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   Ranch of the Alphas
 
   Less than eager to spend another boring summer at home, I jumped at the chance to help out on my uncle’s ranch. After all, he had always been such a stark contrast to my father, and I had loved spending the occasional holiday on the sprawling property. While Dad was highly intelligent with a cushy office job that made him pudgy and soft, my uncle was a quiet, rigid, tall man of traditional values. He lived off the land, and sculpted it as it did him. Already pushing into his Fifties, Uncle Jack’s sunbaked skin was tanned and leathery, his strong muscles told the tale of decades spent tending the land, and he spoke with a certain rugged earthiness that seemed to command respect.
 
    
 
   I don’t even remember how the conversation had gotten started. Grumbling about the impending summer, I lamented how there was never anything to do — the city was two hours away, which put a serious damper on any shopping I did. Our small town had very little going for it, and I found myself wasting away on the Internet more often than not. I craved something more substantial with my summer, and thought that a change of scenery would be nice.
 
    
 
   My uncle mentioned offhandedly that he wanted someone around to help with the chores, cook him some decent meals. Reluctantly filling in for Mom’s cooking one holiday, we got to learn that he had two particular developed styles of culinary expertise: burnt or fried, always with a side of stewed beans. 
 
    
 
   Gordon Ramsey, the man was not.
 
    
 
   Growing up with my ass firmly on the countertop while Mom whipped up her stovetop magic, I’d picked up a few tricks. I also thought that a summer doing some work might do some good for me — build up some muscle, make me a bit tougher, and give me something to actually do. We chatted about it a little, and I ran it past my parents. Somehow, they found the idea of having the house to themselves all summer somewhat appealing, and so I found myself in the back of the Escalade a month later, flying down the Interstate towards the distant ranch.
 
    
 
   I had expected early mornings, tough weather, and a lot of time alone with my thoughts. I’d be lying if I said that hadn’t all happened, but I’d be somewhat remiss if I didn’t bring up all the werebear sex…
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   After about four hours cruising down the highways, with my Dad doing his usual five under the limit, we finally caught the dusty trail that led to the ranch. Positioned a half-mile from the road on a hundred acres of land, the ranch was a shining example of days long since past — a large country house in tip-top shape, surrounded by flatlands, and prowling with livestock. 
 
    
 
   “Are you sure you want to spend all summer here?” Mom asked, her frown glancing all around the land. She’d always been more of a city girl, and only put up with our small town because she found it “charming in a way.” This, by her definition, was some sort of 1800s Hell on Earth.
 
    
 
   “I’ll be fine, Mom,” I grumbled, rolling my eyes. “You think I can’t handle a couple of months on the range?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, we’re just worried that you’ll be bored, honey,” Dad smiled in the rearview mirror at me. Over his sunglasses and his soft brow, he looked like he had never appreciated the ranch the way his older brother did. “After all, it sounds like your next semester at college is going to be a doozy…I’m sure old Jack won’t mind if you turn tail.”
 
    
 
   “Kind of late to be having this conversation, isn’t it?” I smirked. “I mean, the place is right here.”
 
    
 
   “Of course! You’re stubborn. You got that from your grandfather,” he laughed. “If we brought it up any earlier than you actually seeing the place again, you would have dug in your heels, and that’d be that.”
 
    
 
   The two of them shared a small, knowing grin, and I simmered inside. “So,” Mom continued, “having any last thoughts? Or are you good to go?”
 
    
 
   “I’m good to go,” I frowned at them. Did they seriously think so lowly of me? Although it was true — I was stubborn, and it was my grandfather’s genes that probably did it. And they were right about everything, as much as I hated to begrudgingly admit it. I was having some second thoughts, gazing upon the ranch with a more permanent eye, and I would have bucked if they’d brought it up before the trip…
 
    
 
   But no, I had committed to this, and that was that. There was no reason to disappoint Uncle Jack now, and I was honestly looking pretty forward to the coming months. We’d timed everything so that I had a week at home before and after the trip, so that I could decompress before college started back up again. I was really looking forward to being toned and muscled from doing actual work instead of hitting the gym once or twice a week and sunbathing all summer. It made a pronounced difference, and I was fully expecting the boys to be all over me.
 
    
 
   “Well, alright then,” Dad glanced at me over his shoulder. “We’ll stick around a few to catch up with your uncle. You know you can call us if you need anything.”
 
    
 
   I opened my mouth to retort, but we were already pulling up around front. As the veranda swung back into view, I could see the tall, thin shape of my uncle, standing quietly in front of the door and quietly awaiting us.
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   Dad helped me bring my luggage in, and Mom gave Uncle Jack a loving hug and a peck on the cheek.
 
    
 
   “How have you been, darling?” He asked her, a smile curling along his lips beneath that brush of a mustache. “Surely the drive wasn’t too bad.”
 
    
 
   “No, it was fine, quiet,” she answered. “I’m great! Never been better.”
 
    
 
   “Is that because you’re about to ditch the squirt for the summer?” Uncle Jack asked, casting me a knowing, affectionate smirk.
 
    
 
   “Oh, no! Not at all! I just meant that—“
 
    
 
   “Oh hush, Olivia. I was only jesting. Inside you go!” He popped open the front door like a gentleman, allowing us in before greeting my father. “And Jonathan!” I heard him laugh, briskly taking Dad’s hand for a strong shake. “I see all that computer work is keeping those nimble fingers nice and soft.”
 
    
 
   “And I see the sun hasn’t burnt your skin to dust!”
 
    
 
   The men laughed as they followed us in, and Uncle Jack pointed Dad in the direction of the guest room. He huffed over that way, clutching my luggage. I was about to follow when I felt a strong hand clasp onto my shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Want somethin’ to drink? Anything nice and cold?” Uncle Jack whispered. “I’ve got some bottles of root beer, cokes, some water, juice…”
 
    
 
   “How about we take the ‘root’ out of the ‘beer’?” I asked slyly.
 
    
 
   He gave me a slight wink. “Always a time and place, sweetheart. Be on your best until they’ve hit the road.”
 
    
 
   “Root beer,” I grumbled half-heartedly.
 
    
 
   “A fine choice, miss,” he pulled free as Dad came back. “‘Bout to set her up with something cold. Want anything?”
 
    
 
   “You got a beer?” Dad asked, wiping his brow.
 
    
 
   “Damned near read my mind. Olivia?”
 
    
 
   Mom was fanning herself, looking for the thermostat in the kitchen. “Oh, hell with it, beer for me too. You good to drive with the one, John?”
 
    
 
   “You’re going to ask me if I’m okay to drive with one beer? Act like you know me.”
 
    
 
   They all shared a laugh as Uncle Jack fetched us some cool drinks from the fridge, popping the top off of the bottle for me. I spotted a wisp of smoke rising from the lip as I plugged it to my lips.
 
    
 
   After everyone was popping their tops, Uncle Jack leant back against the kitchen counter, with my parents seated at the table. He turned to me with a spry, mischievous look in his eye.
 
    
 
   “Now sweetheart, this is the part where we old folks do the whole, boring ‘catching up’ routine. Why don’t you settle yourself in? If you’re done early, there’s a fancy new big-screen in the livin’ room. Break that bad boy in for me.”
 
    
 
   Taking the invitation, I left my family to their devices while I flitted up the stairs to the guest room. It was a small, quaint little bedroom, with a twin-sized bed against the wall, a writing desk, a chest of drawers, and a small closet. The wallpaper had been ripped down since my last trip here, and the walls were instead painted with an earthy brownish red. It diminished the room’s size somewhat, but added character.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take me longer than half an hour to unpack, hang my week’s worth of jeans and button-ups, set my toiletries in the bathroom, and put a few frames up on the desk. Stripped of things to do, I thought back to the new television Uncle Jack had mentioned. Sliding down the wooden handrail against the wall, my flip-flops connected with a smack against the hardwood floor, and I wandered around the wall to the large, cozy den.
 
    
 
   Uncle Jack wasn’t kidding. I hadn’t known him to be much of a TV guy, but this was a NICE flatscreen, easily 65 inches. Perched atop a new, simple entertainment console built from cherrywood, I found the remote and settled down into the leather couch. The cool breeze from the overhead vent told me that Mom had figured out the air conditioning situation, and I heard the soft drone of my parents talking and laughing with my uncle as I flicked on the televisions, channel-surfed for a few minutes, and settled on some old Friends reruns.
 
    
 
   There would be plenty of time to adapt to the work, but for now, I’d take the surprise luxury while it was available.
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   My parents popped by to give me departing hugs and kisses before leaving me in my uncle’s care. After we saw them off, he chuckled and scratched the back of his head as we wandered back inside.
 
    
 
   “Those two. What a hoot.”
 
    
 
   “‘Hoot’ is one word.”
 
    
 
   He affectionately patted my head, then led me back towards the kitchen. “Alright then, time to discuss what you’ll be doin’ here. Schedule is as follows: up around 5, milkin’ the cows in the barn, cookin’ breakfast, tendin’ to the house, waterin’ the garden, big supper when I mosey on back home, and then that’s that. Laundry on Saturdays.”
 
    
 
   “What sort of ‘tendin’’ do you need?” I glanced around the room. Everything that I’d seen so far of this house suggested that it was already kept in extremely fine condition. Besides a little dust here and there, everything was neat, tidy, and had a proper place. Seemed like the upkeep was going to be pretty simple after all.
 
    
 
   “Oh, the usual. Washin’ the dishes. Scrubbin’ the floors. Wipin’ the counters. I’ve been keepin’ it up, but I’m a little on the tired side these days, and I just don’t have the time to carry it all on and keep the ranch a-runnin’. Might ask you for a little extra from time to time, but I’ll make it worth your while, trust me.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah?”
 
    
 
   “That’s right. We agreed on a smooth hundred-fifty a week. No rent, no bills, no nothin’. Extra stuff, I’ll tack on a little more. We can talk ‘bout that when it comes up. But worst case scenario, you’re home with fifteen hundred smackers in the bank, nothin’ to it.”
 
    
 
   “‘Smackeroos?’ Does anybody even say that anymore?” I teased.
 
    
 
   “Kid, you live out here all lonely-like and work off the hand, you pick up all sorts o’ weird habits.” He dug into the fridge again for another beer. “Now, this being your first Sunday, I’ve taken the liberty of doing the laundry shit myself. Next week, that’s all you. And I’ll have to test out your cookin’ tonight, just to make sure it’s up to snuff before I get started in the mornin’. Besides that, tonight you’re free to do whatever. Work starts tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   “What do you want for dinner?” I asked politely, picking away in the fridge. It seemed pretty well-stocked, with plenty of the essentials: eggs, condiments, sausages, roast beef, vegetables, milk…and that overlooked the pantry.
 
    
 
   “Oh, surprise me,” he chuckled with a wave of his wrist. “I’m takin’ a load off in front of that there TV. Have somethin’ in three hours, would you kindly.”
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   Dinner wound up being grilled barbecue-smothered chicken with garlic mashed potatoes, brussels sprouts, and stewed green beans. He wolfed down the food quickly before fetching himself seconds.
 
    
 
   “What do you think?” I asked politely, reaching for the can of beer that he’d set by my plate. “Hold up to expectations?”
 
    
 
   “You know, you’re makin’ me wonder why this is the first time we’ve thought of this here arrangement.” He sat down with the plate and set about wrecking the food again. “Sure as Hell beats my signature fried grits and toast.”
 
    
 
   “If I were you, I wouldn’t want my signature anywhere near that.”
 
    
 
   We shared a laugh, and caught up on each other’s lives. Unsurprisingly, he didn’t have much news to report since Grandpa had passed away last year. There had always been a few extra ranch-hands around, and I was surprised to see that Uncle Jack seemed to be taking care of everything by his lonesome.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I have a few…friends,” he mentioned after a sip of beer when I brought it up later that night. We were absent-mindedly watching Formula 1 racing on television. “They pass on through sometimes and lend a hand. In fact, you’re gonna meet ‘em soon.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah?” I asked, intrigued. I hadn’t been aware that anyone else was going to be around while I was here.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, probably should’ve mentioned them before…pack of boys, those lot. Ranch hands that help out from time to time. Young fellers, real tough. Only lot I’d trust to help care for this place. Known ‘em for a while.”
 
    
 
   I thought about this as I drank more of my beer. Part of the whole reason I’d come up here was to get away from boys, but it sounded like these weren’t my typical fare. I wondered what they were like, how tough they really were.
 
    
 
   This trip was about to get a whole lot more interesting…
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   Bright and early that morning, I was up and fixing breakfast for Uncle Jack and myself. He quickly scarfed down a plate of scrambled eggs, seasoned sausage cutlets, and French toast before taking me outside to teach me how he expected the chores done.
 
    
 
   Milking the cows was less squeamish than I had imagined, but it was still tedious work. I listened to the milk striking the metallic pail in bursts, and it reminded me of the way the rain would hit the metal roofing above the lunch tables at my elementary school. When done, I settled the cows back in under his watchful eye, and he helped me lug the buckets back indoors to be chilled and prepared later.
 
    
 
   Next, he showed me how to clean the stables. It was messier work, and I was always rubbing my brow with the back of my forearm, but the animals sure appreciated it.
 
    
 
   “Now, when the boys come in, they’re probably gonna take care of the more laborious side of things…you’ll probably only have to do this one other time before they show. But it still needs to be done, and I’m goin’ to be too busy tending to the cattle out there to handle it all myself.”
 
    
 
   “No, I’ve got it,” I reassured him. “I’m here to help, after all.”
 
    
 
   He patted my head again, a strong smile across his lips. “That’s my little niece. Now then, about the inside…”
 
    
 
   He explained his expectations about the cleanliness of the house, which I found fairly reasonable. It helped, as I said, that he had already maintained it pretty well. But he wanted more attention paid to the mud room, where he’d kick off his muddy boots and throw down whatever filth had accumulated during his work. He also wanted his boots polished while he relaxed after a hard day, and showed me the proper way to scrub them clean before whipping out the polish. Uncle Jack went through everything once for me, quizzing me briefly afterwards. Apparently satisfied, he asked me about dinner.
 
    
 
   “A surprise,” I told him.
 
    
 
   “Is it always gonna be a surprise?”
 
    
 
   “Damn straight.”
 
    
 
   “Keep ‘em guessin’,” he chuckled to himself.
 
    
 
   Leaving me to resume my duties, he snatched up a coiled whip and saddled up outside, then galloped off into the trees. I had already begun mentally preparing dinner as I started scrubbing down the floors, but I wondered to myself what it would be like to be out there with him, riding horseback and tending the land…
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   The ranch hands he had mentioned showed up around mid-day on Thursday. Uncle Jack hadn’t done them nearly any justice with his vague descriptions — they looked to be every ounce of man that he was, with their firm builds, broad shoulders, and chiseled jawlines. They were built taller and larger than my uncle, somehow seeming to draw the man who already imposed above my father. With dusty hair, glimmering green eyes, and charming demeanors, the ranch hands politely introduced themselves to me.
 
    
 
   “Brad, ma’am,” the first told me, doing a little bow as he lifted my knuckles to his lips. “Pleasure to make your acquaintance.”
 
    
 
   “Caiden,” the second offered, doing the same as he kept his confident eyes on mine.
 
    
 
   “And I’m Petro, at your service,” the final one explained with a sly smile.
 
    
 
   “The pleasure’s mine,” I answered them collectively. As much as I wished to maintain my composure, I could feel the blush rushing to my cheeks at the sight of these three incredibly hot, well-mannered country boys.
 
    
 
   “Well, come along, then!” Uncle Jack motioned, waving them inside. “You’ve had a long gallivant on the way here, haven’t ya? Time to rest those boots and take a load off…you can wait until tomorrow to get started.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, unless it’s any problem, we’re fine getting started right now,” Brad offered with a wink my way.
 
    
 
   “You lot and your stamina. Well, suit yourselves!” My uncle smiled, clapping them on the back. “Darlin’, you’re gonna be cookin’ for a few more tonight. See to it that our esteemed company is well fed, wouldn’t ya?”
 
    
 
   “She cooks?” Caiden asked, looking at me with renewed interest.
 
    
 
   “You’re damned right she does. Fantastic grub all around,” Uncle Jack answered. “You’ll not want to leave!”
 
    
 
   “No, I think perhaps not,” Brad smirked, his electric eyes focused on mine. For a brief moment, I thought I sensed something deeper to his words, as if he were telling me something. Licking my lips slightly, I became very aware of my breathing…
 
    
 
   “Well, I’m convinced!” Pedro chuckled. “As long as it isn’t your fried mystery meals, I don’t give a rat’s ass if she serves us rat’s ass!”
 
    
 
   The men roared with laughter as they clamored outside, heading towards the stables. Thoughtfully, I watched them all ride off a few minutes later, although I noticed Brad turn straight towards the window and tip his ten-gallon hat as they went on their way.
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   Getting used to the ranch hands being around wasn’t much of an adjustment, although I could sweat that I would see Brad smile at me out of the corner of my eye, or his gaze linger on me from time to time. Whether or not I was imagining it, I couldn’t help but smile inwardly. The kinds of guys who usually paid attention to me were typically nothing special, but it felt more substantial when it came from such handsome, rugged strangers…strangers who believed in being a real man, living off the land…
 
    
 
   They immediately took over the laborious stuff, as Uncle Jack had noted. I still woke up early to cook breakfast for everyone — in fact, I woke up a little earlier than before just to make sure there was enough to go around. After seeing them off, I took care of all the house duties, cleaned up the mud room, and polished the boots from the previous night. Since there were four of them now, they rotated out boots to keep me from falling behind on the workload. It usually took about an hour and a half to clean all eight boots, clearing off all the caked mud, and then polishing them afterwards.
 
    
 
   I usually found myself with about an hour of television time before I had to start preparing dinner. I tried to keep it as varied as I could, although I quickly learned that I could probably cook them their own boots (with a little seasoning, maybe) and they would have been happier with Uncle Jack’s own concoctions.
 
    
 
   Sundays were the lazy days, although I still had to have my uncle bring me into town to do all the grocery shopping for the week. We frequented a farmer’s market that sprawled out in the rural little village, picking up only the freshest vegetables and nicest cuts of meat.
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you grow your own vegetables, Uncle Jack?” I asked him on one of these trips. “You’ve got a whole ranch, it seems like you’d save some money and satisfaction with that…”
 
    
 
   “If you want a garden, build a garden. I never had the time or patience for that. Tried a few times, killed damn near everything.”
 
    
 
   That was my uncle for you. He was always straight to the point, willing to embrace his own flaws, and apparently less nurturing and hospitable than a desert. 
 
    
 
   I didn’t spend much time with the ranch hands, despite their increasingly obvious interest in me. They seemed to stick close to my uncle with whatever they did, and I silently begged to be left alone with them, to see if I had been reading the signals correctly.
 
    
 
   And one night, out of the blue, I got my chance…
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   I couldn’t sleep that night, easily a month into my trip, and decided to kick on some clothes and take a walk around. Uncle Jack had warned me to be careful if I wandered around after dark, but I knew I was a big girl, and that there weren’t any major predators near the ranch.
 
    
 
   The whole property took on a somewhat mystical feeling after dark. Always being inside after they came back in, I’d never bothered to walk around under the moonlight, and the whole place just seemed alive with the settled dusk.
 
    
 
   Wondering what to do, I remembered a small lake nearby — more like a pond, in all actuality. Thinking myself ready for a midnight swim, I carefully navigated my way towards the soft lapping of the water, through the brief, brisk layer of trees between it and me. I knew these woods stretched on for miles in either direction, but there was a stone crag that jutted out near the right way, acting as a natural landmark.
 
    
 
   Soon, my boots found the right path, and I slipped onto the trail and towards the water. Excitement filled me. I’d never been skinny dipping before, especially at night, and I was excited to live a little and enjoy the privacy of the lake under the stars.
 
    
 
   Try doing THIS back home, I smugly smiled to myself.
 
    
 
   Once I found the clearing of the lake, I stepped onto the small bridge and kicked off my clothes. Down to my underwear, I thought for a moment whether I should keep them, before finally shrugging and tossing them into the pile as well.
 
    
 
   I slipped into the cool, refreshing water. It was fairly hot and humid here, even at night, and the water had retained some of the temperature. No need to wade near the bridge — I dropped in completely, feeling the silt beneath my toes as my head descended a couple of feet underwater. Rising back up and treading water, I started to swim out a little further — but not too far.
 
    
 
   Alone with my thoughts, I wondered about my parents, about home, about college and my life afterwards. Uncle Jack had it so easy. It was hard, backbreaking work, but with some help, he’d be able to easily keep the place maintained. He didn’t have to worry too much about the outside world — keeping up with the neighbors, living with constant technological advances, social media, changing fashions…it was just the land, the help, and him.
 
    
 
   I respected him. I admired him. I loved my father to death, both Mom and Dad, but they didn’t have the stamina or the fortitude to do what my uncle did. They wouldn’t last longer than a few days out here, doing what he did the last few decades. He was a dying breed, and even into his Fifties, he loved what he did and he was damned good at it.
 
    
 
   The sounds of rustling from the trees ripped me from my thoughts, and I instantly dropped underwater. Swimming as low to the slit as I could, I darted in the direction of the bridge. Was somebody else out there? But then the worse question was asked: was I wrong about the predators?
 
    
 
   I came up for air under the bridge, and what I saw almost made my heart stop beating altogether.
 
    
 
   Three bears were wandering out from the trees and onto the lakebed. Large, shaggy animals with powerful muscles beneath their fur, they wandered along the edge for a moment, one pawing at the water. After a moment, they seemed to look at each other, before the light around them grew to a glimmer, and they…
 
    
 
   …They changed. It’s the only way I can describe it. It was over so quickly that I can still barely remember it. Their fur receded, their bodies shrunk, and their limbs contorted until they were three broad, powerful men, laughing and running for the bridge, ripping off their jeans and boots.
 
    
 
   But they weren’t just regular men.
 
    
 
   They were the ranch hands.
 
    
 
   Brad was the first to dive in, landing just ten feet in the water in front of me. Next was Petro, shouting “Cannonball!” at the top of his lungs. But Caiden, the last one, paused before lunging in after them. As I continued to tread water, ducking behind the thick column of the bridge, I realized all too late what had stopped him.
 
    
 
   “What’s the matter, boy? You change your mind after all?”
 
    
 
   “We’ve got company,” Petro told them. I heard a rustling up top and knew he was digging out an article of clothing, and judging by how the ranch hands looked up, he was probably holding it out.
 
    
 
   “It’s that niece of his,” Brad mentioned. “Where are you? Come on out! It’s fine, we’re not going to hurt you!”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip, still hiding behind the bridge. They hadn’t spotted me yet…
 
    
 
   “Maybe she’s not here anymore?” Caiden offered. “Maybe she just got scared by somethin’ and took off.”
 
    
 
   “Without her clothes?” Brad asked incredulously. “No…I’m more worried that she’s hurt herself…it’s dark, what if she slipped, she have drown out here…fuck, we’ve gotta look for her!”
 
    
 
   Petro stumbled around up top, and I could hear him moving towards the edge of the bridge.
 
    
 
   “You see anything, man?” Caiden called out.
 
    
 
   “…Nah! Nothing! I don’t see anyone out on the lake!”
 
    
 
   Brad turned to Caiden. “We’ve gotta tear this place apart, if anything’s happened to that girl…”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t take it anymore. I opened my mouth to call out to them…
 
    
 
   But something caught my foot. Before I could utter a syllable, something drifting snagged my foot and dragged me underwater. I struggled to grasp at it — something metal, by the feel of it, that just happened to clamp around it — but whatever it was, it was sinking, and I couldn’t even touch the top of the water now…
 
    
 
   I let out a panicked burst of air as I struggled to pull myself free. Whatever it was, it was going to spell my doom. They hadn’t seen me under the bridge, and I had no idea how close they were…
 
    
 
   I heard a tremendous splash nearby, and something new grabbed my arm. It was a hand, and in the dark, murky water I couldn’t make out who or what it was…but it was incredibly strong, and joined by the other. Another hand grabbed my leg, sliding down to feel the metallic trap around me, struggling to disentangle it.
 
    
 
   My lungs struggled for air, burning, and everything was growing even darker than before…
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   The next thing I remember, I sat up with a burst, gasping for air. The ranch hands were there, and I was clutching at them, begging, pleading…
 
    
 
   “It’s okay,” Brad told me assuringly. “Don’t worry. We got you. You’re alright now.”
 
    
 
   I struggled to regain my composure, staring up at them. I realized that I had been loosely redressed in my clothes. “How did you…why…did…?”
 
    
 
   “It’s stupid, probably, and maybe even life-threatening. But we didn’t want you waking up naked and wet, if you were comin’ back,” Brad looked sheepish. “We weren’t sure, actually…you were out of it a while, and none of us knew CPR. We didn’t want to bring you back to your uncle like we found you.”
 
    
 
   “That is the…stupidest thing I have ever…” I grumbled, glaring at all of them, “…but the sweetest. You are the oddest bunch of people I’ve ever met.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, you don’t know the half of it,” Caiden chuckled.
 
    
 
   All of a sudden, the whole “bear-dude transformation” thing came roaring back into my head, and my eyes bugged out as I drew back slowly.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, why did you have to remind her?” Pedro asked, slapping Caiden up the back of the head. “She could have just thought that was some kind of a dream.”
 
    
 
   It was Brad’s turn to punish him, grabbing him by the back of his hair. “And thanks to your stupid mouth, now she definitely knows it wasn’t.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry, boss!” Pedro mumbled, yelping as Brad’s grip grew tighter.
 
    
 
   “I won’t…I don’t understand…just…don’t hurt my uncle!” I blurted out. “I don’t care what you do to me, just don’t hurt him! He’s a good man!”
 
    
 
   Brad let go of Petro’s hair. “Wait, what? Why would we hurt him? He’s been nothing but kind to us! Even without knowing…no, we won’t lay a finger on him,” he reassured me. In the moonlight, his features took on a somewhat wicked tone, but they — and his voice — considerably softened when he realized what was happening.
 
    
 
   “No, no, you’ve got it all wrong,” he murmured gently. “We’re not going to hurt either you OR your uncle. You’re both safe. Although…now we don’t know what do do about you learning our secret…if you were just some stranger, we’d probably have to do something drastic, but you two? Never.”
 
    
 
   The confusion must have been apparent in my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Now, now, don’t you worry yourself at all,” Brad continued. “Besides, even if you weren’t Jack’s niece…you are the most wildly attractive woman we’ve ever seen in these parts.”
 
    
 
   Suspicions confirmed: awesome ranch dudes, bears or not, totally have the hots for me.
 
    
 
   “You’re…wow, I thought I had just been making that up,” I told him. “I’d seen you looking at me a little too much and thought, you know, I’m no one special…”
 
    
 
   “Oh, don’t you think that at all,” Brad whispered while the others shook their heads in agreement. “You’re incredibly special. And we’ve been struggling to keep our hands off of you.”
 
    
 
   “We?” I asked, glancing around at them. It was true — they were looking at me very hungrily now, and in an odd way, it was seriously turning me on…
 
    
 
   “Well, it’s true that you guys just saved my life…let’s just say I’m pretty wet, and I’m not talking about lake water…”
 
    
 
   Without sparing a second, the three bear-guy ranch hands descended upon me, ravenously ready to take me for a ride — all of them, at the same time.
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   Brad pulled me into his embrace, and my nostrils filled with his earthy musk. The sheer power of his presence called to me, teased me, made me crave more.
 
    
 
   So much more.
 
    
 
   His lips locked with mine, and I felt his strong fingers tenderly brush locks of my hair from my face. As he dove in for another kiss, I felt his tongue flit between my lips, pushing against mine into my mouth, and our mouths collided with force now. My hands slipped up the back of his bare shoulders, clenching into his skin, then grasping at the back of his head. I held him pressed against me, his lips to mine, and tasted his rugged strength.
 
    
 
   Unable to control himself, he pulled free, his fingers going for my buttons. I began prying them all open, top to bottom, but his impatience forced him to rip them all free. As he pulled my shirt open and off of my skin, my buttons flew against the ground, and my dark bra was exposed in the semi-light of the lakeside.
 
    
 
   My fingers immediately flew for his buckle, and I started to unzip him before he could coerce me further out of my clothes. While the other two watched, I sank to my knees in the soft earth, withdrawing his thick manhood from its prison beneath his jeans.
 
    
 
   I was no virgin, having grown up in a small town with nothing terribly exciting to do. But this cock was the largest, thickest one I’d ever seen. It put the boys I’d climbed into bed with to absolute shame. As I plucked it free into the night and began to stroke it, the thick erection continued strengthening itself, rising just a little higher and a little thicker.
 
    
 
   Brad took control, pushing my head down upon the shaft. My lips parting around it, I tasted the evidence of his anticipation. It was like salty nectar from the slit of his bulbous head, and I gracefully accepted the gift as my tongue slid around the mighty rod of his passion. Pumping my lips up and down it, I took as much of it into my mouth as I could, tugging his jeans down to his knees before cupping his balls and stroking with my free hand. Using everything to please him, I set to work getting him off, exhilarated that I was doing this outside where Uncle Jack could come out at any moment, and with others watching me…
 
    
 
   Brad’s hands on my head controlled my rhythm, pushing me towards the edges of my comfort. But I enjoyed the challenge, knowing that he wouldn’t truly hurt me, and adjusted to fulfill his needs. My hands moved to hold onto his jeans now, while his forceful pressure pumped my head up and down faster now, making me take more of him between my lips. He was so thick, so salty, so passionate that I was in absolute bliss on my knees for him.
 
    
 
   But we both knew that wouldn’t satisfy him for long.
 
    
 
   Brad plucked himself from my needful lips with a fistful of my hair, then pulled me onto my feet. The others descended upon me, unclipping my bra, ripping my boots free, and dragging my jeans down. Lifting me up for a brief moment, I was set back down on my feet with not a stitch of clothing on me. But the others backed off again while Brad settled me down against the grass, slinking up between my knees and kissing my chest. I tried to drag his face to my puffy nipples, but he continued downward, his tongue trailing my abdomen until he finally came to the wet lips of my pussy. Gently but ravenously, he dove his tongue inside, lapping away at my juices as I clutched his head with my fingers, grasping into tufts of his thick hair.
 
    
 
   The others slipped down now, each settling down on either side and grasping at one of my pillowy breasts apiece. While their strong hands kneaded softly but firmly, they took my nipples into their mouths, flicking and teasing the pointy peaks as they did so. My hands soon flew back up, taking their heads into the crooks of my arms as they focused on pleasing me. Meanwhile, my legs clamped around Brad’s head, and my ankles settled over each other on his lower back.
 
    
 
   My back arched with the near-electric sensations that rippled down my spine. My chest heaved as I clutched these teasing, sucking, biting lips to my yearning nipples. My legs quivered with delight as I squeezed tighter around the handsome werebear ranch-hand who was sucking at my clit now, pushing two calloused, sturdy fingers deep into my wet, aching pussy. I had never experienced even half of these sensations with anyone I’d taken to bed, and the exhilaration turned me on harder than I’d ever been.
 
    
 
   My hands snaked down to grasp at Brad’s thick hair again, and I pulled his tongue free from me. “Fuck me,” I begged him, my spine twitching from a fresh wave of nipple biting. “Please, for the love of…just fuck me.”
 
    
 
   “And who am I to turn down that kind of request from such a pretty little thing?” He smirked confidently, pulling free from my pussy. As he rose up, kicking off the rest of his jeans, one of the others plunged their fingers down to fill the void. I gasped and groaned, throwing my head back into the soft earth again, and my hips bucked to meet the pressure. While Brad got himself ready, I felt a thumb rubbing circles against my raised nub, and I clenched to the shifters tasting my breasts even harder than before.
 
    
 
   But Brad was back now, standing tall and handsome in the moonlight. Just as naked as I, he dropped to his knees between my own, pulling my ankles up onto his shoulders.
 
    
 
   “This might hurt just a little,” he warned me.
 
    
 
   “I’m not a virgin.”
 
    
 
   “Same difference,” he chuckled.
 
    
 
   Grasping his thick cock in the grip of his fist, he rubbed the bulbous crown along my slit until finally diving it into me. He had been right — no matter how wet I was, how ready I had been, the gargantuan beast between his legs still pried my inner walls apart more than I could have expected. I felt a sting as my body struggled to adjust for him, but he continued to make headway, pushing into me, until I could feel his dangling balls against my skin.
 
    
 
   Thrusting with all of his primal power, my hands left the shifters still pleasing my nipples as they clenched the earth, reaching for anything. Pulling up grass wherever they went, I settled for digging my fingertips into the soft dirt as Brad’s punishing thrusts overwhelmed my mind and my sanctity. He was determined to have me — all of me — and commanded nothing less than complete and utter domination.
 
    
 
   Shaking the other two free, he whipped me onto my hands and feet, his fingers digging into my hips as we fucked. Between thrusts, Brad would sometimes deliver a jaw-droopingly powerful SLAP! across my ass, seemingly eager to tenderize his meat as he played with it.
 
    
 
   But he wasn’t the only one who wanted a crack at me. One of the others — Petro, by the looks of it — was asserting himself at my mouth as I was controlled from behind. Pressing his eager cock against my lips, I gladly parted them around the thick erection, already tasting the slight leak of his desire from the tip. He grasped my hair with a fistful from behind, roughly pulling my hair down his hot shifter shaft with furious, primal intensity. In the partial light, I could sense the third shifter, having pulled his cock free from his jeans and stroking himself while watching. The fact that I was being dominated by both and STILL watched only made me wetter, and I was determined to put on a good show.
 
    
 
   Soon, Brad settled in the grass on his back, and I carefully lowered onto his cock, settled down with my ankles on either side of his shins. Before I could press my hands onto his chest, Petro was back, pulling my mouth onto his hard, hot cock. While I allowed him to control my mouth, forcing me to bob up and down on his shaft, I rolled my hips hard against Brad and felt him clench into mine with his crippling need. Servicing both at the same time felt incredible, and I knew that while I was on his lap, I had the control.
 
    
 
   I felt a sensation near my innermost hole, and felt a slick, wetness finger reaching for my hidden star. It was the final shifter, reaching down to play with my asshole, and Brad held me still while the calloused finger wormed its way inside to the knuckle. I’d never allowed any of the boys I’d slept with anywhere near that hole, although I’d been begged and pleaded with for anal plenty of times before. But somehow, it felt completely right with these shifters. When a second finger slipped in beside the first, and they rigged a little deeper, I still didn’t mind. In fact, several minutes later when they left, I felt unfulfilled suddenly, even with a cock in my throat and my hips thrusting down upon another. But when I felt the head of the third shifter cock pushing into my ass, slick and ready for me, I understood perfectly.
 
    
 
   Caiden carefully, gently maneuvered himself inside while Brad held my hips still once more. He made headway in inches, retreating if he needed to, but otherwise always pushing forwards. Soon, he was over halfway deep into my ass, and the collective rhythm began anew.
 
    
 
   Petro was rougher with my mouth now, sheathing his cock deeper into my throat. Brad below me took back the reins, powering his punishing rod into my pummeled pussy. With Caiden fucking my ass into complete submission, his hands grasping firmly onto my bouncing breasts and teasing my nipples, I knew that it wasn’t going to be long before I was finally struck with my impending climax.
 
    
 
   It was simply a question of who would be getting off first.
 
    
 
   Turns out, the answer was Petro. With my tongue sliding along the pronounced vein of his shifter cock, teasing the sensitive glans, he couldn’t withstand destroying my throat for long. Grasping even more of my hair into his fist, he pulled my lips all the way down to hilt the entirety of his cock. Groaning out his orgasm, he shot his hot load across the back of my throat, slowly withdrawing after the deed was done. As his cock slithered back across my tongue, I licked it clean, salvaging any taste of his cum before swallowing it all.
 
    
 
   While he retreated away, I continued to thunderously fuck Brad and Caiden. Pinned between them, I felt their cocks fighting it out, separated only by the thin layer of my vaginal wall. They had formed a rhythm together, with one pulling out while the other pushed in. This had the effect of ensuring that I was fulfilled for every last second of our ravenous sex…although Caiden wasn’t going to last too much longer either.
 
    
 
   The telltale signs were all there — his thrusting became more frantic, his movements erratic, and his breathing more labored. His hands drifted from squeezing my breasts to clenching into my skin, as he grasped my shoulder in one and my hips in the other. Pushing me over slightly, he pistons his thick erection faster and deeper into me until he finally couldn’t take it anymore. Giving it one, two last thrusts, his head buried as deep into my bowels as it could go, and he unleashed the contents of his thick balls into my back chasm.
 
    
 
   Disentangling himself, he left me with Brad, who decided that enough was enough. Pulling me up with him, he hoisted me onto his waist, his strong hands supporting my thick buttocks as he lowered me down onto his cock again. My hands wrapped around his shoulders as my ankles dangled on either side of his hips. He was completely in control now — just how he liked it — and my hips came crashing down against his, time and time again. With his boundless, impossible stamina, he thunderously assaulted my pussy with his raging cock until I was a quivering, moaning mess against his body…
 
    
 
   …And then the climax finally came. It was lightning-fast, powered by the arching of my back and the energy that surged across my body. Before I knew it, I was locking onto him tighter, a guttural noise bursting into the night — was that me? — as I felt my mind empty itself completely. A crippling wave of pleasure flooded in, matching the physical burst of ecstasy with an electric whiplash of unbearable orgasm. In fact, I felt several burst within me, easily half a dozen, one right after the other. I was only barely aware that I could feel Brad tighten against me, finally dropping my hips onto his cock and holding himself buried within me with one last hurrah. As my multiple waves of pleasure began to calm down, I felt his hot shifter seed burst up into my drenched pussy, finally fulfilling me to completion.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit,” I murmured as he set me down against the ground. “That was fucking incredible…”
 
    
 
   “How long did you say you will be in these parts?” Brad asked, stroking my hair aside as I struggled to stand up straight. “We would love to see you again sometime…”
 
    
 
   He turned to the others, and I noticed them nodding with restrained enthusiasm out of the corner of my eye.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I’m going to be here all summer,” I grinned, digging up my clothes from the dirt. Luckily, my uncle was already asleep…I had no idea how I was going to explain all of this to him, if he saw me creeping back inside, dripping with crumbled dirt. “Good thing that Uncle Jack isn’t awake,” I spoke aloud. “He’d probably pitch an absolute fit if he knew I was fuckin’ the help.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I think your uncle knows,” Brad answered with a smile, pushing aside a thick bush ahead. Scooping up my last few things, and grasping my boots between my fingers, I peered out from behind him to the house. There was a second-floor light on, and if I was judging correctly, it was the one to his bedroom…
 
    
 
   “Aw, fuck,” I murmured to myself.
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   Sheepishly, I closed the front door as quietly as I could. Sneaking into the house was pretty much an exercise in futility, as I knew he was awake and probably well aware of what I had been doing.
 
    
 
   “Late night for a walk,” I heard from the living room.
 
    
 
   DAMMIT.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, you could say that,” I answered, kicking off my boots and sauntering towards the flickering light from around the corner. Popping my head in, he was watching his big screen television again. This time, it was a monster truck show of some sort. Looked like a rerun.
 
    
 
   “Listen, Uncle Jack, I just—“
 
    
 
   “No need.” He turned away from the television, but I couldn’t see his exact expression in the light. “Go on then, have a seat, darlin’. Grab a beer. Hell, grab me one, too. I’m runnin’ low on mine.” He lifted his can, sloshing it quietly.
 
    
 
   Confused, I did as I was told, and tossed him a refill. He swigged down the remainder and set it aside on the end table, before popping the lid on the fresh one. “Go on, then,” he murmured, and I popped the top on my own.
 
    
 
   “Uncle Jack—“
 
    
 
   “What you do is none of my business, darlin’. Just don’t get me in any trouble with your folks, okay? I know the ranch-hands are attractive, and they won’t hurt ya. Their kind have been friends of our kind for some time. Goes back a few generations.”
 
    
 
   “I…wait, their kind?” I asked, flummoxed. “You mean you knew?”
 
    
 
   “Know what? That the hands on my ranch are werebear shifters? ‘Course I know! What the hell kind of ranch owner would I be if I didn’t know the help!” He gave a riotous laugh before sucking down another swig of beer. “Hell, your grandfather even got one of their women knocked up, long time ago. Not sure your daddy knows he’s the youngest of three.”
 
    
 
   “I…wow.” I dropped into the comfort of the leather sofa. “They never said anything about you knowing. Seemed to indicate the alternative, actually.”
 
    
 
   “That was Brad doin’ that, right?” He chuckled. “Brad’s sorta like that. Like to fuck around with people. But no, your great grandfather was tight with the shifters. Runs in the family. Only, your father didn’t stick around the ranch long enough to figure it out. Probably wouldn’t have handled it well, in hindsight…”
 
    
 
   I nodded thoughtfully. “No, he doesn’t seem the type…”
 
    
 
   “And yet, here we are,” Uncle Jack smiled. “The shifters have always taken a like to us. You see, your great-grandpa saved one of them. The alpha male. Leader of the whole pack. And I’ve had the luxury of helping a few of them out in a bind myself. So they’re real honorable-like, those folks. Most of ‘em, they’ve moved on for different parts, but those three come by to help out sometimes. Didn’t really occur to me that they’d be sniffin’ around you, but they have a blood oath sort of thing…it’s complicated. All you need to know is that you’re safe near them, and they’ll make you happy.”
 
    
 
   “How long are they going to be around?”
 
    
 
   He scratched his chin. “Long as you are, I imagine now…and probably every time you come back. You’ve done fine work so far, and you’re free to visit whenever you’d like. Keep me in the loop, and I’ll get in contact with ‘em…Hell, I don’t have any kids, maybe one day this ranch’ll be yours. You like that idea? Ownin’ yourself a shifter ranch?”
 
    
 
   A goofy smile crossed my face as I took a deep gulp of the beer. I DID like the idea. I liked it a LOT…
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this steamy paranormal romance, you’re in luck! I’m going to give you another sultry little tale for FREE! Keep turning pages for a FREE copy of “TAKING ON FOUR SHIFTERS”!


 
   
  
 



More from Willow Wilde
 
    
 
   Click here for all my books! Just remember: all of my stories are FREE if you’re a Kindle Unlimited subscriber!
 
    
 
   Ready to keep updated with my latest books? I publish several times a week, and my mailing list is the best way to keep in touch with my content! Subscribe now and if it’s not for you, unsubscribe anytime! No spam, no questions asked, and complete discretion!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   TAKING ON FOUR SHIFTERS
 
   By Willow Wilde
 
   
This book is protected under copyright law and is not to be copied or distributed without proper credit to the author. It is, at the author’s discretion, sold without DRM software to guarantee that you can enjoy it on whichever device you choose. This is a work of fiction meant for mature audiences only. It contains adult situations and explicit content.
 
    
 
   Check out all my books – free to Kindle Unlimited members!
 
   
 © 2015 True Desires Publishing
 
   


 
   
  
 



Want More?
 
   If you like what you read here – or if you just want more young, unsatisfied women being completely dominated and pleased by groups of hung, needful shifters, then you want to join the Willow Wilde mailing list!
 
    
 
   Scratch your shifter gangbang needs with the ONLY shifter mailing list that updates every weekday with brand new content, free books, and open for feedback at any time!
 
    
 
   I work hard to guarantee your satisfaction and hope you join my mailing list today!
 
   


 
   
  
 



Table of Contents
 
    
 
   
Title
 
    
 
   TAKING ON FOUR SHIFTERS
 
    
 
   More From Willow Wilde
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   TAKING ON FOUR SHIFTERS
 
    
 
   My anticipation turned to surprise when I saw Mark’s jeep in the driveway. He’s not supposed to be back home yet! I checked my wristwatch, and the hand was on its slow, speedy turn. It was still half past one…way too early for him to be here, not with his job and all. How am I supposed to get the surprise ready for his birthday if he’s ALREADY here?
 
    
 
   Confusion dictating my thoughts, I parked myself beside the bright red jeep. Quietly nestling the door shut, I scampered up to the front door and slowly, silently let myself inside.
 
    
 
   Meekly setting my keyring on its hook by the door, I crept around the bottom floor of the house. The place was absolutely silent, and the only sign I saw of him was his own set of keys, dropped onto a bundled newspaper on the kitchen table. Where the hell IS he? I thought to myself as I peered around corners and peered into rooms. Even his downstairs office was untouched.
 
    
 
   Maybe he’s just upstairs, using the restroom.
 
    
 
   Slinking with painstakingly careful footsteps, I crept up the stairs. Fred must have given him a half-day today, I thought to myself. Typical. What am I going to do NOW? 
 
    
 
   I was already thinking on my feet, improvising the surprise I was going to prepare for him tonight, when I heard it. Near the top of the stairs, just down the hallway, our bedroom door was ajar. The sounds were unmistakable, but I had to see it for myself. Every footstep towards that door, my stomach churned harder and my head grew fainter…
 
    
 
   Just outside the door, I peered into the room. The door was only open a crack, but I saw him, sprawled out on the bed with…
 
    
 
   Tammy?!
 
    
 
   My best friend, the maid of honor, was riding cowgirl on my fiancé. Undulating her hips against his, I couldn’t see his face but recognized those long, gangly, hairy legs anywhere. Her black hair rolled midway down her back, bouncing along with her body as she fucked him. Leaning over towards him, her palms must have been against his chest, and I could hear their moaning as they ruined my impending marriage.
 
    
 
   I thought I was going to faint.
 
    
 
   Clutching a hand to my face, I whimpered lightly, taking a step out of sight of the door. They hadn’t seen or heard me, and continued to fuck with abandon as I slumped against the wall and fought back my tears. I can remember myself thinking: we’re supposed to be wed in TWO WEEKS. The fucking bachelor party is NEXT WEEKEND. I expected him to get a few lap dances from a stripper, maybe get a little tease while with the guys…but this…
 
    
 
   And it was her. Tammy and I had known each other since third grade. She had been a major part of my life for the better part of fifteen years, and for her to betray me like this…
 
    
 
   My brain started to reel as I pulled myself free from the wall and maneuvered back towards the stairs. I played the sight through my head over and over, still hearing the faint noises of their sex as I crept back down towards the foyer. I wondered to myself how long they had been doing this — was it just now? Just a filthy little birthday sex, fresh from a tighter body that wasn’t mine?
 
    
 
   I looked down at myself as I quietly wandered back downstairs. My confidence was shattered. All through school, I’d consoled myself that I was a real woman, that the boys were just that — boys. That they didn’t appreciate my curves, look past my generous weight to see my kind spirit. It didn’t help that I never put out, but I had been clear up front on that with the few boyfriends I’d had. Only after the wedding, I told them. They were warm and understanding to the idea at first, but after the first few months passed by…
 
    
 
   It was always the same. They’d grow too impatient, or try to force me to do something I wasn’t willing to do. And it always ended the same way, too. Me, heartbroken and putting the pieces back together, knowing that they were already giving the shaft to the first slut they saw. The skinnier girls were always putting out, eager for the attention. But I was stronger than that. I had standards. Morals.
 
    
 
   And those morals had gotten me here. To come home, ready to put the final touches on a gift I had planned for weeks…only to find that this time, my man hadn’t bothered with the breaking up part, but chose to let me find out the hard and devastating way.
 
    
 
   CREAK.
 
    
 
   I froze for a split second, then bolted down the last couple of stairs. I had skipped the faulty stair on my way up, but while I was lost in thought it had completely slipped my mind. As I heard a thump from upstairs and a door fly open, I thought quickly and sidestepped to snatch his keys off of the newspaper. I could hear murmuring from upstairs, and it sounded like a slight argument. They forgot how thin the walls were to this house.
 
    
 
   “Honey?” I heard from upstairs. “Honey, are you down there?”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t manage even a squeak without bawling, so I darted back to the front door, grabbed my own keys off of the front door, and slammed it shut behind me. I already had my main key in my quivering fingers and locked it behind myself, just in case they went back to their sex and someone wandered in to steal something, then hopped back into my car. I heard thumping down the stairs as I started the ignition, glanced over my shoulder to check for oncoming vehicles, and whipped out of the driveway as I hit the power button to roll down my driver’s side window.
 
    
 
   Tammy flew out the door, dressed in a haphazard array of mixed clothing. One of his long-sleeved sweaters covered her chest while she had a pair of her high-cut shorts on beneath it — for a moment, it looked like it was just the sweater altogether. Her arms were flailing, and she was trying to wave me down. 
 
    
 
   “Wait! Mandy! STOP!” I could see that she was crying as she darted out to the driveway, but I whipped the car around the other way, tossing his keyring out the window. Just before I peeled off and left the traitors to the rest of their afternoon, I watched with some smug satisfaction as it slipped down the run-off drain, disappearing beneath the street.
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   I seemed to subconsciously know where I was going long before I consciously did. While I tried to calm myself down and begin to think rationally, I would snap out of it to find myself driving towards the interstate, or passing up familiar exits several towns over from home. Wiping my tears free, I wondered what was going to happen now, and what I would do to clear things up with the guests. Plane tickets had already been bought. Both families were counting down the days until the big day. The date had been saved for months.
 
    
 
   But I knew it would be best to figure these things out later. For now…I wasn’t so sure about now. Yet, I felt like it was going to work itself out, somehow. I just didn’t know what I was going to tell them.
 
    
 
   It was only when I saw the exit for Checker’s Grove that I realized where I was going. The small, quaint forest town was known in these parts for being a hotbed for shifter activity. They had originally been in the woods, protecting the simple townsfolk from threats within — once or twice a backwoods gang had tried to move in, and occasionally there was a kidnapping or a murder, although justice always seemed to be dealt in the end. A place like that always seemed to attract some weird stuff, but nobody seemed to grasp the reality of the situation until the shifters came out in the open, a few years back. All over the world, they had been living right under our noses, but as technology had advanced and their forests had been whittled away, they had felt the need to come out from the woodworks, so to speak.
 
    
 
   And as it turned out, one of the areas where shifters had propagated was the quiet, little town of Checker’s Grove, less than an hour from where I lived.
 
    
 
   As their kind had assimilated into the public’s eye, not without its complications of course, one of the major traits known was their penchant for filthy, amazing sex. It was a bit taboo to speak about freely, but everyone knew that shifters were a mating bunch, and that they lived and died by pack mentality. The alpha male led his small flock of werebears, werewolves, whatever you had, and usually he was the biggest, meanest, sexiest of the bunch.
 
    
 
   I knew why I was driving to Checker’s Grove. I knew why I was pulling up to Ursula’s, the rebranded shifter bar smack on the edge of town, near the woods. As I walked through the door, wiping my last few tears and scanning the room, I knew exactly what I was doing. As the gruff shifter male made eye contact with me, leant over the pool table and preparing to win the game with a precision shot, he knew too.
 
    
 
   Because I was there to forget.
 
    
 
   And the quickest way was to gang-bang a pack of hot werebears.
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   The shifter introduced himself to me after securing the victory. Punching fists with his competitor, a slightly shorter but still handsome specimen that soon joined the other two seated members of their pack, he turned to me with his piercing green eyes. Anyone can wear colored contacts, but the way that they glowed, and the intensity at which they scrutinized, matched the visual calling card of the human-formed shifter. His strong, broad shoulders, thick beard, and rippled biceps equally matched the descriptions I’d heard.
 
    
 
   “Joshua,” he spoke, taking my hand and kissing it lightly. “And who might you be?”
 
    
 
   “My name’s Mandy,” I told him. 
 
    
 
   “And what brings you to Ursula’s?” He asked politely, his gaze dragging over to the bartender. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed her nodding, then pulling away with a laugh from a customer to pour some drinks.
 
    
 
   “It’s been a bad day, and I’m just looking for a good time.”
 
    
 
   “A bad day…” he wistfully repeated, rubbing the cue cube along the tip of his billiards stick. “There are plenty of bad days. Surely you can find a…less dangerous way of remedying your circumstances. After all, a shifter bar might not be the place for you, not with your…generous features…” His gaze flowed over my curves. That was the other thing I knew about shifters — they loved curves on their women.
 
    
 
   “Well, I came home to surprise my fiancé for his birthday, but it turned out that my best friend did the work for me. I caught them fucking in my bed.”
 
    
 
   The alpha male froze, and his pack turned to face me with a mixture of collective pain and interest. “That is…inexcusable,” he gruffly responded, handing his instruments to the closest shifter. “When a man promises a woman, he must always stick to his word. Such things are sacred, to be mated for life.”
 
    
 
   “I agree. And he’s broken my heart.”
 
    
 
   Joshua took the two tumblers from the waitress who peeked up beside us, a tray of liquor glasses held on her palm. As he handed me one, the alpha shifter nodded politely to her, and she gave me a large, sincere smile as she scampered off to booze up another pool table of patrons.
 
    
 
   “I see,” he replied. “And in your broken heart, you have come to this place to seek…retribution? Vengeance, perhaps? He broke the customs, and so you are to break them as well?” His green retinas eyed me suspiciously as he chucked back half of his glass.
 
    
 
   “It’s more than that…I’m untouched. I’ve waited my entire life to be properly seduced, and now, just weeks before our wedding…he’s ruined everything. If he can’t be a real man, then I don’t think he deserves to be the one to take me first. I think I should make sure a real man does it first.” Summoning up every ounce of seduction I had, I gave him a sly, wicked smile. “Do you know where I might find one of those?”
 
    
 
   The pack was definitely watching me now, and I could see the hunger in their eyes. Joshua himself was paused, searching my gaze with his own. As if by something supernatural (and let’s face it, it’s not like that was out of the question here), it felt like he was peering into me, searching into my very soul for my intentions. Judging, perhaps. It was almost a physical sensation, and I shivered as he tilted his head, then blinked, pulling back with a smile.
 
    
 
   “You understand, of course, what it means to throw yourself at me. Even if I did want to pursue vengeance with you, it is my duty to see to the needs of my pack. And they can be…voracious,” he turned to them, and they remained on their best behavior. Clearly, though, they hungered for the very thought of it, and I could catch the slightest hint of their musk.
 
    
 
   “You do things together. As a pack.”
 
    
 
   Joshua regarded me smoothly. “Yes. As you say…as a pack. It can be quite overwhelming to a woman, especially one so…inexperienced as yourself.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t care,” I told him. “I’ll take it all. I just want to finally experience it. If he’s going to string me along for all this time and violate everything we built together at the last second, then maybe I’m just going to have to see what I’ve been missing all this time.”
 
    
 
   The alpha male pulled close now, whispering into my ear. “You are sure? There’s no going back…”
 
    
 
   “Do it. Take me. All of you.” Where my confidence was coming from, I had no idea. Whomever this heartbroken, fierce Mandy was, I couldn’t tell you…but I liked her. She got things done. She owned herself, striking hard with arrogance and self-esteem I’d never felt before.
 
    
 
   “Then it is done,” he smiled. “Mated. Just for tonight.”
 
    
 
   Joshua pulled back, peering over at the bartender again. As I turned to face her, she smiled at the two of us, then waved over as she slid out from behind the bar, a thick keyring in her hands. As the pack swooped around me, we followed her towards the private room, and she unlocked it and gave me a sexy, confident grin.
 
    
 
   “Have fun, kids.”
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   As they ripped my clothes from me, I felt my confidence swell as primal need rose up deep within me. Soon, we were all naked together, and they were kissing and biting all across my body as my fingertips trailed along their stunning abs. Taking on all of them wasn’t going to be easy, but a feral instinct to mate was quickly bubbling to the surface, and I had a whole lot of tension to expel over what was to come.
 
    
 
   I dropped to my knees as the four shifters stood proud, their bobbing cocks twitching in front of my face. Eagerly anticipating the beads of pre-cum that were beginning to form at the tips of their bulbous heads, I grasped a pair of shafts with enthusiasm. Sliding my tongue along the slit of the purpling, engorged crown, I lapped up the salty droplet of passion, sliding it into my mouth like a rich, premium treat. I soon lapped up another, and then allowed my lips to descend upon a third shifter shaft as my fingers began firmly stroking the girth cocks held in my fists.
 
    
 
   Joshua was the first to feel my lips around his thick shifter erection. On my knees, stroking off two of his pack members, I felt an overwhelming sense of needing to please him as he stared down upon me with those piercing green eyes. They were full of a commanding dominance, but also a slight tenderness. The shifter alpha was staring into my very core, exactly the way I always wanted a man to look at me.
 
    
 
   And it only served to make me far more aroused than even before.
 
    
 
   He plucked his cock free from my lips and, with a look that told me everything, I descended down upon a different shifter cock. Cycling him out of the rotation, I started pleasing his fellow pack, always sucking down one while stroking the others. Joshua watched intently, his hand firmly around his own generous length of manhood as I worked. I could see the need in his eyes, but he was the pack leader, and he wanted the others to have their fill before he swooped in and claimed me properly.
 
    
 
   The shifters lifted me up and situated me on a stool, my back against the countertop. While the others dove in to grasp at my breasts and clamp into my skin, Joshua dove back into the throng to kiss his way down my chest, easing himself towards my thick thighs. Pushing them apart with strong, calloused fingers, he began to plant nibbles along my skin as I felt his hot breath wafting against the tender lips of my yearning pussy. Nuzzling into the wet lips, he soon found my hood and pressed his tongue against it, locating my clit almost immediately. Teasing, he applied various levels of pressure as he flicked it with the wet, pink organ, hoisting my thighs over his shoulders and burying his face between my legs.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile, the other three shifters were fighting for dominance over the rest of me. Larsen took the lead on claiming my face, grabbing me behind the head and uncompromisingly shoving his girth down my mouth. I felt his head pushing against the back of my throat, and silently thanked my lack of gag reflex. Meanwhile, I tried to focus on stroking off Bernard and Lupin, although the utter dominance of both my upper and lower sets of lips was keeping me rather preoccupied, to say the least. They seemed to want a crack at filling my throat, and started to snarl and snap at Larsen, who returned fire with a low, sinister growl. The three of them, competing over me while their leader controlled me between my legs, added a layer of personal pride to my mounting satisfaction.
 
    
 
   I could feel Joshua adjusting between my thighs as he began to lap away at my pussy proper, shifting his hands to clit pleasing duties. My thighs instinctively squeezed around his head, and I was afraid for a moment that he was going to stop, or be angry — but apparently the shifter was only spurred on, as he began to tend to me more voraciously than before. After several minutes of this, he pulled his face free, slick with my juices, and inserted a calloused finger into my wet chasm. Teasing and tenderly gliding it against my inner walls, it was soon met with another, and while he kissed my inner thighs he found my g-spot and expertly worked it inside me.
 
    
 
   By now, I was giving up on stroking off the other two shifters as I sucked down Larsen’s length. Instead, I grabbed his hips and wolfed down his thick cock, but they weren’t willing to be second and third fiddle to this any longer. He had to budge himself from my face as another took his place — and out of Bernard’s intense need, he dominated me rougher than before, forcing his cock down my throat almost immediately. I welcomed his relentless dominance, as it proved to me how much he needed to be satisfied, and how perfect my mouth was for the role. As my throat squelched with his fury, he pulled himself free for a moment and watched the tethers of saliva that drooped between his shifter cock and my quivering lips.
 
    
 
   Joshua soon ascended up from beneath my legs, wiping his lips clean with the scruff of his wrist. His three shifter companions turned to face him briefly, and something silent seemed to be exchanged between them. As if on cue, they immediately pulled me from the stool as he watched to the side, and began worshipping my curves again. I felt Larsen bite down on my neck as the others suckled at my nipples. My hands immediately latched to their heads, holding them in place as they teased my firm nubs gently between their teeth, stroking my nipples with their hot, yearning tongues.
 
    
 
   Lupin pulled free and, through sheer force of presence, pushed Larsen back. It was his turn to take me, and he already knew exactly how he was going to do it. Snatching me up off of my feet, he held me in his powerful arms, coercing my ankles around his waist as I held onto his shoulders. Trembling in anticipation, I reached down to grasp his firm, heavy erection as I positioned it where it needed to go, and I felt him lower my full body down his rippling abs. As the thick head of his shifter shaft pressed into the lips of my pussy, I felt my body adjust for him, allowing him inside.
 
    
 
   He faced a brief barrier as my intact womanhood held him back briefly. With a strong push, he broke through the layer of skin, filling me with a sharp pain that gradually subsided as I gasped at his fullness, at how it stretched me inside. Try as I might, I couldn’t stifle my moan as my lips quivered apart, my lids half closed with my gaze firmly on his piercing green eyes. In this moment, his confidence was exhilarating, his masculinity overwhelming. He gave a slight, sly little smirk that absolutely melted me as he thrust himself deep into my wet chasm, and I felt the worries of the world absolutely drift away with my thighs wrapped around him.
 
    
 
   What was slow and gentle at first quickly picked up to a mounting frenzy. My hips rolled against his as he punished me with his rigid, red-hot erection, pummeling into me with an incredible tempo that reduced me to a moaning, grasping mess. I needed him. I needed ALL of them. But losing my virginity in the air, held up by a startlingly handsome shifter with a rugged, chiseled face that was smiling wickedly at me…
 
    
 
   I barely noticed the pressure at my inner star at first, but after several minutes of Lupin controlling the intensity that throttled my pussy, Larsen was soon positioning himself behind me. His slick finger was pushing into my asshole now, teasing me inside against the sensations that I was already experiencing. I clutched to Lupin harder now, feeling the penetrating digit slide inward to the first, no, the SECOND knuckle, and after a brief moment he was fitting a second one inside as well. I had never done much butt stuff before, but the truth of the matter was that feeling him stimulating me from behind that way only made my sex hotter. 
 
    
 
   I could see Joshua and Bernard, standing to the side and stroking themselves while watching. The added voyeurism was incredible to me, although I knew that they would be participating soon enough. After all, Joshua was simply biding his time until the others had taken their fill, while Bernard…Bernard was simply looking for an opening to take, both figuratively and literally. As soon as I was in a more amenable position, I had no doubt that he was going to join the sweaty fray, although I had no earthly idea how I was going to handle all three of them at once.
 
    
 
   But my thoughts were ripped from that when I felt the pressure with my ass change. Larsen was holding my hole agape now, and I could feel him pushing the demanding tip of his cock against the opening.
 
    
 
   “Oh god, I don’t know if I’m…if I can…” I stumbled through the words, unable to properly communicate through the bliss. Fingering my ass was one thing, but fucking it?
 
    
 
   “Shhh, little dove,” Joshua reassured me, now by my side. “He will be gentle with you. Do not worry…just relax, and let him do what he must. If you release your tension and allow him to claim your ass, your pleasure will meet a new height…”
 
    
 
   Twisting my neck, I looked Larsen in the eyes as much as I could. “Will you be gentle?”
 
    
 
   “Of course,” he told me, his voice drenched with musky need. “I’ll stop if you tell me to. But let me do this, and I guarantee you’ll be pleading for me to continue…do you trust me?”
 
    
 
   I thought on his words and nodded quickly, turning my attention back to Lupin as he continued to power into my pussy. I did as I was told, and struggled to relax myself, allowing every ounce of tension to leave my bowels. Soon, I felt Larsen prying my asshole open with his fingers again, holding it open to accept the gift of his incredible shifter cock. With dexterity and patience, he slowly pushed it inside — inch by painstaking inch — until he was finally halfway inside me. Letting his fingertips retreat, my asshole clamped around his cock, and he began to slowly, gradually fuck my ass.
 
    
 
   Their cocks fell into a natural rhythm that ensured that as one pulled outwards, another burrowed inwards. This meant that I was constantly stimulated from both holes in opposite ways, and that I could barely keep myself from being a quivering mess between them. Pinned and sandwiched by both shifters, my arm drifted behind my head to grab at the scruff of Larsen’s neck as they hoisted my hips together, slamming themselves against me in rapid succession. Several times, they broke the rhythm to give me moments of jackhammering my hungry, slick orifices together, and I felt their cocks slam inside with only my vaginal wall to keep them apart. But they would always return to the usual, staggered tempo, leaving me caught off the ground between them and pleading that they not stop.
 
    
 
   Larsen grasped me under the thighs, supporting me as Lupin pulled his cock free. I was furious at first, wondering why I was being deprived of my pleasure, when I realized that Bernard was coming over to assert himself inside.
 
    
 
   Oh, he’s just tagging a fresh cock into our little throw-down.
 
    
 
   Bernard had grown tired of simply watching and self-stimulating, and he immediately moved to absolutely thrash my pussy. Hilting himself into my hips almost immediately, I was brought to a new, louder ring of moans as the two shifters resumed the previous rhythm and strove to crush me between them.
 
    
 
   Lupin was happy to jack himself off some more, although out of the corner of my eye I could spot Joshua, who clearly looked like he was ready to leap in. Above all else, I wanted the alpha male to absolutely crush my body in bliss, but I knew that he had to wait, to let his pack have their taste. Oh, how I wanted him inside me — but I had to be patient too, and I knew it.
 
    
 
   After several minutes of fucking like this, they decided to change up the positions. Lupin jumped back into things, laying down on the ground while I was lowered onto him. My shins fell into place against the floor on either side of his hips, facing towards him, and I felt Larsen resume his place deep in my ass. However, I was low enough for Bernard to stay involved, and he soon swept over to claim my face again. Clutching a handful of my hair, I let him shove his cock — smothered with our mixed juices — deep into my mouth, pushing into my throat. While the others settled back into their routine and pummeled my chasms below, Bernard lustfully dominated my mouth, with his balls slapping wildly against my chin in the forcefulness of his motions.
 
    
 
   Joshua was practically starving on the spot now, watching all three of them claim me together. I knew that he was impatient for one of them to reach their orgasm, and I silently willed one of them to climax as well. Instead, Bernard and Lupin swapped places, and Lupin commanded my lips at the base of his cock while Bernard forcefully fucked my pussy into crippling submission. 
 
    
 
   For several minutes, it felt like it would never stop, but finally I felt Bernard begin to grow erratic with his movements beneath me. As he started to go stiff, his twitching cock burrowing up into my sickened chasm, I felt him clasp his fingernails into my hips as he let loose rope after rope of cum inside me. Drenching my inner walls with the hot, creamy fluid, I bucked my hips against him and squeezed every last inch of him inside as he drained himself, finally collapsing to the floor beneath me in a crumpled, satisfied mess.
 
    
 
   Joshua saw his opportunity, and was instantly at our side with a snarl on his face. Deferring to his pack leader, Bernard extracted himself from underneath me. I thought that Joshua was going to try to slide into my pussy, but instead he gazed expectantly at Lupin, who plucked his cock free of my mouth and took the position instead. As the shifter who first took my virginity found his way inside my leaking, quivering chasm, the alpha male grasped me by the back of my head and forced my lips all the way to the base of his thick shifter cock.
 
    
 
   “Now, my willing little bird…suck your alpha male’s shifter cock,” he spoke fiercely, his piercing green eyes locked onto mine with incredible, almost tangible need. “When I am through with you, there had better not be a drop of cum inside my balls…”
 
    
 
   The intensity of his command rattled me to my core, but only in the best of ways. Throwing my complete enthusiasm into pleasing him, I plucked his cock free from my lips and wrapped them around his balls, playing with the delicate sack with my tongue. Pulling my mouth free to toy with them in the cradle of my hand, I planted my tongue at the base of his long, thick shifter shaft and slid my way up the thick, pronounced vein to tease his frenulum as I started stroking with my free hand. My priority was worshipping his cock, and that took both hands and the entirety of my mouth to do it properly. As I wolfed down the bulbous, purple tip and began working his shaft with my fingers and my mouth, my other hand still playing with his balls, I picked up the tempo to get him even harder than ever.
 
    
 
   Judging by his guttural groans and the look of incredible pleasure across his face, I was doing just the trick.
 
    
 
   But the other two shifters were still powering away at my hips, with Larsen fucking my ass while Lupin thrusting deep into my drenched pussy. God bless the shifters, Lupin had pried a hand free to rub my aching clitoris while Larsen grasped my tits from behind, toying with my nipples. Every last square inch of my curvaceous body felt like it was completely on fire from excitement, and this only made my satisfaction that much better. I rocked my hips harder between them as I dove down deeper on Joshua’s girth shaft, but I knew that I couldn’t hold out too much longer.
 
    
 
   Lupin was the next to meet the apex of his pleasure. Similarly to Bernard before, he clasped onto my hips and began thrusting wildly up into me, his cock vying for every last sliver of distance it could cover inside my moist, slick pussy. After several moments of heaving chest, tightening fingernails, and groaning gasps, he finally stiffened beneath me as his own hot, creamy gift shot into my exhilarated body. As he let loose the cannon of his cock, his tension evaporated, and Lupin drew himself out from under me after it was done.
 
    
 
   Joshua dominated my mouth for several seconds more before finally ripping himself free and taking his rightful place. He pulled me up to him, and the three of us remaining fell back into the configuration from before — it was Joshua’s turn to hold me up, my ankles and wrists thrown around him, as he penetrated me in the air. Larsen held my asshole agape with his fingertips again as he repositioned himself inside, pushing his heavy shifter rod deep up into my bowels once more. Once I was comfortable and properly supported, pinned between them, they held me up together and continued to batter my yearnful holes senseless with their passion.
 
    
 
   We continued this for several minutes before Larsen finally started to lose his rhythm, and instead of working against Joshua’s penetrative movements, he started to thrust into my ass with wild abandon. I knew that he was close to the edge, and I reached back to throw the crook of my elbow around his neck as I dug my fingernails into his upper back.
 
    
 
   He groaned a response, losing himself to his deep, hungry thrusting. He was so close that I could feel it — although, to be fair, his cock was starting to twitch inside my inner star. His thrusting halted as his cock buried itself deep inside, belting out several ropes of hot shifter cum into my bowels. Finally spent, I felt him collapse against me, gasping out the last few seconds of his satisfaction.
 
    
 
   As he extracted himself and pulled away, this left Joshua with complete control of my body. In an instant, we were back on the floor, and he was moving my ankles up onto his powerful shoulders as I lay bared beneath him. Filled to the brim with uncompromising desire, his hips pushed into mine, over and over — I felt his powerful cock burrowing deep inside my aching pussy and wondered how much longer I could hold on. Joshua’s thunderous clapping against my body rocked me down to my very core, and my fingernails clenched into his sinews and muscles — seemingly of their own volition. I moaned, I pleaded, and I begged him to bring me to the precipice of my pleasure, and as his endless thrusting sped up, my ankles practically bouncing on his shoulders…
 
    
 
   My mind burst into an explosion of sensation, the mounting orgasm finally paying off. I held onto him and cursed out a string of expletives as five, maybe even six orgasms fired off, until I was a crumpled, sweaty, quivering mess beneath him. But before the multiple climax could finish, I noticed him stiffen as well, digging deep inside until he let loose spurts of his shifter seed, adding to the creamy, hot mixture already staining my inner walls.
 
    
 
   He slid off of me, and we laid there together, panting with the intensity of what we had done.  For the first time since we had begun, I thought of Mark and Tammy…but I didn’t feel as hurt or depressed as I had. In fact, I felt that I’d still be willing to go through with it, if it meant I could still bang some shifters.
 
    
 
   “You know it doesn’t work that way,” Joshua explained as I brought it up, with his calloused fingers twirling my hair. “We do not encroach on your mating customs.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I know,” I thought wistfully. Still…two could play this game, and if he was going to break the rules…well, there was still almost two weeks between now and the wedding…two weeks that were about to be full of some hot, fulfilling, STEAMY werebear shifter gang-bangs…
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   Here’s a sample of “Five Alphas Loving Curves”
 
    
 
    
 
   Five Alphas Loving Curves
 
    
 
   Ever since we had moved to this boring little mountain city, the only thing of any real fun had been the Snowpine Resort. It was our private little Disneyland – tucked away up in the mountains, it was the badge of honor to any worthwhile winter to have spent at least a weekend up there. Most of the kids in my classes learned how to ski or snowboard at an early age, hitting the carefully-groomed trails and coming back occasionally with a broken bone but always with a good story. The richer kids practically lived up there during the seasons, coming back down for classes and spending their Fridays blowing through the classes and planning their festivities.
 
    
 
   If I sound a little bitter, it's because I had to watch that crap my entire adolescence. Not once did I ever get to go up there...not until a particularly life-changing weekend during my single year of college.
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   After blazing through our finals, my best friend Jenn and I saved up enough money to finally scrap together a weekend. As we drove up to the resort, we commiserated over the endless late nights of waiting tables at the borderline awful steakhouse in town. All those side salads whipped together in the kitchen, those soul-wrenching Kids Eat Free Tuesday nights, and enough indecent tippers to practically bankrupt us outside of paying our bills and incrementally adding to the collective “Ski Resort or Bust” pot…
 
    
 
   As we stood in line that Friday afternoon, finally ready to hand over our hard-earned cash, we knew the weekend was going to be fucking amazing. Jenn had already been once, when she first moved to town for college. I wasn't much of a drinker, which was pretty much all that there was to do here. Jenn didn't mind so much, and dragged me along to the occasional club during the summers, while I'd drink a virgin coke while she slammed down mixed drinks and danced with the guys.
 
    
 
   This year's fashion? Lumberjacks, apparently.
 
    
 
   I didn't get the aesthetic at first, but I had to admit that there was something primal in it that appealed to me. Those rugged jaws and thick beards did something fierce to me, or at least they did when I was home alone with my hand down the front of my pajama pants. In all honesty, the actual guys never really turned me on. They always seemed to act their age, which was apparently twelve. Catcalling and whooping after the women, they didn't have a single bone of respect or appreciation for a real woman between them.
 
    
 
   And I, of course, was all “real woman.” With curves that wouldn't quit and a nice, thick body, I was eager to give my pillowy body to the first true gentleman who wooed me.
 
    
 
   But I found out the hard way that I was surrounded by a bunch of mountain hicks. They were all idiots, the lot of them. It took me a while to understand that they were just animals, really, but a bunch of stupid ones at that. The primal needs that I felt were relegated to my alone time, and I set aside any hope that a real man would ever whisk me off of my feet.
 
    
 
   I said before that we knew the weekend was going to be fucking amazing. And it was...but for reasons I would never have guessed. And at first...it was looking pretty freaking abysmal. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   I glared out the windows into the dead of the night, cursing my luck. The weather was supposed to have been fine for this weekend, but the freak snowstorm had inexplicably come out of nowhere. Jenn and I had barely made it back from the trails in time.
 
    
 
   “C'mon, Jess,” she told me. I hadn't heard her approach, and I whipped my head around to scowl at her. “You've been over here for, like, twenty minutes. Glaring at it isn't going to make it go away, you know.”
 
    
 
   “I'm willing to try.” My sarcasm bitterly dripped from my voice as I crossed my arms, facing it again. Just my rotten, fucking luck. “I mean, the forecast said everything was fine! Where the hell did all of this come from?”
 
    
 
   “I don't know,” she conceded. “We're lucky we got in when we did. I think we're pretty much the only ones here...besides our heroes, of course.”
 
    
 
   “Did somebody call for me?” The burly man asked, suddenly appearing behind us. As he glanced upon us, there was a twinkle of a mischievous smile beneath his thick beard.
 
    
 
   “Oh, nothing at all Ben, you've already done enough for us!” Jenn gushed, giggling nervously. “I mean, you already pulled us from the storm with your big, strong arms...”
 
    
 
   I stifled a groan, but Ben briefly shared a knowing smile. Jenn liked to think that she was an expert player in the “hard to get” game, but that was only in some weird parallel world where “hard to get” meant “let's fuck on the first date.” For all of her attempts at being coy, in actuality she was about as hard to read as a freaking billboard.
 
    
 
   Ben took the high road. “It was nothing,” he responded humbly. “And it wasn't just me, my brothers were with me out there...five of us...looking for anyone caught out in the storm.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, what happened out there?” I suddenly asked, glancing out the window again. “I mean, we checked the Weather Channel like our lives depended on it for the last week...it was supposed to be sunny skies all around.”
 
    
 
   Ben stood closer to the window, following my gaze. Losing himself in thought, his fingers found their way into his beard, scratching softly against his hair. “I'm going to be completely honest, I have no idea,” he finally answered. “Up in the mountains, we sort of expect this weather sometimes...but there wasn't a cloud in the sky a couple of hours ago. Wonder if it has anything to do with the legend...”
 
    
 
   “Legend?” Jenn and I asked in unison.
 
    
 
   “Oh, it's silly,” Ben told us, shaking his head with a grin. “Just some old story.”
 
    
 
   My gaze flew over the otherwise abandoned lobby. His brothers were upstairs, and we were the only other guests around. A cursory look out the window showed that the storm wasn't letting up anytime soon.
 
    
 
   “I...think we have the time,” I slyly told him.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” Jenn answered quietly, a tinge of dejection in her voice. “This whole trip just became a big bust. Let's at least get a little fun out of it.”
 
    
 
   “Well, alright then,” Ben conceded. “So, as recent as a century ago, these mountains were the lands of a very spiritual Native tribe. The word goes that they've been in these peaks for a thousand years. Very tied to the land. Nobody even knew they were here until this region was settled and scarce on unclaimed land.”
 
    
 
   We both nodded as he continued.
 
    
 
   “So, I don't know if it was the high altitudes fiddling with their brains, or all the herbal concoctions they were undoubtedly taking, but they got it into their heads that there was a man up in these mountains who could become a bear. This man apparently offered them protection in exchange for women, who he promptly returned...pregnant, every time. The women who pledged themselves to him would conceive normal boys, but around the age of puberty they would gain the power to become bears as well...and so it goes on.”
 
    
 
   “But what does this have to do with the storm?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Right, the storm.” He glanced out the window at the harrowing snow for a moment, with a brief flicker of tenderness across his face. “The storm was a punishment. This bear-man was what translates roughly into a “shifter”. This shifter, the legend says, was very powerful. He was the god of the forest, and it bent to him – even the weather. When he came for women and the tribe didn't pay tribute, he would inflict a savage snowstorm on the peaks. It would come completely out of nowhere and thrash itself wildly across the land, a lot like this.” He indicated outside, and our gazes were pulled to the swirling madness just feet from us. “Not only did it trap them where they were, but something about the storm inspired a mating frenzy in the shifters among them. They would find their primal instincts overwhelming them, and the women...well, whether it was some sort of weird bear pheromone or not, they would willingly give into their needs. The bears would mate, and the storm would pass.”
 
    
 
   “That's such crap,” I told him. Jenn turned to look at me while Ben tilted his bushy head. “Shifters? Native tribes? I'm guessing this resort is built right where their settlement was?”
 
    
 
   “Not this resort, no,” he smiled. “More like this particular building.”
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   One of Ben's brothers wandered into the room with a tray of hot chocolate and some sandwiches. We gratefully sipped at our drinks and chewed on the food while Ben wandered towards the counter for something.
 
    
 
   “Did he tell you that damned Native story again? I swear, he should just write some damned books and get that out of his head,” his brother told us. He was just as burly as Ben, although a little shorter, with a thicker beard and a tuft of chest hair bursting from below his V-cut shirt.
 
    
 
   “Aren't you cold in that?” Jenn asked him.
 
    
 
   He glanced down at the shirt quizzically, then smiled warmly. “Nah, it's plenty warm in here. I've got all the insulation I need right here!” He heartily slapped his chest and let out a roar of laughter.
 
    
 
   Jenn and I couldn't help but smile at each other.
 
    
 
   “Alex, hush it!” Ben laughed as he came back over. “I don’t need you butting in about my shifter legends.”
 
    
 
   But I noticed the way they were looking at each other out of the corners of their eyes…as if there was another layer to their banter that we weren’t getting. It was the look that people shared during an inside joke. Wonder what’s going on?
 
    
 
   I was ripped from my thoughts as they wandered away, lost in conversation, leaving me with Jenn. We curled up in front of a television and put some cable. If we’re trapped up here, we might as well do SOMETHING, I thought to myself. And the boob tube sort of qualified.
 
    
 
   The time started to fly by as we watched re-runs of old sitcoms, finishing our hot chocolates and trying to salvage the trip. At least the view was a little different.
 
    
 
   *              *              *              *
 
    
 
   “I think I'm going to turn in for the night,” Jenn told me sheepishly after a couple of hours.
 
    
 
   “Oh, come on! Isn't this just so exciting, though?” I asked sarcastically. My attention still wandered back to the storm – I knew it would be morning at the earliest before it broke, but I was still dedicated to dissolving it with the power of my icy stare.
 
    
 
   “Jess, it's...it's already 11:30,” she mentioned to me, following my gaze. “I don't think there's anything that can be done about that mess tonight. Maybe we should just turn in early?”
 
    
 
   “I would, probably, but I'm just not too tired,” I told her. Strangely, it was true. Normally, I'd be all tuckered out right about now, given the type of day we'd had. For some reason I was as awake as ever, and the idea of SLEEP? There was nothing really to do here this late, but I couldn't help but feel like I should stay up.
 
    
 
   “I'll go to bed later. You go get your rest.” I got up to wander back to the window again, settling down in the chair.
 
    
 
   “Alright,” she reluctantly told me. “Don't stay up too late. If this is gone by morning, I don't want you exhausted and bitchy all day.”
 
    
 
   “I'll be bitchy whenever I damned well please. Now scram!” My devious smirk made her shake her head with a smile, and she disappeared around the corner and upstairs.
 
    
 
   My gaze returned to the window. I couldn't help but think about Ben's story...I mean, it was totally irrational. That kind of stuff, the whole “shifter”, “natives up in the mountains” thing...I'd stopped believing in crap like that when I grew up. The most spiritual experience I'd ever had was getting my hands on a vibrator. But I couldn't get the thought out of my head...how cool would it be if that was the case? An old tribe with a bunch of paranormal bear dudes around, fighting the mountain lions and lording over the peaks.
 
    
 
   Well, it would also be a total pain in the ass to get out of this storm, I thought to myself. What did the natives need to break it again?
 
    
 
   The answer pinged into my head. Oh, right. Women.
 
    
 
   “Care for some company?” I heard the deep voice of a burly man behind me, and turned my head. Ben was standing close, a pair of tumblers in his fists. He extended one out to me, and after a brief moment of hesitation, I took it from him.
 
    
 
   “I'm not 21,” I frowned, my eyes focused on the portion of dark, telltale fluid in my glass.
 
    
 
   “So don't tell anyone,” he smiled warmly.
 
    
 
   I flitted the tumbler beneath my nostrils. I didn't recognize the amber liquor, but it wafted a light, earthy scent that had a tinge of something sweet.
 
    
 
   “Don't worry, it's fine. Just a little something I rummaged up from the basement. Among other important things, there's a stocked liquor cabinet down there...for times like this.” He sipped from his drink and took a seat in the armchair beside me.
 
    
 
   “So, you guys aren't guests,” I noted.
 
    
 
   Ben chuckled. “No, we aren't.” His warm smile spread beneath his beard, and he eyed me mischievously.
 
    
 
   “So you work on the staff?”
 
    
 
   “Not strictly,” he answered, watching for my reaction. “We sort of own this resort.”
 
    
 
   “You're the owner!?” My jaw dropped. “No way!”
 
    
 
   “All five of us, yes. Our family has owned this land for quite some time. It was our father who decided to build the resort.”
 
    
 
   “Whoa...you guys must be loaded,” I wondered aloud. 
 
    
 
   “Actually, no. He wished to reinvest the vast majority of the profits into conservation, protecting these mountains and their forests. Seeing as we live primarily off the land and have no need for vast amounts of money, it wasn't even a discussion for us to keep that legacy strong.” He took another swig from his drink.
 
    
 
   “You live off the land? What do you mean?” My curiosity deepened. “Are you guys like those weirdoes who drop civilized life and disappear into the woods?”
 
    
 
   Ben let out a roar of laughter. As his large chest bounced, I spotted four others approaching from the direction of the stairs – undoubtedly his brothers. Peter was among them, and they all had grins on their faces.
 
    
 
   “No, it's nothing like that,” Ben continued. “You see, although we don't look it, we have a certain...ancestry. My grandfather was native to these lands, and although the physical parts of it are primarily recessive in our genes...our shifter blood is strong.”
 
    
 
   The other four had formed a semi-circle around him now, as he sat in his chair beside me. They were all clearly related: the same burly builds, thick beards, large chests, and broad shoulders. In the semi-darkness, they even seemed to share peculiarly sharp, green eyes. But as I noticed these highly attractive similarities, a small ping of recognition fired off inside my brain.
 
    
 
   Shifter blood?
 
    
 
   It dawned on me. “There's no way,” I told him. “That whole little spiel of yours earlier, about the natives and the bears...that can’t be true.”
 
    
 
   “It is,” Peter piped up. “The storm is here because it's time for us to mate...for the next generation of us to arrive.”
 
    
 
   Want to read what happens next? Pick up a copy of FIVE WEREBEARS LOVING CURVES by clicking right here! As always, my books are free with your Kindle Unlimited Subscription!
 
   Enjoy! 
 
    
 
   -Willow Wilde
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   More from Willow Wilde
 
    
 
   Click here for all my books! Just remember: all of my stories are FREE if you’re a Kindle Unlimited subscriber!
 
    
 
   Ready to keep updated with my latest books? I publish several times a week, and my mailing list is the best way to keep in touch with my content! Subscribe now and if it’s not for you, unsubscribe anytime! No spam, no questions asked, and complete discretion!
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