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Abducted

Book One in the Twin Moons of Andove

Abducted

Prologue

They came out of warp above a small blue planet. Zeke was the only one on the bridge, and he began scanning the planet immediately. They'd been traveling through space for the last eighteen months, and they needed a chance to relax and make some repairs on the equipment they'd salvaged. He noticed movement out of the corner of his eye as Dax walked onto the bridge and stared at the image of the planet on the viewer.

“I don't recognize it. Where are we?”

“The inhabitants call it Earth.”

Dax moved behind him, looking over his shoulder, reading the data on the screen.

“Their air is breathable. Barely. What the hell are they doing to their atmosphere? Maybe we can port down to one of the more sparsely populated areas.”

Zeke shook his head. “That's not a good idea. Unless you feel like boiling your water before drinking it. We'll port down here.” 

He turned to the main viewer as it began to zoom in until it showed a small town in the third largest continent. 

“It's small and not too crowded, but it should still have basic amenities. Their money seems to be all electronic—they use plastic cards to spend it. That should be easy enough to manipulate.”

Dax nodded. “What about their women? Show me their women.”

Rolling his eyes, Zeke took images off the planet’s Internet and put them on the main viewer for Dax.

“At least they're humanoid. Are there any cat shifters?”

Shaking his head, Zeke replied, “They just have the one form. They also have no presence in space, other than some satellites and a few crude probes. We'll have to be careful not to let them know what we are, but other than that, it should be safe.”

Klews joined them on the bridge in time to hear Dax demand more pictures of women.

“You have such a singular mindset, Dax.”

Except to shoot a rude gesture, Dax ignored him, intent on the viewer and the images scrolling in front of him.

Klews moved to stand beside Zeke, reading the data on the planet on the smaller view screen. 

Glancing at him, Zeke asked, “Are you joining us this trip?”

Shaking his head, Klews replied, “No. It would be too... dangerous. For everyone. I'll stay on the ship and keep an eye on things up here.”

Zeke studied him, concerned. “After this, I think we should head back to Andove. We've been gone a while—I think it's time.”

Dax turned to Zeke and Klews and considered them both.

“We'll spend a couple of weeks here, maybe a month. Then we'll head back.”

The other men nodded in agreement, and then they all went their separate ways to prepare for the trip to Earth. 
Chapter One

Anika, in wolf form, ran through the wood. She was being chased, but she wasn't afraid—she knew what chased her and the delicious pleasure that awaited her when she was caught. She raced across a clearing and darted through a line of trees so she could hide behind a bush. She waited to see if her pursuer would find her. She crawled under the bush so she could see into the clearing and grinned when a gorgeous black wolf leaped out into the clearing. His thick fur coat was so black, it appeared almost blue in the light of the twin moons, the white splash on his throat a stark contrast.

The wolf raised his nose in the air, searching for her scent, and he slowly padded closer to her side. He paused, and his golden eyes darted to where she lay under the bush. He threw his head back as he howled his intent to mate. She burst out of the woods and ran for him. He wasn't prepared for her charge, and when they collided, they both fell. Their bodies tangled, and they rolled around on the forest floor, being careful not to hurt each other.

Anika found herself on the bottom of the pile and held still when she felt his sharp fangs through her thick fur against her exposed neck. He growled deep in his throat when she tried to move. She stopped and grinned—he had found her and beat her fair and square. Now they both got their prize. A shimmering light was the last thing she saw before she woke up.

The beeping from her cell phone alarm woke Anika from her nap. She stretched out the kinks, shaking the cobwebs from her mind. She blinked up at the ceiling, thinking about her dream. For the last few weeks, she'd been dreaming that someone was chasing her in a forest. The dream didn't frighten her—if anything, it aroused her. This was the first time, though, that she'd actually seen what she was running from.  

Before she started analyzing her reaction to the other wolf, she forced herself out of bed and began to get ready for her date. This would be the fifth blind date she'd gone on in two weeks, and to say that she was not looking forward to it was an understatement. Her previous dates had all started out well; the men had seemed nice, though none had that spark of serious attraction, but they had all ended weird. The men would be talking to her, and then they would start to get nervous and agitated. They would leave her for a minute or two, and when they came back they would have some excuse that called them away immediately. 

A woman could easily develop a complex, if that continued to happen. Tonight's date was a man that a friend from high school had set her up with. Morgan had gone out with him, and things hadn't worked out, but the breakup had been clean, and they were able to remain friends afterward. She had set the date up and had told Anika where to show up and to wear something sexy.

Anika had already taken a shower before her nap and cleaned off all the paint from her current project. She still had a faint hint of turpentine, but that couldn't be helped. Now she just needed to find something to wear. 

She was having a hard time getting excited and couldn't understand why. She had just been lamenting to her best friend, Sasha, that she was going to die a virgin, and here she was trying to force herself to get ready for a hot date. Her mood was all over the place lately—one minute she was in someone's face, chewing them out, something she never did, and the next minute she was at home, masturbating like there was no tomorrow.

An hour later, Anika was locking her apartment door and heading down to her car. She had finally just decided on black jeans and a light-blue silky top. She caught a glimpse of one of her new neighbors just as he was closing the apartment door across from her. She had yet to get a good look at either of them. In fact, she had only seen one the day they had moved in. The other one, though, she had seen enough to know that she wanted to see more. Since she tended to keep to herself, she thought it would be too obvious to just knock on the door and find out if he was as hot as her brief glimpses were telling her. She continued down to her car and missed him watching her from his window.

Zeke continued to stare out the window long after she'd left. He couldn't figure out why she drew him, why her scent haunted him. He wished Klews had chosen to stay on the planet instead of Dax. He had been friends with Dax the longest, but Klews might actually have some helpful advice. He could always use the communicator to call the ship and talk to him. After a few more minutes of thought, he decided to leave Klews alone and figure it out for himself. He turned from the window and saw Dax sitting on their couch, staring at him. Zeke made his way to the workstation he'd set up to fix the broken electronic gear they'd salvaged. 

“What?”

Dax shrugged his shoulders and stretched out his body, his feet hanging off the edge of the sofa. “I was just wondering if you were going to follow her again, maybe scare off another human.”

Zeke's hands paused then continued with what they were doing. 

“I don't know what you're talking about.”

Dax snorted. “Yeah, right. So that wasn't you I saw at a bar the other night scaring the shit out of some pathetic human male she was on a date with?”

Zeke growled, turning to him. “You followed me?”

Dax smirked. “She's got you so worked up, you didn't even notice. You need to get your head out of your ass and either fuck her or leave her alone. We can't afford to have you drooling after some human woman.”

Zeke clenched his teeth and turned back to his workstation. “Mind your own business.”

Getting up from the couch, Dax went to the front door. “I'm going for a run. Try and remember we're only here for another couple of weeks.”

Zeke watched as he left, and then his shoulders sagged. Dax was right—he needed to make up his mind about what to do about their neighbor. Her scent was driving him crazy, and he could barely concentrate on his work when he knew she was just a few feet away. Whatever he was going to do, he needed to figure it out fast. Even with the extra time it was taking for the repairs, they were going to be gone in just a matter of days, on their way back to their home world of Andove for the first time in years.

He looked down at the broken equipment and cursed. He couldn't focus. His wolf clawed inside of him, wanting out, wanting to run after the woman. Well, he wouldn't run after her this time. He would let his wolf out for some air, though. He left the apartment and drove to a secluded area Dax and he had found, and then he shifted. There was a brief moment of pain and shimmering light; when the light receded, he stood there in wolf form. He shook out the last few tingles of the change and then plunged into the forest, trying to forget about the human woman with the intoxicating scent. 

Two hours later, Anika sighed as she pulled into her apartment's parking lot. She rested her head on the steering wheel. This had been the worst of the blind dates. She sighed again, reached in the backseat for her leftovers, and got out of her car. 

While she was walking up, her cell phone rang. She glanced at the caller ID and smiled. “Hey, Sasha. Yeah, I just pulled in. I'll be up with the food in a second. Yeah, I made sure he paid for it all.”

She ended the call and continued up the stairs to her unit. After the third flight, she had to take a break. Her heart rate had picked up, and her body temperature was rising. She had to be careful—lately any time she exerted herself physically, she would become outrageously horny. She couldn't figure out why, which was what bothered her the most. Yes, she was still a virgin at twenty-five, but it didn't mean that she needed to masturbate four times a day.

She just couldn't seem to stop herself. It was like someone had drugged her, and all she could think about was sex. That was why she had enlisted Sasha to try and find her a man. Though she hadn't worded it quite that way. She had tried finding her own dates, but she didn't have the best luck with men.

It wasn’t that she wasn't attractive—she felt that she could accurately describe herself as pretty. She was five feet seven inches, with long, almost-white blond hair, blue eyes, and while, yes, she was a little overweight, at least it was evenly distributed. She may have problems finding shirts that fit, but she had grown to like the sexy feeling her large breasts gave her.

She had finally slowed her pulse and cooled down, so she made it the rest of the way to her apartment. She glanced over at the door across from hers, hoping to catch a glimpse of the hot new neighbor, but it was firmly closed. She walked in to see Sasha lying on her couch, eyes closed. Sasha was tall and lanky, with short-cropped black hair and brown eyes, and she was clearly exhausted.

Placing the takeout down on the counter, Anika went over to the couch, grabbing the blanket on the back. She was preparing to lay it on top of Sasha, when she moved.

“Hey, I'm not asleep, I swear.” 

She stretched as she spoke and let out a huge, jaw-popping yawn. Swinging her legs out and around, placing her feet on the floor, she began rubbing her face, trying to wake up.

Smiling, Anika stopped moving the blanket. 

“Okay, are you still hungry? I have some pretty good takeout.” 

She moved to the kitchen. “It's steak and shrimp from that Japanese place you love so much.”

Sasha started to speak, but when she opened her mouth, she let out another long yawn. She got up from the couch and walked over to the bar to watch Anika prepare their food. 

“So what happened, besides leaving him with the check for our dinner?” 

Looking up at her, Anika gave her a lopsided grin. “There are three things I'm sure of: First, I will always be at least twenty-five pounds overweight. Second, there is no such thing as the perfect man. The third and final fact is, that was the worst date I have ever been on. Considering how my other dates have gone, I wish he had given me some lame excuse and left.”  

Sasha just snorted and rolled her eyes. “Your list of things you know for sure changes every day. It couldn’t have been that bad. Morgan is the one who told you about him. They're still friends, and no one stays friends after breaking up if the guy is a loser.” 

She leaned against Anika’s kitchen counter and waited for a reply.

Looking over at her while she pulled food out of her takeaway bag, Anika said, “Through the entire first part of the date, when we were supposed to be getting to know each other, he was texting.”

Sasha crossed her arms. “Well, I can see why that would be annoying, rude even, but surely not the worst date you’ve ever been on. You forget I was there when Christopher Pike threw up on you at senior prom.”

“Thanks for the reminder. No, there’s more. I can see past texting while on a date—it was rude, but he told me it was work related, and he apologized. What marks him down as the worst date ever was when I found out what he was really texting.”

Sasha threw back her head and laughed. “My god, Anika, snooping in a cell phone on the first date! It's a little much, don't you think?”

Piling the takeaway on a plate, Anika covered it with a paper towel and set it in the microwave to nuke. 

“Don’t judge me until you know what I found. The hour we had been together, he texted obsessively—even after our food came out, he continued. So when he got up to use the bathroom, I decided to find out what was so damn important that he couldn’t turn the fucking thing off.”

Sasha’s eyes sparkled as she watched Anika separate the warmed food onto a plate for herself. “You must really be pissed off if you’re dropping the f-bomb. What if your Uncle Ajax heard you, young lady?”

Anika glared at her and slammed the plate down. 

“I'm sick of Uncle Ajax. I'm not afraid of him anymore. I have my own apartment and my paintings are selling well enough online that I can afford pretty much everything I need and most of what I want. I refuse to ever listen to another lecture of his about the purity of my mind and body. Did I tell you the last time I spoke to him he actually demanded to know if I was still a virgin? What kind of uncle does that?”

Throwing her hands up, Sasha stopped leaning against the counter. “I'm sorry, I should never have brought him up. Please continue with your date. I believe we left off with you snooping through his phone.” 

She leaned back against the counter and raised her eyebrow at Anika, waiting for her to decide if she was going to go on a full-blown rant or continue with the dating drama.

Anika's parents had died when she was five, and her uncle, Ajax, had become her legal guardian at the time. He constantly told her what a burden she was and that she was useless. He made a point to appear perfect in front of people, but as soon as the doors were closed, he would verbally abuse her. He had countless lectures, with his favorite being her purity. Sasha had always thought he was really creepy and an ass, but even hanging out at Anika's house was better than her foster homes.

Anika was visibly struggling with herself—Uncle Ajax was a very touchy subject for her. Since her parents’ death, he was her only family, but he took pleasure in making her miserable. As soon as she turned eighteen, she had left home, and other than a once-a-month phone call he made to her, she did her absolute best to forget him. Finally, she just sighed and opened her mouth to continue with the date story. Before she could, though, Sasha came around the counter and hugged her.

“I’m sorry, I know how much he bothers you. I shouldn’t have brought him up.” 

She pulled away and looked at Anika. “It’s all right if you need to rant. I understand, and I will gladly be a martyr for our friendship.” Her face completely serious, she continued. “I only ask one thing—please keep my ashes in a bedazzled urn on your mantle.”

Anika snorted then laughed at her sarcasm, the dark mood broken. 

“I don’t even have a mantle,” she said as she went back to the food.

“Well, you’ll have to get one, then, and I refuse to be put above a gas log fireplace; only real wood for me.” 

Sasha winked as she went back around the counter.

“Pervert.”

Grabbing the plates Anika put on the bar, Sasha went and sat on the couch. Anika brought over napkins and drinks and then settled down beside her. 

Taking a big bite of food, Sasha began talking around it. “Ok, so what happened next? What was he texting that was so bad that he will go down as the worst date ever?”

Handing her a napkin, Anika swallowed the food in her mouth and said, “I'm sorry, did I say he was texting? No, what I meant to say was sexting.” 

Sasha's eyes bugged, and she gasped, immediately choking on her food. Anika leaned over and began pounding on her back.

When Sasha could talk again, she said, “He was sexting? That gross bastard! Who goes on a date and does that? Wait, who was he sexting? Do we know her? Him? Was that why he and Morgan broke up? That would be interesting.”

Anika laughed. “That would be forgivable, and much more fun than who he was really doing it with.” She gave a pained smile. “He was sexting Morgan.”

“That bitch! What the fuck was she thinking? Setting you up with him then doing that! I can't believe her! I knew we should have stopped hanging out with her when she lost all that weight and started acting like she was better than everyone. Let's tie her down and force-feed her carbs.” 

Putting her food on the coffee table, Sasha got up to pace. Anika sat back in her chair, eating the takeout and watching Sasha. She was upset, not so much by the date, but by being backstabbed by someone she considered a friend. Watching Sasha plot revenge, though, was a balm to her hurt feelings.  

Sasha was always defending someone—if you were an underdog or suffering from some form of injustice, she made a point to fight on your side. She wasn't just talk, either—she was more than willing to put actions behind her words, and bullies quickly found that out. When they were little, it was fresh fish in sleeping bags, and for a particularly heinous payback, Nair in shampoo. Now that she was an adult with a newly-minted law degree, she tried to attack people only in a courtroom—tried being the operative word.

“Hello? Are you listening to me? I’m trying to plan our revenge on that slut ho bag. Do you think setting fire to her car is too much or too little?”

Anika smiled. “You must be really tired if you’ve already jumped to setting fire to her car.”

Sasha's shoulders slumped, and she rubbed her bloodshot eyes. “You're right. I'm losing my edge. I just can't believe she did that. I would go over there right now and show her some true friendship if I didn’t think I’d find her in bed with your date, and there are just some things I can live my life without seeing.”

Anika got up and hugged Sasha. “I love that you are so passionate about avenging my honor, but I didn’t even like him. He was too old and saggy around the edges. I’ve got standards, and even if he hadn't been sexting, there was not going to be a second date.”

Sasha pulled herself out of Anika’s grasp and began putting her uneaten food away. 

“I still think we should plot revenge. Friends don't do things like that. You’re right, though. I’m tired—I’ve put in eighty hours this week, and what I really want is to go home, fall face first on my bed, and not wake up for a couple of weeks.” She placed the dirty dishes in the sink and looked over at Anika. “Would you mind postponing our vengeance plans until tomorrow? I promise I’ll come back with new and original material that will make my previous work look like child’s play.”

Anika laughed and helped her find her discarded purse and walked her to the door. 

“Are you going to be all right to drive? You look dead on your feet, and I can’t have you getting into a car wreck. You can sleep here.”

“Normally I would jump on that offer, but I really want my own bed, my own sheets, my own everything. I’ll be ok; I’ll even try and remember to call you when I get home.”

Sasha was standing in the doorway, trying to find her keys, when Anika said, “Hey, why don't we go to the lake tomorrow? I can take my sketch pad, you can bring a blanket, and we can just laze around, plotting sweet revenge.”

Sasha sighed, and a dreamy look filled her eyes. “That sounds beautiful. All it needs is your slutty brownies, and it will be perfect.” 

She grinned when Anika rolled her eyes.

“I'll make the brownies as long as you promise to save me some.”

Sasha grabbed Anika in a bear hug, kissed her on the cheek, and promised. Anika made sure she got down to her car safely and then closed the door.

Chapter Two

Anika ran through the woods. She found herself in the same clearing as before, and her big, gorgeous black wolf was waiting for her. She approached him, ears pricked up, waiting for some sign that he was going to chase her. He just sat there, his golden eyes watching her as she came closer. When she was only inches away, she stopped and waited to see what he would do, her tail swishing in anticipation. He continued to just sit there, his eyes laughing at her obvious agitation. 

She couldn't understand why he wasn't moving, why he wasn't chasing her, why he wasn't trying to take her. She darted in as though to nip at his neck and backed away. Surely now he would begin the chase. He just sat there. She growled in frustration, and this time she really did nip at his neck when she darted in. She backed away and waited. Again nothing.

Anika huffed and then sat in front of him, aggravated that he wasn't reacting to her presence like she reacted to his. She matched his stare, trying to think of something to provoke him into action. She hadn't been sitting still long before he leaned forward and licked her nose.

Anika had been up for hours. As soon as her eyes opened, she'd sprung out of bed and thrown on some jeans and a tank top. She'd had more than enough time to bake the slutty brownies Sasha had asked for, and she'd also made a few sandwiches, so they weren't just eating sugar. She was just finishing gathering all her art supplies when Sasha let herself in. Seeing the wooden case Anika held her acrylics in, she said, “I thought you were only sketching today.”

Anika looked up at her as she finished arranging everything in her canvas tote. “I was, but I have this image in my mind that I really want to paint, and the woods by the lake will be the perfect backdrop. If you'll grab the cooler, I'll get this stuff, and we can get going.” 

She grinned at Sasha in excitement. The weather had been warm enough for them to go to the lake for a while, but because of Sasha's busy schedule, they hadn't been able to take the time. She locked up her door and was turning to follow Sasha down when her neighbor's door opened.

Her brief glimpses of him had not even scratched the surface of how sexy he was. She had suspected that he had a killer body, but now, faced with her first complete view of him, she was floored. The man was at least six feet two inches, with dark-black hair that was just long enough to brush his shirt collar and was swept back from his face. His eyes were a golden brown that she'd never seen before. He was wearing a black T-shirt that clung to his body, leaving his muscled arms free for her to ogle, and it was tucked into jeans that hung low on his hips. She wondered if it would be rude to ask him to turn around so she could get a look at his butt. 

As if he read her mind, he turned around to lock his door, and she got her first look at heaven. Her heart rate skyrocketed, and she tried to keep herself under control. She could feel a blush creeping up her neck and hoped that he couldn't see it when he turned back around. He smiled at her, and her heart stopped. Her panties grew damp. This man was seriously sexy.

“Hi. I'm Zeke. I moved in a couple of weeks ago.” He paused and then noticed she had her hands full. “Do you need help carrying that stuff down?” He reached over and grabbed her canvas tote of art supplies before she even had a chance to answer.

Anika found herself at a loss and knew she looked like an idiot. She had to take a deep breath, and she was so proud when her voice didn't stutter when she answered him. “Thanks. I'm Anika. How do you like your new apartment?” Score one for her! She'd even asked him a question so he had to talk to her again. She started walking down the stairs while she waited for his response.

“Oh it's great. I'm really having fun with the cable TV,” he said as he followed her down the stairs. He grinned when he saw her blush, and his mouth salivated as he watched her hips sway while she walked.

“Yeah, the free cable with the rent is nice. Did your last apartment complex not do that?” Anika was proud that she had once again asked a question, but she hoped they’d move on to more important matters, like would he be willing to have hours of hot, sweaty sex with her?

“We didn't really have much entertainment where I was.” Zeke was glad that she kept asking questions—anything to hear her husky voice, and if she tilted her head just right, he could see over her shoulder to her breasts bouncing when she went down the stairs. “I was on a ship, out in the middle of nowhere. I spent most of my time developing some new schematics for a couple of projects I'm in the middle of. When I wasn't doing that, I was in the gym, exercising.”

“Well, that explains all your sexy muscles.” The words were out before Anika even realized it. She stopped at the foot of the last flight of stairs, eyes wide and her face now beet red. She avoided looking up at him. “Now that I've horribly embarrassed myself, if you could give me my bag, I will go and do my absolute best to avoid you.” She reached out for the bag, but he didn't give it to her. She looked up into his eyes and saw that he was grinning.

Zeke's eyes sparkled when he said, “No, I think I'll keep this for now.” She continued to look embarrassed. He dipped his head to meet her eyes and said, “Anika, you have an amazingly seductive voice, and I would love to listen to you say anything. We're even now. “

Her jaw dropped, and then she laughed. “Thank you. No one's ever told me that before.” She smiled up at him and then continued on to Sasha's car with him following behind, still watching her hips sway. 

Sasha was leaning up against her car, looking at a motorcycle that was pulling in beside her. The man on the motorcycle swung his leg around and pulled his helmet off, placing it down on the bike seat. He glanced at Sasha and winked, then walked over to where Zeke and Anika were standing, just in front of the car. The man glanced at Anika with an appraising eye and gave her a flirtatious smile then turned his attention to Zeke. “So where are we going?”

Zeke frowned at him and then turned to Anika. “This is my friend Dax. We're trying to find someplace to go. Do you know of any parks or trails around? We've both been cooped up on a ship for so long, we really just want to be outside.” 

Anika glanced at Dax and gave him a quick, welcoming smile then turned back to Zeke, her attention fully on him as he spoke, so she missed the surprised look on Dax's face when she didn't react to his flirting. Dax was a couple of inches taller than Zeke and didn't have as much muscle on his frame, but most women considered him to be gorgeous. He had blond hair that had just the right amount of wave to it, and piercing blue eyes that several women had told him looked right into their very souls. 

Zeke's grin was smug when he saw how Anika completely disregarded Dax. They had been friends for years, and it had never bothered him before when women ignored him for Dax, but he wasn't sure how he would have reacted if Anika had been the same way. He already thought of her as his, and Zeke did not share.

Anika spoke up, gesturing to Sasha as she did. “Sasha and I are going to the lake to just relax. There are a few trails there, and it's a beautiful area. You two could come with us if you like.” She ignored Sasha's startled cry, and she looked at Zeke hopefully, wanting to spend more time with this man that she was so attracted to, especially since he seemed to return her attention.

He jumped on the offer without a second thought—anything that kept him near Anika worked for him. “That sounds perfect. Why don't we follow you on our bikes?” 

He followed her around to the back of the car to put her tote with the acrylics case she'd been carrying in the trunk.

She smiled up at him. “It's about a fifteen-minute drive. Sasha can drive a little fast, so let me give you my number in case she loses you.” She tore a piece of paper out of one of her art pads and scribbled her number down. Their fingers briefly touched with the exchange, and it was like lightning flashed through her body at the contact. Her heart sped, and she looked up into his eyes, and for some reason they reminded her of the wolf in her dreams. She quickly stepped back, wondering where that had come from. He held the door while she got in the car and closed it gently behind her.

Sasha complained to Anika the entire drive. She didn't like that Anika had invited strangers with them to the lake or that she had to entertain one while Anika tried to get into the pants of the other; she was not happy, and she made sure Anika was well aware of her displeasure. 

They were pulling off the main road and onto the gravel one that led to the lake when Anika finally cut her off. “Listen, I'm sorry I didn't ask you first before I invited them along. You're right—I probably shouldn't have invited them out to a secluded place since I hardly know them, and I'm also sorry that I happen to have finally found a guy that I'm seriously interested in; but if this is going to completely ruin your day, then I'll ask them to leave.” She crossed her arms and sat back, glaring at her.

Sasha threw the car in park. “I'm sorry too. You don't have to ask them to leave”—she paused—”but I am so not entertaining the other one. I am here to lie in the sun, read a trashy book, and eat brownies.”

Anika threw her arms around Sasha and squeezed her tight. “Thank you, thank you, thank you! I promise I will make you brownies whenever you ask me. Thank you so much.” She jumped out of the car and began unloading the trunk. 

Zeke and Dax pulled up behind them minutes later. Zeke dismounted from his bike and ran over to help Anika carry everything. They had a blanket spread out within minutes. Anika had picked a spot closer to the woods since she was still planning on trying to paint, but Sasha grabbed a second blanket and spread it closer to the beach, directly in a patch of sun. 

Sasha began stripping off her clothes, since she was wearing a bikini beneath them, and Anika noticed Dax's increased interest. She shook her head as he walked over to where Sasha lay. Anika's gaze darted to Zeke to see how he reacted to Sasha's bikini body and was relieved to see that he didn't even seem to notice—he was too busy staring at Anika. She blushed under his gaze, and it just made him smile.

He lay back on the blanket, propping his head up with his hand, and continued to just watch as she unpacked everything. He declined when she offered him some food, so she finished unpacking and setting up her art supplies. Zeke was content to watch as she worked, her hands graceful as they began painting on the blank canvas. 

He asked her questions about her artwork and her family; she avoided the questions about her family, not wanting to talk about Uncle Ajax or her parents’ death, and instead spent most of her time talking about her art. 

She asked him questions about his time on board the ship and if he was enjoying being on dry land. He avoided questions about his time on the ship but loved telling her his opinions of modern television. 

He had her laughing within minutes, telling her Dax's reaction to a reality TV show. She was having a great time, then he leaned forward and just brushed her side with the tips of his fingers, and the spark was there again. She looked down at him, amazed that just a brief touch could ignite such a powerful reaction from her body. He was looking up at her, and there was no mistaking the lust in his eyes. She sucked in a breath and waited to see what he would do next. He stood up and offered her his hand. “Want to go walking? The trail over there looks... interesting.”

She put her hand in his grasp, and he pulled her up. She was standing so close to him, she could feel his body heat, and she breathlessly responded, “That sounds nice.” 

They walked to the head of the trail, and Anika glanced back to see Sasha lying on her stomach on the blanket, with Dax standing by the lake, throwing rocks. Zeke held her hand and led her deeper into the woods. As they turned a bend that took them out of visual range of the lake, he pulled her to him and within seconds had her body pressed against a nearby tree and his lips covering hers in a mind-searing kiss. 

She buried her fingers in his hair, and her body arched toward him, trying to get even closer. His hand dropped to her thigh and slid down, bringing her leg up around his waist. She didn't need any further prompting and had her other leg quickly wrapped around him. He moved his mouth from her lips and began kissing down the side of her throat, nipping at her neck. His hands had her ass cheeks cupped, and he was kneading them with his fingers. She moaned at the sensations that were flooding her body and then gasped when she felt his lips on the top of her breasts.

He brought one hand up and quickly had one of her breasts out of her bra and was licking her exposed nipple. When he bit down, the feeling was so intense that he had her quickly building toward an orgasm. Her head fell back against the tree, giving Zeke even more access. He licked and sucked and nibbled until Anika thought she was going to go blind from the intense pleasure building inside her body.

Zeke couldn't believe how amazing Anika tasted—she had a salty sweetness that filled his mind and left him begging for more. He continued to lavish attention on her breast with his mouth and used his free hand to cup and squeeze the other. Anika was writhing against him, and he could feel that she just needed one more push before she would climax. His hand lowered from her breast, caressing down her side, until he came to the junction between her legs that was pressed against him. He could feel the heat, even through her pants. He cupped her, using the palm of his hand to press down, and with that he pushed her over. His lips closed over hers, swallowing her moans.

Her orgasm ripped through her. Her entire body shook, and all she could think was it wasn't enough—she needed more. She became a wild creature. Breaking their kiss, she nipped at his lips then moved down to his neck. Her hands left his hair and began moving across his chest. She reached down and pulled his shirt out of his jeans and slipped her hands underneath. The skin-to-skin contact made Zeke gasp as heat shot through his body wherever her hands touched. She was reaching to unbutton his jeans and free his straining cock when they were interrupted by the sound of Sasha and Dax screaming at each other.

Anika's head dropped back as she gasped for air, slowly waking up to what had just happened. Zeke's head was resting on her breasts as he too tried to regain control of his body. She pushed at his shoulder, and he backed away slowly from the tree, giving her room to bring her legs down from around his waist. The look he had in his eyes was filled with such desire. She blushed and dropped her eyes when she realized how easily he'd made her come and how wild he made her. 

Zeke moaned and pulled her into a tight hug, kissing the top of her head. He didn't want to let her go but knew that he had to. His arms slowly loosened, finally letting go. He looked down at her—her skin was flushed from what they had just done, lips swollen from his kisses. He moaned again, wanting nothing more than to lower her to the forest floor and bury himself in her, not coming up for air until they were both sated, but he knew that wasn't possible.

He reached out, cupping her cheek. He tilted her head so she was looking at him. Her eyes were confused and still slightly dazed from her orgasm, and he said, “Go out with me. Please.”

Anika's eyes softened at the please, and she whispered, “I'd love to.” 

Zeke smiled at her and leaned down to brush a soft kiss across her lips. He looked into her eyes and said, “Who are you, Anika? I hardly know you, but I feel like my life wouldn't be the same without you.” 

He leaned his head forward again, pressing his lips to hers. The kiss quickly deepened when she opened her mouth, allowing his tongue access to sweep through. Zeke reluctantly broke the kiss and moved away from her, putting distance between them. Anika leaned against the tree one more time, trying to catch her breath and calm her body. 

His eyes blazed with lust as he looked at her from where he stood on the opposite side of the trail. “You make me forget where I am. All I can think is everything I want to do to you. I want to know if the rest of your body is as luscious as your breasts, if you taste as amazing everywhere. I want to feel your body as you come while I'm inside you.” He took a step toward her, then he caught himself and stopped. He turned to the side so she could only see his profile. His hand closed into a fist and he continued, “You're a very dangerous woman, Anika.”

Her eyes were round with amazement while he told her his feelings. She had never had anyone feel so strongly for her before, and she was a little scared when she realized she felt the same for him. He had just made her cum with little more than his touch, and her body was begging for more. “I've never reacted this way to anyone else, and I've never had anyone react to me this way either. I've never wanted to jump right into bed with anyone before, but you... my god, I wanted to beg you to take me against a tree. It's not normal to want someone this badly, but I don't care; life is meant to be lived and experienced, and I want to see where whatever this is goes.” 

She stepped away from the tree and back onto the trail. She began straightening her clothes and tried to brush the bark out of her hair, thankful that the she hadn't gotten any sap in it. She glanced over to where Zeke was standing, and he was staring at her so intensely, his shirt still out, his hair disheveled, but his eyes never moved from her face. It was like he was trying to look inside her. 

All of a sudden, he sucked in his breath. She looked at him in concern, but whatever had happened was gone from his face. He had his head turned away from her, and he was now starting to put his clothes and hair back in order. Once he was done, he stepped back on the trail beside her. He reached for her hand and brought it to his lips. His eyes looking into hers, he pressed his lips to her hand, and the now-familiar spark shot through her body. He dropped her hand, but he placed his on the small of her back as they walked back to the blanket and their friends.

Chapter Three

Anika and Zeke came out of the woods and found Sasha and Dax screaming at each other. Sasha was poking Dax in the chest, and he was standing there with his hands on his hips, looking down at her, his face filled with anger.

“I have had it up to here with you, pretty boy. You've done nothing but get on my nerves all day. You've purposefully blocked my sun, splashed water on me, ruining my paperback, and now you've eaten all the brownies. I don't care if Anika does want to fuck your friend, I'm going to make you sorry you woke up this morning.”

“Well, you're too late for that, sweetheart. Do you think I wanted to come out here and listen to you bitch about everything I do? The only bright part of this never-ending day were those damn brownies, and the fact that you wanted them so fucking badly and now you can't have them makes them even more delicious.”

Sasha let out a strangled scream and lunged for Dax, her hands out like claws trying to rip at his face. He grabbed them, forcing them down to her side, and then turned her around and hauled her up against his chest, keeping her arms pinned to her side. He sneered. “What are you going to do now, sweetheart?”

Anika watched the entire exchange, her mouth open in shock, scared at what he might do to Sasha. She started forward, but Zeke beat her to him. 

“Dax, what the hell are you doing? Let her go!” Zeke reached for where Dax's arms were wrapped around her, but he was too late. Sasha had already taken things into her own hands. With some struggling, she had been able to position his arm near her mouth, and once there, she'd bitten down hard. Dax immediately dropped her, and she fell to the ground at his feet.

“She fucking bit me!” He held his arm to his chest, inspecting the bite. 

Sasha stood up, brushing the dirt off. She looked at him smugly. “Maybe next time you won't be such a bully.” She smirked at him when he glared at her, wincing when he accidentally touched the wound. She laughed. “I didn't even break the skin, you big baby.”  

Dax growled and took a step toward her, hands out ready to grab her, but he was stopped when Zeke stepped in between them. He looked at Zeke, and something in his eyes made him back down. He looked over Zeke's shoulder to where Sasha was standing, smirking at him, and he snarled at her. Startled, her eyes widened in surprise. She'd never heard that sound before. Dax glanced at Zeke and turned and walked away. They heard him start his motorcycle up and drive away.

Anika's shoulders sagged in relief. She wasn't sure what that sound had been that came from Dax, but he had looked ready to murder; though from what little she'd overheard of the argument and knowing Sasha like she did, it sounded like he might have been justified. She walked over to where Sasha was standing. “Are you all right? Did he hurt you?”

Sasha glanced at her, but she was deep in thought. Finally she said, “No, I'm fine. I don't know what it is about that man, but he made me so angry, I just wanted to punch him as hard as I could in the face. Every word out of his mouth rubbed me the wrong way.” She sighed, looked at Anika sheepishly, and said, “I overreacted. One thing led to another, and I just wanted to scream at him, so I did.” She glanced at Zeke. “Could you tell him I'm sorry? I'd tell him myself, but I don't think he'd want to see me right now. We'd probably start yelling again.”

Zeke chuckled. “Dax has that effect on people, though normally women sleep with him before they start wanting to punch him.” 

Sasha smiled. “No offense, but I don't see myself falling into bed with Dax. Ever.” 

Zeke smiled and said, “You're the first woman I've ever met who hasn't wanted to sleep with him instantly. Once he calms down and realizes that, it will drive him crazy.” A huge grin split his face with those words, and they could see how much the prospect of Dax going crazy amused him.

Anika crossed her arms and looked at him. “I don't know where you guys have been going that women throw themselves at Dax, but I don't see the appeal. Don't get me wrong—he's attractive but no more than any other man. He's nowhere near as attractive as you are.” 

Anika blushed at her words, and then her eyes widened when she saw the look of pure possessiveness that was on Zeke's face. He walked over to her and reached up to trace her cheek with his finger. “That's good to hear. I might have to kill him if you did.” Anika and Zeke missed Sasha's disbelieving look because their eyes were fixed on each other. 

Sasha cleared her throat and said, “Ok, so I think it might be time for me to head home. I've gotten enough sun for one day, and the breeze off of the lake is starting to get chilly. Anika, are you finished with your painting?”

Anika blinked at her name and then shook her head, trying to concentrate on what Sasha was saying, and not on how amazing Zeke's eyes were. “What? Oh, um, no, I didn't finish, but that's ok. I can finish it up at home. I'll, um, start packing everything up.” She glanced back at Zeke as she moved to the blanket to pack up her art supplies. She blushed when she realized how intensely he was staring at her, and her nipples grew hard when she thought back to what they had done in the woods. Her eyes dropped from his when she almost tripped, and she blushed even more.

Sasha looked at the two of them, trying to figure out what was going on, and she grinned when she saw Anika blushing. “If you want, I can take everything and drop it off at your apartment. You can show Zeke around town.”

Anika looked at Sasha and saw that she was grinning. Then she winked, and that just made her blush even harder. She glanced back at Zeke, and he was also smiling, clearly thinking that was a great idea. Her mind went back to what they had done in the woods, and she started thinking about the fact that she had just met him that afternoon and he had already made her orgasm. She couldn't understand why she was reacting to him so strongly; one side of her wanted to pick up where they'd left off, but the other side was scared at how fast everything was going.

Zeke watched the thoughts flash across Anika's face and knew that she was second-guessing what was happening between them; before she could say something he thought they both might regret, he spoke up. “I can't today.” He grabbed Anika's hand and continued, “Would you go out with me tomorrow, though? We could go out to eat, maybe catch a movie, maybe... something else?” He waited for her answer.

As soon as he'd picked up her hand, the spark had coursed through her system, banishing all her doubts. She heard herself telling him that she couldn't wait. She was gazing up at him when he dropped her hand. As soon as the physical contact was lost, she was able to think again. Before she could tell him she'd changed her mind, he was walking back through the woods to his bike. She heard the engine start up, and he drove away. She frowned as she stared after him, trying to figure out what was happening to her.

Sasha brought her blanket and chuckled when she saw the look on Anika's face. “So Zeke seems nice. Doesn't really have good taste in friends, but you can't hold that against someone. Do you like him?” She smiled mischievously when Anika just shrugged her shoulders and continued putting everything away. “Well, if you don't want him, I think I'll go after him. Did you see his body? All that muscle? I bet he has some incredible abs—and that butt! Yum.”

Anika didn't want Sasha to know how much she liked Zeke, but the more Sasha said, the angrier Anika became. When she mentioned his butt, she saw red. Anika made a move to tackle Sasha but stopped when the peals of laughter made her realize that she was being teased. She stuck her tongue out and then turned her back to pick up her art supplies and head to the car. 

Sasha got herself under control, gathered up their remaining stuff, and followed her. She started the car and made her way down the dirt road. “What do you think that sound was that Dax made? I've never heard that before. It sounded like an animal. He made another sound like that when you and Zeke were in the woods. It freaked me out.” 

Anika frowned. “I don't know. It sounded like a cat. Like a mountain lion or something.”

“Hm. It did, didn't it? Weird. Did Zeke make any funny noises, or were his lips otherwise occupied?” Sasha's eyes sparkled, and she laughed when she saw Anika's blush begin again.

Anika just ignored her, turning her head to look out the window. She started thinking about Zeke and how intensely she had reacted to him. She frowned as she continued analyzing everything that had been happening the last few weeks. She'd been living in an almost perpetual state of arousal, with masturbation barely taking the edge off, and then the one orgasm that Zeke had given her had almost banished that desperate need entirely—except, it seemed, when he was touching her.

Anika sighed, and her head fell back on the headrest. She had no idea what she was going to do tomorrow on their date. She was just going to have to make sure he didn't touch her, or who knew what she would do. She hated not having control of her body or emotions. Briefly, she thought about breaking her date with him, but she quickly dismissed that idea. She may not understand why she reacted the way she did to Zeke, but avoiding him was not going to solve the problem.

Chapter Four

She was running through the woods, chasing her magnificent black wolf, though she knew he wasn't trying hard to escape her. She leaped over fallen logs and darted under low-hanging branches, following the scent that she knew as well as her own now. She saw the tip of his tail just as it disappeared through a wall of trees.

She was so close. She didn't pause for a moment when she plunged after him. She ran through the trees, their branches clawing at her fur, trying to catch hold. She paid them no attention. She was so close—close to the wolf she craved and the pleasure only he could give her. She finally broke free, coming out on the other side, and there he was, waiting for her.

She stalked up to him slowly, knowing that he wasn't going to let it be that easy. When she was only a few feet away, he launched himself away from her, but she had been waiting for him to move, and she pounced. She bit down on his neck to let him know that the chase was over—now it was time for their reward. They were both surrounded by a shimmering light, and then she woke up.

Anika woke up drenched in sweat. Her body was taut with desire, and all she could think about was Zeke. After yesterday, she had thought that she might finally have control over her body, but one weird dream later and she was strung out, her body begging for release. As soon as she thought his name, she began reliving their brief interlude in the woods. Before she realized what she was doing, her hand had moved down her stomach, and her fingers were moving through her curls. She began rubbing circles against her clit. 

She was thinking about what had been about to happen, before they'd been interrupted. Her other hand went under the covers, and she slowly slipped first one finger then another inside her slick channel. She tried to imagine what it would feel like if, instead of her fingers working inside her, it was Zeke's cock, and with that thought, she was gone. Her fingers milked her body, dragging out the orgasm until she couldn't take any more. 

She fell back on the bed and looked at the ceiling, realizing that she had a serious problem. She had just masturbated to images of her neighbor fucking her. Now she had to go on a date with him. She wasn't sure if she was going to be able to look at him without blushing. Though after what he had done to her in the woods, that had probably never been an option. She groaned and rolled over, pulling the sheet over her head.

“Anika, you are a grown woman, and you will control yourself around him. So what if he has an amazing body, or when he touches you it feels like your body is going to go up in flames. You are a strong, independent woman, and you will prevail. You will wait at least three dates before you sleep with him.” She moaned at the idea of having sex with Zeke. Images began racing through her brain of Zeke doing all kinds of delicious, wonderful things to her body, and before she knew it, her body was again begging for more.

Anika threw the sheet off of her and got out of bed. She stomped to the shower and ran it ice cold. She was going to resist her urge to masturbate. She hadn't tried that yet. Maybe that was all she needed to do to get this, whatever it was, under control. 

Anika was shivering when she got out, but it seemed like she had successfully cooled her body off. She dried off and then began braiding her hair so it would be out of her face while she worked. She had just put on her standard work clothes—worn jeans with holes in the back pockets and knees, and a black novelty tee that said “Your village called—they're looking for their idiot”, when someone began knocking on her door.

Anika paused when she looked through the peephole and saw that it was Zeke. She took a deep breath to calm herself and then opened the door with a smile. “Hey! Is everything ok? Did you need something?” She stood in her doorway, waiting for his answer.

As soon as she'd opened the door, Zeke had felt his body begin to relax. He had been on edge since he'd left her, and he'd almost convinced himself that something had happened to her. When he'd woken up that morning, he'd tried to think of a legitimate reason to come over and check on her. He hadn't come up with one, but he couldn't fight the urge to see her any longer. He stepped forward and leaned on the door frame, just looking down at her, taking in everything. How could this woman have infiltrated his mind and body so quickly? He was pretty sure he knew the answer but wasn't yet ready to admit it to himself.

Anika's body had started to react to him as soon as she'd opened the door and caught a whiff of whatever his body wash was. She crossed her arms over her chest in case her bra's padding didn't hide the nipples she knew were poking out. He just stood there, looking at her with what seemed like relief, and if he continued, she knew she'd grab him and drag him into her house and bed. As wonderful as that idea sounded, she knew that she needed to keep things under control.

“So I was kind of wanting to get some work done today, and as much as I'm enjoying standing here in the doorway with you staring at me, I think I'm going to close the door now. So if you could just step back for me, that would be great.” She slowly started closing the door.

Zeke's eyes grew wide when it hit him what she'd said, and for once he was the one blushing. How long had he stood there looking at her like an idiot? He stopped leaning on her door frame, but he didn't step out of the way. He quickly cleared his throat. “Sorry about that. I was just coming over to check on you, make sure you hadn't gotten sunburned from yesterday.” One of the many scenarios he'd thought up while pacing in his apartment, though he had made it more extreme with her lying on the bed, writhing in silent agony from the sun-induced boils.  

Her face softened. Had he really come over just to check on her? “That's sweet. I'm fine. I tend to tan, not burn. I'm lucky that way. No one's ever checked up on me before.” 

The smile she gave him was brilliant, and he felt his chest expanding under her gaze. He smiled and said, “I'm sure that's not true. I bet your parents check up on you all the time.”

Anika's smile immediately lost some of its brilliance. “My parents died when I was five, so I don't remember if they ever checked on me, though you're right, I'm sure that they did.”

Zeke's eyes became tender, and he wanted to pull her into a protective hug. Instead, he reached out and took her hand, contenting himself with just that small form of contact. “I'm sorry. It's hard when you lose your parents when you're that young. Do you have any memories of them?”

Anika wasn't prepared for him to be so sweet. Normally people became awkward around her when they found out. The worst was a woman she barely knew who broke down sobbing when she found out. She could tell that Zeke's reaction was sincere, and it made her wonder whom he'd lost. “No, for some reason I don't remember anything before their accident. The doctors said it was a coping mechanism, that I blocked all my memories out and when my mind was ready, I would remember again.” She shrugged at those words. She'd never believed them. Why she would block out memories of parents who had loved her, she didn't know. 

Zeke could have stayed there, standing in her doorway, holding her hand forever, and when he realized that, he immediately dropped her hand and stepped back. He needed to get himself under control. While he was all for having lots of sex with Anika, he wasn't ready for anything other than that. He backed out of her doorway and then shot her a flirtatious smile, saying, “I'll let you get back to work now that I know you're ok. Is seven all right for dinner tonight?” He was already opening his door and slipping into his apartment when Anika told him that was fine. He had to get away and figure out why he was reacting so strongly to her.

Confused, Anika watched as his door closed, wondering if her telling him about her parents had ended up making things awkward. She closed her door and decided not to think about it. She had too much work to get done to try and figure out why Zeke had acted weird. Besides, when she thought about him, it just made her mind wander to other things—things she needed to not think about or she was going to have to take another cold shower. She shivered, not sure if it was the thought of the shower or Zeke that caused it.

Hours later, lost in the music that was playing and the paint in front of her, Anika barely registered the knocking on her door. When the noise finally broke through her concentration, she put her brush down and started walking toward the door. Her gaze passed over a clock on the way, and when her mind finally caught up and let her know what time it was, she had already opened the door to Zeke standing there, dressed in a nice blue button-up shirt tucked into black jeans, with a black leather jacket. “Damn.”

He looked amused. He brought a bunch of wildflowers out from behind his back and handed them to her. She looked down at the flowers in her hands and again said, “Damn.” He chuckled. “Lose track of time?” She backed up to allow him access to her apartment. “Anika, I can come back later if you want me to, or if you want to do this some other night, we can do that too.” Anika didn't say anything, and he began to feel a little nervous.

When she realized he was nervous, she melted. She took the flowers and put them on her kitchen counter. She walked over and grabbed him by the front of his shirt and brought his mouth down to hers. She devoured him, invading his mouth, taking him. She abruptly pulled back. She let go of his shirt and stepped away. “If you'll give me half an hour, I'll be ready to go.”

His eyes were glazed over, dark with lust. All he could do to answer was nod his head. He watched as she walked away, his eyes caught by the holes in her jeans. He groaned when he caught a glimpse of her underwear showing through. She was trying to kill him, and he was loving every minute of it. When he heard the shower turn on, he moved to the other side of the apartment, hoping the distance would help control his urge to join her.

Zeke found himself in her spare bedroom. It had been converted into an art studio. There was a huge plastic sheet on the floor, completely covering the carpet. She had paintings leaning against most of the walls, and there were shelves everywhere. Some were cluttered with art supplies, and others held works in progress. There wasn't a single inch of unused space, and it was apparent
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