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Chapter One 
 
   She couldn’t do this anymore. Couldn’t and fucking well wouldn’t.
 
   “Get the hell out, or I’m calling the cops.”
 
   Raising her chin, Ashlee Bishop faced down the group of men in her bar and levelled a cold stare at their leader. Her voice was cold and hard, far from her usual welcoming tone for the patrons of Bishop’s bar, but these weren’t customers. They were parasites, and they’d chased all her customers away. Every last frigging one. They weren’t taking her business as well. 
 
   The man in the front of the group tutted, a small smile on his face as he sauntered toward her. Her eyes narrowed but she held her ground. Showing weakness to Isaac Roth was like waving a red flag at a bull. Not. A. Good. Idea.
 
   “Ashlee, Ashlee, Ashlee. I’m disappointed in you. Such language from a lady.”
 
   She snorted, hiding her fear behind amusement. “Whoever told you I was a lady, Roth? I’m a bitch through and through, as you’re about to find out, if you don’t fuck off and take your little buddies with you.”
 
   Roth paused a step away, tilting his head as he looked down at her. Down. Yeah, she was used to that too. She was midget sized, just grazing over five foot, which meant everyone was taller than she was. So if he thought the looming act was going to work, he was severely mistaken. With fucking bells on. 
 
   “Well, you’d better be a lady. Because if you’re not a lady…” His voice was low and pleasant, but she didn’t miss the threat hidden in the silky tones or the lust flaring in his eyes as he swept a look over her body. “Now be reasonable. I’ve offered you a good deal for our protection. I suggest you take it; you won’t get a better one.”
 
   Be reasonable? With his bully boys in her bar and him practically dry humping her damn leg? Ashlee used anger to tramp down the panic rising within her. Trouble was, with anger came the inability to keep her mouth shut, or to engage common sense before she opened it. 
 
   “A better offer? So let me get this straight. You want money to protect me and my bar? From what exactly? This area was nice and quiet before you and your little gang of assholes came along. So you want me to pay you…for what? To fuck off?”
 
   Roth’s brows snapped together, anger curling through the lust still dark in his eyes. 
 
   “Now you’re just being unpleasant, my dear.” He stepped forward, backing her up against the bar. He reached out and placed a hand either side of her shoulders on the polished wood, trapping her in the cage of his arms. “I told you…no payment. If you agree to my terms.”
 
   He was so close that she could feel the heat of his body beating through her work shirt. The scent of his cologne wound around her. Woodsy with a citrus overtone and warmed by the heat of his skin, it would have been seductive if she were in the least attracted to him. Being threatened tended to turn her off a guy. Big time. 
 
   She arched an eyebrow. “So, to get this straight. I pay for protection or I fuck you for protection? There’s a word for that, and it ain’t a pretty one. Now, I’m not asking this time. I’m telling. Get out of my bar and take your little friends with you.”
 
   Roth’s lips compressed at her crude language, but she didn’t care. All she cared about was getting him and his crew out of her bar. Then she could barricade herself in her office and give into the fear and panic racing through her body. 
 
   Roth sighed and lifted a hand to stroke his fingertips down her cheek. “Fight all you like, my lady. This will happen. I want you.”
 
   She looked up to glare right into his face, refusing to be cowed. He wanted her in his bed so she was fairly sure he wouldn’t hurt her. Not seriously anyway. She suppressed a shiver. Despite the dark expression, he was good looking in a model sort of way. He dressed like he’d stepped right out of a GQ spread. Bastard. 
 
   Why couldn’t she attract a nice guy who looked like this? In her experience nice guys just didn’t look like this. Perhaps the level of attractiveness was directly proportional to the level of asshole-ishness? 
 
   “Didn’t you know? ‘I want’ doesn’t get jack-squat.”
 
   He moved his head and the overhead lit a flash of colour at his hairline. Her brows creased. He had dark-brown hair but it was dyed, the roots starting to show through. Bright pink roots. Ashlee had gone through a phase of dying her own mousy hair bright red, with all the touch-ups and salon visits required, but usually the bright colour was the one growing out. She blinked, fear dancing down her spine in hobnail boots. There was only one race that had hair that colour. 
 
   Pixies. 
 
   Isaac Roth was a pixie. One of the most bloodthirsty and ruthless of the paranormal races. 
 
   The fear and panic in her system reached critical level, and she knew she was seconds away from losing it completely. Like completely freaking out, hysterical sort of losing it. Which would do her absolutely no good whatsoever. Just thinking it allowed her to channel her inner bitch and she shrugged, twisting her wrist. 
 
   A quick movement released the thin blade sheathed on her forearm under the shirt and dropped it into her hand. She tapped the razor-sharp edge against Roth’s pant leg, right over his femoral artery. 
 
   His eyes widened. Surprise and something else—admiration maybe?—shone in his gaze. Inclining his head, he stepped back out of range of her knife. 
 
   “Oh, I always get what I want, sweetheart, make no mistake about that. But it was crass of me to press my suit; I’ll give you some time to consider my offer.”
 
   With that he turned, signalling to his men, and they left her alone in the bar. Alone and shaking like a damn leaf.
 
   She stumbled a little as she made her way over to the front door, throwing the bolts and pulling the blinds down before Roth could change his mind and charge back in. One dose was more than enough in a day. She leaned against the wall by the door and closed her eyes. Hot tears prickled under her lids, trying to escape and leak down her cheeks. No way. Not happening. She wasn’t going to cry. She was a damn Bishop for heaven’s sake, and her dad hadn’t brought up a weak-willed daughter. 
 
   The thought of her dad put steel in her spine, and she straightened up. Roth wanted to play silly fuckers, did he? She could play games too. Now that she knew what sort of thing she was dealing with, she had a better idea of what measure she needed to take. 
 
   Marching through the bar, she headed for her office. Office? Ha! Closet might be a better description. Tucked away between the main bar and the kitchens, it was a tiny little affair barely big enough for a desk and the tattered couch tucked away under a small window. Set high in the wall, it looked onto the alleyway outside and was heavily barred and warded against magical attack. Her dad had been a forward thinker when it came to the paranormal races. 
 
   Striding into the room, she skirted the desk and dropped into the chair behind it to yank the top drawer open. It stuck, as usual, so she swore and put more muscle behind it. It gave with a clink, almost dumping the contents into her lap. 
 
   It was full of junk. Pens, paperclips, duct tape. You name it, it usually ended up in this drawer. Like it was some sort of magnet for random crap. Pursing her lips she rifled through the contents. Where was it? She’d seen it just the other day…
 
   Her fingers closed on the edge of a card and she dragged it out with a cry of triumph. Battered and dog-eared, it had obviously been lurking in the drawer for a while. There was even a coffee-ring stain across it, proof that it had spent some time on the surface of the desk as well. Her lips moved as she read the words on the front. 
 
   Paranormal Protection Agency. 
 
   Just a name and a number. That was it. No catchy tagline or web address. No customer recommendations. Nothing. Holding her breath and praying that it still worked, she reached out and dialled the number. To her surprise, it was answered within three rings. 
 
   “Good evening. This is the PPA. How can I help you?”
 
   “Oh, thank God. I didn’t know if you’d still be open,” she gabbled in relief. “Help me, yes please. I have a pixie problem…”
 
   * * *
 
   How do I look Zane, darling? Good enough to eat?
 
   Zane Holder’s jaw worked as he strode down the street, hands jammed in his pockets, the thick coat proof against the chill of the night. Winter had set in with a vengeance just before Christmas, and according to the weather reports it didn’t look like it planned to ease its grip much before March. Now he was slogging through it instead of the swanky soiree he was supposed to be at. 
 
   He didn’t care. He’d run buck-naked through the snow rather than go back to guarding Charlene ‘I’m so fucking irresistible’ Morris. The tall supermodel might have been the universal epitome of beauty, but her personality and attitude left a lot to be desired. She was, bluntly put, a spoilt brat. One who had cottoned onto Zane as soon as he’d been assigned to her close protection team, deciding that the best way to keep her youth and beauty—her two obsessions—was to get him to bite her and turn her into the same sort of creature he was.
 
   Because Zane was a werewolf, an alpha werewolf. Admittedly one without a pack, but still, the power of the wolf ran through his veins unchecked, his feral nature evident for anyone who knew what they were looking for. Which made him a very good bodyguard but a bad babysitter, particularly for a spoilt human child barely out of her teens. Especially when said human child decided to try her fledging sensuality on him and, when it didn’t work, pouted and threw a tantrum. Told him that she owned him and he had to do exactly what she wanted. Up to and including biting and fucking her. Not necessarily in that order.
 
   “Get me off this case,” he’d warned his boss, Eloise. “Because if she touches my cock one more time…” Just the memory made him shudder. “I won’t be responsible for my actions. I swear by the moon, I’ll rip her fucking throat out. I’m a bodyguard, not a fucking gigolo.”
 
   “Whoa, calm down, big boy.” 
 
   As usual, Eloise’s soothing voice had brought him back to his senses. She had that effect on all the paranormals who worked for her. Given that she was human, Zane had never figured out how she did it. Mind you, a lot of the good behaviour could have been the fact that Eloise was all loved up with Cal and Gran, two bad-ass Gargoyles who could have given the Kray brothers a run for their money in the scary-as-fuck stakes. 
 
   “Just finish out the shift for me and I’ll put Stone and Claus on the case instead, okay?” 
 
   He’d grunted at that. Both men were top level operatives with the agency, like him. Stone was another wolf, whereas Claus was some kind of elf, a winter one or something. Zane didn’t know, didn’t much care. Both men were hard as fuck, and ones Zane would always pick to watch his back in any kind of situation. The fact that both were loved up to the eyeballs was only going to help them dealing with Spoilt Bitch Morris. He grinned. He’d really like to be a fly on the wall for that sulk.
 
   “Sounds good. Thanks.”
 
   “Don’t worry about it. Err, there is one thing though. I’ll need you to take on Stone’s job instead. Let me give you the details…”
 
   She had, and Zane had duly noted them. Protection work. A gang of heavies headed up by a pixie of all things was hassling a bar owner downtown, and the woman had called the agency for help. Zane grinned and clenched his fists. 
 
   Being honest, he’d have taken on the job whatever it was, anything to get out of the Morris job, but the chance of pounding on some pixies made him a happy little clam indeed. Vicious bastards, the lot of them. They’d once gotten hold of Zane’s younger cousin just after the lad had gone through conversion. Damn near crippled him. The pack had avenged the attack of course, but Zane had been out of the country on military service, so he was still waiting for his bit of payback. 
 
   So instead of heading east across the city to get home, he was walking along snow covered streets downtown. Pulling his hand from his pocket, he looked again at the scrap of paper in it. 
 
   Bishop’s. 1001-1012 North Street.
 
   He knew the place, used to pass it on the way home from work before he’d moved. It was known to be anti-paranormal, so he’d always avoided it. Until now. 
 
   Turning the last corner, he paused for a moment. Bishop’s was across from him, the windows dark and the blinds drawn. Back in the day they’d been red and faded, the whole aura of the place slightly dilapidated and seedy. Now the blinds were new, all dark green and crisp. The paint on the windows had been touched up as well, and the sign above the window had been re-painted. All in all, it looked smarter. Up and coming—
 
   Zane frowned as a scent wafted past him. Lifting his head, he took a deep breath, rolling the air over his tongue and into the back of his mouth like some kind of upper-class wine taster. 
 
   Fear. No, terror. And blood. A woman’s blood. 
 
   A growl rumbled in the back of his throat, the wolf within fighting to be free. Shoving the piece of paper back into his pocket, he set off across the road at a run and followed the scent down the alley by the building. 
 
   Somewhere a woman was being terrified. Being hurt. 
 
   And that just wasn’t happening. Not on his watch.
 
   


Chapter Two 
 
   “Mr. Roth said this might help you make up your mind.”
 
   Ashlee screamed in rage, frustration and yes, maybe a little fear, as one of Roth’s goons swung a hammer back. Held between two others, she couldn’t do anything but watch as the hammer swung down, slamming into and then through one of the bar tables. The old wood, lovingly polished over the years, gave under the brutal treatment. The loud crack as the top spilt and the legs collapsed inward felt like a cry of agony to her heart. 
 
   The goon grinned as he turned to the next one and lifted the hammer. Tears flowed down Ashlee’s cheeks, mingling with the blood from her cut lip as she watched him. He was going to trash them all. Her father’s tables. The ones that had been in the bar since she was a child. When she’d renovated they were the only thing she’d kept, loving their scarred surfaces. Surfaces that told stories, surfaces full of history. 
 
   Now this bastard was killing them, destroying history. Her history.
 
   “Mr. Roth can go to fucking hell!” 
 
   She winced as the hammer slammed down again. Fighting like a wildcat, she tried to get free but the other two had her in a hard grip. Since she’d dropped two of them before they got control of her—one with a baseball bat to the ass and the second with a knee to the groin—she didn’t blame them for not taking any chances. 
 
   If she got free and got to the knife they’d ripped from her hand and thrown under one of the busted tables, she was going to freaking gut them. Hell, she might not even bother with the knife and just go postal with a damn table leg. 
 
   “Let me go!”
 
   At first she thought the growl was from her own throat. A sound of pure rage and frustration as she bucked and twisted, her guards hard pressed to keep a hold of her. Her shirt bunched and rose, exposing her stomach as she tried to wrench herself free. But the sound didn’t stop when she did. 
 
   Instead, it got louder and turned into a snarl. 
 
   Then all hell broke loose. 
 
   Something barrelled into the bar from the kitchens. Something big and furry. The bar erupted into shouts and gunfire, Roth’s goons pulling weapons as they were attacked. Ashlee didn’t bother to waste time screaming as the men either side of her dropped their hold. Instead she twisted and slammed a knee hard to the stomach of the guy to her right as he levelled a pistol at whatever it was. 
 
   The goon dropped to the floor with an ‘oomph’ and she stomped all over his back as she went for her knife. A scream and another of Roth’s men flew through the air to land on the remains of the table before she got to it. The wood shattered, leaving the guy lying there groaning softly as he bled. All over her nice clean floor. 
 
   “Son of a bitch, go bleed someplace else,” she grumbled, giving up on recovering her knife from under him and just grabbing a chair leg instead. Her ballet flats slipped and slid, not giving her quite the traction she needed as she scrambled to her feet.
 
   Holding the leg like a club she turned around, and her eyes widened. It was pandemonium. In the centre of the room, Roth’s men were fighting with…her heart dropped a beat. Oh fuck, as if her day couldn’t get any worse. Now she had a frigging werewolf in her bar. 
 
   One of Roth’s men lunged for her, anger and determination in his eyes, as though he hadn’t gotten the memo that his mates were being tossed about like toys behind him. 
 
   “Not a chance, sunshine.” 
 
   Stepping to the side, she swung and clocked him right in the middle of the forehead. He dropped like a stone. Bright blue roots assured her that he was a pixie in disguise and wouldn’t take any permanent damage from her blow. Her dad had said that those guys could get hit by a freight train and still walk away. 
 
   Still, she had to spare a glance to make sure he was breathing and took her eye off the fight in the middle of the room for a second. Bad idea, as she found out when she turned around to find another man flying toward her. Sideways. 
 
   Time slowed. Her blink felt like an eternity as she watched the unconscious man sail through the air. Her muscles bunched as she tried to dive to the side, her heart punching adrenalin through her system, but she knew she was too late. 
 
   A short cry left her lips, cut off as the man crashed into her and they both went down in a tangle of limbs. Pain flared all over her body as her breath was knocked from her in a hard rush. Her head hit the floor hard and blackness rushed up, but she fought it back. No way was she passing out, not at a time like this. 
 
   Now she just had to convince her body of that. 
 
   *
 
   “NO!” 
 
   Zane bellowed as he flung the last asshole and realised a second too late that the girl was right in the way. Instinct kicked in and he dove across the short space, using the heavy claws of his half form to dig into the wooden floor and propel him along faster. Dropping to his knees, he slid the last couple of feet and ripped the guy off her, flinging him to the side. 
 
   “Fuck fuck fuck fuck!” His voice emerged as a growly rasp, his vocal chords not entirely human in this form. He leaned over her, trying to check that she was breathing. “Don’t be dead. Please don’t be dead. Eloise will so kill me if you’re dead.”
 
   His heart stuttered with relief as her lids opened and she looked at him with clear, deep brown eyes. 
 
   “Oh, thank God for tha—Owww! What the fuck?”
 
   Pain exploded over the side of his head, just below one pointed ear, as she clobbered him with the chair leg still firmly gripped in one hand. 
 
   “Come into my bar, would you?” 
 
   She didn’t give up with just one hit, dinging him around the ear again and again as she scrambled to her feet, shouting all the way. 
 
   “Start ripping up my floors, break mirrors by throwing people at them? Throwing people at people? How about me? Huh? I suppose you wanna throw me at something as well?”
 
   Zane backed up, trying to shield his head and abused ear from the mad-woman. In all his years he’d never had a human actually attack him. Most either passed out, or ran off screaming. They didn’t follow him as he tried to escape, hitting him with the damn furniture.
 
   A snarl of frustration escaped his lips as she lifted the wooden club again. As she brought it down, he moved, grabbing it and her wrist in one massive paw. 
 
   “Stop it,” he snarled, muzzle inches from her face. 
 
   She stopped, her eyes rolling from his grasp on her wrist, fingers topped with lethal, razor sharp claws, to the equally razor sharp teeth revealed by his curled back lips. The blood drained from her face and fear poured off her skin as she obviously realised the dangerous situation she’d gotten herself in. There were no reports of humans attacking wolves for one very good reason. Those that tried didn’t tend to survive. 
 
   Her legs started to shake, her eyes lost focus. Zane swore again. 
 
   “Oh no, don’t you—”
 
   His words were too late. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she sagged, hanging like a broken marionette from his grip on her wrist. 
 
   “—pass out on me.”
 
   He gathered her into his arms as gently as he could, tramping through the ruined bar into the corridor, ducking his head automatically as he did so. His half-form was nearly seven foot of lean, mean fury killing machine. He’d learnt to duck early. It was that or a permanent migraine from clouting himself across the head. 
 
   There was an office around here. He’d seen it as he charged through to rescue her. He grumbled deep in his throat as he was forced to squeeze through a narrow door to find himself in a room no bigger than a damn coffin. If that beating was the thanks he got for rescuing a woman, he was done being a knight in shining armour. She could rescue her damn self in future. Ungrateful cow. 
 
   Resisting the urge to just dump her on the little sofa in the corner of the room, he laid her down as gently as he could and stood back. She had a cut lip, but he didn’t think she’d banged her head. Just passed out when she realised she was in a world of crap. He didn’t blame her. If he’d just clobbered a werewolf around the head multiple times, he’d pass out as well. Or run like fuck. Yeah, running like fuck seemed like a way better option.
 
   She should come around soon, he reassured himself, hunkering down on powerful hind legs to lay a big hand over her chest. She was breathing…just looked like she was asleep, her lashes fluttering against pale cheeks. And just like that he was caught, unable to look away.
 
   She was beautiful. Tiny, really tiny, and packed with luscious curves he wanted to explore with his hands and lips. Dark hair curled riotously around her face and flowed down her back, strands escaping to frame delicate features that had sparked with intelligence and stubbornness when she was awake. Large dark eyes over a button nose, with a full, plump pair of lips underneath. Lips that even now called to the man in him, begged to be kissed…plundered…ravished. 
 
   He leaned forward to do just that before he remembered he was still in his half form and not able to kiss her. But before he got there her eyes snapped open and fixed on him. She gasped, lifting her arm… Fucking hell, she still had the damn chair leg. Zane scuttled back, lifting his arm to ward off the blow he knew was coming when the strangest thing happened. 
 
   His wolf receded. He yelped as bones popped and cracked, muscles twisted and skin swallowed fur. The creature gave up its claim on his flesh and bones, disappearing back within faster and easier than it had ever done before.
 
   Leaving him stark-bollock naked in the middle of the floor. 
 
   Great. Just fucking great.
 
   “Who the hell are you?” she demanded, jumping off the couch in a heartbeat and backing up. The chair leg was still raised as Zane stared at her in dumb shock. 
 
   “How did you do that?” 
 
   She’d called his wolf, sending the creature packing right out from under him. Something she shouldn’t be able to do. Something no one should be able to do…he was a damn alpha. No-one should be able to do that to him.
 
   


Chapter Three 
 
   The end of the chair leg wavered as Ashlee frowned. “Do what?”
 
   There was a naked man in the middle of her office. Correction, there was a werewolf in the middle of her office, one currently wearing his human form. Without any clothes on, it amounted to pretty much the same thing.
 
   She lowered the chair leg since he didn’t appear to be in imminent danger of attacking her again. Not that he’d actually attacked her in the first place. Just thrown a pixie and she’d gotten in the way. Then she’d hit him with her chair leg. 
 
   Ignoring his general level of nakedness, she studied his face and gasped at the blood trickling from a cut on the side of his head. 
 
   “Oh my God, did I do that?” 
 
   Dropping the make-shift club, she rushed to his side and grabbed his chin to tilt his head up. The cut was messy, but to her relief not too deep. 
 
   “Errmmm, yeah, I guess.” 
 
   His voice was a deep rumble that reached all the way down to her toes. She ignored it as she turned his head this way and that to get a better look at the wound. Damn, she shouldn’t have hit him so hard. 
 
   “It should have healed when I shifted.” He lifted a hand to touch his head then looked at his blood-covered fingers in confusion. “It usually does.”
 
   “Don’t touch it!” she ordered, slapping his hand away when he went to probe the wound again. “God knows what germs you have on your fingers. Sit on the couch, and for heaven’s sake, cover yourself up.”
 
   Bustling away, she ignored the sleek, smooth skin and heavy muscles in favour of heading out into the kitchen to find the first aid kit. The room was darkened, just the dim night lights on. Shivering at the chill gust of wind from the open back door, she hurried to close it and on the way back almost tripped over a pile of clothes in the middle of the floor. They had to be his. 
 
   Gathering them up, she grabbed the first aid kit from the wall beside the door and headed back into the office. He was seated on the couch now, using a cushion to conceal his modesty, so she risked a quick glance over him as she set the first aid kit down.
 
   God, the guy was sex on a stick. Tall and broad-shouldered with defined and heavily toned muscles she wanted to stroke, tracing their lines and patterns with her fingertips and tongue. Then she got to his face and her heart stuttered. 
 
   Shoulder-length sandy hair flowed over his shoulders, framing a face that could have belonged to an angel. With cut cheekbones, a straight nose and hard jaw, he had deep, aquamarine eyes that sparked with intelligence as he watched her rifle in the medical case and hold up an…eye patch. 
 
   One eyebrow arched and she swore, dropping the patch like she’d been burnt, and grabbed a pair of gloves. Last thing she needed was a Lycan infection. Turning furry once a month would really put a crimp in her plans and that was before they took her food hygiene certificates off her for being infected. Not happening.
 
   “Hold still, let me clean this. Then you can get dressed. I found your clothes in the kitchen. Then you can tell me what the hell you were doing in my bar.”
 
   “What, other than saving your ass you mean?” He snorted then winced as she scrubbed at the cut on the side of his head. She had to lean forward to do so and his scent rolled around her, driving deep into her lungs with each breath and sending a shiver through her blood. “Hey! A little more care please. You’re not scrubbing a floor, you know?”
 
   She shot him a look, reminded of the deep gouges he’d left with his claws in her floor, but gentled her movements. Her voice was softer when she replied. 
 
   “Thank you. If you hadn’t turned up when you did, they’d have done far more damage. I didn’t expect Roth to push the point quite so quickly, or I’d have arranged for cover tonight.”
 
   She dropped the used medical wipes into a sealable baggie, then stripped off her medical gloves and dropped them in afterward. 
 
   “There. All done. And it’s stopped bleeding already. You guys heal quickly.”
 
   He smiled up at her and she stopped breathing for a second. The expression took him from merely good looking right through to devastating. The sort of smile that would charm the panties right off any red-blooded woman caught in his sights. 
 
   “Thank you. It…feels good. I’m Zane, by the way.”
 
   “Ashlee.”
 
   And just like that, the mood between them changed. The low level charge and awareness that had been simmering under the surface rose, coming to the boil as he held her gaze. 
 
   “You commanded my wolf, Ashlee. How did you do that? You smell human.” 
 
   Before she registered him moving, his hand was in her hair, fingers driving through her curls to massage the nape of her next. Her eyes widened as he pulled her toward him slowly, the strength in his hand and arm restrained but obvious. He could break her in half without breaking a sweat, but his touch was so gentle, soft, and the expression on his face open. He wouldn’t hurt her. She knew that without asking, the knowledge rising up from the depths of her soul. 
 
   Even in his wolf form he hadn’t hurt her, despite the fact she’d hit him around the head with a bit of wood. What about the ravening beasts in her father’s tales? Stories of men with hair-trigger tempers who turned at the drop of a hat into murderous wolves capable of killing anyone and anything—men, women or children—to satisfy their blood lust. 
 
   Tension rose between them, matching the heat humming through her veins. She took a shuddering breath and bit back her moan. He smelled so good. No fancy cologne for him. Just the scent of soap and clean man. 
 
   His thighs parted to let her slide and kneel between them, her smaller body protected by his all around her. She squeaked, a soft exhalation as he pulled her off balance, her hands out to catch herself against his chest. A chest that was a solid expanse of muscle covered in smooth satin skin. 
 
   “Human, yes…” Her mouth moved but she didn’t have any control of the words that fell from her lips. His nearness, the solid strength and promise of his body wrapped around her, was playing havoc with her senses. Her ability to think, to frame a coherent sentence, disappeared completely as he tilted her head up and looked down into her face.
 
   “You smell too good to be human,” he whispered, his deep voice torn with longing. Duty and desire warred in his eyes. “Way too good. Are you sure you’re not part wolf?”
 
   She shook her head as his lips descended toward hers. She shouldn’t be doing this, shouldn’t be here…shouldn’t let him kiss her. But she couldn’t move. Every cell in her body tightened in anticipation. He had to kiss her. She needed to feel his lips on hers.
 
   “You’re gorgeous.”
 
   His mouth crashed down over hers. Claiming and possessing with a heat and determination that she had no defences against. He groaned against her and tilted his head as he sought to deepen the kiss. His tongue slid along the seam between her lips, and she opened automatically. Allowed him entrance to the softest recesses of her mouth. He didn’t waste time. 
 
   His tongue sought hers, stroked along and wound around it as he teased her and dominated her by turns with just his mouth. She shivered, excitement racing through her veins in a heavy throb that held her in thrall. Her body tightened, heat tracing a web from the top of her head right down to her toes to hold her captive. 
 
   He thrust and withdrew his tongue, chuckling as he teased her, but she couldn’t summon any anger. Not when her breasts ached, heavy and needy, and her pussy clenched, liquid need dampening her panties.
 
   He dragged a sharp breath in and growled. Normally it was a sound she associated with aggression, but not this time. This growl was all about need, heat and sex. Sliding his free hand around her waist, he hauled her up into his lap, the movement dislodging the cushion there. 
 
   She whimpered in protest as he pulled away for a second to part her legs either side of his hips. Then he was back, plundering her lips, his hands in her hair to hold her in place for his mouth. Excitement tightened her stomach as she settled down, feeling the hard bar of his cock between her legs, pressed against where she needed him the most. 
 
   Frustration rolled through her. He was gloriously naked, and here she was still fully clothed. His hand, large and strong, closed on her breast over her shirt, and she forgot to breath, the sensation almost overwhelming her. 
 
   His chuckles were gone as he ground her down over his cock, the rigid hardness pressing against her clit to send sparks of pleasure spiralling through her. He followed it up with a quick tweak to her nipple, the pleasure-pain rolling through her system like wildfire. She gasped against his lips, the sound lost in his mouth as he drew her tongue in and sucked on it. 
 
   She needed him, had to have him. There was nothing else for it. Her entire body quaked with the need to feel his skin sliding against hers…to feel that thick cock sliding deep inside her, filling her, stretching her…
 
   The sharp jingle of a cell-phone going off made her jump. Zane cursed and dragged his lips from hers, breathing heavily as he reached for the clothes she’d dumped on the couch next to him. 
 
   Dazed, she watched as he dug out the ringing cell, flipped it open and growled. “Holder.”
 
   Now that he wasn’t kissing her, sense returned like a speeding bullet. A chill rolled down her spine, chasing all the feely-good stuff away as she realised she was seated on a naked werewolf’s lap, dry humping him with her shirt half open. God alone knew what would have happened if she’d been wearing a skirt. No, correction, she knew exactly what would have happened. A few more seconds, her panties would have been history and he’d have been balls deep inside her. 
 
   Her pussy clenched hard, her cheeks flaming in response. God, what kind of a slut was she? She didn’t do this, not with men she’d just met. And definitely not with men who weren’t even human.
 
   “Reinforcements are on their way to get things cleaned up.”
 
   Snapping the phone shut, he watched her as she did up her blouse with trembling fingers. He didn’t bother to cover himself, his cock standing thick and proud against his stomach as if to proclaim his masculinity. 
 
   She looked away, her cheeks burning even more as a whimper tried to escape, but she locked it down. He wasn’t just big, he was huge. And heaven help her, she wanted some of that cock. 
 
   “We still have a little time. Come back here, sweet thing.”
 
   “Nu-uh, no can do.” 
 
   She shook her head and redoubled her efforts to do up her shirt, but the last button was turning out to be a total bitch, slipping and sliding under her fingers. She flicked a glance at him, all smugness on the couch. 
 
   “You’re a werewolf. I don’t do wolves.”
 
   


Chapter Four 
 
   She didn’t do wolves. 
 
   Three days later Zane could still hear the contempt ringing in Ashlee’s voice as she dropped her coup-de-grâce. Didn’t. Do. Wolves. Fuck that then, he didn’t do snotty humans who couldn’t get over the fact that theirs wasn’t the dominant species on the planet anymore. 
 
   But hot damn could the woman kiss. 
 
   The growl tumbled from his throat before he could stop it, his breath visible on the cold air as he breathed out. Standing in the small recess that the door of the bar provided against the elements, he took a drag on the cigarette in his hand, his eyes almost crossing as he watched the cherry end light up. 
 
   The air that streamed into his lungs was clear. He’d never smoked so it was fake, an electronic cigarette without an insert. Just a prop. One that gave him a reason to be out here and survey the area without being too obvious. 
 
   Right not though, he didn’t care about obvious. These pixie bastards had attacked a defenceless woman—he put aside the fact that she’d damn near battered him to insensibility with a chair leg and called his wolf—so they were going to pay. Painfully. And he and his team were going to be the ones to hand their asses to them. On a plate.
 
   His cell jingled in his pocket, the jaunty tune reminding him of the kiss in the office it had interrupted. Fucking thing. Just a few moments more and he’d have had her under him and the cell could have gotten screwed. 
 
   Despite Ms. I Don’t Do Wolves assertions, she’d been hot for him when he’d had her in his arms. Her passion ran deep under that pretty little face and human body. It called out to him to mine for it and tap into what he knew was a deep seam, then impale her on his cock and take her to heaven and back. 
 
   He shuddered as he pulled the phone from his pocket, dick springing to life again. He’d only just got the fucker to go down after coming out here. Thoughts of Ashlee were not helping. 
 
   “Holder,” he growled, his voice more animal than human as he held the phone to his ear. 
 
   The conversation was short and sweet. Zane’s brow furrowed as he flipped the thing shut a minute later. When Ashlee had called the Agency in, she hadn’t just gotten him and his team to stand guard over the bar. Eloise had also thrown in dealing with the threat completely, something Zane was all in favour of. No point in a quick fix if the problem was going to come back when he and his team left. No, they needed to cut the head off the snake so it couldn’t come slithering back. 
 
   But so far none of the teams sent out to find Roth and his gang of bully boys had had any luck. Not a trace of them at all. It was like they’d disappeared off the face of the earth. Or into a pixie barrow. Zane sighed. If they had a barrow, then the chances of the Agency finding it were zero. A part of Faery attached to the human world, barrows couldn’t be tracked unless they wanted to be, and most of the time they were fiercely loyal to their pixie packs. 
 
   Flicking the cigarette off, he pocketed it. Time to go back inside. If he stood leaning against the bar, perhaps he could conceal the state of his body until the damn hard-on went down. As soon as he thought it, he knew it wasn’t happening. Once he got back inside, Ashlee would be there, and then his control over his wayward cock was gone. Completely gone. The damn thing was like a puppy where she was concerned. Up and begging for fucking attention all the freaking time.
 
   A prickle of awareness lifted all the hairs on the back of his neck and stopped him mid-turn. Lifting his head, he directed a hard gaze at the dark alley opposite the bar. His eyes narrowed. He was being watched from the darkness within, but even his preternatural senses couldn’t penetrate the shadows nor the stink of the un-emptied dumpsters to pick out either visual or scent. 
 
   Didn’t matter though. There was only one person who would be having Bishop’s watched. Roth. 
 
   “Come and get us, you bastard,” he growled softly, flicking a mocking salute at the darkness as he turned and walked back inside. 
 
   When he pushed open the door, warmth and noise wrapped around him like a blanket. The bar was full, happy customers chatting and having a good time while the small dance floor in one corner was packed. Too intent on their own evening’s pleasure, no one bothered with his ‘arrival’ apart from Ashlee, who had shot a concerned look at the door as soon as it opened. Recognition and relief flowed over her face as she saw him, and maybe something else as well. Pleasure? Zane grumbled in the back of his throat. No way was Ms. Too Good for a Wolf pleased to see him for him. No, she’d be more pleased to see that the protection she’d paid for was worth the money. 
 
   Bringing his mind back to work, he scanned the room for his team. Pride filtered through his big frame as he found Trent stationed on the other side of the room, exactly where Zane had ordered him to stand earlier. The big guy looked just like a statute. If the half-gargoyle had moved a muscle, Zane would be surprised. The only hint of movement was his eyes, constantly aware and watching the room. 
 
   Nodding in approval, he looked on to find another member of his team, Destiny, helping Ashlee out behind the bar. The two women were the same height, both tiny. Where Ashlee had curves to tempt a saint, Destiny was slender and so delicate it appeared that a stray breeze would be enough to snap her. 
 
   Nothing could be further from the truth. The hints of green in her ice-blonde hair weren’t artistic streaks. The tiny woman was a dryad, one with a chilling habit of wrapping any available wood around her opponents, idiots that pissed her off, or people who dared to talk to her before her morning coffee. The bonds then turned into living coffins that crushed them to death. To say that she wasn’t a morning person was an understatement. Zane couldn’t think of anyone better to station in a room with so much wood. One hint of trouble and Destiny could have all of their pixie friends boxed and dealt with in seconds. 
 
   He worked his way through the crowd, ignoring Ashlee’s little wave to head towards the back of the room. The last members of his team were out in the back alley, guarding it from another attack. If Trent and Destiny were bad-ass, then these two were totally off the scale and heading over the never fuck with horizon. 
 
   Baron and Duke were inseparable. Twin dragon-shifters, they did everything together. Lived together, worked together. Some said they even shared their women. As far as Zane knew, they had never actually pulled that off, since one or both always managed to say something to get them slapped within seconds. And that was just the women they didn’t scare off in the first place.
 
   He didn’t get to the kitchens. Instead, a feminine voice called out, and Ashlee tumbled into the corridor after him. Instantly all his male instincts roared into life as he reached out to stop her from falling on her face. His wolf howled with need as her soft body pressed against his. It wanted her, wanted the woman that could control it, his animal and human sides in perfect accord as his body reacted predictably to her nearness. 
 
   He grimaced as his cock hardened like a flagpole, the savage ache nearly bringing him to his knees as he put her from him. Lust and anger surged through him in equal amounts. Anger at her for her discrimination, then anger at himself for still wanting her despite it.
 
   “What do you want Ms. Bishop?” he asked, his voice cold on purpose. Better that she thought he was a bastard. He might get out of here without making a complete fool of himself by dropping to his knees and asking, no, begging her to let him have one taste of her creamy cunt. 
 
   She faltered, confusion and pain in her eyes at his tone, but still she straightened and looked at him directly. 
 
   “I-I wanted to say…errm, that is I wanted to apologise for what I said before. About dating werewolves—”
 
   And just like that, he was screwed. 
 
   *
 
   It had taken her three days to gather her courage enough to approach Zane, but when she finally did Ashlee wasn’t prepared for the anger or lust that flowed over his face. She didn’t have much time to ponder whether the anger was for what she’d said the night they’d met, or more because she’d managed to trample on his feet as she fell through the door. He moved like lightening, and within a second her hands were pinned above her head, his hard body pressing hers into the wall behind as he glared down at her. 
 
   The heat that had been simmering in her blood since their aborted kiss the other night caught, blossoming into a full-scale inferno. He moved against her, changing his grip so both her wrists were held in one of his hands. His cock pressed against her belly: hot, hard and full of promise. Her knees all but collapsed under her. If he hadn’t been holding her wrists, she’d have slithered to the floor at his feet in a puddle of pure need, as the ache within her reached a fever pitch. 
 
   “Don’t worry doll,” he growled, a ring of amber in his blue eyes. “I don’t want to date you. Just fuck you.”
 
   She couldn’t contain her gasp, his words sending a thrill right down to the depths of her soul. He was probably crude to scare her off, or punish her for what she’d said, but she caught the tiny shift in his expression. The crack in his mask just before he blinked let her see through the facade and to the deep loneliness and pain buried inside. 
 
   Her heart stuttered, lurched, then sped up. She’d wounded him with her words, hit on an older pain, and the need to make it right welled up within her. Desire and need wrapped together, creating a potent combination she couldn’t resist. 
 
   “Oh God, yes…”
 
   Instead of shrinking from his furious expression she leaned into him, rising up on tiptoe to press her lips against his. Offering herself. Offering everything she had in one kiss. He didn’t move, so she took that as encouragement. Opening her mouth, she swept her tongue along his lower lip, pressed tiny kisses to the corner, then down over his chin. Shivering at the feeling of his stubbled jaw under her lips, she grazed her teeth over the tiny cleft in his chin. 
 
   It was the straw that broke the camel’s back. With a rough growl he moved, leaning down to claim her lips with a hard kiss. A brutally dominating kiss designed to prove who was in charge. He parted her lips with one sweep and drove deep, seeking out the soft places within as the growl continued to roll in his broad chest. 
 
   Yes…oh God, yes! 
 
   She whimpered as he dropped her wrists to wrap his arms around and drag her closer. Up against his hard muscled body where she wanted to be. His arms bunched as he lifted her, shoving her skirt up so he could wrap her legs around his hips. They both gasped as his cock pressed against her, heat branding her as though they were already naked and entwined. Just a couple of layers of fabric, her panties and his slacks, prevented him from being where they both wanted him to be. 
 
   “Soon,” he promised, walking backward to shoulder open the door to her office.
 
   


Chapter Five 
 
   Zane didn’t stop. He slammed the door shut behind them and somehow managing to throw the latch without slowing. Then they were at her desk, his hard arm sweeping the contents to the floor before he lowered her to the surface. 
 
   He stood over her. Twin fires of desire and anger burned in his eyes. As she watched, the darker heat of pure desire took over. Reaching out a hand, he hooked a finger under the top button of her blouse and flicked it open. 
 
   Then the next. 
 
   And the next. 
 
   In total silence. 
 
   She shivered, lying still as he unbuttoned her shirt, doing nothing to stop him as he parted the fabric to reveal her breasts encased in a plain satin bra. At least it was a new one, and not grey from the wash. The last couple of days she’d made an effort. Had she hoped subconsciously, despite his anger with her, that they’d pick up where they left off the other night?
 
   “Perfect.” His low compliment made a flush race over her cheek. Awe spread over his face as he drew a gentle line with his fingertip over the twin swells of her breasts. “Pretty. I like satin. But it has to come off.”
 
   He hooked a finger into the catch hidden in her cleavage. It gave with a click. She bit her lip as cool air washed over her exposed flesh, her breasts firming and the nipples tightening in anticipation of his touch. 
 
   “Hands above your head. Hold onto the desk.”
 
   Leaning over her, he blew a hot breath over the peaked nipples. She squeaked. Then his hot tongue flicked over one and she groaned, a sound that became a long, low whimper of need as he enclosed the turgid peak in the warm cavern of his mouth. He sucked, and liquid heat arrowed down to escape from her pussy.
 
   A large, warm hand cupped her other breast, calluses on the palms abrading her delicate skin in delicious friction as he rolled the nipple between his fingers. He added a quick tweak every now and then as he licked and sucked its partner. Then he switched, ensuring both breasts got equal attention until she was quivering in need, her pussy clenched tight in anticipation. 
 
   Her hips rocked, seeking sensation from something, anything…even the slide of her desire soaked panties against her own flesh. He licked and sucked, seeming determined to drive her out of her mind. 
 
   “Zane…” 
 
   Her voice caught on a sob of need. She’d never wanted a man so much in her life. She needed more, needed everything he could give her. Needed him to free his cock, part her legs further and drive deep within. 
 
   “Soon,” he promised, giving her nipple a last, long lick before kissing along her belly. She sucked a breath in, moaning as his big hands shoved her skirt up around her waist to reveal the fact she didn’t wear hose, just a pair of itty, bitty satin bikinis. 
 
   “Sexy.” 
 
   His voice was a rumble as he slid to his knees between her thighs. Hard fingers hooked under the sides and pulled them down. Wordlessly she lifted her hips to help him, shivering as he drew them off and tossed them aside. Try as she might to open her legs, she couldn’t, her knees clamped together as he ran his hands up the outsides. 
 
   “Open for me, sweet stuff. Let me see that pretty little cunt.”
 
   She obeyed without thought, her body his to command. He rumbled in approval, sweeping his hands up the insides of her legs as she parted them, urging them wider until she was totally exposed to his view. Cooler air washed over her pussy lips, a tingle and mini-caress all its own as he looked at her. 
 
   She bit her lip as he lifted her legs. Zane looped them over his shoulders to lean in and part her folds with his thumbs. Her hips rocked of their own accord, urging him on as a warm breath washed over her. Her clit ached, tightening in need, and her breathing caught. Anticipation held her in its grasp. Time slowed. The tension grew so tight that she whimpered, impatient for him to do something, anything to ease the torment running through her body. 
 
   The first touch of his tongue was swift. A hot, sharp lash as he flicked it over her exposed clit. She keened as pleasure crashed through her, the familiar heaviness already building. Surprise stilled her for a second. He’d barely touched her. Surely she couldn’t be on the verge of coming? Not yet. Even on her own, knowing her body as she did, she was never able to bring herself off that quickly. Certainly no boyfriend had. Normally it took months of pointing out what she liked before they could manage it in a reasonable amount of time. 
 
   But she was. The pressure and tension in her core built with each passing second as he growled with appreciation. Large hands holding her hips still, he nibbled, licked and sucked on her clit like it was his favourite candy. She whimpered, rocking her hips, riding his lips and tongue to get that little bit more sensation. 
 
   Just a little more. She only needed a little more.
 
   He thrust two fingers deep inside her in a hot, slick ride of pure sensation and she screamed. Her body clamped down on the invading digits as she came hard and fast, coating him in her juices. He rumbled again and held on, sucking on her clit as she kept coming. His fingers worked inside her, elongating and drawing out her pleasure. He found her g-spot, stroking and pressing with those long fingers until she saw stars behind her eyelids. 
 
   She was awash in pleasure when he pulled away gently. Her mind was blown and her body hummed in the aftermath. Then he was there, pushing her legs further apart as he pulled her to the edge of the desk. She watching him through half lidded eyes as he yanked his belt open and zipper down, freeing the thick hard cock she’d dreamt about for the last three nights. 
 
   It sprang free, slapping against his stomach and leaving a wet patch on his dark red shirt. She pouted, missing seeing all that ripped flesh naked for her pleasure. But then he had his cock in his hand, rubbing it over her clit, and her eyes rolled back.
 
   “That’s it sweet, you’re gonna give it to me again. Can you feel that?” he demanded, sliding the broad head of his cock up and down her lips. It slipped against her slick flesh, and made them both shudder. “See how hot you are for me. How much you’ve come already.”
 
   He moved, bracing himself with a hand by her head as he pressed against the entrance to her pussy. She opened her eyes to look up at him and was caught by the heat and need in his gaze. The feral lust and the very human need for connection. 
 
   “I’m gonna make you come again,” he promised as he pushed forward a fraction. Her body gave, eager cunt trying to pull him in to ease the deep ache, the need to be filled, but he pulled back. She bit back a howl of frustration, the sense of loss rolling through her. 
 
   It didn’t last long. Almost before he’d finished pulling back, he surged forward again, pressing deeper. She was so wet that her body parted to accept him easily. Back and forth he went, the see-saw movement driving his cock deeper into her each time. Finally he pulled back and slammed into her, seating himself to the hilt.
 
   Her moan mingled with his deep groan in the silence of the small room. She felt stuffed, her body stretched almost to the limit as he paused, waiting for her to adjust to him. That little consideration wrapped tiny threads around her heart, deepening her arousal impossibly more. 
 
   The need to move struck as he pulled back. Pleasure hit her again as he surged into her over and over. Each heavy thrust was welcomed and needed to ease the deep ache inside her. An ache she knew only he could assuage.
 
   Grunting with effort, he set up a hard, fast pace. They moved together, straining toward each other, with each surge and retreat. She gasped, arching her back to rub against him as he leaned down to capture her mouth. He thrust his tongue past her lips even as his cock slammed into her pussy, impaling her, penetrating her twice. 
 
   And she loved it. 
 
   Each solid thrust of his hips, every stroke of his tongue along hers, drove the tension in her core tighter, higher…until she thought she couldn’t take it anymore. But take it she did, her release, amazing though it was coming so soon after the first, hovering just out of reach. As if it waited in the wings for his permission to crash over her. 
 
   “That’s it sweets, just a little more. Give me a little more.” 
 
   He pulled back, standing upright and dragging her almost off the edge of the desk. Sliding his hand under her knee, he hooked her ankle over his shoulder and thrust again. Pleasure sent a cascade of heat through her veins as he slid deeper, stroking nerve endings she hadn’t known she possessed. 
 
   “That’s it,” he urged as she gasped and moved against him. Her movements became erratic as the chasm widened beneath her. The heat and tension in her core reached breaking point. And froze. 
 
   Time slowed to a stop, Zane moving in slow motion as he slid his cock out of her. She could feel everything. Feel every inch of the thick, veined shaft as he withdrew, her pussy walls gripping him all the way. Opening her eyes, she sought his. Needed to see him as her world came apart. 
 
   He was there, leant forward to catch her gaze. “Scream for me, sweets. Scream my name as you come over my cock.”
 
   He thrust forward, driving his entire length into her tight sheath. 
 
   Pleasure exploded through her. A shattering cataclysmic event that should have ended the world…time…existence itself. She screamed his name as the waves crashed over her, ripping through every cell in her body.
 
   Zane groaned, swearing as he dropped her leg. He leaned forward, bracing himself with his hands on either side of her head as he fucked her in earnest. Each hard thrust rocked the desk beneath them and sent another wave of pleasure through her so complete that if she died now, she’d die a happy woman. 
 
   “Fuck…!” 
 
   He slammed into her a last time and stiffened, the chords in his neck standing out as he ground his pelvis against her. Deep within, his cock pulsed as he came, bathing the neck of her womb with his hot seed. Claiming her. Marking her as his. 
 
   And she welcomed it.
 
   


Chapter Six 
 
   That had been…amazing…wonderful…fucking fantastic. 
 
   Zane sighed, his head resting back against the wall as Ashlee cuddled, buck-naked and dozing, in his lap. He was naked as a baby himself, and the worn leather of the couch stuck to his ass, but he didn’t care. He wouldn’t have moved even if a dozen wild horses had stampeded through the place. Sitting there with an armful of warm, sleeping woman was the most content he’d been in years. 
 
   Ashlee snored slightly. The cutest thing he’d ever heard. Gently, he shifted her to a more comfortable position and blood flowed back into his leg in a rush. The resulting feeling was like a centipede had decided to tap dance all over his leg in running spikes. For such a small thing, she could be a dead weight when she was asleep. 
 
   Dropping a kiss on the top of her head, he leaned back again, making sure his hand brushed her back idly. Their session on the desk had blown his mind. Then on the couch…whoa. He’d have wet dreams about what they’d done on the couch for the rest of his life. He’d never had sex like it. Never felt that soul-deep connection with a woman before. 
 
   Sex had always been a sword of Damocles. He’d always had to be careful and monitor his wolf carefully to ensure the beast didn’t decide to come out and play, or watch his strength in case he got carried away and hurt his partner. The only way for him to relax had been sex with a she-wolf or some other paranormal type creature as hardy as he was. 
 
   Not with Ashlee. There was just something about her, something calming. Something that called to his wolf and calmed the creature, even though he’d been pissed as all hell at her comments about werewolves. He’d never had that before. All his life he’d had to watch his temper in case the beast used his anger to hijack his body and take control. Go on a little furry joy-ride in the middle of the city rather than the wilds on the outskirts where he usually allowed it to roam. 
 
   He speared his hand through her hair and lifted, watching the strands trickle through his fingers. What was it about her? There was nothing special about her. She was human, just human. 
 
   His human. Possessiveness hit him like a tidal wave. Took his breath away. He watched as his hand tightened in her hair. She was his. Yes, that felt right. His. His woman. His…mate?
 
   The words resounded in his skull like the clang of a bell, the sound echoed from within by the howl of his wolf. Yeah, yeah. He shot a thought to the creature, the dumb human finally gets it. 
 
   Mate.
 
   For a man who’d spent most of his adult life avoiding even a mention of the word currently burrowing through his brain, it was a revelation. His eyes widened as he looked down at her, as if seeing every detail with fresh eyes. Mate, he had a mate.
 
   A scream ripped through the air, making him jump. In his lap, Ashlee shot bolt upright, pushing her hair back to look around with sleepy eyes. God, she looked fantastic. All warm and sleepy and sexy—
 
   Another scream brought him out of his amorous daydream. Shock coursed through his system as he recognised the voice. 
 
   “Shit. That’s Destiny. Get dressed. Quick.” 
 
   Dumping Ashlee on the couch, he shot to his feet and started to hunt down his clothes. If something could make the hard as nails Dryad scream, then the shit had hit the fan big time. Another scream ripped through the air, followed by a bellow of rage. Fuck. That was Trent. Further away, roars informed him that the dragon-boys had joined the party as well.
 
   Finding his pants under the desk, he hauled them on in savage jerks. Within, the wolf woke, pacing and ready for war. Not yet, he told it, jaw set in lines of grim determination. He needed to assess the situation as a human before he let the creature out to play.
 
   “Stay here and stay down,” he ordered over his shoulder and ran for the door. 
 
   *
 
   Stay down? Fuck that!
 
   Ashlee didn’t know what werewolf women were like, but just because they’d just had the best sex since, well, ever, that didn’t mean she was going to roll over and play dead, or possum, on command. This was her bar, and no way was she going to hide in the office while some dumb-fuck pixies trashed the place. 
 
   Shaking with nerves and indignant rage, she scooted around the floor to gather her clothes. The bra was long gone down the back of the sofa, so she hauled the shirt on without it. Her fingers moved at light speed, shoving buttons into whatever holes she could find as she slipped her shoes on, and then grabbed the skirt. So what if she’d gotten the shirt on crooked and her hair was a mess? If anyone noticed in the middle of what was going on out there, then they could just kiss her ass. 
 
   A half-second pause was all it took for her to recover her dad’s old baseball bat from behind the door before she yanked it open to follow Zane out into the corridor. Instinct made her step back almost instantly. Not a moment too soon. A second later the gap where she had been was filled with flying pixie. 
 
   Sticking her head out for a quick peek, she checked the coast was clear before stepping over the groaning form on the floor. Screams of rage and pain, and the clanging of pots and pans as they were used offensively, reached her ears from the kitchen. 
 
   Lips set into a firm line of determination, Ashlee turned the other way toward the main bar. No matter what other measures Zane and his team had cooked up, her chef Alfonso had always maintained that his second calling was as a ninja. Sounded like he was having a ball.
 
   She pushed the remains of the door open and stopped dead. The bar was in chaos. Utter chaos. 
 
   Pixies thronged the main area, where Zane held court in his wolf-man form. Snarling with rage, he took on what looked like twenty, turning and twisting as he lashed out with clawed hands and feet like some kind of furry version of Bruce Lee. 
 
   As she watched, another pixie went flying in a graceful arc over the bar to take out most of the optics. She winced as he hit, shattering all the bottles in a melody of broken glass. Great. That was going to cost a damn fortune. 
 
   Her gaze shifted to the corner of the bar. The customers who hadn’t already fled were crouched there behind Destiny. But the petite Dryad didn’t look so good. Instead of using her powers to attack the pixies, the wood of the bar itself had turned liquid and wrapped around her, glowing faintly pink. 
 
   “Fuck…” It had to be a spell. There was nothing else it could be. Ashlee shot a look at the cowering customers. 
 
   “Someone call the damn police,” she yelled as she turned toward the main fight. 
 
   A pixie rushed her, murder in his eyes, but she was ready for him and hyped up on rage that Roth had dared to attack again. If she found that bastard, she was giving him the mother of all headaches. Swinging back, she let fly with the bat, clocking the pixie right up and under his jaw. The strength of her blow took him off his feet to land atop a table. It shattered under his weight. 
 
   “All breakages must be paid for,” she quipped as she passed him. Skirting around the main battle with Zane, she got a glimpse of Roth the other side, a smug look on his handsome face. A face that wouldn’t be half as handsome when she got hold of him.
 
   A deep snarl warned her, and she side stepped another flying pixie, rushing across the debris-littered floor to reach Trent. The Gargoyle was still where he’d been stationed, trapped into stone form by a UV lamp at his feet. 
 
   Spells she couldn’t do, but electrical appliances? Yeah, she was all over that like a bad fucking rash.
 
   Determination fuelled Ashlee’s muscles. She didn’t bother tracing the cord and cutting the power. Instead, she swung for the lamp with all her might. The bat hit the side with a bang, shattering the bulb and cutting the light at the same time. Lifted by the impact, the lamp left the ground, flying through the air to smash into the back of a pixie’s head. 
 
   “Woohoo!” she yelled in triumph, fist-pumping as Trent’s bellows filled the air. 
 
   Freed from stone, he waded into the fight like an avenging angel, bending pixies into pretzels as he fought to reach Zane’s side. She had to admit, the wolf and the gargoyle made a damn impressive team.
 
   Another pixie headed her way, a la Wolf Airlines, so she ducked behind the remains of a table. She sure hoped her insurance was going to pay for all this. Pixie damage. Was there even an option for that?
 
   “The police are here,” someone yelled from the other side of the room. A second later the blue and red flashing lights streamed through the window. 
 
   Then the shit hit the fan.
 
   Screaming at his men to retreat, Roth took his eye off the ball. Zane lunged, grabbing the pixie around the waist to haul him into a deadly embrace. Bloody splattered on the floor, Roth’s body jerking as Zane’s claws tickled his intestines. Cops streamed in through the shattered door, guns out and trained on the two paranormal warriors in the middle of the room. 
 
   “Everyone freeze!”
 
   And everyone did. Apart from Zane, who just growled and tightened his grip on Roth. The pixie whimpered, his skin pale as the contents of his circulatory system flowed down his legs. 
 
   “We got a feral. Get Simmons in here!”
 
   Shit. Ashlee shot to her feet, panic filling her as a new guy stepped through the door. Dressed like the rest, his vest had ‘Paranormal Suppression Unit’ printed on the front. 
 
   “No! Don’t, he’s not feral.” 
 
   Shoving the table out of the way, she stumbled to get between Zane and the police. She’d seen the news; she knew what they did to feral wolves. They called it mercy. She called it murder. A game to see how much lead they could put into the wolf before it died. 
 
   “Ma’am, gonna need you to step out of the way. It’s a dangerous animal. It needs to be put down.”
 
   “Fuck.” Trent’s low voice joined the conversation. She whirled around to find the gargoyle back in human form, his hands out to show he wasn’t armed and a concerned look in his eyes as he looked at his colleague. “C’mon Zane, man. Drop the toy and let’s go home.”
 
   Zane growled, lips curling back as his eyes shifted from the police to Trent and back again. He shifted his stance, hind claws digging into the soft wood of the floor. Obviously he considered both a threat. Trent swore softly and backed up a couple of steps, leaving Ashlee in front of him. 
 
   “Miss, you might want to back off,” the gargoyle rumbled in a deep voice, the worry easy to hear in his gravelly tones. “I’ve never seen him this far into his wolf before.”
 
   Ashlee had actually started to back up when Trent’s words clicked with something in the back of her mind. Wolf. The first time they’d met, Zane had asked her how she’d commanded his wolf. She blinked, and stood firm. That was it. She had to command his wolf.
 
   “Zane. Put him down.” 
 
   The command rang clearly through the trashed room. The cops went silent. Trent went silent, with an aura of ‘I hope you know what the fuck you’re doing,’ and even the terrified customers in the corner went quiet. In fact the only person who wasn’t quiet was Roth, who was crying softly, no evidence of the handsome model-type she’d first met in his terrified, blood splattered face.
 
   Zane’s eyes, all yellow-gold now with no hint of the blue of humanity, locked onto her. Fear made itself at home in the back of her mind, yammering suggestions about running, but she ignored it and met Zane glare for glare. 
 
   “Put. Him. Down.”
 
   Zane bared his teeth. Vicious fangs almost as long as her fingers. 
 
   Fuck. He wasn’t buying it. How the hell did she ‘command his wolf’?
 
   “Get in position.” Simmons muttered quietly to the men around him. “We’re going to need to take him down.”
 
   There was shuffling and Zane flicked an ear in their direction but didn’t take his eyes off Ashlee.
 
   She folded her arms, and plastered her best pissed off expression on her face. Sure, she was quaking in her boots, but she was female. She could do ‘I’m fine’ until she was blue in the face. An annoyed little dog of a werewolf wasn’t going to phase her. 
 
   “Down! Now!”
 
   Her voice cracked through the quiet like a whip, the sharp tone bringing both Zane’s ears forward toward her. He lowered his head. She felt the blood drain from her face. Shit, this was it. He was going to charge and she was done for.
 
   Roth hit the deck, landing in a little heap of sniffles and tears to bleed gently onto her floor. She flicked a concerned glance down to make sure he was still breathing. He was an asshole yeah, but that didn’t mean she wanted him dead. Not really. Maybe a little mussed up around the edges so that he’d think twice about threatening people just out to make an honest living, but nothing more. 
 
   She looked back up to find Zane watching her. He didn’t blink, those un-nerving eyes fixed on her. Her throat rasped, dry as sandpaper when she tried to swallow. Crap, what did she do now? 
 
   “Errr, sit?” One of the cops sniggered and she shot him a look of hate. What the fuck was she supposed to say to a locked and loaded werewolf? Down boy?
 
   Zane threw back his head and howled, sending half a dozen skittish cops into cover behind the broken tables. But he didn’t charge anyone. Instead, as she watched, he started to shrink. The heavy muscles receded back into his body. His limbs changed shape with a wet slide and cracking that set her teeth on edge. The long fur grew shorter until it was swallowed up by his skin and finally, Zane stood in front of her in human form. 
 
   He blinked and shook his head as if to clear his thoughts, then looked back at her. 
 
   “You couldn’t come up with anything better than ‘sit’?”
 
   

Epilogue 
 
   “So, you go furry and you lose the clothes?” Ashlee asked much later that evening. 
 
   The cops had cleared out with Roth and the pixies in custody. The customers had all been interviewed, treated if necessary and allowed to leave. She and Zane’s team had cleaned up the bar as best they could. 
 
   Fortunately the spell Roth had cast had shattered as soon as Zane had gotten claws into him, so Destiny had recovered from her wooden prison without a scratch. The broken doors and windows had been boarded up, courtesy of Trent—Ashlee had a new appreciation of what a gargoyle and a hammer could achieve—and Destiny had ‘healed’ the damage to the floors and the bar. 
 
   One by one, they’d all left, leaving Zane waiting for her with a question in his eyes. She’d slid her hand in his, wanting nothing more than a shower, preferably one containing a hot wolf, and then a soft bed. 
 
   “Hmmm, yeah.” Zane’s voice was sleepy as he cracked an eyelid to look at her. She hid her grin. She’d tired her big, bad wolf all out. “Nothing tends to survive a quick conversion. It’s a bitch on my wardrobe, so I try and undress first. Doesn’t always work. Got caught by a little old granny once. She about beat the shit out of me with her bag.”
 
   Ashlee chuckled, leaning down to swirl her tongue over his nipple. “So, all I need to do is make you mad, then turn you back after you go furry?”
 
   He gasped as she grazed sharp teeth over his nipple, his cock reawakening to tent the sheet over his lap. 
 
   “Why would you want to do that, sweets? I’ll get naked anytime you ask.”
 
   “Really?” she asked, dropping kisses over his stomach as she headed down. “I’m gonna need some proof of that, big boy.”
 
   She didn’t reach her destination. With a laugh, Zane threw back the covers, flipped her over and spent the rest of the night proving just that.
 
    
 
   The End
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