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All her life, Tina Tybault has felt wrong.
Troubling dreams, sleepwalking, and adopted parents who locked her
up at night didn't help. Instead of the relaxing summer off from
college she expected she instead found herself waking up naked in
the woods one morning. A gorgeous stranger stood over her, claiming
she was in heat and there to be his mate.
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There was moss under
my cheek. I opened my eyes and all I could see was a carpet of
green extending outward. The air was cool, much cooler than my
bedroom should have been in summer. Then again, my bedroom
shouldn’t have had moss and I didn’t generally make it a habit to
sleep on the ground. I pushed myself up on my hands, which was when
I realized that I was naked and in the middle of the woods.

“Well shit,” I muttered, rubbing one hand
over my face.

Vague memories
of the night before came drifting back to me, but they weren’t very
helpful. Under normal circumstances, I’d dismiss them as dreams.
I’d had dreams like this many times before, after all. I’d be
running around on all fours, somehow transformed to a wolf, and I’d
hunt and eat my kills with impunity. When I was tired, I’d return
to my den—my own bedroom—and then wake up in the morning exhausted,
but none the worse for wear. A few times I’d had sleepwalking
experiences and woken up outside instead of in my bedroom, but
those had become less frequent as I’d grown. My parents putting
bars on my windows and locking my bedroom at night probably helped
curb it.

But now I was
in college and living like an independent adult with other students
off campus. And the result of that greater freedom was sleepwalking
my way out into the woods, apparently. Which was especially strange
since I didn’t live particularly close to any woods.

“Are you all right?” a deep, masculine
voice asked. There was a faint drawl to it, making me think of
Texas or Oklahoma.

I sprang to my
feet in a move so quick it would surprise me later when I could
reflect on it. I spun to face the voice and saw a man crouched on
an outcropping of stone, watching me with an apparently interested
look on his face. He had thick black hair that was somewhat shaggy,
deep brown eyes, and olive-toned skin. He wore a pair of well
broken in jeans and a white t-shirt with a flannel thrown over it.
Despite that nod to the coolness of the morning out here in the
hills, he wore no shoes.

I crossed one
arm across my breasts and tried to cover the rest of my nakedness
with my other arm, which wasn’t very effective. “Who are you? Did
you...do anything to me?”

One expressive
black eyebrow quirked upward. “You don’t remember?”

He braced a
hand against the rock he was perched on, then leapt down nimbly
into the mossy hollow where I had been resting. He nodded over to a
small pile of fur and bones and blood not far from where I had been
sleeping. “You seemed a bit out of it when I saw you last night, so
I didn’t approach closely. You hunted, ate, and went to sleep. I’ve
just been waiting for you to wake up.”

I stared at
the shredded remains of the rabbit, feeling my stomach lurch. How
many times had I dreamed about hunting like that? Had I done this
before while sleepwalking? The idea was terribly disturbing. How
did I even know that it was only rabbits I had ever hurt?

When my eyes
raised to the man again, I looked at him more closely. It was
easier to see him now that he wasn’t crouched up on the rock and it
was difficult not to admire what I could see. He was tall, with
broad shoulders well-proportioned to his height. His body narrowed
down to slim hips and long, muscular legs that were lovingly hugged
by his jeans. My eyes traveled up his body back to his face, where
full lips were curved into a faintly puzzled smile as he looked me
over. His cheekbones were high and prominent, his nose straight and
well built. His eyes were almond-shaped and fringed by dark, silky
lashes. There was a light dusting of dark stubble across his
cheeks, attesting to his claim that he had been watching me all
night. He looked like he was a little older than me, perhaps in his
mid-twenties or later, but it was difficult to be sure. He was
gorgeous, in any case, and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d
felt such knee-shaking lust from just one look at a man. It was
likely that I’d never felt anything like this before at all.

There were
dozens of questions I was desperate to ask, but the most practical
came to my tongue first. “Could I borrow your shirt?”

He looked
amused, then pulled off the flannel before tossing it to me. I
caught it easily and pulled it on, immediately aware of the spicy
male musk of his natural scent on it. I could have bathed in that
scent, so rich and beguiling it was. The shirt hit me at around
mid-thigh, but it covered my breasts, butt, and genitals, so I
wasn’t going to complain too much.

“I’m sorry. You must think I’m crazy,” I
said.

He cocked his
head to the side to regard me curiously. “Must I?”

I stared at
him for a moment, then gestured down to the remains of the rabbit.
“I wasn’t exactly acting normal last night, was I?”

“No, but I’ve never met a solitary female
in heat before.” He shrugged, the soft cotton of his t-shirt
drawing tight against the tightly corded muscles of his chest. “I
imagine being a little out of it is to be expected.”

I stared at
him for a moment, thinking over the bizarre wording he had just
used. The only people I’d known to ever use “female” as a noun for
identifying women in a sentence like that had been ragingly sexist.
Coupling that with him saying I was in heat and the whole thing
seemed unspeakably creepy. I hugged the shirt around myself, as if
I could will it to cover more.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,
but could you let me borrow your phone or something? I’m in kind of
desperate need for pants,” I said.

“Who are you calling?” he asked as he took
a few steps closer to me.

I
automatically backed up. The hot stranger hadn’t done a thing to
make me feel threatened beyond saying some weird stuff, but I just
instinctively knew I didn’t want to get too close to him yet. There
was some undercurrent going on through all of this that I couldn’t
yet make sense of.

“My roommates. One of them should be able
to find me and bring me clothes.” I glanced away from the stranger
for a moment, noting just how deep the woods looked here. “Where
are we exactly?”

“Redwood Regional Park.”

That made me
stare at him again, shocked by how much distance I had covered in
my sleep. The little house we were renting wasn’t that far from the
university, but now I was at least ten miles from there. And
naked.

“Did you drive me here? How did that
happen?” I demanded.

His brows drew
together and he looked as if he was trying to figure something out.
Something absurd, by the expression on his face. After a moment he
closed the distance between us in three quick strides and grabbed
hold of my arms, making me yip in shock and fear. Rather than
attack me, he buried his face in the side of my neck and inhaled
deeply, then followed around to the other side and back into my
hair.

There
shouldn’t have been anything erotic in something so strange as
sniffing me, yet my body felt differently. A rush of arousal that
made me light-headed struck me and I wavered a bit on my legs,
feeling overwhelmed by his nearness. Even through the flannel I
could feel the heat of his hands on my arms. The scent of him on
the shirt had been appealing before, but it was nothing in
comparison to his presence so close.

When he pulled
back from taking my scent, I could see his pupils were dilated and
his tan skin was slightly flushed. I wondered if glancing down
would find his jeans drawn tight. He released me as if I had burned
him and took a few steps backwards to put space between us once
again.

“You’re a wolf and you haven’t a clue,” he
said at last. “I thought you were just solitary like me,
but...you’re not, are you?”

“What are you talking about?” I demanded.
“I’m not a wolf. I’m not a female like I’m some kind of animal. I’m
a woman, okay?”

He laughed as
if I’d said something outrageously funny, then move back to lean
against the rocky outcropping he had perched on before. I noticed
he was trying to keep his distance since he had sniffed me, which
was confusing on top of everything else.

“How can you not know? You shifted. I saw
you in your wolf form last night. How can you not know what you’re
doing?” He looked me over like I was some particularly fascinating
specimen dropped into a laboratory.

“I have dreams,” I began, reluctantly. “And
sometimes I sleepwalk.”

“And you have no pack,” he pointed out. “I
can only smell humans on you. What happened to your
parents?”

I hesitate,
wondering just how insane this could get. “I’m adopted. I don’t
know anything about my birth parents except that they abandoned
their daughter. My adopted parents live in Sacramento and
they’re...they’re normal people. They don’t do freaky stuff like
this.”

The stranger
frowned. “Freaky stuff like what? Being what you are?”

I shook my
head, not knowing how to even respond to that. “Look, I’m standing
out here naked and kind of cold. Could you at least tell me your
name?”

“Brandon Littlewolf.” He paused after he
said the name, one corner of his mouth curling up wryly. “I’m like
you, except I actually grew up knowing it.”

“Christina Tybault.” I looked around the
woods again with a sigh, then turned back to him once more. “Could
you stop talking
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