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T

ime. That’s what it takes to become a master of self-control. It only took a whiff of her scent swirling in the Parisian air to make his wolf claw at his nerves. Nearby was the one woman who could shatter his carefully constructed world.

Christoph Laurent’s footsteps echoed against the cobblestone streets of Paris, a rhythmic complement to the distant hum of the bustling city. September had cast an amber hue over the buildings. He took a deep breath of air rich with the mingling scents of fresh pastries and brewing coffee. Navigating through the throng of people, brushing up against someone every few feet, he pushed against the restlessness stirring inside.

Without warning, a scent cut through the myriad of city smells. One struck a nerve. It was sweet and earthy, with an undercurrent of something wild, something that called to his wolf, to him. Christoph stopped in his tracks, his green eyes scanning the crowd.

As his body turned, the scent was now more pungent. Then it happened—a collision. A woman’s shoulder met his chest with a hard thud, her body recoiling from the impact. Christoph steadied her by the arms. The collision hadn’t moved him from his spot. Before he could lock down his beast, her scent enveloped him, intoxicating and undeniable.

“Excuse me!” she exclaimed, her brown eyes wide with surprise. Her voice carried an edge of embarrassment, but there was something else beneath it—a flicker of curiosity.

Though he didn’t know her name yet, Lucy Carter had an aura of quiet strength about her. Her dark hair framed her face, and her stance was subtly defiant. All of this did not go unnoticed by Christoph.

“Je suis désolé,” Christoph apologized swiftly, his words tinged with his French-German accent. The moment lingered, charged with an unspoken connection, but her expression told him she didn't quite understand what he'd said. “Are you okay?” he asked, concerned yet intrigued by the woman before him. He swallowed as the feel of her skin had him salivating.

She nodded, brushing off nonexistent dust from her clothes. “Yes, I’m fine. Just... didn’t see you there. I’m really sorry.”

Green and brown eyes locked in a gaze. The hum of Paris faded into the background. Christoph’s wolf, Silver, refused to be silenced and loudly growled in his ears. There was an urgency to claim her, but Christoph resisted. He long understood that the man had to lead, not the beast.

“Perhaps,” Christoph began, his voice calm and deliberate, “this encounter was fate.” He gave her a shy smile. “Would you allow me to make amends, obstructing your path and all? Coffee, perhaps?” The high arch of his eyebrow seemed to be the final touch needed for her shoulders to relax.

“I, umm, I really need to get going.”

“Ah, okay, well, take my card and let me know when we can get that coffee,” Christoph offered, seeing the mesmerizing woman recoil into her shell.

Not wanting to create any more of a scene, Lucy took the card. Her mind raced for something to say instead of continuing on her way. Nothing. So, she opted for a slight nod and one more look into hypnotic green eyes.

When she saw a genuine smile directed at her, Lucy’s face blushed. This handsome stranger, who offered to take her out for drinks, had her feeling rushes of heat in several places. Awkwardly, she turned and begged her knees not to go weak and make her wobble.

It wasn’t her knees that she needed to be concerned about, it was her ass. Her ass that caused her slightly flared skirt to sway more than she’d like. The rising heat spreading across her butt cheeks hinted that the devilishly magnetic stranger was watching her walk away. After several more feet, she caught his reflection on a storefront window. Yup, he’s watching, all right. Wait, did he just lick his lips? Damn!

Hours later, Lucy’s fingers danced over the keys of her laptop with a rhythmic clatter. The sounds of Parisian life wafted through her open windows. Her mind should have been on her article, the deadline looming like a storm cloud. Nope, her thoughts swirled with images of the man from the street—the way his green eyes seemed to pierce through her guarded exterior.

“Focus,” she muttered, but the battle was lost. She gave in and finally fished his card out of her purse, letting her eyes dance over his name.

She placed it to the side and drew in a deep breath. The scent of freshly baked croissants from the boulangerie downstairs teased her stomach. Yet even the beloved aroma couldn’t sweep away thoughts of the flaxen-haired stranger. Christoph Laurent, day trader. Christoph, Lucy’s mind slowly said his first name before she shook her head and started typing again. Her efforts may have reeled her mind back to work, but the returning heat south of her belly button was fighting hard to gain control of it.

******
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Christoph paced before the very spot where they’d collided. His heart raced, not from the brisk walk along the nearby Seine but from anticipation. Each day since their encounter, he had returned there, hoping for another glimpse of Lucy. Amidst the blur of passersby, he sought the unique essence that had poked his primal instincts.

“Ridiculous,” Christoph chided himself, knowing full well his pack would scoff at his obsession with a human he’d barely met. But there was something about her—a spark ignited from one who could only be who he was searching for all this time.

Days passed, and Lucy’s deadlines came and went. She rewarded herself with walks along the river, secretly hoping to brush shoulders with fate again. She didn’t know why the idea of stumbling upon the stranger again made her pulse quicken. It was irrational, yet the possibility teased her like a promise. This is silly! He gave you his card so you could call him. Why are you trying to ‘casually bump’ into him? Just call the man already!

Later that day, across town, Christoph juggled the stock market's volatility with an inner turmoil far more potent. The image of Lucy’s determined stance etched itself into his memory. He pondered the intricate balance of maintaining his secret and surrendering to her magnetic pull over him. That’s a more far-distant issue. I’ve got to first see her again.

“Another day, another euro,” he quipped darkly to himself after closing a particularly profitable trade. But wealth was a hollow victory when set against the backdrop of his growing fixation.

With the workday ended, Christoph stood under the amber glow of a street lamp, his gaze scanning the crowds. The city’s heartbeat thrummed in his ears. His senses were on high alert, filtering through the noise and smell, searching for her.

“Tomorrow, maybe,” Christoph echoed quietly, feeling the weight of another day without her. The longing within his wolf stretched taut, a bowstring pulled to its limit.

As darkness fell over Paris, both caught themselves in a dance neither had anticipated. One was on the verge of claiming what they most desired. The other, being pulled by a force not fully understood—yet powerless to resist.
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C

hristoph’s heart skipped as he caught a glimpse of her. Dark hair fluttered around her face in the evening September breeze. She walked with one hand, holding the strap of a handbag. At the same time, the other clutched a portfolio to her chest like a shield as she navigated through the Parisian crowd. The mingled scents of street vendors and car exhaust faded into insignificance for him against her unique fragrance alone.

He moved without thinking, propelled by an urge stronger than reason. His wolf was hunting now, determined not to lose its prey this time. Christoph’s flaxen hair gleamed under the city lights as he weaved expertly through the throng of people. You’re not getting away this time, little one!

“Mademoiselle,” he called out when he was close enough for her to hear.

Lucy turned to the sound of a half-familiar voice. The way it danced along the side of her body caused a chill to nip her earlobe. Her brown eyes widened just slightly when they landed on him.

That flicker of recognition sent a jolt through Christoph, his pants tightening to his frame. This was it; all he and his wolf needed to see from her. She remembered them. He was beside her in two long strides, drinking in familiar, intoxicating aromas. His wolf yelped deep in his throat. He wanted to sink his teeth into her. Soon, Silver, soon!

“Hi!” Lucy said, her voice steady despite the surprise etched over hope in her features.

“Hello again. Glad to see you, though I’d hoped we’d have met up sooner,” Christoph said, holding up his cell phone.

“Yeah, I’ve been really busy with work and..,”

“Too busy to eat?” Seeing the words had quickly changed her mood for the worse, Christoph added, “But I’m glad you came out for some fresh air. Forgive me; I shouldn’t press you. I just hoped maybe we could have a harmless drink together.” This time, Christoph raised his hands, trying to put Lucy at ease.

Taken in by his presence, Lucy shook her head. “No, you’re good. I was going to call, but...”

“I get it. You’re cautious, and that’s a good thing. I tell you what, if you’ll give me an hour right now, you can ask me whatever you want. There’s a wonderful cafe just up the street.”

When Christoph flashed his big bright smile, Lucy couldn’t say no, nor did she really want to. Still, she was clearly wrestling with the decision, like whether to call him or not. It weighed her reservations against a curiosity that seemed to pull at her as firmly as the moon governed the tides. A battle played across her expressive face: the freelance writer who relished control versus the secret daydreamer longing to be swept away.

“Alright. I guess I can spare an hour, but I need to get home no later than 8:00 PM to send an
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