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Prologue

No one knows how long they have been here. Many think they have always been here, since this world was new. They are the stuff of myth and legend, but would you really be surprised to find out they are real? Would you be shocked beyond belief or would you begin to remember many mysteries that this will answer? Have you seen them, but doubted your own eyes? They hide in the shadows in their wolf form. They protect themselves with large land holdings that belong to their packs. They are governed by an old system that puts an alpha in complete control. They rarely add humans to their numbers, but I can tell you without a doubt that sometimes they do.

I was one such human. I caught the eye of an alpha and he changed my life forever. The change is difficult. Many die because their fragile bodies can’t make such a drastic change. It is easier for women than men. This is because women’s bodies are made to handle the changes of carrying a child, not because they are stronger or tougher. It is painful and I will never forget the agony I felt. Was it worth it, you might ask. I will tell you my story and you decide.

The Forgotten Ones

Chapter 1

Blake

My name is Ariel and I had lost the argument so here I sat waiting for my two friends to show. They told me they were tired of my hermit ways. I was an author and didn’t get out much. Once I went onto my writing cave, it was hard to draw me out. Maybe they didn’t realize I didn’t want to get out much. It was too much effort to find Mr. Right and all I seemed to manage was Mr. Right Now. Not that it was all bad. Sometimes the sex was great. That was one of the few things I would venture out for. 

I didn’t do that often, plus a relationship had to develop first. It had been a while and I was feeling restless, so I gave in to their demands. This girls night out was turning into a girl night out. It was beginning to look like they had duped me. They knew a girl alone would get a lot of attention in a place like this and they were right. Every single man in the place was trying to catch my eye. There was a good mix of bull riders waiting for the next rodeo, love ‘em and leave ‘em Romeos, and I’ve just had my heart broken will you fix it for me types. There was about three men to every girl.

Just now, I had received my fifth free drink from some I don’t want to spend the night alone guy in twenty minutes. Still on my first drink, that didn’t seem to be slowing them down. To be polite, I looked up to smile at some guy that would never interest me. Only this time, I received a surprise. This guy interested me. He had hair as black as night. I usually liked a clean cut look, but his curly black hair, worn a bit below the collar, gave him a dangerous look that appealed to me. He was tall, every bit of six foot four inches, and broad shouldered. Melting, when I looked into his deep blue eyes as he approached me, I momentarily lost the power of speech until he offered me his hand saying, “Hello, my name is Blake.”

When I took his hand, a thrill shot through me. I could tell he felt it too, by the stunned look on his face. Summoning all my strength, I answered him. “Hello, yourself. My name is Ariel.”

He said, “Ariel, that’s a lovely name.” Yeah, not an original line, but I let him get by with it.

His voice caressed me and I felt a little heat come to my cheeks. As I examined him for a second, I couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like to be kissed by those full lips. My mind was imagining how his body would feel against mine, and I noticed he was looking at me intently, like he knew what I was thinking. My face suddenly felt hotter and the heat seemed to spread all over.

He said, “This is not the best place to talk. Why don’t you let me take you out for something to eat so we can get to know each other better?”

I was hooked and I think at that moment I would have agreed to follow him anywhere. No, I was not usually so easy. He took my arm and led me to a very nice four wheel drive SUV. It was similar to mine, only newer. Since I could see some dirt on it, I wondered if he lived in the country. He looked at me, smiling as he held my door open. I felt my heart beat faster until I forgot to breathe for a moment. It made me wonder who he was and how I could be so wanton. Maybe I had just waited too long to date someone. What kind of relationship was he looking for? I wasn’t sure what I wanted long term, but I knew what I wanted right now.

He caught me staring at him, again causing me to turn away, blushing intensely. Blake reached out and stroked my cheek. “You don’t ever have to be embarrassed with me. It’s perfectly normal to have desires and needs. I have them too.”

Blake looked at me and I could see it on his face. He wanted me as much as I wanted him. I hoped he didn’t expect to get lucky tonight, because that just wasn’t me. Never had I done anything like that and didn’t intend to start now.

Surprised when we pulled up to a very nice condo, I shot him a look. This made me nervous. He said, “I think you’ll find it’s the best place in town to eat.”

Although, he didn’t look like a serial killer or some other type of criminal, I had pepper spray in my purse and martial arts training to fall back on. Of course, he looked like he wouldn’t be easy to take out. The man was rugged looking and powerfully built; I was sure I would swoon if he removed his shirt. In the dictionary, under sexy, I thought I would find his picture. Maybe that was why I was behaving so out of character. Normally, I would avoid a situation like this; yet here I was, letting him lead me into his condo. It was nice inside. Pure luxury, the perfect place to seduce someone who was already half way there. I won’t deny that I was relieved when I saw a chef in the kitchen preparing a meal. Turning to him with a smile, I said, “That wasn’t necessary, but it is very nice. I’ve never had a personal chef fix me a meal.”

It was clear he saw the relief on my face, and he shot me a smile. “I would never force you to do anything that I thought you didn’t want.” Once more I turned red. It seemed like he did that to me easily. “Don’t be embarrassed. It’s always good to be cautious. A woman alone can be in danger. Maybe not so much around here, it would be worse in a large city.”

True, Branson, Missouri was not large and things were different here. It was larger during tourist season and around the holidays. Right now, with New Year’s behind us, it would not pick up until spring. That was why I was surprised to find a man like this in a folksy hillbilly bar. He didn’t look like the country and western type. The bar looked like a converted wooden barn, but this place was clearly new with a modern log cabin style. It seemed more like a place you might find a man like him. That made me wonder what had lured him here and if he lived nearby or if he would head home when his business was done.

Looking around, I saw the chef had set a lovely table. Fine china, scented candles, and a beautiful bouquet of flowers were all perfectly arranged. The soft music playing in the background added to what was already a seductive scene. The man himself, was the most captivating part of all and I felt my resolve to leave after the meal slipping. Not sure I could hold out against all of this including the chemistry I had felt when we first touched, I was worried. He asked me if I wanted my car picked up and brought here, so I agreed. Then I gave him my keys and told him what I was driving.

He spoke to the chef a moment, then I noticed that he hurried out the door. Now, we were really alone. Blake helped me into my chair sitting across from me then he poured us both a glass of wine. Sipping it, I found it to be sweet, kinda fruity, and it tasted good. I needed to be careful, but I had drank little at the bar so I knew I could have a glass and still make it back home safe. I said, “I like this wine. Most people don’t serve sweet wine with a meal.”

He answered, “I knew you would enjoy it because I like it too.” 

“Do you live around here?”

“I am relocating and looking for property.” He smiled.

Because I was nosy, a fault of mine, I began asking questions. “What are you looking for?”

He didn’t seem put out with my questions. “I want some acreage. The more the better since I enjoy my privacy.”

I said, “Me, too. I live on a farm near Eagle Rock, Missouri. It runs over into Arkansas as well.”

“Sounds nice. Are you a country girl?”

“Yes, and proud of it. I like living where it’s secluded so you can walk a long way without seeing anyone.” I responded, getting into our conversation.

“What do you do?”

I replied, “I’m a writer. Books, articles, whatever work I can find. I even do resumes from time to time when work is slow. What do you do?”

“You could say I manage a small corporation.”

“What kind of business is it?”

“It’s an investment group.” He said with little thought.

Blake was being a little evasive, but it wasn’t really any of my business. I changed the subject to small talk. We finished eating, then he suggested we move to the living room. I said, “I really should go.”

“You’re not just going to eat and run are you? I thought we would get to know each other a little bit.” His eyes asked me to stay if only for a little while. The man was just too damn sexy and although I knew better, I decided to stay anyway.

I replied, “Just for a little while.” 

He seated me on the couch but I thought he would sit across from me. He didn’t, he sat right next to me and we were touching. Sliding his arm around me, he spoke to me in a low voice. It was sexy and compelling and I knew I should leave now. Blake put his fingers lightly on my chin to give me a slow, sweet kiss. It wasn’t threatening or overly long, just very sensual.

Pulling me over so my face rested against his chest, I could hear his heart beat rapidly. It seemed I wasn’t the only one who was exerting some control. He stroked my arm until it sent chills up my spine. I kept telling myself I was going to leave before things got out of control. We talked about a lot of things until eventually I began to relax a little falling asleep in his arms. When he woke me, I was a little embarrassed. He said, “I am glad you feel comfortable enough with me to drift off that way.”

“I think it’s a sign that I need to head home.” I got up to go.

He asked, “Will you meet me tomorrow night? I really want to see you again.” Blake got up as well to walk me to the door.

“Tomorrow is a bit soon.” I was proud that I hadn’t fallen all over myself to accept.

He said, “Why is it too soon? I feel like we are getting along great.” The man pulled me into his arms and gave me a soul shattering kiss. I was disoriented for a few moments and then I pulled my scattered wits together. “What if I meet you somewhere? Would that be easier?”

Blake was pushing, but just a little bit. I felt flattered that he wanted to see me that much so I agreed. We planned to meet at six the next evening at Big Cedar Lodge which was on my side of Branson.

Walking me out to my SUV, when we got to it, he said goodnight, and kissed me deeply. He held me close. “I wish you didn’t have to go.”

I smiled at him. “I’ll see you tomorrow night.”

He kissed me again, long and deep. Once I got in, I started the engine, and then took off down the drive. I don’t know how long he was there, or even how I knew it was male, but I looked at the side of the road where a large black wolf was running along beside me. As he looked my way, his eyes reflected the headlights and for some reason, he reminded me of Blake. That was just silly. I hit the highway as he stood there watching me go off into the distance.

I kept thinking of Blake on the way home. It was pleasant, making the trip go faster, but these roads were dangerous so I tried not to dream too much. It was three in the morning when I made it home. Time had passed so quickly while I was with him. I could just sleep in, so I would be rested for my date.

I woke up at noon and thought about the evening to come and I decided I wanted to make a good impression. Calling Tina, my good friend, who owned a beauty shop in town, I asked for an appointment. Even though it was Saturday, she worked me in. She was excited that I was dating so she told me to get my butt down there right away. Tina was the friendly motherly type. When I arrived a little before one, she put me in the chair immediately. Talking the whole time, she asked a lot of questions about Blake. When I told her I had just met him, she was concerned. She asked, “Are you sure he’s alright?”

“I’ve got a good feeling about him.”

She shot me an assessing look. “Is that about his character or his looks?”

When I turned bright red, she laughed. “He’s that good looking is he? Does he have a twin brother?”

I replied, “I really don’t know anything about his family.”

Tina started working on my hair keeping up a nonstop stream of chatter, asking questions that she didn’t really expect me to answer. I really felt a little silly going to all this trouble for a man I had just met, but I thought he was pretty special. My mind was on him so didn’t really pay any attention to what Tina was doing. Suddenly, she said, “Well, what do you think?” My friend was smiling at me, clearly very proud of the job she had done.

I looked in the mirror. “Wow. Is that really me?” 

She had fixed my long reddish brown hair in a sexy, tousled, curly style. I couldn’t believe she had done my makeup while I had zoned out and I hadn’t realized it. Tina only did that for friends on special occasions. The lady was great and I looked incredible. She made my green eyes pop. I needed to buy some of that lipstick she used. My lips just begged for a kiss so I was sure I would get one. “Tina, you are an artist. Thank you for this.”

Tina smiled. “You have a great date.”

Now that she had me looking like a top model, I needed to buy a few things. Going to my local lingerie shop, I picked out a few special items. Next I went to the dress shop, to buy a new little black dress. At the shoe shop I bought some three inch black heels since I was average height, but he was so tall. While I was at it, I went to another store to get a new scent mixed. Because I had to wait while they mixed it, I went next door to a jewelry store. This charm bracelet called to me. It was gold with two wolves on it. One was larger and black, the other one was snow white. I decided to splurge because I just loved it. Everyone knew wolves were good luck. Of course, that was if you didn’t have a hungry or angry pack surrounding you. 

I picked up my new scent, since I hadn’t changed mine in years it was time to try something new. This one was sexy and musky. When I smelled it, I felt a little dangerous and thought, “Watch out Blake, I’m going to catch you in my trap!”

Now I hurried home where I had to prepare quickly to make it on time. It was half past three when I got there. Covering my hair so I could take a bath, not the hour long ones I liked to take when I was writing a book and reached an impasse, but a quicker version, I added a mildly scented bath oil. It made the tub slippery and I was glad that the tub had handrails. The oil smelled nice and added an underlying level of scent. I liked a little layering so I used a lightly perfumed lotion to add another layer. The new perfume would go well with it.

When opened my bag from the lingerie shop, I had a full set in red with black lace-bra, panties, and garter belt. I rarely wore stockings, but tonight I wore them in off black. As I looked in the mirror and thought not too bad, especially for an older girl, I added my perfume and it smelled wonderful. I slid on my dress which fit like a glove. It had a lovely, ample display of cleavage in the front. It was just above the knee with a surprisingly comfortable fit for such a sexy, tight dress.

Now the part that worried me, I put on the heels and stood up. Hoping I wouldn’t trip or otherwise embarrass myself in these, I wore heels here and there, but only the shorter ones. I took a step and it wasn’t as bad as I had imagined, but I was a bit unsteady. Then I went to the dresser to put on some jewelry. The wolf bracelet, a simple but long gold chain necklace, and plain gold earrings. 

Looking in the mirror, it was the best I ever remember looking. It was winter so I added a dressy coat and decided I needed to leave now. At Big Cedar, people wore a broad range of clothing from casual to dress, anything would fit in. When I arrived, I was a little early so I decided to sit at the bar to wait for him. I guess it was a mistake, because the place was nearly full. Most of the people seemed to be men and I had a steady flow of them passing by to hit on me. The latest one had slid into the seat next to me and started small talk. I was polite but cool.

He said, “Would you like to go somewhere quieter?”

I smiled at him. “I’m waiting for someone.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t wait for someone that leaves you sitting here alone.” He said.

“I was early.”

He said, “That must be one lucky man.”

I started to reply, but a voice broke in, “Yes, I am.” He held out his hand to me to help me off the barstool before leading me upstairs to the restaurant. We had a table for two near the fireplace. The décor here was very rustic, but nice. “I like it here. I’m glad you chose this place. I heard about it, but might not have made the extra effort to come here right away.”

“It’s nice, but I don’t get up here often.” I said.

He was staring at me until I felt the heat rising in my face. “You look lovely. You’re the most beautiful woman I have ever seen.”

My face got hotter. “That is sweet for you say, but I’m sure it couldn’t be true.”

He looked at me intently. “It is true. I wouldn’t lie to you.”

I let it drop since he seemed annoyed that I would doubt him. He started to say something, but the waitress came so we ordered. After she left, he said, “I wish we were alone.” 

That was something I could relate to, since I felt the same way. It was too soon, though because I hardly knew him. We made small talk until the food came and then we only spoke a little while we ate. He had selected a lovely wine to go with our meal, but he got a whole bottle. 

I said, “We’ll never drink a whole bottle.”

“We will if you help me.”

“Two glasses is my limit. I’m a lightweight when it comes to drinking.”

“I don’t drink much either.”

Somehow when we were done, the wine was gone too. I tried to remember how much I drank, but I couldn’t figure it out exactly. Not that I wasn’t drunk, just really relaxed. We walked outside but the wind was blowing. I took him to the Devil’s Pool to tell him the story behind it. It is there that the Osage Indians found a spring so deep, that they said it flowed to the devil himself. “They also have a resident ghost here. It is a young lady with brown hair, but she has never hurt anyone, so don’t be afraid.” I smiled at him but he didn’t look like anything could frighten him.

We turned to continue our walk until a man bumped me and then hung on to me because he was so drunk, he could barely walk. I heard a growl, realized it was Blake, and he looked very dangerous. As the man looked up at him, he seemed to sober up a little. He removed his hands. “Sorry, man. It was an accident.”

Blake still looked angry, but he put his arm around me pulling me up against him. “Are you alright?”

I said, “It was no big deal.” I noticed he was taking us down toward the cabins but I hadn’t walked there before.

“Didn’t you say you have never stayed here before? Let me show you the inside of one of the cabins. They are very nice.” 

“I wouldn’t want to bother anyone this time of night just to look at a cabin,” I said.

“No problem, I have a key.”

I looked at him, wondering how he managed that. Had he rented a cabin? If he had, why? A delicious feeling of anticipation started to unravel in my stomach. Down girl. It’s too soon to think that way.

Why, what does time have to do with it? If he is right, don’t let him get away. I tried to ignore that voice. How do you really know who is right? I had been fooled or fooled myself before. It’s always so easy to see they were wrong after it’s over. 

I told myself that if he’s right, he will wait. Don’t make him wait too long.

Now I followed him because I really wanted to see a room. It was perfect rustic luxury. It looked like what you would expect of a log cabin, but the touches were wonderful. The fireplace was lit, the furniture looked comfortable, and it had the modern conveniences one would expect of a luxury hotel. Now that I had gotten a good look, I turned to leave. Blake caught my arm. “Hey, where do you think you’re going?”

“Isn’t the evening done?” I asked with an innocent look on my face. I wasn’t sure what his plans were, but I didn’t have to just go along with things. Did I?

“Aren’t you going to stay a little while?” He pulled me into his arms, gave me a kiss that took away my ability to think, and then he led me to the couch. When he pulled me down, I was sitting next to him. “Tell me something about yourself.”

I looked at him and thought this was a good time to see how much he wanted to pursue a relationship. “I’m divorced with two kids.” I examined his face to try to see how he took it.

“I have never married, but I hope to some day.” He looked at me to see how I would respond. When I didn’t reply, he asked, “Would you ever marry again?”

“Maybe, marriage wasn’t a bad experience. We are still good friends but it hurts when love doesn’t last.”

“What about the children? How did they handle it?”

“Pretty good, we waited until the boys were both eighteen. They are involved in their own lives now.”

He asked, “What do they think of you dating?”

“Since my ex is already remarried, they know we will never get back together. I date here and there so they’re used to it.” 

“So, you both just decided the kids are eighteen, let’s go our separate ways?” he asked with an odd look on his face. I couldn’t quite categorize the expression.

“Not exactly, I was ill for a time. I have a chronic condition and it kinda kicked my butt. After about ten years, I challenged myself to start living despite the condition. I pulled out of my funk, so to speak, and got back to having a real life. It was just that my husband didn’t understand the things I wanted to do or places I wanted to go. It was a parting of ways. He’s happy and I will be eventually. As the saying goes, it’s all good.”

He examined me closely. “What are you looking for?”

“I’m sure I’ll know it when I find it, but I’m at least halfway there. Now I have a satisfying writing career, I like where I live, I can travel when and where I want to, I feel comfortable in my skin, and I’m in a position to find anything else I need in life.”

“What else do you need?”

I looked at him and thought that is a silly question. Even though, I lowered my lashes, I couldn’t help but run my eyes over his incredible form. Wondering why he was asking such personal questions so soon, in an attempt to be less serious, I laughed and answered flippantly, “I don’t know, romance and riches I suppose.”

“Do you want to be rich?”

I replied, “I’m in good shape financially, so it isn’t really a concern. How about you?”

“I don’t really worry about money, I’m more worried about finding someone to share my success with.” He looked closely at me when he said that. It made me wonder what he meant. Maybe he wanted someone to talk to. I didn’t expect our involvement would lead to anything more, though I hoped we would remain friends when it was over. He leaned in and kissed me then he pulled me over to him and I sat astride his lap.

He felt so good and this wasn’t a position I needed to be in, but I decided to enjoy it a little while. I shouldn’t have because things escalated. The voice in my head encouraged and pushed me to go forward. I told her we should stop because he’d have no respect for us. 

It feels too good. Respect won’t warm us or give us satisfaction. He’s all man, it will be wonderful. I knew my inner voice was right and I had tried to block her out when she first started talking to me. It had caused migraine headaches until I finally accepted that she was part of me. She was my animal spirit and represented the part of me that defied logic and went with feelings. I figured she was a throw back to my Indian ancestors. They had believed in animal spirits and I never shared her existence with anyone. They would surely lock me up if I did.

Trying to reason with her, I told her we can’t just give in so quickly. I didn’t say we never would. She had kept me busy arguing and I wasn’t paying attention. Somehow we were on the bed and my dress was on the floor. I told her, you’re a devious b.... and a wave of overwhelming desire hit me as he kissed me and his hand started stroking me.

I stretched like a puppy laying in front of a fire might and I felt warm and contented with a hot body up against me and a possessive arm around me. As I suddenly realized that I wasn’t in my own bed, I wasn’t at home, I wasn’t alone, and this wasn’t a beautiful dream, the next thing that hit me was a dull throb in my neck. I tried to shake off sleep and open my heavy eyelids. What the hell had I done? We did what we needed to. We will be one now as we should have always been. We have found what was missing.

I gently slid out from under the arm and I hoped I wouldn’t wake him. As I reflected on last night, I knew it was worth it. It was body and soul shattering sex. I looked at him as he slept. Wow! Even during my misspent youth I never had an experience like this.

The bite had been a little unexpected and disconcerting. Who bites your neck like that during sex? He had bitten me hard, so I did what any self respecting hillbilly girl would do, I bit him back. I had never even imagined being bitten like that before. It made me wonder if he knew who I was and had done it because of that. The voice assured me that he couldn’t know. We hide it well.

I knew she was right, but I had never met anyone with a biting fetish and I remembered how his blood had tasted. It was full of iron, no deficiencies there, but also sweet. It had an underlying flavor I couldn’t place, but it was heady and erotic. Maybe biting fetishes were contagious? He moved a little and I decided to hurry to dress so I could slip out. Since I needed to go home to change and I also had to check my emails. A writer with a new book at the publisher needed to check their emails daily. I thought about calling and talking to my friends, the ones who had set me up to sit alone at the bar, but what would I say? It had worked out, so I would leave them be for now.

I dressed quickly and grabbed my purse from the chair by the bed. I couldn’t resist placing a goodbye kiss on his lips before I left. He was in bed and the sheet had slid down low on his hips, his hair was ruffled, and his face looked bristly and in need of a shave. Damn, he was sexy. I wouldn’t mind waking up to him every day. I planned to brush his lips lightly and leave, but he woke and pulled me on top of him. He kissed me senseless and his desire hadn’t lessened since last night. I just gave in deciding to enjoy him however long it lasted. My inner voice was quiet. Obviously, she was happy at this turn of events.

Chapter 2

Ariel

My name is Blake and I never went to bars. I wasn’t that kind of guy. The ladies you picked up in those places weren’t the type you wanted to wake up with. But I had seen her entering one and I followed her in. Here we were a day later, after the best sex I had ever had. Not even a she wolf could compare to her. She was beautiful, well built, and I could tell she was smart. She also had a sex appeal that I couldn’t explain. It was in her eyes, in her scent, and in the way she moved. It drew me like a magnet, even though she was human, I couldn’t seem to resist her.

I had things I needed to tell her because I had lost control and blooded her. She had surprised me when she blooded me back. Now I needed to explain what that meant to my race, but I didn’t know how. I needed to tell her that blooding was a declaration of mating. She was mine now and I was hers, even though she didn’t know it. That I had really messed up and my brother Drake would be angry with me, went without saying. Drake was the leader of our group and we had grown too large for the area we were in and needed to split-up so I would lead the new group. Now I was here to find our new home, but I had also found my woman, even if she didn’t realize it yet.

When I met her, I worried that she would turn me down. It had only happened to me once in my life and it wasn’t that long ago and it was still painful. Cindy had made her choice and I sincerely hoped Drake and her would be happy. I loved them both, even though I was hurt. She had chosen my twin brother instead of me. Someday, I would tell Ariel about it, but right now the hurt was still fresh. Honestly, I suspected I was lucky, I had seen signs that Cindy was more interested in power and money than a loving mate. I could almost feel sorry for Drake if he was stuck with a power hungry, greedy she wolf. I, on the other hand, had found my other half which I knew on a primitive level. My animal and I could agree once more. He growled an I told you so and I let him bask in self congratulations for now. 

I still hadn’t found an appropriate property because I didn’t want to be too close to Branson, but I wanted to be within driving distance of places my people could find jobs. It was a balancing act and much harder than I expected. Maybe my mate could be a help to me. She was from here, she might have some advice. My mate, it sounded good. I wondered if she might be one of those rare humans that would turn. If she went through the change, how would it change her?

Her breathing was back to normal now. I asked, “Where were you about to go?”

She smiled. “I was going home since I need to take a shower and change, check my emails, eat breakfast, and check on my place.”

“We can take a shower, eat breakfast, and I’ll go home with you.” I wanted to keep her near me, she was mine.

She hesitated. “I don’t have a thing to change into.”

I smiled. “I’ll go buy you something at the gift shop, then we’ll order room service, take a shower together, and go.” At least she was considering it.

“Are you sure you want to see my messy old place?” 

“I want to know everything about you.” It was the truth. I knew she was still holding back something just as I was but I couldn’t imagine what kind of secret she might be trying to hide. All I knew was I was sure it wasn’t as big as the secret I was hiding. She gave me her sizes and told me what to buy. I went to the store and quickly bought her something so I could get back to her. I didn’t really think she would run, did I? Why give her the chance? My inner animal asked and I agreed, so I hurried.

When I entered the room, she was wrapped in a sheet and had her clothing put together and folded. I looked at her and felt need hit me from out of nowhere. Not unusual for me, but the level of need was and I felt more for her in such a short time than I had felt for Cindy, even though we had grown up together. Maybe it was the blooding, but I suspected it was more than that. I had wanted her the moment I saw her. Down boy! I told my inner animal. He didn’t like it, but I promised we would stick with her today and find time later. He growled at me, but I overlooked it. Then I remembered we would have some shower time. We would both be happy.

She seemed a little shy and I thought that was cute. I started undressing and she turned away. She dropped her sheet and almost ran to the shower. She set it and stepped in, but I would not be denied my playtime so I stepped in the shower with her. She turned a lovely shade of red. “I’m almost done.”

“I’m not done with you.” I pulled her into my arms and the need hit me so hard I almost fell. There was a step in the shower, probably for just such an occasion. I lifted her on to it and we lined up perfectly. I took her back into my arms and she melted against me. She gave in completely and I fought the smile that tried to come to my lips. She was mine so the sooner she accepted that, the happier we would both be. I felt complete with her in my arms like this. It would always be so.

We were as one, and it was like magic. Nothing had ever felt so good. She belonged to me and no one would ever come between us. Our minds and bodies joined together as the beast inside of me reveled in it.

*****
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Ariel

I felt a burst of pleasure in my mind and my body as we merged. It was undeniably the most pleasurable feeling I ever had. I wondered if it was the same for him. How could anything legal, feel so good? We were done and I caught my breath as I leaned on him for support. It felt like we could see into each other’s hearts and minds, but I needed to keep him out. He couldn’t know my secrets, not yet. Tell him, he will understand. My inner animal said, but I knew it was too soon and I promised to tell him later.

We both finished cleaning up, dried off
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Chapter 3

Wolf Haven

Ariel











































































































Chapter 4

The Change
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Chapter 5

The National Council
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Chapter 6

Back to the Farm
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Chapter 7

A Valentines to remember
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Chapter 8

A public appearance































































Chapter 9

A Birthday Surprise
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Chapter 10

Rome
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Chapter 11

Where is Ariel
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Chapter 12

Coming Home
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Chapter 13

Four Wheeling













































Chapter 14

Roc




















Chapter 15

Cuz
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