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Guardian Wolf

Black Mesa Wolves #1

by J.K. Harper

 

Being a Guardian for the Black Mesa Wolf Pack meant everything to Lily Bardou. Until the night she made a fatal mistake. Since then, she's kept her wild side tightly leashed, denying her responsibilities to both her pack and her own sensual needs.

Until Kieran Rendall stalks into her life.

Kieran’s wanted Lily for two long years, and he's finally done waiting. Convinced she’s part of his destiny, he's back in town with a plan: to help Lily let go of the past—and to unlock her caged passions.

 

If you'd like to know more about the Black Mesa Wolves books, please sign up for the newsletter to get the latest information on new releases.
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Dedication

 

To readers everywhere who love stories about the big, bad, sexy wolf shifter.

 


Guardian Wolf

 

With a single glance at the insanely hot cowboy leaning over the end of the bar, Lily knew to the ends of her toes he was trouble. The best, most devilishly creative sort of trouble.

“Good grief, Lils.” Her Packmate Sara sipped a third gin and tonic and eyed the cowboy with appreciation. “He's really gorgeous. I mean, really.”

Lily nodded, too rapt in her own appreciation to respond verbally. The cowboy was long. Strong. Dark hair, dark eyes, skin that whispered of the sun-drenched desert and a hard fitness. Deliberate intention coiled around him, fitting to his muscles and informing every graceful, unwasted motion he made, from signaling the barkeep to touching the brim of his black Stetson with his fingers. And what gorgeous, talented fingers they seemed. Lily bet they could play her up, down, and sideways, setting off little earthquakes she'd deliberately forgotten how to trigger. Her wolf reared up, eager for the heat of mating. The heat she had denied herself for way too long now.

Of course, right then the dark, sexy cowboy turned his head and looked directly at Lily. Molten gaze. Heated blood jangled through her nerves in time to the toe-tapping of the band's fiddler. The noise of the bar became a muted background as Lily stared back, the hunter in her refusing to give an inch. This interaction she recognized. He was a predator. Like her. And right now it was clear she was his intended prey.

Lily shivered. But not from the guilty fear that had gripped her for the past two years. Sudden desire tongued through her instead, curling down her spine and tickling deep inside. Realization shook her like that crazy thunderbolt she'd heard about and always laughed off. She wanted the wolf. For the first time in ages, she actually wanted to mate.

“He's your type, Lils.” Sara's voice broke through the roaring. “He's perfect. He's the one.” The last words dropped low, giving them a portent that snapped through Lily's lust-filled thoughts.

Abrupt coldness scissored her body as the memories slashed through. That cold guilt washed over her again and threatened to consume her. Dammit. No. She had to be the responsible wolf here.

“I can't.” She managed finally to wrench her gaze from the gorgeous cowboy and studied the smooth wooden tabletop instead. “No way. I won't let it happen again.”

With a precise, almost angry thunk, Sara set down her glass. Startled, Lily looked up into her best friend's serious eyes.

“Liliana Bardou, you listen to me. It happened, it was unavoidable, you dealt with it, and it's over.” Sara's voice was as firm as her expression. “It was something you had to experience for whatever hellacious reason, but it's over. And now it's time for you to take up arms again. It's time for you to regain your power, and the only way you're going to do that is with someone like him.” She jabbed an emphatic finger in the cowboy's direction. “Besides, you know he's Pack. You can't turn him by accident. He's already one of us.”

Still reluctant, Lily took a deep breath to reply. Sara beat her to the punch and went on.

“Lily, we're wolves, for crying out loud. This is what we do. Hot, wild beasts.” Sara's lazy grin punctuated her words, and Lily found her own mouth start to turn up in a smile. “We get down, because we like it, and because we have to. If you don't mate soon, Lils, you'll start losing your mind. And that will not be good.”

Although the thought could still make Lily blush a little, she knew Sara was right. Wolves had to unleash their intense sexual energy or it could overwhelm all their reason. As her wolf already threatened to do, bit by longing bit. She knew it was time, her wolf knew it was time. Hell, her Pack knew it was time. She had to resume her Pack Guardian duties. Her alpha expected that from her.

Lily slipped her gaze over to the gorgeous man once more and sucked in a sharp breath. He was staring directly at them. A raised eyebrow, a sardonic but bone-melting smile tugging his lips up...god. White heat zipped through her again and left her insides electric. Like the way she felt when she was on the prowl at night. The way she hadn't allowed herself to feel in these past two dead years. The scent of people crowding the bar, alive and lush with their needs and hopes, washed over her. And whispering through came the promise of a lusciously self-indulgent mating frenzy—if she allowed it.

Oh, yes, the undeniably feral tang of wolf. Lily's nostrils flared as she caught a whiff of all the potential delights, and the cold seeped away in increments. The cowboy was Pack. She couldn't possibly hurt him.

“Lils, you owe it not only to yourself, but to our Pack. We need you functioning again.” Sara's voice caught Lily's attention again with its firm reason. “Look...your brothers made me do this tonight. Take you here. They said it's time for you to meet someone. You've been ready. You just won't admit it.”

Even the cowboy's seductive promise couldn't keep indignation at bay.

“They what?”

Sara giggled before returning to her drink and settling back in her chair. She scanned the room as she had been doing since they arrived, checking out the available men for any possibilities of fun that evening. The local cowboys were hot, brazen, and sexy. Just Sara's inexhaustible style. Sometimes, Lily wished she could be that casual about it all. She used to be. Before.

“Knew that'd get you. Now, go get him. Before he changes his mind. You won't hurt him, Lily. Look at him, for crying out loud.” Sara eyed Lily's cowboy with critical appreciation again. To Lily's own amusement, a flare of jealousy scampered through her. “He's tough. He probably wrestles bulls in his spare time or something. And you want it. I can tell.” Sara gave Lily a pointed glance.

Lily felt her cheeks heat. All wolf shifters could scent another's arousal, regardless of gender or relationship, if those aroused didn't bother to mask it—or were too fascinated by the object of their lust to focus on anything else.

The worst of it was that they were right. Dammit. Lily needed to step back into her role as a Pack Guardian. She needed to regain her edge, her spark. Her driving hunger. And the only way to do that was by connecting with a male wolf in the most primal way imaginable. Through raw, hot-blooded, no-holds-barred sex. Wolves didn't fear natural, carnal—some might even say “animalistic”— needs the way humans did. Instead, they craved and even relied on the energy of mating. To Pack, sex meant life. And the mating frenzy created the most vibrant, unrestrained life energy possible.

Lily very deliberately shunned that need ever since the...event. Although she avoided her Pack duties, her father—the Alpha—let it slide. There were other Pack Guardians to pick up the slack, and they'd done so with remarkably little complaint. Lily's indiscretion was of the type that hadn't happened to this Pack in the history of the younger generations, and they'd been each and every one shocked, confused, and uncertain. Which meant they'd also treated Lily like a breakable piece of china ever since.

She could coast a long time on her Packmate bonds by drawing off their own life energy, which they willingly shared. That's what Pack bonds were for. But being fully involved in life and Pack Guardian duties, however, wasn't happening. Not until she got in the saddle again.

Her lips quirked up at her analogy. Bet the cowboy would love for her to get into his saddle. She did like the fact that her body was responsive tonight. It was a good sign.

The last time she'd had sex—over two years ago—she'd lost control during it and bitten the man. A human. Which was expressly forbidden by ancient Pack law. He'd turned. And because turned shifters, rather than natural-born, were strictly forbidden by those Packs that actually abided by Pack law, the consequences had been severe. His sentence was death, in order to preserve Pack safety.

And Lily had been the one required to do it.

Here, in the bar alight with human emotions and desires ping-ponging all around the room, guilt once again skittered along Lily's skin. But also the molten heat from the cowboy's presence. And her own tumultuous desires, clawing at her from the inside, demanding to be sated. She deserved to live again, didn't she? Yes. Live a real, alive, feeling life. Sara was right. It was time. Besides, she had a duty to her Pack.

Her wolf whined in silent excitement, urging Lily on. With what felt like a small snap of instant relief, she let her wolf rise closer to the surface. She and her wolf were the same creature, and her wolf needed to mate. It was about time she started acting like it.

“Okay,” she said. Resolve frosted her voice. Sara paused with her glass halfway to her lips and looked hard at Lily.

“You're going for it? For real?”

“Absolutely.” Before she could question the determination beneath her words, Lily shoved the chair back in a fluid move, rose, and threaded her way through chairs, outflung legs, and hot emotions toward the waiting wolf cowboy. Blood thrummed in her ears as she moved closer to him.

“Hell, yeah,” she heard Sara murmur somewhere behind her.

Lily was on the prowl again. Finally. And both she and her wolf loved it.

 

***

 

Kieran Rendall watched with hidden bemusement as the Black Mesa guardian came toward him with the deliberate, sinuous motion of a hunter. An enticingly kissable package of nerves, predatory hunger, and a touch of wariness, heading straight for him. Long dark red hair tumbled down her back. A fierce red wolf, this one. He'd known that since the first time he'd ever seen her.

He could also sense her deep hunger for sex. He could smell it, sizzling off her in waves that tempted and tormented him. Her wolf was hungry, and so was the woman.

Finally. He'd been waiting for Lily for a long time. Ever since the night she'd put to death the human she'd turned with her own unthinking lust, Kieran had been watching her. An emissary from the Silver Mountain Pack to the north, he'd been sent down by his father to observe the Black Mesa Pack's adherence to ancient law. Tradition demanded all regional Packs sent official observers when an errant wolf broke a law, to be certain justice was still served accordingly. It was an excellent method of checks and balances. Besides which, without laws, shifters eventually went totally wild.

He could still recall that cold night. Lily's eyes had gleamed with unshed tears, her back ramrod straight, as the punishment was read in front of the entire Pack and all attending regional members. The turned wolf, like Lily just barely into his twenties, had been in the center of the circle, naked and shivering in human form. He'd refused to become wolf even though told he could fight for his life. He refused to harm Lily.

Kieran remembered the suddenness with which Lily changed, her lithe red wolf gliding along the edges of the circle before she leapt onto her silent, unmoving prey. The naked human looked right at her the entire time, unflinching. With one terrible snap, it was over. She broke his neck with ease. The death blow was clean, immediate, and as humane a kill as a wolf could do. Kieran was impressed at the sight, and thoughtful. It had been planned. She likely had told her doomed one-time lover he had two choices: become wolf and fight her to the death, or accept as easy a passing as she could deliver. Kieran understood that. He would never have fought her either, if he'd had a chance to love a woman like Lily. He couldn't have borne the thought of killing such a beautiful wolf.

Lily had stood for a moment over the unmoving body of her lover, utterly still herself. Then she turned and leapt in a graceful arc right through the circle of spectators, her brothers howling after her, her father silent yet watching with an outstretched arm as if to stop her. Lily bounded into the winter-cold high desert, the flash of her red fur disappearing into the moonlight-silvered branches of the junipers and the shadows of the canyon walls.

No one saw her again until the following spring.

Kieran gave himself a mental shake. The woman was here, now, and she was ready. Oh, was she ready. The sway in her walk as she approached told him a fire banked between her legs. He knew exactly how to answer it. His wolf simmered beneath the surface, as eager as he to stir the qualities in this she-wolf that would catapult her back to her rightful place. She was a born leader.

He fingered the glass in his hand as Lily drew near. With a tremble of her lip, she stopped before him. He let his nostrils flare, taking in her scent. No fear. Sheer anticipation made her skin shiver, her mouth quake as if she could already taste him.

Practiced at the art of concealing his emotions, Kieran gave an internal snort at his arrogant fancy. Lily wanted him, of that he was sure. Her arousal was being broadcast loud and clear to any wolf within a few miles. But he highly doubted she was already playing every move in her head. He knew she hadn't touched a man in two years. With this one, he would have to go very, very slowly. He already knew she was more than worth it.

Lily parted her lips as if to speak, then wet them with her tongue instead. Kieran's hand tightened on the glass and almost broke it. Holy... He internally shook himself back to a semblance of respectability. Well, hell. She was going to test his control indeed.

“You've been looking at me.” Her voice came out pitched low but clearly audible to his heightened hearing in the loud bar. She paused as if to gauge his reaction—or censor herself—then plunged on. “And you like what you see.”

She tilted up her chin and gave him a bold stare with her green eyes. This close, he could see the purity of their color. He imagined them smoky with desire, and finally let a grin tug up his lip again. Let her see a bit of his very male appreciation.

“I do. Have a seat. Please,” he added with soft insistence when she still regarded him with just a touch of that wariness she wore like a cape.

Never once looking away, she slid onto the barstool beside him. Obvious from her naturally confident bearing, as a one-time Pack Guardian she simply oozed alpha female. Despite her tight self-control and refusal to be a formal part of Pack hierarchy since that night, she couldn't conceal her true nature. And Lily was meant to be a leader. She was meant to mate with an alpha male for life and help guide the Pack, keep it strong. Whether she knew it or not, her innate talents were recognized by other wolves. Even ones not in her Pack. Especially ones not in her Pack. The wolves outside the Black Mesa Pack stood the most to gain by winning Lily as a mate. Her status as the only daughter of Alpha of the most powerful pack in the region just about guaranteed another strong offshoot pack one day. And those outside wolves had been sniffing around recently, which was why Kieran decided it was time to make his move. He would never let this woman—this wolf—belong to another. She was far too precious in many ways. His only goal now was to convince her of that truth.

“Can I get the lady a drink?”

Lily still looked directly at him. It was a light challenge, one she was unaware she made, and it was hot as hell. Kieran's balls tightened in response, and he curbed his wolf as it practically sat up and salivated. Not yet. Slowly.

“Only if it tastes as good as you look,” she said. Her saucy words were matched by her tone and stance. One hip cocked, head tilted, those eyes arrowing right through him.

Kieran almost swallowed his own tongue. He instantly felt his wolf leap into his eyes, smelled his own pheromones charging off of him as if they were warriors vaulting into battle. Maybe slow wasn't what she wanted?

Lily suddenly laughed, an infectious and even more hormone-inducing sound. The smile that cracked wide across her features was genuine, and all for him.

“I can't believe I just said that.” She glanced away and shook her head, sending red waves of hair undulating across her cheeks. “I don't know what's gotten into me tonight.” She raised her eyes to Kieran's again, her expression slightly self-deprecating. “My friend had to practically push me over here, and then I just said to hell with it. That sexy cowboy's been looking at me, he's Pack, and I deserve to say hello to him.”

With each honest word, Lily's voice deepened with instinctual need. Kieran's entire body stiffened from the effort to keep from grabbing her, leading her out of the bar and across the lobby to the attached hotel, into his room. He could still go slowly.

Sure.

“But I'm being rude. My name is Lily. I'm from the Black Mesa Pack.” She reached a hand out to him.

Kieran steeled himself for the electric snap he knew would happen when he let her touch him. Even so, when their palms met in an oddly formal yet insanely intimate handshake, the shock of it ran up his arm and exploded into every nerve ending. Lily felt it too, judging from her sharp inhale and widening of those amazingly clear eyes.

“Kieran. Silver Mountain Pack Guardian. It's very nice to meet you, Lily.” He was ridiculously proud of his steady voice despite the hungry wolf clamoring to growl through it.

He let his fingers slide against her palm as he slowly pulled back his hand. Adding the barest of swirls with one fingertip against the very sensitive center of her palm, he was rewarded by a distinct gasp. Keeping his gaze on hers, he studied her expression closely for fear, annoyance, or any other sign that he was being too aggressive.

Lily simply radiated her lust even more. Holding still so as not to betray his own nearly overpowering lust, Kieran marveled that she was so ready, so soon. When this wolf Guardian made up her mind, she made it up fast and certain. Which shouldn't have surprised him, given how quickly and decisively she'd ended the life of the human she'd turned. It was another sign of an excellent alpha to be. She was a perfect mate for him.

Now, he just had to convince her.

 

***

 

Lily wasn't sure who was more shocked at their contact—she or her suppressed wolf. The human and wolf parts were both her, one being, yet somehow separate too, in ways that sometimes defied description. At the moment, both were in tandem in their surprise at her sudden boldness and the biting desire that gripped every sense she had.

Interesting. This was the Lily she used to be. Strong, certain, unafraid. Maybe that part of her hadn't completely turned tail and run that night. So it was true about sex being the jump start she needed to return completely to her Guardian role. There was something to be said about merely recognizing a concept on an intellectual level, and actually understanding its truth down to her marrow. This was the trigger that would launch her natural instincts, help her call upon what some termed “wolf magic.” Sex with this gorgeous alpha, a pure mating frenzy, was the answer to unleashing her wolf magic and stepping back into her full lupine power. One night with him was just what she needed.

With tremendous reluctance, she freed her fingers from Kieran's sizzling grasp. Not that he was holding her hard. In fact, he'd barely skimmed his finger over her skin. But she couldn't think right even with that minor contact. What the darkly sexy wolf would be able to do to her when he touched her everywhere, skin to skin, body to body, every nerve ending quivering as though drenched in mindless, hungering fire—

Lily thought maybe the stool would melt beneath her overheated body. It was clear her brain was already fried.

Kieran regarded her with that cool stare. It wasn't cool, of course. She could sense his animal sensuality simmering just beneath the civilized human who remained in control. He was good at masking himself, no doubt about it. But Lily's own senses were so acute at the moment that it was almost as if she could read his mind. She'd never felt this sort of intense connection before. Not even with the man she'd changed, the one she'd thought she might love.

It had to be the long-repressed hormones. Pure and simple. She'd shoved aside her wolf's sexual needs for so long that now she'd opened the floodgates. Everything in her was coming alive tonight.

This was an achingly good feeling, actually. Something like power sizzled along her skin and nerves. Her wolf rolled over, reveling in the sheer sensuality of it.

“Actually,” Lily began. Was she really going to say this? Yes. “Actually, I think I'll skip the drink. What I'd really like is to drink you. I've been parched too long, and you're what I need right now.”

This time, there was no mistaking Kieran's purely male reaction. His wolf had nudged into his eyes earlier, his scent curled possessively around her. Now, though, his pupils widened. His skin darkened even more as blood rushed into it. She heard glass begin to splinter in his other hand, and she flicked her gaze to it. The amber liquid he'd been sipping from the short glass seeped through the spiderweb cracks the abrupt spasm of his grip had created.

Lily shivered with a wild leaping of desire. This wolf was strong. Stronger than most wolves she knew.

The black Stetson shadowed Kieran's face as he briefly tipped his head. Then he looked back up at her, dropping his hand to her thigh. Through a roaring in her ears, she wondered if it were possible for a palm to actually scorch with its heat.

“And here I thought I'd have to go slow with you, Lily.” Kieran's voice was suddenly so dangerously soft, so deep, that Lily leaned forward to catch his words. “I thought I'd have to coax out your wolf to play, convince the woman to dance with me. Well, hell, darlin'.” He drawled the word like a true cowboy. This Pack Guardian was the real deal. “Clearly, I underestimated you. And I've got to admit, I've never been so glad to have done that in my life.”

Lily felt her smile reach down to her toes and up to the top of her head. Being desired was such a heady feeling—ah. That was it. That was the source of the power she'd sensed. He was making her feel like a woman again. Her wolf nuzzled and rubbed up in her mind, confirming Lily's revelation.

“I've never been this bold before. Maybe it's because it's been a while since I've been—social.”

Even as she said it, Lily could have kicked herself. Apparently, sexual power also made her brain even less effective. She might as well have told him she was deprived and therefore insanely horny. An easy wolf.

But Kieran still looked at her as if she were the whipped cream and he was the lucky strawberry about to be dipped into it. She saw in his eyes the triumph of a man who knows he is going to make a woman very, very happy.

“Lean a little closer, Lily. I'd like to see how bold your kiss is.”

Her last brain cell promptly fell to the floor. She felt her wolf take over that most primal center they shared. If her wolf were a cat, it would be purring about now.

Kieran reached over, grasped her hips with those strong hands, and slid her a few inches across her barstool toward him. His legs were open and pushed straight down against the old wooden floor, and he slid her right between them. Her thighs pressed against his. His face was centimeters from hers. She knew he could hear her spiked heartbeat because she could hear it herself.

More excitingly, she could hear his, too.

“May I, Lily?” The words were breathed against her mouth, and she smelled the richness of  bourbon mingled with male spiciness. Her head actually spun from the intoxicating mixture.

“Mm-hmm,” she breathed back, and let her lips settle against his.

It was simultaneously like coming home to sweet comfort and being shot off into the spiraling black velvet of the night sky. Kieran's warm lips were talented and confident over hers. They played against her mouth with a curiosity and wonder that robbed her of even more breath. Awareness of her every cell sped through her being. She felt her wolf rumble in unequivocal approval as Kieran staked a sexual claim upon her body like she'd never had before.

Never allowed, that is.

Lily forgot everything she knew except this moment, this kiss, this man. This dark wolf. He was claiming her, every willing inch. Fire roared up from her center and flickered across her skin. Kieran's tongue pushed against her lips and she let him in to taste her mouth, to stroke it with an intimacy that promised more to come in other places.

She thought she heard him groan against her. His hands slipped up her back, fingers playing with the waist of her jeans. He was kissing her so thoroughly she wasn't sure she was still sitting on the barstool. She wasn't sure of anything except the frenzied yearning swallowing her up. Her wolf  writhed in ecstatic anticipation.

Kieran pulled back just enough to whisper, “Upstairs. I have a room. It's nice. Big bed.”

“Uh-huh,” she panted back. His black eyes—really black, like a starless night—looked deep into hers.

“Oh, Lily.” His breath traced her lips and sent more shivers down her spine. “If only you knew how amazed I am right now.”

“Not as much as I am,” she managed. His thumbs were still on her waist, playing with the belt loops, tugging down as if to strip her right there. “I thought I couldn't—” She stopped. Could she be more gauche? There was no need to make it clear to the man how deprived she'd been.

“Shit!”

The angry and scared curse, hissed right by their ears, startled them both into jumping. Yet even with her heart somersaulting in her chest, Lily noted with pleasure that Kieran didn't release her entirely.

Sara stood beside them. Tension and wary vigilance laced through her and reached out to them, alerting both their snarling, interrupted wolves.

“I'm so, so sorry, Lils. You too, cowboy,” Sara added, shooting Kieran an apologetic glance.

Lily's wolf cocked a curious ear at Sara's crisp, professional tone, slightly less aggrieved at being thwarted in her mating ardor. Something was wrong.

“But we have trouble. You're from a northern pack, aren't you?” She addressed Kieran directly. “Under Alpha Weston Rendall.”

“Sara, how did you know—” Lily began, but Kieran answered across her protest.

“Yes. Silver Mountain.” His tone was flat yet concerned. “Weston is my sire.”

“Good,” Sara said. “I'll need your help. Lily—she's, ah, she's been on leave from her Pack Guardian duties for a while.” She didn't look at Lily when she said that, but a suspicious red outlined the tips of her ears. “And we have a situation.”

“What—” Lily started again, but both wolves shushed her. Sara held up her palm as Kieran slide a calming hand across Lily's lower back.

Sara tensed again, and her nostrils flared slightly. Immediately, both Lily and Kieran inhaled deeply. Lily caught the old creaky wood scent of the bar's floor, which smelled like a tired tree. Sweat, exotic flowery perfume, foamy beer, slightly stale peanuts.

And hugging the edges of it all, the wild, acrid scent of unknown wolves.

Lily would have stood up except that Kieran still had her effectively—and, she acknowledged, utterly willingly—trapped between his iron-hard legs.

“Rogue wolves. Here?” Her appalled tone turned grim as the implications hit her. “In our territory?”

“I scented three of them, but there could be more. Just caught it. I think they're inside the building. The hotel part,” Sara added, jerking her head toward the connecting hallway up the stairs at the back of the bar.

“What the hell? What are they thinking, coming into our territory like this? They know that's a death sentence.”

Even as she spoke the thoughtless words, Lily recoiled from their sting. The snap of his neck cracking as she carried out the death sentence she'd so selfishly laid down upon him...

“Lily. Don't do this to yourself.” Kieran's urgent but controlled voice sliced through her still whirling head. She looked into his dark, hard eyes. “Focus, now. We have work to do.”

She nodded, mesmerized by his gaze trapping hers. He steadied her like roots anchored a sapling to the ground. How could he make her so calm, so soothed, after the fever his exciting touch had ignited in her body only moments earlier?

“Upstairs. To the hotel lobby,” Kieran said. His palm still rested on Lily's back, the heat of it searing her despite the suddenly very different urgency of the moment. “We need to get a better scent on them.”

“They've probably split up.” Sara's voice still retained control. The only sign of her unease was its pungent grip on her body, transmitting to Lily's keen nose.

Funny that she'd never stopped to wonder why her senses in human form were far more acute than any true human's. It was accepted Pack truth that all shifters, of any kind, shared defining characteristics between their human and animal selves. If they didn't, they would eventually go completely feral in their animal forms without the logical human mind guiding them. It made sense that the reverse was also true.

Thankfully, wild animal instinct held forth when mating as a human. Lily's toes curled in sweet expectation as she briefly contemplated that imminent future with Kieran. Then she shook herself back to the present. Find the rogues, determine the meaning of their intrusion into her Pack's territory, and take them to the Pack council. Then.... Then, she could discover Kieran's sweet, wild fire.

If she could wait that long.

“Okay. Lily, you stay here in the bar.” Sara was operating in full Pack Guardian mode. “They wouldn't dare do anything with so many people around. Kieran and I will check it out.”

Sara started to turn away when Lily shot out her hand to grab Sara's wrist. Sara stopped and gave Lily a confused, questioning tilt of her head.

“I'm not staying here.” Lily could hear the chill in her voice. Her wolf, hunting instincts aroused, clawing to the surface. “I'm coming with you.”

Sara stared at her Packmate. Lily didn't blink, didn't move. She felt Kieran's legs tighten against hers even more. The lazy twitch of his thumb against her back had stilled, and it seemed he almost held his breath. But she wasn't about to back down. Not when it was her Pack. Not even her insanely hot cowboy could stop her.

Her cowboy? Lily flipped the thought away, pleasing as it was. Now was time to focus on the threat of the rogues.

Sara's expression betrayed a tumult of warring emotions. Trepidation, relief, and something else flitted across her delicate features in a lightning flash. Then she shook her head and turned her arm in Lily's grip to offer her hand.

“Okay. But if you get hurt because you're out of shape, it's on your head.”

 

***

 

Kieran moved his approval of Sara up a significant notch. She knew what was good for Lily: to stop wallowing in the past and get back to the work she was meant for.

Lily struggled to free herself from Kieran's legs, although she didn't try too hard. He deliberately pulled her back for a moment and nestled her right in the crook of his legs. His unmistakeable erection, snugged up right against her rear end, should tell her how ready he still was for her.

Oh, she felt it, all right. She turned her head so those sun-dappled green eyes met his. Fascinated, he watched them turn darker in color as her breath hitched. Her pulse thumped against her neck, and he had an almost overwhelming urge to lick it.

“Later.” His voice roughened with the intensity of the promise. “Right now, we have rogues to catch. And because of you, I'm at a heightened awareness.”

“Which is a good thing, I assume.” Sinuous, she shifted against him, eliciting a groan he couldn't contain. “Hmm, yes it is.”

Sara rolled her eyes at them, although an indulgent smile lifted her lips.

“Come on. I'll take the back stairs, the ones by the alley. You two check the lobby.” With that, Sara turned and wound her way through the boisterous bar crowd, deftly avoiding the pleadings of more than a few men for a dance. She did, however, reward more than one of them with a sultry glance. Kieran recognized a woman who knew what she wanted and wasn't afraid to show it. It was also the sign of a healthy Pack, when the females were strong and sure.

He appreciated even more that Lily wanted him, only him, and showed it with her every lingering finger stroke and quickened pull of breath. She was as strong and sure as any member of her Pack. She just needed to remember that herself.

Lily gently tugged away, and he finally let her, rising at the same time so they were still body to body when she was on her feet. The top of her head came to just about his nose, which was the perfect angle for a kiss.

She must have thought the same thing, because she tipped her chin up so she could meet his lips with hers. She tasted like sweet spice: cinnamon sprinkled with nutmeg and a liberal dash of cayenne pepper to top it all off. Pressing herself into him, letting her curves mold against his hard edges, Lily took his exploring kiss and gave it back with an eagerness that again had his cock leap. Oh, yeah, she was soft, but taut muscles rolled under her silky skin. She'd kept herself in shape, despite what Sara had said.

“Come on,” Lily murmured after a long, lost moment. Her hands worked on his neck, teasing and curling and stroking. Tantalizing chills ran from Kieran's head all the way down to his toes, then back again. “Let's go kick some rogue ass.”

“Mm,” he answered. The intoxicating sweet musk of her personal scent played havoc with his brain. They had a job to do, but he still firmly held the image of turning her over and plunging into her, watching her match him stroke for stroke.

As if she could hear his thoughts, Lily's sea-green eyes widened and her delicate nostrils flared. Her arousal swept off her in a wave ten times as strong as earlier. Kieran let a grin slide over his face.

Wordless, she nodded. Again, he saw her pulse ticking in her neck. Again, he wanted to lick it, to scratch his canines along it, to feel that life throb against his mouth. To know she trusted him at her most vulnerable point.

She turned to slip through the pheromones swirling with desperate intensity in the bar, heading for the low, sweeping staircase that led to the hotel's lobby. Kieran saw more than one human male watch her with open assessment. He took in her pert rump, the flow of hair over her shoulders, the swing to her hips as she walked. Low rider jeans revealed smooth skin rising above her waist before disappearing beneath the tied ends of her long-sleeved shirt. He definitely approved of all that bare skin.

He felt cheated he was denied the full view of Lily's naked body, though. His wolf snarled in soft agreement in his head as they entered the lobby. The rogues...they would be good prey. A good hunt, something to heighten the sensual roar igniting through him and his wolf both. Those rogues would pay for interrupting his time with the unbroken, sassy she-wolf whose touch he craved right now. And then some.

Sara lounged against the lobby's reception counter, flirting with the human male behind it. The human's expression revealed a bedazzled reaction to the woman who leaned over the counter and ran her fingers over his hand, dropping throaty words punctuated by brief snippets of laughter.

Lily stopped at the sight and Kieran almost bumped into her. He took advantage and pressed close against her rear, eliciting a welcoming growl from her. She wiggled her rump and almost caused a disturbance of the peace. Kieran restrained himself from assaulting her willing body right there in the lobby by focusing on the task at hand. The rogue wolves. Little trespassing bastards.

“What is she doing?” he asked in a low voice. Even he could hear the desire shot through his tones, and Lily could as well, judging by another wiggle. “God, woman. Watch that, now.” He took a deep breath to steady himself again. “Doesn't much seem like the time to be lining up her fun for later.”

“Isn't that what we've been doing?” Wiggle, wiggle.

She was killing him. He took a step back, even though that almost killed him too.

Lily relented. “She's sussing him out, asking questions, and checking his scent up close. Seeing if the rogues were talking to him and what he might have told them.”

Kieran was impressed. “I like your Pack's techniques. They're pretty effective.”

A tinkling laugh from the counter. Lily turned her head toward Kieran in a swirl of red hair to hide the giggle that escaped. Sara said a meaningful thank you full of lingering promise to the now clearly besotted human, and headed their way.

“And?” Lily drawled the word in the sort of tease that only female friends could achieve.

“Oh, he was so helpful,” Sara whispered. She flung a look over her shoulder at her new friend. The poor guy actually waved, which Sara returned with such earnestness now Kieran had to choke back a laugh. “These rough biker types came in, asking about rooms, girls, partying. Their scents were all over him. It's them for sure. He said they asked if they could check out the hotel, walk around, maybe see a room in case they wanted to stay.”

Sara paused and flicked her eyes at Lily. “They specifically asked about redheads.”

Lily's indrawn breath and sudden lifting of her shoulders were the only sign of the words' impact.

Kieran muttered a colorful swear word that had both women raise their eyebrows.

“Damn them to hell and back.” His voice was so grim Sara actually took a step back, bristling in agitation. “They know who you are, Lily. They know you're the only redheaded female in the Black Mesa Pack. The only red wolf.”

Every wolf within a three hundred-mile radius knew that. Lily was unique in many ways. Apparently these rogues were smart enough to recognize Lily's potential...but stupid enough to try to get close to her. She was his. He would run them the hell away from Black Mesa's territory before they opened their mouths.

Lily growled low in her throat. Her gaze had shifted from Kieran to something behind him. Sara stiffened beside her. The hunting urge emanated off her in waves, rousing Kieran's own response.

“Well, look here.” The rough voice carried from the front doors of the lobby, which had whooshed open seconds before. “That clerk was right. There is a sweet little redhead in this neck of the woods. It's our lucky day, boys.”

Keeping his calm, Kieran turned with an almost insolent slowness.

Rowdy biker types indeed. These rogues also seemed well-fed and well-organized. The lack of basic needs met by Pack living—companionship, social structure, protection, mating, food, money, meaning to life—eluded the average rogue. Rogues either shunned or were shunned by Packs, for a wide variety of reasons. Usually, rogues simply lacked the personality required by the Pack hierarchy. Life inside a Pack demanded utter loyalty, fealty to the Pack alphas, and unwavering adherence to Pack law. Most rogues just turned their noses up at what they perceived to be the rigidity of rules, and they left. Some came back, humbled and tail-tucked, once they discovered the sheer difficulty of life as a rogue. Even so, most were still cast back out. The streak of rebellion and individuality ran too deep in most true rogues to ever adapt well to Pack life.

For sheer survival, most rogues created mini-Packs of their own, ones that were not formally recognized by the regional Pack Councils. They simply banded together and existed in a slipshod gathering of loose rules, poor morals, and generally dissolute lifestyle. Kieran knew he looked down at rogues. Their outright dismissal of the Pack life that defined his very being disturbed him. They suffered hardscrabble lives, most of them, and died far before the centuries of life most wolf shifters enjoyed. It seemed an unfathomable concept when all they had to do was swear loyalty to a Pack, any Pack, and enjoy a hell of a better life.

But these rogues...something about them prickled the fine hairs on Kieran's body, spurred his own hunter lust along with wary realization. They seemed alert. Healthy. Strong.

The speaker, who seemed to be channeling a Sturgis bike rally persona, was their pseudo-alpha. His very stance screamed stature, dominance, leadership. What the hell was such a wolf doing as a rogue?

Before Kieran could wonder more, he noticed the wolf's brazenly possessive, appreciative gaze...on Lily. Bright blue eyes, ice chip cold, took in her every inch with bold arrogance. Kieran's wolf reared up in fury, pushing to be loosed. No other wolf looked at his mate that way.

His mate? Kieran didn't pause to analyze the thought now. Focus.

The rogue wolf spoke with an unconcerned tumble of words that belied a cold calculation. “Seems like you don't want to share your women. Too bad about that. We need a few.”

Sara sucked in a gasp at the sheer audacity of the challenge, then snarled. Kieran sensed Lily holding her Packmate back from lunging.

“Feisty,” the rogue leader murmured, slicing his eyes toward Sara. “Now, you could be fun. Darlin'.” He drawled the word in a mocking tone that elicited laughter from his crew, ranged behind him in menacing, if slightly desperate, rogue fashion.

Kieran's wolf bared its teeth in his mind. Kieran did too, letting his lip curl up over his human canines. A snarling shifter in human form was an oddly menacing sight because of the animal self lurking just beneath the surface. He leaned forward a bit, trusting himself to dominate these rogues—and stopped.

Lily, bold and unhesitating, had stepped forward. Her entire being radiated anger as she pinpointed the rogue leader with a calculating gaze of her own. Not a shred of fear leaked through, if she even felt any. Forcing himself to stay back, Kieran admired his tough she-wolf more and more.

“Who the hell do you think you are, coming into our territory? And levying fighting words like that? If you want Pack re-induction, that's not the way to go about it. At all.” A ripple of scorn underlined her clipped words. A Pack Guardian, through and through. Kieran wondered if Lily realized she was slipping back into her natural mode.

The rogue leader stared at Lily for a long moment. His expression teetered between amusement and primal desire. Again, Kieran's wolf snarled.

Finally, the rogue laughed, which his followers naturally echoed. Lily straightened in surprise.

“Oh, now, that's funny.” Again, the rogue's eyes made a leisurely journey of Lily's form, taking in Sara's as well. The rude stare bristled all three Pack wolves, although Lily stared the rogue back down, not giving an inch. Damn, she was going to make a fine alpha mate.

“What makes you think we want Pack re-induction?”

Before Lily could answer, Sara snapped, “Why the hell else would you come here looking for females? You want to breed. You need a Pack for that.”

Rogue wolves sometimes mated with human women, but offspring never happened. Human women couldn't carry wolf shifters to term, so nature in all her resourcefulness made such couplings sterile. If the woman actually caught, she always miscarried early. For wolf shifter young to be born, two full shifters had to mate. Since females almost never went rogue, it posed a serious problem for any rogues who wanted to procreate.

A mocking smile turned up the rogue's lips. Kieran's distaste of all things rogue immediately ratcheted up.

“Well done, sweet thing. Yes, we do want to breed.” He leaned forward, eyes still fixed on Lily. “But you've got one thing wrong.”

He went silent for another moment, again appraising Lily in that unnerving way that had all Kieran's instincts screaming. Something was happening here that he didn't understand. Kieran hated to not understand any situation.

“We want full Pack status. Of our own. And for that, we need not only a female of breeding age, but special dispensation from the Pack Council. Which we intend to get.”

 

***

 

Lily wanted to check her ears. She couldn't have heard right. These rogues, these outcasts, wanted a Pack of their own? Pack status? She had to admit, they were organized. The pseudo-alpha facing her down with his laser eyes clearly was their leader. She wondered which Pack he'd come from originally, and why he hadn't stayed. He could have been an alpha in a recognized peripheral Pack of his own by now, one that self-governed yet remained attached to the dominant area Pack. The four other wolves semi-circling him clearly deferred to him. It was hierarchy, the ancient kind all Packs followed.

But full Pack status? He had to be crazy. The regional Pack Council would never go for that. Lily should know—her own father led the Council. He was a stickler for the rules, and he never swayed from them unless circumstances dictated. And circumstances had dictated only twice in Lily's memory.

No, these rogues were nuts. And they were on her Pack's territory, barging in on her time with Kieran—her wolf rubbed in agreement—and threatening her. Unacceptable all the way around.

Lily's wolf, so close to the surface from the dual needs to mate as well as protect the Pack, made her steel her voice even more. “You'd do well to remember, rogue, that the Pack world doesn't work like that. Just because you want something doesn't mean you automatically get it. There are rules in our society.”

The rogue's eyes narrowed a bit at that, but the sardonic grin never dropped.

“And you chose to turn your back on those rules,” Lily went on in the same implacable tone. “So they no longer apply to you in any form, and your misguided wish for them will never be granted. Never.”

Flanking her, both Kieran and Sara stiffened suddenly before each relaxed just as quickly. Tightly focused on the threat before her, Lily didn't waste time wondering what that was about. She trusted them to have her back while she faced down these impertinent interlopers.

The rogue wolf chuckled again.

“Who's going to stop us from taking what we want, little wolf?” His eyes bored into hers with the intensity of a storm. “There are five of us to the three of you. I think we can take what we want. There aren't enough of you to stop us.”

Lily's anger rose a notch. Any wolf who thought to bully her never fared well, even when she'd been licking her wounds and hiding from her role as Guardian.

The thought almost slapped her with its flash of insight.

Oh, what a self-centered little fool she'd been. She'd been hiding ever since that night. Not just running, but hiding from what and who she was. And in the process, she'd also neglected her duty to her Pack.

No more. This Pack Guardian was back, and she wouldn't go down without a fight.

Well, maybe to Kieran. But only Kieran. Her insides heated again, a brief molten flare that bolstered her itch to fight.

“Then let's take this outside, rogue,” she said with unyielding force. His grin finally slipped. Good. She had surprised the cocky bastard. “We'll see who's better trained, better nourished, and better motivated. When you mess with the Black Mesa Pack, you get more than you bargained for.”

Even as she tossed off the threat, she wondered how the hell they could possibly run off five rogues without sustaining real injuries. Her words were half truth, half bluff. Kieran and Sara were in full fighting form, but Lily herself was merely in shape. She hadn't been participating in full training for two years now, and it would show as soon as they started to scrap in earnest.

Kieran gave her an imperceptible nudge, more of a tightening of his arm muscle against hers. He had an ace in the hole. What was it?

“Sure,” said the rogue. Smug assurance again permeated every word, his entire stance. “Let's go.”

Before he could take a step, though, a familiar voice cut through the uneasy air from Lily's right.

“You might want to rethink that decision, rogue. The odds just got stacked...and now they're well against you.”

Lily's heard Sara's inhalation, laced with—interest? Then she smiled at the rogue, whose own smile had suddenly evaporated.

“Darn. I was really looking forward to seeing what you've got. Guess it'll have to wait for another time, rogue.” She inserted as much bravado into her voice as the rogue had, while never taking her eyes off him.

Lily's brothers, all three of them, stepped into view. They had somehow come up the stairs from the other adjoining bar and slipped down the connecting hallway. Why the hell hadn't she scented them before now? She took a deep, unobtrusive breath through her sensitive nose and only now, when they were mere steps away, could it faintly detect them. They'd covered their tracks well with a simple product designed for hunters. Masking scent was an art form many wolves employed when necessary.

Briefly wondering how her brothers had known about the intruders, Lily let a victorious grin suffuse her face. The rogue curled his lip. Frustration, annoyance, and something Lily couldn't quite put her finger on altered his expression before it once again settled into the earlier disdain. He spared a glance for the male Bardous. Big, fit, and positively reeking of power, Lily's siblings stood there, an additional flanking force. They didn't need to take intimidating stances. Their mere presence was enough to scare most wolves, Pack or rogue, into instant submission.

The rogue leader's troops shifted nervously on their feet, although they didn't break and run. But the rogue leader...his reaction was strange. He was outnumbered, and he knew it. Yet he wasn't afraid. Before Lily could attempt to parse that reaction, he spoke in cool tones.

“We'll be back. You can't deny us. Your alpha knows why. Maybe you should ask him.”

With one last ice-chip look at Lily, the rogue leader pivoted on his motorcycle boot-clad feet with an oddly elegant fury and stalked out of the hotel. His followers crowded behind him in their haste. Whatever he had meant, they didn't seem to buy into his same assurance.

As soon as they'd exited, Lily spun toward her brothers. Kieran's scent tickled at her again, supportive and already familiar.

“What—? How—?”

Rafe, the eldest of her younger brothers, laughed and stepped forward to throw an arm around her in a half-hug. She sensed he was checking her mental and emotional status as he did it, scenting her, making sure she was really okay on all levels. When he pulled back and cocked a pointed eyebrow at Kieran, Lily felt her face flush. But she met Rafe's stare without standing down. Back off, little brother. I accept Kieran.

Rafe's lips quirked up in a grin of some surprise, though clearly he was pleased. “Well done, Lils. You looked like a full Pack Guardian with those rogues.” He shot the briefest glance at Sara. “Nice to see you, Sara.”

There was no mistaking it. Lust was on Sara's mind, and it was focused on Rafe. Lily forced her face into a blank expression despite her sudden curiosity. Well, she was about to jump Kieran's bones herself, and that would take up enough of her thoughts. Let Sara try for Rafe, the reserved, workaholic eldest male Bardou. Although if he hurt Sara, Lily would personally thump him.

She fixed her brother with another look. “How did you know about the rogues? Why were you all masking your scents?”

Caleb, the youngest of her brothers so of course the biggest, broke into the delighted chuckle of a man who's pulled off a good one.

“Dad tipped us. The northeast border scout scented them two days ago and reported back. And apparently they'd sent Dad some sort of communication. He knew they'd be coming, he just wasn't sure when. So he had us all on recon for the past few days.”

“That explains why you knew to be here so darn fast.” Lily grinned and tugged Caleb into a quick embrace. She would never admit it to anyone alive, but she had a soft spot for her very youngest brother. Not that she would ever use the word “favorite.”

“We aim to serve the Pack.” Rafe rubbed a finger along his cheekbone. The move was an unconscious carbon copy of their father's favorite mannerism when sunk in thought. “Being expedient is in our contracts.”

Tate, Lily's irrepressible middle brother, rolled his eyes at Rafe's slightly imperious tone. “What he means is, we busted our asses getting here because Dad called and told us to step on it.”

Sara covered a grin by coughing lightly into her shoulder. Lily took in Rafe's aggrieved oldest-brother look and reached over to give him a playful smack on his arm.

“Lighten up, Rafe. I'm just relieved you got here when you did. That rogue...” She paused as her thoughts landed on the interaction again. She sensed this would not be the last time they would deal with the rogues. But right now, she didn't want to think about them. “Good timing, baby brothers.”

As planned, her playfully bossy words sent her siblings into protestations that ranged from good-natured to halfway demanding an outside brawl to prove who was top wolf.

Kieran's breath caressed her ear as he leaned into her. “Your brothers come remarkably well to heel when you lay down the law. And they had no idea that's what you were doing.” His amused murmur sent chills down her skin. She wanted to mate. Soon.

“Now,” Kieran whispered against her hair. Could the man hear her thoughts? He pressed his hard body against hers and all other thought but the drive to melt into him fled her ricocheting mind.

“That room I mentioned. It's on the second floor. I'd like to show it to you.” His voice rumbled with tension that coiled itself around Lily's senses in a delightful surge of need. She nodded against him, afraid of what she might say out loud. Afraid it would cause her to strip first her clothes, then his, right here in the lobby.

A delicate throat clearing sounded somewhere nearby. Kieran's body tightened in annoyance, but he didn't step away. Sara's giggle reminded Lily that yes, indeed, the room upstairs would be a good idea. Like, now.

“See you in the morning, Lils?” her Packmate asked with a lascivious wiggle of her eyebrows. Lily groaned, then paused as her brothers stopped their playful bantering. As one, they stared first at Lily, then Kieran. The air clouded with suspicion, and something else. Lily looked hard back at Rafe. His expression was that of a satisfied wolf that had maneuvered its prey into just the right spot. Meddling little brothers.

“Yeah, yeah,” she muttered at him, while leaning more strongly into Kieran. A small grin cracked her brother's face, but that was all. “See you all at breakfast?”

Without waiting for reply, she grabbed Kieran's hand, turned, and rapidly began hauling him in the direction of the stairs. He more than obliged by staying hot on her heels, keeping his hand firmly clasped with hers. One whistle came from behind them, distinctly feminine in tone, before it collapsed into more giggles. Lily's face burned, but she kept moving until they rounded a corner.

“You seem very intent on our destination,” Kieran said to her back. The energy of him behind her, crowding her willing body, raced through and lit her senses with a surge that left her wolf panting and her body shaking. Her legs suddenly unsteady, she wavered. Kieran moved his grip to her arm and stop her. Turning her to face him, he pushed her against the hallway wall. No one else lingered nearby, for which she was vaguely grateful. Yet with the heated blood roaring through her veins, she knew she was so close to a full-on mating frenzy that she still almost wouldn't care if they just started going at it right here in the hallway of the venerable old hotel.

“Lily.” Her name on his lips, the sexy darkness of his deep voice, rippled through her. It stroked her wolf, raised the hairs on her body, promised things. She could feel her wolf's intensity leap into her eyes, which she kept locked on Kieran's. “Are you really ready for this? This has to be the right time. I don't want to push you too soon.”

She laughed raggedly, knowing her chest heaved up and down as her breath grew more and more out of control. “Ah, if you only knew how ready I am.” Her voice came out as a pant, and she didn't care. The only thing that mattered was the man before her, his eyes lit with wolf fire, wolf passion. The man pushing her against the wall, his arms braced above her, locking her in a cage of hard male chest, long male torso, solid male legs.

He looked at her still, his gaze shuddering deep inside her, as if probing for an answer she didn't know she had.

“Certain, Lily,” he breathed, his musky and fully aroused scent enveloping her. “I need you to be certain.”

She was too far gone to completely understand what he meant. She was ready right now, even right here, dammit, and he had to know that. “I'm more than ready, Kieran. Where is your room? I want a real bed for this.”

With a sharp breath, Kieran hustled her away from the wall. They somehow made it down the hallway, up another flight of stairs, and through the door of a room that smelled like him. As he kicked the door shut behind them, Lily reached for a light switch. Kieran caught her hand.

“We don't need that.”

The fog in her lust-filled brain lifted a centimeter. They could see one another just fine in the dark with their aroused wolf senses heightening their human vision.

Kieran's hand palmed her cheek, his fingers trailing down her neck. “Slowly, beautiful Lily. My beautiful, amazing wolf.” His voice was only a rumble in the darkened space, its register so low usual human hearing would have had trouble distinguishing the words. “I want to savor every moment of this. Although if you keep touching me like that, it won't last very long.”

Lily looked down to find her hand on his chest, stroking him, her fingers lightly skimming his hard nipples through the long-sleeved button down he wore. It was actually a snap-down, the pearly buttons against the black material gleaming softly from the street lights outside. The perfect cowboy garb. That she couldn't wait to pull off him.

“Hmm...” she murmured, and an echoing sigh drifted from Kieran's lips. Slowly. Okay. She could do slowly. Even though her wolf demanded immediate satiation. Slowly was good. Right?

With forced patience, still trembling from need, she hooked a pearl snap with two fingers. Though it seemed impossible, Kieran's eyes darkened even more. Gently, Lily pulled at it, listening with thrilled satisfaction when it snicked open. One by one, she unsnapped the rest of them, all the way down to the shirttails. Kieran remained silent throughout, his eyes watchful, something leaping behind them. It reminded Lily of a smoldering wildfire about to combust. Another purely physical shiver flew down her spine. Her entire body shuddered in response and her hands trembled.

“More.” Kieran's abruptly soft voice sounded unnaturally loud in the room. The effort of his holding back sounded in the tightly leashed tone.

Lily had stilled at the sight of his half-naked chest before her. So chiseled abs really do exist, she thought in a haze. Right. Her wolf whined beneath the surface, quivering as much as Lily.

“More.” His voice became commanding under the thrall of his need. “Take off the rest of my clothes, Lily.”

Mate, her wolf whispered. She was as close to the surface as she could be without Lily actually shifting. This was the tipping point: the fine line between woman and wolf, human and four-legged animal, so-called rationality and pure, driving instinct. Lily teetered for a moment, feeling herself fall toward wolf, primal desire suffusing her senses and drowning out cold logic. Wild heat danced at the corners of her mind, demanding permission to blaze uncontrolled.

Could she do this?

Sara's words drifted through her head again. Kieran already was Pack. Lily couldn't hurt him.

Kieran gently rubbed his fingers along her cheek, just grazing her skin.

“I want this, Lily. So do you. Let her go. They'll play together. We'll play together.”

Her wolf rubbed against the corners of Lily's mind, agreeing with Kieran. She wanted to play with his wolf indeed.

“Do you trust me?”

Lily stared at Kieran, drawn into the shaded depths of his inky eyes. Everything in the room seemed hushed with anticipation. Did she trust him? She'd just met him. She barely knew him. Logic argued strongly against it. Pure instinct, however, knew the answer without a doubt. Her wolf was never wrong about trust.

Did she trust him? Yes.

“No more hiding,” she whispered, more to herself than Kieran. “Yes,” she said firmly, meeting his gaze straight on with hers.

He growled a fierce, “Mm. Come here,” just before scooping her up in his arms and striding the few steps to the bed.  Carefully, he placed her down, rolled himself onto her and propped himself up with his elbows. But he held his body away from hers, and she whimpered from frustration.

“Come closer.” Her voice sounded breathless, tilting ever closer to loss of control. Her wolf murmured an extremely pleased acceptance of that fact at the same moment Kieran did.

“Your expression is demanding,” he said. “What exactly is it you'd like me to do?” The tightness in his voice belied his nonchalant words, and Lily curved her lips up. The knowledge that he wanted her as much as she wanted him made her entire body pulse with heady desire. She could do this.

“I want you to be naked with me in this bed.” She carefully enunciated each word as she spoke, gaining more assurance with every word. “I want to feel you, every inch of you, touching me everywhere. Inside me. On my skin. I want to taste all of you, I want your scent on me so everyone knows—”

Without warning, Kieran cut her off with a relentless yet tender kiss. His mouth met hers in a  single intent, and she welcomed it and him. Only raw, aching need propelled him, and she knew he'd been pushed over the edge into mating frenzy.

Arching her back so she could finally press fully against him, Lily took his kiss as hard as he gave it. Now, her wolf whispered, and Lily relinquished the last of her control, the last of her fear, and let herself spiral up into the purely sensuous grip of the mating frenzy she had denied herself—and her wolf—for far too long.

“Lily,” Kieran pulled back long enough to gasp. His eyes met hers again and took her in with a promise that left her completely wet. Then he reared back even more, and in one move ripped her shirt open, ignoring her brief protest. Her favorite apple red bra was treated in equal fashion, although he did award it an appreciative smile before it, too, was destroyed.

Lily couldn't figure out if she was more melted puddle or lit firecracker about to explode when he dipped his head down again and tasted her nipples with expert strokes of his tongue. Firecracker won out as he swirled his tongue against the hypersensitive skin, his teeth firmly grazing first one nipple, then the other, then back again until Lily wordlessly cried out. Her entire body shuddered with inarticulate need, the power of the physical sensations rendering her a vibrating mass of greedy hunger that threatened to shatter before he even got down to the heated ache between her legs.

“Take them off.” She reached down to her jeans. “Now.”

“With pleasure.” With practiced moves he tugged off her favorite going-out boots, peeled off her socks and dropped them to the carpet, then had her jeans unsnapped and pushed off her legs so fast her head spun. The very air in the room seemed steamy, redolent with their mutual longing, each of their wolves barely contained from outright shifting, their wildness urging on the humans.

Exceedingly glad she had shaved earlier, Lily giggled inanely when he licked his way up her legs. Her smooth skin offered no resistance to Kieran's lips and tongue as he nuzzled her. First one leg, then back down to the other and up it in turn. Lily writhed on the bed and stretched out her hands to grab for a nonexistent headboard. Instead, she let her fingers grasp the silky bed cover, bunching it up and almost forgetting to breath when Kieran paused just at her thighs.

“Please,” she panted. She felt her wolf controlling her desire, her movements, and allowed it with a groan of abandon.

“Please what, my pretty wolf? What is it you want me to do?” Kieran's voice was muffled, his lips still toying at her hip. His tongue flicked out, just inches away from where she wanted it, and she thrust herself toward him. She sensed the barest whisper of control still in him. She knew his wolf only allowed it because it prolonged both their pleasure.

“God, Kieran. Taste me, lick me, please! Make me come, please, I want that so badly. Kieran, please.” She heard herself begging in a senseless babble and didn't care. She was past caring about appearances.

Another playful flick of his tongue, another frustrated gasp from her. Then Kieran firmly grasped her hips and slid her a little closer. He let his hands roam up her sides to find her breasts and her stiff nipples, then let a hot charge of breath exhale right over her already superheated center.

 

***

Lily's voice rang through the small room. Kieran grinned like a satisfied wolf against her soft folds, tasting and licking her sweet essence. He loved the fact that the silky, neatly trimmed hair just below his teasing lips was coppery red like the hair that flamed around her face. As he probed into her with his tongue, her salty-sweet tang filled his mouth. He already felt half drunk off her taste. She was his. The thought sent both Kieran and his still restrained wolf tumbling over an edge of rawest need.

Lily's hands suddenly ranged over his head, her fingers skimming over his hair, rubbing into his skull. Firmly, she pressed down.

“More,” she ordered in a ragged whisper, the feral tones of her wolf clear.

Kieran responded by pushing his face more deeply against her, allowing his lips to glide against her lush juices and satiny soft pussy. His tongue flicked against her sweet clit again and again, bumping it with a featherlight, steady rhythm that had her driving her hips into him and her hands pushing hard on the back of his head. Soft mewls escaped her throat, little exclamations that were more breath than pure sound. His body tightened even more in response, his cock almost painfully so. God, he wanted to thrust into her, lose himself in the mindless thrill of it all. He wanted to claim this beautiful she-wolf as his own and brand her in ways that would make her breathless every time he gave her a certain look.

“Kieran,” she managed. She was so close. He could hear it in her voice.

Pushed on by his own fierce thirst for her, he nibbled gently at her wet folds and honeyed crevices. She jumped and then bucked under him, urging him on with her body. He lapped at her juices, getting the rich taste of her all over his mouth and luxuriating in it.

With his tongue he reached out and again flicked at the swollen clit nestled between her folds. He tongued her again again until she suddenly screamed, not bothering to muffle it. Her shriek echoed in the room and descended into a long, achingly sensual moan of pleasure that almost had Kieran coming himself. Her scent and taste altered subtly in his mouth, becoming more plush and cinnamon-spicy as her orgasm played out against his tongue and lips.

Mine, his wolf thought. The primal surety enveloped wolf and man. Kieran waited until Lily's tremors became slight aftershocks before lifting his head away.

“Now,” he said, his voice edged with need. Pushing up on his hands, he drew his body along hers in one sinuous move until his face was above hers. Her arms fell limply to her sides, her eyes wide open and looking at him. Pupils huge and lids heavy, her chest heaved as the sensations ebbed. Leaning down, he nipped at her nose, drawing a whisper of laughter from her.

Then, without warning, he thrust completely into her.

 

***

 

Lily's body instinctively met his sudden plunge into her by lifting and taking him fully inside. His cock felt lusciously huge as it filled her, stretching her inner muscles and eliciting a groaning gasp from her. Bringing her fingertips to his shoulders, she let them dance across his sweat-slicked skin for a moment, marveling at the strength beneath. Then she angled her hands behind his neck and pulled down, urging him into her again and again. She let her wolf's needy, chuffing cry fill her throat and spill out in another whimper of bliss.

“Lily,” he said, his tone a warning gasp. “I'll come quickly if you keep doing that.”

She looked into his eyes, only centimeters from her own. “I know,” she whispered, her voice torn between gasping pleasure and wicked insinuation.

A delighted half-howl leapt from him. Kieran placed his palms flat on the bed, balancing on his flexing arms as he thrust into her with a joyous abandon. She had forgotten what it could be like...what it should be like. This was what she and her wolf had wanted. This was what it meant to live!

Lily wrapped her legs around Kieran's back. Reaching down with her hands, she grasped her feet and held on. Slowly, she met his thrust with a rhythm that first stumbled, then found a euphoric simplicity. Kieran's face changed so much from one breath to another as her actions transformed his own sensations she almost giggled. But heady awe at the power she held over him in this moment stayed the sound. Pure ecstasy played over his face, his eyes lidded, his brow lightly furrowed as he concentrated.

“Lily.” Her name was a muttered prayer, a fierce longing. His next inarticulate sounds washed over her as she rode with him in a tight, timeless, playful yet wild dance.

Then, “Lily!” he shouted. She watched with hungry satisfaction as Kieran's orgasm spilled across his face, tightening every muscle there into ecstasy. He pushed into her so deeply it seemed he wanted to mingle their skin cells together, trade fingerprints, sink into one another with all the strength of their wolves. The power of it took Lily's breath, and sent another, smaller yet even sweeter, climax leaping from her clit where Kieran pressed against it with his still shuddering body. Lily inhaled sharply as it swept through her like a tide, carrying her again to a state of pliant serenity.

Long, hazy moments later, she moved out of the delicious trance. Her seemingly boneless legs loosened from their grip across his back and thighs and fell to the sides. Kieran sprawled over her, as limp as she. She still sensed his wolf just beneath, as pleased as the man. Her own wolf stretched and rolled through her mind, utter contentment pouring through.

Mate, her wolf thought in a lazy murmur.

He is, isn't he, Lily thought with utter contentment. Her wolf rolled and rolled, pleasure and satisfaction seeping from her to Lily and back again, two selves forever joyfully connected as one.

Sleep crept over Lily and lulled her into dreams where her wolf ran with Kieran's, romping and tussling and loving their way through a wild desert landscape of tall sandstone spires and deep, sinuous canyons, all theirs.

***

Lily roused before dawn as she always did, no matter how late she'd gotten to bed the night before. The presence of that man, that dark-eyed cowboy with the sexy drawl and the prowling, protective wolf in him, immediately flowed over her. Smiling at the mere thought of him, she turned her head to nuzzle his shoulder and breathe in his musky male scent. Light just barely hinted through the windows as the sun rose over the hillside to the old hotel's east.

With gentle fingers, she explored Kieran's sturdy back, the ridiculously strong muscles that held him together, the hard planes dipping to the smooth skin of his tight rear. An unintelligible deep rumble of a sleepy response from him echoed through her body. Smiling, she held on with her arms, continuing to stroke him and trace random patterns over his skin to his occasional sounds of encouragement.

“Kieran,” she said again. Her voice sounded rusty. With a quick blush, she realized it was from calling out his name in abandon the previous night. Quite a few times, since they'd woken up to repeat their gratifyingly hot nocturnal exercise more than once.

“Mm-hmm.”

Lily let the deep tones wash over her. She imagined them soothing her to sleep every night, waking her up in the morning, urging her to frenzied heights each day. A delighted shiver tip-toed over her. Could this wolf really be hers?

Oh, yes.

“Kieran,” she tried again. Her voice smoothed out a bit, coming out in a more normal register. “We need to get up.”

“Why?” His voice came languid, satisfied and heavy. He nipped at the lobe. She felt the tingling rush down her legs and through her spine. Then she was lost in sensation as Kieran moved his mouth over hers in a manner designed to quiet her, to claim her, to be claimed by her. Their movements together felt liquid and perfect and searingly hot and perfectly normal.

“Yours,” he said against her lips.

“Hmm?”

“I'm yours, beautiful wolf. What do you plan to do with me?”

Lily giggled, sheer delight suffusing her entire being.

“Anything I want,” she said. She captured his mouth this time, a fierce desire sweeping through her at the motion. She claimed him, she captured him, he was hers.

Her wolf growled in utter approval as the kiss deepened, roughened, became firm and controlling yet wild and filled with abandon.

Then Kieran pulled back, slightly yet enough for his lips to form words.

“Pack Guardian.”

“What?” But she heard him perfectly well. His words spoke a title. Her title.

“Pack Guardian,” he said again. Patient, yet ardent. “You, Lily. You're a Black Mesa Pack Guardian again. Can't you feel it? Because I sure can.”

Lily let his words flow over her and felt them in her bones. He was right, utterly. Yes, her wolf whispered. Pack Guardian. The power of it, the responsibility. The mantle of protection that she wore again. Yes. It was there, all of it. She was Pack Guardian again, and it filled every inch of her being.

Never would she forget the human she had turned. Remembering him was the right thing to do, not to mention that forgetting past mistakes was a sure way to make them rise again someday. But...she was no longer ruled by that awful memory. Instead, it dropped into her soul as something that had shaped her, made her even stronger today.

Now, she was a Pack Guardian to reckon with.

“Wow,” was all she managed after another few moments of taking stock. “I am, aren't I? I can actually feel it again.”

Kieran laughed, a rich and full sound. Every morning, she could hear this. Not just one night, one morning. For a lifetime of mornings, this man was hers.

Energized, Lily rolled away from Kieran and threw back the soft sheet tangled about them. Her wolf leapt inside, eager and alert at Lily's sudden focus.

“Let's go kick some rogue ass, Kieran. We need to find out what they were doing here. This is our Pack's territory. Not theirs. They are not welcome here.” Her voice rang out with formidable intent, and she almost shivered at the power sizzling through it. She was back.

“Ours, hmm? Ah, my strong, beautiful wolf.” Kieran reached out and caught her waist before she could swing her feet to the ground. “You are ready, aren't you?”

Unresisting except for a playful little growl, she allowed him to pull her back against him. Damn, he felt good, the entire hard length of his long body nestled right behind hers.

Lily went boneless again as sharp lust rose through her. How could the man do this to her so easily?

“One day, Lily, you'll be a fine alpha mate. And we'll have a Pack of our own. You're definitely your father's daughter. A leader, my beautiful she-wolf.” Kieran stroked his fingers down the back of her thigh, and an uncontrollable, purely sexual jolt fluttered its way down her exposed skin.

“But first...”

“Yes?” she breathed in response as his voice stilled while his fingers increased their tempo, exploring her body.

“First,” he whispered against her hair, “let's give you some more energy to go kick rogue ass. I have just the thing you need.” A knowing, teasing chuckle punctuated his words.

“Really,” she said, turning over to face him. A thoroughly devilish grin played over his features and sent a zing straight between her legs. Her breath caught in her throat.

“Right here, my smart, sexy, strong wolf. With me.”

As Kieran kissed her senseless, Lily and her wolf rolled in ecstasy and agreement. The rogues would just have to wait.

 

the end
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Alpha Wolf excerpt

 

As a Guardian climbing the ranks in the Black Mesa Wolf Pack, Sara Kenyon's life is ideal. A sexy firecracker, she's never regretted her carefree love-'em-and-leave-'em attitude. But when her one-time fling, smokin' hot Rafe Bardou, wants the only thing she can’t give him—commitment—she starts to question if freedom is really everything she desires.


Rafe's patience is legendary. Yet for all his strength and control, Rafe craves something he can't have: free-spirited Sara as his mate. Her red-hot kisses have eluded him for over a year, but he can't stop thinking about how they once tangled the sheets together. Now he's out of time. Her commitment to him is essential—not only for his own happiness, but for the future of the Pack.

 

Losing control isn't an option for him. But it may be the only way to convince this sweet vixen he's her alpha wolf.

 

Warning: in this story, a hot springs and a dark alley are both defiled. Read at your own risk.

 

Rafe grinned and leaped hard after Sara. Her sleek shape vaulted over the metal fence at the back of the hot springs property. He followed in a single breath.

They landed on the upper level, next to the hottest pool that beckoned to weary bones. A black plastic cover draped over the top of the small pool. Sara stood and shed her wolf form in a single moment. The ripple of fur over human flesh blended for just that instant, creating something even more primal and feral than the wolf shape. It reminded Rafe, as it always did, that his fellow packmates were capable of so much more than just human action, or just wolf action. They were a unique blend of both, which in itself created a deeper kind of magic—his human side snorted at that term—than any non-shifter on the planet could ever hope to achieve.

Naked, dappled by shadow and light from the moon above playing hide and seek with the pine branches, Sara stood firm and unselfconscious. She turned her head toward Rafe, watching him shift. He let the change to flow over him more slowly than usual, allowing Sara time to see the process as he merged wolf into man. Controlling the shift was a major advantage of shifter genes. All the bizarre human stories about a full moon forcing a shift, or needing to be chained up during some ravening “werewolf” phase, always made Rafe chuckle. If only they knew.

Rafe stood on two legs, as unreservedly naked as Sara. His utter awareness of her presence beside him, not to mention the immediacy of the shift, kept his wolf very close to the surface. Her body enticed in human form as much as it did in wolf: small, lithe, with beautiful little breasts perking in the evening chill. He let his gaze wander over the soft curves and defined muscles for a leisurely moment before looking into her eyes.

To his amusement and satisfaction, Sara blushed. Good. Her awareness of him as a man was evident. He firmly made up his mind to demonstrate to her now, tonight, his equal intent awareness of her.

“Shall we?” He gestured at the cover on the pool.

“Yes. Right. Let's,” she said, bustling over to one end of the pool cover to lift it up. Probably also to mask the nervous tone he could hear in her usually confident voice.

With a quick fling powered by the strength of their shifter genes, they removed the heavy cover. Steam billowed up and drifted into the pines overhead. Not looking at him again, Sara dipped a toe in the water. She sucked in a breath.

Mine, his wolf growled, low and strong. Mine.

Yes, Rafe thought. Mine.

Inch by slow, captivating inch, Sara slid her beautiful body into the water. She emitted little squeaks and gasps as the heated water moved up her skin. Each noise elevated Rafe's eyebrows as well as his interest. He felt his eyes widen a fraction, his pulse speed up, his breath rate increase. Standing utterly still as he watched her, he took in the slow slide as the dark waters caressed her ankles, then her toned calves, then her beautifully muscled yet still feminine legs. As she carefully sank lower and lower, the water swirled and curved toward her inner thighs and the inviting shadow at their crux.

Damn, how he wanted to stroke her right there with his tongue.

“Wow, this is crazy hot,” Sara said, her voice a strangled gasp.

“It sure is.” Rafe eyed her, letting the frank appreciation come out in his tone.

Sara's back stiffened and she turned her head toward him. Her mouth was a small “o” of surprise. Rafe's imaginings of what he could do with that sweet, luscious mouth increased the tightening in his groin and the stirring in his blood.

“I mean—the water. It's hot. Really hot,” Sara said.

Rafe's eyes caught the darkening of her fair skin as more blushing marched across her face, half hidden by blonde strands. It was so unlike the usually straightforward, fun-loving wolf she presented to the world. Knowing it was all for him, that he was the one causing her word babbling and skin flushing, only further bolstered his sense of masculinity. Sara was easygoing and fun-loving. He knew perfectly well she liked to bar-hop in town sometimes, picking up local human cowboys for a little playtime. Despite the fact it made him clench his jaw every time she'd come back to the pack den smelling of another male, he'd never held it against her. She was a wolf, only doing what came naturally.

But he'd sure gotten damn tired of waiting for her to realize he was the best wolf for her. The only one.

“Coming in,” he said as warning. Slowly, silently despite the breathtaking heat that almost sizzled his bare skin, Rafe stepped into the pool with Sara.

 

 

Sara dropped the rest of her body into the pool, hissing as the delicious heat completely enveloped her. Pushing off the wall with her feet, she propelled herself to the other side. It was only five feet across, but being as far away from Rafe as possible suddenly seemed wise. She pressed her back against the far wall and eyed him and his small but distinct grin with wariness.

Because, holy smokes, her hormones were revved up. All she could envision was how they'd tangled the sheets back then, twisting and turning and burning. He'd been pretty spectacular. Okay, they'd been pretty spectacular, together. In bed spectacular.

Rafe lounged back against the wall on the other side of the hot pool. Even relaxed, he still exuded an authoritative air. That little grin tugging at his molded lips softened his gorgeous yet stern features somewhat. Either way, there was no mistaking his confident, self-aware presence.

“Um.” Well, that was a great opener. “That was a good run. Thanks for going with me.”

Rafe studied her for a minute. She squirmed under the dark intensity of his gaze. Squirming heated things up on the inside, which was a sensation Sara was quite familiar with. With Rafe, it meant trouble.

Her wolf rolled in Sara's mind and sent enticing images of Rafe's big, strong maleness. As if Sara might forget.

Rafe abruptly reached out a finger and flicked water at Sara. Startled, she emitted a really girly squeal of indignation.

“Hey!”

A full smile lazed its way across Rafe's face. A shaft of moonlight lit up one eye, one cheek, and cut gently across his mesmerizing lips.

Sara's wolf rolled in ecstasy at her human's fixation on Rafe. Sara thought the word finally might be drifting through her mind, but she wasn't sure.

“Just being playful, Sara. Contrary to popular opinion, I do know how to relax and enjoy myself.” His deep tones sent a shiver across her body.

“Getting me wet is how you enjoy yourself?”

Even as the words left her mouth, Sara wished she could clamp down on them. Or maybe just die of pure embarrassment. Sara the flirt and Sara the anxious were clearly at odds with themselves.

Her wolf cocked a confused ear at the thought of more than one Sara roaming around.

Rafe's smile vanished into a study of laser intent. The look on his face hovered between almost unbearably hard and—utterly captivated. The dark blond tousle of hair, kept short but not severely so, framed his magnetic face. Sara found herself staring at him as if she'd never seen him before.

A long pause held them still. The faint rustle of a breeze sneaking through the pine branches also riffled through the hair on Sara's neck. It felt like the caress of fingers. Rafe's fingers.

Rafe kept staring back at her in a very predatory way. A sexually predatory way. One that her wolf welcomed.

“Yes,” he finally said, simply. “I did enjoy that. Very much. And I'd like it to happen again.”

 

find links here to buy Alpha Wolf

sign up for the newsletter to find out about new releases, sales, and contests:

http://eepurl.com/Gp-qv


Copyright Page

GUARDIAN WOLF

Copyright © January 2012 by J.K. Harper

Cover by LFD Designs

 

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the copyright owner except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

 

 


About the Author

 

J.K. Harper writes about paranormal romance and urban fantasy because despite a lifetime of wishing, all the cool supernatural book characters of her childhood just don't seem to be real. Besides, it's really fun to make stuff up. She lives in the rugged, gorgeous canyon country of the Southwest, which is a great place to let her imagination run wild.

 

If you are interested in finding out more about J.K. Harper and her latest writing projects, please visit her website: http://www.jkharper.com/ or sign up for the newsletter: http://eepurl.com/Gp-qv

 


J.K. Harper Books

 

Guardian Wolf: Black Mesa Wolves #1

Praise for Guardian Wolf:

"The characters of Lily and Kieran are smoking hot and burn the pages with their passion.... If you enjoy shifter romances, then you are going to love Guardian Wolf." -Sizzling Hot Book Reviews

 

"What a great beginning to a new series.... It packs a wallop that I didn't see coming. I can't wait to sink my teeth into the next one." -Night Owl Reviews, 4.5 Top Pick

 

“Sexy as hell…. Very gripping can’t wait to read other novels by J.K. Harper.” -Amazon UK reviewer

 

“Addictive.” -Barnes & Noble Reviewer

 

“I loved this story and was kept riveted from start to finish. It was brilliant.” -Amazon UK Reviewer

 

 

Alpha Wolf: Black Mesa Wolves #2

Praise for Alpha Wolf:

“Great read!!! Overall it was an awesome book.” -Nerd Girl Official Reviews

 

“I found this book well written with interesting and engaging characters.” -Romancing the Read

 

“I must say that J. K. Harper has earned full five stars.” -Amazon UK Reviewer

 

“Rafe and Sara…are awesome characters, and I was totally laughing at some great interactions.” – Goodreads Reviewer

 

“I loved the way it did not go straight into sex but led up to it. Wonderful hunting scenes from the wolves.” -Amazon Reviewer

 

Hunting Wolf: Black Mesa Wolves #3

Praise for Hunting Wolf:

"I love her shifter world! She's created a wonderful world and characters that captured my attention from the first chapter and have held it through three books.... This is my favorite in the series so far." -Night Owl Reviews, 4.5 Top Pick


"I have to say the series just keeps getting better and better. Overall this is a great book." -Nerd Girl Official Reviews


"Caleb is the strong, gorgeous, badass and Rielle is the quiet, bookreading historian of the pack, who calms him like no other. This series is a great read for anyone who enjoys paranormal romance." - Bobbi, Amazon reviewer


"So far this is definitely my favorite Black Mesa Wolves book.... I'd definitely recommend to PNR and Shifter lovers." -Lanie, Amazon reviewer


"Just finished reading and wow!! Caleb and Rielle were perfect for each other.... Drama, humor, smexy times with a bit of action." -Dina, Amazon reviewer

 

 

If you are interested in finding out more about J.K. Harper and her latest writing projects, sign up for the newsletter: http://eepurl.com/Gp-qv

OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
BESTESEEEINGALUTHOR

BLACK MESA WOLVES #1





