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        A wolf shifter.

      

      

      
        
        Tucker doesn’t do rules. He should have. Nearly being killed put him in the lust crosshairs of a very sexy nurse that he can’t stop thinking about.

        

      

      
        
        A healing hottie.

      

      

      
        
        Nurse Rachel’s got a fine life—okay, maybe a boring life is a better description. Until she nearly kills a wolf shifter.

        

      

      
        
        A clan war gives rise a very unlikely union.

      

      

      
        
        Rachel can’t deny her nightly dreams about the wolf shifter she saved. Tucker can’t deny that Rachel makes his blood travel south. This shouldn’t happen. It shouldn’t. But God, it is. And oh man, is it ever.
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          Tucker

        

      

    

    
      “Do you ever get tired of being such an insufferable little kiss-up?” I slammed the door to my brother’s room behind me, and he jumped.

      Well, not really his room. The room he was staying in as long as we were visiting the Everglade clan’s Miami headquarters.

      “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Demon asked, as he narrowed his eyes at me.

      Demon. Not exactly his given name. That was my nickname for him. Damien is what he was named. But from the the time we were little, he called me Trek and I gave him the moniker Demon.

      Sometimes it was like looking in a mirror, but not right this second. Not when he had that snotty look on his face. It was enough to make me want to throttle the bastard.

      Yeah, yeah. I know, he’s not a bastard. Not technically. But at this moment he was behaving like one.

      I clarified it for him. Probably not as gently as I could have, but it got my point across. “It means everybody saw the way you kissed ass at that meeting. Nodding your head so hard every time Vincent spoke, I thought it was gonna fall off and roll across the floor. Seconding everything that came out of his mouth. Telling him what great ideas he has.” I snickered. “It’s disgusting, Deme, and it’s so fucking obvious.”

      “Give me a break,” he muttered. “So what if I believe in being nice to the head of our clan? Maybe you should start thinking of your place in the clan, too. It wouldn’t kill you to make a few friends around here.”

      I shook my head, blinking hard. “Are you for real? Why would I want to make friends and think about my position in the clan? I’ve been thinking about that my entire life, or did you forget? You can’t be Marcus’s son and not think about your position in the clan. It’s sort of impossible.”

      “I don’t mean that. I don’t want to spend the rest of my life in Chicago, suffering through the winter. I like it down here. This is where everything’s happening.”

      “You’re kidding. Do I even know you right now?” I sat down on the big, four-poster bed that was just like the one in my room. “Have you talked to Dad about this?”

      He shook his head. “No, and I’ll kill you if you say anything to him about it.”

      “So, what? You’re gonna kiss Vincent’s ass for a while and see where it gets you? What about Jace?”

      “What about him?” he shrugged. “I didn’t say I want to take Jace’s place. I would like a position down here, is all. I want to find out my options.” He looked me up and down. “Don’t you like it here?”

      “Yeah, sure. I like it here. But not enough to stay. Once this stuff with the Eastwings is over, I can’t wait to get back home.”

      Though nobody, not even Vincent Everglade, knew exactly when things would blow over. It wasn’t even a war yet, not exactly. There was a lot of tension, a few threats, some violence against odd clan members; the ones who decided to go out alone at night and start a fight, mainly.

      Otherwise, we’d been here for a month and didn’t have anything to show for it—yet. Maybe my twin wasn’t wrong when he considered putting down roots. We might not have a choice, the way things were moving—slower than molasses in the midst of winter.

      He shook his head. “Not me. The energy is so different.”

      “I’ll give you that,” I agreed.

      Chicago was vibrant and busy and exciting, and so was Miami. But Miami was hot, and not just in terms of temperature. The girls were sexier, the music was better. There was definitely a dirty, sexy kind of vibe that couldn’t be found back home. I never thought my brother would be into that kind of thing, but then again, he usually found a way to surprise me.

      “Just do me a favor, okay?” His eyes hardened again. “Don’t screw things up for me down here.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?” I rose to my feet, shoulders squared, back stiff, folding my arms.

      “It means I don’t feel like looking over and seeing you rolling your eyes when I’m talking during a meeting.”

      “You mean when you’re kissing ass during a meeting. Let’s just call it what it is, okay?”

      His face went red. “Fine. Then let me start calling you like I see you. You aren’t contributing a damned thing down here. You’re lazy, you sleep ’til all hours, you party all night long.”

      “What the hell is there to do? I sit around here in this freaking mansion and I’m bored half to death. I go to the meetings, right? And whenever Vincent needs me for anything, I’m there. I haven’t let anybody down. And I won’t. But why do I have to chain myself up inside this house in the meantime?”

      “It would look good for us, is all,” he sneered.

      “I don’t care about looking good for us.” Didn’t he get it?  “I’m not the kiss-ass you are. I’m sorry.”

      He took a step toward me. “And what will Dad think when he hears about this?”

      I took a step toward him. “He won’t be half as pissed as when he finds out you’re down here kissing ass, wanting to live in Vincent Everglade’s house when this is all over.”

      “Don’t. Say. A word,” he warned, every word popped off like a pistol shot.

      “Fine. Then don’t go running to Daddy because I like to have a good time, either.”

      I turned my back on him and left the room with another slam of the door. He was the only person in the world who found a way to make me want to throw him through a window almost every day. Back home, our father kept us in line. If he heard us fighting or saw any outward sign that we were at odds, he’d straighten us out real quick. No matter how many years had passed, no matter our age, or how grown we were supposed to be, we were still the same kids at heart, always getting on each other’s nerves.

      I went to my room—next to Demon’s—and took a quick shower in the private bathroom. I needed to get out of there. The walls were closing in on me. The house was big—massive, actually, as big as the one we grew up in just outside Chicago—but it still wasn’t big enough for me.

      I needed fresh air, new faces. People who didn’t shift into animals at will.

      The shifter life was my life, the only life I knew, but sometimes it was all too much for me. Especially with the added pressure of living up to my father’s good name and solid reputation in the clan. He didn’t have to say it out loud before we left Chicago for Miami in order me to know a lot was riding on our stay in Miami, and not just the outcome of the war with the Eastwings.

      I didn’t doubt for a minute that we could wipe the Eastwing shit-stains off the map if we decided to. But I would have to distinguish myself while we were doing it. That was the big thing for our father. I had to be sure Vincent and his son recognized how valuable our branch of the clan was.

      Maybe he should’ve sent Demon on his own, I thought as I soaped up. But no, Dad would never have allowed that. Since the day we were born, there was no getting rid of each other. We were together whether we wanted to be or not. The thing was, Demon wasn’t too bad when he wasn’t acting like a tool. I couldn’t believe my twin brother could be such a brown-noser.

      Damien, I told myself. I needed to retrain myself to think of him as Damien. I knew it irritated him no end when I cock-blocked him by calling him Demon in front of girls. Not that he was a pussy hound, not really. But still, I busted up his game when ever I told chicks his nickname was Demon and that he had restraining orders on him from every one of his ex-girlfriends. That part was a lie, but what the hell, it livened up an evening.

      I dressed in a light linen shirt and khakis, then slid my feet into leather loafers. I had to give my brother credit for one thing: he was right about the weather. I loved the warmth. It was such a change from what I’d normally be wearing at that time of year, and shifters didn’t even feel the cold the way humans did. It was just that bad sometimes, though, up in Chicago.

      Plus, the hunting was much better year-round. In winter, animals naturally hibernated up north. They were more likely to come out and play down south. I had just fed the night before and thought I might have to before that night was out. Why waste the opportunity?

      But there were other priorities to be attended to first. With that in mind, I headed in the direction of the downtown area once I left the mansion. Nobody bothered to ask where I was going, since I was out almost every night anyway. I could be trusted. I wasn’t looking for trouble. Just fun.

      It was a Friday night, meaning things were even hotter than usual. To somebody like me who sensed things more acutely than a human did, it was overwhelming. The sounds, the smells, the energy. It was like a drug, one I couldn’t get enough of. There was always something new to see or taste or feel.

      I was in the mood to taste and feel something, all right, as my eyes fell on a group of girls crossing in front of my Jeep. They walked into a club on a busy corner, one with hot Latin music pumping out through the open doors. As good a place to start as any. I pulled up to the curb, tossed my keys to the valet and went inside.

      It was electric, bodies everywhere. The temperature seemed to go up the further I worked my way inside. So many people dancing—girls having fun, couples grinding together, everything in between.

      I noticed activity going on in the dark corners, too, and felt something stir inside me. I could go for that kind of excitement. I only had to choose the lucky girl.

      There were plenty to choose from. I turned to face the dance floor while waiting for a drink at the bar. Girls as far as the eye could see. Every color, every shape, every size. All I had to do was pick my favorite that night—whether or not the one I chose was interested wasn’t a problem, since they were always interested. Never once had a woman turned me down, and never once was a woman sorry she hadn’t.

      Nah. Not ego. Confidence.

      Then, I spotted her. My girl for the night.

      Dark skin, yellow dress. She stood out from the others, almost as though there was a spotlight trained on her. Her long, dark hair was shot through with purple—just another thing that drew my eye to her as she danced and swung her hair over her shoulders.

      She was ripe as a peach, and probably just as juicy. I licked my lips as I watched her dance.

      She knew I was watching, too—that was the best part. The way she caught my eye every so often and swung her hips from side to side, or ran her hands over her body to let me know she knew I was enjoying the show.

      And I was.

      My pants tightened until I was sure I’d break the zipper—I was glad my shirt was untucked to cover it.

      She caught my eye again as she swung around in a circle, and her head jerked almost imperceptibly.

      Outside, she said. Meet me out there. Let’s take this party someplace else.

      Maybe I was imagining the last part, but the rest was clear from the look in her eye and her coy smile when I nodded.

      I looked around once I was outside and caught sight of her crossing the street. I followed at a distance. Where was she taking me? My anticipation grew the further we walked.

      It never once occurred to me that I might not want to let her lead me like that. Not until we ended up in an alley three blocks from the club. She shrugged with a rueful smile and walked on as I came face-to-face with three hulking figures. I could just about make them out in the dark alley, even with my strong vision.

      “Well. Look who it is. An Everglade.” The voice was snide, sarcastic.

      I wanted to break the neck of whoever it belonged to. Only as they surrounded me, I had a feeling it wouldn’t be that easy. I let the shift come over me even though I was in public, even though I would have to run back to the house on all fours or risk walking around in public with no clothes on.

      “Oh, so that’s how you wanna do it?” one of them laughed. “Fair enough.”

      It all went black soon after that.
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      I pulled the elastic band out of my long, blonde hair and gave it a toss with my hands once I was behind the wheel of my car.

      What a relief to finally be finished for the night. I waved at Suzanne, one of the nurses who’d worked my floor that day, before starting the engine. Just a few minutes and I’d be home with a day off in front of me.

      Sweet relief.

      I drove around the perimeter of the hospital parking lot, noticing how empty it was in front of the ER. It wouldn’t be that way for long on a Friday night.

      There were always accidents and overdoses on a Friday night. Par for the course in a hospital. Sometimes I wondered if certain people were born with a death wish. It sure seemed that way.

      “You’re just tired,” I murmured to myself as I pulled out onto the main road. I needed a long, hot shower and a full night’s sleep. Maybe even a full morning’s.

      I chuckled at the thought—like I’d be able to do that. My body was on a strict schedule. I couldn’t sleep in even when I wanted to. On the plus side, I never needed an alarm to wake up. I just somehow knew what time it was.

      Suzanne had asked before leaving what my plans were for my day off. I had tried not to laugh at her. I never had plans, not the way some people did.

      Other girls—the single ones without kids, like me—did all sort of things, especially when a free day fell over the weekend. Brunch with friends, shopping, a trip to get their hair or nails done, a day on the beach, a movie, dinner or drinks.

      What did I do? I caught up on laundry, reading and clearing out my DVR.

      Not that it bothered me, not really.

      Only sometimes, when I listened to the others talk about their interesting lives. Like just then. That very night. It wasn’t easy, driving home on a Friday, knowing there was no one waiting at home for me. Not that I’d have any energy for them after a twelve-hour shift, but still. It was the principle of the thing.

      The back roads were always empty, which was why I liked taking them so much—the less I had to deal with traffic after dealing with crowded hallways and needy patients all day, the better.

      I was an introvert, the kind of person who needed time to recharge after being in the middle of a crowd for a long time. Funny how I chose a profession that put me in constant contact with others. My instinct to help overrode my instinct to be by myself.

      I was so deep in thought and so tired from being on my feet all day, I almost didn’t notice the mass of fur on the road until it
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