
  
    [image: Wolf Masters Box Set: Volume One]
  


  
    
      WOLF MASTERS BOX SET: VOLUME ONE

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        BECCA JAMESON

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Becca Jameson Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Newsletter

      

      
        Introduction

      

    

    
      
        Kara's Wolves

      

      
        Lindsey's Wolves

      

      
        Jessica's Wolves

      

      
        Alyssa's Wolves

      

      
        Tessa's Wolf

      

    

    
      
        Author’s Note

      

      
        Rebecca’s Wolves by Becca Jameson

      

      
        Also by Becca Jameson

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Join my newsletter to stay up to date on all things Becca Jameson!

        Becca’s Newsletter Sign-up

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to the Wolf Masters.

      

      The Masters are a family of wolf shifters. The first five books center around Richard and Nancy Masters and their dairy farm in Oregon. They raised one daughter, four sons, and one adopted son. As each of the males come of age and meet their mate, they discover that they must share her with another man. For the first son, this is a relief. He’s been sharing women with his best friend for as long as he can remember. The other three brothers are not quite so convinced, but Fate has Her way…

      

      I hope you enjoy my wolves!
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            ABOUT THE BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      They have always shared…everything. What if one small woman manages to break that bond?

      

      Kara Shepherd is about to compete in her last gymnastics meet and graduate from college. A week before graduation, her roommates drag her out to a country bar to live a little before entering the real world. She has no idea the course of her future is about to take a sharp turn.

      

      Justin Masters and his lifelong friend, Trevor Shields, share everything from their home to their women. At twenty-eight years old, neither has met their mate, nor are they in a hurry to find a woman who will end their long-standing arrangement with each other. Their dairy farm, a few miles outside of town, allows them the luxury of shifting to their wolf form any time they want in relative seclusion.

      

      Justin’s world tips when Kara walks into the bar on a random Friday night. Immediately recognizing her scent as that of his mate, he is drawn to her by forces beyond his control. Nervous about sharing the news with Trevor, Justin is relieved to realize Kara is also his best friend’s mate. Now all they have to do is convince Kara she belongs in a permanent ménage and track down a stalker who seems hell-bent on taking Kara for himself.

      

      This book is a rerelease of an older title—it has been re-edited and expanded from the original version.
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      “This is so not a good idea.” Kara Shepherd leaned back against Lindsey’s dusty red Toyota and stared down at the gravel parking lot. A cool evening Oregon breeze, typical for May, blew the dust around between the cars. “Why did I let you two talk me into this?” Kara scraped the toe of her new Durango boots through the rocks and nearly laughed out loud as her gaze roamed up her body to take in the entire package. Her roommates, Lindsey and Jessica, both bombshells, hauled her scrawny ass into Cavender’s that afternoon for the new country-western wear she was outfitted in—low-rise boot-cut jeans, a short white blouse tied in a knot just below her breasts, and the stiff awkward boots that would take weeks of wear to break in. Her feet, unaccustomed to shoes of any kind, were already begging to be let loose from their confines.

      “Come on.” Lindsey pinned her gaze on Kara. “It’s already almost nine o’clock.”

      Lindsey looked at home in her own newly purchased duds. Every curve molded to get the best effect from her tight blue jeans and skimpy tank top. There was nothing wrong with Kara’s look, but at five feet she was six to seven inches shorter than her friends and looked much younger than her age.

      From out of nowhere, Lindsey and Jessica flanked Kara on both sides. Each grabbed an arm and practically dragged her toward the entrance to the country bar. Kara released a squeal in protest that blended with the twangy music leaking through the walls of the joint all the way out into the parking lot.

      “I don’t know how to two-step or line dance, don’t drink or smoke and have listened to country music less than a handful of times in my life. Why are we here?” she whined. A knot in the pit of her stomach twisted at the thought of entering the crowded, smoke-filled, loud, God-awful dance hall.

      Jess’s cheerful laughter filled the night air. “That’s the whole point, Kara. You need to get out more. Four years we’ve been going to Oregon State, and you’ve spent the entire time like a robot, going from class to the gym to the apartment, and back to class, and then to the gym and back to the apartment⁠—”

      “I get the idea,” Kara mumbled.

      “We’re about to graduate.” Jess showed a mouth full of perfect, white teeth. In fact, everything about the tall, slender woman was perfect. “It’s time to live a little. Maybe even…gasp…meet a man.”

      “Oh, no.” Kara planted her feet into the loose gravel, struggling to break her friends’ hold. “Is that what this is all about?” Their grips on her arms tightened. “Don’t tell me you have someone all lined up in there. I’ll kill you both. I’m just fine, thank you very much. And far too busy for dating.” Her friends were not going to let her get away.

      “No, Kara…” Lindsey began, “…we didn’t arrange a blind date or anything, although I do wish we had thought of it. Next time…” Lindsey glanced over at Kara and laughed. “You should see your horrified expression.”

      Her cheeks were burning hot and beads of perspiration were threatening to burst out above her brows.

      “Look, we’re just going to go inside,” Jess quickly chimed in, “get a table and have a good time. Okay?” She pulled again on Kara’s arm. Kara looked down at her friend’s grasp. If she didn’t relinquish control soon, she would end up with bruises on both sides of her body. How would she explain that to her coach Monday morning?

      Oh, yeah, those bruises? Well, Coach, my girlfriends were dragging me out to a bar and…

      “Fine. But I don’t want to stay long. I have to study tomorrow, early.” Kara took a deep breath, shook herself free of her captors, and let her shoulders fall into a more relaxed stance. She inhaled another breath of courage. “Let’s get this over with,” she mumbled as she made her way to the entrance, reaching into her pocket for her ID. At twenty-one, Kara’s small stature and youthful looks always made her age extremely questionable. Not that she had many occasions in the past to demonstrate her drinking age.

      Lindsey pasted on a huge smile. “Now that’s what I’m talking about.” She pulled the door open and, flourishing a low bow, allowed her friends to proceed inside.

      The bar was wall-to-wall people, an ocean of Stetsons of every color. Even the dance floor was jammed. Loud sad tones of some slow country song filled the air, vibrating the floor beneath Kara’s feet. Kara had no idea this place even existed just outside Corvallis. She followed behind Jess toward a tall round bar table meant purely as a place to set your drink while dancing. The tables were spaced all around the dance floor, but none of them had stools to sit on. Hell, there wasn’t even room to sit in this establishment. It was going to be a long night.
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        * * *

      

      Justin Masters paused, his beer midway to his lips. “Fuck. Fuck, fuck, and damn. I don’t believe this.” He slammed the nearly full beer down on the table, foam frothing up and running over the sides of the bottle like a waterfall to cover the hand white-knuckling the glass.

      Ryan, his closest brother in age, startled at the line of expletives. “What? Dude? What’s gotten into you?”

      Justin raised his head, closed his eyes and took a long, slow, inhale of air into his lungs. “Mother fucker.” His skin crawled, his cock jumped to attention, and his clothes suddenly felt way too tight for his body. He struggled to control the impulse to change.

      When Justin finally opened his eyes, he found himself staring straight into Ryan’s grinning face. “She’s here, isn’t she?”

      Of course his brother would know exactly what was going on. They knew each other like the back of their own hands. The only other person in the world who would have also been on the same page as Justin was Trevor. And Trevor would not be happy when he found out about tonight.

      At twenty-eight years old, Trevor Shields and Justin had been sharing women for nearly half their lives. In a race against time, each had been hoping to make it into their thirties before finding their mates. This new development shot that idea to hell.

      Justin shook his head at Ryan. “I’m not ready. I wanted more time. I⁠—”

      “Dude. It doesn’t work that way and you know it.” Ryan laughed outright now. His wavy brown hair, identical to Justin’s, fell across his eyes, covering some of the mirth. He scanned the jam-packed room. “Where is she? Do you see her yet? Is she hot?”

      Justin lowered his gaze to the table. “I don’t know.” His sticky, beer-covered hand shook. He let go of the bottle to flick his fingers by his side and shake off the foam. “I’m afraid to look.”

      The chuckling beside him continued. “Bro, you can’t stop fate. You’re going to have to face the music… Come on. Let’s go find her.” Ryan picked up his beer and motioned with his head for Justin to follow him.

      Taking another deep breath to steady himself, Justin grudgingly grabbed his bottle and downed the entire contents while Ryan waited with a wide smirk Justin had half a mind to physically erase.

      “Feel better?” Ryan was obviously loving this.

      “No, smartass. I do not feel better.” Why now? Why tonight?

      Exasperated, Justin stared at Ryan, who raised his eyebrows under his dark locks of hair as if to say, “Well? What are you waiting for?”

      “Okay, okay.” Justin led the way through the crowded throng of line dancers in the direction of the powerful scent of his mate which stood out above all other smells of perfume, sweat, deodorant and aftershave permeating the confined area of the bar. His wolf hovered just beneath the surface, demanding to find his mate. It was a process as old as time. There was no avoiding it. “Not now” was not an answer.

      Meandering through the crowd was slow work. Surely the place was above the legal occupancy quota tonight, or was it that his skin was crawling each time he brushed by another person? Justin had never seen so many people at Boot Scooters before, and he came here a lot. He and Trevor usually had no problem finding a woman willing to engage in the kind of sex play they enjoyed.

      As if choreographed, the crowd parted, and there she stood. Justin came to a dead stop, causing Ryan to slam into the back of him.

      “I’m guessing you found her?” Laughter still filled Ryan’s voice.

      Dammit. This is not a joke.

      Whatever trepidation Justin felt moments ago evaporated into thin air. Standing with her back to him, just a few yards away, was the sexiest woman he had ever laid eyes on, assuming of course, her ass was no false advertisement for her face. Then again, you could tell a lot about a woman by just looking at her ass, and this one was a beauty. Justin sucked in a breath and held it as he beheld the tiny sprite who had no idea her world was about to change completely and irrevocably.

      Barely five feet tall, she had long blonde curls reaching way down her back. Justin ached to tangle his hands in those glorious locks. Jeans hung low on her slender hips to hug her sexy firm ass to perfection. Her slight waist was bare between her short blouse and formfitting jeans. Justin shivered at the thought of wrapping his huge hands around her warm middle. He could probably touch the tips of his fingers on each side. He and Trevor would completely swallow her up.

      Shit, Trevor. The thought of sharing this sexy mate of his did not sit well with Justin. Where is this possessiveness coming from? Plus, she did not look like the kind of girl who liked to be shared. Her stance was shy between her girlfriends, but her backbone was tense, screaming she did not want to be here. Nothing like the usual women Justin liked to spend the evening with—women who held their heads high, thrust their breasts out, and all but begged to be taken. Hell, he’d never seen his mate out anywhere before, and he knew for a fact she had never been any place he frequented. He would have caught her scent hanging in the air.

      This close, Justin could almost taste her sweet essence on the tip of his tongue. He stood there rigid. He would never forget this moment.

      Ryan whispered close to Justin’s ear, “Are you just going to stand there and stare at her all night? Ask her to dance.”

      “I’m…observing her. Patience, man. She’s a human. She’s…not expecting this,” Justin muttered under his breath, his lips barely moving, as if she would somehow hear him over the constant bass beat surrounding them.

      “Others have mated with humans. They got over it. This woman will, too.” Were those words supposed to make Justin feel better? He was about to rock the world off its axis for this sexy vixen. He took a long slow breath deep into his lungs. She smelled so…innocent. It had certainly been a while since she’d been with a man. There was no trace of another mixed with her scent. She deserved a little…respect. Right, keep telling yourself that, asshole. She doesn’t even know about your sorry ass yet. You’re just plain chickenshit.

      Justin made a quick about face and headed to the bar, Ryan hot on his heels. “What are you doing, man?”

      “What does it look like I’m doing? Getting a drink, okay? Do I need your permission to get a drink?” Cut me some slack.

      Ryan resumed chuckling. “You’re scared… Ha… You are.” This was way too funny for Ryan and it was beginning to wear on Justin’s nerves.

      “Look, let me handle this. My way. Back off. Go…go find someone to dance with or something.” Justin glared over his shoulder at Ryan. Apparently his look was sufficiently harsh, because Ryan held up both hands in surrender and slowly backed away toward the dance floor. His low laugh did not, however, disappear for several seconds.

      “Give me a shot of Jack and a Budweiser,” Justin nearly shouted at the bartender. I can’t hear myself think in this room. He tugged at the collar of his western shirt. Was it not stiflingly hot in here?

      He didn’t have to turn around to know the gorgeous little fairy behind him had not moved an inch. His nose would keep him updated on her whereabouts. When the bartender returned, Justin slapped a ten on the bar, chugged the whisky, and turned to lean his back against the rail, tipping his beer back with one hand to chase the burning liquor down his throat.

      Hopefully the drink would help control both his raging hard on as well as his shaking anxiety. It didn’t work. When he brought his vision back to center, he paused dead in his tracks. When had she gotten closer? There she was, staring straight at him.

      “Excuse me? Could you um…” She was pointing at the bar behind him.

      Justin was still as a statue, holding his breath. What a fox. My God. Thank you, Lord. Her face turned up toward him and she sucked in a breath. Her brows shot upward and then settled back into place. Her dainty finger pointed to his right, but he couldn’t take his gaze off her angelic face. Her full mouth curved at a questioning angle. Wide, bright blue eyes like the ocean. Staring into them would surely make him seasick. Her blonde curls fell over her shoulders in a cascade of silk. He had to hold himself in check to keep from reaching out to take a lock in his hand and bury his face in it.

      Shit. Move, man. Say something. You look like a fool. Justin exhaled. “Sorry. Sorry.”

      Maybe she wants to order a drink? Right, of course. This is a bar after all. People walk up to the counter and they order beverages. You’re blocking the front line. “Can I…um…get you something?” He looked at her expression of apprehension and decided to take a different angle. “I mean…it’s hard to get the bartender’s attention in all this confusion. I’d be happy to wave him down and order for you… If you’d like?” Please say yes.

      Justin automatically reached for her slender arm, pulling her away from the line of drunk bastards about to stumble into her. Too late. They managed to slam her forward anyway and she squished gloriously flat against him, awakening every nerve ending in his body. Sparks lit up his system.

      “Oh.” She gasped in shock and jumped back a step as though he had just poked her with a hot iron.

      Justin still had a hold of her amazingly firm biceps, unwilling to release her. “Are you okay? I was trying to pull you out of the way in time, but I guess I failed.” He tried to flash her a playful smile, but doubted the intent would be obvious.

      “I’m fine. No… I mean yes… I’m fine… Thanks.” She looked down at the floor a moment before once again raising her sky blue gaze back to his. She had to tip her head way back to stare up at his face. He was more than a foot taller than her.

      Everything lines up in bed… With Trevor at her back and… Shit. He needed to lose that line of thinking fast. Matings between three people were almost unheard of, and a threesome was surely the furthest thing from her mind.

      She was aroused though, and shocked by it, if the look on her face was anything to go by. He could smell it on her. She surely knew nothing about bonding with wolves or matings. But, he realized, she would not be able to avoid the pull of her body to his. In a matter of days, she would be unable to deny him. Her body would crave the bonding, even without understanding. It was fated. They would be together.

      “What can I get you?” Justin leaned in closer to her and breathed in the most glorious fragrance of floral shampoo and her personal essence—honeysuckle with a faint edge of…chalk? Is she a teacher? Did they even use chalkboards anymore?

      “Huh?” She seemed momentarily disoriented. That was a good sign. Hopefully she was focused so much on her attraction to him, she couldn’t remember what she’d come over here for in the first place. “Oh, right. A drink. Can you order me a mineral water please?” She smiled.

      A mineral water? “Um, sure…” Justin relaxed the grip he still had on her arm just a fraction, with no intention of letting go altogether. Keeping one eye trained on her, he angled his head toward the bar and waited a beat to get the man’s attention.

      “Can you get me a…mineral water?”

      Without a glance in his direction, the waiter placed a green bottle in front of Justin. “It’s on the house.”

      Justin reached behind himself with his free hand and grasped the cold drink, sweat dripping off the label to coat his heated palm.

      Sparks once again tingled up Justin’s arm when their fingers met to pass off the beverage. He didn’t want to stop touching her. In fact, he wanted to pull her closer again. Flatten her against his chest. Tuck her head against him and run his hands through her golden hair…

      “Thanks.” She pulled away from him. Before he could form a sentence, she had retreated toward her friends, her back to him, her fantastic ass swaying enticingly.

      Justin smiled from his perch at the bar. Thank God the sturdy edge was there to hold him up. The sweet scent of her arousal stirred his senses. He grinned. She was just as turned on as he. His skin heated. He would need to run miles in the woods tonight to work off the sexual tension building in his body. There was no way in hell he was going to be able to take her tonight. No. It would take some gentle courting to steer her in the right direction. His earlier stress had faded however. His fate was sealed. She was his.
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      Kara sauntered back to her friends with a grin on her face, her head held a little higher than before. Whoever the guy was, he was hot. And, he found her attractive. The thought made her pulse race and gave her a little more pep in her step, perhaps a slight sway to her hips as she walked.

      There was no way to tell if the cowboy get-up was just for tonight, or if he woke up every day to pull his boots on under his Levi’s. Whatever the case may be, the result was one hunk of sexy manhood. Heat crept up her cheeks with the memory of his firm erection pressed into her stomach when she fell into him. Did I do that?

      Lindsey eyed her suspiciously. “What happened to you? It took forever and—” She paused. “Why are you smiling?” Her perfectly arched eyebrows rose.

      What? Did her friends not think her capable of luring a man? Kara was feeling far too smug to be slighted by either of their shocked expressions.

      “Did you just flirt with that guy at the bar?” Jessica’s jaw dropped at the question. She glanced back and forth between Kara and the bar behind her.

      “What guy?” Surely they hadn’t seen her or paid attention.

      “The one still staring at your ass with drool running down his chin,” Lindsey continued.

      Kara jerked her head around to confirm he was indeed ogling her like a piece of candy. She gave a flirtatious smile in his direction and turned back to face her roommates. “I guess I did.”

      Heat radiated from her toes to her cheeks, probably making embarrassing splotchy patterns on her face and neck. Her pale skin always had that reaction at the first sign of stress.

      “Well, see? I rest my case. I told you. You need to get out more often. The men in here are itching to get a chance. And we just got here.” Jess gave a cute little fake pout.

      Kara would have sworn she heard the faint sound of jealousy in her friend’s voice.

      Jess was the most outgoing of the three women. She lived life much closer to the edge than Kara ever dreamed. Her stylish hair was cropped short and spiked with blonde highlights tipping the ends. Several earrings dangled from the piercings in both ears. Her flirtatious laugh always managed to draw men close to her. Not that it did them any good because Jess blew them all off. She hadn’t dated anyone for as long as Kara had known her.

      Lindsey, on the other hand, was more like Kara. Her long straight brown hair reached midway down her back and her big brown eyes could lure anyone in, but she was softer spoken than Jess, a perfect balance.

      “I dare you to go dance with him.” Jess bubbled over with excitement.

      “No way. We just got here. I don’t even know how to two-step.” Kara shook her head, unable to stop the motion. Her ears heated at the forward thought.

      “Double dare you.” Now Lindsey was ganging up on her, too.

      “How about…” Jess paused, her fingers tapping her chin, to ponder the ceiling. “I’ve got it. How about a bet? If you can get him to dance with you, which is a shoo-in by the way, we’ll do all the household chores for a week.”

      Oh, she looks so proud of herself.

      “Seriously? You two would clean the bathroom and the kitchen for an entire week just to get me to ask a guy to dance?” It sounded crazy, but then again, these two knew the likelihood of Kara being so bold was slim to none. On the flipside, this was the last week of school. A few less duties would free her up to study for finals.

      They both nodded in unison and folded their arms across their chests.

      What harm could it do? What was the worst that could happen?

      Kara slowly turned her gaze in the direction of the man still perched against the bar to find him staring straight at her with a smile on his face. His stance looked stiff. He was trying too hard. She smiled to herself and couldn’t help the slow perusal of his body her eyes insisted upon. His face was shaded from this angle with his suede cowboy hat leaning over his forehead. He had surely just picked up his pressed charcoal shirt from the drycleaners. As her gaze moved south, she found his jeans hugged him to perfection. And what perfection. A shiver ran through her as she remembered having been plastered to him only moments before. Kara tried to shake the image by continuing her meandering gaze to his boots. Worn. Not brand-new, purchased-today, stiff and shiny, like her own.

      Could she go through with this? Shit. Why not? An entire week of rest and relaxation from apartment duties for just one dance with a hot hunk? Who wouldn’t?

      “Fine.” Without turning back to face her friends, Kara set her bottle on the edge of the table and traipsed back in the direction of the hottest guy in the bar. Did he have to be such a stud? It would have been so much easier if he had been just a regular patron.
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        * * *

      

      Damn. The little pixie was heading back his way with a slightly hesitant look on her face, her sexy, full bottom lip between her teeth. Justin’s dick jumped to attention. He wanted to pull that soft lip into his mouth and worry it a little with his own teeth.

      When she stood before him, she began to stammer. “Um… I can’t… I mean, I can’t dance…”

      Why is she telling me this?

      “What I mean is… You see…” She chewed on her bottom lip.

      He loved the flustered look on her face and had no intention whatsoever of putting her out of her misery, even if he could decipher what she was trying desperately to communicate.

      A sudden spark of electricity raised the hairs on his arms. His skin crawled with the need to touch her again; to verify the sparks had not been his imagination. Patience, Justin. You’re going to need a bucket full of patience for the next several days.

      She was going to gnaw a hole in her lip if she kept that up.

      Justin smiled at her and waited.

      “My friends,” she turned to point in the direction she had clearly come from, “bet me I couldn’t get you to dance with me.”

      Justin chuckled. Really? How convenient. They had no idea what was about to happen to their sweet, innocent friend and they had bet her to dance with him? Nice.

      “I mean… You don’t have to…of course.” She rolled her eyes toward the ceiling, clearly flustered. “Are you waiting on someone?” She glanced around the bar as it dawned on her that perhaps he wasn’t alone.

      Time to put her out of her misery. “I would be honored, ma’am.” Justin gave a short bow and reached out to grasp the dainty fingers of the woman he was going to spend the rest of his life loving. The sparks kept flying.

      Without further preamble, Justin whispered a prayer of gratitude to whatever gods were hanging around the dance floor tonight and gently pulled his sweet little mate toward the circle of two-steppers.

      “I um…don’t actually…know how to dance,” she mumbled behind him as they reached the edge of the wood floor.

      “You mentioned that.” Pulling her in front of him, he tucked one finger under her chin and tilted her face up to stare directly into her glorious eyes. “Don’t worry. I do.”

      She swallowed. Justin’s heart squeezed.

      “Just follow my lead.” His double entendre was only for himself.

      At the edge of the dance floor, Justin placed the cool palm of her left hand on his shoulder and grasped her right hand in his left. His giant fingers completely swallowed her tiny ones. He stared for a moment at her smooth fair skin contrasting against his rough, sun-darkened tones. Short clipped fingernails, filed to perfection, graced her dainty hand, but her palm was callused. Does she work in construction? He almost laughed out loud at the thought and then decided she must surely enjoy gardening or something.

      When Justin wrapped his right arm around Kara’s shoulder, he noticed she was not a fragile rose by any stretch of the imagination. She may have been small, but she was incredibly muscular. How did this wisp of a woman manage to maintain such strength?

      “Um, what do I do now?” Kara was staring up at him again, her eyes questioning. How long had they been standing there? He wasn’t sure.

      “Right. Well, the basic steps are very simple. It’s a series of slow, slow, quick, quick.” Justin edged them into the line of traffic. “Our feet will move together. When I step back, you step forward on the same side. Feel the music. The beat is always a steady slow, slow, quick, quick.”

      Kara caught on fast. She didn’t seem to falter at his instructions. Thank God, because he could barely think with her in his arms, her face so close to his chest, her scent permeating the air around him.

      “You’re a natural. Didn’t you say you’d never two-stepped before?”

      “Yes… I mean no, I haven’t. I’ll probably step on you in a minute.” Her smile sucked the air out of Justin. Time to bump this relationship up a notch.

      “I’m Justin, by the way. Justin Masters.”

      “Kara Shepherd. Do you, um, go to school here?”

      “No. I mean, I did.” Don’t tell her your age yet, you doofus. “But, I graduated. I work on a dairy farm now, just outside of town. You?”

      “I graduate this May. Teaching degree.”

      Sexy and educated. Why haven’t I ever seen her before?

      The music switched to a slow song and Justin let his right hand trail down Kara’s back to rest on her bare waist and draw her closer. He could reach so far around her his fingers grazed her firm abs. Her skin felt cool beneath his touch and she gave a short gasp at the contact with his warm hands.

      “Kara…” He loved that name. Delicate, but strong. It suited her perfectly.

      “Yes?”

      Had he spoken out loud?

      Justin chuckled to himself just as someone graciously bumped into Kara from behind, forcing her body flush against his. For the second time tonight. He held her tighter, causing the vibrations of laughter to run through his chest and into hers.

      He had always prided himself on being firm and fit—most of his kind were—but this tiny lady could rival him in the fitness department. She was rock solid. Her small breasts brushed against his chest as he laughed at himself.

      “Sorry, I was just trying out your name. Didn’t realize I had spoken out loud.”

      Justin cautiously set Kara’s right hand on his shoulder, freeing himself to reach around her with both hands at her waist, trapping her in a slow sensuous dance. Their movements were barely existent among the crowd. Justin didn’t care. If he died right now, it would be worth it.

      “Well, Justin Masters,” she peered up at him, a soft curl falling across her face, “you’re a fantastic dancer. Thanks for showing me the ropes.”

      Honey, you haven’t begun to experience my ropes.

      Justin cleared his throat, trying to shake the image of Kara with her delicate wrists tied to his bedposts while he held her legs apart and sucked on her clit. The vision included his buddy Trevor pinching her nipples into tight buds above him. Would she be a screamer?

      “No problem.” Justin found himself physically shaking the image from his head. His mate was completely unaware she was about to be claimed. By at least one man. The images of him and Trevor sharing her would not shake. Was it possible she would belong to them both?

      One song ended and another sultry ballad began. Shania Twain’s voice filled the room now, her words caressing them as they swayed to the beat. Justin’s chest swelled when she didn’t seem to notice they were now moving on to a third song. If she hadn’t been interested, she would have quickly pulled away after the first. Of course, there was no way she could “not be interested.” It was fated after all.

      “So, Kara. What do you do when you’re not in class? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you here before.”

      “Actually, I’m a gymnast. Well, until next week anyway. My career is about to come to an end.”

      Ah, that explains the physique. Wait…a gymnast? As in flipping around on the ground, flying through the air, attempting suicidal feats not meant for womankind to endure? Justin sucked in a breath, his fingers gripping her waist. Why did visions of her tumbling cause him distress?

      “Really?” He couldn’t eke out any other syllables at the moment. Tendrils of horrible images flitted through his mind.

      “I’ve been working in the gym several hours a day for almost my entire life. Next weekend I’ll have my last gymnastics meet and become a free woman. That’s why I’m here tonight actually. My roommates think they need to indoctrinate me into society, so to speak.” A sexy giggle bubbled from her chest. “They say I never have any fun. So, they dragged me out here and then bribed me to get on the dance floor. And here we are.”

      She made it sound so simple. Just a few more days of school and gymnastics, and she would be all his. He shivered at the thought. Trevor was definitely not going to like this new twist. Justin may be a doting protective man to have around, but Trevor was off the charts when it came to safety. Maybe he could manage to keep the two of them from meeting for a few weeks, buy some time?

      Not a chance in hell.

      Justin’s mind was so connected to Trevor’s, he was probably on his way here now, just buzzing with the mental vibrations rushing through their link. He tried to block their connection as best he could.

      “Do you have any free time? I’d sure like to take you out on a proper date.” What if she says no? Justin didn’t want to have to force the issue, but the reality was she was his now and he was not going to take kindly to letting her out of his sight very often.

      “Well…” she appeared to be pondering the idea, nibbling once again on that lower lip of hers “…I guess I do eat, occasionally. Perhaps dinner sometime?”

      Thank God she wasn’t just going to blow him off. “How’s tomorrow? Six o’clock? I’ll pick you up?” Justin held his breath waiting on her response.

      “Tomorrow? Hmm…” She glanced up at him and he read unease in her eyes. “I hardly know you at all. Maybe I could meet you somewhere?”

      “Sure.” It had been a while since Justin had spent any real time with a human woman. He’d forgotten they could be a little nervous about dating. Secretly, he was glad to find she would be a little cautious. He and Trevor did frequently sleep with non-shifters, but not the timid type standing before him right now, gnawing on a lip he badly wanted to soothe with his own tongue. “How about we meet at the Steak House on First Street. Do you know it?” A steak could go a long way toward soothing his need to sink his teeth into Kara’s supple young skin, perhaps chew on a nipple or nip her tight little clit between his teeth.

      “Steak?” There was a hint of surprise in her voice. “Um, okay.”

      What? Don’t tell me she’s a vegetarian. That would be disastrous.

      “I can find it. First Street you said?” Her tongue darted out to lick the edges of her mouth nervously.

      Justin craved to kiss the worry from her. “Yes, just a block down from the mall.”

      He held his breath, knowing she was in control of this situation, but he had to make some concessions to ease her mind. She was a human. New territory for him. He wasn’t used to tiptoeing around a woman. At least now that he’d found her, he knew she could never escape him. With his sense of smell he could track her wherever she might go. Her essence now permeated his soul.

      Someone bumped them from behind and Justin realized they had stopped moving. With a short sidestep, he moved them off the dance floor.

      Kara looked up at him with questioning eyes.

      He couldn’t stand being this close to her another moment without tasting her. He cupped the side of Kara’s face. “God, I want to kiss you.”

      Justin half-expected her to turn and walk away. Instead, she gazed into his eyes and whispered, “Yes,” so softly he almost didn’t hear her.

      “Not here. Outside. Do you trust me?” He didn’t want their first glorious kiss to be in this crowded room.

      “Uhm, hm. I don’t know why…” She looked at him with such faith, a shiver coursed through him. He had no idea what the effect of finding a mate would be on a human. Was she as entranced as he?

      “Come on…” Justin grabbed her by the hand and led her across the room. He was going to combust if he didn’t at least get a taste of her before he allowed her to leave this evening.

      She didn’t yank her hand away. He could smell the slight tinge of fear, but she was also aroused by him, her body already taking control of her reactions. Once they actually mated, she would never be able to deny him again. Her pussy would beg and plead for his cock. But for now, she was just getting a taste of the need that would soon drive her bonkers.
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        * * *

      

      Kara wanted to pull from the grasp Justin had on her hand, really she did. Her mind was shouting “No,” but her traitorous body was screaming “Yes.”

      She was mesmerized by the way he looked into her eyes, seemed to peer into her soul, the way he had held her possessively in his arms and stroked her bare skin beneath her blouse, the way his low rumbling voice reached into her heart… She was unable to stop herself from following him to whatever destination he had in mind. It was mad. That was a fact. No woman in their right mind would allow a strange man to lead them away from the safety of their friends and…out into the night? Shit.

      He led her right out the front door and before she could utter a syllable, she found herself against the side of the building, his strong, huge body melding against her and his lips lowering toward hers. Kara gasped and gripped his biceps with both hands as he took her mouth in a fiery kiss that sent a shiver clear down to her feet.

      No one had ever kissed her like this. Granted, she could count on one hand the number of men she had even kissed at all, but none of them had elicited this…this…burn grasping her sex.

      Justin tipped his head slightly to one side and deepened the kiss, tracing her lips with his tongue before dipping it into her mouth to tangle and dance with her own. He tasted of beer and mint and kissed her with an urgency she was beginning to feel herself.

      Strong hands circled her waist, his thumbs rubbing a pattern of circles on her stomach, driving her crazy with new sensations of need.

      Slowly Justin’s palms moved upward until they grazed the bottom of Kara’s breasts beneath the lace bra she wore. She should be pushing him away. Why was she letting a stranger fondle her like this? All she knew was she wanted more. More of his touch. More of his kisses. Liquid pooled between her legs to dampen her panties. A tingling sensation shot from the spot where his fingers barely brushed against her breasts straight down to her sex.

      A low moan escaped her and she gasped, jerking her head back into the wall when she realized it was her.

      Justin placed his forehead against hers and chuckled lightly, a tone she was beginning to find increasingly arousing.

      “Are you okay?” He ran a hand through her hair.

      He probably meant to soothe her, but she couldn’t for the life of her remember why. She just knew she never wanted him to stop touching her. Her hips pushed forward of their own accord, straight into his rock-hard thigh. With one leg strategically placed between hers, his erection was burning a hot line of need against her.

      Kara jumped when a door slammed into the wall to her right, allowing loud raucous noise to escape the confines of the bar and spread out into the cool night air, forcing Kara’s mind back to earth. How long had they been standing here? Surely only moments.

      She peered around Justin’s massive biceps to catch Lindsey and Jess falling out the door, staggering to catch their breath as their gazes jerked from one end of the parking lot to the other. Just as Kara suspected. Her protective friends would never allow her to leave with a stranger. It warmed her heart to know they cared.

      As soon as her friends spotted her against the wall, they breathed a sigh of relief and nonchalantly glanced away, as if they had merely come outside for a breath of fresh air themselves.

      “Don’t worry, ladies.” Justin’s deep timbre vibrated through Kara’s system as he gently grasped her chin in one hand and brought her gaze back to his, inches separating their eyes. He never once looked over his shoulder in the direction of her friends, but somehow he knew they were there. His warm delicious breath blew across her face as he continued. “I wasn’t going to kidnap her. It was a bet, right? I think she won.” The smile creeping across Justin’s face was incredibly sexy.

      Kara melted beneath his intense stare. She opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out.

      “Just give us a minute, will you? And I promise to hand her over in one piece.” Justin closed the gap to Kara’s open mouth and covered it again, slower this time, with his own.

      A giggle broke from the peanut gallery, but quickly faded from Kara’s consciousness as all her attention once again diverted to the soft, warm, moist kiss taking over her senses.

      Kara’s body relaxed against Justin’s, leaning into him in its traitorous mission to get closer. His left hand continued to hold her jaw, tenderly tilting her face to the side to get a better angle on her mouth. His right hand remained poised against the bare skin of her abdomen, gently grazing back and forth in silent torture. A knot of heat balled in Kara’s stomach, creating an aching desire for him to inch those bold fingers lower until they cupped her sex with enough pressure to ease the need overwhelming her.

      A groan vibrated in the night, jarring Kara back to her senses. Chuckling resumed a few feet to her right.

      Oh my God, Kara. What are you doing? You don’t even know this man you’re allowing to paw you wantonly against the side of the building, making a spectacle of yourself for everyone in the parking lot.

      Before Kara could act, Justin released her lips and leaned his forehead against hers again. He breathed heavily, a sexy grin turning up the corners of his mouth just enough to bring out tiny dimples on each cheek.

      Kara sucked in a breath at the mental image of nuzzling those dimples.

      “We are so not done here,” Justin mumbled against her mouth as he nibbled on her top lip.

      “I—”

      “Yeah, I know. You have to go with your friends, but Kara… This is… You are…” Justin nibbled his way around to her bottom lip and sucked it gently between his own for just a moment.

      Kara released the breath she’d been holding. “I am what?”

      “There are…” he continued, kissing his way over her sensitive cheeks, roaming toward her ear “…so many…things…”

      A clearing cough broke the spell Justin was weaving, reminding Kara her friends were standing two feet away watching this scene unfold. Probably hearing his words, too.

      “I have to, um, go,” she managed to utter while her body screamed “No.” What she really wanted was for him to press his erection against her. A need was boiling inside her that she never knew existed before this moment.

      Suddenly, as if he were touching a burning coal, Justin released her and stepped back. He held his hands up in a pose of surrender before running them through his hair. The tousled locks fell across his forehead when he released them, creating a just-woke-up look. Kara found herself wanting to reach up and touch the rumpled curls.

      She shook the image from her mind and just gazed into Justin’s deep penetrating brown eyes. “I⁠—”

      “Yeah, you should go… I’ll ‛call’ you tomorrow to confirm.” He made air quotes and one corner of his mouth turned up at the cliché.

      “You don’t—” Kara started to tell him he didn’t have her number, but he was backing away, smiling.

      “Don’t worry. I’ll find you,” he muttered. In a flash, he was gone, disappearing between several trucks in the parking lot, his footsteps no longer resonating against the gravel.

      Kara blinked and stared into the empty space wondering if the entire thing had been an illusion.

      “Man, oh man.” Kara jerked her gaze to the voice on her right, reminded once again she was not alone. “He was in a hurry,” continued Jessica.

      “And he was hot.” Lindsey had a smirk of jealousy spreading across her face. Her eyebrows rose to indicate she was impressed. “And here I thought you were such a goody two shoes. Huh.”

      “A very lazy goody two shoes for the next week I guess.” Kara gave a smug laugh and crossed her arms over her chest in a challenging pose. Would they really hold to their end of the deal? Did it matter?

      “Well… Who wants to go back inside? Double or nothing?” Jess motioned toward the door.

      “Hell, no. I’m going home. I have some studying to do.” Kara didn’t give them a chance to respond before heading across the parking lot toward the car. A moment of hesitation had Kara looking around her with the odd sense someone was watching her. A slight chill moved up her spine and she trembled. The night was still, however. No one in sight. Just like that, the feeling vanished.

      The crunch of boots hitting the gravel behind her indicated her friends were following on her heels. Thank God. She didn’t know what she would have done if they insisted on going back inside. She couldn’t bear to taint her perfect evening with anything else that could possibly happen in that establishment tonight.
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      Justin made a mad dash for his truck. His dick was rock hard, and Kara’s lingering scent muddled his mind. Never, in all his life, had he reacted to someone so strongly. Just as he was about to open the door to the cab, he paused, took a deep breath, and scanned the parking lot. The scent of another wolf was in the air. Not one he was familiar with. It was faint, but it was there, bringing chills down his arms and killing his erection on a dime. It wasn’t unusual for another pack to have a member running in the woods surrounding this area, but something about this particular scent made his hackles rise.

      I must be losing my mind. Justin grabbed the door handle and yanked it open. One last glance at his surroundings and he dove into the truck and headed out of the parking lot. Whoever it was, surely it was nothing.

      Justin drove a bit too fast the three miles out of town to his farm. He needed to shift and go for a run to burn some of the sexual frustration. But first, he needed to talk to Trevor.

      Thank God Kara’s friends bounded out of the dance hall when they had. He’d had to fight the urge to take her right there. Sex in the parking lot was not the way he pictured their first time together.

      Kara was… Kara was nothing like any other woman he’d ever been with. She deserved respect. And she was a gymnast. What the hell did that entail exactly? Justin aimed to find out first thing tomorrow.

      As he rounded the corner and sped up the driveway to the single-story, ranch-style home he shared with Trevor, his tires lost traction and spun out on the dirt entrance before the vehicle pulled to a stop. Thank God his truck had four-wheel drive and anti-lock brakes.

      Lord, Justin, slow the fuck down. You’re going to kill yourself.

      He bounded from the cab and nearly jogged into the house. Darkness and silence met him at the door. Trevor must still be out running. There would be no avoiding him when he returned. Forgoing his own need to run, Justin decided to take the bull by the horns, grabbed a beer, and settled himself down at the kitchen table to await Trevor’s return. There was no need for lights really. Justin’s vision was just as good in the dark as in broad daylight, one of the perks of being a shapeshifter.

      After a long swig of beer, Justin leaned back in the chair and stared up at the ceiling. Yeah. As if perhaps the answers to all his problems would suddenly appear there, because everything in his life had changed in an instant.

      The initial anger he’d felt when Kara first walked into Boot Scooters disappeared the moment he’d laid eyes on her. Kara was destined for him, and therefore his attraction to her was undeniable. He wanted her badly—fast, soon, and often. He foresaw a lot of cold showers in his near future, unless he could somehow woo her quickly into his arms, his bed, and his life.

      His dick thickened at the thought of her soft lips, her tongue tangling with his, her hard body pressed into his against the brick wall of the bar. Justin blew out a breath and stiffened in his chair.

      Trevor was going to be pissed. Right? Why? It wasn’t like Justin could have controlled this situation. He didn’t choose to find a mate tonight. It just happened. But he and Trevor had been best friends since kindergarten when Trevor’s parents tragically died in a mysterious accident no one ever spoke about and Justin’s parents had taken him in. The two had become fast pals, nearly inseparable, closer than brothers. More like twins. And the antics they had been involved in over the years landed them many times in the principal’s office and caused Justin’s parents to go “prematurely gray,” according to his mother. Justin chuckled at the memories.

      The problem was he and Trevor shared more than just a house. They shared women, and this new development was taking Justin right off the market. Their lifestyle was about to undergo an uninvited change. Justin dreaded telling his best friend and brother what had happened this evening. Hell, they owned the farm together. Would one of them have to move out? Which one? And where would they go? Shit.

      The clock on the wall was the only noise breaking the silence, ticking away the minutes until Trevor returned.
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        * * *

      

      Trevor ran full speed toward the house. He had covered miles and miles of land in an effort to blow off the week’s steam, dashing between trees, jumping over streams, clawing at the ground. Something had made him stop dead in his tracks about an hour ago. He paused in his full-out run to lift his nose into the air and sniff the surroundings. Nothing. Not one thing seemed out of place or unusual about the woods tonight. But still, a niggling in the back of his mind told him it was time to go home. The urge to find Justin and check in was driving him to dash toward home with all haste. Especially since their bond had diminished significantly in the last hour. Either Justin was blocking him for some reason or he was in trouble. Neither case made Trevor feel any better.

      As he bounded into the last clearing surrounding the house, he had an innate sense something was…off. The ranch-style, brick home looked the same as always, sprawled out between the huge oak trees Trevor and Justin had insisted be left standing when they had the place built three years ago.

      Justin’s truck was in the driveway, but no lights were on. Had he gone to bed already? Why was he even home yet? Usually on a Friday night, Justin preferred to mingle. Check out the scene at Boot Scooters to catch a game of pool with other pack members. It was the one night the two of them usually spent apart, fulfilling their own separate urges.

      Trevor paused at the back door and allowed the change to take place. Bones cracked, muscles shortened, hair receded and within moments, Trevor stood, naked as the day he was born in his human form, reaching for the doorknob.

      As soon as he opened the door leading into the kitchen, he knew his instincts to return home were right. Standing in the doorway, the first emotion to filter through his system was awareness. Something warm crawled beneath his skin. Fury followed close behind.

      “Fuck.” He glared at his best friend of twenty some-odd years and stomped into the room, not caring one iota that he had no clothes. The two of them had been naked together more times than he could count anyway, either changing forms or sharing women. Now was no different.

      Justin’s gaze met his, a look of uncertainty filling the depths of his deep brown eyes and furrowing his brow.

      Trevor slammed the door to the kitchen behind him, causing Justin to jump in his seat.

      “Why…do you…reek…of my… mate?” Red-hot anger surged through his veins. He couldn’t breathe. Every muscle in his body froze tight. Fists at his sides, teeth gritted, he held back the urge to slam one of them into his best friend.

      “Your…what?” Justin appeared totally confused. “Your…your mate?” He shook his head. “I can’t believe this. So it’s true.” He smiled, getting to his feet.

      What the hell is he talking about?

      Trevor lifted his nose into the air and took a giant whiff, filling his lungs with the sweet feminine essence. Without a doubt the only smell in the room, besides that of Justin and himself, was definitely female—the woman he would spend the rest of his life with.

      “Trevor, I⁠—”

      “Don’t fucking ‛Trevor’ me. Did you know? Did you know she was mine before you put your grubby paws on her, sucked her tongue into your mouth? Tasted her neck?” The only thing stopping Trevor from changing back into his wolf form and attacking his best friend was the absence of the musky scent of sex.

      Justin leaned his head back and roared in laughter. The action only infuriated Trevor more, making his shoulders tense in preparation for a fight.

      “Thank you, God. And here I’ve been sitting for…” Justin glanced at the clock on the wall, “…thirteen minutes, dreading this confrontation more than anything in the world.” He could barely spit the words out between his raucous chuckling.

      “I don’t know what you find so funny—” Trevor stepped closer to Justin, his hand curling into a fist. His face burned with anger.

      “Trevor, stop.” Justin’s laughter died. His expression grew serious. “Sit.” He pulled out a chair and headed for the fridge. As he returned with a pair of beer bottles, Trevor eyed him cautiously. “Sit,” Justin repeated, angling the head of one bottle toward the chair with the air of authority that brooked no argument as he took a seat himself.

      Trevor grabbed his jeans from the back of the chair and stepped into them, not bothering to zip them up. He dragging the legs across the wooden floor. “Fine, but you have some serious explaining to do.” Trevor cautiously stared Justin in the eyes from across the table.

      “I met a woman tonight,” Justin began.

      “A woman? No shit, Sherlock⁠—”

      “Trevor,” Justin nearly shouted, “shut the fuck up for a minute and listen to me.” He wasn’t laughing anymore. Taking a sip of beer, he cleared his throat. “Like I said, I met her at Boot Scooters tonight. And, for your information, she is most assuredly my mate…” Justin paused before adding, “too.” Justin stopped speaking and stared at Trevor.

      Trevor let Justin’s words seep into his muddled brain. “Your…your mate too?”

      Was this a joke?

      It was so uncommon. It had been years since two wolves bonded with the same female.

      All their lives, he and Justin had shared women, always knowing one day it would come to an end when one of them met their mate, not taking seriously the possibility that perhaps, just maybe, fate would bless them with the fortunate ability to share the same mate.

      “Well fuck me.” Trevor sat back in the chair, relief washing over him. His best pal in the world had not stolen his mate. In fact, he had not taken her at all yet. A slow smile grew across his face and he slammed his hand down on the table. “I don’t believe it. How did you know?”

      “I didn’t, until you walked through the door ready to pounce.” He shook his head in disbelief. “No wonder I sensed such a strong vibe you were going to be ticked off.” Justin laughed again and tipped his head back to take a long slow swallow of beer.

      Without warning, Trevor’s emotion changed from anger to jealousy and he didn’t like the sudden resentment one bit. “What…what is she like?” he managed to say, amid visions of Justin frolicking around the dance hall with the woman they would spend the rest of their lives with.

      Trevor had missed the entire episode and it stung like a sonofabitch.

      “She’s glorious. A tiny little pixie of a woman, about twenty-one years old, I think. Dainty, long, curly blonde hair, blue eyes like the ocean.” Justin took a deep breath and exhaled it in a sigh while Trevor soaked in his every word.

      “My hands spanned her entire waist she’s so small. Barely five feet. She smells like honeysuckle and tastes like—” Justin jumped to attention. “Buddy, I was so fucking worried about you…us…she and I…you and I…she and you…fuck. You know what I mean. I thought it was the end of us. I mean I had hoped, but who knew?” Justin was rambling so fast Trevor barely grasped what the hell he was saying.

      “So, when do I get to meet her? What did you tell her? What time are we seeing her tomorrow?” Trevor hesitated and stared at Justin. “Please tell me you fucking arranged something for tomorrow.”

      “Well, not exactly… And there’s another matter… She’s…human. And…a gymnast.”

      “A what? Are you talking about a flying through the air, flipping around, risking her neck kind of gymnast?” Trevor leaned forward, ready to pounce, as if Justin were to blame for this new piece of information.

      Justin merely smiled and nodded. “You got it. That’s the kind.”

      “Well, did you tell her to stop it? Did you tell her…? No,” Trevor slammed his palm into his forehead, “of course you didn’t. You didn’t tell her any such thing, did you?”

      Justin just continued to smile, tilted his head to one side, and crossed his arms over his chest, waiting on the futility of Trevor’s words to dawn on him.

      “Right. Well, what do we do now?” Trevor shook with the need to meet her, touch her, brand her as his. Theirs. His cock thickened with the thought of holding her. His blood was boiling.

      “We don’t do anything yet. I am meeting her for dinner tomorrow night. You can’t be there.” Justin’s voice was beginning to irritate Trevor.

      “Uh uh. No fucking way you get to have her all to yourself. That’s just⁠—”

      “Trevor, she’s a human. And rather inexperienced if my guess is correct. I could smell the innocence. It’s been a while since she was with anyone. And I’m sure she hasn’t ever pondered a ménage. And that doesn’t take into consideration the fact we’re wolves. We can’t just pounce on her together like this. We have to take our time, weigh our options, lure her in slowly. In essence, court her.”

      Trevor heard the reason in Justin’s voice but hated it all the same. A frustrated growl vibrated his throat.

      “Unfortunately I met her first, so I have to be the one to get her to see the logic of our ways.”

      Shit. Justin was right. There was no other way. A deflated sensation caused Trevor to slump. Mating with a human was always dicey, even under the best of circumstances. They would completely freak her out if they descended on her like…a pack of wolves.

      “Fine. But, I don’t like it. And, Justin, you’d better be goddamn quick about it, because I swear, I won’t be able to take it very long.”

      That was an understatement. Trevor leaped from his chair and headed straight for his end of the house. Thank God they each had their own master suite with adjoining bathroom, because frankly, he needed a long cold shower and time alone to lick his wounded ego.
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        * * *

      

      Barry Welsh stood staring out his apartment window, fists gripped at his sides. His reflection stared back at him. Fury. His black hair stood in a disarray of spikes all over his head from running his hands through it. How had this happened?

      The evening had started out just fine, better than fine actually. The hottest little number he ever laid eyes on had chosen this evening to come to Boot Scooters. He had nearly salivated watching her get out of the car with her friends. He could smell her sweet scent from the tree line, and his dick grew hard watching her through his binoculars as she kicked her boots in the gravel. She was sweet. A perfect diversion. He knew immediately she would be his.

      And then that son of a bitch Justin dared to lay his hands on her.

      He was still seething at the visual of his woman pressed up against the wall of that country bar like some common slut, the bastard groping her. Thank God he’d stuck to the tree line far away from the bar, preventing the asshole from readily noticing his scent and blowing his cover. Too bad the scene he’d witnessed through his high-power binoculars was now permanently etched in his mind. What could she possibly have seen in Justin, of all “people”?

      For years Barry had put his own life on hold. Waiting. Watching. Looking for just the right opportunity.

      It was time to move forward with his plans… In fact, he thought, as a slow sinister smile spread across his face, even better. The kind of pain he intended to inflict on his victim would be even sweeter. Everything had changed. Plan A just got an amendment.
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