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Allie is about to discover a heritage of power…and blood…werecreatures, magic, and a misguided vampire who wants to kill two men who could be the loves of her life. 
Allie was adopted. She had always known it, but when a mysterious older woman shows up and invites her to learn about her birth family, things take a turn for the odd.
Then Allie meets the Lords. Twin Alpha werewolves who rule over all North American werecreatures, Rafe and Tim may look exactly alike, but Allie can tell them apart from the moment they first meet. She’s not sure what to think when they both want to claim her as their mate.
They are dominant, sexy, and all too ready to play games of the most delicious kind with her, but when a rogue vampire threatens her safety, they jump to her defense. It will take all of them working together, to stop the evil that has invaded their territory. Can they trust in each other and the power of their new love to prevail? Or will an ancient enemy win the day and usher evil incarnate back into the world?






  
  Dedication


This book was originally published on Halloween of 2006. I have always thought that was an  a propos day to release a book I often thought of as “that crazy werewolf book” in my head. I really had no idea the book would still be going strong more than a decade later.
If this is your first foray to The D’Arc Side…welcome! This book is the very beginning of my fascination with all things were. There are many different trails to follow from this story, into several sub-series that all fit under the broad umbrella of my Tales of the Were. A complete listing of my published work is located at the end of this book, separated by series and sub-series, or you can always check my website at .
I’d like to thank everyone who helped along the way, and repeat the dedication from the first edition, which is as true today as it was back then…
To my family for sticking by me as I chase my dream.
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  Chapter One


Allie puffed as she tromped through the dark woods at Betina’s side. It was All Hallows Eve, the night little American kids ran around in funny outfits gorging on candy, but to her mother’s people, it was a serious time. The turning of the year, the night when spirits roamed more freely than at any other point on the wheel of the year. The old ones called it Samhain, though many misconceptions about the old ways and beliefs had arisen over the years. 
“Are you sure we’re safe up here?” Allie looked nervously around the dark woods. Born in the city, she’d only recently learned of her legacy. The woods, which had been so pretty and colorful to her earlier in the day, suddenly seemed ominous and threatening.
Betina finally stopped, just shy of a large clearing. Before them stretched a nearly perfect ring of ancient stones overgrown with vines and plants, but still vaguely recognizable. A large flat-topped slab of rock stood in the center, seeming somehow otherworldly. A wispy shroud of fog rose around it, lighting the mossy surface with an ethereal glow.
“We are servants of the Lady. We’ll be safe here, honoring Her. It’s time you took your rightful place, Allesandra. It’s nearly too late already.”
The older woman’s cryptic words sent a small shiver down Allie’s spine. She wasn’t used to speaking so openly about her somewhat unconventional beliefs. She had a decent career as an accountant, making a good living serving private clients out of her home office. All she really needed to do her work was her laptop and a phone, so her business was portable enough to allow her this time away from the city to learn more about her mother’s life and the friends she’d left behind.
Having learned only recently that her mother had been a priestess in some kind of secret society had been shocking enough. But then to learn Allie was expected to take her place as a priestess sometime during her thirty-second year had been downright scary, to say the least. Still, something in Allie responded to the idea, urging her to follow where her mother’s last requests led, no matter how bizarre they sounded to the city-girl accountant who tried to present a rather dull facade to the rest of the world. Underneath the surface lurked a woman who believed in the old ways and hid a wild nature, never letting loose, always keeping a low profile.
When Betina, her mother’s old friend, finally tracked Allie down and told her about her “sacred duty”, at first Allie had been skeptical. Then Betina had given her a slender book. It turned out to be a journal in her mother’s hand, written before she’d died so young. Allie knew her mother’s handwriting from the similar small book she’d had since she was a teen. It had been held in trust and secrecy by her mother’s attorney until Allie turned thirteen. 
In it, her mother had described the old religion that had come to mean so much to Allie as she’d entered young adulthood. Never acknowledging her mother’s non-standard beliefs in the open, Allie had nonetheless found a way to resolve her own belief in the goddess her mother wrote about with the religion she’d been exposed to by her adoptive parents.
The tenets weren’t so horribly different. Peace and goodwill were sought along with protection from evil. Allie didn’t see anything contradictory with what her mother had believed. Her mother had gone out of her way to teach her child the origins and similarities between the old ways and the current popular religions. Allie had often wondered if her mother hadn’t somehow known she would die young and not have a chance to teach her child these things herself.
The book was a cherished link to her mother, filled with insight documenting her mother’s own journey to some kind of spiritual peace. But on certain points it was rather vague. Those points were clarified by the new volume Betina gave her to study. Betina had delivered the book, then left Allie alone for a few days to read it and think it all through. The time was much needed.
By the time Betina returned, Allie knew she had to follow the unexpected path laid before her. She had to see where her mother’s hopes for her would lead. Allie agreed to go with Betina, packed up her laptop and notified her clients, then took off for what promised to be a great adventure.
Which led her to this creepy, overgrown circle of stones on All Hallows Eve.
Allie’s mother had left words of wisdom and a rough account of her life and beliefs. Beliefs, Allie realized only now, which explained many of the odd things in her own life and the strange power she sometimes felt within her, trying to get out.
In the months since they’d met, Betina had shown Allie how to tap into that power, and Allie believed more strongly than ever in the power of the old ways. She was coming to understand things about the world she’d always taken for granted, and things about herself she’d always felt, but never fully comprehended. Allie knew in her heart respecting her mother’s wishes was the right thing, and that was just one of the many reasons she’d trudged up this cold mountain with Betina on a spooky Halloween night.
It was also her birthday. Just at midnight, Allie would turn thirty-three, so in order fulfill her mother’s wishes, they had to do the ceremony tonight. Betina, as high priestess, would run the show. She had somehow convinced Allie to do this the old way, in the presence of the wild creatures of the forest, though Allie would have preferred to be indoors, out of the chill night air.
Betina caught Allie’s hand and her wandering attention, stepping them into the circle of stones purposefully, side by side. It was only then Allie realized there were animals all around the clearing, looking in, or perhaps standing sentinel. She wasn’t sure where the idea came from, but she saw the sparkling eyes of what she thought must be wolves and other creatures flickering in the darkness.
“We’re not alone out here, Betty.” 
Allie’s nerves were stretched taut. She wasn’t much used to animals, having lived in an apartment most of her life, and the idea of wild animals that could pounce on her at any time freaked her out a little.
Betina laughed and the sound rang through the small clearing like the tinkling of bells. For an older woman, Betina had a very fey look about her. She was quite a bit shorter than Allie’s five foot five, with tousled curls that were only just starting to show streaks of white, and a face that simply beamed. She was ethereally pretty and just standing next to her made Allie feel like a big, giant lump. Allie always felt rather average, but Betina’s otherworldly beauty only emphasized the vast differences between the two women.
Allie’s baby fine hair was a dark golden color, and her eyes were as green as moss, large and deep set, though she often wished they’d been blue like her mother’s. Her figure was on the voluptuous side with wide hips, large breasts and a curvy waist, and she fell far short of the reed-thin model standard everyone seemed to think was perfection.
“We are never alone, Allesandra. Fear not Her creatures. The were come to witness, guard and protect. They serve the Lady as we do.”
Allie didn’t always understand everything Betina talked about, but she’d learned through their meditation practice to trust the older woman. Betina knew things that could not be explained by science, things Allie had only just begun to experience and do herself.
As she spoke, Betina unbuttoned the robe she’d worn on the trek through the woods. She’d told Allie they’d have to do this ceremony in the nude—or “skyclad” as she called it. Allie hadn’t been thrilled with the idea, but seeing as it was only the two of them and a few animals as witnesses, she wasn’t going to argue. Allie followed Betina’s lead and was soon standing naked under the stars, near the stone altar, next to the smaller woman.
For a woman who had to be at least her mother’s age, Betina was still amazingly beautiful, with a great body. Allie was glad no one else could see them. Well, no one except the animals all around—but they were just animals. Surely they wouldn’t gossip about her big hips.
Betina had prepared her in advance for the ceremony and the steps they would perform both separately and together. Allie knew her role and set about consecrating the circle as Betina had taught her. Immediately after she closed the circle, she felt the cold bite of the autumn air lessen and a now-familiar stillness enter her being which would aid her in the next steps she must take.
The power bubbled up from inside, stronger than ever before. An awareness of the magic outside the circle came to her through newly expanded senses. It was the magic of the forest creatures, she realized, sparing a moment to look around the circle and see with new eyes the soft glow of their auras. Golden rainbows of light shimmered here and there as she registered the odd collection of creatures observing the two naked women inside the sacred circle.
There were wolves and big mountain cats, coyotes, bears and even a few huge raptors in the trees, among others. Truly an odd assortment to be socializing so close together in harmony, yet they looked comfortable in each other’s presence, watching the women in the circle.
Betina started to chant, calling Allie back to task as she took her place near the altar and sang with the older woman. Betina’s voice tinkled merrily through the clearing, and Allie’s flowed. It was her one pride, her voice. Allie sang every chance she got and had even done some professional chorus work with one of the larger opera companies when she’d lived in New York City. Her voice surged and blended, chiming clear through the circle, building the power of which she was only just becoming fully aware.
She’d never felt so much power before. The very earth pulsed in the stone of the altar, in the loamy grass beneath her feet and in the heartbeats of the animals who stood as the only witnesses all around.
“It is time.” Betina’s voice startled her as the song faded into silence. “We are nearly at the turning of the year and the moment of your birth, Allesandra. We must act quickly now.”
Allie knew what she had to do. Taking a deep breath for courage, she stepped up to the surprisingly clean slab of stone and lay down on the natural altar. Betina moved away, out of her sight for a short moment. When she returned, she began a new song in an ancient tongue, opening her satchel and scattering herbs into the air in four directions. She anointed Allie’s forehead with a special oil mixture they’d prepared together, just days before.
Allie felt as if she were sinking into the stone as Betina’s song ended and she spoke words about the ancient forest and the Lady they served. Allie felt the power of the earth flowing up through the stone and into her being. It was a sensation she’d never even imagined, but it felt somehow familiar and welcoming.
“I stand for the fey and the human, and for the Lady,” Betina intoned, rubbing a star symbol with the oil onto Allie’s head. “I beseech the Lady to take this mind and fill it. Welcome Her servant and imbue her with knowledge and wisdom.”
Betina fell back and suddenly there were two other presences beside Allie, one on either side. She tried to jerk in surprise, but it was like she was glued to the stone slab. She couldn’t speak either. She was in fact, completely paralyzed and helpless. Allie didn’t like the feeling at all and feared what might come next. Her wide eyes searched out the newcomers and found two striking men, identical in looks and as naked as she, standing on either side of her. Betina handed one the pot of oil.
“We stand for the were of sky and land. We serve the Lady and protect Her priestesses.” The man’s deep voice washed over her senses as he dipped his large fingers into the oil and passed the pot over her body to his companion, his twin. “We beseech the Lady to take this heart,” his fingers moved over her breast, the warm oil dripping as he traced the sacred symbol over her heart, “and fill it. Welcome Her servant and imbue her with compassion and love.”
“We beseech the Lady to take this vessel,” the other man spoke, his voice equally firm and oddly alluring as he trailed his warm, oiled fingers just below her belly button, “and fill it. Welcome Her servant and imbue her with fertility and strength.”
Allie wanted to object, but when the man’s strong hand rubbed that slick sign over her belly, her insides turned to molten lava. Her very womb quivered and a sultry dampness seeped from deep within. The aroma of her desire was pungent in the air and both men inhaled strongly, pleased expressions entering their eyes as they looked down at her, long and hard.
That wasn’t the only thing that was long and hard, either. She could see them both clearly as they stepped back from the altar. Both men were built on the large side of gorgeous with long, thick cocks that under other circumstances probably would have made her gasp with appreciation. As it stood, her vocal chords seemed to be frozen, and she was still completely immobilized on the altar. The only things she could move were her eyes.
Betina came back into her line of vision and took up a new chant. The men joined her after the first section and the deep timbres of their voices sent warm shivers of appreciation down her spine. Both men watched her, eying her body and meeting her gaze with not one shred of timidity. These were alpha males, she realized, strong in their own masculinity and truly appreciative of all that was feminine.
Betina spoke more but Allie heard very little, consumed as she was by the men who watched her so closely. At one point Betina placed her hand over Allie’s eyes, forcing them closed and a lightness entered her body, seeping up from the stone of the altar, making her feel freer and more powerful than she ever had before. As the sensation faded, Betina removed her hand and Allie suddenly realized she could move again. She turned her head first, taking stock of the clearing.
The men were gone, but two huge wolves stood waiting, one on either side of the altar where she had last seen the men. 
“Rise, Allesandra, newest priestess of the Lady.”
Betina’s words prompted her to sit up. Allie had to steady herself by grabbing the edges of the stone as she swung her legs down to one side. She was a little dizzy, but otherwise felt great. To be certain, she felt different than she had before the ceremony, but she didn’t quite understand what had changed. Betina would explain it all to her, she knew, given time.
Betina walked to the head of the stone slab and motioned for Allie to stand at the foot. After one false start due to her still spinning senses, Allie took her position, noting the wolves stayed one on either side, watching all. They were massive beasts, larger than she thought any wild wolf would be, though she’d never seen one in the flesh before.
As her stance steadied, the wolves watched, their eyes never leaving her. It made her nervous, but she still had a bit of the residual power from the altar running through her system so nothing bothered her too much. Her thinking was somehow accelerated and softened at the same time. One part of her mind realized she should be far more nervous about the wild creatures watching her so hungrily, but the part of her mind that seemed to be in charge at the moment thought nothing of it. It was like some new entity that was far wiser than Allie had taken up residence in her mind and was influencing her thoughts.
“Sister Allesandra, would you perform the blessing?” Betina requested.
Allie knew the words and motions to the ritual blessing. It had been one of the first things Betina taught her, but the form of address was new. Betina had never called her “sister” before, though she’d referred to Allie’s mother and a few other priestesses that way.
Allie nodded and raised her arms skyward, palms up and open as she breathed deeply, seeking her center and focusing her energy. It was easier than it had ever been before and she actually felt the energy flowing through her. For the first time she felt she was truly a vessel—a tool of the Lady—the way Betina had told her it would be. Closing her eyes, Allie briefly savored the sensation, entertaining rainbows of light behind her eyelids. When her eyes opened, the rainbows were still there, only they were shooting strongly from her raised arms through the circle and out into the trees beyond, touching the woodland creatures that had gathered to bear witness to her ceremony.
At once a great howl went up from the wolves still in the clearing, to be echoed by their friends deeper in the woods. Coyotes yowled, bears growled and big cats roared and screeched. Owls hooted and raptors cried, raising their voices with their brethren in a cacophony of sound that lasted only a few minutes while the rainbows of light from her hands touched them all.
Allie’s eyes widened in wonder as she completed the motions of the blessing, watching the rainbow sparks dissipate and scatter. The older woman was grinning from ear to ear, her hands clasped together in front of her heart in an expression of joy.
“Let the were bear witness to this young priestess’ gift and spread the word to all your brethren. Lilias is reborn in her daughter. She must be protected.”
Oddly then, the wolves bowed to Betina, stretching forward on their front legs and lowering their sleek heads, though their gazes remained fixed on the older woman. Betina bowed her head to them as well, then they rose and moved toward Allie. She took a quick step back in alarm as the huge creatures closed in on her, but something inside said to stand her ground. Both wolves stopped—one on each side of her nude body. The beasts were so large they came up past her waist, and she thought once again these wolves were much larger than she thought they’d be.
They reached forward with their muzzles at the same time, licking her hands and moving forward to brush her bare thighs, waist, and arms with their soft fur, licking and stroking her with their rough tongues. She giggled when they both hit ticklish spots on her abdomen and suddenly she felt the joy in their wildness and saw the humor in their dark, dancing eyes. She stroked them with her hands and even bent forward to kiss one on the nose. She yelped as the other wolf chose that moment to lick his wet tongue over one of her nipples and just that quickly, she found herself remembering those twin men whose touches had so aroused her while she’d been stuck to that altar. Could they have been only a dream?
The wolves caressed her just once more, then both bounded off into the woods, yipping to their companions to follow suit. One by one the watching wild animals left the perimeter of the trees, though not all of them left. Some stayed behind to watch and guard. Or at least, that’s the impression she got, though why she should think that, she had no real idea.
Betina walked up to her and handed Allie the robe she’d discarded earlier. Donning it quickly, she saw the older woman was already dressed. The robes were simple, but of fine material that shimmered softly in the full moon’s light. Betina had said being consecrated on a full moon was essential and the fact that this year the full moon fell on Halloween, which also happened to be the day of Allie’s birth, was a very good omen. Allie turned back to her new mentor.
“Did I do everything right?” Allie asked, somewhat nervous of her performance. Strange things had happened and though at the time everything seemed somewhat hazy, she was slowly beginning to feel more like her normal self and questioning the incredible events of the past hour.
Betina smiled gently as she took Allie by the arm and started back through the trees once more, away from the circle. Allie noticed they weren’t going back the way they’d come and raised her eyebrow toward the older woman.
“You were terrific, kid. Perfect, in fact. And yes, we’re stopping off somewhere else before we head back to the car. We’ve been invited to a celebration of sorts and you’re the guest of honor.”
“Another surprise?” Allie asked with a bit of teasing admonition.
Betina shrugged and linked her arm through Allie’s. “You know I would never allow you to come to any harm. I didn’t tell you about the twins’ part in the ceremony because frankly I wasn’t sure they’d come. It’s a compliment to you that they did.”
Allie stopped short and faced the other woman. “You mean they were real? I almost thought I was hallucinating or something.”
Betina’s laughter sounded through the misty woods. “Yes, they are quite dreamy, aren’t they? But I assure you they’re real and they were there, and their presence helped establish your rightful place.”
“My rightful place in what?”
“In the world, my little chick. You are on the verge of learning there is much more to the heavens and earth than you have so far believed.” They started walking again and Betina took Allie’s arm once more. “We’ll continue your training, but now you’ll also have other teachers. Ones you never would have expected.”
“Those two men?”
Betina’s smile was almost sinful. “Oh, yes. Among others. But by appearing tonight, they’ve agreed to my requests. They’ll help in your education so you can eventually take your mother’s place.”
“What did my mother do? I mean, what’s expected of me?”
“All in good time.” Betina patted her hand. “But just know that it’s nothing more than you can handle, and you’ll have guides and protectors all along your path. There is some danger to you, now that you’re embracing your power, but the danger was always there, just under the surface. The only thing that’s kept you safe thus far is the fact that you lived in the city and were well hidden. The minute you moved out here, both sides in our struggle became aware of your presence. Our side, the side of Light, wants only to protect you, while the others…well, let’s just say they don’t have your best interests at heart.” Allie was growing alarmed. “But not to worry, even now our protectors move with us through these woods and like me, now you will never walk alone.”
“You have guards with you at all times?”
Betina laughed. “Something like that, but it’s not the intrusive imposition you’re imagining. I am merely cared for and looked after by good folk who would help should evil come upon me. I’m perfectly able to defend myself, but it never hurts to have a helping hand and an extra pair of eyes keeping watch over an old lady.”
“You’re not old,” Allie laughed though the subject was making her wary.
“Little chick, I’ll tell you a secret. I was already old when your mother was my student. Such is the power of the Lady we serve. Had she lived, your mother would look much as you do now. Once consecrated, we do not age as others. The Lady preserves our lives as long as She needs us here to do Her work. Judging by the omens of both your birth and now your consecration, I’d say you’ll have many years ahead to do Her work.”
They walked in silence for a bit, though Allie’s mind spun with questions and the things she’d experienced so far that dark Halloween night. After a while she became aware of the soft padding of paws on either side as they made their way through the trees. Once she caught sight of what she thought were the glowing eyes of a big mountain cat, but she couldn’t be sure. One thing was certain though, there were big animals walking alongside them, but their presence didn’t feel threatening. No, they felt protective more than anything, and for a city girl that was a big leap. She wasn’t used to animals of any size dogging her steps and the fact that she was feeling cosseted by the big predators’ presence in these dark woods was somewhat alarming.
Allie knew she was much more comfortable with the events of the night than she should be. In another part of her mind though, she felt the rightness of what had happened. It was as if part of her that had been dormant was now awakening and it knew these events were right and good. It was just a gut feeling, but it reassured her.
Before too long, soft yellow light peeped through the dense trees as they approached a small house that backed up right into the forest. Light, laughter and music flowed from the house and the voices of many people spilled forth into the night in welcoming harmony.
“Is that a Halloween party?”
Betina’s mischievous smile extended to her eyes. “Of sorts. It’s a bit of a housewarming party too, to welcome you to the neighborhood.”
“But I live down the mountain, in town.” Allie was confused.
Betina wrinkled her nose. “Yes, in that stuffy little apartment. I know. But if you like this house, it’s yours. Rent free.”
“What?” Allie stopped short as they stepped from the last of the trees into the cozy backyard of the inviting little house. “Why?”
Betina pulled her forward. “The twins own this land and the house. By showing up tonight I knew they were agreeing to let you live here. It’s part of what I discussed with them a while back.” Betina let go of Allie’s arm and held her hands out to enjoy the night breeze. “This is a beautiful spot to live and you’ll be safe here, Allie, while you learn how to use your gifts. Plus, it’s quiet, so you’ll be able to work without disturbance.”
Allie often complained about the noise from her neighbors in the small house she shared. She was a city girl, true, but somehow these people were even noisier than all of Manhattan Island when she wanted to get some work done.
A change of scene would be nice. She looked at the light spilling invitingly from the snug dwelling. But could she really take advantage of such kindness from total strangers? Allie was an independent woman and a planner. She’d saved up long and hard to finance her escape from the city. She had money to pay her way and pride demanded she do so.
“I’d like to get out of that apartment, but I won’t mooch off people I don’t know.”
“How about people you do know then?”
The masculine voice from behind had Allie whirling to face the woods. From out of the low hanging branches stepped one of the men who’d taken part in her ceremony, mercifully dressed this time—though the top button on his jeans was undone and his shirt hung open in a way that made heat rise right up from her toes to the top of her head. The man was hot!
Betina laughed at Allie’s reaction, stepping forward to hug the man, dwarfed by his huge size.
“Thank you, Rafe. I was worried there for a minute that you and that twin of yours were going to be stubborn.”
The man she called Rafe set the smaller woman away from him with a fond smile. “Now you know we had to go through the motions on our end, m’lady. We had to do this the right way. And I’m Tim.”
Betina gasped. “Oh, I’m sorry, Timothy. I thought I’d finally gotten over not being able to tell you two apart. Forgive me.”
“Nothing to forgive when even our own packmates can’t figure out who’s who half the time.” His smile was tight as he turned to face Allie. “Now, will you accept our hospitality? This house has been standing empty for a few months and no one else in the pack has need at the moment, so it’s yours if you want it.”
Allie ignored his strange phrasing for the moment and faced the issue, as she saw it, head on. She would not be a freeloader.
“It’s really beautiful and I’d like to try living here, but I insist on paying rent.”
Tim looked her over and she felt the heat of his gaze, just as if he touched her bare skin with those big hands once again. Her temperature rose and a slickness found its way between her bare thighs under the concealing robe. Tim lifted his head and sniffed as if he could scent her on the crisp evening breeze.
“I’ll talk it over with my brother, but we’d like to have you here. It’ll save us having to travel into town to assist with your lessons and you’ll be safe up here on pack lands.”
“Pack?” she repeated, turning to Betina.
“She doesn’t have a clue, does she?” Tim asked Betina. Allie felt the heat of anger rise in her body thinking he was disparaging her.
“No, but she learns fast. She has good instincts.”
Tim looked her up and down once more before starting for the back porch and the party already in progress. “Let’s hope so. For all our sakes.”






  
  Chapter Two


Allie steamed as she watched the big man’s retreating back. He buttoned his shirt as he went, tucking it in to his unbuttoned jeans before entering the back door of the house. A cheer went up as he entered as if all the people within were greeting him at once and then the buzz of voices returned to its previous raucous level. Allie watched until he was out of sight, powerless to pry her gaze from his commanding figure though she noted he didn’t look back even once. 
“Let’s sit here in the garden for a moment before we go in. I have a few things you should know before we join the others.” Betina led her to a small bench hidden among a row of hedges bordering one side of the yard. A bird bath reflected the full moon in front of the bench. A small rose garden off to the side showed its autumn thorns in the bright light of the October moon. Allie sat, trying to get her mind off the disturbing man but Betina’s next words brought her thoughts back around to him and his equally disturbing brother.
“Identical twins are not common among the were. Twin alphas are even rarer. Rare and magical. Wolf, bear, cougar, jaguar, eagle, hawk, condor, and more all have their twin pairs, but the Lady decides which of the weretribes will receive the next alpha twin pair each generation. While those twins are in their prime, they rule over all the weretribes in this part of the world, no matter what their form. Often they take mates from among their own tribe, but every once in a while, the pair will mate with a single priestess. Timothy and his brother Rafael are the current prime alpha pair and they are wolves.”
“Excuse me?” Was she implying that the people were animals and vice versa?
“The animals you sensed around the circle tonight were were. As are Tim and Rafe. The weretribes take many forms and almost all serve the Lady. As do we. Long ago, an alliance was formed and the weretribes help protect Her servants. Namely us.”
“You mean the animals turn into people?”
“More like the people turn into animals.” For the second time that night, a deep, masculine voice out of the darkness had Allie turning in surprise. This time it was the other twin brother interrupting their conversation, though he’d taken time to dress fully, tucking his shirt in and buttoning his jeans.
“Tim, go back to the party. You’ve interrupted us enough for one night.” Betina waved her hand at the handsome man and Allie was surprised Betina couldn’t tell this man was clearly not the same one they’d spoken with just a few minutes before.
He winked at her and shook his head. “I’m Rafe, m’lady.”
Again Betina was embarrassed. “I’m sorry, Rafael. I’ve done it again.”
“No harm done. But your little protégé here seems to need some convincing about the were. I’d be happy to help.” His roguish grin brought an answering smile to Allie’s face before she even realized it. Where his brother annoyed and embarrassed her, this twin appealed to her mischievous side.
“Some would say you’ve done quite enough for one evening, my friend, but perhaps you’re right. Would it tax you to show her the change? She needs to see it, I think.”
Rafe grinned sexily and began to unbutton his shirt. “Not at all. I’d be happy to oblige.” 
When he shucked his jeans, he had a raging hard-on that he seemed not in the least inclined to hide. Instead, he moved toward Allie and winked again, his dick bobbing outrageously before he fell to the ground.
At first Allie was alarmed, but became completely astounded and nearly overwhelmed as she watched the man morph into a huge wolf. The same wolf that had licked her nipple earlier that evening, if she were any judge.
“Were,” she whispered, understanding beginning to dawn. “You mean he’s a werewolf!” Her voice rose as did her shock. The huge wolf padded up to her and laid his head in her lap, sniffing at the fold of her thighs as if he could smell her previous arousal and was enjoying it. Hell, he probably was. The pervert.
“Yes, that’s what I’ve been trying to tell you. Werewolves, werecats, werebears and more inhabit this forest. They own the land bordering the national park and Rafe here is one of the current prime alpha twin pair. Be flattered he allowed you to witness his change. It’s not something they share outside their families very often.” Betina reached over to scratch behind Rafe’s ear and smiled at him. “Thank you, Rafael. I think that’s convinced her.”
Rafael moved his head out of her lap and rose to place both front paws on the stone bench, one on either side of Allie’s seated body. He swiped his wet tongue over her cheeks as she reached up reflexively and tangled her fingers in his pelt, trying to push him away, laughing at his antics. He was like a huge puppy, buoyant and full of life.
Rafe jumped down and changed back into a man as she watched, licking her lips with appreciation as his naked form took shape before her.
“So, what do you think?” he asked, bending for his jeans as he began dressing.
“It’s hard to believe.” Allie’s voice was tempered with awe. “If I hadn’t just seen you change before my eyes…”
Rafe chuckled. “Wait’ll you see Rocky.”
“Rocky? What’s he a wereraccoon?” Allie’s sense of the ridiculous got the better of her as the sarcasm slipped out, but Rafe laughed outright for a good long time. She counted herself lucky he hadn’t taken offense at her unguarded words.
“Oh, man
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