big man.” 

Alexander hid his grin. The thought of anyone being big or bad enough to make him strip was laughable. 

“How did you end up here?”

This was where it got tricky for him
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