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      For everyone who lost someone and fought their way back to living again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        “The most beautiful people I've known are those who have known trials, have known struggles, have known loss, and have found their way out of the depths.”

        UNKNOWN

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      Hi.  If you’re new to my Central Valley Pack series, or you’re one of those people who doesn’t read story synopsis, you haven’t met Rosco.  Which means, you don’t know about the tragic loss of his first mate and their unborn pup. This book delves into that loss as he is presented with the opportunity to be a mate and a father again.  While it’s not the entire story, this book does deal with grief, loss of spouse, angel baby, verbal abuse (mostly off page) and physical abuse (completely off page).

      If either of those things are triggering or disturbing for you, I understand if you choose not to read further.  If you think you’ll be fine, I sincerely hope you enjoy Deanna and Rosco’s love story.
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      Rosco flopped over onto his back in the large bed staring at nothing on the ceiling.  Faint hints of the rising sun filtered in through the window, and he knew he’d have to get moving soon.  The sheets pooled around his waist allowing the cool air to float over his chest.  He was surprised he hadn’t kicked them off during his fitful sleep.  That had been the case on many mornings when he’d actually managed to get a decent night’s sleep.

      Since...Millie...He didn’t sleep as soundly anymore.  He slept.  But it wasn’t usually what could be considered a restful sleep.  Between his own thoughts and his wolf’s melancholy, it was the best he could hope for.  The beast barely spoke to him anymore, and when he did, it was in one-word sentences.  Rosco guessed it was better than nothing.

      His mama assured him it would improve, and one day he’d wake up not missing his mate so much, but Rosco didn’t see it.  Although, he’d gotten better at masking it.  It kept the others from being overly concerned about him.

      Pushing off of the bed, he trudged into the bathroom to get his day started.  He had to meet Rahm for their morning run of a designated section of the pack borders, followed by a meeting with the security team.  There hadn’t been any reports of unwanted guests lately, but they remained vigilant.

      By the time he made it to the edge of the forest behind the Alpha house, Rahm was already outside waiting, and the sun was fully in the sky.

      “You’re late.”  Rahm wore his usual scowl as he watched Rosco approach.

      “I’m not late.  You’re early.  What happened?  One of the cubs bounce on your head to wake you up this morning?”

      As the father of a set of twins and expecting a new addition in barely more than two summers, Rahm had a steep learning curve to fatherhood.  Rosco was proud of himself that simply mentioning the cubs no longer caused a lance to his heart, reminding him of the pup he and Milly were expecting before she was so brutally snatched away from him.

      Instead of answering Rosco’s teasing question, Rahm simply shucked off his clothing and shifted into his bear.  Following suit, soon Rosco’s wolf was running alongside the big bear.  With his wolf on alert, his nose tilted into the wind to pick up any unfamiliar scents.  However, they encountered nothing unusual during their outing.

      The only thing out of the ordinary to occur was the tug Rosco’s beast felt when they came near the edge of pack lands bordering Cummings.  While shifted, Rosco normally gave his wolf full reign.  But, he was forced to intervene when the beast attempted to continue running past pack borders straight into the town.

      Beast, what is going on with you?

      We have to go there.

      Go where?  Cummings?  Why?

      We have to go there!

      Get yourself under control, beast.  We have a job to do.  We protect pack lands.  There’s nothing in Cummings for us.

      It took considerable effort, but Rosco kept the wolf on task.  He and Rahm completed their inspection of the southwestern border and were back at the Alpha house in time for breakfast.  Well, Rahm went inside for breakfast, Rosco waved off the invitation and went into pack town center.

      As he was finishing up with Jeontugi and Aldis, Rahm came strolling into the office with Trip trailing behind him.

      “Good, you’re still here.”

      Rahm lowered himself into a chair as Trip grabbed one of the high-backed stools, flipped it around and sat in it backwards.  Something about the way the two looked at him, put Rosco on edge.  The other two members of the security team were smart enough to read the room and made a quick exit.

      Tossing subtlety out of the window, Rosco quirked one eyebrow at Rahm and Trip.

      “What are you two up to?”

      “We’ve been talking.”  Rahm gestured between himself and Trip.  Already on alert, Rosco sat up straighter.

      “Have you been thinking as well, or just running your mouths?”

      Rahm leveled him with a look which Rosco read as, ‘Cut the bullshit.’  He was deciding if he wanted to heed the warning when Trip spoke up.

      “You need to get away from this place for a while.”

      “What the fuck are you talking about?  Like a vacation?  Didn’t we just get back from a little jaunt to Blacktooth Summit?  Where else do I need to go?”

      Trip lifted a hand in Rosco’s direction while staring at Rahm.  “See what I mean?”

      “Yeah.”  Rahm scrubbed a hand over his face, then leaned forward with his elbows on his knees.  “Other than to help out with Brody, and getting him moved back here, you haven’t left pack lands in...”

      Rahm’s eyes darted away before coming back to Rosco.  “You haven’t gone farther than this office since before the twins were born.”

      While he artfully skirted the elephant, the big pink beast was still sitting smack dab in the middle of the room.

      Folding his arms across his chest, Rosco leaned back into his seat.  “I don’t see the point.  I’ve never been like you two.  I don’t have to hit the road at random times to do goddess knows what.”

      When Rahm looked ready to object, Rosco cut him off.  “Don’t give me any bullshit, Rahm.  You haven’t been anywhere lately.  And the only reason you haven’t, is because the last time you left pack lands you came back with a mate.”

      Swinging his gaze to Trip, Rosco let him have a taste of his ire.  “And you.  Who knows where the fuck you get off to for weeks at a time.  You say it’s for your transport business, but who’s to say?  And you know what?  It’s not my concern.  You’re loyal to the pack and come when we call.  Why can’t knowing the same about me be enough?  Where the hell is this demand for me to take time off coming from?”

      Rahm’s face hardened.  It was Rosco’s indicator he was about to invoke his power as alpha.  Part of him still wanted to fight, but Rahm’s expression said it would be useless.

      “You need a break away from this place.  I don’t care where the fuck you take it.  You could go park your ass in the sand for all I care.  But, come sundown, I don’t want to see you on pack lands for at least two weeks.”

      As if he’d just uttered the words himself, Trip folded his arms across his chest to match Rosco’s posture.  Fuck...
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      Deanna ‘DK’ Madkins pushed the hair out of her face as she looked around at her handiwork.  The new dining room at the Inn was a far cry from what it looked like when she first bought the place.  While it wasn’t completely run down, it was obvious it hadn’t been updated in quite some time.

      Now, the guests had a comfortable place to share the family style meals offered.  When she’d purchased the bed and breakfast from Marigold, she was informed that Cummings wasn’t a hot spot, but there was usually a steady stream of at least a few visitors per week.  The pace suited Deanna just fine.  She’d hired a cook and someone to help with the housekeeping, but they were only part time.  Most of the load, she shouldered alone.

      She was used to it.  Her life before relocating to Cummings had been filled with her handling most things on her own.  Despite being mated for more than ten summers, she was very self-sufficient.  Barry was a wolf who prided himself on being a provider, but thought his job ended at the front door.  In his home, he was to be king.  Deanna shook her head, gritting her teeth remembering how much crap she put up with from that wolf.

      A sudden infusion of happiness swept through her as the bad memories were quickly replaced by the relief she felt after she’d gone to her pack alpha expressing her desire to set Barry aside.  Technically, the phrase she used to Quinlin, was set him free.  After more than ten summers as mates, Deanna hadn’t gone into heat.  Not once.  It was obvious, especially to Barry that she was barren.  If they remained together, their union wouldn’t produce any pups.

      As gruff and rough as Quinlin appeared, he was understanding of her plight.  Although, it initially appeared she wouldn’t have an ally in her unmated alpha.

      Past

      “DK, are you sure this is what you want to do?”

      Seated in his office at the Alpha house, Quinlin peered at her with his far too perceptive amber eyes.  Inside, her wolf paced, advising her to forgo asking permission and simply leave.

      “It’s what I need to do, Alpha.  Barry wants pups.  It’s been more than ten summers.  It’s obvious I can’t give him what he wants.  Our mating isn’t a fatal one.  I know it’s rare, but some mate bonds are severed.”

      Nodding, Quinlin folded his hands atop his ancient wooden desk.

      “Yes, I’m aware that it’s been done.  Is this also what Barry wants?  If so, why isn’t he here with you?”

      Deanna had held out hope Quinlin wouldn’t ask about Barry’s absence.  Her mate was on one of his road trips.  He worked amongst humans which meant he spent periods away from pack lands.  If what he’d told her when he left held, he wouldn’t return for at least three days.

      “Barry is away for work.  And to be honest, Alpha, he hasn’t said he wants us to break our mate bond.  But he has suggested we add a third.  Someone fertile enough to give him pups.”

      The thunderous expression which took over Quinlin’s normally stern face made Deanna want to shrink into herself, until she realized it wasn’t directed at her.  It was because of what she’d told him Barry wanted.

      “He wants to add a third?  Where would that leave you?  As den mother to the pups from his new mate?”

      “I suppose.”  Deanna was barely able to push the words between her lips.  Her own anger rose the more she considered the insult her mate handed her with his suggestion.

      “Deanna, thank you for coming to me.  I know it took courage.”

      Deanna wouldn’t describe the look he gave her as pitying, but it was a much softer expression than the one he’d previously worn.

      “You need to know I’d never force anyone to remain mated—especially not under these conditions.  Your petition is granted.”

      Surprised, Deanna sat up straighter, her jaw slightly unhinged.  “We don’t have to take it to the council?”

      Shaking his head, Quinlin stood and walked around the desk.  “No.  All we need to do is discuss what you want to do moving forward, and I’ll make sure it happens.”

      

      Present

      That day was the start of Deanna’s new life.  Quinlin was more than generous in making sure she was financially secure enough to do whatever she liked.  Unfortunately, he was the only one.  It wasn’t the pack members themselves, but Barry’s immediate family and her own who seemed to take great issue with Deanna’s choice.  Not wanting to keep running to Quinlin every time something happened, she decided the best thing for her to do was leave Blacktooth Summit.

      Striking out on her own opened up a whole new world.  She’d bounced around to different places, exposing herself to things she’d never experienced.  While she explored, she stayed clear of large shifter populations.  She had no solid explanation why, she just did.  After almost five summers of exploring the country, Deanna decided to settle in Cummings.

      She’d been made aware there was a shifter community nearby, but made no attempt to join it.  Even after hearing it was rumored to be a pack that welcomed shifters of all kinds, she wasn’t tempted to explore within their bounds.  She was content living in the small town which enjoyed the benefit of having the protection of the Central Valley Pack, when needed.

      “DK?”

      Deanna turned to look at the young woman who assisted her with housekeeping.  Hannah leaned partially into the door, balancing with her hand against the doorframe.

      “Yes, Hannah?”

      “There’s someone at the desk asking if we have any rooms available.”

      “Please tell them I’ll be right there.”

      Giving the room one last sweeping gaze, Deanna stored the cleaning supplies she’d used and stopped at the small bathroom to fix her appearance.  She didn’t run a high-end resort, but she liked to be presentable when she interacted with her guests.

      Stepping into the lobby, she tugged at the collar of her scoop necked top.  It was short sleeved and relatively thin, but it suddenly felt like she was wearing the itchiest sweater she owned.  All she wanted to do was get it off her skin.  In fact.  All of her clothing now felt too tight and restrictive.

      A low growl thrummed through her, making her core clench and slicken.  It took her half a second to realize the sound wasn’t coming from her.  Wide eyes searched the lobby for the source before landing on the wolf standing in front of the reception desk.  He wasn’t shifted, but even in her current state, Deanna recognized the scent of another wolf when she smelled it.

      Actually, it was so loud, she wondered how she hadn’t smelled him while she was in the dining room.  The thought had microseconds to occupy her brain because her own wolf had risen up inside her.  The beast’s howling demands were loud inside Deanna’s head.

      Need!  Need Now!

      Need what, wolf?

      Deanna wasn’t certain if the wince scrunching her facial features was due to the demanding creature living inside her, or the near painful lust rampaging through her body.  What the hell was happening?  How did she make it stop?  And why was the big, delicious smelling, wolf coming closer to her?

      Thoughts of performing her duties were far from the forefront of her mind.  Shifting on her feet, Deanna struggled to remain coherent and get her body to cooperate.  But the heat was too much and the big wolf was getting closer.  His stormy grey eyes were focused completely on her, making the thrumming in her pussy even worse.

      She had to get out of there before she did something completely unprofessional.  Taking a glance over her shoulder, she gauged the distance to the stairs.  Going to her quarters wouldn’t work.  She occupied the rooms immediately behind the receptionist’s desk.  To get there, she’d have to walk past the dark-haired, broad-shouldered wolf.

      “Don’t.”  The single word was delivered in a growl from the unknown wolf.

      “Um...”  Deanna fought to stave off the desire clouding every part of her mind.  What the hell was going on?  “I’m sorry.  Don’t what?”  Taking a glance over her other shoulder, she continued to weigh her quickly dwindling options.

      “Don’t run.  If you run, I’ll chase you.  If I chase you, I will catch you.  And, I won’t be able to stop him from taking you wherever that may be.  So, please.  Don’t run.”

      The rough quality in his voice sounded as if he delivered the words through gravel lodged in his throat.  It was simultaneously menacing and erotic.  Her body only cared about the second part.  The moisture gathering in her core began to seep out.  His silvery-grey gaze moved from her face to the apex of her thighs.

      His tongue swiped his bottom lip before he bared his teeth in a feral grin.

      “I don’t know how much longer I can hold back.  Where’s your room?”

      The haze of lust fogging Deanna’s brain kept her from fully processing his question.  But, when his fingertips touched the bare skin of her arm, she didn’t care what he’d said.

      Need!

      Yes, wolf.  Need!

      Deanna agreed with her beast, launching herself at the unknown wolf, wrapping her legs around his waist and her arms his shoulders.  His rumbling growl met her own as their lips collided.  There was no way to know which of them initiated the kiss.  Her mouth opened beneath his allowing his tongue entry to tangle with hers.

      Large, warm hands cupped her ass, holding her tightly to his hard body.  The feelings had relieved her of all sense of decorum as she wiggled in his embrace trying to find a way to alleviate the ache in her core.

      “Please...”  The request left her lips in a keening whine that Deanna couldn’t control.  It was immediately silenced by the wolf’s lips taking hers again.

      “DK?”

      Only the heightened concern in Hannah’s voice penetrated the veil separating Deanna from the reality where only she and the large wolf existed.  Wrenching herself away from his drugging kisses, Deanna looked around.

      “Hannah, just go.  Take Owen and leave.  Now!”

      Human or not, Hannah’s scrambling footsteps reached her ears soon followed by Owen’s heavier tread.  The bell above the front door tingled as it slammed closed behind them.

      All the while, the wolf had his face buried in her neck.  It felt like he was literally trying to devour her with the nibbling kisses he placed there.   Her employees had barely cleared the door when a ripping sound rang out.  Her shirt and bra were in tatters.  The air from the cooling unit had zero effect as he lifted her up, quickly engulfing one turgid peak.

      The suckling draw on her nipple ramped Deanna’s desire up to indescribable proportions.  Shame wasn’t a thought as she began to actively beg for relief.

      “Please.  Please...!”

      The cool surface of the wall met her back right before her loose pants met the same fate as her blouse.  Her panties were no obstacle.  Mid-plea she was filled to the brim with his thickness.  All of the air escaped her lungs, and she summarily forgot how to inhale as his cock stretched her walls.  She was so very full.  But, not sated.

      Instead of the relief she anticipated, the desire raging through her got even stronger.  Her beast was howling with unbridled joy inside her while demanding more at the same time.  Deanna and her wolf weren’t normally at odds.  This time was no different.  She needed more.  But the hulking wolf pinning her to the wall wasn’t moving.

      Driven by instinct, she used the tiny space she had to rock her hips, attempting to glide herself on his turgid length.  Her movements earned her a sharp swat on her ass and a nip to her breast.  His response only served to make her want him more.

      The beast at least understood her message as he used his hold on her generous ass to tilt her hips aligning her perfectly to accept his thrusts.  He wasn’t gentle.  He gave no quarter as he conquered her pussy claiming every millimeter of it as his own.  Caught up in the sensations ruling her, Deanna would’ve agreed to anything.  So long as he didn’t stop fucking her.  He could growl whatever nonsensical words he wanted.  So long as he didn’t stop.

      “Aahh!” Her orgasm overtook her with such force, her entire body locked around him.

      Her nails ripped through his shirt, likely breaking skin.  Her walls convulsed as the release rocked her.  At that exact moment, Deanna felt the stinging prick of teeth on her shoulder, near the base of her neck.  Another round of shudders wracked her as she was tossed into the abyss once more from the feeling.  In all of her forty-five summers, Deanna had never felt anything like what she’d just experienced with the unknown wolf.

      With each breath, her breasts pressed against his hard chest.  Her tattered clothing hung on at odd angles, but he remained fully dressed.  Limply, she collapsed into his sturdy frame.  His body was firm, and...stiff.  Almost like he wanted to be anywhere but there with his cock still pulsing inside her.

      Lifting her head, Deanna looked into the face of the wolf who’d just left his mating mark on her shoulder and filled her with his seed.  His handsome face held a look she could only describe as tortured.  Tentatively, she trailed her fingers up from his shoulder to the hair at his nape, stroking him there.

      “Are you okay, wolf?”

      If Deanna thought he felt stiff before, his body became hardened steel.  His wide-eyed stare was focused on her lips, before his brow dipped and darkness took over his features.

      “What did you just say to me?”

      Until he asked, Deanna hadn’t realized the words she’d spoken in her head could be heard.  Her eyes rounded in an exact duplication of his earlier expression.  Goddess help her!  The only way he could’ve heard her, was if they’d established a mate link.  But all shifters knew only fatal mates shared that kind of connection.  The new information stalled Deanna’s mind.  There was literal silence within her.  Not even her wolf ventured to break it.
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      Rosco held the woman in his arms, with his cock still imbedded in her scorching heat, wondering how the fuck he’d come to be in this position.  In the summers since he’d lost his mate, he hadn’t looked at another female shifter or human with desire.  He didn’t want anyone else.  Yet, the first time he left pack lands alone, he pounced on the first female shifter he encountered.

      Not only did he pounce, his wolf demanded he mark her—claim her as their own.  And he did it.  Rosco couldn’t stop himself.  It was like some other wolf had taken over his body.  Her scent drove him crazy to the point he wouldn’t have cared if they were at pack town center with every shifter watching, he would’ve fucked her and planted his seed inside her.  Even now, as he held her against the wall in the lobby of the inn, his cock remained hard.  He’d come, but his shaft was at attention waiting for the next wave to hit them.

      But, he shouldn’t be here.  He shouldn’t be fucking someone else.  He damn sure shouldn’t be leaving his mating mark.  He’d left his mating mark on her and he didn’t even know her name.  Only her initials.  DK.  And only those because the young human he’d spoken to when he arrived used them when speaking to her.  A sense of betrayal invaded his thoughts causing his entire body to tense.  He was actively trying to get his limbs to cooperate and let her go when she started stroking the hair at his nape.

      It was comforting.  Her soft brown eyes were filled with concern as she stared at him.  He read her expression almost as clearly as he heard the voice speaking to him in his head.  “Are you okay, wolf?”

      Everything inside Rosco came to a screeching halt.  It felt like his eyes were going to bulge out of their sockets.  The voice wasn’t his beast.  Which could only mean one thing.  He hadn’t just pounced on a random female shifter.  This she-wolf was his fatal mate.  He knew it, but didn’t want to believe it.

      “What did you just say to me?”  Rosco tilted his head, peering into her face. To her credit, she appeared just as shocked as he was when the new voice entered his mind.

      “You...you heard that?”

      “Yes.”

      Her gaze flitted away from his as if she was having an internal debate.  If she was, she wasn’t sharing it with him.  It’s possible she was speaking to her own beast.  While he’d seen it begin to happen within their pack, fatal matings were still rare.  He should know.  His bond with Millie had been stronger than most.  But, when she’d been taken from him, he lived on.  Also, they had a sense of the other’s emotions, but they’d never shared a mate link where they could speak mind to mind.

      DK finally looked at him again.  Her eyes remained filled with awe and confusion.

      “Could you?  I mean.  I’d like to get down please.”

      Her polite request reminded him that he still held her balanced against the wall with his cock buried inside her.  The heat of embarrassment crept up his neck.  Not just embarrassment.  Shame.

      Rosco avoided looking into her face again as he stepped away from the wall and lifted her off his erect length.  The traitor was still ramrod stiff.  It jerked in protest the moment cool air hit the tip.  Gritting his teeth, Rosco ignored the complaint.  Once she was on her feet, he dropped his disloyal hands from her body.

      His digits flexed in want to touch her soft curves again.  Instead, he ordered his feet to take another step back.  With his stare fixed on nothing in a direction away from her captivating features, Rosco detected her movements in his periphery.  Her footfalls were nearly silent as she inched away from him.

      He didn’t want to, but he had no control over the way he followed her movements as she walked across the empty lobby.  The lobby.  It might not be the middle of pack town center, but he’d fucked her in the lobby of a public establishment without care of if there were other guests.  Hell, anyone could’ve walked in off the street.  His thought was confirmed when she stopped next to the front entry and turned the lock, before disappearing through the door behind the reception desk.

      Why are you standing here?  We should be near our mate.  She will have need of us again soon.  Go to her!

      Rosco ignored his wolf’s question, observations and demand.  Knowing DK was now his mate and fully accepting it were warring within him.  He wasn’t supposed to have another mate.  Despite his mother saying thirty-seven summers was too young to declare he’d never mate again, Rosco had been firm.

      His family never tried to push another available shifter on him, but the mothers of single daughters didn’t show the same restraint.  Only six months had passed the first time it happened.  Afterwards, the not-so-subtle hints had increased until he became outright rude with his rejections.  It was completely outside his normal jovial demeanor, and a far departure from the shifter they’d known.

      The wolf inside him, spoke up again when Rosco remained rooted on the opposite side of the lobby.

      Mate!  Now!

      His beast began the growling chant, making Rosco wish he could somehow mute the volume on their connection.  The only good coming from the annoyance was Rosco became aware of his dick hanging out of the open zipper of his jeans.  Wrangling the stiff length back into his pants took focus—especially when the beast scoffed, stating he’d be better off removing the pants.

      Her scent, their scent, clung to him.  It filled his nose and messed with his ability to try to distance himself from the moment.  In truth, his beast chanting in his head wasn’t needed.  Rosco’s primal instinct would prevent him from doing what he thought his heart wanted.  There was no way he could leave.  Not now.  Not when they’d just begun the period of mate bonding.  Especially not with her being in heat.  If memory served him correctly, they had a maximum of thirty minutes before their natures forced them to couple again.

      Even as the thought occurred to him, the potent aroma of her heat infiltrated his senses.  It had barely been five minutes since the first time.  Yet the scent was strong enough to reach him while there was more than half of the lobby and a closed door between them. Rosco’s naturally keen sense of smell was amplified.

      With his nose leading the way, his feet moved in the direction of the reception desk.  Skirting the furniture, he pushed the door open without knocking.  It was good that it was unlocked because he would’ve certainly torn it from the hinges if it had been.

      His quick scan of the neat living room area was only in furtherance of his quest to get to DK.  When he didn’t see her, he stalked through the space to the next closed door.  This one opened into a bedroom.  DK stood on the opposite side of the bed framed in the doorway leading to a bathroom.

      She’d shed the torn remnants of her clothing and was standing there bare.  Her eyes were glossy, and her legs were squeezed tightly as if she were trying to hold herself together.  The fragrant scent of her heat filled the room making Rosco’s mouth water.  Desire to taste her sweet nectar was nearly overwhelming.  It was only surpassed by the drive to once again plant his cock in her velvet walls.

      Stepping over the threshold, he ripped his shirt off over his head in one move.  The rest of his clothing landed along the path he took to get to her on the other side of the room.  When he was almost close enough to touch her, she held up a hand as if to stop him.

      “Um... Wait.  Please.  I don’t know what’s going on.  This isn’t normal.  The way I feel.  This can’t be right.”

      Her words were a plaintive cry for understanding, but Rosco knew the only thing which would help her, help him, was for them to continue with the heat mating.  There was no other way around it.  Closing more of the gap between them, he stopped when her outstretched hand was pressed against his bare chest.  At the contact, her eyes closed and her nostrils flared as she inhaled deeply.

      “What is wrong with me?  This can’t be right.”

      This time, when she spoke directly into his mind, Rosco didn’t balk.  Instead, he clasped her hand in his, moved it to the side and eliminated the final sliver of space separating them.

      “There is nothing wrong with you.  You’re in heat.”

      “What?!  That’s not possible.  I’m barren.”

      DK’s assertion was followed by a moan.  The heat would soon become painful, if they didn’t do something about it.

      “I don’t know who lied to you, mate.  But you are in heat.”

      “But they said...I thought...”

      “Shh...It doesn’t matter what they said.  I am telling you what is real.”

      Touching her more gently than he wanted, Rosco battled to hold back in the face of her confusion.  DK was a full grown she-wolf, but she appeared genuinely confused about the things going on with her body.  Sliding his other hand up her arm, he ghosted his fingertips over the mating mark he’d placed on her shoulder.  It was already beginning to fade.

      Continuing, he wrapped his fingers around the back of her neck while using his thumb to tilt her head upward to his.  Lust clouded her eyes keeping her lashes lowered halfway.  Her breath came out in short pants through her full lips drawing his attention to them, making him wonder how they tasted.  The appearance of her tongue wetting them broke his restraint.

      Cradling the back of her head, he lifted her higher, capturing the enticing pillows and delving his tongue inside her mouth.  One taste wasn’t enough, he needed more.  His eager mate appeared to have the same issue.  Gripping his shoulders, she flung herself against him, wrapping her legs around his waist.

      A low rumbling growl vibrated from his chest as he latched onto the rounded globes of her ass, guiding her as he glided his length between her folds.  Their first coupling against the wall didn’t afford him the best view of her plush body.  This time, Rosco wouldn’t be denied.

      With two long strides they were next to the bed.  DK squirmed in his arms, gyrating her hips, rubbing her pussy on his stomach leaving a trail of her heat scent—marking him in a different way.  As much as he was enjoying her mouth, driving his cock into her tight core was an imperative.  Disentangling her limbs, he dropped her onto the bed.

      “On your knees.”

      She’d barely scrambled into position before he grasped her hips, lined his cock up with her dripping center and surged inside.  Slamming his eyes closed for a moment, he savored the slick warmth engulfing his thickness.  Her snug walls stretched to accommodate him, but they also seemed to undulate around his length.  It was as if her pussy was milking his cock for his seed.  He was seated fully within her walls, but he remained still.

      “Fuck...Mate.”  Unable to form words with his mouth, Rosco went back to using their link.

      “Please.  Please, wolf.  Please fuck me.  I ache.  I ache so much.”

      “Don
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