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   RAVAGED BY HER WERETIGER PRINCE
 
   (Steamy Weretiger Paranormal Romance)
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The sound of my ringtone cut through the last moments of my peaceful dreams. It had been a fantastic dream, one where I a gorgeous man lavished me with attention, all the while having my every whim catered to by an army of servants.
 
    
 
   I always loved dreams like that, which made the sight of my boss’s telephone number all the more irritating. Harvey was insufferable enough when I was clocked in, but calling me on my day off? That crossed a line.
 
    
 
   I contemplated letting it ring through to my voicemail, to act like I’d never gotten the call or slept through the obnoxious sounds I’d assigned to his number to match his winning personality. But something in my gut told me that missing this call might be a bad idea.
 
    
 
   “Hello?” I mumbled, still working the sleep out from my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Amber? Hey, sport!” Harvey’s condescending voice made my guts clench. God, how I hated that man, especially when he used pet names you’d use for a kid and definitely not for a grown-ass woman like me. “Gonna need a huge favor from you, kiddo.”
 
    
 
   “It’s one in the morning, Harvey. Couldn’t this have waited until I came into work?”
 
    
 
   “No can do, slugger. I’m gonna need you to handle this ASAP. We’ve got a last-minute delivery coming in—a big critter, from what the people upstairs are saying.”
 
    
 
   “We’re getting another animal?” I asked, my voice rising and any trace of sleep evaporating instantly. “Without any notice? Shit, Harvey. Do we even know what species it is?”
 
    
 
   “Nope,” he said, and I could practically hear the smile on his face. “Big boss upstairs just said it’s a big animal. Very dangerous, and we need a keeper there to make the hand-off. I figured you’d be perfect, since you’re on call this month.”
 
    
 
   “Since when?!” I hissed, my heart beginning to race. I closed my eyes, trying to bring my pulse back down to normal. Fuck this heart problem, I thought as I took a few deep calming breaths, focusing on the way the air rushed into my lungs, then back out again.
 
    
 
   “Since I made that call. And, as the most recent hire, your continued employment sort of depends on doing your damn job.” All the sugary overtones had melted out of Harvey’s voice, leaving only the sleazebag I’d come to despise. “Now get your ass out of bed and make sure this goes off without a hitch, got it?”
 
    
 
   I didn’t even dignify him with a response, instead sliding my thumb over the “End Call” button on my touchscreen. I flopped back into bed and screamed at the ceiling in frustration. I’d only worked at the zoo for a few months, and already I hated it with a fiery passion.
 
    
 
   The fact that we were getting a new animal with absolutely no warning was strange enough, but to not even know what kind of animal it was? There were so many questions we didn’t have any answers to. What kind of habitat did it need? Was it an animal we already had? If it’s so dangerous, why not send it to a much larger zoo with the facilities to take care of it? Most of our animals weren’t even in the greatest of shape, thanks to our lack of funding and Harvey’s refusal to find space in the budget to hire a full-time veterinarian to work on-site. Another reason to hate the scumbag.
 
    
 
   It took me only a few minutes to get myself out of bed and get dressed in my work uniform, a set of unflattering khaki shorts and a green polo shirt that was a size too big. Apparently, fashion sense was too much trouble to hope for, either.
 
    
 
   I grabbed my ID badge and a newly-brewed cup of coffee from my kitchen and sped off to the overcrowded shelter I was being paid to call a zoo.
 
    
 
   “What a waste of a degree,” I grumbled to myself as I pulled into the employee parking lot. “I could have been an accountant and actually making some damn money like my mother said.”
 
    
 
   I got out and slammed the door, beginning the long trek up toward the delivery loading area where I could only assume I’d be meeting the “big critter” Harvey had been talking about. Knowing my luck, it’d already be running amok and have killed the delivery crew.
 
    
 
   At least that would get me out of going to work, I thought, a sardonic smile creeping onto my face as I pushed open the door to the main building and the loading area for our deliveries.
 
    
 
   Sadly, when I got to the loading dock, everyone was still very much alive and the crate was intact. I silently cursed as I approached the men who were transferring the rather large container from the truck and onto the loading dock proper. A frown creased my face as I looked at them. They were all wearing a strange, military-style uniform with a distinct look of not at all what you’d expect from a bunch of truck drivers.
 
    
 
   “So, do I get to know what’s inside?” I asked, but immediately wished I hadn’t. No sooner had the words left my mouth when the crate gave a huge lurch accompanied by a breathtakingly loud roar. Immediately I could tell it was one of the big cats I was dealing with, but the only question now was which one?
 
    
 
   “Tiger,” came the curt reply from the man who I could only assume was the supervisor of this fiasco. “A very dangerous tiger.”
 
    
 
   “And why the hell are we getting it?” I asked, my voice rising in anger. This was a new low, even for this place. Bringing an aggressive tiger into a woefully underprepared facility was just asking for trouble.
 
    
 
   “You have an opening, do you not? A—how do you say—empty enclosure?” he asked, and he wasn’t entirely wrong. His accent was so thick, but what kind it was, I had no idea. I didn’t like the look of this one bit.
 
    
 
   “We have one open, yeah, but we still have—” I began, but before I could explain, he held up his hand. 
 
    
 
   “This is good,” he interrupted, the smile on his face growing wider. I wanted to smack it right off of him. “You will take the tiger and we will be going on our way, yes? That is what your employers agreed to—free tiger for no questions. A fair deal, I think.”
 
    
 
   I stared into the man’s dark eyes, my hands clenching into tight fists. I had known something strange was going on, but this sounded altogether illegal. But what could I do? I had no proof that the tiger was obtained illegally. Even if no money had actually been exchanged, there was no guarantee that it had been moved into the country without the proper paperwork, none of which I was versed in.
 
    
 
   I let out a helpless sigh, rubbing my temples as I felt the makings of a stress headache boiling up into my skull. I watched as the men moved the ventilated crate deeper into the building to the quarantine area where the tiger would be housed before being set into its enclosure. The strangers slid the crate up to the small gate used for releasing the animals into the moderately-sized temporary enclosure, lifting the thick, metal barrier up before opening the crate’s own metal door.
 
    
 
   I heard a low growl emanate from inside of the crate before the sound of slow, methodical footfalls signaled that the cat was moving quickly out of its confines and into the more spacious prison it would be held in.
 
    
 
   I moved to the observation window, holding my breath as I caught my first glimpse of the magnificent creature. The hulking cat padded silently into the plain, white room, making everything inside of it seem so small by comparison. I had never seen a tiger that big, its muscles rippling like a flowing river beneath the luscious orange and black-striped fur. My mouth fell open as its luminous green eyes turned with its head, locking straight onto my own.
 
    
 
   I saw so much sadness in those eyes, a deep well of what I almost thought might have been regret swimming before me. I told myself that couldn’t be what I was seeing. What animal feels regret? But I knew the sadness had to be real. It was around that time that I noticed the collar.
 
    
 
   “What is that?” I asked, turning to the supervisor. “Was this tiger kept as a pet?”
 
    
 
   “No, no,” the man said, his smile widening slightly. “That beast was no man’s pet, but I have instructed your employers that this collar should never be removed. It is very dangerous, and I promise that so long as that collar stays around its neck, then you will have no troubles.”
 
    
 
   “We can’t keep a collar on its neck,” I protested, turning away from the tiger to stare at the foreign man. “It has to come off.”
 
    
 
   “That would not be a good—how do you say—career move, on your part,” the man said, that greasy smile stretching enough to show one golden tooth poking out from beneath his lip. My heart began to pound again.
 
    
 
   Calm down, Amber. Calm down…
 
    
 
   “Now, we must be leaving you,” the man said, clapping his hands once and saying something in a language I couldn’t recognize for all his rapid-fire commands. All of the men who had accompanied him vanished in only a minute, moving double-time into the van they had arrived in and driving off into the night.
 
    
 
   I watched their van disappear into the looming darkness, nothing left of their visit save for their cargo and a set of deep tire tracks made in the gravel path leading back to the zoo’s main access road.
 
    
 
   “This is such bullshit,” I muttered, turning back to my new charge and shutting the heavy metal door to the loading dock with a resounding clang.
 
    
 
   I stood at the observation window, staring into the eyes of the enormous cat that had waltzed unwillingly into my life. Something told me that Harvey would make this tiger my personal responsibility, and something about that seemed right. I had been here for him—and he was definitely a boy—when he first arrived. I was the first member of the staff he’d seen. It only made sense that I took care of him, I supposed.
 
    
 
   I made my way to the metal gate that he had been loaded from, his eyes following me the entire way as he paced restlessly in a constant circle. Every time I stared into those eyes, something plucked at the chords of my heart, and I knew that this poor creature had been through things I couldn’t even imagine.
 
    
 
   I set the back of my hand against the slats in the metal gate, prompting the tiger to slowly and cautiously make its way toward me, the muscles of his body moving in such harmony that it almost left me mesmerized.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to take care of you,” I whispered to him. “I won’t let anyone hurt you ever again.”
 
    
 
   If you had asked me at that moment, I would have sworn that that tiger had understood me, had listened to every word that I had said and taken them to heart. If only I’d known how true that was.
 
    
 
   After I had made my promise, something incredible happened: the tiger made a low huffing noise deep in his throat before roughly rubbing its head against the spot in the gate where my hand was resting. I couldn’t help but smile, letting my fingers slip through the gaps in the metal to scratch at its thick fur.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   A few days passed and I was—as expected—kept on call to deal with anything to do with the tiger. Not that I was complaining.
 
    
 
   Over those couple of days, I’d begun to develop a kind of bond with him, a deep connection that I never thought I’d feel while working in a dump like that. When the other keepers had left for the night, I would sit next to the gate with him and talk, those eyes staring deeply into mine whenever I spoke, listening, and dare I say it—understanding—every word I said. That tiger had become the friend I had never been able to find while working at that horrible zoo.
 
    
 
   “You don’t seem too dangerous to me, I said with a smile one night, my fingers diligently scratching behind his ear as he rubbed his head against my hand. The truth was I’d never met a more affectionate animal my entire time working as a zookeeper, and every time I saw him, I couldn’t help but feel happy—content in knowing that at least I could make someone feel good.
 
    
 
   My eyes fell to the collar that I had been instructed by the strange man and Harvey to leave alone on the threat of losing my job. But the longer I had watched the tiger, the more I saw how much the heavy metal thing pained him to wear it. He would scratch and pull at it when he thought the keepers weren’t looking, but no matter how often I tried, I couldn’t convince Harvey to let me remove it.
 
    
 
   “Fuck Harvey,” I muttered, standing up suddenly and catching the mad look I’d gotten in my eyes as they were reflected in the thick Plexiglas. “This is horseshit, and I’m not going to let you suffer just for the sake of my own shitty job.”
 
    
 
   Pulling up the thin metal gate, I ducked into the enclosure, my eyes constantly locked onto the tiger as he backed away slowly, almost if he knew how crazy this all was. I knelt down, holding my hand out to him as an offer of affection, which he readily accepted as he padded forward once again, nearly knocking me over as he rubbed his head against my body.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to get that thing off of you, okay?” I said, sliding my hands underneath the heavy collar and looking for the clasp to undo the binding. It wasn’t overly difficult to find, but the markings on the collar were strange; a menagerie of symbols lining every inch of the metal, culminating in a picture of a tiger’s head, its mouth opened in a terrifying roar.
 
    
 
   As I slid my finger along one of the ornamental tiger’s teeth, I let out a yelp of pain, drawing my hand back as a drop of blood ran down the side of the collar.
 
    
 
   The collar’s multitude of symbols flared suddenly, then faded, leaving only the burnished metal of the collar behind before it unceremoniously fell from around the tiger’s neck and hit the floor with a clatter.
 
    
 
   The tiger backed away from the collar as though it might strike him, a roar escaping from his fanged mouth as he edged himself into a corner. His body thrashed and he hunched over, a pained yowl resounding from his throat. Before my eyes, his body shrank and contracted, his skin rippling like flowing water.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Slowly, the fur that had once covered the tiger’s body vanished, its paws shrinking and the pads of its feet elongating into thin, dexterous fingers.
 
    
 
   I stared, mouth agape as what had once been an enormous tiger instead became a man, hunched over and naked before me. I could feel my heart fluttering, my mind trying to wrap itself around what it had just seen, unable to choose between screaming in panic or comforting the man who had been an animal moments before.
 
    
 
   Slowly, I made my way over to the man, kneeling down and laying my hand on his now-hairless shoulder. He felt so warm, and I could feel his pulse pounding throughout every inch of his body. At the my touch, he seemed to relax, the tension in his muscles leaving him as he lifted his head to look at me with those familiar green eyes.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be afraid,” he whispered. “Please.”
 
    
 
   “Who are you?” I asked after a moment of stunned silence. His skin was tanned, kissed by the sun in all the best ways, and beneath that, I could feel the rippling muscles of a man who was no stranger to using his raw, instinctual power. I couldn’t help but find myself instantly attracted to him—who wouldn’t be, with those gorgeous, high cheekbones?
 
    
 
   “My name is Prince Jacob,” he said, and I began to realize that his accent sounded similar to the men who had brought him here.
 
    
 
   “No fucking way,” I muttered, looking him up and down once again. I couldn’t deny that if there was ever a prince in my life, I’d hoped he had a body like that.
 
    
 
   “I assure you, I am telling the truth,” he said, a blush crossing his cheeks as he noticed the way my eyes had wandered over his very naked body. “I was transformed into that animal by a rival to nullify my claim to the throne. A man who would tear down my family’s monarchy and make himself a dictator of my people.”
 
    
 
   “He made you a tiger?” I asked, still unable to understand how the hell any of this was possible. “How?”
 
    
 
   “An old brand of magic from a dark time before my family ruled our country. He cursed me with that collar to keep me from taking my place as ruler, and used the resulting chaos to take control himself. He is an evil man.”
 
    
 
   “This is all a little much to take in,” I said, taking a few deep breaths as I felt my heart begin to race. This was the kind of thing you’d expect from some weird TV show, but to have it happen in real life? In my life?
 
    
 
   “I know it seems strange—it is very strange—but I must thank you, somehow. You have saved my life and my people by releasing me. You have shown me such kindness in my captivity, such love—”
 
    
 
   “Love?” I asked, biting my lip as our eyes met. Now my heart was racing for a completely different reason. “I mean, you were being mistreated. How could I just stand by and not help you?”
 
    
 
   “You are a good person,” he whispered as he reached up to touch my cheek. His skin felt like fire, burning me all the way to my soul. I closed my eyes and couldn’t help but revel in his gentle touch. “And I would be lying if I said I had not developed feelings for you as you cared for me.”
 
    
 
   “I… Well, um…” I stammered, opening my eyes to find those gorgeous green orbs staring into my soul. I felt heat rise in my cheeks—and between my thighs. “This is very… sudden. I mean, we hardly know one another. You were a tiger a few minutes ago, and I—”
 
    
 
   Jacob pressed his lips against my own, softly at first, but as I felt myself relax his kiss became much more passionate. I could feel his hands sliding over my legs, raising gooseflesh wherever his fingers trailed. I let out a soft moan against his lips before he pulled away. I couldn’t help but whimper at their absence.
 
    
 
   “Jacob,” I whispered, staring into his eyes as the heat from his touch set shivers throughout my body. I could feel my need rising, a wetness spreading between my smooth thighs as I felt his hands sliding up under my polo. “We—this is…”
 
    
 
   I tried to protest, though in my heart I couldn’t deny that something so spontaneous had piqued my interest, exciting me beyond anything I had felt in my entire life. This was the fantasy I had always dreamed of, and now it was right here within my reach.
 
    
 
   “Let me show you how very grateful I am to you,” he purred in my ear, laying me down on the floor as he pulled my polo up and over my head.
 
    
 
   My skin rose in a field of goosebumps as it met the open air, but the sensation of cold gave way to the warmth of my responsibility-turned-lover’s touch as he crawled on top of me, his naked body pressing down against my own.
 
    
 
   Already I could feel the hard press of his erection through my shorts, throwing fuel on the fire of my ever-growing arousal. My pussy was slickening in preparation of what I could only hope was to come. I knew there were questions I needed answered, things I had to asked, but in that moment, I could only think about fulfilling the fantasy I had longed for all my adult life—a strong, confident lover taking me in the most incredible, mind-boggling, out-of-this-world way.
 
    
 
   I let myself relax beneath him, sliding my legs up around him as I looked down to catch a glimpse of the rigid shaft I desperately needed between my legs.
 
    
 
   He was enormous, bigger than any man I’d ever been with before him. I let out a gasp, wondering if a cock that size could fit within the tight confines of my body. It was definitely something I was willing to find out.
 
    
 
   Jacob leaned in and pressed his lips to mine once more, and I wrapped my arms around his neck as I squirmed against his rigid abs, desperate to feel his burning touch against my skin.
 
    
 
   I arched my back as he slid his hands behind me, working to remove my bra in only a few seconds. I smiled up at him as it loosened, slipping from my arms before Jacob tossed it away from us. There were no barriers between our hearts anymore. Our chests were bare. All that existed in that moment was Prince Jacob and I.
 
    
 
   My shorts came next. I undid the button myself and shimmied them off of my hips and down my thighs, along with my troublesome, soaked panties clinging to my nether lips. We both lay there, Jacob’s naked body pressed against mine, our lips locked together in a long series of needful kisses that all melted into one another. All the while, I felt his swollen member pulsing against my thigh, begging to sheath itself deep inside my soaked flower. I writhed beneath him as his lips found my puffy, sensitive nipples.
 
    
 
   “Please, Jacob,” I whimpered. “Don’t make me wait! I need it.”
 
    
 
   “As you command, my princess,” he purred, a grin turning up the corners of his lips. Eagerly I spread my legs, wrapping them around his back as Jacob pressed his tip against my tight opening.
 
    
 
   His cock breached the warm cavern of my pussy, working deeper with all the gentleness I could have ever hoped for. I closed my eyes, reveling in the sensation of his thick shaft pushing past my slick lips and into uncharted territory. I’d been with men before, of course, but not like this. None of them had possessed even half the prowess—hell, half the girth!—as my tiger prince did.
 
    
 
   To say that he was big was a gross understatement. The fact of the matter was that Jacob was enormous. I cried out with each slow thrust until he had slipped himself all the way inside of me and lay buried up to his base in my thrumming sex.
 
    
 
   I laced my arms around him, digging my nails into his skin as I wriggled my hips against his own. He held himself still within me, letting me become accustomed to the thickness and pulsating swells of his magnificent cock. Our lips met in a hungry, desperate kiss as my body rejoiced in our closeness. My nipples hardened into pink diamonds, begging for attention.
 
    
 
   As though he had read my mind, Jacob dipped his head down and began to flick his tongue against one of my puckered nipples, rolling it between his lips as I let out a loud moan. My back arched and I squirmed my hips against his once more, grinding down on his thick rod, begging to feel him moving, swelling, thrusting within me.
 
    
 
   “Jacob!” I cried as he used his hand to toy with my other breast. “Take me!”
 
    
 
   He snarled from somewhere in his throat, his mouth leaving the pert little bud of my breast to once again press his lips against my own. He tasted so good, like saffron and spice and the sweetest honey. Then he began to move his hips, slowly at first, sliding back and forth with the ridge of his tip hitting that perfect spot with every motion he made.
 
    
 
   My eyes rolled back into my head from the sheer ecstasy of it all, my breasts heaving as I let out a cry. The feeling of Jacob inside of me set my body on fire, every sensation heightened by the excitement of fucking in my own place of work. I could have been worried that someone would come in, that they would see me on the floor, my legs spread wide with a strange man driving himself deep inside of my wanting puss—but that only seemed to make me even more excited.
 
    
 
   I locked my ankles behind Prince Jacob’s back, making sure his body was nice and close to mine as he worked that thick cock deeper and deeper into my pussy. I bit my lip, chewing hard as I felt the tightness in my womb beginning to grow, making me squirm and writhe beneath his rippled, muscular body.
 
    
 
   “Amber,” he moaned, closing his eyes as his once-steady rhythm began to break. I could feel him enlarging within me, the sensation bringing a smile to my face. I knew exactly what would come all too soon if he continued.
 
    
 
   Part of me—a dark, lustful part—craved the feeling of him spilling his royal seed into my pussy and making it his, claiming me like the animal he had been only moments before. He’d brought out the wild creature inside of me, and it could only be sated once I had his essence inside me.
 
    
 
   “Don’t stop,” I panted, looking up into those gorgeous green eyes as he continued to thrust. “I want to feel you cum inside of me, my prince.”
 
    
 
   Jacob groaned as I slid my hand down between my legs, letting my fingers work their practiced magic on the aching bud of my clit. That first touch elicited a gasp as I began to flick and rub while my royal lover pumped his hips all the harder inside of me.
 
    
 
   “That’s it,” I whimpered, a delirious smile spreading across my face as the two of us rapidly barreled toward our orgasms. “Don’t stop. Please! I need it!”
 
    
 
   Jacob couldn’t resist my begging. He pistoned his hips harder and harder until he let out an animalistic roar, ramming his dick into me as deep as our bodies would allow. I felt the warm, satisfying sensation of his seed spilling inside of me, rope after rope of his thick cum filling me in all the spaces his cock couldn’t reach. It was exactly what I needed to send me falling over the edge and into my own mind-shattering bliss.
 
    
 
   My back arched high, my free hand scrabbling for something to brace myself on as I felt my muscles begin to shudder. I felt like I was falling, spiraling down into the warm embrace of a freshly-drawn bath, drowning in the comfort of its liquid embrace.
 
    
 
   My hips bucked and writhed and I dug my nails into Jacob’s skin, consumed by desire. Greedily, I continued to rub my clit, sending bolts of lightning up my spine and into my brain. I could have sworn fireworks were exploding right before my eyes as they rolled back beneath my eyelids. I screamed, though to me it felt muted and distant—the last thing I heard before passing into unconsciousness.
 
    
 
   I awoke drenched in sweat, my naked body still sprawled out on the floor of the quarantine enclosure. For a moment I thought it had all been a strange, oddly immersive dream—the tiger, the prince, all of it—but I banished the thought as I felt a soft caress along the curve of my hip.
 
    
 
   I turned me head, only to find Prince Jacob smiling at me lazily.
 
    
 
   “You blacked out for a moment,” he whispered, that accent of his sending chills up my spine in all the right ways. I stared up into his eyes, smiling dreamily as I reached up to caress his cheek. “I worried you might not wake up. That I’d lost you to rapture.”
 
    
 
   “I thought it was a dream,” I whispered, looking down at my naked body, feeling some of his essence slipping out of between my thighs. I was sore and achy in all the best ways, and deep down, part of me was ready for more.
 
    
 
   “It is very real, my princess,” he purred. I couldn’t help but smile.
 
    
 
   “Princess,” I mused, “I like the sound of that.”
 
    
 
   “Then you won’t mind if I make it official,” he said into my ear before he began to kiss down the length of my neck. I gasped, shuddering as I closed my eyes.
 
    
 
   “I wouldn’t mind one bit.”
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   We managed to find Jacob something to wear from one of the employee lockers. And when Harvey asked where his newest attraction had gone, he was told that the tiger was obtained illegally and that it was in fact property of Jacob’s government, to be set free in his homeland from where it was taken.
 
    
 
   The very next day, Jacob and I were on a flight back to his homeland and I excitedly clung to his arm as he announced our engagement. I couldn’t believe all of this had happened so fast. One moment, I was a zookeeper at a terrible excuse for a zoo, and then I was a princess of my own country—and one day soon, a queen!
 
    
 
   There might even be another prince or princess coming along. Jacob and I couldn’t keep our paws off each other, and I couldn’t resist having him finish inside me time and time again. We really couldn’t have been more blessed, or happier.
 
    
 
   Although sometimes, on the night of the full moon, I could have sworn he left our bed to romp through the forests. On those nights, my dreams were invaded by the roar of a tiger, one that made my heart skip a beat with desire.
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   SAVED BY HER WEREBEAR MEDIC!
 
   (Steamy Werebear Paramedic Paranormal Romance)
 
    
 
    
 
   I was only vaguely aware that I was dying. Mostly, I was concerned with the pounding in my head, the lurching of my stomach, and the way I seemed to be dangling precariously over the side of a cliff.
 
    
 
   My seatbelt was cutting into my throat and jaw. I pushed it aside onto my shoulder, but the moment I moved, my vision swam. I shut my eyes and took a deep breath through my nose. Don’t throw up. Don’t throw up. Don’t throw up…
 
    
 
   Very slowly, I became aware of the rain pounding against the roof of my car. Once my senses returned to me, I realized the sound was almost deafening. Obviously one of the car doors was open. Opening my eyes again, I saw that it was mine.
 
    
 
   The start of a scream caught in my throat and came out as a gurgle instead. I could feel my lungs fluttering and straining, almost like one of them wasn’t quite working right.
 
    
 
   Shit. Shit. I am so fucked.
 
    
 
   I blinked away a stream of blood trickling down my forehead and stared at the chasm below. The cliffside was sheer and dropped into a void of impenetrable darkness. I watched as a gnarled chunk of guard rail toppled into it, disappearing long before I heard it hit the ground.
 
    
 
   My stomach turned again. Cold adrenaline seeped into my veins. Okay. That was bad. Don’t look down.
 
    
 
   I forced my gaze toward my rearview mirror. It was still intact, though skewed at a steep angle. I could see darkness behind me and sheets of rain falling sideways. Beyond that, nothing more than a dingy streetlamp and the wet pavement of the two-lane road I’d been driving on.
 
    
 
   A memory flashed: I was on my way to visit my sister and her new baby. I’d been driving through the mountains when the storm hit. Then I’d hydroplaned around a bend. Wet roads were a bitch.
 
    
 
   I didn’t remember much after that. Obviously I’d hit my head. Briefly, I wondered what other memories I had lost.
 
    
 
   But I couldn’t think about that now. Not when I was teetering on the edge of a cliff and facing certain doom.
 
    
 
   I was too afraid to move. My car was already creaking, and I was sure that if I did, it’d be enough to send me over the brink. Without changing position, I groped the console and passenger’s seat for my phone. If I was lucky, it’d still be in here. If I was really lucky, it’d be within reach.
 
    
 
   No dice on either front. I was stranded and alone, and judging by how under-used this road was at this hour and in these conditions, it’d stay that way. I was about to die a very horrible death.
 
    
 
   Unless a miracle happened by in the next few minutes, my remains would become a piece of modern art on the rocks below, along with whatever was left of my car.
 
    
 
   My heart was racing, which in my condition only made things worse. The logical part of my brain told me to make whatever peace I could with whatever kind of god was listening, but it was just a whisper compared to the panic that was welling up inside of me, screaming at me to do whatever it took to get out of the car.
 
    
 
   “Oh, God,” I managed to say, blood bubbling in my throat.
 
    
 
   The car shifted again, followed by a horrific shriek of metal bending and scraping against the side of my car. The only thing that stood between me, a long drop, and a sudden stop were the few inches between the portion of my car hanging over the edge and my back end, still precariously planted on terra firma—a difference that was becoming smaller and smaller as the seconds crept by.
 
    
 
   Another small lurch brought a scream bubbling from my throat, my tears mixing with the blood that was running down from my scalp. Crying usually wasn’t my thing, but when you’re seconds from hurtling to your grave, a desperate call for your mother is nothing to be ashamed of.
 
    
 
   It all seemed hopeless until I heard his voice.
 
    
 
   “Ma’am, are you all right?”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe it. My mind tried to tell me that no one could have come by so fast, that this place was in the middle of nowhere. But lo and behold, the glare of a flashlight floated through the darkness and I heard the angelic sound of his voice once again.
 
    
 
   “Ma’am, I’m a paramedic,” he said, and suddenly I began to entertain the possibility of God being real. “I’m going to try to get you out of the car.”
 
    
 
   I tried to speak, tried to warn him about the cliff, about the car’s impending plunge into the dark abyss, but all I could manage was a simpering gurgle.
 
    
 
   My savior cautiously opened the passenger door. The flashlight shone blindingly as he held it between his teeth and crawled over the mangled interior toward me. He moved slowly, making sure not to cause any undo shifting as he assessed just how fucked over I really was.
 
    
 
   Judging by the look on his face, I didn’t think I had anything better than a slim chance in hell of making it out alive.
 
    
 
   “It’s going to be all right,” he repeated, popping the flashlight out of his mouth as he tried to undo my seatbelt. I whimpered, afraid that the moment I was rid of the belt that I would fall straight down into the chasm below. When the belt held fast inside of the buckle I felt a strange sense of relief, an irrational part of my brain telling me that as long as she was strapped in, I wouldn’t fall.
 
    
 
   “I won’t let you—” he began, but before he could finish the car lurched, the undercarriage scraping against the scarred asphalt and the back end rising just slightly off of the rear wheels.
 
    
 
   I screamed, renewed tears streaming down my blood-caked face. Now I was afraid that it wouldn’t just be me dying, but I’d be taking an innocent bystander with me, a good Samaritan cut down just for being a decent person. At least I won’t die alone, I thought.
 
    
 
   “Okay,” the paramedic said, trying to calm himself as much as he was me. “We’re going to be okay. I’m going to get you out right now, but I’m afraid that this is going to hurt—a lot.”
 
    
 
   More than the glass in my face or the broken leg? I wondered, turning my gaze toward him as though I could convey it to him telepathically.
 
    
 
   “No, don’t look at me,” he said, almost like he was chastising me. “Look straight ahead, and no matter what you hear, I need you to keep looking out the window.”
 
    
 
   Something in his voice gave me pause. But as he’d instructed, I looked straight out the window, blinking through the stream of blood and salty tears clouding my vision.
 
    
 
   I could feel him shifting behind me, grunting as though he was straining with something heavy. Then the car shifted back onto its rear wheels like more weight was being pressed down on it. I wanted to look, but his words rang in my ears.
 
    
 
   Suddenly his grunts turned into something much louder, a deep, ursine roar bellowing from where I had been forbidden to look only a minute before. Jesus Christ, I thought. What the hell is that?!
 
    
 
   I felt something pull on my seatbelt, tightening it around my throat for a moment before the sound of ripping fabric filled the air. I felt the pressure on my throat lift and I heaved a deep breath before coughing up a gout of blood from between my lips.
 
    
 
   I didn’t even have time to register that I had begun to slip out of my seat before I felt a big, furry hand gripping my upper arm like an iron vise. I screamed, suddenly aware of my plight as my head turned in panic toward my rescuer, only to find myself locking eyes with what I almost mistook for a massive bear.
 
    
 
   Seemingly without effort, the creature pulled me back into the car, dragging me over the center console and into the back seat. My confusion replaced itself with fear as I did whatever it took to save myself from being done in like Goldilocks. But despite my kicks and screams, the monstrous thing held fast onto my arm as it dragged me out onto the wet surface of the road outside.
 
    
 
   I looked around desperately, hoping to find the man who had tried to save me. Please, don’t him have been eaten. But no matter where I looked, there was no sign of the paramedic anywhere. I was alone. Alone, and about to be eaten by a bear.
 
    
 
   The creature stood over me, its long arms hanging at its sides. Something seemed so strange about it, about the way it looked down at me with something I could swear was intelligence in its eyes. The strange look it gave me made my think that it was making a decision, but about what, I couldn’t be sure.
 
    
 
   As I looked up at it my vision began to fade, the edges growing dim and creeping inwards until all I could see was the face of that bear as it came down on top of me, its jaws open wide.
 
    
 
   So this is how I die, I thought as everything went black. Not with a car crash, but with a bear attack…
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   My nose was filled with the smell of cooking food and burning wood. I was warm, wrapped up in the softest blanket I had ever felt in my life and lying on a downy feather bed. My first thought as I came to my senses was that I actually had died and that I’d made it to Heaven.
 
    
 
   But before I could wonder what idiot had put me on the God’s “nice list,” I was greeted by a voice that seemed all too familiar.
 
    
 
   “How are you feeling?”
 
    
 
   I opened my eyes, turning my head to look up at the paramedic who had stopped to save me. Something felt strange as I stared up at him, taking in his handsome features and that head of wavy brown hair.
 
    
 
   “What happened to the bear?” I asked, trying to work through the haze that had fallen over my thoughts.
 
    
 
   “It’s gone. I—I drove it off after it pulled you out of the car.”
 
    
 
   “You saved me from a bear?” I asked, smiling even though it pained me.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” he said, chuckling. “I guess I did.”
 
    
 
   “My hero,” I murmured, my voice groggy from the deep sleep I’d only just awoken from. “I don’t even know you name.”
 
    
 
   “My name is Cade,” he said, returning my smile as he sat down beside me. “And you’re Ashley.”
 
    
 
   “How do you know what my name is?” I asked, brows furrowing. Was he some kind of stalker? Was that why he was so quick to arrive on the scene? Had he been following me?
 
    
 
   As I asked myself a flurry of panicked questions, Cade plopped my purse down on the bed and quirked the side of his mouth up in a lopsided grin.
 
    
 
   “I may have looked through your purse. I managed to grab it before I took you up to my cabin after I… drove the bear off.”
 
    
 
   “Normally I’d be pissed at anyone who went through my bag, but I’ll give you the benefit of the doubt,” I said, relaxing as I felt a little more confident that my rescuer didn’t intend to keep me shackled in his bedroom Misery-style. “Where are we, anyway?”
 
    
 
   “My cabin,” he said, looking around the room. “The roads are washed out from all the rain and I don’t have a phone. So until the storm clears, I can’t take you to the hospital.”
 
    
 
   “No phone? Jesus, how do you live?” I asked, sitting up slowly. I thought that I’d be in agony, but to my surprise, I barely felt any pain as I moved into a more comfortable position against the headboard. I glanced down at my wounds, only to find that they not only looked much better than I had hoped, but they were already starting to heal.
 
    
 
   “Holy hell,” I breathed, my eyebrows raised. “I thought I’d only been here a few hours. My cuts are almost gone!”
 
    
 
   “You have only been here a few hours. The storm’s still going on outside,” Cade said, shifting nervously beside me as I began to examine myself, pulling the blankets away. I hardly even noticed that I was naked.
 
    
 
   “That’s not possible,” I said, looking up at him, “I had a broken leg. Hell, my face was all—”
 
    
 
   I reached up to touch where the countless lacerations had crisscrossed over my face when my windshield had shattered into a million pieces. But as I brushed the tips of my fingers over my cheek, all I felt was smooth, unbroken skin where I knew a mangled mess should have been.
 
    
 
   “Cade,” I whispered, my eyes wide. “What’s happening to me?”
 
    
 
   “Let me explain,” he began, biting on his lip.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I said, “I think you should do just that.”
 
    
 
   “When I was pulling you out of the car—”
 
    
 
   “Wait,” I interrupted, my eyes narrowing. “You pulled me out of the car? I saw that fucking bear, Cade. It pulled me out, not you.”
 
    
 
   “I…” He faltered, turning away from me for a moment before looking me straight in the eyes. “I am the bear.”
 
    
 
   “No fucking way,” I said, leaning farther against the headboard. “You can’t be a bear. No one can be a bear and a person, Cade. What, are you some kind of weird werewolf thing, or something?”
 
    
 
   “A werebear,” he corrected, frowning a little. “I had to transform to get you out of the car. And when I finally saw how badly you were hurt, I knew that I couldn’t save you. Not unless I did something really stupid.”
 
    
 
   “Couldn’t save me? What do you mean? I’m—” I stopped, looking into his eyes as a kind of apprehension dawned over me. “What did you do to me, Cade?”
 
    
 
   “I bit you.”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t speak. My throat constricted, strangling the words before they could form. Bit me? I thought, looking around the room, then back down to the red cut on my arm, only to watch as it began to knit itself up before my eyes. I wanted to scream.
 
    
 
   “If I hadn’t done it, you would have died,” he said, a kind of shame present in those sad, brown eyes. “If I could have kept you alive any other way, I would have.”
 
    
 
   “What happens now?” I whimpered. “Am I going to turn into a—”
 
    
 
   “Yes, on the next full moon,” he said, though somewhere in there I could tell he meant to say he was sorry.
 
    
 
   “Oh, my God,” I whispered, rubbing my hand over my face. How could I explain to my mother that I was some kind of bear monster now? “Every full moon?”
 
    
 
   “Until you can control it,” he said. “I was born into it, so I have some practice.”
 
    
 
   “Is there a cure?”
 
    
 
   “Afraid not,” he answered, “otherwise I would have taken it a long time ago.”
 
    
 
   “Is it that bad?” I asked, frowning as I watched Cade’s face become solemn.
 
    
 
   “It can be lonely,” he admitted, giving me a half-hearted smile. “You might notice I live in a cabin on the side of a mountain with no technology.”
 
    
 
   My heart began to slow as I mulled what was happening over in my head. I was now a shapeshifting bear creature who became a beast when the moon was full. I almost thought I’d hear Wes Craven yelling “Cut!” any second now.
 
    
 
   I looked at Cade, at the way he looked so ashamed of changing me into what he was. But he did it to save me, I thought. Shouldn’t I be grateful that he gave me a second chance? Complications and all?
 
    
 
   “I doesn’t have to be so lonely,” I said after the excruciating silence. “I mean, you and I are sort of in the same boat now, aren’t we?”
 
    
 
   “I guess you could think of it that way,” he said, once again giving me that faint, almost sad smile. It was adorable in its own “lonely dreamboat” kind of way.
 
    
 
   “And I am sort of your responsibility now,” I added, a smile touching at the corners of my mouth. “And, despite how fucked up this all is, I’m actually really grateful that you saved my life.”
 
    
 
   “You are?” he asked, surprise painted across his gorgeous face.
 
    
 
   “Well, yeah!” I said with a little laugh. “I mean, I’d rather be alive and have to deal with a monthly trip to the woods than be dead at the bottom of a cliff, wrapped up in the mangled remains of my car. So, yeah, I’m really grateful.”
 
    
 
   As I watched him smile, it felt like that sun had come out just to shine down on the two of us. My heart fluttered and I suddenly I began to appreciate just how good looking he was.
 
    
 
   “And,” I began, biting down on my lip, “I wouldn’t be opposed to showing you my appreciation.”
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?” he asked, but I was already slipping out from beneath the covers and kneeling at the edge of the bed in front of him.
 
    
 
   “You seem like a smart guy, Mr. Paramedic,” I said, grinning as my hands slid over his thighs, feeling the toned muscles bulging beneath his jeans. “You can probably figure it out.”
 
    
 
   I could hear him give an audible gulp as my fingers worked at his fly, pulling down his zipper as I looked up into his eyes. He looked so nervous, but as I slid my hand over the soft mound that hid beneath his boxers, I heard him moan approvingly.
 
    
 
   I worked his jeans off of his hips until they pooled around his feet, slowly working his flaccid dick until it began to stir from its hibernation. I couldn’t help but smile as his legs spread to allow me better access.
 
    
 
   “Ashley,” he whispered softly, his hips shifting as his cock grew, straining against the fabric that held it at bay. “I… you don’t have to do this.”
 
    
 
   “I want to,” I said, smiling up at him as I teased at his head, my nails trailing over the fabric where it bulged so perfectly. “You deserve a proper thank you for saving my life.”
 
    
 
   Maybe pre-werebear me wouldn’t have done this. But now that I knew I was different, I felt different, too. I felt vital, strong, and even horny. I wasn’t sure where that last part was coming from, exactly, but bears went into heat. Maybe I did now, too.
 
    
 
   I brushed my lips over his swollen shaft, kissing along its length to the sound of Cade’s gasps and moans. My free hand cupped his heavy balls, and I wondered how long it had been since a woman had touched them. He was so big, but even as I toyed with him through his underwear, I got the feeling that once unleashed from its prison, Cade’s dick would truly show its full length.
 
    
 
   Eagerly I slid my fingers beneath the elastic waistband of his boxers, pulling them down as I had his pants, slowly revealing the full glory of the werebear’s massive member.
 
    
 
   He wasn’t just long. He was thick, as well, packing a meaty rod that pulsed in time with his heartbeat. I bit my lip, wondering if I’d be able to handle the sheer girth of him with my mouth—but I was definitely willing to try.
 
    
 
   I slid my tongue up from the base of his cock, tasting the delicious saltiness of his skin. I breathed in the powerful scent of his musk, my heart quickening as it whispered to something deep and primal inside of me. I felt myself begin to slicken between my thighs, my pussy eager to get a taste of what my mouth was about to enjoy. That would be for another time, though.
 
    
 
   I wrapped my lips around Cade’s throbbing tip and began sucking him into my mouth. I was no amateur at giving head, but it had been a while since my last boyfriend, and none of the men before Cade had ever been so monstrously endowed.
 
    
 
   I slurped inch after inch between my lips, bobbing my head up and down until I could feel him sliding against the back of my throat. I’d never had a problem taking men deeper than other women could, and they seemed to always leave the happier for it, and I was determined to make Cade a very happy man that night.
 
    
 
   The more I sucked on him, the more I realize how much I loved the taste of him in my mouth, loved the way his dick felt against my tongue. I slid in all the way in, holding my breath before letting out a long, low moan right around his tip.
 
    
 
   The way he growled sent shivers through my body, electricity crackling up from the warm slickness that had begun to drip down my thighs. I’d never been so turned on in my life, and all I could think of was his warm seed gushing into my mouth.
 
    
 
   “That’s it,” I whispered catching my breath as I jerked his dick with my hand. “Just relax and let me do all the work.”
 
    
 
   I watched as he leaned back on his elbows on the bed, watching me as I stroked him nice and hard, popping his tip between my lips and sucking him like a lollipop.
 
    
 
   “I bet you don’t get this kind of a thank you when you save other women from their cars, do you?”
 
    
 
   He let out a shuddering moan, his eyes closed as he shook his head. I felt satisfied that no one had ever done something like this for him, had never thanked him in the most intimate way possible.
 
    
 
   As I stroked his dick, I began to feel that thick shaft swell, the pulse that made him throb quickening, signaling that he was almost ready. I smiled and wrapped his tip up in my lips again and bobbed up and down once more, my hand working his base as I lapped and sucked on his throbbing, purple tip.
 
    
 
   “Oh, God! I’m gonna cum!”
 
    
 
   Cade gasped and let out a deep, rumbling growl as his hips bucked. It took everything I had to keep my mouth around his cock as I felt the first hot burst of cum gushing up between my lips. I let out a moan as I felt another rope of his hot seed splash against my tongue.
 
    
 
   I lapped on his tip, tasting each expulsion of his essence coating my tongue. I eagerly slid him deep into my throat, delighting in the warm sensation of his cum gushing down it as I made him squirm out of control.
 
    
 
   My mouth slid from around his pulsating cock, still eagerly hoarding a mouthful of his seed. I gave him a grin as I looked him in the eye before swallowing his essence right in front of him.
 
    
 
   He gasped as he watched me, his mouth open and his eyes filled with satisfaction and desire.
 
    
 
   Smirking, I crawled up onto the bed beside him, running my tongue along my bottom lip to get a stray drop that had managed to escape. I trailed my fingers along his hips as I looked into his eyes.
 
    
 
   “So, how was that?” I asked, giggling as he simply stared up at me, speechless.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” he managed after almost five minutes as the two of us relaxed on his bed, my hands still sliding over his body. I’d managed to remove his shirt and had begun admiring the way his abs rippled beneath his skin.
 
    
 
   “You’re going to help me when the full moon comes?” I asked, wondering what would happen next. I looked down at my naked body. The scrapes and bruises that had only hours before been nearly fatal had all but disappeared. I didn’t even have any scars.
 
    
 
   “Of course I will,” Cade whispered, finally regaining his voice as he propped himself up onto his elbows again. “I won’t let you go through this alone.”
 
    
 
   I smiled and reached out the touch his face, feeling the soft stubble of his five o’clock shadow prickling my skin. I loved men with a little bit of a rugged look to them.
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” I whispered before leaning in and letting my lips brush ever-so-softly against his own.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   The month between then and the full moon was an interesting one. I had to explain to my sister and my mother why I hadn’t made it to my sister’s house and why my car was at the bottom of a ravine. Thankfully Cade helped to corroborate my lie, leaving out the part about turning me into a shapeshifter (not to mention being one himself) and the extent of my injuries.
 
    
 
   Cade turned out to be much more attentive than I had expected, visiting me at my house at least three times a week to coach me through the changes I had started to feel.
 
    
 
   My senses felt so sharp, more alert to the world around me than I had ever been in my life. I could smell someone from almost a mile away—and that wasn’t even the best part. The closer I got to the full moon, the stronger I began to feel, my body becoming toned and muscular without my so much as lifting a weight at the gym. But as the moon grew fuller, I also began to feel restless in more ways than one.
 
    
 
   As the last few days before the change arrived, Cade showed up at my doorstep with a duffle bag slung over his shoulder. He looked so handsome in his weather-beaten jacket and jeans that I had to fight every fiber of my being from jumping him right at the door.
 
    
 
   The closer I got to changing, the hornier I seemed to get, which had led to a great many nights with my hand between my legs, working a toy in and out until I came, screaming like a banshee in ecstasy. But something was different this time. The moment I saw Cade, I felt an unspeakably strong pull toward him, the urge to tear both our clothes off and fuck right there in the yard. I never thought the animal inside of me would be so strong, especially not strong enough to practically dictate my sex life.
 
    
 
   “Ready to go?” Cade asked, smiling wide. I could see his truck in the driveway, beat up and covered in mud from the rugged mountain trails.
 
    
 
   “To the cabin? Already? I didn’t think the full moon was until Sunday. It’s only Friday.”
 
    
 
   “Well, yeah,” he said, shrugging off his bag onto my doorstep. “But I figured going up on a Friday would look less suspicious than just going Sunday. You can tell people you had a romantic weekend, or something?"
 
    
 
   “And am I going to have a romantic weekend?” I asked, biting on my lip as I began to feel Cade’s primal pull again. I wanted him so badly.
 
    
 
   “Yes, very romantic. A few nights up in the mountains before you change into a grizzly bear and romp around the woods. Heck, if the full moon were on Valentine’s Day, we’d be all set.”
 
    
 
   “You’re a jerk,” I said, unable to hide my smile. “I’ll go pack a few things.”
 
    
 
   It only took me less than ten minutes to pack, especially since I could forgo half of my wardrobe in favor of a few jeans and some old t-shirts. Going into the mountains in a tight skirt sounded appealing, especially where Cade was concerned, but it didn’t make much sense. Before Cade had time to get bored on my porch, I was ready to go and we were on our way up to his cabin.
 
    
 
   The ride up was brutal, and not because of how rough the trails got once we left the main road. Having to sit in a car next to Cade while he smelled so good was driving me insane.
 
    
 
   When we finally arrived at the cabin it was almost evening. As soon as we got out of the truck, Cade took a bag out from the back and pulled out what looked like a huge rack of ribs.
 
    
 
   “What’s that for? Dinner?” I asked, my stomach rumbling. I watched him handle the raw meat, licking my lips in anticipation.
 
    
 
   “Kind of,” Cade said. “It’s for Saturday night. You’re not going to be able to control yourself, so when you’re roaming around looking for something to eat, you’re going to chase after the trail I leave with these.”
 
    
 
   He smiled at me, as though I should find it clever—which it was—but the growing bear inside my mind only wanted a nice, big bite of those ribs.
 
    
 
   “I’ll be back in a few hours. I’ve already got something made for you inside to eat and you can head to bed. You probably shouldn’t wait up.”
 
    
 
   Great, I thought, growling to myself as I took my bag and went inside. A whole night alone while I’m the horniest I’ve ever been.
 
    
 
   I went inside and found a massive, rare steak in the oven waiting for me. I’d become rather partial to having my meat bloody, and Cade had made this one perfect. I almost forgave him as the grumbling in my stomach abated. Now only the restlessness between my thighs remained.
 
    
 
   Despite Cade’s advice, I couldn’t get to sleep. My thoughts always wandered back to how good it had felt to have him inside of my mouth. I could only hope now that I could get him that stick that glorious cock somewhere a little more satisfying.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   He didn’t get back until a quarter after midnight, walking in the door smelling like he was covered in dirt. I smelled him a whole ten minutes before he crossed the threshold, my pussy slickening the moment I caught his scent. I wasn’t going to let him get away from me.
 
    
 
   He opened the door, and before he could say a word I was on top of him, my body pressing against his, pushing him back against the door just after it swung shut again. I moaned for him, pressing my soft breasts against his rock-hard chest through my shirt.
 
    
 
   I raked my nails along his sides, clawing at his jacket before ripping it off his shoulders. God, I’d gotten strong. I pulled my shirt up and over my head, exposing my pert, perky breasts as I silently demanded he do the same. I could feel my panties soaking through, my heart racing as the animal in me demanded that I satisfy its urge to mate.
 
    
 
   Cade responded in kind, a stiff erection growing in between his thighs. He pressed it against my warm body through his jeans. A low growl rumbled from his throat, making me shudder with pure delight.
 
    
 
   I pawed at the denim, my fingers eagerly working on his button and zipper before I managed to get both his jeans and boxers off in one fell swoop, exposing his glorious cock. I marveled at it for a moment, biting on my bottom lip and wondering if I’d manage to fit him inside of my pussy like I’d done with my mouth. I was certainly going to try.
 
    
 
   “Fuck me,” I whined, taking his hand as I led him toward the bedroom. I needed him more than words could ever express, the driving primal urge to breed overtaking me. Cade followed, a grin lighting up that gorgeous face as I closed the door behind him, closing us off from the rest of the cabin.
 
    
 
   My body was on fire, my mind racing as I thought of all the ways I needed to feel Cade inside of my body, pumping himself in and out of my warm sex until he spilled his essence deep inside of me. My mouth watered at the prospect.
 
    
 
   “I need it,” I whimpered, crawling into the bed as I slipped out of my jeans. I knelt on all fours, looking into his deep brown eyes. He looked so good. Good enough to eat. “Please, Cade. I need it so bad!”
 
    
 
   He let out another growl, reaching out to run his fingers through my hair, but as he did he grabbed a handful and gently pulled my head up. His lips came down against mine, scalding hot on my skin—it felt like heaven.
 
    
 
   We kissed passionately, my arms wrapping around his shoulders as I pulled him onto the bed after me. I let out a desperate whine, my limbs shaking with my need of Cade’s incredible dick.
 
    
 
   To my surprise, Cade growled once more and grabbed hold of my black lace panties, ripping them off me as though they were made of paper and casting them aside. Normally I would have lamented the loss of a pair of panties, but the need to feel my werebear lover inside of me was too great. Nothing else meant anything to me.
 
    
 
   Our bodies pressed together, his cock resting against me, taunting me with its perfect girth. I couldn’t wait any longer. I needed him inside of me.
 
    
 
   I pulled away from him and knelt back down on all fours, my ass pressing against his hips. I looked at him over my shoulder, my mouth open as I began to pant, my need overtaking me. I could feel my juices trickling down my thighs, my pussy aching to be filled with Cade’s throbbing manhood.
 
    
 
   I could tell Cade had a similar need. He shoved the tip of his cock right against my tight opening and I let out a moan, my eyes closing as I braced myself for what was to come. He already felt so big against my slit, and fitting him inside would be no small feat.
 
    
 
   “Slow, please,” I whispered. “I want to feel every inch.”
 
    
 
   But even with his slow, gentle pushing, I knew that it would take a great deal of getting used to. His tip worked its way into my sopping pussy, slipping in and out until his shaft could easily follow.
 
    
 
   I threw my head back, crying out as he slid himself in and out of me, pushing me to the very limits of what I could withstand and loving every moment of it. I could feel the she-bear within me rumbling with satisfaction as Cade mounted me, taking me as his mate.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yes, Cade!” I cried, closing my eyes tight as he finally fit himself in all the way to his heavy balls. “It feels so good! Don’t stop!”
 
    
 
   I gripped the sheets as he began driving himself into me over and over, slowly at first, but soon with every thrust Cade’s hips smacked against my plump backside. I moaned as I felt his tip pressing deep inside of me, nearly breaching the limits that separated pleasure and pain, swirling them together in a delirious maelstrom of pure ecstasy.
 
    
 
   With every thrust I felt his shaft rubbing against my sensitive little g-spot, my body convulsing and writhing as he worked his throbbing cock deep within me. I pressed my face against the pillows, muffling my passionate screams. It felt so right. So good.
 
    
 
   As he fucked me, I slid my hand up to the aching nub of my clit, my fingers slipping and teasing at the throbbing little bud. It was so desperate for attention, and I knew that if I gave it what it wanted, then I’d be cumming around Cade’s cock in a matter of minutes.
 
    
 
   I worked myself into a frenzy of heated, lustful cries, the animal within my body roaring out passionately with every thrust of Cade’s member. I could feel the pressure building between my hips, my body squirming to fit more of him inside of its tight confines.
 
    
 
   My climax built and built as our bodies worked in unison, pressing my ass back against his hips with each thrust, delighting in the sound of our bodies slamming together. I didn’t know it at the time, but if Cade had taken me this hard when I was human, I wouldn’t have survived.
 
    
 
   My thoughts blurred and part of me gave in to the beast inside of me, crying out as I looked back over my shoulder to watch my mate pistoning in and out of my tight, weeping channel.
 
    
 
   “That’s it, Cade,” I growled hungrily, working my hips against his cock. “Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop!”
 
    
 
   “Fuck, Ashley!” he cried, grunting and bucking his hips. I could feel him swelling up inside of me, his shaft filling with the seed that the bear within me craved. “I’m almost there!”
 
    
 
   “Don’t pull out!” I demanded, looking over my shoulder again and up into his eyes. “I need it, Cade! Make me your mate!”
 
    
 
   “Fuck! Oh, my God!” he snarled, gripping my hips tightly as he thrust deep inside of me once more, his hips spasming as a warm, spreading delight filled me. I knew instantly that he’d cum inside of me, spilled his seed within the depths of my body. I couldn’t resist it anymore. The pressure between my hips reached its crescendo as the dam holding back my climax burst.
 
    
 
   I screamed out into the night, not caring if man or beast could hear my cries of passion as my orgasm crashed over my body. I felt myself shudder, my arms buckling as they finally failed to support my weight.
 
    
 
   My vision darkened and I didn’t know whether I was the girl or the bear, the beast wearing my skin as it roared in triumph. All I knew was that I had never in my life felt so complete as I had at that moment.
 
    
 
   As I came, I could still feel him gushing into me, his seed dripping out from around his shaft and down my thigh. I couldn’t help but smile at the sensation, the animal within satisfied that surely this would give her was she wanted: a litter of cubs and a mate she could call her own.
 
    
 
   “Cade,” I moaned as he finally managed to pull himself free from my pussy. His seed dribbled out of me and the two of us collapsed side by side, our eyes meeting in a tender, loving gaze.
 
    
 
   “Ashley,” he gasped, brushing his fingers over my cheek and pushing the hair away from my eyes. “My mate.”
 
    
 
   I could feel a warmth rising in my chest, my heart swelling as I leaned in and our lips pressed together in a joyful kiss. He was mine, my savior and my mate; and I knew from that moment onward that I would never be alone again.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   A month after my first transformation into a werebear, Cade and I were packing up his truck. Since those first encounters together, Cade and I had shared night after night of passionate sex, both at his cabin and in my own bedroom. Making love felt like the most natural act with him in my arms, and I could never resist the promise of feeling him spill his seed inside of me. What came soon after should never have felt like a surprise.
 
    
 
   As the two of us loaded our supplies for my coming transformation, I noticed a bottle in Cade’s hands, a grin adorning his lips.
 
    
 
   “I thought we could celecrate our first month together,” he said, turning the bottle around to reveal that it was, in fact, a rather expensive bottle of wine. I gasped, shocked that he’d spend so much on me. But as he looked into my eyes, his smile faded.
 
    
 
   “What is it?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “I don’t think I’ll be able to accept that, Cade.”
 
    
 
   “What? Why not? Is it something I said?”
 
    
 
   “No,” I said, a smile returning to my lips. “Something you did, but I don’t think it’s a bad thing.”
 
    
 
   “What’s going on?”
 
    
 
   “I just—I don’t think wine will be good for the baby, sweetie.”
 
    
 
   Cade stared into my eyes, the realization dawning over him like a crashing wave.
 
    
 
   “We’re going to have a baby?” he asked, his smile reappearing and growing all the wider.
 
    
 
   “Yes, my love,” I said, wrapping my arms around his neck. “You’re going to be a father.”
 
    
 
   Cade set down the bottle of wine and enfolded me in his arms, lifting me clear off the ground and swinging me. As the forest danced around us I laughed, clinging to his body for dear life and reveling in the knowledge that that car crash had truly been the best thing that had ever happened to me.
 
    
 
   This is how it ends, I thought to myself as Cade set me back down and kissed me. Not with a car crash or a bear attack, but happily ever after.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Hello to all my sexy lovely fans! I’ve got a little surprise for you! For being so awesome and so supportive over the last few weeks, I’ve decided to include a free BONUS story! Go ahead, keep turning pages for a FREE copy of “CLAIMED BY HIS CLAN (Steamy Werebear Menage FMMM Paranormal Romance)!”
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   Do you have KINDLE UNLIMITED? Do you LOVE the kind of stories that will leave you needing a cold shower or time with someone special between the sheets? Want to get your hands on ALL the hottest Meghan Archer new releases FOR FREE with your Kindle Unlimited subscription? Sign up for THE MEGHAN ARCHER LOVELY LIST!
 
   Sign up for the MEGHAN ARCHER LOVELY LIST by clicking RIGHT HERE! 
 
   For all of my lovely readers, my entire catalog is totally FREE TO READ to anyone with a Kindle Unlimited subscription! 
 
   Be sure to check out my entire naughty Meghan Archer catalog by clicking RIGHT HERE!
 
   And if you liked this story, you’ll love Meghan’s last release, Seduced By Her Stepbears.
 
    
 
   Get It Now!
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   … Graham leans back on his bed, his legs apart and his dick bobbing in the air as he works his palm along his shaft. His balls bounce a little. They’re so big and heavy, and Darla wonders what they’d taste like stuffed into her mouth.
 
    
 
   She trails her fingers down her body and in between her thighs. She touches the seam of the polka dot panties clinging to her pussy. She can feel her juices soaking through, and lightly, with just the tip of her finger, she spreads them up to her waiting clit.
 
    
 
   Peek-a-Boo, she thinks again as she pulls the wet fabric aside and spreads her nether lips. I see you…
 
    
 
   Her pussy is so pretty, creamy white with a hot pink center. Her clit shines like a pearl when it’s wet, all shimmery and throbbing, sort of like the reddish, swollen head of Graham’s cock. She knows he’d like her pussy if he tried it. She wishes he would. He’s a good big stepbrother. She knows he’d take care of her.
 
    
 
   Graham lets out one of those little grunts she loves to hear, and Darla’s cunt pulses in response. She edges her fingers close to her hole and teases along the tight opening. It’s so warm in there. That’s where Graham’s big cock belongs—not in his hand. But she’ll have to settle for just a show tonight.
 
    
 
   It’s not so bad. Graham looks hot playing with himself, and Darla knows she’ll get to cum. She always does.
 
    
 
   That’s part of what makes the game so fun. That, and seeing if she’ll get caught.
 
    
 
   But that’s something that never, ever happens.
 
    
 
   She pouts a little as she watches Graham work his balls with his free hand, rolling them between his fingers as a font of precum bubbles from his tip. She wishes he would catch her. The game would be so much more fun that way.
 
    
 
   Darla dips her fingers into her slit and starts to rub, rocking against her teddy bear as her eyes fix on Graham’s hand teasing his shaft. His head is thrown back, his lips open. She thinks about sitting on his face for a second and rubbing her hot lust all over his mouth. She wonders if he can work his tongue like he works his cock.
 
    
 
   The moon is shining through his blinds. Darla can see the changes starting to take hold. His cock is getting bigger and fatter. His soft, downy fur is starting to come in. He’s panting through teeth that are much too sharp for a normal man. He’ll have to finish himself off soon, or he won’t be able to make himself cum.
 
    
 
   Not unless he mounts some bitch in heat out in the woods. Darla doesn’t like the thought of that. She likes thinking of other things, like how wide Graham would spread her pussy and how if she was a werebear, maybe he could mount her out there in the deep, quiet dark.
 
    
 
   But then her foot accidentally hits the door and it swings open with a loud creak, revealing her hiding spot.
 
    
 
   Graham looks up. His eyes widen.
 
    
 
   “Shit! Darla!” …
 
    
 
   Available Now! Get Seduced By Her Stepbears for just $2.99 or FREE with your Kindle Unlimited Subscription!
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Check Out Meghan Archer’s Full Catalog for More Sexy Stories!
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