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      It should have just been a simple vacation, away from everyone and everything to clear my head. But I soon realized I wasn’t alone.

      He stalked me, hunted me. I should’ve run faster, tried harder. But the truth was I liked him chasing me.

      Wolf was a ruthless man, his way of living barbaric. Now he had me in his off-the-grid cabin, what he deemed my new home. I was his new wife, would have his babies.

      I was his irrevocably.

      I shouldn’t have felt arousal. But I did.

      He’s not going to let me escape ... but then again, maybe I don’t want to.

      

      Warning: This one has bite to it—even if it’s NOT paranormal! As per the usual ... it’s short and fast and pretty unrealistic … but it gets right down to the juicy bits. It’s one of those stories that will have you wanting to find your own Wolf in the woods.
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      A two-week vacation.

      It would be just me, a cabin in the woods, hiking to clear my head ... and nothingness. It’s what I desperately needed. Maybe I should have spent the time and money going to someplace tropical or exotic, or maybe gone to Europe and explored ancient cities and culture.

      But the truth was taking a road trip, nothing but the vastness and my own company, sounded pretty amazing.

      I packed the last of my bags in the back of my car and closed the trunk.

      At twenty-three I was ready for a break from the real world. With my only family—my mom and dad—living five states away, and my only “friends” being my co-workers, I was no stranger to being alone. I craved it even, embraced it. I had always loved the solitude being by myself entailed, and so going off for these fourteen days was perfect for me.

      But even though I desired that solitude, the fact remained I was lonely. I had no one, nothing of importance close to me. I went to work day in and day out, did my job, paid my bills. I worked my ass off, to be honest, and because of that I had no debt. Then again, I didn’t buy anything of value. I didn’t splurge, didn’t treat myself. I saved and bought the essentials. And what a boring, simplistic life that made.

      I’d rented a cabin an hour from where I lived, deep in the heart of the mountains. I don’t even think it had electricity, but going off the grid and reconnecting from everything was perfection right now.

      Working for a publishing company as an advice columnist was surprisingly draining and stressful and not what I really wanted to do. Hell, at my age I should have known what I wanted to be when I “grew up” but I didn’t and it was depressing. It was corporate America where I was surrounded by concrete and high rises. And no amount of relaxation when I was off the clock could really make me feel better.

      Although the cabin had no electricity I was prepared with portable chargers, a small propane stove, a case of batteries, and everything else I’d need for the next two weeks. I wouldn’t have to leave the cabin at all for as many supplies as I’d packed.

      Once in the driver’s seat I looked over at the passenger side, my laptop case sitting there like a trusty old friend. Although I was disconnecting from work, social media, and technology in general, I still brought my laptop in the hope that I would get a little time to focus on the book I was writing. It was just a memoir, something probably nobody would ever read but me, but it helped to clear my head and I found it relaxing.

      The place I rented was a small one-bedroom cabin out in the woods. It didn’t even have running water, but a cistern. But I’d packed enough gallons of water I was set. Bathing, on the other hand, would be an interesting feat. So I’d work on my book until my laptop decided to die. Then it was just me and myself, this time allowing me to focus on absolutely nothing.
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        * * *

      

      I brought in the last box of the supplies and leaned against the counter, breathing heavily as exhaustion settled in. I had a couple battery-powered lanterns on, the sun had set an hour before, the darkness this deep in the woods almost suffocating. I walked out onto the small porch out front and leaned against the banister, staring up at the stars.

      The sky was so clear out here, the stars so bright. There were no lights from the city, no activity of life all around. It was nice and peaceful, but there was a touch of fear that I couldn’t quite shake. I knew it was because I was out here alone, that not even my cell phone got reception if I needed to call for help.

      It had fear but also excitement running through me, which was a strange combination. This is what I’d wanted, though, right? Of course it was a rhetorical question.

      Once the sun rose and I’d be able to get things situated, the food packed away, I knew my mind would start to clear.

      I headed back inside, shut and locked the door, and walked over toward the bedroom. I’d already set my suitcase on the full size mattress. The scent of pine was strong. I stared at the lantern, the small device casting an abundance of white light in the room.  Once in a pair of sweats and oversized shirt, I got on the bed. Lying back on the mattress, I had my hands behind my head and stared at the wooden beams that made up the ceiling.

      I was too tired to start a fire tonight, but that was on my list of things to do tomorrow. There was a woodshed beside the cabin, the owner letting me know that I could use as much as I wanted. I had been lucky to find this place, a friend of a friend putting in a good word for me. This was a private property, one not rented out to the public. And it was perfect.

      The stress was already draining away, and as I reached over and shut off the lantern, casting the room in darkness, I dreamt that this wasn’t just a vacation, but my actual life.
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        Wolf

      

      

      I’d seen her arrive at the cabin last night, her flash of red hair like its own beam of sun. I’d wanted her instantly, my body reacting in ways it never had before.

      Instant wood.

      Heart racing.

      Everything in me demanding she was mine.

      I’d seen her before on one of the rare occasions I’d gone into town, a pretty little thing who looked so damn innocent and vulnerable I’d just wanted to take a bite out of her.

      It had to be fate that had her staying at the cabin just a short mile from mine. It had to be destiny that I’d be out hunting and see her arrive.

      She was alone, boxes of what I assumed were supplies telling me she planned on staying here for quite some time.

      Good, it would give me time to plan, to decide how to make her mine.

      And I would. Fuck, I’d make her my captive.
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      With no electricity, I hadn’t brought anything that needed refrigeration. Dried milk wasn’t exactly palatable, but it would serve its purpose for cereal in the morning and being put in my coffee. I grabbed one of the bowls and started putting the fresh fruit in it. Boxed dinners, canned goods, pasta, sauce, all of that was what I’d be eating for the next two weeks. Not exactly the healthiest food choices, but I would sacrifice that for no electricity and some peace and quiet for the next fourteen days.

      Taking an apple and heading out to the porch, I sat down and sunk my teeth into the crisp flesh. The sun had risen a couple hours ago and although it was probably stifling hot in town, up here in this altitude it was perfect. I watched a chipmunk run across the ground, saw a bird fly overhead and land on a nearby tree branch.

      The solitude was perfection. I almost wished I could stay here forever, not worrying about anyone or anything.

      I finished the apple and set the core on the banister. Kicking my feet up on the wicker ottoman, I closed my eyes and just relaxed. A breeze kicked up, teasing a tendril of my hair along my cheek. I felt myself dozing off but just as sleep would’ve taken hold the sound of twigs snapping close to the cabin had me opening my eyes and sitting up.

      Stillness. Quiet.

      Standing, I curled my hands around the wooden banister and looked out at the woods.  The dirt road that led up to the cabin was off to my right, but other than that thick trees surrounded me. I didn’t hear anything else for long seconds, but I felt somebody watching. It was that feeling you got when you knew you weren’t alone, when that realization that there was something else, someone else close by that had the hairs on your arms standing at attention.

      I saw nothing, heard nothing, but I felt something deep, as if whoever was out there, whatever was out there was reaching across the distance and running fingers along my skin.

      Everything tightened in me and I took a step away from the banister. My heart beat fast, my palms starting to sweat. My hands shook slightly as I curled them into tight fists at my side.

      Swallowing the thick lump in my throat, I turned and headed back inside, shutting the door and locking it. And as much as I should have been afraid right then, I didn’t feel anything but excitement and anticipation. That in itself frightened me more than what was lurking close by, waiting for ... me.
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        Wolf

      

      

      Even from this distance I swore I could smell her, this intoxicating aroma that had my dick hard and every possessive instinct in my body alert. I’d held back, let my self-control take supremacy over the situation. But the slightest slip and I would have crumbled, would have let my baser urges override everything else.

      I would have gone to her, demanded she was mine, tell her I was taking her home.

      I was a fiend in this moment, seeing her and knowing instantly that she was to be mine. I wanted her and I’d have her. There was no going around it, no trying to stop it.
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      I shoved a bottle of water and a few granola bars in my bag and adjusted it on my back. Heading through the woods, I listened to the sound of birds overhead, smelled the scent of pine and wilderness slamming into my nose. I smiled, feeling the weight of my backpack behind me, my laptop tucked away inside until I could find a nice little spot to sit and write.

      It would be perfection.

      For an hour I walked, sweat starting to line the valley between my breasts. I could get used to this, the peace and quiet, the solitude. I found a nice little clearing, a few overturned logs being the perfect bench for me to sit on as I cracked open my laptop and let the words pour out.

      Making my way over to one of the logs, I was about to sit down when I heard twigs snapping behind me. I felt my breathing increase as my fear took hold. I wasn’t alone, and I wasn’t referring to the wild animals that surrounded me.

      There was someone close. In fact, I’d felt that I was being watched since the moment I stepped foot on the property of the cabin. Although I’d never seen anyone, that feeling of eyes on me was strong and intense.

      Swallowing the thick lump in my throat, I looked around. I didn’t see anyone at first, but the hairs on my arm stood on end, adrenaline slamming into me.

      “Hey there, Little Red Riding Hood.”

      My heart stopped at the sound of his voice. I felt him come up behind me, his body heat slamming into me. I didn’t turn around, but instead curled my hands at my sides, my breathing increasing. His voice was so deep, dark. It had chills racing along my arms, had the hair standing on the back of my neck.

      Bringing my tongue out and licking my lips, I kept my focus straight ahead, the large redwoods surrounding me, the sound of birds overhead filling me. And although I’d never heard that voice before, I knew who it was.

      Wolf Jagger.

      He was an enigma, a loner who only came to town every blue moon for supplies. He didn’t talk to people, didn’t even look at them. I’d only seen him a couple of times over the years, his big, muscular body intimidating.

      I slowly turned around then, seeing him only a few feet from me. His body was honed to masculine perfection, bulging biceps and broad shoulders. He was a beast, with shaggy dark hair and a mountain man style beard.

      Neither of us said anything for long seconds but we held each other’s gazes. It was intense and consuming, the air between us thick and suffocating. It was like no noise surrounded us, just this fog of awareness that seemed to seep into every part of my body.

      I found myself taking a step back, not sure why because fear was not what I felt in this moment. Wolf was all man, big and strong, and made me feel extremely feminine. And those couple of times I’d seen him in passing my body had become inflamed.

      “You’re out here all alone?”

      Although he phrased it like a question I could tell he already knew the answer. “I should probably go,” I found myself saying but I couldn’t move. The truth was part of me didn’t want to go. I wanted to stay in this moment, in his presence. It was such a weird feeling, almost misplaced even, but it was real.

      He didn’t say anything and I found myself taking another step back. Licking my lips once more, I saw that he dipped his gaze down to watch the act. My heart started racing, my pulse jumping into my throat. It felt like a steady war drum.

      Beat.

      Beat.

      Beat.

      And then I turned and started making my way back to the cabin, feeling his gaze locked on me the entire time. I don’t know why I wanted to turn around and go back to him but the sensation was strong in me. Instead I took control of my resolve, picking up my pace. I was insane for how I felt, should be frightened.

      But it excited me.

      I found myself moving faster, my legs taking me to the cabin quicker than I really wanted. I still felt him watching. Was he following me? Fear should have been a strong sensation in me but all I felt was anticipation. I looked over my shoulder but didn’t see him. And just as I turned back around again, my foot got caught on a large rock, propelling me forward. I cried out just as my knees hit the ground. I didn’t have time to stop myself from going down, not when I saw the rocks come right for my face.

      Pain exploded in my head and down my entire body as my skull cracked against the hard forest floor. White stars danced in front of my vision, my cheek pressed against the dirt as I blinked several times. The throbbing behind my temples intensified as the seconds ticked by.

      And then darkness swept over and claimed me.

      ****

      Wolf

      

      It took everything in me not to go to her, toss her over my shoulder, spank that sweet little ass of hers, and take her back to my home.

      Our home.

      Because she would be mine whether she knew it or not. But I could tell she knew it. The way her pupils had dilated, her pulse beating rapidly beneath her ear. She’d started breathing heavier, faster. Her nipples had hardened, pressed against the thin material of her T-shirt.

      But I let her walk away, watched as she disappeared behind the thick lining of trees. My feet moved on their own, taking me toward her, refusing to let her leave. She needed to see that she was mine, that being with me was what was right. It didn’t matter that she didn’t know me from Adam. It didn’t fucking matter that my possessiveness and obsession bordered on stalking at this point.

      I’d been without a female for far too long—years if I was being honest—and I’d never been interested in one the way I was with this beauty. I just had to convince her that staying with me in the middle of nowhere meant I could still give her everything she needed, everything she desired.

      I was stealthy as I followed her, could even smell the sweet scent of flowers and honey that came from her. It invaded my senses, made me drunk with my need for her.

      And then I saw her go down, not fast enough to get to her before her head cracked on the rock. And then I was kneeling before her, pulling her unconscious, curvy body into my arms, holding her close. She felt perfect in my arms, so fucking perfect that I was never letting her go.
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      I felt something cold and wet move along my forehead and I knitted my brows, my eyes still closed. The pain in my skull throbbed and I moaned, hearing that noise fill my head. I was aware of the sound of the fire crackling nearby, the warmth seeping into me.

      Opening my eyes and blinking several times, I stared at the ceiling, the wood slats crisscrossing and making an intricate, almost herringbone pattern.

      This wasn’t my ceiling.

      A drop of water slid down my cheek like a caress, like a gentle kiss. Trying in vain to remember what had happened only had my head pounding harder.

      “Try not to move.” The voice that came through was deep, masculine. It instantly had my heart racing.

      It was the sound of Wolf.

      Turning my head toward the noise, I blinked several more times as my vision started to clear. He was partially obscured by the shadows, the firelight flickering over his face.

      Memories of what had happened slammed into my head and I groaned, lifting my hand and placing it over my eyes, trying to stem off the pain. I’d fallen and hit my head like a fool.

      I didn’t need to ask why I was here to understand what had happened. Clearly Wolf had taken me back to his cabin after I’d hit my head and gone unconscious.

      He brought over a glass of water and I sat up, bracing my hands on the firm mattress beneath me. The blanket and pillow smelled like him, this woodsy, masculine aroma that had my pulse quickening.

      I took the cup from him and brought it to my mouth, drinking half of the contents before finally taking a breath. I hadn’t realized how thirsty I was until he offered me the drink. The fire crackled loudly and a few of the logs fell to the side. I looked over at the hearth and saw the embers and flames flooding up to the chimney.

      Looking at the window, I saw it was already dark out.

      “How long have I been here?”

      He took the glass from me, not answering. He set the cup on the table beside the bed. The cabin was one room, with the kitchen off to the right and the living area off to the left. The bed was in the corner of the room, but close enough to the fire that it stayed warm.

      “A few hours.” His words were gruff.

      I licked my lips and nodded. “I’m Ruby, by the way.”

      He stood there for long seconds, just staring at me. I felt very aware of his presence, not in the literal sense but figuratively. He watched me like he knew me, like he … wanted me as his. I swallowed and squeezed my hands, the blanket partially hiding my physical reaction.

      “Thank you, but I should probably get back to my cabin.” I licked my lips, feeling very nervous and aware. I wasn’t frightened although maybe I should have been.

      “It’s late. You should stay.” His words were short, gruff. An order. I could tell that’s just the way he spoke. It probably wasn’t smart to stay the night, but it wasn’t safe trying to navigate out there now either. Besides, if he had wanted to hurt me, he could have easily done so well before now.

      I nodded, not even about to argue or fight this. It’s not like he was an absolute stranger. Wolf was known around town, and although I’d never personally talked with him, I knew enough about him through the rumor mill to feel relatively safe in his presence. Besides, I had no warning bells going off. Instead my body was on fire, and that had nothing to do with the flames close by.

      It had everything to do with my arousal, which seemed grossly misplaced in this moment, but was totally undeniable.

      “Are you hungry?” he asked and made his way over toward the kitchen area.

      I didn’t know how long I’d been here but before I could ask again my stomach grumbled, responding to Wolf’s question.

      He didn’t say anything but he did look over his shoulder, the corner of his mouth tilting up and letting me know he heard my body’s reaction.

      “I’ve seen you in town,” I finally said, my voice strained but soft in pitch. He didn’t say anything as he started making me something to eat. The sound of a plate and silverware clanging together sounded overly loud in the small room. “I mean, I’ve seen you in town a few times over the years.” My throat tightened and I licked my lips, my mouth feeling suddenly dry. I pushed myself up on the bed a little bit more and rested my back against the headboard.

      I curled my hands around the sheets and brought them up further to my chest. I wasn’t cold but I did want to hide the fact that my nipples were pretty hard at that moment.

      He still had yet to say anything in response, and as he turned around with the plate in one hand and another glass of water in the other, I was struck by the fact this man was brutally handsome. Big and strong, causing me to crane my neck back just so I could look at his face, he resembled a warrior or a barbarian intent on destruction. I was so tiny compared to him. With his bulging muscles and broad shoulders I felt wholly like a woman.

      I pushed myself up on the bed and sat on the edge, my hands curled around the mattress. He’d set the food down on the bed, a plate and cup of water sitting atop a wooden tray. I watched Wolf stoke the fire. The shirt he wore stretched across his broad, muscular back, the material tucked into his worn and faded jeans and showing off his narrow waist. I felt my pulse beast faster the longer I stared at him, the sound of the wind howling outside almost as loud as the beating of my heart.

      I ate in silence, listening to the sound of the fire crackling. Once I was finished Wolf took the tray away and I rested back on the bed, trying to rest. My head still hurt, but with each passing moment it felt better.

      I watched him, this misplaced desire filling me. I should have gotten more rest, but I couldn’t sleep. Although I’d only been here for such a short time—only hours—I felt my need for him grow. He was big and strong and I knew being with him would keep me safe, protected. What I wanted to do with Wolf was not logical, maybe not even realistic.

      I felt like a fiend for him, like my body wasn’t my own, like I just needed to give every single part of myself over to him. It was insane, maybe even delusional, but I wanted it more than I’d ever wanted anything before.

      He stood and kept his back toward me. I licked my lips, my pulse thundering so loud I wondered if he heard. Then I found myself moving closer to him until I could have reached out and touched his back. I saw the way he tensed and wondered if he knew how close I was to him.

      “I can’t let you go,” he said in a gruff voice, his back still to me. He turned around then, the shadows dancing off his face, his body seeming even bigger than before. “I wanted you as mine since I first saw you. Now that you’re here the thought of you leaving isn’t something I’ll allow to happen.” He took a step forward. I found myself moving one back.

      My heart was racing and I started breathing faster and harder. The air in the room became thick, almost suffocating. It was like honey covering my body, coating me. He moved another step toward me, his massive body dwarfing mine, his scent making me feel drunk.

      “W-What?” My voice came out soft, that loan word a stutter. Oh, I understood exactly what he said but he spoke the words with such conviction, such determination that I felt them in every part of my body.

      “You heard me.”

      “I have a home, a job.” Although the very thought of those things in this moment, standing before Wolf, seemed distant and unimportant. Hell, they seemed that way even before I’d been in this situation.

      His expression was fierce, almost stern. He stared into my eyes, the dark depths of his heating me like a fire burning deep within my belly.

      “Materialistic things.” He said those two words in a gruff voice and took another step toward me. “Life isn’t about what we have, but about what we accomplish.” He lifted his hand and gently wrapped his fingers around my throat, his palm so much bigger than my neck. “Connections with that one person who owns every part of you, creating a family with them…” His voice had gone done an octave. “Those are what’s important.  That is what life is about.”

      I swallowed, feeling that light pressure of his hand, knowing my nipples were hard and my pussy had become wet. It was all because of that touch.

      It was all because of him.

      “Nothing else matters aside from you with me, Ruby. You are mine.” And then he leaned in close and placed his mouth on mine, devouring me as he slipped his tongue between my lips and fucked me there.

      I gasped at the intensity of that single kiss, at the way he held me, used his body and his hand on my throat to move me backward until the wall stopped me. He pressed his lower body to mine, his erection massive, thick and long as it pressed to my belly. I felt the heat from him and that caused beads of sweat to line my spine and dot the valley between my breasts.

      I was frozen in place at that first feel of his lips on mine. And when he stroked my mouth with his tongue, my clit tingled and my arousal heightened. His lips were firm, full, and the flavor of him reminded me of the wilderness, of the danger that surrounded us. My fingers started tingling and I felt my heart start to jackknife behind my ribs.

      I couldn’t help wanting to submit to him, to let his masculinity overshadow my femininity. I couldn’t stop myself from getting swept away in the kiss. He dipped his tongue in my mouth and I knew I was a goner for this man. I knew I’d give him whatever he wanted because I desired him too fiercely.

      Maybe it was the adrenaline pumping through my veins, or the fact I couldn’t deny there was arousal and definite chemistry moving between us. All I knew was my emotions were high right now, and I didn’t want to come back to reality.

      I braced my hands on his thick biceps, knowing that what I was allowing to happen would forever change the course of things. It would mean I was his irrevocably.

      But right now I didn’t care. God, I didn’t care because I wanted Wolf too damn badly.

      In that moment I knew there was no walking away from this. I knew without a doubt that when he said I was his, that I wouldn’t be leaving; that was the absolute truth.
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      She was sweet and so fucking soft against me. I knew from before I even touched her that she was mine, that I’d make that a reality no matter what.

      But when I had Ruby in my arms everything felt right … perfection.

      She curled her nails into my flesh, causing my cock to jerk like it had a mind of its own. I wanted her, wanted to claim her. I wanted my mark on her, my cum in her … my baby growing inside of her.

      But right now I wanted her to admit she was mine.

      I grabbed the back of her head at the same time I stroked her tongue with mine, needing her flavor in my mouth, needing mine imprinted on hers. She gasped against me, her mouth parting lightly, her need evident. I started walking us backward, the primal and possessive side of me rising up and roaring out to take her, to claim her because she was mine in every single fucking way that counted.

      The wall stopped our movements, her back pressed to the wood, her body molded to mine. I groaned into her mouth, my cock hard, demanding, needing to be deep inside of her pussy. I needed my cum filling her, marking her. Shit, I felt like an animal where Ruby was concerned.

      She placed her hands on my chest and pushed me back. As hard as it was, I retreated, giving us space, letting us both suck in great lungfuls of air. Her cheeks were pink, her lips parted and glossy, her pupils dilated. She was aroused, insanely so. Hell, I felt like my cock would tear through my jeans for how hard I was.

      No one will ever have you but me. You’re mine now.

      As she stared at me I found myself making these low, gruff sounds. I moved closer to her again. I placed a hand on either side of her head, caging her in, letting her know that fighting this only made it hotter. But I could see in her face, in her body language, that she wanted this.

      I leaned in so our faces were only an inch apart and inhaled deeply. She smelled so fucking good, like lavender and honey.

      “I bet you’re wet right now, aren’t you?” She started breathing harder, faster. “I bet your sweet little pussy is aching for me.” She gasped and licked her lips. I groaned at the sight and sound. “ Tell me.” It took her a moment but then she did exactly what I said.

      “Yes,” she whispered.

      I stared right in her eyes and moved one of my hands closer to her face so I could run my thumb along the shell of her ear. With her mouth parted and her warm, sweet-smelling breath coming out in swift little puffs of air, all I wanted to do was claim her until she couldn’t walk straight tomorrow. I’d demand she was mine, that she’d stay here with me, at my side, my wife, the mother of my children.

      Did she know how serious I was?

      I leaned in another inch until our lips were close enough that when I spoke they’d brush together. “From the moment I saw you I knew you’d be mine.”

      “God, is this really happening?” she whispered almost to herself.

      “Fuck yes.” I couldn’t stop the low sound that left me. I lifted my hand and pushed the long fall of her hair away from her neck, exposing the slender column. I watched as her pulse beat frantically below her ear, this rhythmic motion that matched my own. I couldn’t help myself. Leaning down, I ran my tongue along her pulse, feeling it quicken beneath my lips, knowing her little heart was racing because of this moment, because she was excited.

      “Make no mistake in thinking you can run from me, that I’ll let you go. I can’t, Ruby. I won’t.” I ran my finger along the side of her throat, her pulse beating wildly beneath my finger. “And if you did run I’d find you. There isn’t any place on this planet you could go where I wouldn’t track you down, make you mine.”

      “This is insane,” she whispered.

      “No. It’s perfection. It’s our reality.”

      I heard her gasp and knew she felt my cock pressing against her upper stomach, digging into the soft skin of her belly. “You feel that?” I asked, but she didn’t respond, just licked her lips. “I’m going to claim you by shoving my big cock so far into you, you won’t know where I end and you begin.” My cock jerked after I said those words and I watched as her eyes widened.

      She was breathing harder, faster.

      I leaned back so she could look in my eyes again and placed my hand right over her belly, feeling it move up and down as she all but hyperventilated. “And every single time I take you, I’ll make sure to fill you up with my cum, make you take every last drop.”

      This little sound of desire, of shocked lust came from her and went right to my cock.

      “God,” she whispered, but I could hear that ecstasy lacing her voice, that lone word.

      “I don’t think you fully understand what it means to be mine, but Ruby, baby, you will.” Neither of us said anything for long seconds, but the way she looked at me with wide eyes, the feeling of her body heat slamming into me, told me she was right here with me. “You don’t want to fight this, do you?” I moved my hand to her mouth and ran my thumb along her bottom lip. “You don’t want to fight me.” I whispered those words. “I can see it, practically smell the desire coming off of you in waves.” I added more pressure to her lip, pushing the digit gently into her mouth until she opened up for me and I felt her tongue move along the pad.

      “No, I don’t want to fight you. I don’t want to fight this.” She looked at me with wide eyes. I was intoxicated from her, by her.

      My cock jerked again. I knew I had to sample this female, my woman. I inhaled deeply again, taking her scent, her essence into my body. We were breathing the same air, experiencing the same electricity and arousal.

      “Take me.” She said those words softly, maybe shocked they’d come from her.

      I felt her tremble against me. “Are you frightened of me?”

      She shook her head. And then Ruby reached out, curled her hands around my biceps, and pulled me closer. For long seconds we just looked into each other’s eyes and I had a hell of a time not taking her in the way I wanted: fierce, rough, irrevocably.

      I told myself to go slow, at least for this first time. But fuck, I didn’t want that. I wanted to take her with all the passion I felt.

      “You’ll only ever be mine, Ruby.” I moved back an inch to look fully in her face. She had her chin tipped up and her neck bared as she stared into my eyes. “My cock will be the only one deep inside of you from this moment on. My hands will be the only ones touching your soft, supple body.” I ground my cock against her again, her gasp filling my head. “Now, tell me how ready you are.”

      She exhaled slowly. “I’m so ready.”

      The next moments happened in a blur of clothing all but being torn off, passions running high, and my inner savageness trying to reign supreme. I wanted to be sweet with her this first time, thrust into her slowly, get her used to the monster I sported between my thighs, but the truth was I was barely hanging on to my sanity at this moment.

      I’d never felt so alive before, and even if I’d just properly met her, even if I was taking her on this fast, insane trip with me, I could see she was right there with me.

      When we were both naked I had her in my arms a second later, mindful of the small wound at her temple as I kissed her soundly. I walked us over to my bed. As much as I could have fucked her against the wall, in front of the fireplace, or hell, even on the kitchen counter, I wanted my woman on her back with her legs spread and covered in my scent.

      I took a step back and admired the view once she was on the mattress, her body gloriously nude and perfect, looking like a fucking offering. “Show me, baby. Show me what will be mine for the taking.”

      She instantly did as I said. When her thighs were open and her pussy was on clear display, a harsh groan left me. “Fuck, so damn perfect.” I was on my knees before her seconds later, needing to taste her, needing to have all her cream covering my mouth and slipping down my throat.

      I smoothed my hands over her thighs and curled my fingers into her soft flesh. Then I pulled her thighs apart even farther, smelling the sweet scent of her arousal bathe my senses in euphoria. I leaned in until there was only an inch between me and her pretty cunt.

      A small noise of need left her. “Wolf.”

      I loved it when she said my name. “This is all for me, isn’t it?”

      She licked her lips and nodded.

      “Tell me. Say the words.”

      “It’s only for you, Wolf.”

      “It’ll only ever be for me.” I made a low sound in the back of my throat, not even trying to be civilized right now. Slipping my hand between her legs, I didn’t touch her pussy right away. I just kept my fingers poised right on her inner thigh, right by that crease where her leg met the tight, hot little part of her.

      Pulling her leg even farther out with my other hand, I didn’t deny either of us. I couldn’t because I was about to lose my fucking mind right now.

      I touched her pussy and she parted her lips, gasping.

      I moved my fingers through her wet, soaked slit, grunting in arousal. She was primed for me, so damn ready that my cock was leaking pre-cum, ready to be buried deep in her pussy.

      “Christ, you so fucking want this.”

      “God, Wolf,” she whispered.

      “Tell me how much you’re ready for my cock.”

      She didn’t speak for long seconds, and I watched as she licked her lips and nodded, responding without actually saying the words.

      “I need to hear you say it, baby.”

      “I want this. I want you, Wolf.”

      Fuck.

      I growled, because that’s all I needed to hear to finally claim her.
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      God, this is happening. I want it. I want so much more.

      But only from Wolf.

      Wolf made me question my very sanity, made me realize that the life I’d been living was unexceptional. Being with Wolf, even for this short time, made me feel … alive.

      He leaned back, a dark, aroused look covering his face and turning me on even more. He stared down the length of my body, looking his fill. “Give yourself to me, let me show you how good I can make you feel, how happy I can make you.”

      Wolf was between my thighs, his face right by my pussy, his warm breath teasing the most sensitive part of me. He lifted his gaze from between my thighs and stared into my eyes. “I’m going to make you feel so fucking good you can’t walk straight tomorrow.” He spoke low, his pleasure evident in his words, in his tone.

      Oh. God.

      “I’m going to fill you up with my cum, make you take all of it.” He breathed heavier. “I’m going to pump so much into you that when you stand my seed will slip down your inner thighs.” I could tell his words were getting him worked up, that he was aroused beyond belief.

      His dirty words fueled me higher, had me nearly begging and pleading like a fiend for him to take me. This wasn’t like me at all. I didn’t jump in bed with men I hardly knew. Hell, it had been a long time since I’d even gone on a date with a guy. But with Wolf it was different. He made me want so much more. He didn’t just make me want the filthy sex we’d no doubt have … he made me want to stay with him irrevocably.

      He leaned closer so he had his mouth by my ear now. His dark, delicious words had my pussy clenching. “Say my name, baby.”

      I closed my eyes and shivered. “Wolf,” I whispered.

      “You’re primed for me, aren’t you?” he whispered.

      “Yes,” I whispered once more. I found myself moaning and thrusting my breasts against his hard, muscular chest.

      He smoothed his hand down my chest and settled it right between my breasts. His big body blocked out everything behind him, but then again I didn’t want to see anything but him. I felt his lips along my jaw, loved the scruff from his beard as it slightly abraded my flesh. Inhaling deeply, I took in his intoxicating scent, an aroma that made him all male.

      He moved his mouth along my neck, stroked my skin with his tongue, and God, did it feel so good. I knew he could be so rough with me, just take what he wanted. He was that imposing, that powerful. But right now he was being gentle.

      He moved his mouth back to my ear and whispered, “Are you ready for me? Are you ready to take my hard cock in that tight little pussy of yours?”

      I couldn’t breathe, his words so erotic they had every part of me on fire. I was dizzy, overheated, and so wet that I felt my cream coat my inner thighs.

      “I’m ready.” The words tumbled out of me on their own. “Please.” His hard cock pressed against my inner thigh, so big and long, hard and having me nearly moan with my need.

      “You have me so on edge I’m barely hanging on.” We stared into each other’s eyes. “I’m about to come before I’m even in you, baby.” I saw something shift in his eyes, a gentleness coming through. He smoothed a finger along my cheek, his gaze on my mouth. Then his lips were on mine and his tongue speared between them. He tasted potent, powerful. He tasted all man, like he was only for me.

      “Mine,” he groaned against my lips, his voice deeper, his need for me evident in the tenor. “This isn’t about me owning you,” he said almost to himself. “Because I’m yours just as much as you’re mine.”

      I should have been freaked out over the fact he spoke about me with such possession, but as strange as it was, I wanted to hear more. I wanted to feel more. Being with Wolf made me open my eyes, made me feel things I never imagined. Living in town all I felt was the grind of the day-in and day-out repetition. But here, locked away in his cabin nestled in the woods, all I felt was realness.

      It was addicting.

      He moved his thumb along the pulse right below my ear, that calming pressure having me relax even further. Wolf gently bit my lip, the sting from that action having me gasp slightly.

      I became wetter.

      “Touch me,” he said, demanded.

      I had my hands on his chest, his muscles firm beneath my palms. God, he was so strong, so big and muscular. It was clear he worked long, hard hours making this place a home … surviving.

      “I need more,” I found myself saying involuntarily.

      He grabbed my wrists in a firm but gentle hold, and brought my arms above my head. I was stretched out for him like an offering.

      “So fucking perfect,” he murmured. He leaned down and ran his tongue along the arch of my throat, which had me moaning out for more.

      In one swift move he had me on my belly, my bottom in the air, his hands smoothing over the globes. My heart was beating in my throat and my blood rushed fiercely through my veins. Beads of sweat lined my body.

      God, I’m really doing this.

      I didn’t care that everything was happening so fast, and I wasn’t about to stop this either.

      He ground his erection against my ass and I closed my eyes and bit my lip. The tang of blood coated my tongue, and I realized I’d broken the skin of my bottom lip.

      “I need to feel all of you,” I whispered.

      “Fuck,” he groaned. A second later Wolf moved away from me only long enough to get fully undressed. I looked over my shoulder, and felt my eyes widen as I stared at the massive erection he sported.

      His cock was long, thick, and massive and my pussy clenched at the thought of him shoving all of that inside of me.

      “You like what you see?” he asked and grabbed himself, running his palm up and down his thick, long length. “You want all of this inside of you?”

      I breathed and licked my lips. Nodding, I didn’t trust my voice.

      He took a step closer. “Then get ready to be fucked, because once I’m done with you your sweet little pussy will be sore and you’ll have a hard time walking tomorrow.”

      I groaned at the visual.

      The way Wolf looked at me it was like he wanted to devour me.

      God, I wanted that.
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      He was back on top of me a second later, his dick now pressed to my ass. A gasp left me at the heat that came from him and at the feeling of his pre-cum smearing along my overheated flesh.

      He placed his hands on either side of my outer thighs, and slowly moved them up. Wolf’s hands were warm, big, and slightly calloused, no doubt from the intense manual labor he did up here in order to survive.

      “You smell so fucking good, Ruby.” He pressed his dick in the crease of my ass. “You’re so ready for me.”

      “Yeah, I am.”

      “You’re so wet for me.” His words were low and deep.

      I held my breath as I waited for him to claim me. But instead of penetrating me I felt Wolf move down the length of my body, his warm breath sliding along the top of my ass. He kissed and licked my flesh, sending me almost over the edge. Then he grabbed the cheeks of my bottom and clenched his fingers around the mounds, making the pleasure and pain morph into one.

      “So fucking perfect,” he all but growled. “So fucking mine.” When he spread my cheeks the cool air moved along the crease. I couldn’t breathe, felt dizzy from the pleasure.

      “So. Fucking. Juicy.” He speared a finger through my slit and I bit my lip harder.

      “Please,” I begged, not even caring how needy I sounded.

      He spanked my right cheek first, the sound of flesh being hit echoing off the walls.

      “You crave me.” He rubbed me between my legs again, proving that I was even wetter.

      “Yes.” I didn’t bother denying it.

      At the first touch of his tongue on my pussy, I couldn’t contain the cry that left me. And then he feasted on me like I was his last meal. Wolf licked up the center of my pussy and I cried out from the pain and pleasure coalescing into one.

      He groaned against me, the sloppy sounds of him eating me out filling the room.

      I was obscenely shoving my pussy against his face, seeking more, needing it. Wolf sucked my clit into the hot, wet depths of his mouth, and that was the end of it. I couldn’t hold back, didn’t even try. I came for Wolf.

      “God, yes,” I breathed out involuntarily. He sucked even harder and my breath hitched. The pleasure was never ending, stealing my breath and making me dizzy.

      “I’ll be the only one that sates your needs.” He ran his teeth along my pussy and a gasp left me.

      He pushed my legs open more and before I could contemplate what was happening he had me flat on my back again. He had both of my wrists in one of his hands once more, thrust above my head, stretching me out. And then he bent down between my thighs and had his mouth back on my pussy, devouring me.

      He was relentless as he rubbed my clit, moved that thick digit around the opening of my body, not penetrating me, but promising that he could take me any way he wanted.

      And I wanted that. I wanted him relentless with me.

      And then he started to penetrate me with his finger, just one thick finger that had me gasping. With his hand on my belly, he kept me pinned down, making me take what he gave.

      Wolf flicked his tongue back and forth over my clit, while fucking me with the digit slow and easy. “Hmmm,” he hummed and I gasped. “So fucking good.” His warm breath heated me to the core. “Mine,” he murmured against my flesh. A shiver raced through my body at the feel of his lips on me, of that lone word spearing into me deep.

      He started sucking especially hard on the little nub and I found myself coming undone for him again. Once my tremors of pleasure receded he moved up the length of my body, rubbing his cock along my cleft, up and down, making me want him even more.

      God, is that even possible?

      “You’re so ready for me.”

      I nodded. “I am.”

      We held each other’s stares for several long seconds, and then we crashed our mouths together in unison. Groans spilled from both of us, and he moved his hands behind me and dug his fingers into the flesh right above my ass. Images of us together, skin wet with sweat, muscles stretched and taut, filled my head.

      I felt my nerves vanish, felt this wanton side of me rise up. I reached down and grabbed his huge dick. When the tip was angled right at my entrance, a moment of stillness crashed between us.

      The tip of his cock became lodged in my pussy and we both breathed out roughly.

      “There’s no going back after this, Ruby.” When he slid in another inch, stretching me so good, all I could do was nod.

      “I don’t want to go back.” And God, I’d never meant that more than I did right then. “Kiss me,” I whispered.

      He didn’t make me wait.

      I moaned against his lips and clenched my pussy around his shaft. “I’m so full and you’re not even all the way in yet.”

      He groaned after I spoke. Wolf rested his forehead against mine, moaning harshly. “You haven’t felt anything yet.” In one swift move he was buried fully inside of me.

      I closed my eyes, not able to keep them open any longer. He started moving in and out of me, faster and harder.

      “Christ.” He pumped into me like a madman.

      I wrapped my legs around his hips, stabilizing myself as he fucked me. Wolf started moving in and out of me. The sounds of our flesh slapping together, of my wet skin moving along his in a very filthy, erotic way, had my pleasure mounting.

      The root of his cock rubbed against my clit every time he slammed into me.

      “You feel so fucking good.” He ground the words out and closed his eyes for a second before he opened them again and stared at me. Sweat beaded his brow, and he made this low sound when he slammed into me especially hard.

      I gasped in pleasure at the sensitivity.

      “I want to see you come.” He reached between us and pressed his thumb to my clit. “I want to feel you milking my dick.” He was breathing so harshly, like he had run a marathon. “I want to get off right along with you. I want us to come together.” He rubbed the bundle of nerves back and forth, kept that pressure right on me until I was swiveling my hips on him, seeking more. I wanted him to go impossibly deeper.

      He pressed his mouth to my ear, licking and sucking and kissing at my flesh until I was moaning for more. I could tell he was close to getting off, too.

      “You’re mine.” He slammed into me once, twice, and on the third time applied more pressure to my clit until I was about to come again. But right when I was there he slowed. Before I could beg him to fuck me harder, he held onto my hips with a bruising force.

      “Tell me you’re mine.”

      He was thrusting like a madman now, in and out, faster and harder, and I got so lost in the sensation and the scent and power that came from him, that I felt myself falling over the edge once more. I came long and hard, and heard him groan against my neck.

      “Say it.” Wolf growled out the words.

      “I’m yours,” I said instantly.

      I couldn’t help but give him what he wanted. It’s what I wanted, too.

      When my pleasure receded and we were both panting harshly, Wolf pulled out of me with a grunt and lay beside me, bringing me close and wrapping his arms around me.

      I turned my head and closed my eyes, breathing in his scent, this dark, intoxicating aroma that had me needy all over again. He held me like I was valuable, like I could break at a moment’s notice.

      He held me like I was truly his.

      “You are,” he said softly, his voice thick and deep, responding to what I’d assumed was an unspoken thought.

      This was instant crazy, and gave me whiplash. It would be unbelievable if I weren’t living it.

      Wolf held me even tighter and I knew in that moment that my life before him had just been a serious of events.
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      I leaned against the porch, staring out at the forest, and brought my coffee mug up to my mouth. I took a slow, hesitant sip of the hot liquid, the caffeine instantly saturating my bloodstream and making me come alive. I was sore between my thighs, the memories of last night, of what Wolf and I shared, so very fresh in my mind.

      Then again, he had taken me this morning.

      Even though he’d shown me passion I never had envisioned, I still wanted him, wanted more.

      Setting my coffee cup down on the banister, I walked over to the stairs and stepped off the porch. I walked the perimeter of the cabin, noticing the woodshed, a clothesline, a small fenced-in garden, and an array of other survival set-ups.

      Blackberry and raspberry bushes grew along the edge of the forest, the berries beckoning me until I found myself walking toward them. I picked a few and popped them in my mouth, the sweet but also sour flavor exploding on my tongue.

      A hawk flew above me, its wingspan casting a shadow along the ground. I tipped my head back and lifted my hand to shield my eyes from the sun, watching the magnificent bird fly overhead until it disappeared on the horizon.

      Everything was so peaceful up here, serene. I closed my eyes and felt the breeze kick up, moving the strands of my hair along my shoulders. I could see myself staying here, being with Wolf and not worrying about anything or anyone. It was crazy to even contemplate.

      With my eyes still closed, I felt strong arms wrap around me, pulling me against a hard chest. Wolf’s scent invaded my nose, making me feel drunk and needy. I rested back against him, letting my head rest on his chest, letting him hold me as we just stood there.

      “I could stay here forever,” I whispered. I felt Wolf tighten his hold on me and then he kissed the top of my head. The sounds of birds chirping, of twigs snapping in the distance, and of the sun on my face and the wind in my hair had me feeling right at home.

      All of that made me want to just say screw everything else that was going on, my responsibilities, my job… everything, and just stay here with Wolf.

      “Then stay,” he said in his deep, husky voice. I opened my eyes just as he pulled away from me, his hands on my shoulders so he could turn me around to face him. We stared into each other’s eyes for long seconds and then he cupped my cheeks and leaned down to kiss me softly. “Stay here with me, “ he murmured against my mouth.

      “I have a job in town,” I said but wanted to say fuck it. It’s not like I couldn’t survive without it. It’s not like I was even that happy having it. I didn’t own a house, and it was easy enough to break my lease. But could I actually do this? Could I actually stay?

      “Stay with me, Ruby. Just because you’re with me does not mean you have to give up your life out there.” He moved his hand over my hair and I leaned into his touch.

      “But I can’t let you go, I won’t. How can I let my world walk away?” It seemed so crazy that he could say these words. But I felt them and knew that he meant them.

      “This is insane,” I whispered, being honest. “The thought of not having this anymore scares me.” That last part was said so low that I didn’t even know if he heard me, or if I’d actually said it out loud. He leaned down and kissed me.

      “Who says insanity isn’t actually sane? Who is to say that what everybody else is doing is actually right? Maybe this right here, you and I, is what is right, how it’s always supposed to be?”

      It made perfect sense. Or maybe I was reaching. Maybe I just wanted this so badly, the feeling of how good and right it felt making all rationalization leave me?

      Or maybe I should just say screw everything else and do what made me happy?

      I thought about that the place I rented, how it wasn’t a home. I slept there, ate there alone. I caught up on work in the corner at a little desk, the floor lamp casting a muted yellow glow. No, that wasn’t what made a home.

      But the feeling I had right now in Wolf’s arms, the things he said that resonated within me, told me all I needed to know.

      I knew that being with Wolf was exactly where I needed to be.

      “Okay,” I whispered. “I’m yours.” Not that I had a chance against him. Like he said, from the moment we met my fate was sealed. And God did that feel incredible.
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      I could have told myself a thousand times how utterly insane this was—and maybe I had, just a little—but the truth remained that this felt right. This moment, what I was doing, about to do, felt like I should have always done this.

      Being with Wolf, letting all my inhibitions go, just being free, felt like the most natural thing on the planet.

      “You’re ready?” he asked in his gruff, Wolf signature voice that always had me weak in the knees and ready to be bent over the hood of a car. God, I was a fiend where he was concerned.

      He hadn’t been lying when he said I was his, that there was no going back, no trying to run from him. It was insane that in just a month’s time I was head over heels in love with this man, ready to live my life off the grid … be his irrevocably.

      “Ready as I’ll ever be,” I said and rose on my toes, wrapping my arms around his neck and bringing my lips to his. The softness of his beard tickled my flesh, but it was his pure masculinity that had my pussy instantly wet.

      “And you’re sure about this?”

      I couldn’t help but chuckle. “Like you’d give me a choice even if I said I wasn’t?”

      He grinned, a flash of straight white teeth. That smile looked more predatory than anything else.

      “No, I wouldn’t.” He pulled me in for an embrace. “There’s no place on this fucking planet you could go where I wouldn’t find you.”

      I sighed. “And that’s just the way I like it.”

      Pulling back, I grabbed the last of my bags and tossed it in the back of my car, slamming the door shut. The small moving van was parked in front of my vehicle, the only valuable things I’d wanted with me tucked safely inside. Wolf’s truck was parked on the side of the street.

      I watched as Bear lean against the hood of the vehicle. I hadn’t even known he existed until this afternoon when he came by Wolf’s cabin to help us. Apparently there was more than one wild man living off the grid. He looked just as uncomfortable as Wolf did, what with people walking by and cars driving past. These men, with their heavily muscled bodies and the mountain vibes they threw off like grenades, were pretty damn intense.

      I was moving to the mountains, letting my inhibitions go, and just saying fuck it to follow my heart. I’d worked out a sweet deal with my company, one where I’d be able to work from home—essentially. It would be tricky with the little to no service I got, but I would be able to make bi-weekly trips into town to deliver all my columns and paperwork. I’d get to do the shopping for the cabin at that time, so essentially it all worked out.

      Although Wolf, with his possessive and overbearing demeanor, wasn’t too keen on me being gone for nearly a whole day every other week, realized that I had to do shit for myself still. I couldn’t be a prisoner, even if being with him was exactly where I wanted to be.

      I could still be Wolf’s but keep my independence. I could be my own person but be the woman I wanted to be … with the man I loved.

      “You sure this is what you want to do?” he asked me for the hundredth time since I’d told him.

      “This is what I want.” I smiled and reached out to take his hand in mine. I could tell how uncomfortable he was in town, knew that he wasn’t a “people person.” He lived his life alone, but wanted it to be that way. That is, until I came along. I knew I was the only person he wanted to spend his life with … and the feeling was mutual. He was like me, just more extreme, and God, I loved him even more because of it.

      So I’d gotten rid of my place, packed up the shit I wanted to keep, sold the rest, and here I was about to move in with my wild man.

      And dammit, it felt pretty damn good.
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      I sat at the kitchen table, my shotgun in pieces as I cleaned it. Having a functioning weapon to hunt with out here in the wilderness was essential, even if Ruby hated watching me clean them. She knew they were key to surviving, that hunting for deer and other wildlife was what we had to do to stay stocked up for winter. Living off the grid didn’t afford us the luxury of having a freezer run off of electricity where we could buy prepackaged meats to store for months at a time.

      But she understood and accepted this life, and I was even trying to get her to go hunting with me on occasion, teaching her how to use the rifle to not only learn how to use it, but also to know how to protect herself if the time ever came.

      She’d come home from her monthly trip into town thirty minutes ago, gave a brisk nod as she headed into the bathroom, and had been in there ever since. I looked over at the closed door, hoping she was okay. I would have checked on her, but the banging around of the cupboards, the toilet flushing, then the sink running, told me she was fine.

      I started back working on cleaning the rifle, the rag beside me oil-stained. I heard the door open and looked up just as Ruby came out of the bathroom, her eyes wide as she bit her bottom lip. I could tell instantly something was wrong. She was picking at the edge of her shirt, her nervousness as tangible as if she’d reached out and ran her nails across my body.

      I was out of the seat and in front of her in seconds flat, holding on to her shoulders and curling my fingers gently around her small body. “What’s wrong?” I asked a little bit too harshly, but couldn’t help it as every bad scenario was playing through my head. “Did something happen in town? Somebody bother you? I should have gone with you.” My heart was racing as I thought about what could have happened. “Who do I have to kill?” I was serious.

      She visibly relaxed as she smiled gently. Then Ruby closed her eyes and exhaled slowly, shaking her head. “Town went fine,” she said, but I heard the way her voice went up in pitch at that last word.

      “Something’s wrong. I can feel it.” I had my hands cupping either side of her neck, feeling her pulse race beneath my thumb. “Talk to me. Tell me how to fix whatever’s wrong.” She shook her head and smiled again and I could see that it was genuine.

      “Nothing’s wrong, not really.”  And then she lifted her hand and held up the white stick. I might have been a loner my entire life, living away from civilization, but I knew a pregnancy test when I saw one.

      I took the stick out of her hand and stared down at the two pink lines. I didn’t need to ask her what it meant, didn’t need to read the pamphlet that came inside the box. It said right on the stick that two lines meant she was pregnant. I felt my heart drop to my belly, my pulse racing. Looking down at the woman I loved, all I could think about was how perfection was in front of me.

      She looked nervous and worried, maybe thinking this wasn’t what I wanted, or it was too soon. Despite the fact I told her that I wanted her to be the mother of my children, she was still afraid of my reaction. That was obvious.

      “A baby,” I said without phrasing it like a question. I saw her lick her lips, watched as her throat moved as she swallowed. She nodded slowly, her eyes still wide and her pupils dilated.

      “It’s too soon, isn’t it? I didn’t know if telling you now or waiting would be the best—”

      I had my lips on hers before she could even finish speaking, kissing her with all the love I had for her. When I pulled back she was breathing hard. I took my hand and cupped her cheek, smoothing my thumb along her bottom lip.

      “It’s not too soon. In fact I wish it would’ve happened sooner.” I grinned when I saw her relax, her lips curling up as she smiled.

      “Really? You’re happy?”

      “God, so damn happy, baby.” I kissed her again and again until I couldn’t breathe. Then I got down on my knees and pushed her shirt up, exposing her belly. I rested my forehead on her smooth skin, closing my eyes and reveling in the fact I was going to be a father. I kissed her navel, possessiveness and my territorial nature rising in me high, even stronger than ever before.

      She was my woman and carried my child. And if I had thought my need for her had been strong before, the alpha in me reared its head in this very moment.

      My woman.

      My wife.

      And now the mother of my child.

      

      
        
        The End

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Coming Next: The Bear’s Capture

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Bear’s book will be coming out in August!

      

      

      

      
        
        TBR: https://bit.ly/2ttEgC2
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        His profession is brutal, savage. Violent.

      

      

      
        
        And it turns her on.

      

      

      

      When Tristan got a new roommate in the form of a six-foot-three tattooed and pierced beast of a man, she wasn’t prepared for the instant lust that claimed her. She should have made sure this stayed strictly platonic in nature, but it seemed Kash might have other plans in mind.

      The attraction was magnetic and powerful. It was undeniable, no matter how hard they fought it.

      When she stumbled upon an underground cage fight, the last person she expected to see was Kash, bloody and bruised and destroying his opponent. She should have run the other way, but instead she found herself aroused and wanting him even more.

      

      Kash was a fighter and a damn good one at that. He’s stayed away from relationships and focused on his craft.

      And it’s worked out well for him … until now.

      He didn’t mean to get involved with his new roommate, but the curvy little brunette had every possessive instinct in him rising. From the moment he saw her, he was obsessed.

      But those well-thought-out intentions are a thing of the past.

      Now that he has Tristan, he’s not letting her go.

      

      Warning: If you’re used to Jenika’s insta-love dirty books, you’re still getting it with this one. It has a HEA and features a totally obsessed hero who only wants one woman. Previously published under the same title, this story has been extensively reworked, new content has been added, and it has been re-edited.
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      “What the fuck?” Tristan said, her brows lowering as confusion took root. It was only when she realized what was happening that she tightened her hands on the steering wheel and narrowed her eyes. “You little asshole.”

      The small moving van took up most of the driveway, which forced her to park on the side of the street. Her front door and screen were held open with a box, and it took her a solid minute before she felt she was in control enough to actually get out of her car.

      Zac, her current roommate, came out of the house with a large box in his arms and a shit-eating grin on his face as he spoke to someone Tristan couldn’t see.

      What the fuck?

      Although it was clear he was moving out, the prick was clearly not giving her any notice. And to make matters worse, it looked like he was taking her damn microwave.

      That fucking bastard!

      The little twerp thought he would just skip out on her, leave her high and dry with rent, and not even bother telling her? She’d gotten off work early, so if that hadn’t been the case, she probably would have come home to a semi-empty place and bills piled high.

      Once out of the car she made her way past the moving van, stopping and looking in the back and seeing his bed already taken apart, the mattress propped up on it side. Several boxes were lined up, but she had no doubt more would fill the truck.

      Motherfucker.

      “Hey, baby, make sure to pack up the gray towels in the bathroom. Those are three-hundred-thread-count Egyptian cotton,” Zac called over his shoulder to whoever was in her house.

      When he turned his attention forward and his gaze landed on her, he froze. Tristan could see the color of his face drain slightly before he regained his composure. Anger seethed within her.

      “Hey, Tristan.” She could hear the panic in his voice. “I didn’t think you got off for another few hours.”

      She gritted her teeth as rage consumed her. “That much is clear.” Coming out of her house in nothing more than a pair of daisy dukes and a cropped tank was a girl who didn’t even look like she was of drinking age. When the woman saw Tristan, she stopped, looked at Zac, and then dragged her gaze back to Tristan.

      “Just put that in the truck, Missy,” Zac said, not taking his focus from Tristan.

      “What in the hell is going on?” It was obvious what he was doing, but confusion still swirled within her. “You are skipping out on me? Without so much as a fucking phone call?” She opened and closed her mouth, probably looking like some kind of fish out of water. “You’re just leaving me with all the fucking bills?” What kind of asshole did this to a person?

      Zac heaved a large sigh and then started moving toward the truck again. “Listen, this is why I didn’t want to tell you I was leaving. You get so pissy about shit like this.”

      “Excuse me?” she said, feeling her eyes widen in shock. She moved aside as he walked past her and shoved the box in the back of the truck. “Yeah, I think getting pissy that my roommate is leaving without so much as a warning warrants me getting a little upset.” She looked at her house again and watched Missy head back inside. When her focus was back on Zac, she narrowed her eyes as her shock left and pure hatred took its place.

      “I just think it’s time for me to move on.”

      Tristan found herself blinking rapidly as she took in what he’d said. She closed her eyes and shook her head. “Zac, I don’t give a shit if you move across the fucking world to move on.” She opened her eyes and stared at him. “But you can’t just up and leave without giving me any kind of notice. We’re roommates, and half the bills are your responsibility. You didn’t give me any time to find someone to take your place.” She lifted her arms in frustration. “How in the hell am I supposed to find someone with no notice? I can’t pay a house bill, the utilities, and the other handful of fucking bills that go with living in a house this size.”

      The asshole just stared at her instead of answering her questions.

      “Rent is due next week. What the hell am I supposed to do about that?”

      He shrugged as if her panic didn’t even warrant an explanation.

      “That’s not my problem anymore, Tristan.”

      “We have a lease, Zac. You can’t just do this.”

      “No, you have the lease in your name. It’s your issue, not mine.”

      She curled her hands into fists at her sides so tight she couldn’t have been surprised if her nails broke skin.

      Her teeth were sure to break if she clenched them any harder. A year he’d been living with her. They weren’t anything more than roommates, and although he was a pompous asshole, he’d paid his share of the bills on time and left her the hell alone.

      

      Zac was a self-absorbed prick, and she should have known better than to strike any kind of deal with him. When she saw Missy head back into the house, she marched forward, shoved the girl out of the way, and made her way inside. The sneaky bastard was just going to run out on her knowing she couldn’t afford this place on her own.

      Well fuck him.

      “You,” she said to Missy, pointing her finger at the other woman. “Stay out of my house.”

      Tristan watched Zac grab a few more things before walking by her like she didn’t exist. Her mind had conjured up a shitload of things to say to him, but her mouth wouldn’t form the words. When she heard the back of the truck slam shut, she forced herself to follow him outside.

      “Listen, I really am sorry to leave you in such a jam, but I just can’t stay here anymore.” He stared at her from the driver’s seat, looking less than genuine that he’d just screwed her over. “I’m sure you can find someone to replace my half of the bills.”

      She clenched her jaw.

      Missy slipped in beside him and curled her ridiculously perfect body around his. Zac wrapped his arm around her shoulders and placed a kiss on her puckered lips.

      “You worthless piece of shit.”

      “Listen, babe, I just need my space, okay?”

      Babe? Needed his own space? What the hell did he think they were … a damn couple?

      Tristan didn’t bother saying anything. She turned on her heel and slammed the front door behind her. Silence surrounded her as she leaned against the door and forced herself not to cry. What a horrible fucking day.

      A moment later she heard the sound of the moving truck starting and then pulling away. Tristan looked around. Zac had taken a lot of stuff, and although it was his to begin with, it renewed Tristan’s anger tenfold.

      She had no clue how she was going to afford this place on her own. She supposed a couple shots of whiskey couldn’t hurt in making her feel a little better, at least until tomorrow came and she had a hangover and reality set in again.
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        Want your very own Real Man? Check out the series HERE: http://amzn.to/2szRFss

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Find all of Jenika’s dirty, sweet, and everything in-between books here:

        http://www.jenikasnow.com/bookshelf

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Find Jenika at:

      

        

      
        Instagram: Instagram.com/JenikaSnow

        Goodreads: http://bit.ly/2FfW7A1

        Amazon: http://amzn.to/2E9g3VV

        Bookbub: http://bit.ly/2rAfVMm

        Newsletter: http://bit.ly/2dkihXD

      

      

      

      
        
        www.JenikaSnow.com

        Jenika_Snow@yahoo.com

      

      

      
        [image: Facebook] Facebook

        [image: Twitter] Twitter

      

    

  

cover.jpeg
JENIKA SNOW,/





images/00002.jpeg






images/00004.jpeg
THE UNDERGROUND
USA Today Bestselling Author

JENIKA SNOW





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg
CVERVONE NEEDS*“

A Real Mat

enikaSnow.com __....-—-

& &
SE S





images/00007.jpeg
“ Ghibw G

\ (\’ Real Men Do It Better {
k -
| H |





