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Chapter One



The roar of Juan’s big old Grand Prix increased the surge of adrenaline in him as he drove up the neighborhood street after the black Hummer. 

Suddenly, the Hummer stopped right in front of him. 

Juan slammed on the brakes as his car raced toward the Hummer’s back end. The collision’s impact jerked Juan forward against the steering wheel. His seatbelt kept him in the seat.

Revealed by moonlight, four members of the Hawks gang strode toward Juan’s car, grim intent on their faces. 

Juan unclasped the seatbelt and opened his car door. The front of his ’69 Grand Prix was damaged, the engine hood buckled. A faint smell of gasoline came from his car, and steam escaped the radiator. 

Surveying the deadly group coming toward him, Juan decided the street was the worst place to take them on. 

His body ached from the cars’ impact. He ran for the sidewalk in front of the nearest home. The four thugs followed, tossing their dark clothing aside. Juan wrenched off his jacket as he watched them begin to shape-shift. No time to remove his binding clothes now. As fast as lightning, the change began. They hemmed him in.

Streaks of electrified energy streamed through Juan and swirled around his body like the snap and curl of a leather whip. The ropes of energy arced and circled him until his body automatically increased in height as his skull took on the wolf image of generations of werewolves. Against his torso, his wolf pendant and chain glowed with a blinding light. His hands and nails became claws, his teeth became sharp canines. His body changed form to the lightning-fast, death-dealing, giant werewolf. 

He faced his werewolf attackers. After each one shifted to the same giant werewolf form, they all circled him. He watched, waiting for the first attack. He should have called Derek to go with him tonight. But Juan had been in too much of a hurry and didn’t want to lose these killers. Now he faced a battle.

One of the perps attacked from behind him, slammed against him trying to knock him down. Juan jumped aside and kept his feet under him. He slashed the wolf beside him and spun in a circle, hoping to escape. No luck. 

The monstrous gang battered him from every side, knocking him back and forth like a damn basketball. He strove to stay on his feet. One of them ran to the Hummer and pulled out a chain. What the hell? 

Suddenly the tallest one slammed his giant head upwards beneath Juan’s jaw. The force of the blow snapped his head back. The cold metal of the chain wrapped around his neck. The pinching links tightened with a ruthless jerk. Two other goons grabbed his arms. A fourth pummeled his midsection and face. Their claws scratched and punctured his skin. 

As the heavy chain choked him, a vision came to him of a heavy metal collar locked around his neck when he was held prisoner years ago. His dear aunt had been killed after she rescued him from this damned evil pack that still plagued Desert Edge. He’d been thirteen when he was captured and dragged off to their house of prostitution. With the metal collar around his neck, they’d kept him from shape-shifting then. He’d been forced to remain human and docile so his were-shape didn’t form. 

The visions clouded. He couldn’t remember what happened in the house of prostitution. The memory faded. His sight darkened. A strange ringing noise grew.

One of the bastards knocked Juan’s feet out from under him from behind. The chain dragged on his neck. He couldn’t draw in any air. His body hit the ground. His head snapped back and slammed the hard earth. Pain exploded. He writhed and twisted to his side. 

“Leave us the fuck alone, or your family and friends are next,” the bastard growled. The chain cruelly yanked Juan’s neck. 

His werewolf power left his body. Black night engulfed him. 



* * * *



The moon shone through the arched window high in Cynthia’s living room. In a few days, it would be full. Yet tonight, the bright glare almost blinded her. The fact that she’d just gotten up from a sound sleep could be the reason. A loud bang had disturbed her dreams. She peered through the glass window of the front door to check the street for an accident. She inhaled swiftly when she saw a group of men milling on the side of the street near a large older-model sedan and a Hummer. The cars must have run into each other. Typical.

She hurried to her bedroom to find her robe and sandals. A howl like that of a wolf sounded loud outside. Why would there be a wolf nearby? The Mexican Gray Wolf had been reintroduced to the mountains west of town. She’d heard coyotes in the neighborhood before, but never a wolf. She rushed back to the front window and peered up the street. 

Shocked, Cynthia watched the dark forms of several tall men attack another man. It was the strangest, most brutal road rage she’d ever seen. It looked as if the man had been hit with some kind of electrical charge. 

Disbelief and horror gripped her as the incomprehensible violence exploded. Viciously attacked on all sides, the man was left unmoving on the ground.

She counted four men who scrambled into the Hummer and sped away. She couldn’t take time to call 911. She must make sure the man still breathed. Grabbing her flashlight from the coat closet, she unlocked her front door and raced outside to the unfortunate man’s side. Crumpled on the ground, he didn’t move. Please let him be alive. 

No one else came outside. Everyone in the block was either asleep or watching TV. She must be the only one who witnessed this. Except someone should have heard the collision besides her. 

He moved. Thank God. She reached his side and dropped to her knees beside him. “Can you hear me?”

He responded with a deep groan. 

“Can you sit up? How badly are you hurt?”

He rolled to his side and opened his eyes. 

In the moonlight she couldn’t discern the extent of his injuries. She didn’t see anything that looked like blood. “Let me help you up.”

She took hold of his arm but let him do the work. He might have broken bones. She feared hurting him more.

He sat up. “I’m okay.” However, he cleared his throat and groaned as he pushed himself to his feet. 

“Shall I call 911? Do you need to go to the emergency room?”

“No.” His answer sounded rough.

Could he be involved in something dangerous, like drugs? 

He took a long unsteady step toward his car. “I need to find my cell.”

She glanced at the damaged front end of his car. “I don’t think you can drive your car. It’s badly smashed in front.”

He grabbed the door handle and opened the heavy car door. She saw his cell phone broken on the front seat. It looked like it had been thrown against the front windshield. “Doubt it’s going to work now.”

He leaned inside and grabbed the phone. After dialing, he waited. “It’s dead. Damn. Pardon me.” He unfolded himself from the front seat and stood. After several deep breaths, he looked at her. “Do you have a phone I can use to call a friend?”

“Yes. Come inside.” She started to take his arm to offer support.

“I’m all right. Go ahead and I’ll follow you. There’s plenty of moonlight to see by.”

“Okay. This way.” She led him to her yard and took the walkway to the front porch. She glanced behind her to make sure he wasn’t having any problem walking. He was right behind her. Sheesh, he walked quietly. She opened the front door. “Come in.” She preceded him inside her home. 

“Are you sure you’re all right? I can call 911 for you.” 

“No, thanks. I’m fine. But I need to call a friend.” He cleared his throat again.

She turned to look at him. In the light, she saw him clearly. It felt as if something punched her in the middle. He was incredibly good-looking. Long, mussed, dark hair touched his broad shoulders. Dark brown eyes held mystery and revealed an almost predatory sexuality. Taller than average height, his darkly tanned, olive-brown skin and lean muscular body exuded strength and agility. His nostrils flared, and his eyes couldn’t conceal his male interest in her. She knew it wasn’t personal. He was just being a typical male, interested in most any female. 

Her reaction to him surprised her, though. After swearing off all men, following her divorce, she actually wondered what his kiss would be like. What sensations would his hands create on her breasts and nipples? She could imagine that his touch would be arousing. Would he make love fast? Or would he take his time? Sexual hunger ached low in her belly, and moisture gathered between her thighs. Shoot.

“Let me get you something to drink. What would you like?”

Even though he’d taken a beating, his slightly bruised and swollen lips curved up on one side. Not good. She had a feeling he knew she was affected by him. 

“Water would be fine. Thanks.” 

“I’ll get some ice bags for your bruises, too.” She spun toward the kitchen to escape those piercing eyes…and to gather the ice bags. 

More than his face must show the beating he’d taken. He’d need to remove his shirt to reveal exactly where on his torso he needed ice. She’d tend the bruises left on his throat, since he refused to call for medical aid. Guys. 

















Chapter Two



Juan needed to call Derek and get out of here. He didn’t have time to hang around this seductive woman. She called to him like a mythical siren. Slender, with her graceful neck, straight shoulders, and long legs, she moved with an ethereal beauty. The soft lantern light of her entry hall revealed that her short, straight, reddish-brown hair barely covered her ears and the nape of her neck. Her bangs feathered over her forehead, almost hid her light-brown eyebrows, and teased her eyelids. She was beautiful, with those hazel eyes, a slender nose, and full, dark pink lips. 

After being turned down by Angie Silva, he had no plans to get involved this soon, or ever look for lasting love again. Being a shape-shifter, it was just as well. 

These days, he didn’t intend to pursue anything more than hot sex. After his run-in with the Hawks, he wanted this woman naked and in every way he could think to take her, now. 

It wouldn’t be too hard to slip her ivory silk robe off her shoulders and lift her short, pink pajama top up and off. When the robe parted with her long strides, he also noticed a narrow line of lace along the bottom of her short, pink, boxer-style pajama bottoms. It would be so easy to slip his hand beneath that lace and pleasure her, taste her. He’d love the feel of those long shapely legs wrapped around him. 

Dios. What was his problem? He’d never before had such a strong, immediate hunger after a fight. With his sense of smell still heightened, he detected her arousal. Could his need stem from her attraction to him as well? Or was it only the result of the fight with the Hawks?

He imagined making love to her on her dark brown sofa, or up against the beige walls, or on the pink marble kitchen counter. The soft pink Oriental rug would be different, even her bed. It didn’t matter where. He wanted to plunge balls-deep inside her wet, slick pussy, and find release while she found hers. The image had his cock rising hard and ready. 

Violence had no place here. He must control his beast’s feral instincts. He swiped his fingers through his hair. Get a grip, Enriquez. 

He needed to contact Derek and report what happened tonight with the Hawks gang. 

“May I use your phone?” He twisted on the sofa as his gaze followed her.

“Oh. Sorry, I forgot. Here you go.” She grabbed a phone from the kitchen counter and crossed the room to hand it to him. 

“Thanks.” Juan rose from the sofa and strode the length of the den as he pressed the keys. Derek answered. “Hey, I had some trouble with a few of the Hawks when I followed ’em. My car needs a tow. Can you call Ramon to haul it in?” Derek’s assurance took the car off Juan’s mind. “I’ll need a lift home, too.” Didn’t sound like Derek was in the mood to come get him now. “I know it’s late, but—”

“You can spend the night on my sofa, if you need to,” she offered. 

He turned. Her arms and hands were full of towels and bags of ice. He couldn’t help smiling at the sight. She looked like she meant business. “Sounds like a plan. Hey, Derek, give me a lift in the morning, okay? Yeah, the address is…” He looked at her. 

“Six, one, one, zero Mountain Laurel,” she answered. 

Juan gave Derek the address and told him he’d see him in the morning. 

“I’m sorry, I don’t think I gave you my name. Juan Enriquez.”

“I’m Cynthia Krystal.” She grinned at him, and her face lit up as her eyes sparkled. 

“Good to meet you, Cynthia.”

“I’m happy to meet you, too,” she said. “I couldn’t help hearing you say that you were following the Hawks. Are they the guys who attacked you with such viciousness?”

“Yeah,” he answered, softly. “I’m a private investigator along with my business partners, Derek and Mike Wolfson. We’ve been investigating the illegal activities of the Hawks’ gang for a while. We’re hoping to find evidence that will put them in prison. They’re a ruthless gang of criminals.”

“Oh,” she said, her eyes wide. “What’s the name of your business?”

“It’s Desert Edge Investigations. Let me help you with those ice bags.” He reached out, but she took a step back. He lifted his eyebrows in question. 

“Now that I think about it, I imagine you’d like a shower first. I have some clean clothing you can wear afterward, and I’ll wash your clothes for you.”

“Sounds like a plan.” Who was he to refuse her request when she’d come to his aid? 

“The bathroom is down the hall, and there are clean towels in a basket in the corner. Help yourself.”

Juan could think of more than a shower he’d like to help himself to. “Thanks, Cynthia. I won’t be long.”

“Just drop your dusty clothes outside the door, and I’ll throw them in the washing machine.”

“Will do.” He’d best head for a cold shower quick if he knew what was good for him. 



* * * *



Cynthia put the ice bags in the freezer and gathered the pile of clothing he’d left outside the bathroom door. She could hear the shower going and Juan humming a song to himself. It made her smile. She’d never heard a guy humming in her shower before. It was nice. 

After checking his clothes size, she put his clothing in the washer and headed for the garage, where she stored clean clothing ready to be taken to the Desert Edge Rescue Mission downtown. Digging through one of the boxes, she finally found a T-shirt and jeans that should fit Juan’s long legs and narrow hips. 

She couldn’t help but notice his trim butt as he walked down the hall to the bath. When she’d helped him outside, the feel of his lean, well-muscled body had amazed her. She folded the clothing and left it on the floor outside the bathroom door. 

There was no underwear for him. It wasn’t collected for the people at the rescue mission, only outer clothing. Underwear had to be purchased new. However, the thought of him with only jeans and T-shirt was inspiring. 

The shower water quieted. He was finished and would soon rejoin her. She imagined water dripping over that tanned skin and down his torso. 

Oh, my. Aching heat spread between her thighs. The vision of him filling her needy flesh left her wet and aching. What was she thinking? What was the matter with her? She didn’t even know this man. It must be the full moon. 

The bathroom door opened briefly and closed. It would look odd if she was waiting on the sofa when he came down the hall. She busied herself gathering ice packs from the freezer. 

“Thank you for the shower. It felt great.”

“Oh!” She hadn’t heard him enter the kitchen. He walked so quietly. “You’re very welcome. I have the ice packs. Come sit on the sofa, and I’ll help you with them. You’ll have to show me where the worst of the bruises are. Those on your face are obvious. I mean, I can’t see the others under your clothing.” 

She gabbed nervously. Her face heated with embarrassment. His proximity and the thought of his bare skin made her self-conscious after daydreaming about him. He smelled wonderful and masculine. Carrying the ice packs, she headed for the den sofa, figuring it would be easiest to arrange the ice packs there. 

He followed her, and when she turned to face him, he was carefully pulling his shirt off over his head. She imagined his bruises hurt, and he didn’t want the worst abrasions on his face to start to bleed. She thought of telling him to leave his shirt on, but he was right. It would be easier to apply the ice packs with his skin bared to reveal the bruises. 

The lamplight glinted off a gold wolf’s head pendant and chain he wore around his neck, the bruises around his throat a dark contrast. His shirt had hidden the gold chain until now. She should have given him a button-up shirt to make undressing easier for him. How silly she didn’t think of it before. The night’s events and this gorgeous man made her spacey. 

His trim waist supported magnificent abs. His chest was broad and muscular. Spread across his chest, a sprinkling of dark hair tapered to a narrow line between his abs and descended beneath his jeans waistline. The bulge below made her look away as she tried not to notice. Her breaths increased in spite of herself. She glanced up to meet his gaze as he eased the shirt off and tossed it over the arm of the sofa. 

He stood looking at her with a hint of a smile on his face. He must be well aware how his body affected women. 

“Let’s sit on the sofa, and I’ll put the ice packs where you need them.” He complied. She sat down near him and put the ice packs in her lap. Lord, they were cold. Probably a good thing for her, too. She needed cooling down. 

“Lean back against the pillows in the corner there.” He did as she directed. “You’ll need to hold the ice packs against the bruises on your face. Here, let me help you.” As he gripped a small bag of ice, she held his hand lightly to guide him. His skin was warm and pleasant to the touch. 

Surprisingly, the scrapes already looked better. Satisfied that he covered one of the worst abrasions on his face at the corner of his mouth, she gave him another ice pack and directed his other hand to a swollen bruise at his hairline above his temple on the opposite side of his face. Reaching upward, she lost her balance and caught herself with her hand right on top of the wolf‘s head pendant hanging from the gold chain over his heart. 

He dropped the ice bag he’d held against his mouth and covered her hand with his. His heat and the strong beats of his heart slammed into her palm. His erection nudged her belly hard. 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to,” she said.

“No problem.” His voice sounded soft and deep, like velvet, and his slight smile reached his eyes, the lamplight shimmering in them. 

Her gaze dropped to his lips. What would his kisses feel like? Suddenly, the nearness of his face dawned on her as his breath caressed her. Heat rose like an open fire. She looked away and slipped her hand from under his as she sat up and gathered another ice bag from beside her. 

Scanning his torso for bruises, she composed herself, unable to decide which one was the worst. “You’re bruised in so many places. I’ll hand you the ice packs and you can put them where you need them.” 

His smile broadened, and she expected him to laugh out loud at her, but his lips twitched as he worked to control his humor. Obviously he was affected by their proximity as well. This close to him, her body was so aroused she wouldn’t mind getting to know him better. She hadn’t experienced such a reaction since she’d met her now-divorced husband. 

She handed him the ice packs as he placed them over his abs and waist where he‘d been pummeled by those thugs. She picked up the small bag he’d dropped when he’d covered her hand. Leaning close again, she held the bag in both hands.

He raised his hand, but instead of taking the ice, he slipped his arm around her back and gently pulled her closer. Wondering what he intended, Cynthia waited, spellbound. 

“Thank you, querida.” He angled his head and brushed his lips across hers. She sat still, captivated by him. Her lips registered every subtle touch and nuance of his warm kiss…and tingled with the sensations. 

With that one soft kiss, everything in her world changed. She recognized it as clearly as if the earth had shifted on its axis. Although she had no idea where this would lead, she would never be the same. 

Unnerved, she broke the kiss. “You’re welcome,” was all she could think of to say. It had been a long time for her. Until this moment, she hadn’t known she was ready to meet someone new, or explore another relationship. 

Again, he smiled at her with that slight upward tilt of the corners of his mouth. His arm dropped from her back, and she groped for his hand and placed the ice bag in it. She leaned her side against the back of the sofa and watched him as he pressed the bag to the bruised part of his lips. 

“You should keep those ice bags on for another ten minutes, and then we’ll take them off for a while. I have a soothing lotion we can put on the bruises around your throat, instead of using ice there.” 

“Don’t worry. I doubt I’ll turn into an iceberg. I heal pretty fast.” 

She smiled at him again. 

Juan wanted to lower her flat on this sofa and kiss her senseless, slide his aroused cock deep inside her warm, wet pussy. She made him hungry to taste her. He wanted to stroke her until she screamed in ecstasy. 

It had been a long time. She drew him strongly. He longed to cup her breasts and suck her nipples while she arched against him. What would it feel like to have her hand curl around his cock and stroke him? She had soft, smooth fingers. Thinking about it made him harder. 

“I think that’s been long enough,” she said. “Let’s put these back in the fridge for a while.”

Her words jerked him back from his daydream. She removed one ice pack after another. Her fingers grazed the heated skin of his lower torso. 

Dios. Juan inhaled swiftly but steeled his reaction. He didn’t want to chase her off. 

After she put the bags on the coffee table, she raised her hand to take the one he’d replaced on his face. 

He couldn’t resist. He cupped the back of her head. When she didn’t pull away, he pulled her closer and brushed his lips across hers. She didn’t protest. Her warm, smooth lips drew him. He licked the seam of her lips, and she parted them. As he delved his tongue within her sweet, wet mouth and tasted her honey, explored silken textures, and stroked, she moaned. Her body shifted closer, and her hands braced against his chest. 

Her touch ignited a fire in him that wouldn’t be easily put out. He shook with the force of his desire. Her scent filled his head, made the beast in him hungry to taste all of her. 

The sound of her soft sigh had his cock tenting the blue jeans. Sliding both arms around her, he pulled her snug against him. Her belly pressed against his erection. Groaning with pleasure, he angled his lips over hers and swept his delving tongue through her warm mouth. He touched and caressed every surface but couldn’t get enough of her sweet taste. 

His need for her to spread her legs and take his stiffened cock inside her slick pussy drove him without mercy. How far would she go? He hated to scare her off by moving too fast. 

He smoothed one hand up her side and covered her full, firm breast. When she moaned but didn’t protest, he brushed his thumb across her nipple. It was hard, and he wanted to taste and suck it deep into his mouth. He lifted the bottom edge of her short top until her bared breast nestled in his palm. Dios, she felt so fucking good. 

Breaking their kiss gently, he looked down as he lifted her breast. Her skin was like pale satin, and it shone in the lamplight. Her dusky-pink nipple rose erect and full. He had to taste her. 

He lowered his head and took her swollen nipple into his mouth. He drew hard and licked, teasing with his tongue. 

She whimpered, moved her hips against him, and arched her back, offering him more. “Oh my. Juan.” Her short breaths came rapidly. “What are we doing? I want you, but I’ve just met you!”

He released her sweet flesh. “I know, querida. I want you, too.”

“This must be happening too fast, but it doesn’t feel that way.”

“No, it feels like I’ve known you a long time. What do you want to do?” 

“I think I need to take things a little slower, no matter how I feel,” she said. “I’ve only been divorced for a year. Surely, it’s too soon to become involved again.”

“Cindy, this could be good between us. Do you want to have some fun and see where it goes? We don’t have to take things too seriously. We could have a great time.” He looked at her swollen lips and her serious eyes. Say yes, Cindy. 















Chapter Three



Cynthia stared into his dark brown eyes, searching for the truth. She saw honesty. Somehow, looking at his open expression, she saw his willingness to accept what she wanted. He wasn’t like her ex-husband. He didn’t demand she have sex with him no matter how she felt at the moment. 

This was different. Juan was different. Yet, she’d thought she’d known her former husband, and she’d been fooled. 

“Would you like to play a little without getting seriously involved?” Juan’s eyebrows raised in question. “I think you’d enjoy it.”

“Yes, I think I would,” she answered. “I agree. We don’t need a serious relationship to enjoy ourselves.” And it would give her an opportunity to get to know more about Juan. 

The doorbell rang. She hadn’t even heard a car drive up, she’d been so focused on Juan. 

“That must be Derek,” Juan said, and sighed. “I guess he decided to come sooner than later.”

Not the best timing. But at least with Juan leaving now, she’d have a chance to think about what she’d agreed to. And reconsider, if she needed to. 

She pulled back a little and Juan slid his hands down to her waist. 

“When will I see you again?” he asked.

“Later today?” She smiled. “Your clothes are still in the dryer, and you’ll need to pick them up.”

He grinned. “How about I come by this evening for them?”

“Fine. We can have dinner here if you’d like to.”

“Sounds like a plan. Shall I bring wine or beer?”

“Red wine would be perfect.” She smiled at him again. “I’d better get the door.” 

She rose from the sofa and headed to the front entry. Opening the door wide, she felt Juan’s warmth close behind her. 

“Hi,” a tall, good-looking, sandy-haired guy said. 

“Derek,” Juan said.

“Come in,” Cynthia invited. 

“Thanks, but I left my date waiting,” Derek said. “Can I take a rain check?”

“Sure,” Cynthia assured him.

“Cynthia, this is one of my business partners and my good friend, Derek Wolfson. Derek, meet Cynthia Krystal. She helped me out when the Hawks attacked me.”

“Good to meet you. Thanks for coming to my partner’s rescue.”

“I would have called 911 for him, but he refused.”

“That sounds like Juan.” 

“Come on, Derek, before we wear out our welcome,” Juan said as he took a step past her and clamped a hand on Derek’s shoulder. Juan looked at her and met her gaze. “Thank you for your help,” he said, his voice soft and warm. “I’ll call you later.”

“Let me know how it goes with your car.” She grinned at Juan.

He waved and pushed his friend toward a gray Honda Civic. It seemed like Juan didn’t want Derek hanging around her too long. Maybe Juan was a little possessive. That was all right with her, since she’d just as soon keep their future fun private. 

It was too soon after her divorce to even think about a serious relationship. 

Her personal goals came first these days. Second would be getting to know Juan. Handsome as sin, he must work outside mostly. He didn’t seem the office-paperwork sort. Those firm, sculpted lips and his big gentle hands had done amazingly sexy things to her. 



* * * *



“She seems nice,” Derek said as he and Juan strode to his Civic. 

“Real nice. Keep your hands off her, my friend,” Juan said. 

Derek’s eyebrows shot up just as they opened the car doors and lowered themselves into the seats. “But she looks like she’d be a fun girl to know,” he protested, fastening his seat belt.

“Definitely,” Juan admitted, stretching his legs out and settling back in the seat. “Except we’re not sharing this time. Cindy’s all mine.” 

“When did this happen?”

“After the fight with the Hawks. I don’t understand it myself, but I want Cindy, and I’m not interested in a threesome.” 

On occasion in the past, he and Derek had enjoyed sharing a woman. Now, he felt an unusual feral possessiveness about Cindy. He had no plans to let things get too serious. The way he felt about her didn’t make sense, especially after Angie, but there it was. 

“If that’s how you feel, I understand. I’ll just have to find myself a voluptuous blonde.”

Juan snorted and smiled at his friend’s comment. 

“How did those Hawks get hold of you?” Derek asked.

Juan explained how it went down, and added, “I won’t let that happen again.” The old, green, ’69 Grand Prix was probably done. It had met its match in the big Hummer. 

Derek shook his head. “Next time you decide to follow the Hawks to their gated neighborhood, take me with you. The odds will be more even that way.”

“You got that right,” Juan agreed. 



* * * *



Cynthia curled up in the overstuffed armchair in the den. She needed to sort through what had happened this night. Although she was attracted to Juan, was she making another big mistake by encouraging him?

There were obvious, big differences between the image Juan put forth and how she had come to live her life and portray herself as a well-to-do woman. She’d worked hard to make her place in the social strata her former husband took for granted. He’d been born to it, and she had not. Now she was able to accomplish good things for the needy, and she knew people who could help her accomplish those goals. 

Juan seemed less refined than the men in the circles she’d come to frequent, but he was a good guy, honest, and seemed genuinely interested in his work as a private investigator. From what he’d told her, he focused on ridding the community of that gang that attacked him.

She wouldn’t let anything interfere with her charity work for the Desert Edge Rescue Mission. She refused to allow anyone to keep her from providing clothing and food for the most desperate cases of homeless people on her side of the city. 

Just thinking about that sexual tug Juan’s kiss ignited in her made her wonder if maybe she could handle a short fling now, or a low-key relationship with him. His long-fingered, strong hands had left her definitely wanting more of his touches. 















Chapter Four



Cynthia answered the doorbell and found Juan waiting on her front porch, looking ruggedly handsome, in blue jeans, burgundy cotton shirt, and western-style boots. His cologne wafted to her. Citrus, her favorite. He carried a bottle of red wine. She grinned at him. “Come in. I see you brought our dinner wine.”

“Couldn’t forget that,” he said, grinning back at her. 

Cindy looked past him at the dark blue Civic parked in front of her house. “You’re driving a different car.”

He turned and looked at the used sedan. “Yeah, the old Grand Prix was totaled. Ramon fixed me up with this one. Not what I like to drive, but it has good pick up and speed. That’s important in my line of work.”

“Is it comfortable?” Comfort was important, too.

“Oh, yeah. Spending as much time as we do driving around town, the seats and leg room have to be right.” 

“You’ll have to take me for a spin and show me what it can do.” She smiled at him and gestured for him to come into her home.

“My pleasure. Let me know when, and I’ll be happy to,” he said as he followed her inside. 

The thought of taking a ride with Juan teased her with the possibilities. “I have everything ready for the grill outside. How are you at cooking steaks?”

“I’ve grilled a few.” He handed her the bottle of wine. “How do you like yours cooked?”

“I like it medium-well. And you?”

“I always like it on the rare side,” he said, looking a little self-conscious. One side of his mouth curved upward.

Now what exactly did he mean by that look? It indicated embarrassment for his preference in how he liked his meals prepared. Why would he feel that way? 

“Where’s the grill? Show me what you need me to do,” he said.

It wasn’t long before their meal was ready. They sat down at the dining table and enjoyed every last bite. The steaks were cooked just right. Cindy made a mental note to ask Juan over for dinner more often. “You’re a good chef.” 

“Comes from helping at home. When we have family get-togethers, they usually turn into big dinners. The guys are always in charge of the grill. If you don’t cook everyone’s meat just right, they get grouchy.” He grinned. 

“Sounds like a normal, big family having a good time,” she said.

“Always.”

Cindy realized as she gazed at him under the light above the dining table that his bruises and abrasions showed amazing improvement. “The injuries to your face are healing so fast.”

“I do tend to heal fast. A family trait.” 

“Nice trait to have.”

He nodded, his expression turning serious. “You were amazing last night to come outside alone and help me after my run-in with the Hawks.”

“I couldn’t ignore the fact you looked injured and might need help.”

“You had no idea who I was.” He slashed his hand through the air. “I could have been a totally bad dude. Not everyone would do what you did. Most people would have closed their curtains. Some might have called the police. You had the courage to come outside, in your robe and pajamas even, and take me, a complete stranger, into your home.” 

“I couldn’t just stand by the window and do nothing. I feared you’d been fatally injured.”

“You brought me into your home, gave me access to your cell, cleaned me up, and tended my wounds. You’re a remarkable woman.” His eyes held hers with his warmth and sincerity.

“I guess my work with the Rescue Mission has made me less afraid of strangers than most people would be.”

They’d both finished their dinner. Cynthia picked up her plate. “I’ll take these dishes into the kitchen.”

“I’ll help,” Juan said, and stood, holding her chair for her and gathering up his plate.

After the dishes were all in the dishwasher, she asked, “Would you like another glass of wine?”

“If you’re having one, I’ll join you,” he said.

She poured the wine into their glasses and offered his to him. “Why don’t we make ourselves comfortable in the den?”

“Sounds good.” He followed her into the den and took a seat between her and the end of the sofa. “What does your work involve at the Rescue Mission, besides collecting and delivering clothing?”

“I usually walk through the main gathering room and see if anyone appears ill and needs special care. If I know of a job available, I look for someone who might be eager and capable of handling the work. My friends and I cooperate with the Rescue Mission that way to help.” 

“While you and your friends are there, I hope you’re careful about your own safety. That rescue operation is in one of the rougher parts of the older area by the railroad tracks.”

“At all times, we stay aware of what’s happening both inside and outside the building. We don’t make a delivery if there’s an obvious problem. Of course, we don’t always know what’s happening until we walk inside. I’ve learned to stay calm, assess things, and be on my way if I need to leave. But there’s hardly ever any reason for a hasty retreat.”

“Watch out for any suspicious gang activity. I know the Hawks cruise that part of town looking for young homeless women for their house of prostitution.”

“I’ll keep my eyes open for them. I hadn’t thought of that possibility before, but, sadly, it makes sense now that you mention it.”

He leaned close to her and kissed her softly, brushing his firm, warm lips across hers. “I don’t want to upset you, but I want you to be safe.”

She smiled at him. “I understand. I’ll be more careful. Thank you.” 

“It’s not much compared to what you did for me last night.”

“I can think of any number of ways to remedy that.”

He grinned at her. “You can? What exactly are you thinking about?”

“Oh. Well, another kiss would be a good place to start.” She smiled.

He reached an arm across the front of her and cradled her shoulder, gathering her close. “Let’s get started then.” He lowered his head and brushed her lips with his.

She parted her lips, and he delved within excruciatingly slowly with the tip of his tongue. She wanted more, so much more. Wrapping her arms around his solid torso, careful not to touch his bruises, she tilted her head and met his tongue with hers, stroking and teasing the warm, wet texture. He took the kiss deeper, covering her mouth with his. He groaned softly, and she breathed out a sigh of pleasure. She caressed the muscles of his back with her fingers. 

One of his hands smoothed over her midriff and cupped her breast. She inhaled swiftly as his thumb brushed across her nipple. Heated sensations raced through her body to the most sensitive flesh surrounding her channel. He stroked his fingers over her firm nipple. The heated ache pulsed through her clit. The physical need made her moan. 

“Let’s get these clothes off you,” he said, his voice soft and rasping. “Is this room private enough for you? I want to see you naked.”

At his words, every pleasure point in her body tightened with desire. “Yes. No one can see us here. The curtains cover the windows, and no one can see us from the front of the house.” 

“Good, because I’m finding it hard to wait.” He smiled at her with that lopsided smile of his. “Let me help.” He took hold of the bottom edge of her pink, silk pullover and lifted it slowly as she sat up and raised her arms. Before she could take two breaths, he had it off her. 

“May I?” He slipped his fingers beneath the fastening of her pale pink bra.

She smiled. “Yes, you may.” 

He unclasped her bra and pushed the straps down her arms and off. “You’re so beautiful.” For a long moment he stared at her breasts, his eyes dark. “I want to taste you and lick those pink tits.”

She shivered at his words, wanting him to do that very thing. “Please.” She arched her back and offered her breasts to him. She couldn’t believe it was so easy to let him have his way. He was so different from her ex-husband. Juan took time to be playful and generous. 

He lowered his head, and she watched as he licked one nipple with the tip of his tongue. Heat streaked to her swollen labia. He took her nipple with his lips, drew it into his mouth, and sucked hard. She moaned at the pleasure. He moved to her other breast and licked and sucked as he kneaded the first one with his long fingers. Finally he raised his head, and his hands smoothed down her ribs to her waistband. 

His eyes met hers, his gaze holding hers while he unfastened and unzipped her slacks. Bracing her hands on the sofa cushions, she pushed herself up a little, and he slipped her slacks past her hips and down her legs. 

He chuckled as he gazed at her lace-edged, pink panties. “These could be fun.” Lifting the lacey edge of one leg opening, he smoothed his fingers over her swollen flesh.

She jerked and moaned.

“You like that.” He grinned. His fingers delved between her already wet, slick folds. “You’re so hot. I want to look at you.”

He pulled her panties down her hips and thighs, and she raised her legs so he could remove the garment from her feet. She had no concerns about what he might do. For whatever reason, she trusted him implicitly. 

He cupped her calves and bent her knees so her feet rested on the sofa cushions. “Lean back.”

She did as he asked, offering herself, everything parted and open to him. When he gazed at her most private, wet, swollen sex, her body tightened with need low in her belly and between her thighs. 

“You’re beautiful, your pussy’s all rosy and damp,” he said, his voice a soft rasp. 

“Take off your clothes.” She wanted to feel him, skin to skin. He slipped off his shirt, and she inhaled swiftly when he lowered his head. The tattoo on his back looked like a wolf. 

Holding her breath, she waited for his touch. He didn’t disappoint. The tip of his hot, wet tongue speared between her folds and stroked her sensitive clit. A sharp moan escaped her, and she raised her hips in needy response to his questing mouth. He kissed her wet, swollen flesh, and again delved to titillate her sensitive bud with his wicked tongue. His breath felt cool against her damp skin. Another moan escaped. 

He slipped his big hands beneath her hips and cupped them, lifting her pelvis to his teasing mouth. She closed her fingers in his long hair and squeezed. A low growl rumbled from deep in his chest. Moving lower, he kissed, nuzzled, and nipped gently, and finally his tongue stroked deep inside her slick opening. She cried out, the pleasure intense. “Juan! That feels so good.” 

He delved inside her over and over with that tormenting tongue. She was close to coming. Just a little more.

He left her opening and licked through her parted folds until he reached her clit, where he stopped. He teased her nubbin. A high-pitched cry escaped her as the caresses increased sensation almost to the point of climax. “Oh, God!” 

One long finger slipped deep inside her channel.

“Your pussy is slick and hot.” He moved in and out and then slid two fingers slowly within, stretching her.

“Juan!” she moaned, moving her hips up and down. 

“You’re so tight, chica.” 

“Don’t stop!” she cried, gasping. 

His fingers slid deeper and tantalized her. He buried his face in her needy flesh and sucked her clit. His fingers stroked deep once more, and her world tilted, slinging her into ecstasy. Her orgasm slammed into her, and her hips bucked against his mouth. A keening cry escaped her. “Juan!” Orgasmic contractions swept through her belly and around his fingers. 

Pulses continued until they gradually ebbed. She opened her eyes and gazed at Juan, who was smiling at her. Supreme gratification and lethargy filled her with complete relaxation. His fingers moved and her body pulsed around them. 

He smiled. “Ready to go again?” He pushed his fingers deeper. 

She moaned with pleasure as her body jerked. “I’ve never had such an intense release before. What did you do to me?” She smiled again.

He chuckled deep in his throat. “It’s you. You’re beautiful and passionate.” 

“What about you? You haven’t found your release yet.” The tent in his jeans was obvious. 

His fingers moved inside her again. “Do you want me inside your tight pussy?” 

“Yes,” she hissed. “Do you have protection?”

“In my wallet.” Juan motioned to his pocket as he leaned his elbow on the sofa cushion, continuing to tease her wet, heated flesh.

“That’s something I’ve never done before…retrieve a condom while being pleasured,” she said.

Carefully, Juan moved with her. “Why interrupt pleasure, querida?” 

She sat up and slipped one hand into his pocket, retrieving his wallet and taking one of the small foil packages from it as his erection leaped at her touch. He’d come well prepared. Her channel pulsed and gripped his fingers. She braced herself with her hands against the sofa. 

He unfastened his jeans with his other hand. His cock escaped from the unfastened clothing. His erection appeared hard as steel, the smooth tip dripping pre-cum.

He took the condom from the packet and put it on. 

“I’m about to explode,” he warned, his voice low and guttural. 

She leaned back against the cushions. 

Juan slid his fingers from her drenched channel through her wet folds to her clit, and back to her dripping opening. He watched the wet, pink tip of her tongue lick her upper lip as he stroked deep, in and out, finding her sweet spot as he did so. Her body bucked in response and she gasped. He slid his fingers down her smooth flesh between her butt cheeks to her small hole. She inhaled swiftly and held her breath, flattening one palm against his chest. 

Juan stilled his fingers and met her startled-looking gaze. Had she ever had anal sex? “Have you had, or did you and your ex-husband ever give each other pleasure there?” Did she know what he meant? She seemed so inexperienced. He caressed her again, circling the tight ring with the pads of two fingers.

She gave a sharp nod. “He—I made him stop. He was too rough and quick about it. I didn’t like that.”

Hell. Just how rough had he been? “You might enjoy it when it’s done right. It can be an additional pleasure, if you’re game.”

She gave one slow nod. “Maybe, later.” 

“Right now, I want to be inside your pussy.” He positioned his body between her thighs. 

She closed her fingers around his stiffened cock and guided him toward her opening. He slid his fingers from her and supported his upper body above hers. As he slowly pushed the head of his erection inside her, he held her gaze. He could see by her expression that all her concentration was on their joining. She tilted her hips to ease his way deeper, and caressed every inch of him with her tight heat. With the sensation, a growl escaped him. “Oh, baby, that’s so good.” 

“That’s amazing, Juan.” 

When he was balls deep, he began to move. She spread her legs wider and tilted her hips, giving him more access. Their damp bodies melded. Her scent filled him. He lapped the salty dew of perspiration from between her breasts, took one warm nipple into his mouth and teased it until it hardened. Drawing the firm bud deeper, he suckled. Her pussy pulsed in response. He released her nipple and licked it as he moved deeper inside her slick heat. 

When she raised her hips to meet his thrusts, he groaned and arched over her body. His gold wolf’s head pendant dangled between her breasts. He covered her mouth with his, parted her lips, and delved inside with his tongue. The musky aroma of their sex wafted around him as he breathed deeply. She stroked his tongue with hers and continued to tilt her hips up and down as he lunged deep inside her hot, snug pussy, again and again. 

Her body grew rigid. She trembled. Her climax must be close. He broke the kiss and growled deep in his chest just as his own climax erupted. The pumping of his cock inside her triggered her orgasm. Her muscles squeezed his cock, milking him. A sharp cry came from her. She wrapped her silken arms around his shoulders, her satin legs around his hips, and hugged him tight. He groaned from their sweet joining. His climax went on as his cock pulsed over and over, prolonging his pleasure, caressing the inner walls of her velvet haven. She was the sweetest escape. Another growl was torn from deep in his chest.

At last, they both quieted. She rested beneath him, gently trailing her fingers over his back.

He supported his weight on his lower arms and met her gaze. “You’re amazing, querida. I wish we could stay like this for hours.”

“You’re pretty amazing, yourself.” She smiled at him, smoothing her hands over his shoulders. 

His golden wolf reflected light on the gold chain around his neck. What would she think if she knew what he was? 

Juan lifted himself up and off her, slowly sliding his cock from her hot, tight pussy. “I’ll be right back.” He rose to his feet, grabbed his shirt, and headed down the hall. 

His feelings for Cindy hit him like a punch to his gut. He wanted to take her again, now. Would he ever get enough of her? His hunger for her was surprising. He wanted to spend tonight and every night in her company. He wanted to share so much of himself with her. Wanted to know more about her. He wanted to be able to tell her he was a werewolf and have her accept him in spite of his beast.

No good. 

After his experience with Angie, how could he fall for another woman so easily? This relationship with Cindy was becoming too serious for his own peace of mind. He needed to take a step back and keep their relationship more playful and impersonal. If he could keep their sex play on an adventurous level, they would both be better off. 

Maybe he could bring Derek into it and keep things on a strictly friendly basis that way. She might be up for a little sex involving both him and Derek. He’d ask her right now, before things got too serious. 















Chapter Five



Cynthia heard the bathroom door close. The tattoo on his back was definitely a wolf’s head, and it was huge and beautiful. She’d have to ask him about it. 

Stretched out on her sofa without a stitch of clothing on, she felt not one bit of embarrassment at being naked. Odd how Juan could make her feel so secure in that way. She hoped he continued to make her feel confident in this newfound freedom of self-expression. 

She watched as he returned to the den. She took in his naked torso as her heart sped up in anticipation. He held his shirt, and a towel from the bathroom, carelessly in one hand. The low lamplight glinted from the wolf pendant hanging below his strong neck and muscled chest. His jeans were fastened. She wished he would take his jeans off. No, instead, she’d like to peel them off him.

“Are you up for a little more sexual adventure?” he asked.

“What do you have in mind?” His question teased her imagination. 

“I thought you might enjoy a threesome with me and my friend, Derek. What do you think? Would you be willing to give it a try?”

“A threesome? Is this something you do on a regular basis?”

“Only if the girl is okay with it.” 

He’d obviously done it before with other women. It would be different from anything she’d experienced so far in her sexual life. And since she was now free from the dominating relationship she’d suffered with her ex-husband, and had no plans to become seriously involved again any time soon, it could be exciting and interesting. “Yes, it definitely sounds intriguing. I think I’d like to.”

“I think you’ll enjoy it,” he said as he unfastened his jeans and spread the edges of the opening, revealing two inches of tanned, enticing, muscular male belly. 

Her heart flip-flopped. She hadn’t had a clear view of him before, and he was gorgeous. She sat up and reached to help him. Together, they slowly pulled his jeans down over his eager-looking cock, and lower past his well-formed, muscled thighs. His balls nestled below his cock, filling his sac. He was hung like a beast. She wanted to touch him. 

He pushed his jeans down further and pulled them off over his bare feet. She didn’t even remember when he’d removed his boots. She’d been too taken with what he’d done to her. With no underwear, he was gloriously naked. 

“Your turn,” he said, his voice soft and deep. “What’s your pleasure?” 

“Oh. I need a moment to think.” She smiled at him.

He laughed. “Whatever you need.”

“May I touch you?”

“Be my guest,” he said, his voice as smooth as dark velvet. 

Oh, God. She scooted to sit on the edge of the sofa. When she held her hands out to him, he stepped close enough for her to grasp his hips. She smoothed her fingers over his hard abs, tracing the ridges and depressions. His sprinkling of chest hair tickled the pads of her fingers. She wanted to touch all of him. She pushed herself off the sofa to stand in front of him, traced her hands over the expanse of his chest, touched his nipples and felt their smooth texture. She looked up to see his reaction. 

His eyelids, with their thick, dark fringe of lashes, lowered. He smiled, and his lips twitched. 

He liked her touch. Feeling more daring, she placed her hands on either side of his torso, leaned closer, and licked one dark brown nipple with the tip of her tongue. His swift intake of air raised his chest. His nipple grew firm beneath her touch. She moved to the other one and licked until it hardened. Flicking the first one with a finger, she listened to his moan of pleasure as she gently squeezed the second one between her teeth. His cock bobbed against her belly, a drop of pre-cum leaving a trail there that the air cooled. His hands slid up and down her arms. 

She traced the dark line of hair between his abs down to his belly button, and dipped her finger into the neat depression. His muscles jerked, and he gripped her arms. She glanced up and met his smoldering gaze. She gently grasped his shoulders and turned him so his back was to her. “Oh, my. I hadn’t seen your tattoo up close. Wow. It’s amazing.” 

The huge tattoo of a beautiful gray and brown wolf’s head rested between his muscular shoulders. What meaning did it hold for him? “Why a wolf?”

“I have great respect for the Mexican Gray Wolf,” he said softly. “Their numbers are dwindling because of our society. They’re a beautiful wild animal trying to survive. Fortunately, some people find them worthy of saving.” 

She pressed gentle kisses to his shoulders and down the valley of his spine, slowing when she reached his lower back.

“Querida, what you’re doing to me. It’s nice. Keep doing it.”

She continued kissing her way down his lower back, slower and slower until she reached the crack between his firm buttocks. 

He hissed. “Dios! Would you let me do what I suggested before? I won’t hurt you, and it can give you heightened pleasure.”

She had never allowed her ex-husband to do that after the first couple of times he’d been so rough it hurt her. “Will you stop if I ask you to?”

“Of course. I won’t do anything you don’t like. Sex should be good for both partners.”

“All right. I’ll give it a try then.”

He wrapped her in his strong hug and kissed her gently and thoroughly. Suddenly, he broke the kiss and swept her into his arms. “Where do you want to play? On the sofa or the rug?” He waggled his dark eyebrows.

“I think the sofa is more comfortable,” she said.

“Sofa, it is.” He sat down on the cushions with her in his lap.

She kept her right arm around his neck to give her balance. 

He adjusted the sofa pillows behind her. “Lean back now and get comfortable.” He lowered her against the pillows. Her legs draped across his lap. He lifted her knees and slipped from beneath her, scooted down until her hips were flat on the cushion.

“I think you’re going to enjoy this,” he said, as he spread her bent knees. “You’re incredible. So pink and wet.”

She stared at him, her eyes meeting his.

He gave her a devilish grin and picked up the condom he’d put on the side table. “Here we go.”

Juan noticed that she kept her attention on him as he picked up the tube of lubricant. 

“What do you plan to do with that?” she asked.

“You’ll find out soon enough. Spread your feet.”

“I’m not sure…”

He grinned at her. “I have a feeling this is going to be a new pleasure for you.”

Her knuckles turned white as she watched him prepare. 

“Don’t be frightened, chica. Ready?” 

She probably feared that she faced the same kind of sex she hadn’t enjoyed with her ex, or possibly something her ex had done that hurt her. The top of the tube snapped open as he turned it with a particularly hard twist, wishing he could twist her ex’s neck. 

Holding the open container in one hand, he stroked along the backs of her thighs. “Your thighs are incredible.” They were lovely and silken. He gently parted her ass cheeks. A shiver shook her as he held her rounded cheeks spread. 

“Juan, I’m feeling a little overwhelmed. Is it hot in here?”

“You’re probably feeling sexual energy. It’s normal. Just like getting damp all over is normal while having sex.” He applied the lubricant onto one finger and spread it up and down her slit. 

She gasped. 

“This will feel good.” He smoothed his fingers over her little rosette. She trembled beneath his hands as his fingers moved between her cheeks. He circled her tight ring until she released a moan of pleasure. 

“That does feel good.” She released her breath in soft pants. “Don’t stop. Does it feel this good to you?”

“Yeah,” he said reverently. He slowly stroked her over and over until she uttered another deep moan. A pulse from her pussy signaled she was more than ready. He continued to caress her rosette with the pad of one well-lubricated finger. She gasped. Her thighs trembled. “Are you all right, querida?” 

“Yes. It feels different, but good.”

She wiggled her hips.

“Just a little more.”

She held her breath as he circled, pressing gently. “Juan, I need you.”

“Easy, chica.” He smoothed his other hand down her belly, parted her wet folds, and delved to her clit, teasing her thoroughly with slow circles.

“Oh,” she moaned.

He removed his fingers, held her hip with one hand, and pressed the swollen head of his cock against her pussy. He pushed, and his cock slid inside her wet velvet opening.

“All right, babe?”

“Yes. It feels good. ” 

He slid his fingers from her puckered little ring and eased deeper with his cock, taking her, filling her all the way to her womb, until his balls hit beneath her butt cheeks. He pulled out and pushed back inside slowly. He parted her folds and circled her clit again with his other hand. 

“Oh, Juan. That’s so hot.”

“You’re fuckin’ amazing, querida.” He moved a little faster and a high-pitched moan came from her. His lips grasped first one nipple and then the other and rolled and squeezed. 

“Juan!”

Her climax triggered his. The familiar gathering of hot cum in his balls, streaming to the base of his spine, and finally erupting from his stiffened cock, tore a feral shout from his chest. Cum shot from his pumping cock like a bullet, his hips bucking as he drove deep again and again. The orgasm went on and on. 

After he finished, he pressed the fingers of one hand against her damp, swollen folds, stroking her sensitive clit. She cried out with another orgasm, rocking and bucking against him. 

Gradually her body quieted. He growled his satisfaction and brushed kisses across the side of her face and down her throat to her shoulder, as they both panted, euphoric and spent. 

“Was that good for you?” he asked. 

She sighed, and smiled at him. “Oh, that was more than good. That was scintillating.”

Juan chuckled at her description. His cock remained inside her, and he felt the little pulses from her pussy. “I love those little aftershocks.”

“So do I,” she purred. 

He untangled them and made a quick trip to the bathroom to dispose of his condom and wet a washcloth. Wrapping his arms around her, he kissed the tip of her nose and then her lips. Lifting her onto her knees, he wiped away any evidence of pleasuring her tight little hole. He dried her with the towel.

“That feels good, too,” she said. 

“This evening is turning out to be one I’ll always remember.”

“You’ve shown me a way of enjoying anal sex that I’d previously disliked. Now I no longer fear that kind of caress, and instead find it remarkably arousing. After such amazing sex, I’m your eager and willing student, ready to try more with you.” She gently extricated herself from his lap. “And right now, I want to play.” 

Smiling, she turned him around and, bending her knees, knelt on the rug in front of him. She pressed kisses to his midriff, and delved the tip of her tongue into his belly button. Another swift intake of breath told her he liked that. She licked in a circle around the depression and caught his bobbing cock in one hand. She explored, touching and caressing the satin texture, the tip of the hood, circling it with her hand. She leaned in and touched her tongue to the smooth head, tasting his drop of pre-cum, smoothing her tongue under the ridge and licking the satin texture all the way down to the base. 

His growl let her know he wanted more. 

She gripped his eager cock in one hand and slipped the fingers of her other hand beneath his balls. He spread his legs. Intrigued, she stroked along his thighs and beneath his balls. He gave a short moan. The control she held with her caresses empowered her. She glided her fingers through the crease between his butt cheeks and thighs before returning to his scrotum. 

With her fingertips, she bobbled his balls, never letting loose of his stiffening cock in her other hand. She lowered her head and licked his sac, manipulating his balls with the tip of her tongue. 

As he gave a short, sharp moan, his hands squeezed her shoulders. 

She loved the effect she had on him, exploring and tasting him. The sprinkling of hair on the inside of his thighs tickled her lips as she pressed kisses there. She blazed a wet trail with her tongue along the crease where his thigh met his sac. In spite of his chest-deep moan, she continued her path to the base of his cock. She licked his shaft and stroked with the tip of her tongue from the base to the hood. Closing her lips over him, she swirled her tongue around the head. Finally she took him into her mouth and played. 

His deep groan told her how that affected him. His hands held her head, his fingers slipping through her hair. 

She gripped his hips as she moved her mouth over his erection, slowly taking more of him. She cupped his buttocks in her hands and caressed his crack with her fingertips as she took his cock deeper. 

A growl shook him. “Cindy, I’m going to come. Let go.”

She gave a little shake of her head and clasped him tighter.

“Dios, Cindy!”

His rough exclamation didn’t frighten her. He wouldn’t hurt her. She stroked his huge cock once more. 

With a long, low growl from the depths of his chest, he came, his cock pumping cum into her mouth. She swallowed his ejaculation, stroking him with her tongue until he finished. He lifted her head away from him and gazed into her eyes.

“Dios, querida! Never, have I felt such intense pleasure before. You’re fuckin’ awesome.”

What an incredible experience. She had no words. Never before had she wanted, or had the confidence, to do what she’d just done with Juan. She met his gaze. 

He cupped the back of her head and covered her mouth with his, delved inside with his tongue, and stroked every surface. Their tongues tangled, and she groaned from the intense emotion she felt. She was so turned on, she wanted him to take her again. She’d never wanted her ex-husband like she wanted Juan at this moment. She felt a warmth for Juan that had blossomed anew tonight. A warmth she never thought she’d ever feel again after her ex ripped it away. 

He broke the kiss to blaze a heated trail with his tongue and teeth beneath her ear and over her throat. 

“Juan, I need you inside me,” she whispered.

He stood and helped her to her feet on the soft carpet. “Stand with your back to me.”

This was something else new. Juan’s arms came around her sides and his hands closed over her breasts. 

“Oh, that feels good,” she said. His warm thighs heated the back of hers. She leaned against his damp torso. 

He lowered his head and kissed her neck where it met her shoulder while he rolled her nipples between his fingers. My God, he was so arousing. One hand stroked down her midriff to her belly. His finger dipped into her belly button and then his big hand continued lower until he cupped her mound. He stroked slowly, slipped a blunt finger between her wet folds, and teased her opening. His finger returned to her clit and circled it. Around and around, he slowly rubbed her clit, until she arched with need. “Juan, come inside me.” 

“Soon. I want to pleasure your sweet pussy first.” He held her hips in both hands and pulled her back, snug against his taut, flat belly. 

His stiffened penis slid between her cheeks. “Oh my, Juan, what are you doing?”

“Something I think you’ll like. Feel, chica.” 

She closed her eyes and concentrated on the arousing sensations he created by sliding his cock back and forth along her crack. He pulled away. She heard him unwrap a condom. He brought her back closer with one hand and with the other he slid a finger deep into her vagina from behind. As he circled his finger inside her, he smoothed his supporting hand over her belly, to caress her sensitive clit. 

“Chica, your pussy is so wet and hot. You’re almost ready.” 

One hand caressed her thighs, and the other stroked from her opening to her labia and back. She moaned with the tightening of her body. Again his finger slid from her channel. He positioned the head of his rigid erection and pushed slowly inside. She inhaled swiftly. He moved against her back and slid deeper inside her. She couldn’t stop her sharp moan. She was going to come. 

“Juan!” she cried, as she climaxed. Her body shook, her inner muscles contracted around his cock and pulsed with the intensely sweet orgasm. She rode the waves, her head resting against Juan’s chest, his fingers prolonging the exquisite sensations. She reached back and gripped his thighs. 

“Dios!” With a loud shout, he climaxed inside her, his tantalizing cock pumping, caressing every inner surface of her channel. His orgasm continued, prolonging hers. 

Finally, with a soft groan, his body quieted. She reached up with one hand and smoothed her fingers over the side of his face. “That was fantastic,” she whispered. 

Her limbs felt completely relaxed. With his cock still inside her, he took much longer with his climax than her ex had. He satisfied her as her ex never had. She wanted to lean against Juan as long as he’d let her. 

“You’re a special lady, Cindy, sharing your tight pussy with me tonight. You’ve given me more pleasure than I’ve ever known before, querida.” He slid slowly from inside her, scooped her up in his arms and smiled down at her. She wrapped her arms around him and smiled back. 

“Rest here while I get rid of the condom.” He lowered her to sit on her sofa. After giving her a quick brush of his lips across hers, he headed down the hall. 

Wow. She could get used to this. After tonight’s love play, what would he and his friend want to do? For now, all she could think about was the incredible pleasure Juan had given her tonight. 



* * * *



Juan sat down in the bucket seat of his new used car parked in front of Cindy’s home. He closed the door and grabbed his cell. Derek should be up even this late at night. They never went to bed early. Hopefully, Derek wasn’t in the middle of a hot escapade with a voluptuous blonde. 

“Derek, I need your help.”

“Where are you? What’s happening?”

“Nothing too serious. This is help I need with a female. I’ve changed my mind about sharing Cindy. I think she’d enjoy the two of us at one time. Anyway, I asked her about it, and she said she was interested. Are you up for it?”

“Hell, yeah. Anytime. Fill me in.” 

“Well, she’s a novice at this, so we’ll need to take it slow and easy with her. Nothing kinky. I think she’ll go for the pleasure we can give her.”

“Sounds good,” Derek said. “You’re sure about this? You seemed pretty definite about being her only lover before. It wouldn’t be too cool if you suddenly changed your mind in the middle of the game.”

“I’m definitely sure. I have no intention of changing my mind. I want to keep things in a playful mood.”

“Okay. Since I don’t know Cindy as well as you do by now, I’m satisfied to let you set the rules. What’s our game plan? How do you want to go about this with her?”

Juan took a deep breath. He trusted Derek. Hell, he’d trust him with his life. But sharing Cindy was a hard thing to do, even though he knew it was for the best. “How about, this first time, you help in arousing her, and I’ll be the one to have intercourse with her.”

“I’m good with that, and happy to help you out. I’d like to get to know her. Especially since she was brave enough to take you in last night. You want her from the front or the back?”

“From the front. She’s shy about anal sex so we have to go slowly about that part. She’s asked us over for dinner tomorrow evening.”

“Tell me what time, and I’ll be there.”

Juan finished his plans with Derek and headed home. As hard as this would be for him, he couldn’t afford to give his heart to Cindy. He needed to keep things on as impersonal a level as possible, without losing touch with her. 



* * * *



The following afternoon, Cynthia unloaded boxes of clothing she’d brought to the Rescue Mission. A small black car with darkened windshields pulled into the parking area. 

The window opened and a man in dark glasses called to a young, blonde, homeless woman in front of the building. As Cynthia watched, trying to not look obvious, he gestured for the young woman to join him in his vehicle. 

The smart woman turned and headed for the Mission, but the goon got out of the car and followed her. Cynthia had had enough. She headed toward them, intending to tell the man to quit pestering the woman.

The much taller, dark-haired man turned to Cynthia. “We’re having a private conversation, lady, if you don’t mind.”

“This woman is not interested in going anywhere with you,” Cynthia said. “Leave her alone.” 

“Mind your own business, lady, if you want to stay out of trouble.”

The nerve of the man. “Come on, honey,” she said to the young woman and motioned for her to go ahead of her toward the building. Cynthia needed to get her inside, away from these hoodlums. The guy who threatened her reminded her of those men who had attacked Juan. A shudder shook her. 

She looked back as the car sped out of the parking area and headed downtown. Hopefully they weren’t part of that gang. 

After unloading the last of the clothing boxes, she headed home. She wanted to make sure everything was ready for this evening when Juan would be there. Would he bring his friend Derek? What would happen tonight? Just the thought intrigued her and sent pleasant shivers through her.















Chapter Six



The evening had started out well. Their delicious dinner finished, Cynthia gathered her dishes and took them to the sink. Juan and Derek followed her. 

Juan was the more serious of the two. Derek seemed more light-hearted. He laughed easily and told stories during dinner that made her laugh. Juan had been fairly quiet so far. What was on his mind? 

She wanted to tell him about the car that drove into the Mission parking lot today and the guy who got out and threatened her. Now, while they put the dishes in the dishwasher, was as good a time as any. 

“I had an unusual thing happen today when I delivered clothing to the Rescue Mission.”

“Oh, yeah?” Derek asked. “What happened?”

Juan had a serious, concerned look on his face. “Tell us.”

She told them what happened. 

Derek’s expression changed from interest to serious contemplation. “Shit.” 

Juan’s face went from serious to angry. “Hell.” Juan cupped her arm with his warm hand. “Did they hurt you?”

“No. It sounded more like a threat for me to stay out of their business. But I couldn’t let them harass that young woman.”

Juan shook his head. “Those guys are part of the Hawks’ gang. They cruise around town and look for women they can use in their business of prostitution and slavery. They’ll stop anyone who looks like a good victim, usually a young woman. We’ve sworn to bring them down, and we will.”

Derek nodded in agreement, his hands on his jeans waistband. He looked like he was ready right then. 

Cynthia looked up at Juan. He, too, looked madder than a hornet.

“You already know they’re dangerous,” Juan said. “Stay away from them next time, okay?”

She nodded. “As long as they aren’t trying to kidnap someone.”

“Cindy, you have no idea how deadly they are.” Juan slashed his hand through the air. “Just, please, stay out of their way. Next time you see something like that going down, call me right away, and then call the police. Promise.”

“All right, I promise. Now, enough about that. Can I refill your wine glasses?” She smiled at them. 

They looked at each other and shook their heads. As they scooped up their glasses and held them out to her, she re-filled them. 

“Would you like to enjoy your wine in here?” she asked as she led the way to the den.

“I’m right behind you,” Juan said.

“We’ll follow wherever you want to lead us,” Derek teased. 

Cynthia smiled at them as she sat down in the middle of the sofa. Hopefully, they’d sit on either side of her. Although that could be a little awkward for conversation, she guessed it could also be conducive to some interesting sex. 

Juan rested his wineglass on the end table. “What’s your pleasure, querida?” His voice came as a soft growl. He took her glass from her and set it beside his. Turning back to her, he smoothed his warm palm up and down her arm.

Cynthia felt butterflies in her stomach at the thought of what Juan and Derek had in mind. 

“Are you ready for an extra large helping of fun?” Derek smiled, his eyes sparkling with mischief.

There it was, their offer of two to one. “I’m game if you are.” She smiled at Juan and then Derek. 

“Come sit on my lap, chica.” Juan grasped her beneath her arms and lifted her onto his lap with her back to his front. She couldn’t imagine how this was going to play out. She’d let them show her this first time. At least she’d already found out how gentle and caring Juan was when they’d had sex. She expected Derek to be so as well, and not like her ex had been. 

Derek took a swallow of wine, put his glass down, and rose from the sofa beside her. He crossed the room and turned the lights down. 

She was glad. She couldn’t help feeling self-conscious with two big, lean, muscled guys about to have sex with her. How would she compare to other women they’d shared? 

Juan positioned her so that her legs rested on the outside of both of his. He pressed a warm kiss to the side of her face as he smoothed his hands over her breasts, teasing her nipples. The sensation plunged straight to her opening and made her ache. One hand smoothed down over her belly to her already swelling folds, stroking and teasing. A swift intake of air told them she liked what he did.

“I can already feel the heat and dampness of your swollen pussy. Let’s get you out of these clothes.” Juan reached around her and began to unbutton her blouse. She helped him.

Derek knelt in front of her and smoothed his big hands up her calves and thighs. Juan peeled her blouse back over her shoulders. She leaned forward a little to pull her arms from the sleeves. 

“You’re beautiful in that lacy pink bra. All right if I take it off?” Derek grinned at her. 

“Yes,” she agreed, feeling a little breathless. He unfastened the hooks and spread the two sides apart, freeing her breasts. Juan stopped removing her blouse in mid-motion. He held her still. Her sleeves effectively kept her arms and hands from moving. Her breasts were already swollen, her nipples erect and pebbled. 

“Wow,” Derek said. “I want to touch those rosy tits, if that’s all right?

“I’ve never done this before, but I guess I don’t mind.” What would Derek’s touch feel like? 

Derek cupped her breasts and smoothed his calloused thumbs over her nipples. Her labia swelled and her opening ached as fluid filled her nether lips. She felt wet against her panties. Her breathing increased along with her heartbeats.

Juan kissed her nape, sending shivers down her back. His lips brushed across her shoulders and smoothed up her neck. He placed kisses beneath her ear and nibbled the earlobe. With Derek tweaking her nipples and kneading her breasts, sensation surrounded her like a warm blanket. Her wet opening ached with need. Her breath escaped her in a short moan. 

Derek released her breasts and moved back. He pulled off his knit shirt and unfastened his jeans as Juan slipped her blouse down her arms and tossed it over the far end of the sofa. Next, Juan slid her bra straps down her arms.

“Let’s get these off, too.” Derek unfastened her slacks before she could, with her arms held back by her bra straps. 

She felt a little powerless until Juan removed her bra and helped her stand. Derek slid her slacks down her legs and off her feet. She heard fabric rustle behind her and saw Juan’s clothing land on the end of the sofa, one piece after another. She wanted to turn and feast her eyes on him, but Derek held her still, facing him, his big hands bracketing her hips and then sliding her panties down. 

The way in which the two of them worked together was a little overwhelming. Almost as rushed as her ex had been about getting her naked when he felt the urge. The important difference was that she participated willingly tonight.

Juan wrapped his arms around her waist, his familiar touch calming her nerves. She trusted him to protect her. He supported her while Derek slipped her panties from her feet, leaving her completely naked. One of Juan’s hands stroked down her belly until his fingers cupped her. 

Derek watched as he knelt in front of her, his penis erect, a drop of pre-cum glistening on the head. 

Juan slipped a finger between her slick folds and pushed inside her wet opening. She gasped. 

“Querida, you’re beautiful. Your pussy is dripping with your juices.”

Derek stared at the swollen flesh between her thighs. “Damn, you’re pretty, Cindy, all pink and wet.” He slid his hands around her hips, smoothed his fingers between her cheeks, and held her hips with both hands, pulling her toward him. 

Juan slid his finger in and out of her opening. Her channel pulsed with need, and she inhaled a swift breath. Juan’s familiar male scent mingled with Derek’s aftershave. The delicate, heady mixture filled her, a huge contrast to their strong male manipulation of her body. 

Derek parted her cheeks, and Juan’s hard penis pushed between, teasing her flesh as he glided his cock back and forth, spreading her cream over his cock and her small hole. It felt decadent and tantalizing at the same time with his long finger inside her channel. The ache between her thighs burgeoned. The scent of warm men and musky sex surrounded her.

“My turn,” Derek said, his voice a soft rumble. “I want to taste you, Cindy, okay?”

The thought of him tasting her made her opening burn with naughty need. “Yes,” she hissed. 

Juan’s finger slid from her opening. His cock slipped from her butt cheeks and rested against the small of her back, his pre-cum and her fluids marking a trail.

Derek cupped the outside of her thighs and nuzzled her folds. 

His hot tongue pushed deep and teased her clit. A sharp moan escaped her. Laving and circling her sensitive flesh, he drove her need for more intense sensation. 

His tantalizing lips and tongue left her. “Spread your legs, honey.” With his warm palms and fingers, Derek pushed against the inside of her thighs. She spread her feet wider apart, giving him the access he asked for. 

“Wait.” Suddenly, Juan cupped the back of her thighs and lifted her feet off the floor. “Let’s try it this way.”

Before she could ask what, Derek bent her knees and positioned her thighs to rest on his shoulders. “Good idea, partner.” 

Oh, my god. Kneeling on the floor as Derek was, she was wide open for him. It was almost too much. She choked back a whimper and swallowed hard. Her face blazed with heat. Tension forced her to grip Juan’s arms. “I’ve never done this before.” 

“It’s all right, querida. You’ll like it.”

With Derek’s hands steadying her legs on his wide shoulders, her thighs hugged both sides of his head. Derek pressed his mouth against her damp labia, spreading the swollen folds. His hot, wet tongue stroked deep between and swept downward to delve into her opening. 

“Oh!” she uttered with a sharp moan. His tongue licked from her opening through her wet flesh to her clit. He circled her clit, and gently squeezed with his teeth. She was going to come. 

He let go of one thigh. His long, thick finger slid slowly inside her opening. She pressed her head back against Juan’s hard muscles as her body shook and tightened with her impending climax. 

“Dios, querida,” Juan whispered, his voice sounding strained.

She gripped Juan’s arms tighter, her moan rising with her need.

Derek moved his head, his whisker-roughened skin abrading her sensitive thighs, his tongue tormenting her clit. He pushed his finger deeper inside her and swirled it. Her back arched, and with a sharp cry she climaxed, lights bursting around her as her body spasmed with sweet pleasure. 

Juan pressed kisses against her face and throat. “Querida, you’re beautiful.”

Derek’s mouth and fingers stroked every highly sensitized place as pulses continued, until she rested, relaxed and lethargic against Juan’s body, his cock still hard against her back. 

“We’re not done yet, Cindy.” Derek gently lifted her legs from his shoulders. He rose, placed a soft kiss on her lips, and changed places with Juan, who helped her stand. 

She marveled at how easily they supported her as they moved around. She was almost limp in their hands. They could position her in any way they wanted, and she wouldn’t care at this point. 

“My turn,” Juan said. “Let Derek hold you a minute while I get a condom.” 

Derek wrapped his arms around her from behind. He pressed kisses beneath her ear as his fingers smoothed over her nipples and kneaded her breasts. Was it possible to suffer sexual sensation overload?

Juan stood in front of her, rolled on his condom, and smiled at her, his eyes warm and smoldering with emotion. Her dripping-wet, swollen flesh was already aching again with need. She wanted Juan inside her now.

Juan lifted one of her thighs high against his hip. “Wrap your leg around me.”

She did as he said. He slid his cock through her cream, slowly back and forth, and finally positioned the head of his penis at her opening. He pushed a little way inside her passage. 

“Your pussy is so hot. Are you all right?”

“Yes,” she said, breathless, longing for him to move deeper.

“I’ll hold her while you get the lubricant,” Juan said softly. 

Why did he need lubricant? She felt wetter between her legs than she’d ever been. What were they going to do now?

Juan pushed inside her a little more. “I think you’ll enjoy this, querida. If not, tell us and we’ll stop.”

“Okay.” She had no idea what they had in mind, but it sounded like they were going to do something together again. It had been all right the first time, so it should be fine this time, too. Yet, she felt nervous. 

Something wet and cool slipped between her cheeks. Suddenly, Derek smoothed his lubed fingers down to her tight hole. She jerked at his touch there. “It’s okay, don’t worry,” Juan said. “I’m going to slide my cock deep inside your wet pussy.” At the same time, Juan slipped his hand between his body and hers and found her swollen clit. He circled it with his fingers and a moan of pleasure escaped from her and rose high as Derek caressed her small hole with his slippery fingers. 

“Hold tight to me, querida.” Juan pushed his cock deeper.

“Oh,” she exclaimed, as sensations burgeoned. 

Juan withdrew slowly and plunged deep inside again. He increased the tempo while Derek circled her anus, surprising her with the heightened pleasure. Their sweat-dampened bodies caressed her shoulders and breasts. 

“Oh, God. Juan!” She climaxed again, her hips bucking against Juan. Derek’s caresses never stopped as her orgasm rocked her again and again, their hot, damp bodies sliding against each other. 

“Dios!” Juan shouted, as his climax took him, and his steel-hard cock pumped deep inside her, touching sensitive flesh. A guttural growl came from his chest.

She heard the sound of another condom being unwrapped. 

A moment later, Derek’s tantalizing fingers returned to her tight hole. He massaged her little hole and pressed the tip of one finger inside her anus. Her pussy clenched with another contraction and she bucked against Juan. “Easy, querida. Derek will give you more pleasure. Hold onto me and relax the muscles in your pussy.”

She concentrated on relaxing her muscles as Derek’s finger pushed deeper inside her. He slowly and gently removed his finger, but then she felt two fingers press against her tight hole. He pushed his fingers inside and kept pushing and probing until she was sure his fingers were buried in her all the way to his palm. He gradually pulled his fingers out, turning them at the same time, and stretching her anus. She moaned and shivered at the feeling of fullness. Juan’s cock swelled inside her pussy. Derek’s fingers left her for a moment and returned to her small hole with cool lubricant. He spread it around her anus and massaged her. His fingers left her and she heard him working with the tube of lubricant again. A new feeling of pressure against her tight hole didn’t feel like his fingers. Derek’s cock slid between her cheeks and against her anus, replacing his fingers. She gripped Juan’s arms, and the head of Derek’s cock pushed past her small hole. He applied gentle pressure and slid his cock slowly deeper into her rectum. The stretching burned a little. She relaxed her muscles as Juan had told her to do. Derek’s balls touched her bottom. What was he going to do to her now?

“So beautiful, Cindy.” Derek pulled gently out of her until only the head of his cock stretched her anus, giving her even more intense sensations. He pushed back inside all the way as Juan slid his hard cock out of her pussy. The friction gave her intense pleasure. “You’re so tight, you feel incredible,” Derek growled as he pulled out of her again. Juan plunged his thick cock deep into her pussy. They worked together, taking turns filling her. She felt so full. Juan circled her clit with the pads of his fingers, slid inside her again and then he climaxed. Derek’s cock pushed deeply as the fingers of one hand caressed her crack and his other hand cupped her breast and squeezed her nipple.  

The combination of Juan’s thick, hard cock still pumping inside her, and Derek’s caressing pressure deep in her rectum, brought her to yet another shivery orgasm. She cried out and convulsed, her body milking Juan’s cock and squeezing Derek’s stiffened penis. Derek growled low, his warm breath caressing the side of her throat. He climaxed, his cock pumping inside her. The sensations brought more contractions from her pussy. She moaned, her body undulating against Juan and Derek. Slowly the pulses ebbed. 

Completely spent and relaxed, she leaned her forehead against Juan’s damp chest. Juan dropped his head forward and pressed his warm, firm lips to the place where her neck met her shoulder. Derek’s warm lips pressed a kiss to her other shoulder near her neck.

She was totally wrapped within two hot, panting, hard, masculine bodies, her most sensitive flesh filled and caressed by their huge cocks. She’d never experienced anything like this before, nor imagined such carnal pleasure. It was purest bliss. 

Juan and Derek held her tight between their damp bodies. She stroked Juan’s sculpted back and wide shoulders, and reached down and back with one hand to caress Derek’s muscular hip and thigh. Both men felt wonderful. 

Cocooned in their embraces, she felt safe and protected. 















Chapter Seven



“What’s up, Juan?” The concern in Derek’s voice revealed he’d noticed Juan’s uneasiness.

 Juan’s concern for Cindy had clouded his lovemaking. He hadn’t expected to feel a selfish need to keep her to himself. The whole evening had been a strain. He’d thought he could ignore that need and share her with Derek. At least he’d forced down the beast’s urge to tear her out of his best friend’s hands, to forbid his friend’s kisses over Cindy’s sweet flesh. To forbid Derek from touching her so intimately. 

Juan’s hands fisted. It had been all he could do to go through with the threesome he himself had proposed in the first place for his own selfish, emotional protection. Thank God, he had stopped himself from shoving Derek away from Cindy. Juan now knew he couldn’t share Cindy. 

Juan needed to explain himself to his friend.

Derek waved a hand in the air as he steered his car with the other. “Hey, bro, I could feel your frustration while we shared Cindy. I noticed a difference in our teamwork making love to her. What’s behind it—this change? I felt a definite undercurrent of caution from you. I’ve never felt it before in our mutual sharing of women. I don’t want to lose my best friend. We’ve been through too much together over the years to risk messing up our friendship.”

Juan needed to say something to Derek before things got too deep. “I realized after we started pleasuring Cindy that I wasn’t comfortable with the situation. I don’t understand why she makes me feel this way. We’ve shared enough women who didn’t make me feel this way. I’m sorry, bud. I didn’t know I couldn’t share Cindy until we’d already started tonight.” 

Derek glanced at him. “Why didn’t you just say something?”

Juan could hear the frustration in Derek’s voice. “I didn’t say anything because it would have been awkward and it would have made Cindy feel really uncomfortable. Cindy and I started our whole sexual relationship as something to have fun with. She’s been in a bad marriage and divorced. She’s fragile. Her ex was cold and aggressive from what I can gather from her remarks about her marriage. I think it was the right decision for us to finish together with her this time. She seemed to enjoy it once we got started. From her reaction, she didn’t feel uncomfortable about our actions. I appreciate you sharing this evening with her. But I know I can’t share her again.” Juan sighed with the dreaded realization of his true feelings for Cindy. 

“No problem, bro. She’s real sweet, and I enjoyed it, too, but I’m not emotionally involved with her. What’s different about this one?”

“Everything about Cindy is more real. I don’t know how to explain it. I don’t understand it. I’m drawn to her. I have been ever since the night she took me into her home and took care of my scrapes after the fight with the Hawks. She appeals to me more than any woman I’ve ever known. She’s strong and courageous. Beautiful, giving, fearless, and adventurous, as she proved tonight. Just letting us go as far as we did tonight was a big step for her after that bad marriage she had with one abusive SOB. For whatever reason, she trusts me, and heaven only knows why, but I want her all to myself. Yet, I’m leery of getting too involved. What would she think if she knew we’re werewolves?”

“Hell,” Derek swore. “What would anyone think? Mike’s lucky his lady accepts him for what he is. I think it takes a very unusual person to accept us for the shape-shifters we are.”

Juan shook his head. “I realize this can’t last if she finds out. But I can’t let go, and I can’t share her. This is way more than the relationships we’ve known in the past. I’m not just playing around this time like you’ve been doing since you broke up with Sandra in college. This has nothing to do with me losing Angie.”

“Cindy may mean more to you than anyone you’ve met yet, including Angie, but playing the field is a hell of a lot safer, bro.” Derek glanced at him.

“Be careful. Take care with your heart. According to our heritage, a werewolf only loves once. I doubt I’ll ever find another woman I feel that close to ever again. It’s safer to play the field.”

“It’s also safer for Cindy not to be involved with me. I can’t forget what happened to my aunt.” Juan took the wolf pendant in his fingers, slipping it back and forth on the gold chain. He’d never forget what happened to Aunt Chela. “And now Cindy has brought the attention of the Hawks to herself. I can’t let anything happen to her, Derek.”

“You’re not alone in this. I’ll do whatever you need me to do in order to protect her.”

“I just hope she stays out of the Hawks’ way and doesn’t draw their attention again.”

Derek waved his hand in the air. “Maybe we could warn the Hawks away from the Rescue Mission. It’s worth a good try, don’t you think?”

Juan would do whatever it took to protect Cindy. “It’s definitely worth a try. Let’s start patrolling that area day and night.”

“I’m ready anytime.”

“Tonight’s a good time to start.” 



* * * *



Juan and Derek cruised the neighborhood around the Rescue Mission, waiting for the Hawks to show. It had been two days since the shared lovemaking with Cindy. She’d asked Juan over for dinner for the following evening. 

Time crept by. It was close to midnight, and Derek drove. 

They took another turn onto the main street in front of the mission. A black sedan with darkened windows had stopped in the parking area. A young homeless woman waved her arm at the passenger side of the car. 

“It looks like she doesn’t want anything to do with the guys in the car,” Juan said. 

“How about if I pull in behind that car and we check them out?”

“Sounds good,” Juan agreed. 

They stopped in back of the dark sedan and blocked the way.

The homeless woman headed for the front of the Rescue Mission. The guy in the front passenger seat stepped out of the car and reached for her.

As she slapped at him and continued toward the building, Juan lunged from his seat and ran to help the woman. Derek slammed the car into park and followed him.

“Let her go,” Juan ordered.

“Stay out of our business,” the other man said, catching the woman again.

Juan recognized him as one of the Hawks who’d attacked him in front of Cindy’s place. 

“Let go of me,” the woman yelled. Her long blond hair looked silver in the moonlight as it whipped over her shoulders in her struggle.

“We can call the police if you want to deal with them,” Juan said. 

“Don’t I know you?” the Hawk asked Juan.

“Yeah, I ran into you and your friends the other night.”

“Let her go!” Derek roared with deadly menace. 

The Hawk released the arm of the struggling woman and shoved her away. “Maybe now’s a good time to finish you both off.” 

The woman stumbled but kept to her feet and ran to the door of the Mission. 

The opposite door of the dark sedan opened and the driver joined his partner in crime. 

Derek joined Juan at his side. “Heck of a way to treat a lady,” Derek growled. He watched the young woman open the door and disappear inside the Mission. 

The first Hawk glanced toward his friend. “Think the boss would enjoy using these two for his games?”

“I know he would,” the second Hawk said, with a lisp. His canines had already elongated, but his front teeth were missing. He looked the older of the two men. “I want this one.” He indicated Juan. “You can have his amigo.” 

The mention of the boss’s games hit Juan like a punch to his gut. Vague memories of his capture by the Hawks when he was a young teenager taunted him. Memories of his aunt’s resulting death threatened his ability to shape-shift now. If he didn’t shift soon, this bastard would take him out. 

Juan focused on his hatred of the Hawks and their threat to innocent people. Anger ignited and blazed inside him. The change began. His canines lengthened as his fingernails turned to claws. 

The Hawks moved to circle around Juan and Derek as all four of them continued to morph.

His gold wolf’s head pendant, given to him by his Aunt Chela, glowed with supernatural light. In the darkness, the topaz eyes set in gold metal shone bright like sparks to gunpowder. Golden light raced along the fine chain links around his neck and continued around his body, swirling around him like a fiery reata. The electrified rope of gold protected him as he shifted to his werewolf form. Through the pain of the change in his body, he growled with menace at his opponent. Juan saw him easily in the moonlight with the powerful night vision of his feral eyes. 

Beside Juan, his bud had also changed, his lips drawn back in a snarl that revealed his canines, his eyes gleaming with the werewolf hunger for a fight. 

Lunging at the toothless Hawk, Juan slashed with his claws. The werewolf scum darted aside in pain. Juan leaped on his back, and, with otherworldly strength and sharp canines, he clamped down hard on the lowlife’s neck. Juan clung to his opponent with the power of his beast. To the side, Juan saw that Derek had the other Hawk under control. 

Though the scum wad tried to shake Juan off, it was impossible. Juan’s claws dug into the Hawk’s flesh and held him like a steel vise. When Toothless dropped to the ground and collapsed on his side, straining for air, Juan eased his hold, testing him. He didn’t want to kill him, just intended to warn him. Satisfied the other werewolf was finished fighting for the night, Juan relaxed his hold and moved off him. 

“Leave these premises and stay the hell away from everyone at this Rescue Mission,” he growled in warning.

Toothless morphed to his human form, his werewolf energy depleted. His wounds weren’t life threatening and would heal quickly, unfortunately.

Juan changed back to his human form, the light in the wolf pendant slowly going back to normal. He looked at Derek. He had also left his adversary prone on the ground. Derek shifted to his human form. 

As Juan shook off his remaining anger, he and Derek headed for their car. Derek turned the key in the ignition and backed the car away from the Hawk’s black sedan. Juan kept watch on the Hawks. Slowly, the Hawks got to their feet and stumbled to their car. 

Toothless shook his fist at them. “This isn’t over,” he shouted. “We’ll fix you guys later. We’ll be watching you.”

Derek drove down the street, keeping the speed down so Juan could make sure the Hawks vacated the parking area and headed away from the Mission. When the black car headed down the street in the opposite direction, Derek made a U-turn and followed the Hawks. “Might as well make sure they’ve given up their hunt for tonight.” 

“In the condition they’re in now, bloodied and bruised, I doubt anyone would let them come close again tonight. Let’s head home. Hopefully, they’ve gotten the message.”

Juan searched the shadows around the Rescue Mission as they drove by. He didn’t see anyone standing around. They could hope no one witnessed the fight. The vow of revenge from Toothless worried Juan. The Hawks’ revenge could harm innocent people. What if they’d noticed Juan’s car at Cindy’s place? He prayed they hadn’t. 

Juan needed to see Cindy. He’d call her in the morning and make plans with her for tomorrow evening.



* * * *



Juan felt an acute urgency tonight to make love to Cindy. He had no clue why he felt this way. The need to make her his had gripped him since she’d met him at the door this evening. All the way through dinner, he’d wanted to strip her naked and eat her pussy. He had a feeling she’d noticed his mood, desperate as he was. She’d given him a few questioning glances while they’d had dinner. He’d hate to scare her away. There was no other place he’d rather be than right here with her beside him. 

“I’ll just put these dishes in the dishwasher.” 

“I’ll help,” he said. Wanting her by his side, he followed her into the kitchen. When she placed the dishes on the counter, he caught her waist and kissed her nape. “I can hardly wait to come inside you. You’ve been making me crazy hungry all during dinner. Take off your clothes.”

“Juan! I…need to turn on the dishwasher.”

“Fine,” he growled. “Turn it on.” 

She added the soap, closed the door, and turned the dial. The machine started filling with hot water.

“Now, let’s get these clothes off you.” He spun her to face him and began unbuttoning her top.

She helped, and together they removed her blouse. He unfastened her bra and slipped it down her arms, lifted her up with his hands at her waist, and set her on the counter over the dishwasher. 

Before she could protest, he cupped her breasts and brushed his thumbs over her nipples. “You’re so lovely,” he said softly. 

He took one puckered nipple in his mouth and sucked and licked until she gasped, squirmed, and gave sharp little moans. He cupped her breasts again in his hands and kneaded and squeezed while he captured her mouth with his and plundered the inside, stroking every surface with his tongue.

Little wisps of damp heat floated between them from the dishwasher. His hands moved lower and stroked her thighs. He grasped her knees and spread them wide. Cradling her hips, he pulled her tight against him. His cock strained against his clothing and pressed against her aching clit covered by her slacks. 

The dishwasher switched gears, and the vibration charged straight to Cynthia’s opening. “I’ve never done this before, Juan.” 

“Doesn’t matter where we are. I want you.” He covered her mouth with his and plundered every surface, hugged her close to his turquoise cotton shirt, and teased her nipples. His hands smoothed over her breasts, down her ribs, and beneath her waistband. Her slacks opened, and his hands slipped beneath her panties. His long fingers touched her dampened clit and circled the swollen bud. 

She wanted more and arched her back. 

Sliding his fingers around to her cheeks, he eased her panties and slacks down. “Hold onto me,” he said, his voice a rough rasp.

She wrapped her arms around his strong neck and held on. He lifted her against his solid torso with one arm wrapped around her and pushed her slacks and panties down her thighs. Lowering her bare bottom to the warm, vibrating countertop, he released her and pulled her clothing down and off over her feet. His hands smoothed up her calves and, grasping her knees, he parted her thighs wide again. This time she was naked. 

“Dios, your pussy is so beautiful, querida.”

Breathless and a little self-conscious, her swollen labia wet and aching, she smiled at him. “What do you have in mind?”

“You’ll find out soon enough,” he teased. “How does it feel to sit on the counter?” He slipped the fingers of one capable hand through her slick folds and beneath her wet opening against the vibrating counter. A smile curved one side of his mouth upward. “You like that?”

“Yes,” she said, her voice nothing more than a hoarse whisper.

“How about we continue this in your bedroom? I want to slide deep inside your pussy.” His fingers probed her flesh, and one finger slid deeper, almost inside her channel.

She gasped, her muscles tightening all over. “I think that’s a great idea,” she said, panting. 

He lifted her with his hands beneath her hips. “Wrap your legs around me.” 

She did as he said. He strode from the kitchen, through the den, along the hallway, to her bedroom. Walking through the doorway, he stroked his fingers between her cheeks and gently caressed her tight hole. 

“Juan!” She almost jumped out of his arms. 

He chuckled. “Hold still before you fall.”

“You scoundrel. You almost made me.”

“Quit wiggling. We’re almost there.” With a grin, he lowered her to sit on the end of the bed.

“I want your clothes off, too.” Thank God, he was smiling again. He’d been so serious earlier tonight. 

Backing away a couple steps, he unbuttoned his shirt. “Stay right there. This will only take me a minute.” He stripped off his shirt, unfastened his jeans, and removed his shoes.

With his jeans gaping open as he worked, she saw that he wore nothing underneath. The idea of him being naked under his jeans was damn sexy. Just the thought caused her dripping-wet opening to ache even more. She was more than ready for him to slide inside her. 

He whisked off his jeans and tossed them on the floor with his shirt. 

His tattoo fit him. At times he acted like a feral wolf. She admired his muscular build. He was beautiful. She reached for him, wanting to touch his dark, tan skin. His amazingly sculpted chest and abs tapered to his lean, muscular belly. His cock rose high and hard, the skin glistening tight below the hood. As she stared, a drop of pre-cum rose from the little slit on the top of the smooth head. She wanted to spread it all over the tip of his cock and take him in her hand. 

If her rich friends discovered what she’d been doing with Juan, and especially with Juan and his friend, they’d be horrified. Might even turn their backs on her. Surely they didn’t approve of this sort of playing around, even if she was divorced. Hoping they would never find out, she reached for his hard penis. 

“Later, querida.” His voice came in a deep, soft purr. “You come first.” He smiled. “I want to taste you. Stand up on the side of the bed.”

“How will I balance?”

“Don’t worry. I’ll steady you.” 

Wanting to squeeze her thighs together after what he said he wanted her to do, she pushed herself up, gathered her feet beneath her, and slowly stood on her soft bed. What in the world did he have planned?

He grasped her hips and held her facing him. “Spread your feet apart.”

“What?” She had no idea how that would work, as wobbly as she was. “I can hardly keep my balance.”

“Like this. Hold onto my shoulders.” 

He helped her move one foot and then the other as she gripped his broad, muscular shoulders. When he finished, her thighs spread wide apart. He moved in close and nuzzled her folds. She inhaled swiftly and squeezed his shoulders hard.

“Your pussy is so soft.” His breath was warm and tickled her folds. He kissed her there, and his tongue delved to caress her clit.

“Oh!” she cried. The sensation brought intense, aching need to her channel. Shivers shook her. 

He slipped his hands around her hips and held her snug to his hungry mouth. Nibbling and licking, he stroked between her folds with his wicked tongue. He parted her labia and pushed his tongue deeper, up and down.

“Oh, my God! Juan, I’m going to collapse.”

He let go of her, and she flopped down across her bed. He grinned and crawled after her, his knees on either side of her legs. “Scoot back, babe.” 

It didn’t leave her much room. She had to raise one bent leg slightly and push with the other against the bedding.

“That’s the way.” He rolled on the condom he’d taken from his wallet. 

She wanted to climax. She’d been so close. 

“Stop right there. That’s perfect. Now spread your legs and bend your knees a little.”

She did as he asked, and he helped her by supporting her legs with his hands. He lowered his head between her thighs. The touch of his tongue on her sensitive flesh made her hips buck. She gasped. Her muscles tensed.

“Don’t move. I want to taste you again. I can’t get enough of your sweet little pussy.” 

Her nether lips pulsed and ached at his words. Liquid pooled there. His tongue tormented her as he licked and sucked her swollen flesh.

“So beautiful, querida,” he rasped. 

She bucked when he teased her clit. Her limbs trembled from exertion. He stroked between her labia with his fingers, spreading her cream between the folds and around her clit. One large finger slid down lower to her sensitive opening and circled. He pushed his finger slowly inside a little way and stopped. 

“Juan! I’m going to come.”

“Come then, baby.” He positioned the head of his hard cock between the lips of her opening and pushed inside. “Are you all right?” 

“Yes.” 

“Your pussy is so hot and wet. You feel so good squeezing my cock when I push inside you.”

It felt like he pushed all the way to her womb. He moved in and out, slowly at first and then faster. Their hot, damp bodies seemed to melt together. His tight balls pressed against her. Her own flesh tightened with ever-increasing, aching sensations. Her back bowed, and she shook with the force of her body’s sensual possession. With a hard buck, she climaxed. 

“Dios.” Juan’s low growl next to her ear signaled her just as his stiffened cock ejaculated and pumped, his body arched over hers. 

Muscles deep inside her, around her womb, convulsed with a kick—harder than she’d ever felt before. The walls of her vagina milked his cock as their orgasms continued until she ached. Gradually, their bodies quieted until only little pulses stroked his cock, still hard within her. 

“My God, Juan. I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

“Glad you felt it with me.” He smiled at her as he moved to his side with his arms around her. 

Supremely euphoric, she rested one leg on top of his, loving the feel of his damp, heated flesh against hers as he held her. 

After a while, she regained her strength and slid her leg up and down his, enjoying the warm, rough textures.

“Want to play again?” he asked.

She definitely wanted to. “Yes, I’d love to. My turn. I want to pleasure you.”

“By all means, go for it. But first, I need another condom. There’s one in my wallet in my jeans pocket.”

“I’ll get it.” She moved off of him and crossed the room to his pile of clothing. “Here it is, but you don’t need it yet. I’ll tell you when.” She handed him the wallet.

He removed the foil packet. She didn’t plan to put the condom on him yet. He walked into the bathroom to dispose of the used condom. There was so much she’d never tried with her ex. She would enjoy having Juan teach her, but this time she’d handle things. His cock rose and stiffened even more as she watched him while he returned to her bed.

“Are you game for something different?” She looked at him with raised eyebrows. 

“Always,” he said. 

“Okay. I think you’ll like this. Stretch out beside me.” She slipped on a thin latex glove she’d taken from her cosmetics drawer and opened the tube of lubricant she’d found in his jeans pocket. 

“What do you have in mind?” he asked, as he joined her.

“You’ll find out in just a minute. Spread your legs.” 

He grinned at her. “I have a feeling this is going to be fantastic.”

“Ready?” she whispered. Did he truly believe that? Or did he wonder if he’d agreed to something he might not like? She hoped she didn’t botch this. 

He’d opened his legs wide, and it was obvious that he was already aroused and would be happy to slide inside her. But she wanted to give him pleasure first. “Grab hold of the top of the headboard.” 

“Whatever you want, chica.” He smiled at her, raised his hands and gripped the top edge. 

His muscles clenched. “Don’t let go,” she warned. She took his erection in her hand and felt his immediate reaction. Seemingly with a life of its own, his hard cock surged and hardened even more within her grip. A drop of pre-cum gathered at the slit on the swollen, darkened head. She lowered her upper body and licked the satin-smooth skin stretched taut over his erection. She stroked from the base to the hood. Circling the ridge, she listened to his deep moan of pleasure and tasted the glistening drop of cum on top. With her other hand, she squeezed some of the lubricant onto her fingers, slid her fingers behind his balls, and found the tight ring of his anus. 

“Cindy,” he growled. “Dios mio.”

His body writhed, and she circled the small hole with the pads of two fingers, spreading the lubricant over his puckered flesh. His hips bucked, and his back arched. She must be doing something right. “Does that feel good? Do you like it?” 

“Fuck, Cindy, what you’re doing to me.” His eyes darkened with his pleasure and obvious need. His hands gripped the headboard harder, slanting it a little away from the wall. 

“Don’t let go of the headboard,” she ordered. “I’m not finished with you.”

He groaned again, sounding almost tormented. She stroked his tight flesh again, making sure he was well lubricated. Pressing one finger into the entrance, she slowly worked the tip of her finger inside his tight ring.

“God, Cindy.”

Smiling to herself, she slid her finger inside a little further. Watching his face for any sign of discomfort, she stroked the flesh just inside. She’d heard there was a sweet spot that heightened pleasure for men. Sliding her finger in and out as his groans increased in volume, she gently searched for that certain place that would bring him unimaginable ecstasy. She felt his muscles clench and took his long, thick cock into her mouth, deeper, swirled her tongue around him. 

“Cindy!” he shouted. “Dios!” He climaxed, his body rippling like a whipcord with the slamming waves of his orgasm. 

She swallowed his spurting cum, swirling her tongue around his pumping cock and licking him. Moving her head up and down over the length of him, she laved him with long strokes of her tongue. 

“Dios, querida. Never have I experienced anything so fuckin’ sexy before.” 

She released his cock and slid her finger from him, caressing the sensitive flesh as she did so. She peeled off the latex glove and tossed it into the waste basket beneath her dresser. 

“Come here, baby.” He held his arms out to embrace her.

She crawled to his side, and he wrapped her close in his hard-muscled arms, covered her mouth with his. He delved deep with his tongue, ravaging her mouth with his almost feral hunger.

She slipped one hand across his chest, loving the warm, solid feel of him, his lean muscles and hard torso. 

“Did you enjoy making me come like that?” he asked, grinning at her.

“Yes. I thoroughly loved it.” She smiled at him, careful to hide her feeling of satisfied mischief.

“It’s late,” he said. “You need your sleep.” 

“Can you stay? I’d like you to stay with me tonight if you can.”

“Querida, I’d love to stay with you.” He hugged her tight, smoothing his hands over her waist and breasts. He wished they could be together all the time, but he was pretty sure she wouldn’t want him there if she knew what he was. 

And he didn’t know how he was ever going to be able to give her up. 

Dios. What had he done? 















Chapter Eight



The following morning, Juan headed out to his car after the delicious breakfast Cindy cooked him. He’d been tempted to spend more time with her this morning, but he needed to find Derek. They had to stay on this case until all of the Hawks were put in jail.

Something flickered on the outside of his car’s windshield. He reached his car and leaned across the hood to grab the paper tucked under the wiper. What the hell?

A scrawled message in black ink covered the sheet of paper. “Stay the fuckin’ hell out of our business or you and your lady will disappear.” 

Shit. The Hawks knew where Cindy lived. They’d obviously recognized his car parked in front of her home. He crumpled the paper. 

He’d been an idiot to make such a mistake. Now Cindy was in serious danger. He needed to warn her. Turning toward her home, he crossed the distance to her front door in several long strides. 

Cindy opened the door before he grabbed the handle. 

“We’ve got a problem, babe.”

“What’s the matter?” Her eyes darkened with her concern. 

Juan crushed the crumpled paper in his fist. “The Hawks threatened us in this note they left on my car. I’m sorry I’ve brought this on you. Is there some place you can go, family you can stay with until it’s over?” 

“No one close by.” She put her fists on her hips. “And I wouldn’t run scared from those goons if there was. They’re not going to chase me from my home.”

“Querida, this is serious.” 

She shook her head at him. 

Damn. He had to convince her. “The Hawks mean what they say. They’ve killed before, and they wouldn’t hesitate to again. You’re not safe living alone, and you may not be safe with me around. You’ve got to be more careful. Is there a friend you could move in with for a while?”

“No. But you could move in with me. At least until that gang is behind bars. Unless you don’t want to.” 

Her doubt tore at him. “No, querida. I want to be with you. I’m just not sure that’s the best solution for you. I hate that I’ve endangered you.”

“No, you haven’t. It was my choice to help you that night, and it’s my choice to have you in my home. No one is going to run my life ever again.” 

“Babe, even if I move in with you, I can’t be with you twenty-four-seven. Promise me you’ll be more careful when you leave your house.”

“I promise, but I won’t quit working on my projects for the homeless because of the Hawks’ threats.” The look on her face was pure female stubbornness.

She had as much backbone as his aunt had had. The Hawks had killed his aunt. His hand grasped the wolf’s head pendant his aunt had given him. How could he protect Cindy? 

“When you’re home, keep all the doors and windows locked. Don’t answer the door for anyone you don’t know. When you go out, keep your car doors locked. Don’t get in or out of the car before you check your surroundings for any suspicious vehicles or people. If you see something or someone suspicious, call me immediately and stay inside.” 

She nodded. 

He released the breath he’d been holding. She slipped her arms around his waist and hugged him. “I’ve got to meet with Derek now. Lock the door behind me, and remember what I’ve said.”

“I’ll be fine.” She smiled at him. “Don’t worry about me. Take care of yourself. See you tonight?”

“See you tonight if not before.” She tilted her head and pursed her lips for a kiss. He covered her mouth with his, wishing he could forget everything, especially the damn Hawks. Wishing he could stay with her forever. 



* * * *



After waving good-bye to her friend, Darlene, who helped with collecting clothing, Cynthia crossed the walk to her car. Another load of clothes for the homeless filled the back of the vehicle to the roof. She needed to return home now, sort through the bundles, and fill boxes according to size and gender.

She pressed the unlock button on her car key and opened the door, settling in the front seat. As she reached to put her key in the ignition, the passenger door opened. Who in the world—? 

A vaguely familiar Hispanic man wearing a dark suit and dark glasses pointed a gun at her. My god! 

“Don’t move, lady, or I’ll shoot.” He slid onto the passenger seat, never taking the muzzle of the gun he aimed, or his eyes, from her.

She reached for her door handle.

“Stop, or I’ll shoot.”

Cynthia stopped and looked at him. His mouth was a straight slash across a scarred face. He’d been in plenty of fights. He reeked of cigar smoke. “What do you want? If my friends see you in my car, they’ll call the police.”

“You’d better pray they don’t, or I’ll snuff you in a second and take care of them afterward. Now drive up the street to the mansion at the end nearest the mountain. Drive into the driveway. Don’t try anything. I’ve got my gun on you.”

Quaking with fear and dread, she started the car and backed out of Darlene’s driveway. She hoped her friend had noticed the man get into her car. Maybe she’d call the police if she had. 

She drove up the street toward the house at the end, slowly. 

“At the end of the driveway there are places to park. Park your car nearest the house.”

She had a sick feeling in her stomach. This couldn’t be good for her or her friends, including Juan. The parking area was hidden from the neighbors but obviously visible from the street. 

This was a trap for Juan. She had a feeling this man was one of the Hawks. He looked vaguely like one of the goons who had beaten Juan that night in front of her neighbor’s house. She bet they intended to lure Juan here using her as bait. Somehow, she had to escape before they could do that.

“Turn off your car and get out.” He held the gun pointed at her. 

There was nothing she could do but follow his orders for now. She left her keys in the ignition of her car. Another goon headed toward her from the house. If she tried to run, they’d catch her. She must wait for a better chance. 

“This way.” The man with the gun grabbed her arm and pulled her along with him toward the house. The second man walked at her other side. He opened the side door of the house. 

When they entered, cigar smoke assailed her. The two men ushered her into a small room with a desk and chairs. Strong men’s cologne mixed with the smoke and made her queasy. The man behind the desk picked up a phone. 

“Our newest guest has arrived. Come and get her.”

So they had planned this. They’d watched her and made their move. What did they intend to do with her?

A tall, blonde woman with straight hair hanging below her shoulders entered the office. Older than Cynthia, she wore plain clothing consisting of a cotton shirt, buttoned up the front, and slacks, both in shades of brown like her flats.

“Come with me,” she said. 

Cynthia had no choice at this point but to do as the woman said. 

She was escorted to another room nearby. A massage table stood in the center of the room. Evidently, cigar smoke permeated every room. 

The woman took a photo album from the drawer of a bureau across the room under a window. Metal bars caged the outside of the window, with no visible way to open them.

“Look through this and tell me if you have any questions.”

Cynthia took the notebook and opened it. At first she couldn’t focus, but when she finally made sense of the photos, she couldn’t believe what she saw. Along with pictures of a young woman massaging a half naked man reclining on a massage table, there were photos of sex acts between a man and the same woman. 

“What is this?” she demanded, disgust making her voice shake.

“That’s your instruction book. Take a good look at it. You’ll be expected to do the same things as in those photos. Any questions?”

“I won’t do this. I refuse.”

“I wouldn’t, if I were you. The owners of this business aren’t known for patience. They have rather nasty ways of teaching captives what they want from them.”

At this woman’s warning, anger filled Cynthia. Somehow, she must escape this place, fast. 

“Put this on.” The woman held out a small wad of black lingerie fabric she’d taken from the closet near the bureau.

Cynthia didn’t need to unfold the garment to know it was a skimpy bit of clothing with a little lace edging. No way was she wearing that.

The woman’s cell phone rang. “Yeah? I’ll be right there.” Pocketing her cell, she looked at Cynthia. “If you know what’s good for you, put that on.” She turned away and left the room.

The door didn’t close tight. Cynthia moved close to it to listen. Now might be her best chance of escaping. 

“Let go of me!” The loud voice of an irate young woman sounded in the hall. The sounds of a scuffle followed. “I told you I wouldn’t come with you. This is kidnapping!” 

Cynthia recognized the voice of the young woman from the Rescue Mission who’d been approached by the men in the car the night she’d witnessed the brutal fight in the parking lot. How dare they drag the poor young woman here!! Fury shook Cynthia. She threw the skimpy dress on the floor and opened the door. A Hawk standing outside it turned toward her and shoved her back inside.















Chapter Nine



Juan floored the gas pedal as his car raced up the street, Derek beside him in the passenger seat. 

They’d spotted the Hawks abducting a young woman from the Rescue Mission parking area. No way would they get away with this. 

Juan had followed them at a careful distance so the Hawks wouldn’t notice. Once they turned off the main street into the neighborhood leading up the hill to their gang headquarters, Juan had lost sight of their car. He had a good idea where they headed and turned onto the street leading into Sierra Del Sol. 

The gate to the cul-de-sac was closed when they reached it. 

“Let’s hoof it,” Derek said. 

Juan parked the car at the side of the road, and they easily vaulted over the gate. Once inside the gated area, they walked uphill on the sidewalk in front of the houses and tried to look inconspicuous. They came to the driveway of the mansion at the top end of the cul-de-sac. A few cars were parked in plain view at the side of the house. One of the cars was the vehicle they’d been following. A second vehicle looked exactly like Cindy’s. It couldn’t be. 

“Isn’t that Cindy’s car?” Derek asked. 

Fuck. “It sure looks like hers. The windows aren’t darkened like the other cars either. Let’s check it out.” 

Keeping to the outside of the parking area, they hid as best they could and looked inside the one resembling Cindy’s. The back seat and luggage area were filled with clothing.

“Dios! This looks like Cindy’s stuff. She has a friend in this cul-de-sac who helps her collect clothing for the mission. The Hawks must have recognized Cindy and forced her to drive up here. I’m going in.”

“Wait,” Derek protested. “We’d better have a plan for getting out of there with Cindy.”

Juan couldn’t fail her. “My plan is to destroy those fucking bastards and take Cindy. Simple,” Juan snarled, with all the menace he felt for the Hawks.

“All right, let’s go. Surprise may be on our side. Shift at the first threat of trouble.”

“Right.” Juan grabbed the doorknob of the side door. “Locked. Break it down.” 

They both gave the door a swift hard kick. It opened with a loud bang as the lock broke, slamming the door against the inside wall. They rushed inside the long smoke-filled hall. 

One of the Hawks stepped into the hall from a side room. The Hawk grinned and laughed. “We’ve got you boys at last. Hey, guys, they’re here,” he shouted. 

Juan poised for battle as more Hawks entered the hall from other rooms down the length of it. Every single one of the fucking bastards grinned with nasty intent. They moved forward slowly, staying a respectful distance behind the older Hawk in front of Juan and Derek. 

“So, you’re the so-called leader of this crew,” Juan said.

“I’m the leader now,” the Hawk said. “Have you come back for another taste of our special sex games?”

Bits of memories from being caught and held captive by the Hawks as a teenager flashed in Juan’s mind. He had to ignore those disturbing visions and keep control of this situation if he planned to rescue Cindy.

“We’re here to escort home the two women you’ve kidnapped today,” Juan growled. “If you’re lucky, you’ll still be alive when we leave. If you’re smart, you’ll turn them over to us, and we’ll leave now.”

The leader reached behind his back. The sound of jangling chain links exploded against Juan’s sensitized hearing.

There would be a fight.

“I’ve got your back, bro,” Derek growled softly beside Juan.

All of them stripped and tossed their clothing aside. 

As horrifying images of capture by the Hawks tormented Juan, his body began the shift to his werewolf form. Though it took only seconds, pain streaked through his head and limbs as the bones and flesh changed shape and elongated. 

Bolts of electric energy raced through Juan. The arcing current swirled around his body, embracing and empowering him with superhuman strength. The blinding streamers of light cracked like deadly whips until his body took on the shape of generations of werewolves before him. The gold wolf pendant and chain his aunt had given him shone with an ethereal brilliance. The topaz eyes glowed bright gold. The chain pulsed with a blinding golden light against Juan’s heart. 

Juan’s hands and nails became deadly claws. His teeth lengthened to long, sharp canines. His body formed the lightning-fast giant werewolf form of generations of his family members. 

As Derek shifted, his moan changed to a deadly snarl. 

Juan waited for the Hawks’ leader to make the first move. This time, they couldn’t attack Juan from behind, with Derek poised at his side in his own lethal wolf form. 

“That chain won’t help you this time,” Juan taunted. His change had completed, all his werewolf strength and power primed for battle.

Juan growled a warning as the Hawks finished morphing to their dark werewolf shapes. They remained upright like Juan and Derek. Juan watched the leader as he played with the nasty chain. The criminal was older and more experienced than the others. 

Even as Juan swore the goon wouldn’t live long enough to touch him with that chain, visions of Juan’s captivity in the Hawks’ stronghold years ago bombarded him.

The leader grinned, his wolf lips baring his canines. “This should be fun,” he rasped. “It was too easy to take you when you were a teenaged whelp. You were a convenient young wolf for us Hawks to satisfy our sexual appetites. I remember our recently passed leader held you with this chain while we all took a turn enjoying you.” 

Juan’s strength weakened at those horrid words. Images of being strangled with the chain came to him clearly. He had no memory of being used by any of the Hawks, but he remembered being unable to shift completely when the chain strangled his more muscular werewolf neck. They’d forced him to remain human and weak. He’d been taken to the leader’s bedroom. They stripped him of his clothing and left him alone with their leader. A vision of his aunt breaking into the bedroom flashed in his mind.

“We gave you a chance to join the Hawks, but you and your family refused the offer,” the new leader said, his voice rasping. 

The vision became clear. “I remember you kept a chain around my neck to keep me from shifting while you cowards held me captive,” Juan snarled. “I remember my aunt freed me before any of you Hawks could get hold of me.” His memory of her falling from their bullets outside the stronghold, and her throat being slashed by a Hawk, filled him with renewed hunger to kill them all. “You all murdered my aunt. I remember promising myself I’d bring every last one of your worthless hides to justice for her death.”

More visions flashed in his mind. After his aunt died, he’d escaped and had made his way home alone, naked, and mourning the loss of his dear aunt. The exact events of that night, before she’d been killed, had disappeared instantly from his memory. Until this very moment, he had feared he’d been abused. The Hawks had taunted him all these years, and he’d believed the scumbags because he hadn’t been able to clearly remember until now what happened after they’d captured him. “I remember that I escaped. You perps never had any of your sick games with me. You never touched me. I outwitted you. You may get a chance to outwit the cops, but only if Derek and I don’t finish you off first.” 

Juan’s strength returned stronger than ever. His fears of what had happened while he’d been their prisoner years ago evaporated. 

“It was Tito.” The Hawks’ leader swung the chain at Juan’s head. “Tito killed your aunt.” 

Juan caught the chain with one clawed hand and wrenched it away. He threw it behind him and deflected a blow from the leader’s claws. Otherworldly strength filled Juan. “Tito’s dead, and you’re going down.”

 He kicked the legs out from under the leader, who fell to the floor on his back. The goon yelped in pain as Juan knocked his face to the side. When the leader grabbed at Juan’s clawed hands, Juan slashed with his sharp claws. Howling in pain, the Hawk grabbed at his bleeding arms. Juan’s canines closed on the Hawk’s neck. Collapsing to the floor, the goon was helpless as his strength drained from him.

Pushing up from the unconscious body, Juan launched himself at another Hawk. This one was no match for Juan, and he dispatched him with ease. 

Juan glanced to where Derek took down the fourth Hawk. An unconscious werewolf sprawled behind him on the cold tile floor. 

There must be other Hawks somewhere. He wasn’t sure how many. More than four Hawks remained in the gang. Juan started down the long hall to search. After taking several strides, he stopped in his tracks. 

Cindy stood in the doorway to a room off the hall, a Hawk’s hand around her throat, her eyes huge and round with either fear or shock. 

She stared at Juan, a plea for freedom in her expression. 

Cynthia remembered a similar fight one night outside the Rescue Mission. And the night in front of her neighbors’ house, when she met Juan, he and the combatants had looked like dogs fighting. 

Either she was seeing things, or these evil men had changed to wolf-like monsters. She recognized Juan. He had the same shape, except she knew he wasn’t evil. 

The man holding her from behind pushed her into the hallway. 

When Juan leaped on the man, Cynthia broke free and ran back inside the room. Afraid to think about Juan fighting in the hall, she grabbed her clothes and hurried to the next room further away. She’d heard the young woman cursing her abductors in that room. Cynthia prayed she was all right. 

She turned the doorknob and pushed open the door. The younger woman stood in the furthest corner from the door. A skimpy lace garment lay on the massage table. The young woman still wore her own clothes. 

Vicious growls and horrifying moans filled the hall. Cynthia shuddered and motioned to her. “Let’s get out of here.” She held her hand out to the young blonde, who waited less than a second before hurrying to join Cynthia. “Run for the front door. Don’t take time to look back. I’m right behind you. Go!”

The girl rushed through the doorway and down the hall to the front entry. 

Juan looked up at Cynthia from where he crouched over the Hawk. His wolf pendant glowed, surrounded by light, the eyes of the wolf golden, the gold chain pulsing as if Juan’s blood rushed through it. 

Blood covered the hall floor. Cynthia’s nostrils flared at the metallic odor. She met Juan’s gaze. His eyes held a feral glow. She couldn’t believe what she had just seen. 

Cynthia turned away and ran after the young woman, down the hall in the opposite direction from the carnage. She ran faster and caught up to the girl. Cynthia wrenched open the front door and kept going, grabbing her hand as they raced toward the cars. 

When she reached her car, she saw the keys in the ignition. Thank God. “Get in. Hurry.” 

The young woman ran around the end of the car and hopped in the passenger side. 

“I have a good friend right down the street. She’ll take us in. I was just there earlier this afternoon.”

She drove down the street and into the driveway. “She’s a nice lady. You’ll like her. We work together collecting clothing for the Rescue Mission.” Cynthia took the keys out of the ignition, grabbed her clothes, and hurried to the front door of Darlene’s house. The young woman stayed close, thank goodness.

Cynthia rang the doorbell.

Darlene opened the door. “Cynthia! What are you doing? Why are you dressed like that?”

“Can we come in? We need your help.”

“Come in!” Darlene opened the door wide, and Cynthia and the young woman walked inside. 

“You won’t believe what happened,” Cynthia said. She could hardly believe it herself. Maybe it was all a hallucination. There could be some chemical in the smoke that filled that horror palace, or in the skimpy lace clothing, that was causing her to hallucinate. Couldn’t there be?

“I’ll tell you everything after I change back into my own clothes.” 

“Use my bedroom,” Darlene said. 

Cynthia hurried down the hall to change as Darlene introduced herself to the young blonde, who gave her name as Kelly Smith.



* * * *



After calling the police, Juan and Derek hurried to secure all of the Hawks before they regained their strength. Their souls sold to the dark side, without mortal wounds, their netherworld metabolism healed them with inhuman speed. Their blood, spilled in the hall by Juan and Derek, spontaneously ignited and burned, leaving no trace but an acrid smell which was cloaked by cigar smoke. The only thing the Hawks couldn’t do was put on their hastily stripped clothing.

The policemen could deal with that. 

Juan tied a knot restraining the final loser just as the police arrived. 

Fortunately, the fight had gone in Juan’s favor this time, with Derek’s able support. Impatient to get questions over with, Juan needed to see Cindy. 

They told the police they were private eyes and had been investigating the Hawks, who had a new leader since the last run-in with the law, when their previous leader had been shot and killed by a policeman. When asked how they subdued so many at one time, Juan and Derek explained they’d studied under a local expert in self- defense. In their line of work, they had to be able to defend themselves. 

Juan needed to get to Cindy. Was she all right? Had they abused her? Had any of the Hawks taken her? Juan didn’t think they had, because he hadn’t seen any abrasions on her face or limbs when that goon brought her into the hall. But Juan had to know for sure that she was all right. She had a friend in this neighborhood. She’d probably gone there.

After the policeman in charge had checked out Juan’s explanation with headquarters, he and Derek were free to leave. 

Juan needed to find out if Cindy was all right, and he needed to explain everything to her. Would she want to have anything to do with him after all this? He doubted it, but he had to try. He hated to lose her, wanted her with him always.

“Derek, I have to find Cindy.”

“Let’s get out of here,” Derek said.

They ran down the street. Juan spotted her car in the driveway of a house further down near the entrance to the area.

He tossed his car keys to Derek. “I’ll see if Cindy’s all right.”

“I’ll wait for you,” Derek said. “Good luck.”

Juan remembered how Derek’s serious relationship with a girl had ended badly when she’d learned Derek was a werewolf. Was there any chance Cindy would want Juan anywhere near her now? He doubted it. But he had to know if she was all right, and he had to at least try to explain to her.















Chapter Ten



Cynthia finished dressing in her own clothes, bundled up the lace garment, and headed for Darlene’s den, where she heard animated conversation. 

“There you are,” her friend said, smiling. “I’ve been chatting with Kelly. She’s looking for a job. I need help with my house right now, and Kelly said she needs a place to stay. I invited her to stay here, if she wants to. I’d also pay her for helping out around my house, until she can get back on her feet.”

Cynthia studied Kelly’s earnest expression. “Would you like to do that?”

“Yeah, I would,” Kelly said. “I can use the money, and Mrs. Lovejoy invited me to stay in her home until I can afford a place. I’d like to work here.” 

“That sounds like a good arrangement for both of you,” Cynthia agreed.

Darlene looked pointedly at her. “Now, tell me what happened.”

Cynthia introduced herself to Kelly and explained the events leading to her return in a lace garment. She left out the part about the Hawks and Juan and Derek looking like werewolves. Darlene would think she was loony. After she assured her friend she was fine, she told them both good-bye and ventured outside, anxious to go home and try to make sense of all this. 

She found Juan hurrying up the walk to the house. He looked normal now, although his clothing was torn in places. No sign of blood remained. Had she been imagining what she thought she’d seen? The odor of acrid smoke lingered on him.

“Hi,” he said.

She nodded to him, and noticed the worry in his eyes. No longer sure if they could have any kind of close relationship, she waited. Tears burned her eyes at the thought of never seeing Juan again. Everything she’d gone through today left her reeling. She needed time to sort through what she’d witnessed and come to grips with it. 

Juan reached for her. She backed away a step, shaking her head, not comfortable with him touching her at the moment. Hot tears trickled from her eyes.

He shoved his hands in his jeans pockets. “Are you all right?” His voice was a rough rasp. “They didn’t hurt you or force you to do anything you didn’t want to?”

“No.” She shook her head again. “Only insisted I change into that flimsy garment. There was a woman there who took me into a room to change. I didn’t want to, but I didn’t have much choice when one of the Hawks came inside and insisted I put it on. I kept hoping I’d have a chance to escape. I knew it was their plan to lure you there.” 

“Shit,” Juan swore.

She added, “Thanks to you and Derek, I did escape unscathed with the young woman they kidnapped from the shelter.”

“Thank God you’re all right. Is she?”

“Yes.”

“When we left the house just now, I noticed the police in the driveway talking to a tall blonde woman dressed in a blouse and slacks.”

“Sounds like the woman who told me to change clothes.”

“The police will probably take her in for more questioning,” he said. “I need to talk to you, explain things.”

“That would be helpful. Right now, I want to go home, shower, and rest a little,” she said and turned away. 

“Wait.” He held out his hand to her.

The plea in his voice drew her to face him. 

“What you saw,” he began, “was real.” He dropped his hand to his side. “I’m a shape-shifter, a werewolf, and so is Derek.”

She winced. It was too unreal to believe. 

“We’re also private investigators. We’ve been trying to bring down the Hawks for years. They’re werewolves, too, but they use their power for evil. They traffic in slavery and prostitution, like I mentioned to you before. They’re also involved in smuggling aliens into the country. Before I met you, we had recently discovered their previous house of prostitution in the downtown area, and with the help of the police, it was closed down. The leader at that time was killed by a policeman. I couldn’t let it end there. They killed my aunt years ago, and I’ve been determined to see all of them brought to justice for her death.”

“I’m so sorry,” she offered, as his loss touched her.

“That’s why I was following them the night you rescued me near your home. I wanted to confront them at their new house of prostitution. Although I failed that time, I’m not sorry. I might not have met you otherwise.” 

She studied his face, the serious look in his eyes. “Why do you change shape? Do you have to?”

“It’s something in our genes that goes back a dozen or more generations to a family from Europe. Some of their descendants moved to Texas back in the 1800s. We control the shape-shifting as much as possible. We can’t stop ourselves from changing when we, or people we love, are threatened by danger. You could say we’re driven to protect those who need help, and those we love.”

She nodded, understanding that emotion, if not the actual shape-shifting. “I saw a fight at the Rescue Mission recently. The men all looked a little like giant dogs.”

He nodded in agreement.

“Was that you and Derek fighting the Hawks?”

“Yeah,” he answered softly, as if he regretted the fight, or regretted her seeing it. “I didn’t know you’d seen that.” 

She nodded and watched him grimace and look away. “Are all the Hawks dead now?”

“No.” He met her gaze. “They’re all on their way to jail and hopefully prison. Shape-shifters heal from wounds very fast, especially if injured while in werewolf form. Something about our physical makeup speeds recovery.”

“I see. You look fine except for the rips in your clothing.”

“I am fine, now that I know you’re safe.”

She looked at him, unable to ignore what she felt for him.

“My Aunt Chela’s murderers will be behind bars at last.”

She shuddered. “How was your aunt killed?”

“She rescued me from the Hawks’ imprisonment when I was a young teenager. As we made our escape, she took a werewolf slash to her jugular and a bullet in her back, and bled to death before we could reach help. She wouldn’t leave my side. She could have changed back to her human form and the change would have healed the wounds, but she chose to keep her wolf form to protect me as long as she could. They’d put a heavy chain around my neck to keep me from shape-shifting while they held me prisoner, and she couldn’t get it off. So she chose to protect me the best way she could. In my human form, I was no match for the Hawks as a young teenager.” 

He closed his fist around the wolf’s head pendant hanging from the gold chain around his neck.

“Your aunt gave you that, and she probably saved your life. Do you feel like your debt to her is paid now?”

He shook his head. “I have one more thing I must do before I can let go of the past. Will you come with me?”

“Is it non-violent, what you still need to do?”

“Yeah,” he said softly. “This will be a peaceful thing. It would mean a lot to me if you’d go with me. Aunt Chela would have admired you, as I do, for your courage. You’ve shown that courage over and over since we first met, when you took me in after the Hawks beat me that night in front of your neighbor’s house. My aunt would love you for that.”

Cynthia didn’t think it would hurt for her to go with him. They still had so much to come to terms with. Later, she wanted to talk to him at home in private. But first, she thought it only fitting that she invite both Juan and Derek over to her home. If not for the two of them, she might not have escaped and taken Kelly Smith with her. “I need to drive my car home.”

“I’ll follow you. Afterward, we’ll have time to talk about everything.”

“Yes. We need to talk.” She headed for her car.

Juan walked beside her and held the car door for her, closing it after she settled on the front seat. “I’ll follow you.” 

She watched Juan as he joined Derek, and they headed for his car, got in, and waited for her. Cynthia backed her car out and drove downhill the few blocks to her home. Leaving her car in the garage, she joined Juan at his car. 

Derek nodded to her from the back seat as Juan held the door for her. “Heck of an escape you made today with that other pretty lady. Are you both all right?”

“Yes, we’re okay,” she said, smiling a little at Derek.

“I couldn’t help taking a moment to watch you two make your escape,” Derek continued. “I’d like to meet your friend. Is she married?”

Cindy smiled at Derek’s blatant interest in Kelly. “I’m not sure. I’ve seen Kelly around the Rescue Mission before. The Hawks have been trying to kidnap her for a while. She managed to avoid them until today.” 

Juan watched Cindy as her eyes closed for a moment. She finally looked up at him. 

“Thank God, you and Derek came to our rescue. I can’t thank you both enough for freeing us from those bastards.”

Juan reached across and squeezed her hand. “I’m sorry we didn’t get there sooner. We didn’t realize you were involved until we saw your car in their driveway. We’d followed them after chancing on them kidnapping Kelly.”

He squeezed her hand gently in his. 

“What’s Kelly going to do?” Derek asked. “Does she need a place to stay? If she’s alone, she may need help.” 

“My friend, Darlene Lovejoy, welcomed her into her home and invited her to stay there and help around the house if she wants to. She offered to pay Kelly for her help, to give her a way to get on her feet.”

“Oh,” Derek said. “Good deal.”

Cindy smiled at Derek. “Do you want me to put in a good word for you?”

“Wouldn’t hurt,” Derek said.



* * * *



It took only a few minutes for Juan to drive to his place. He wondered what Cindy would think of it. His home was small but adequate for a single guy. Not as comfortable as Cindy’s home, though. 

Juan showed Cindy around the house. Derek followed them. Maybe she’d give him another chance if she saw that he had a home just like normal folks. If she didn’t want anything more to do with him, he didn’t know how he’d survive. She was his soul mate. He loved her. He’d never love anyone else like he loved Cindy. 

After he completed the tour of the two-bedroom ranch-style built in the seventies, he took her back to the main living room. He crossed to the white brick fireplace and indicated the photo of his Aunt Chela, which he kept on the mantle.

“This is my aunt. She always stayed close to me. She was like my guardian angel. She lifted my spirits when I was young and something upset me. If not for her rescuing me, I would have probably lost my life. She gave hers to save mine.”

Cindy drew close and stood at his side. “She looks like a lovely lady. I can tell she loved you very much.”

“I’ll never forget what she did for me.” Juan’s voice was rough with emotion. He lifted the gold chain over his head. After he carefully draped the chain and wolf’s head pendant over the top corner of his aunt’s framed photo, the wolf pendant rested against her heart, the topaz eyes glowing bright gold. 

“Tillita Chela, the last of the Hawks are all behind bars now. Because you saved my life, we finished the work you started. You sacrificed your life to give me life. I will always love you and never forget you. You’re in my heart, forever.” He covered his heart with his hand. 

Juan turned to Cindy and took her hand. She looked up at him, her eyes wet with tears. “She guided me to walk a path helping others.” Was this night the last time he’d see Cindy? “What now? What do you want to do?”

She blinked at the tears. “I’d like to go home. I still have questions about all that’s happened.” She turned to Derek, who stood behind her. “Derek, I want you to come, too. The two of you saved my life and Kelly’s.” 

Derek looked at Juan. 

Cindy met Juan’s gaze as he nodded in agreement.















Chapter Eleven



Juan drove Cynthia to her home, and she invited them inside. “Will you stay and have dinner with me later? Right now, I just want to have a shower and get rid of the feel of their dirty hands,” she explained.

“How would it be if we showered with you?” Juan asked.

Cynthia’s body said yes, but her mind wanted answers to her misgivings about their shape-shifting. Just saying the word brought back the surreal sight of Juan in werewolf form in the middle of a deadly fight. She didn’t know that side of him, or Derek. She needed Juan’s pleasure-giving hands on her, as well as Derek’s, all over her. Maybe then the unreality of what she’d seen would go away, and life would regain some sense of normalcy. 

“Yes, I’d like for you both to shower with me.”

Juan’s eyes held the first look of confidence she’d seen in them since just before she was kidnapped. 

“Would you like a glass of wine?” she asked them.

“I’ll have what you’re having,” Juan said.

“Me, too,” Derek agreed.

She poured them each a glass of white wine. “I often have wine while bathing,” she explained, smiling self-consciously.

“You do? Sounds like a good deal.” Juan raised his eyebrows and smiled at her.

Cynthia led the way to her bathroom. She’d had it redone after her divorce. She’d wanted as few reminders of her ex as possible. Now she was so glad she’d turned the spacious bath into her own retreat. She sat down on her dressing-table bench and placed her glass of wine on the small silver tray resting on the table. 

When she reached to remove her shoes, Juan knelt in front of her. “Let me,” he offered softly, as he put his wineglass next to hers. 

He removed her sandals and smoothed his big hands over her feet and up her ankles to her calves. It felt wonderful. 

“Let’s get you out of these clothes,” Derek said.

“Let’s all undress,” she countered, as she stood.

“Great idea,” Derek agreed, and grinned at her.

She couldn’t help smiling back. Juan and Derek sounded like themselves. They all made short work of undressing.

Cynthia took another swallow of wine. Was she making the right decisions? Or the biggest mistake of her life? It was clear what Juan and Derek wanted.

Juan slipped his arms around her, and his erect cock nudged her belly. She re-placed her glass of wine on the silver tray as he hugged her close. When his hard chest rubbed her bared nipples, shock waves surged to the already swelling folds between her thighs. My God, this definitely helped replace the frightening events earlier in the day.

“You’re driving me crazy, querida. I don’t think I can wait much longer.”

“In that case, we’d better get in the shower.” She pushed gently against his chest. He released her, his arms slipping from around her with warm, inviting caresses.

She crossed the room to the tile-enclosed shower and turned the water on to her preferred temperature. Not too hot, but just warm enough. Clean white towels and washcloths were close-by in a basket on the side of the Jacuzzi, and white terrycloth robes, as soft as velvet, hung on leaf-shaped hooks nearby. 

Ready to step under the shower, she glanced back at Juan and noticed she could clearly see his lean, muscled back and narrow buttocks in the mirror of her dressing table across from the shower entry. She gazed a moment longer at his trim, tight backside, and the wolf tattoo across his upper back, and stepped under the spray of water. Was she doing the right thing?

Juan followed her and reached for the soap. He lathered his hands. “Let me,” he said.

She moved from under the shower spray, smoothing back her dripping wet hair, and smiled at him. 

He glided his hands over her, starting with her hair. It felt incredible. He helped her rinse and soaped his hands again before moving downward. When he reached her breasts, he took his time cupping each one, rubbing and gently flicking her nipples. More hot pulses heated her opening. 

His hands slicked over her ribs and down to her waist. His progress stopped as he dipped a finger playfully into her navel. She chuckled and squirmed under his touch as she remembered previous sexual play with him. 

He grinned at her and lathered more soap on his hands, continued his caresses down her hips, over her sensitive labia and between her thighs.

“Querida, your pussy is so juicy.” 

Derek joined them in the shower and moved close to her backside so that her shoulders fit against his chest, and the head of his hard cock rested at the small of her back. His hands held her close around her waist. She balanced herself with her palms against the shower walls. The cool tile made her shiver. Or was it Derek’s hands as he smoothed them over her shoulders and down her sides to her hips, to cup beneath both cheeks? His hands stroked the backs of her legs. It felt amazing. 

Juan’s dark, hungry gaze met hers as he lowered his head. His lips brushed hers softly. When she parted her lips, his tongue delved deep and touched every surface. She sparred with him. She was lost in the kiss, mesmerized by his touches. 

One of Derek’s long fingers slid between her thighs and delved slowly inside her channel. He brushed his lips along her spine. A moan escaped her as he removed his finger. One of his hands slicked over her hip. His fingers stroked between her cheeks, circled her tight hole, smoothed under one hip and around to her belly as he held her steady with his other hand on her waist. 

She drank in Juan’s kiss, sighing with the increased pleasure. Suddenly, his hands slipped between her thighs and one long finger slid between her nether lips and deep inside her vagina. He touched that excruciatingly pleasurable place.

A short, sharp whimper escaped her. “Juan!” Her knees turned to jelly. She almost collapsed. Intense sensation drew up the muscles and flesh around her opening. “Oh, God. Juan.” She was close to coming. Just a little more.

His tormenting fingers left her. “My turn,” he said, and handed her the soap as he smiled. 

What? She blinked in surprise and steadied herself against Derek’s chest, as Juan’s supporting arm left her. How could he do that to her? 

Derek chuckled. 

Okay. If that’s the way they wanted to play, she’d go along. She’d be happy to take Juan just as far. Two, or three, could play this game. 

“My turn.” With her hands covered in suds, she stroked from Juan’s strong neck over his muscled shoulders to his hard chest. She circled his nipples, tweaked them, and was rewarded with his soft grunt of pleasure. She turned him to face away from her and glided her soapy hands over his back, admiring the movement of his muscles beneath the large tattoo of the wolf’s head, a true reminder of his reality. 

She didn’t hesitate but smoothed her hands past his narrow waist and hips and finally cupped his butt cheeks. At his low moan, she slid her fingers along the backs of his thighs and felt a tremble go through his limbs. His buttocks jerked and tightened beneath her touch. 

Satisfaction at her ability to give as good as he gave made her smile. Derek steadied her with his hands holding her waist as she bent down and slipped the fingers of one hand up the inside of Juan’s leg while she kept her other hand at his waist. She touched the sensitive flesh behind his balls and drew another sharp grunt from him. Slowly, she slipped her slick fingers between his buttocks and over his tight hole. Soap bubbles streamed down the valley of his back and met her fingers as she slid them inexorably upward until she reached his lower back. 

“Dios, Cindy. What you‘re doing to me.”

“I’ve never done things exactly like this before,” she said softly.

“I’m about to explode in your shower, querida.”

Cynthia grinned behind his back, hugely pleased that she’d brought him to the same place he’d taken her.

With her hands on his hard muscular shoulders, she turned him to face her and smiled at him sweetly. “I think we’re all clean now. What would you like to do next?”

“Fuck you senseless, querida. But first, let’s make sure all the soap is rinsed away.” 

Just as he said that, she heard Derek soaping his hands behind her. He started at her shoulders and smoothed his hands over every inch of her back and butt cheeks. He dribbled more soapy water down her spine, and she felt the soap bubbles tickle between her cheeks all the way to her swollen opening. His fingers stroked deep again and caressed her sensitive nether lips. He circled her tight little hole before moving to the top of her crack and her lower back. She moaned as she shivered. 

Derek wrapped his arms around her so her back was to the shower spray. Holding her around the waist with one hand, with the other hand he swished water over every inch of her body. 

Juan turned her to face him. His fingers delved between her labia and circled her clit. He slid his hand over her back and between her legs while she licked and nipped gently at his puckered nipples.

“Enough,” Juan growled. He turned off the water. 

She steadied herself and raised her eyebrows at his abrupt decision. “There’s robes on hooks outside the shower door. One for each of us. They’re really soft and cushy.”

“Sounds perfect.” Juan reached for the shorter robe and helped her into it. 

She left the shower, watching him in the mirror as he slipped a robe on. He was so good-looking, a huge temptation, a man she could gladly spend her days and nights with. But what about the werewolf in him? Could she deal with that side of him?

Already, she’d begun to accept that side of Juan and Derek. She’d ask Juan more about the phenomenon later. Right now, she wanted Juan inside her. Deep inside. But it was time for dinner, and they were probably hungry.

She took her glass of wine and sipped, wondering what new experience they’d share with her tonight. 

Derek took a sip of his wine. “Are you ready for bed?” 

“Bed? But we haven’t had dinner,” she said.

“Dinner can wait,” Juan said. “I’m ready to take you to bed and make love to you.”

He wanted to make love to her? Did that mean he was in love with her?

“Let us pleasure you, querida.” He crossed to the bedside table and put down his wineglass. Returning to her where she waited in front of the bathroom door, he swept her into his arms. 

“Juan!” His name came out in a squeak as she held onto her glass of wine to keep it from spilling all over them. 

He chuckled and lowered her to the bed, took the glass of wine from her, and set it beside his. “We’ll save the wine for a little later. Right now, I want to taste you.” He pushed her robe down her arms and pressed her gently down on her pillow. He stripped off his own robe and stretched out naked beside her.

Derek set his wine down and stretched out on her other side. 

Kissing her softly at first, Juan cupped and molded her breasts, rubbing his thumb across her nipples. She undulated her hips. “You want me there?” he asked. He parted her legs and pressed his muscular thigh against her soft mound. 

Taking one of the wineglasses, Juan tipped it a bit and dribbled wine over her nipples. As she gasped, he rubbed his thigh against her wet pussy, and quickly lapped up the wine from her breasts. His gaze met hers as he slowly poured more wine down the middle of her torso, lapping it as he moved lower. He slid the bottom of the wineglass over the trail he’d followed with his tongue. 

 She shivered and her body arched off the bed. As she tipped her hips toward him, she told him silently she craved more. He dribbled wine over her pussy. When wine touched her folds, her hips bucked. Juan moved lower, pressed his chest down on her thighs as he placed the glass of wine back on the table. He watched her as he lowered his head, finally nuzzling her swollen folds with his lips and spearing his tongue between to lap the wine and taste her clit. 

She jerked and almost came off the bed. 

A growl vibrated deep in his chest. “I need to taste your pussy, sweetheart.” He lowered his head and licked from her dripping opening, delved inside with his tongue, and lapped upward to her folds, tormenting her clit with the tip of his tongue. 

“Oh my God. Juan!” 

Derek’s hand stroked the length of her torso. He cupped her breasts and rolled one nipple between his fingers as he suckled the other nipple. She gasped and writhed.

Juan hooked her knees over his shoulders. She inhaled swiftly as he spread her thighs wider. The heat in her eyes told him that she didn’t care that with her legs raised over his shoulders she was completely open to him. She welcomed his pleasure-giving kisses and nibbles, his tongue tweaking and licking her most delectable flesh. 

With her body bared beneath him, Juan parted her dark pink labia with his fingers and gazed at her swollen flesh. “You’re so beautiful, querida, so wet and rosy. You drive me crazy. I need you.” He slid one long finger inside her pussy, in and out until he once more found her most sensitive spot. 

She gasped and bucked. “Juan!” 

He handed Derek one of the condoms he’d left nearby. As she panted, Juan eased her legs from his shoulders. They sheathed themselves. He moved up her damp torso, turned her on her side to face him, and positioned his body with the head of his rock-hard erection touching her slick pussy.

“Wrap your legs around me, querida.” 

She did as he asked, lifting her free leg over his hip and taking him between the dripping wet lips of her opening. 

He slowly pushed inside her tight, hot, silken pussy and sank balls deep. His mouth covered hers but couldn’t keep her sharp little moans quiet. She curled her free leg around him and undulated her hips, sliding against his sweat-dampened body. She clutched his upper arms and pulled him closer, tilted her hips, and took him deeper. 

He broke the kiss and blazed a hot trail of kisses down her throat, curving his back to suckle each firm nipple, drawing hard. He groaned as he pushed deeper inside her. When he felt his balls touch her sweet ass, he slowly pulled out and plunged home again. 

He was vaguely aware of Derek moving against Cindy’s back, one of his long legs covering the length of her leg. Juan sensed that Derek’s gentle fingers spread her butt cheeks and smoothed her fluids along her crack, over her small hole. From their previous sharing experiences, Juan knew that Derek would massage her and position the head of his sheathed cock against her tight little asshole, gently pressing. Derek would slide backwards and forwards, stopping to press gently against her little hole. The friction and pressure created would heighten sensations for her. 

She moaned and moved her hips back and forth. Derek held her still with his hands on her hips as he positioned his cock at her tight hole, pushing gently. Slowly Derek’s stiffened cock slid deep into her rectum. “Does that feel good, Cindy?”

“Oh, God. That feels incredible,” she said, sighing softly. She shivered and her pussy clenched. 

Juan growled as he filled her. “I love how you squeezed my cock, querida.” 

Derek held her hips as he pushed deep in her and pulled almost all the way out. Juan worked with him, giving Cindy as much increased pleasure as possible. Little cries of passion escaped her. 

Pressure built. She gave a sharp cry as Juan slipped his hand between their bellies and found her clit. He circled the nub and increased the tension. 

Juan watched her reactions as Derek slid one hand up her side and cupped her breast, and his thumb and finger pinched her nipple. Her back arched and her body shook. With a cry she climaxed. Juan felt the pulsing of her inner walls as her orgasm slammed through her, rocking her.

Their deep groans vibrated against each other as their bodies tightened around each other. Derek climaxed, his cock pumping inside her. Juan followed, shoving balls deep, his low growl escaping as his body tightened. His cock erupted, his cum shooting out, as his hips bucked against her, driving deeper inside her hot pussy, igniting another orgasm in her. She screamed this time, her body shivering and convulsing inside, milking his cock of every last drop of fluid.

Finally, they rested, replete and lethargic within each other’s arms. 

“That was incredible,” she said, panting. “I can’t move my arms or legs.” 

“You’re amazing, querida.”

“God, yes,” Derek said. “Thank you. That was fuckin’ awesome.” 

Sensations eased as they relaxed, completely spent. Derek pulled carefully from inside her and between her cheeks, gave her a kiss on the nape of her neck, and disappeared into the bathroom. 

Juan hugged her tight. “I could stay like this with you all night.”

“I wouldn’t mind,” she said. “I’d like you to stay.” 

“Then I will,” Juan said. “There’s nowhere else I want to be.” He kissed her gently on her lips, and she kissed him back.

Derek returned from the bathroom with a damp washcloth, and Juan eased himself from her and headed that way. He returned with a towel, and the two of them removed any residue left on her from their lovemaking. Their sweet consideration and gentle ministrations touched her deeply. 

Derek finished dressing. 

“I’m starving,” she said. “Time for dinner.” 

Juan smiled at her. “Sounds good to me.”

“Need help dressing?” Derek asked, smiling at her with mischief in his eyes.

“No.” She smiled at him. “I think I can manage by myself for now. Go in the kitchen and help yourself to whatever you want to drink. There are chips in the pantry. I’ll be right there.” Juan smiled warmly at her, and both guys headed for the kitchen. Cynthia grabbed a shirt and a pair of slacks from the closet and threw them on. 

As she entered the kitchen, the phone rang. “Yes?” she answered. She put her hand over the phone. “It’s my friend Darlene,” she said to Juan and Derek. “Darlene, we were just about to get some dinner. She did? That’s interesting. Derek and Juan are the private investigators who saved Kelly at the Rescue Mission, and the same ones who saved us today. Would you like to speak to Derek? He’s right here.” She turned the phone over to Derek. “Kelly Smith and Darlene Lovejoy want to talk to you.” 

Cynthia smiled at Derek and Juan. As Derek took the phone, she said softly to Juan, “I think Kelly is interested in Derek.” 

Juan raised his eyebrows and nodded in understanding. “Interesting,” he said, smiling at her. 

“Wow,” Derek said as he ended the call. “Darlene said that Kelly wants to meet the sandy-haired one. That would be me.” He grinned. “They want me to come up for beer and snacks.”

Cynthia could tell by the animated look on Derek’s face that he wanted to join Darlene and Kelly. “Go! They’re nice. Have fun!”

“I will,” Derek said. He crossed to Cynthia and cradled her arm in his big hand. “Before I go, I want to tell you both how much it has meant to me to be included in your lives, to be part of Juan’s triumph over the Hawks and to share some great sex play with you, Cindy. It’s a privilege to know you.”

She smiled at Derek. “I feel the same, Derek. I’ve enjoyed getting to know you, too. You‘re welcome in my home any time.” 

“I’ll catch up with you all tomorrow,” Derek said. “Can I borrow your car, Juan? I’ll come pick you up tomorrow when you’re ready to trade cars.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Juan agreed. 

“I have to say, I’m stoked to meet Kelly. She seems like a very cool lady. See you all later.” Derek opened the front door and closed it behind him. 

Cynthia looked at Juan and returned his big smile. 

Juan moved close to her and put his arms around her waist. “Derek needs someone in his life. I think Kelly may be good for him. But right now, I’m ready for dinner, and then I have plans to spend the night with you, okay?”

“Sounds wonderful,” she said.















Chapter Twelve



The dinner dishes were in the dishwasher and what little was left over from their dinner had been put away. 

Cynthia sipped her wine as Juan enjoyed his. He was quiet and watched her from darkened eyes. “What are you thinking?” she asked.

“I’m thinking that I can never get enough of you, querida.” 

“What would you like to do about that?”

“I’d like to make love to you again,” he said, his eyes impaling her with his feral hunger. 

“I’d like that. What do you have in mind?” She smiled at him. 

“I crave to make love to you all night, querida. And I want to start with you on your knees on the sofa, with your hands supporting you against the back. I want to slide deep in your sweet pussy from behind. I want you arching beneath my chest as you climax.”

Good grief, she was wet and swollen already just from his words. “I’ve never done that before in exactly that way.”

“I’ll show you. I think you’ll like it.” He grinned at her, his gaze never leaving hers. 

“Tell me how you want me.”

“Naked.”

She began unbuttoning her clothes. He watched her, never offering to help. She stepped from her panties, completely bare. “You should be naked, too,” she said. 

He stripped, tossing his clothing beside hers on the floor. “Kneel on the sofa cushions with your hands braced against the back.” His voice was a soft growl.

She turned and followed his directions, with not one bit of unease to spoil her sexual pleasure. She trusted Juan completely. 

He steadied her with his hands on her hips as she found the position he wanted. He caressed her, from her breasts and nipples to her belly, the sexual charge streaking through her body. With only her hands to support her, she was powerless to do anything but feel. 

He nuzzled her ear and brushed kisses along her throat to her bare shoulder while he reached around her to part her wet, swollen folds, stroke her clit, and finally her needy opening. 

His cock pushed between her thighs, parting her cheeks. The head of his cock teased her slick lower lips. He wrapped one arm around her with his broad hand against her belly, supported her, and steadied her as he delved inside her dripping passage. He pulled out of her and with his other hand, he dipped his fingers into her clenching vagina. He spread the moisture through her labia, until every bit of sensitive flesh was swollen and pulsing, hungry for his cock to slide inside until she came. She shivered from the intense sensations.

“Juan! I need you.”

“Soon, chica.” He adjusted her knees further apart on the cushions until she was wide open, vulnerable. He slid more than one long finger through her wet opening. 

She trembled, close to climaxing, her thighs quivering. His fingers pushed slowly within her. In a little way and back out. Deeper each time. Her legs remained stretched apart, completely at his whim. His fingers slowly pulled from her hungry nether lips, her juices coating his fingers and her own thighs. 

“Juan! Come inside me,” she cried.

“Not yet.” His fingers slid from her so slowly, it was pure torment. She wanted to clench her muscles between her thighs, but she couldn’t, spread as she was with her knees far apart on the cushions. 

“Grip the back of the sofa, querida,” he growled low, “and hold on tight.”

She did as he directed, her opening grabbing at nothing, desperate to climax.

His long hard cock slid between her cheeks, tantalizing the puckered flesh of her small hole. He didn’t stop, but kept pushing forward. The hood of his cock grazed the swollen lips of her opening. He slid his cock through her cream until it was wet and slick. Positioning his erection with one hand, he held her still with his other and pushed slowly into her passage, his stiffened cock stretching her flesh. He filled her to the hilt, his balls snug against her cheeks.

“I love how your pussy takes all of my cock, querida.”

“Oh God, Juan.” She felt so full. She gripped the back of the sofa for support as he began to move, slowly at first, then quicker. His supporting hand lowered to spread her labia and pleasure her clit. He circled the swollen nub, around and around. His cock plunged deeper, all the way to her womb as tension built. She felt his other hand slide between her cheeks. His fingers found her tight hole and massaged. He pressed against the puckered ring at the same time as he circled her clit. The sensations joined with his thick cock deep inside her. 

He pulled out of her gently, lifted her to her feet, and swept her into his arms.

“What are you doing?” she asked, breathless.

“I’m taking you to your bed, querida.” He carried her to her bedroom and lowered her to the bed. 

She wrapped her arms as far as she could around his broad shoulders, pressing her fingertips into his hard muscles and her lips in the curve where his damp shoulder and throat met. “I want you on top of me,” she said.

He joined her. Their bodies dampened more, their breaths came faster. He kissed her lips and nestled his face in the crook of her shoulder beneath her ear. His breath fanned her skin. His chest brushed against her sensitive nipples. He slid his hand between their hips and found her clit with the pad of his thumb, pressed down and circled the swollen nub. 

Her whole body felt on fire with sensation. His long hair caressed her nipples like silken feathers. Her hips tilted to take his cock deeper. 

“Wrap your legs around me, querida.” 

She did as he asked. He pressed warm kisses in the valley between her breasts. His hand left her clit and found her tight hole. He nibbled each nipple, sucking and squeezing. His gentle fingertips circled her little hole. Pleasurable sensations increased her sexual tension when he pressed the pads of two fingers against her there. Slowly and gently, he eased the tip of one finger inside, stretching her. 

“Juan,” she whispered.

“This will make your pussy feel even better. Tell me if it’s too much.” He eased his finger deeper. He probed gently, and suddenly he found her most sensitive place. 

“Juan! My God.” He stroked her there and her body arched and trembled.

Pressure increased. She heard his deep, feral groan. His sperm shot from his cock and hit her womb with his explosive ejaculation. It triggered her climax. She cried out as her orgasm slammed through her, convulsing muscles rocking her body. Sweetest ecstasy pulsed on and on, the pleasure stronger and more intense than she had ever felt before. 

Juan growled deep in his chest, his neck arching in the grip of his own climax. His cock pumped on and on until he dropped his head to the crook of her shoulder. “You’re incredible, querida.”

Finally, his body relaxed on top of her, his cock and finger still inside her. The joining of their bodies felt amazing. She hadn’t known it could be this powerful. She kept her arms wrapped around his shoulders, damp all over from their lovemaking. “I’ve never experienced anything so fantastic ever before. I wish we could stay this way all night.” 

“Me too.” His lips brushed her neck and just beneath her ear. “You are the most fantastic, and I love you, querida.”

Had he just said he loved her?

“What did you say?” she whispered.

He raised his head and moved to the side a little, slowly and gently removing his finger from her little hole. His cock pulsed again inside her. “I said I love you. I do. I’ve never felt this way about anyone before. I’ve always been afraid to let myself care this much. I tried not to allow my heart to become involved at first. But I know now that I cared from the moment you came to my rescue. No matter what you decide about us being together after today, now that you know I’m a shape-shifter, know that I will always love you, sweetheart. You are more important to me than anything else in my life.”

“I love you, too, Juan. I think I’ve loved you since the first time you made love to me. I’ve never before known such tender, considerate loving. You’re more important to me than the fact you’re a shape-shifter. That reality pales in comparison to the loyal, courageous person you’ve always been. Your Aunt Chela knew that. I want you in my life. I can accept your werewolf side as long as I have your love. You’ve given me so much. I feel like I can do anything if you love me and stay beside me.” 

“Querida,” he said softly. “You’ve also given me everything I’ve ever wanted. You helped me find peace. Without you, I could have searched for peace my whole life without finding it. Your courage led the way.” He smiled at her. “With your love, you’ve given me more than I could ever imagine. You’ve become the guardian of my soul. I love your generous heart. I love you, and I’ll love you forever. Do you want me to stay with you?”

“Yes, Juan.” His love filled her with tears of joy. “I want you to stay with me, forever.” Juan smiled at her. He lowered his head and brushed his warm lips across hers, and it was the most loving kiss she’d ever known. 





THE END



WWW.JEANMARIEHAMILTON.COM








ABOUT THE AUTHOR





Claire Adele/Jeanmarie Hamilton is an award winning author of western historical and shape shifter romance. She was a finalist in the RWA Southern Heat Chapter Contest (2nd place Historical), and the 2005 American Title Contest for historical romance. With a contemporary shape shifter story, she was also a finalist in the RWA 2006 Gothic Chapter Contest, (2nd place contemporary paranormal), and the 2007 RWA Dixie First Chapter Contest (3rd place, paranormal). She’s also an author in a western historical anthology, which is an EPIC Finalist for 2011.

When not writing, she enjoys oil painting, walks in the desert foothills, gardening, her family and pets, romantic movies, and reading a gripping romance.





Also by Claire Adele



Siren Classic: Dangerous Persuasion

Siren Classic: Wolves of West Texas 1: Guardian of Her Heart





Also by Jeanmarie Hamilton



BookStrand Mainstream: Moonlight Desperado





Available at

BOOKSTRAND.COM



  
























Siren Publishing, Inc.

www.SirenPublishing.com






cover.jpeg
Siren Publishing W, &, W
enage ore
- disiec “

{ ire Adele

blves of West Texas'2





images/00002.jpg
SIREN





images/00001.jpg
Siren Publishing W, &, W
enage ore
- disiec “

{ ire Adele

blves of West Texas'2





