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Dedication
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For my amazing American Foxhound, Molly- the inspiration for Weldon’s shadow side.

I love you, my furry friend. Jim and I thank you for being a beautiful part of our lives.
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Chapter One
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Weldon grabbed ahold of her hips as she slid from his grasp. 

Her sultry voice commanded. “Faster baby, faster.” 

Damn, woman, I’m going as fast as I can. He wanted to scream the words out but held back from telling her exactly what he thought of her. The babe he picked up at the bar was a one-night stand, a happily for now. That was it. Whether she got her rocks off or not was none of his concern. She wanted him, and after taking one look at her, he couldn’t deny he wanted her too—at least for the night. His girlfriend didn’t need to know.

Well,—she was technically his ex. Their on-again, off-again, whatever, was currently on hiatus. All thanks to a love note he spotted in her room, one sun-kissed morning after he took her in every position she desired. He could’ve sworn the howl that ripped from his throat, upon inspecting the unforgivable evidence of her treachery, had all of her neighbors calling nine-one-one. Yet, no emergency vehicles sounded. He made his getaway as soon as he found his clothes.

Now, Weldon was nestled inside a starlet who fell for his uncommonly handsome looks. He wasn’t facetious or egotistical about his physical features. Not this time. Women, easily, fell for him, and he knew it. Finding a warm body was never an issue, and he never lacked for company. 

“Right there, baby, oh yeah, oh yeah.” She arched her back, popping up her large breasts to his delight. Her dusty rose tits danced across his eager irises. Yet, what she did next was unexpected. 

Clawing at his back, she screamed—then she faked it. 

“Oh baby, oh baby, oh baby. You’re so strong. So good. So  — fucking good.” 

Yes—he was. Yet this woman was putting on a big show. He watched her as she mouthed words that had nothing to do with her true feelings. The reason he sensed her complacence was a secret he’d never confess to her. 

He grabbed ahold of her arms. Pinning them over her head, he rode her faster. His own marked pleasure, his ultimate goal. When the rehearsed panting hit his eardrums, he abruptly stopped. Lifting to his knees, he slipped out of her. Placing his hands on his hips, he stared with a wide smile.

“Why did you stop?”

Weldon shifted off the bed, his erection already softening. “You weren’t enjoying yourself.”

“Yes, I was.”

He laughed. “If all the oh baby’s were an indication, no, you were not.”

She tugged at his arm. “Please, lover.” 

He snorted, then shook his head. “No. You can leave now.”

She shouted. “What in the hell?”

“I know you’re just trying to get back at your old flame, but you can’t do that with me. Get out.”

She scurried to a stand. His gaze shifted with the bouncing of her breasts. “You’re right. I wanted to get back at the m’effer, but you don’t need to dismiss me. Come back, and let’s play.”

He grabbed her clothing and tossed it at her nude form. “Good God, woman, didn’t you hear me the first time? Here, take this and grab a cab home.”

She looked down at the two twenty-dollar bills Weldon thrust at her. “Now you’re paying me, like some whore?”

He lifted one eyebrow in response.

She huffed. “Well, I never.” She snatched the bills from his hand and then quickly squirmed back into her clothes. He watched her, the corners of his mouth curling upward into a grin, his eyes glazed over with mischief as he caught her almost unintelligible mumbles of frustration. He held back the urge to chuckle, cracking his knuckles, instead, to take his mind off her sorry plight. As soon as he got rid of her, he’d take care of a few things, starting with a shower to wash her scent off him.

He threw his head back and roared with laughter when she slammed the door closed behind her. Widening his eyes, he then perked his ears up to listen out for any neighbors, awakened from the celebratory noise he made. His taut muscles relaxed as silence surrounded him. Glancing back at his phone on the nightstand, he considered calling Kara. She’d know what to do. The night of the full moon always gave him extra energy, and the event was only two days away. Yet, Weldon was feeling the effects already. Briefly, he considered what his brother was up to with his new girlfriend, Eva. After their unfavorable first few encounters, she and Weldon made up and were on speaking terms now. Still, he didn’t consider her his future sister-in-law. Not yet—

Would Kara welcome him back? Maybe she’d allow a one-time fling, and then they’d go their separate ways again? Kara was always good in bed. He fingered the black, silk bed sheets and pictured her atop them, nude and smiling. Then he pictured the note from an admirer he’d found that morning. Kara had left Weldon shortly after giving him a mind-blowing bj. 

He shook his head as he recalled her phone calls urging him to come back home so she could explain. Fuck that. Once a cheater, always a cheater. That was his motto. Besides, there were too many women in the world to explore. Why would he go back to one who proved unfaithful? 

While Kingsley had searched for a mate, Weldon only wanted a female for the night. Still, the idea of a fated mate, for Weldon, fascinated him. Yet, who would tolerate his bullshit? 

Weldon laughed with his own observation. He knew exactly who he was and how he came across to others. There weren’t many who lingered in his presence, and even less he trusted. That was on purpose. The fewer memberships in his unwanted fan club, the better. The more friends one had, the more one had to lose. Remaining vigilant, on guard, observant and protective over everything in his life was something he already did due to what he was. He didn’t need the extra drama of a tag-along girlfriend. 

Still, a loyal, trustworthy, sexy female that wanted him just the way he was? That stayed by his side and cheered him on even when he was at his lowest? That craved him for more than the luxuries his money afforded. What would he do if he found her? He’d likely fall on his knees and beg her to stay, forever, for she’d prove to be a rare gem. 

Sadly, he hadn’t found her yet. 

As good as Kara was between the sheets, even she knew she wasn’t the one meant for him. Granted, he was young. Maybe there was still time.

Grabbing his shirt and pants, he slipped into his shoes, tossed his car keys into the air, and locked the door to his condo before he made his way down the long set of cement stairs. The night was young, and Weldon had extra time on his hands. 

Locating his car in the building’s garage, he pushed the start button and drove the canary yellow Corvette out, drawing in a deep breath as the wind whipped through his thick hair. He loved having the top down to the muscle car, relishing the beauty of the beast as he tested it on the highway at speeds nowhere within the posted limits. If there were any cops on the highway, he wanted them all female tonight. Women always fell for Weldon, no matter what their occupation.

Tonight, he had one goal. He drove to the far eastern portion of the state, heading toward the woods. There, he’d be able to work off some energy in the peace and quiet without any nosy neighbors or voyeurs ready to capture him on film. Current technology made it too easy to survey anyone. This made his nightly excursions dangerous. Weldon had to be careful. His life, and possibly his brothers’ would be jeopardized if anyone knew his secret. 

As he drove, his spirits lifted. Sniffing the unique scents surrounding him ranging from the asphalt below his tires, the scattered dewdrops on the leaves, and the musky scent from the nearby woods clouded his concentration and blessed his active mind with an addictive heady sensation. There was nothing more thrilling than rushing toward his natural habitat in a high-speed muscle car and throwing caution to the wind. If he never made it, he’d perish with a smile plastered across his face. 

Winding his car to the natural curves of the road, he contemplated where else he might venture to at this late hour. A salacious smile quirked up the corners of his mouth as he pondered the possibilities. He knew exactly where he was headed. He only had to ride in the opposite direction from his original destination and then wait. His grin widened, the idea of catching his brother in the act whetting his appetite. As long as his brother didn’t catch him—

Taking a hard right, he lowered the high beams and crept forward, sharpening his vision to keep track of his whereabouts in the dim lighting. With abundant green leaves and tall tree trunks at all angles, it was hard to tell exactly where he was without giving his location away. Not many cars ventured down the private path to the wooden cabin at the end of the road.

This was his older brother Kingsley’s domain. It was his special place, and Weldon was invading it. Weldon chortled as he drove on. 

Fifty minutes later, he parked the car off to one side of the house, gingerly opened his door, and then gently pressed it closed. He then snuck across the lawn to the living room window. Kingsley, an over-confident fellow, liked to leave the curtains open, figuring no one would walk up to his house and glance in. This time he was wrong. Weldon snuck a peek and widened his eyes, finding a naked Eva entwined with Kingsley beneath a thin sheet. He took one long, last look. Committing to memory, the heavy swell of her breasts and the smooth curve of her ass slipping out from underneath the thin fabric, wrapped mostly around her waist, before glancing away and snickering. 

He tapped on the window, startling the two before rushing toward the front door, his heartbeat escalating with his rapid pace.

He stifled a cough, attempting to cover it up with the palm of his hand when the front door slammed open, hitting the brick wall next to him with a solid thud. Kingsley’s mouth formed a long line of expletives, all directed at Weldon, while Weldon, casually, smiled.

“What in the hell are you doing here, and why didn’t you call me first?”

Weldon smirked. “Brother, is that any way to treat your sibling?”

“Sibling, my ass! Right now,, you’re an intruder, and I could shoot you if I owned a gun.”

Weldon’s gaze swept over Kingsley’s body. “And some clothes. Do you always address your visitors buck naked?”

Weldon, suddenly, ducked as the light bulb overhead, cracked, and jagged edges of glass flew at him. He brushed the shards off his leather jacket and glanced up to find Eva standing behind Kingsley. 

Weldon shouted at her over Kingsley’s shoulder. “Did you do that? What a way to welcome your guests.”

She swept a strand of Kingsley’s hair over his left ear. “I could say the same for you. We were having a private moment.” Kingsley grabbed Eva around the waist and pulled her to him with a wide grin.

Weldon’s gaze swept over the long, fluffy robe Eva wore. “Close your curtains, then.”

Kingsley grumbled. “Is there something you wanted, Weldon?” 

Weldon waved his hand in the air. “Nah. I was just seeing what my brother was up to. Now I’ve seen enough.” Weldon swiveled on his heel and walked away.

Kingsley retorted. “Smartass.”

Weldon strode, uninterrupted, toward his car. “Takes one to know one.”

“Don’t come back unless you’re in danger or on fire.”

Weldon guffawed, giving Kingsley a backward wave as he turned the corner. “You’ll never see me then.”

Catching Eva and Kingsley in a compromising position was the best thing he did all day. He slumped into his car, ready for the next adventure. His thoughts returned to Kara. Where was she now? After his misfortune with the girl back at the bar- the one who faked every expression while they were in bed- could he call Kara for the quickie he never received? The one he deserved after the day from hell.

He texted her before he shifted the car in reverse. Then he peeled out of Kingsley’s terrain onto the main road. 

Whatcha doing? Want to get together?

That was simple enough and to the point. If Kara didn’t get his meaning, that was her fault. He would just have to do without sex tonight. 

Almost at his destination, his phone rattled a familiar tune he hadn’t heard in a long while. He forgot he gave Kara her own jingle. Holding the phone up to his face, he unlocked it with the latest facial recognition software. He then blinked several times, attempting to clear his view to discover her reply. 

Where are you?

He pulled the phone up to his lips and talked into it as words popped up across his screen. Then, he pressed the arrow at the end of the sentence to send his reply in the form of a text message.

Meet me in the woods if you want some.

Weldon made no pretenses. He usually got what he wanted. If one female was unwilling to deliver, another one would do, just as well. Being a member of his kind, he never lacked female companionship. The necessity to hunt one down or search for one was a foreign concept to him. He never understood the plight of human males, worrying and concerned they’d never find the elusive one. Why search for that singular female when there were so many available? Any able body would do. 

Drawn to his savage, inner being, women found themselves, quickly rendered defenseless, unable to do much else but lie down and succumb to whatever he desired. He entertained the idea that they were, only, submitting to his natural, sensual charm. He knew his inner beast and possibly musky pheromones played a bigger part in their refusal to fight. He never met a woman that resisted him though the idea of finding one greatly appealed to him. 

For now, Weldon was satisfied with his one-nightstands and haphazard excursions. Speaking of which—he calculated the distance remaining to the woods. His current location meant Kara would make it to the forest faster than he would. He stepped on the gas pedal, forcing his car to top speed before issuing a command into his phone, watching the words as they formed across the screen in a text message to Kara.

Take your clothes off when you get there and hide. I will find you.

The thrill of chasing her raw scent through damp, thick forest and tall, foreboding trees until he discovered her, pounced on her, and had his way with her, revved up his heartbeat to full throttle. There was nothing more enticing to his kind than hunting down prey. 

Kara had a target on her—only, she didn’t know it yet.
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Chapter Two
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What in the hell was she doing in the forest? And with Weldon? They had their chance. 

She blew it, and he walked away. Yet here he was texting her for a booty call. She should’ve said no—yet Kara couldn’t let go of the chance to be surrounded, again, by Weldon’s manly, muscular body, if only for a brief moment. Weldon was, easily, the best lover she ever had. She missed him. She had chastised herself several times after he slammed the door on their future. 

Only an innocent exploration, it snowballed, quickly, into something else. 

His name was Jack. He was a co-worker. They constantly flirted on the job. But she never thought it would go any further until he wrote her a note, opening his heart to her and telling her of his real interest in dating her. The fact that she had a boyfriend should’ve deterred Jack, but it didn’t. Yet, Weldon found the note. It was the first time she begged anyone to stay. 

On her hands and knees with tears streaming down her face, she gave Weldon one last gift before he went away- the longest, biggest bj of his life. Slowing down then speeding up, she imagined he’d stay. Forgiving her flirtation that led to the impromptu love note, she found tossed among her things in her leather messenger bag. After she worked him for long, arduous minutes that had her gagging and gasping for air, she watched him and then waited for a response. Yet, he simply sat on the edge of the bed, amidst the silence, gathering his breath and his strength. He then thanked her and, promptly, walked out of her life. Stunned, she watched him disappear while her heart dropped like an anvil straight to her stomach. 

So, why was she standing in the forest, peeling her clothes off her body, ready to find a hiding place? She shook her head at her current situation. She should be at home, instead. Yet, letting Weldon walk out of her life was the biggest mistake she ever made- that, and encouraging Jake’s interest. 

Jake was handsome. Nothing made that fact any less real. Yet, Weldon was—incredible, unlike any man she dated before. With his sexy, brash, overconfident personality, his bad-ass car, and his killer physique, there wasn’t much about him Kara disliked. The only problem proved to be that Weldon’s decisions were usually final. 

Weldon decided they were through. Kara aimed to do whatever she needed to change his mind.

A half-hour later, her heart almost stopped when she spotted his car pulling underneath a nearby tree. Damn. Lost in her thoughts, she forgot his last request. She needed to run.—and now. 

Accustomed only to the occasional jog, she sprinted with all her might. Her heart rapidly beat, accelerating to unearthly levels. The precious organ pumped blood to her extremities and threatened to burst forth from her body. Instead of taking care not to slip or squeak across the dewy leaves and grass, she ignored the desperate plight, alerting him of her presence. Her casual, sparkly sneakers, a mistake she instantly regretted at this moment, were designed more for a glamorous runway than a marathon in the woods. 

The tedious task of remaining upright was a tough one. As she continued her desperate need to place distance between her and her lover, her legs no longer seemed attached to her body. Both limbs, having a mind of their own, broke free from her several strained seconds ago in an attempt to escape the man she wanted desperately to immerse in. Next time she’d have to re-think her footwear. 

Free of her confining bra, her breasts bounced and swayed as she zipped past small patches of tall trees and around confounding prickly bushes. She heard a voice in the distance. Was Weldon counting? She stopped, heaving in lung fulls of air and attempting to discern what the man said. He was! Impossibly, Weldon was counting down. She heard his knuckles crack and a rush of sound before she took off once again.

Searching around her, she sought out quick places to hide but found none. Out in the middle of nowhere, she was as exposed to him as a deer to a hunter’s rifle. As she moved, her thigh, suddenly, brushed against a thick, protruding stick, slicing a small slit across her soft skin, near the knee. She smashed her hand against the tear when she found a large, full bush and decided the game was over. She’d hide behind it and hope for the best. 

Praying she wouldn’t step barefoot into a nest of fire ants or worse, she bent low, making sure her nude form was fully covered by the foliage. Taking big swallows, she worked on her breath. Trying to slow the intake. Dredging up an image in her mind of her accelerated heartbeats returning to normal. She’d never played this game with Weldon before. Maybe he was no good at it.

She waited. Inhaling a deep breath, her body relaxed. She welcomed coveted tranquility flowing through her taut nerves. Her senses, once heightened and on edge, eased. She closed her eyes briefly and breathed out a sigh of relief until she heard a low growl. Her eyelids flipped open, her eyes widening as she attempted to discern what in the hell was in the darkness surrounding her. Was it close? Was it feral? Oh,  God! Where in the hell was Weldon?

Something pushed her forward and pinned her to the ground. She uttered a silent scream. It whispered words into her ear.

“Caught you.”

When his hot breath caressed across her earlobe, she knew, immediately, who was on top of her. Weldon flipped her to face him. She caught his widening grin.

“You’re naked. Good. No time wasted on pleasantries, then. I like it.”

She caressed the red-colored paisley bandana he
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