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Chanku Spirit

Kate Douglas







Foreword



They live among us, often unaware of their true birthright as they try to exist in a world that, in many ways, forces them to abide by laws and customs contrary to their nature. Ruled by a powerful libido as well as an innate sense of honor and a loyalty to their own kind so deeply ingrained it cannot be denied, they often live lives of quiet desperation until their feral nature is finally, often explosively, unleashed.

Descendants of an ancient race born upon the Tibetan steppe, they are more than human—so much more than they appear to the world around them.

They are shapeshifters.

They are Chanku.
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A single, low-wattage lamp cast more shadows than light across their sweat-slick bodies. Ulrich Mason’s mate lay beneath him, her supple body molded to the contours of his. Tangled and disheveled, Millie’s shoulder-length blond hair spread like a rumpled halo across the pillow, though a few strands stuck to the perspiration on her forehead. Her eyes were closed, the look on her face one of blissful completion and utter satiation.

Ulrich held his weight off her as best he could, but he was still buried in her wet heat, and her warm body felt absolutely wonderful pressed close to his. His cock throbbed in perfect harmony with the rhythmic contractions of Millie’s powerful vaginal muscles, and while he’d climaxed in a violent paroxysm of absolutely mind-numbing lust, he was still hard.

Though not quite as hard—or as large—as the cock stuffed entirely up his ass. He almost laughed out loud, but that wouldn’t be appropriate now, would it? Still, Matt had more than surprised him tonight, especially when the young man so confidently took the dominant role and topped Ric.

When Millie had suggested they invite her young lover to join them after they’d all shifted and run as wolves, Ulrich had assumed he’d be the one in charge. Matt was, after all, a truly nice young man, but not at all the aggressive type. In his midtwenties, he was still a pup—at least in Ulrich’s eyes. Though deeply in love with his packmates, Daciana Lupei and Deacon March, Matt hadn’t yet bonded with the other two-thirds of his comfortable ménage à trois.

His love for the two hadn’t kept him away from Millie, either. Ric’s mate and Matt had a special bond with one another, a definite friendship with benefits, but it had nothing to do with the deep, loving relationship Matt had with Daci and Deacon.

Ric knew Matt loved them and they loved him. It was a fact of nature—Matt’s nature—that their love was such a powerful force holding them together. The fact they’d not taken the next step and completed their mating bond was curious, but knowing how strong-willed Daciana Lupei was, Ric figured there were probably undercurrents he hadn’t yet figured out. No matter.

Matt Rodgers was a complicated, fascinating young man. Ric accepted that Matt was almost as much in love with Millie as he was with Daci and Deacon, but there was no risk there, no need for jealousy.

Matt and Millie had a special relationship, one Ulrich encouraged. Hell, he’d been the one to throw them together in the first place. Matt had needed to build his self-confidence just as Millie needed to accept the sexual freedom that was as much a part of her Chanku birthright as the amazing ability to shift from human to wolf.

She’d found it with Matt, and after a night of exploration and discovery, it was more than obvious they’d both come away stronger, more confident in themselves. When Millie had suggested Matt share their bed tonight, Ulrich had been beyond thrilled. His plan was working—she was finally accepting her true nature.

This was a first for Millie—a night of sex with more than one man. Of course, Ric had pictured himself on top, not sandwiched between his mate and her young lover. Not that he was complaining, but for a guy not used to taking the more submissive position, it had required a bit of an adjustment.

Matt might be young, but he was hung like a damned bull moose, with a young man’s energy, a young man’s strength. Ulrich wondered if he’d be able to sit down come morning.

Matt nuzzled his shoulder and rolled his hips in a slow, lazy thrust that drove his huge cock deeper inside Ulrich. Ric bit back a low groan of pain coupled with a moan of pleasure.

Damn. He’d forgotten how much he loved this. He didn’t want Matt to stop, but he didn’t want to disturb his mate, either. Millie had gone so quiet, he figured she’d fallen asleep.

“I’m awake,” she said. Her eyes stayed closed, but she smiled at him. “Awake and really, really enjoying myself.” She tightened her vaginal muscles around his cock. A surge of strength raced from Ric’s balls down the length of his shaft.

If he’d been hard a moment ago, he was harder now.

Matt rolled his hips forward once again. Are you okay? Is this too much?

Never, Ric said, meaning it now. When he’d gotten his first glimpse of Matt’s erection, he’d had second thoughts, especially when he realized the kid fully intended to take the dominant role. Now, though, after hours of some of the best sex he’d had in ages, there was no way Ric wanted to quit. Not yet.

Matt thrust harder, filled him more, forced him deeper inside Millie with the strength of powerful hips and thighs.

Millie sighed.

So did Ric. He’d never been screwed with such respect. He’d known love, he’d known sex for the pleasure of getting off and nothing more, he’d experienced sex as a tool of aggression and dominance, but he realized now why Millie was so fond of Matt.

In spite of his unhappy childhood and youth, the young man loved with all his heart and soul. His was an open, giving spirit. He loved without hesitation—his heart was as unguarded as his beautiful smile. There was no subterfuge, no ulterior motive, no challenge. Ulrich sensed Matt’s deep love for Daci, his equally powerful love for Deacon…and he’d managed to top Ulrich with so much respect and subtle finesse he’d succeeded before Ric realized what he was doing.

He felt Matt’s almost-shy worship of Millie and his powerful respect and love for Ulrich. It was a humbling experience, to feel such strong, selfless love from a man younger than his daughter.

Younger, but somehow older, too. Matt had an old soul, seasoned with a lifetime of pain and need, softened by a heart filled with love. No need to analyze, Ric decided. Better to enjoy, to live for the moment. He caught Matt’s rhythm once again and thrust deep inside Millie. She raised her knees on either side of his body and took him all the way, tilting her hips to his powerful penetration.

Ulrich floated on a sensual haze of sensation. Millie’s vaginal muscles clasping his thick shaft, her fingers fluttering along his ribs. Her eyes were open now. Mouth parted, she licked her upper lip. Then she closed her eyes once more and moaned with heartfelt pleasure at a particularly deep thrust.

Her thoughts floated freely into Ric’s. She loved looking up and seeing his face so close to hers. Loved even more the sight of Matt’s eyes watching her over Ric’s shoulder. She wanted to crawl inside Matt’s head and see what it felt like to take her mate this way—but first she wanted Ulrich’s permission.

Why ask? Go for it!

I was afraid you might think it was an intrusion.

Ric leaned close and kissed her. He licked her lower lip, the upper, tasting her sweetness. Never, Millie, m’love. We have no secrets. None. Let Matt know you want to share his thoughts. I might just go along for the ride.

How could she possibly appear so young? When Millie grinned in reply, she looked barely sixteen. Then her eyes took on a hazy, unfocused shimmer as she narrowed her thoughts and joined Matt’s.

Images and feelings spilled into Ric’s mind. Suffused his body with an unfamiliar heat and multilayered levels of sensation—Millie had linked with Matt, and Ric went along for the ride.

He felt the tightness of his sphincter, the way it clung to Matt’s thick shaft, gripping him firmly in spite of the condom and plenty of lube. While disease and infections were not a concern to Chanku, they generally used condoms for anal sex. Ric knew Millie appreciated the aesthetics, especially when their lovemaking often went on for many hours and involved penetration of every possible body orifice.

Tonight, though…sex with Matt and Ric together, two men loving each other as they loved her, was something entirely new. She shared her own responses, her quivering, shivering need for more, her almost unbearable arousal and absolute joy in every move either man made. She’d never been so turned on in her life. She wanted to do this again, and again.

Making love with Millie while Matt fucked him senseless was something Ric figured he’d better get used to. He’d do anything for Millie, and she was certainly enjoying herself. She bombarded Ric’s mind with the multiple images of anal sex from Matt’s point of view and vaginal sex as she experienced it. Her arousal spiked, higher, and then higher again.

Ric sensed her fascination with each new impression, her utter absorption with sex through Matt’s eyes and nerves, through the sensations enveloping his cock and the pressure in his balls. She was utterly enthralled by the strong clasp of Ric’s muscles, the way his ass clamped down on Matt and held his thick shaft so tightly. The heat surprised her, too, as did the emotions spilling out of Matt. The love, the respect, the need for a connection that went beyond mere sex.

He saw Millie and Ric as his family. Just as he loved Daci and Deacon and saw them as his future mates, he accepted Millie and Ric as lovers on an entirely different level. They were the anchors that held him, the roots that grounded him. In such a short time, they had become the family he’d never really had. Accepting, loving, and understanding.

Ric lost himself in the thoughts swirling around in his head, in the amazing tactile experience of making love, of taking love. The clench and ripple deep inside Millie, the dark pleasure verging on pain as Matt’s thick cock forged a path inside Ric. Thrust and fill, fill and be filled. Stretching tissues, clenching muscles, the ripple and quiver of hot, wet flesh.

The sounds blended one into the other. The slap of Matt’s balls against Ric’s ass, the wet, slurping pull as Ulrich’s cock slipped almost free of Millie’s heat, then filled her once more.

His sensitive nostrils flared with the pungency of sex, the ripe scent of clean sweat and sexual release, of Millie’s sweet breath and the vanilla fragrance of her shampoo. Millie’s arousal bathed him, Matt’s love warmed him, and he was drifting.

Drifting in a world of sensation, his body on fire, his heart full. He floated in a perfect place of physical and emotional passion, of arousal tempered by love, lust fed by desire…floating on a wave of sensation until…

A tiny tendril of discord touched him. Blinking, body tensing, mind tilting into alertness, Ulrich focused on the thread of thought, worried it until it formed something he could actually follow.

A tiny glimmering strand of anxiety, it took him directly to Matt’s subconscious. Moving cautiously, using what stealth and subtlety he possessed, Ric searched for the source of Matt’s distress. He sensed one small concern—the pressure Matt felt from Daci and Deacon to complete the mating bond with them.

The even stronger sense that he could not bond yet—not while something held him back.

But what? Curious now, searching even as his body kept up the perfect rhythm of sex with Millie and Matt, Ric continued his quest for answers.

There, lost amid Matt’s scattered impressions and thoughts, was something foreign. An alien pressure, separate from Matt’s consciousness. Definitely not of Matt. Not his thoughts, not his feelings—instead, those of someone else. Someone unfamiliar and unknown. Powerful yet surprisingly filled with love, separate and yet not, voicing a single word. A directive as much as a suggestion, one that Ric absorbed and retained.

Florida.

Why Florida?

Was Matt aware of the presence? Of another consciousness lodged deeply within his own? Did he hear the whisper, or was it a subliminal command gnawing away at his conscious ability to make decisions? Ric hadn’t sensed evil intent—just the opposite—but he had definitely felt strength and power behind the voice.

Anton would know. Anton Cheval knew everything—all Ric had to do was ask him. Later. When this amazing night had ended, when his body no longer clung to the man who filled him, no longer embraced the woman he filled.

Yin and yang…dark and light, male and female, two sides to the whole.

With Ulrich in the middle. Millie beneath him…and Matt, beautiful, loving Matt, for whatever reason, worried about Florida.

 

Millie heard the phone ring as she turned off the shower, but Ulrich was already out and heading across the room. He wrapped a towel around his trim waist and picked up the phone.

Sunlight filtered through the narrow window blinds and turned his hair silver. Millie felt the familiar little twist of arousal in her womb and had to bite her lips to keep from saying something that would have both of them naked and sweating in no time. She had work to do, a wolf sanctuary to run.

Ulrich held the phone to his ear. “How the hell do you do that?” Laughing, he turned toward Millie. “It’s Anton. He must have known I was planning to call.”

She watched him as she dried her hair and slipped into a comfortable pair of old sweats. Matt was gone. She’d heard him slip out of bed just before dawn and knew he’d headed back to the cabin he shared with Daci and Deacon.

His troubled thoughts seemed to have remained. She’d sensed them, too. He’d not mentioned why he was thinking of going to Florida, but both she and Ric had picked up his anxiety, his fear that he couldn’t complete the mating bond with the two he loved until he’d made the trip.

A journey even Matt didn’t understand.

What the hell was going on? Since they’d both been eavesdropping, neither Ric nor Millie felt comfortable bringing it up to Matt. When in doubt, call Anton Cheval—but as usual, he’d beaten them to it.

Ric spoke softly to Anton, nodded his head, gestured with his free hand. He paced across the bedroom, smiled at Millie as he continued his serious conversation with their pack leader.

Goddess how she loved him! Never more than now, when she knew Ric was troubled about Matt. Worried about her lover.

Why did that thought make her want to giggle?

Middle-aged, unmarried Millie West. Now a Chanku shapeshifter, mated to a very sexy man close to her own age, with a lover younger than her son—and both men more than willing to make love to her whenever she wanted either or both, together or separately.

It didn’t get any better than this. It couldn’t. Absolutely not. Millie was still grinning when she realized the room had gone silent. She raised her head and caught Ric staring at her with a bemused smile on his face, both hands planted firmly on his hips.

Millie cocked one eyebrow. “Well? What’s up?”

“Anton’s been dreaming about Matt. He’s never even seen the boy and yet he described him perfectly to me, right down to the golden color in his wolf form with the darker band around his neck and shoulders. He even mentioned Matt’s smile and his quiet human personality…and Florida. Anton’s dreaming about Florida for some odd reason.” Ric laughed. “He’s got some property he wants to check on near the Tampa Bay area and figured he’d see if Matt wanted to go with him.”

Millie just shook her head. “How does he do that? Weird. It’s just way too weird.”

Laughing, Ulrich leaned close and kissed her. “No, it’s just Anton. Nothing weird at all.”

 

“I don’t get it.” Daci stared at him with those luminous eyes of hers, and Matt felt like he wanted to throw up.

“I don’t, either, Daci.” He grabbed both her hands and held on. Too tight. He was crushing her fingers! He loosened his grip and looked up at Deacon, but the Deac was no help. All he did was shrug and stare back. “It’s not you guys. I love you both. So much, but there’s something pushing me. A feeling I can’t explain, but it’s like I have to go to Florida.”

He shook his head. None of this made sense. Less than a week ago he’d been the one pushing Deacon and Daci to bond. Now they were ready and he was wimping out, and none of it made any sense. Now it was like he had this frickin’ voice in his head, coming to him in his dreams, interrupting his thoughts during the day. Hell, he’d even felt it last night in the middle of some of the best sex he’d ever had. Just thinking about doing it with Ric and Millie—what they’d done—made him hard.

Except…he couldn’t get it out of his head.

Florida. Shit, he’d never been to Florida in his life. Never thought about it, and now all of a sudden he felt like he had to go there? Maybe he was just losing his mind. That was it. Nothing more than a simple, uncomplicated mental breakdown.

Daci raised her head. “Someone’s coming. I hear voices.”

Deacon peered out the window. “Millie and Ric.” He grinned at Matt. “I forgot to ask you how last night went. Sort of like a command performance, to get an invite from the boss.”

Matt shook his head. “It’s not like that. Not with those two. They’re special. Good, loving people. Millie’s…” He realized his skin was hot and flushed. Hell, just thinking about Millie and the things they’d done…

“You’re blushing!” Daci leaned over and kissed his cheek as Deacon went to open the front door. “That’s really sweet.”

Millie stepped through the open door, followed by Ric. The small cabin suddenly felt even smaller. Matt stepped aside to make more room, but with the big bed dominating all the open space in the cabin, there wasn’t much room to make.

Millie looked around and grinned. “You know, we do have a larger cabin available if you three would like a little more room to play.”

Daci shook her head. “Are you kidding? At least in this place neither one of these guys can get away from me. I think that gives me an enviable advantage.”

“There is that.” Millie plopped down on the edge of the bed. “We had a message for Matt.”

Deacon glanced at Daci and then at Matt. “Do you want us to leave?”

Matt shook his head. “Of course not. What’s up?” He leaned against the cabin wall, aware of a strange tension in the room.

“Anton Cheval called,” Ric said. “He’s got to make a trip to Florida and wondered if you’d be willing to go with him. Keisha had planned to go, but she doesn’t want to leave Lily for a week, and the trip is more business than pleasure.”

Ulrich’s explanation sort of drifted into space. Florida. Why the fuck would Anton, the über-alpha of all the Chanku, a man he’d never even met, suddenly want to take him to Florida? The voice in Matt’s head had been decidedly feminine, so it hadn’t been Anton’s thoughts he’d heard.

What the fuck was going on? Matt shrugged, and wondered if he’d pulled off the nonchalant look. “Sure,” he said. “I don’t actually know him, but if he wants me to, I’ll go.”

“Good. I didn’t realize you’d never actually met Anton. Not until he called this morning. It’s a good chance to get to know the man, and Stefan, too. They’re good people. Anton’s due to arrive about the same time as you. He said he’d wait for you in a coffee shop at the airport. Stefan’s going to meet both of you a day later at your hotel. He’s in Seattle at a board meeting for one of their companies right now, but he has a flight booked into Tampa the day after you arrive. Since you’ve been having dreams about Florida, same as Anton, he figured it only made sense that you should go with him.”

“What? How’d you know I was dreaming about…?” Matt shifted his eyes from Ric to Millie. Back to Ric.

Ric merely reached for Millie’s hand and tugged her to her feet. “No secrets during sex, m’boy. None at all. At least not with an old dog like me. And no secrets from Anton Cheval, ever.” He shook his head. “Before you ask, no. I don’t have a clue how he does it. You better pack. Carry-on only, if you can. That way you won’t have to wait on luggage. Anton’s already e-mailed your tickets and your plane leaves Denver at noon tomorrow.”

Ric stretched his arms overhead, arched his back, and changed the subject. “I hope you appreciate the fact that you and Millie just about killed me last night. I need a run to loosen up, so if you kids want to go with us, we’re heading out just after dusk.” He paused with one hand on the door.

“We’d love to have you join us,” Millie said. She turned, glanced over her shoulder, and winked at Matt. Then the two of them left the cabin.

Matt stared at the door long after it closed. The fact they’d picked up on dreams he didn’t even understand himself was unsettling. The fact Anton Cheval knew about them, all the way in Montana, totally freaked him out.

As for Millie’s saucy wink? She’d left him standing there, hard as a post.

 

Millie and Ulrich weren’t there yet, but Deacon and Daci trotted alongside Matt to the small meadow where they usually started their runs. Beth and Nick waited in the shadows. Nick stepped out to meet them. The guys went through the usual ritual of sniffing butts and noses, peeing on trees and rocks, and generally doing their best to out-alpha one another, at least until Ulrich showed up.

The girls sat quietly and waited. Matt figured they were probably laughing their heads off at the guys, but the instinctive male behavior was half the fun of shifting as far as he was concerned. Nick nipped at his shoulder and Matt jumped him. They tumbled into the brush, leapt to their feet, and squared off with hackles raised. Damn, he was going to miss Nick and Beth, now that they’d accepted an offer from Luc to work directly with the Pack Dynamics crew in San Francisco.

They might even be gone by the time he got home from Florida. The thought sobered him, but he’d known for a long time there was really nothing to hold Beth here at the sanctuary in Colorado.

Her ability to read lies versus truth had become even more powerful since the death of her stepfather. It was almost as if that nightmare had been holding her back, keeping her from becoming the woman she was meant to be.

She and Nick were definitely a lot happier. Nick was stronger, more self-assured. His confidence put him on level footing with his mate, something Matt had originally thought might never happen.

They were good together. Obviously in love, and a well-mated pair. He glanced at Daci and Deacon and caught them watching him. It was so damned obvious they were ready to mate, but they didn’t want to do it without Matt. He still couldn’t believe they really wanted him to join them, permanently. Loved him enough to wait until he was ready.

There was no doubt in his mind that he loved each of them, equally. So why the hell was he holding back?

Florida.

What the fuck did Florida have to do with anything? Maybe Anton Cheval would know. Damn, he hoped so. Right now he was just flat-out confused and none of this made sense.

Until Millie and Ric trotted into the meadow. Matt looked up and caught sight of the two, and his worries fled. For some reason, Millie had had that effect on him from the beginning. With a nod to Daci and Deacon, he took off along the well-traveled trail, ears forward, tail in the air.

There was something so frickin’ amazing about running as a wolf, way beyond the mere fact that it was absolutely surreal and totally impossible. The wolf didn’t worry about tomorrow. It didn’t care about politics or relationships or what the future might hold. When he ran as a wolf, Matt existed in the here and now. His senses were alive to the forest, from the search for game to potential risks, to any threats that might harm him or his packmates.

Human worries faded away as his feral nature took control.

The September night was cool with the hint of fall. Leaves crackled beneath his big paws, and the scent of dry grasses and blackberries drying on the vines filled his nostrils. Creatures scurried out of his way, small things tunneling through grass and leaves and humus. Tiny bodies squeaked and scrabbled among the roots and rocks and detritus of the forest.

Matt heard them all. Sensed the myriad life forms in the air overhead, on the thick branches of the trees, creeping along the ground. Recognized life, catalogued each creature as to its nature and the place it held in the seething world around him.

When Millie paused with her nose in the air, he stopped as well. Each of them caught the scent of game and connected on a level so far beyond their human capabilities that humanity disappeared entirely.

Focused on the scent, Matt and the pack dissolved as shadows in the forest, each wolf slipping as silent as a wraith through thick undergrowth and tall trees.

When Millie charged the buck, the animal barely had time to react. Her jaws clamped down hard on his throat, and her weight brought the big mule deer to his knees. Daci and Beth attacked from opposite sides. The three females quickly finished the animal.

They stood over their prey, sides heaving, saliva dripping from bloodied jaws. Nick lunged forward, but it was Millie who warned him back. With the other males, Matt paced just outside the invisible yet obvious perimeter established by the females as Millie, Daci, and Beth tore into the animal’s soft belly, ripping at thick hide and tearing away mouthfuls of warm flesh and muscle. Muzzles slick with blood, they gorged themselves for long minutes while the males snarled and paced.

When Ulrich, as the alpha male, finally moved in, the others followed. Matt ripped into the dead animal, gulping down huge, bloody chunks. It was good. The food, the kill, the strength of the pack. All of it so good.

The civilized mind of the man who walked on two legs was lost in the frenzied, feral instincts of the beast. Now he moved in absolute confidence on four legs. What mattered was filling his belly, remaining alert to danger. What resonated most were the power of the pack and the bestial instincts that drove him.

Life. Death. Hunger. Sex. Always sex, the drive to mate, to create, to ease the ache of constant arousal, undying need. Now, though, he gorged himself, consumed by his savage, feral nature, by the primitive lust for blood, the smells and the taste and the fading heat of a life just ended. Powerful, untamed needs that overpowered even his ferocious drive for sex.

He was consumed, as well, by something else. Something deeper than his nature, more powerful than his instincts.

The voice.

He heard the voice tonight, and it was more than a thread of need, a lingering sense of anxiety. It was more than a subconscious, subliminal directive.

Tonight, it slowly insinuated itself into his conscious mind until it wound about his feral self, holding him tighter, stealing his will.

Leaving him no other option. Matt backed away from the torn and tattered body of the dead deer. Shook his head in bestial denial and whimpered as the voice whispered in his head.

Whispered a powerful directive, an order that grew louder, stronger, until the voice was no longer a whisper, until he sensed it as a clarion call, one he had no choice but to obey.

Florida.

The single word raced along his spine. Raised his hackles. Mesmerized him.

Summoned him.

Aroused him. He felt his cock swell within its sheath. Knew he pulsed hard and hot, reacting to nothing more than the sound of a mysterious yet distinctly feminine voice.

Florida.

Shivers raced along his spine. His ears pressed flat against his broad head. Impossible. It can’t be.

The voice reassured him.

Not impossible. Florida. Give heed.

Matt realized that everyone had paused. Bloodied muzzles were turned his way, ears pointed in his direction. Eyes stared directly at him. What could he say? How could he explain something he didn’t understand himself?

It came to him, then. Such a simple thing and yet as confusing as the ages, as complex as a single moment in time. He raised his head, stared into the nighttime sky. Paused to absorb the intensity of the moment, the power of what he had to do.

Then the golden-hued wolf with the thick dark ruff around his back and neck lifted his nose to the heavens in a long, drawn-out howl, a cry that echoed to the heavens.

The rest of the pack joined in. It was right.

They made a powerful statement, filled with energy, with the joy of their existence.

It was good, and it was right.

How else did one answer the Goddess?
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They parted ways at the edge of the forest. Millie and Ulrich trotted toward their cabin, Beth and Nick headed to theirs. Deacon and Daci silently followed Matt back to their small cabin.

He still felt shaken. The mysterious voice was silent, as if his howl and those of his packmates, once they’d joined his song of worship, had somehow appeased it for now, but his body thrummed with intense arousal. It was always this way after a run. The burning, desperate need to calm the fires, the raging lust that coursed through his veins, hardened his cock, and fed from his feral nature.

Tonight, though, everything seemed, somehow, more—arousal more intense, sexual need more powerful, bestial nature more notable. His thoughts were muddied, so caught up in lust, in the need to…

“Matt?”

He glanced up to see Daci standing tall and naked on the back porch. She’d shifted. So had Deacon, yet Matt stood below them on all fours, his mind a seething maelstrom of questions and desire. The voice might be quiet, but carnal need was a panting, slavering creature fighting for release.

Still the wolf, he bounded up the steps and stuck his long snout between Daci’s thighs, breathing deeply of her musky, feminine scent. She shrieked with laughter and grabbed his head in both hands. She didn’t push him away.

No, she steadied him, held him close while he licked and stroked deep inside her sex, lapping up her sweet cream, shoving his wet nose against her clit while she trembled with one small climax after another. His tongue stretched inside and he stroked the smooth, slick walls of her vaginal passage, curling the tip against her womb, his muzzle buried so deep he finally had to pull back to breathe. He was vaguely aware of Deacon’s laughter, Daci’s shuddering whimper…and then she was gone, tugged away, out of his reach.

“C’mon, Matt. Inside. There’s too much risk of someone seeing us out here.” Still laughing, Deacon held the door open and pulled Daci across the threshold.

Still on four legs, Matt followed. He leapt up on the bed and stood in the middle, legs braced. Daci and Deacon’s voices seemed to come from far away. Deacon’s deep laughter, Daci’s giggles, the moans and whimpers as they stood beside the bed and stroked one another. Kissed one another, oblivious to Matt’s presence.

He growled, low and threatening.

Daci spun around. Her lips were shiny and swollen from Deacon’s kisses, her breasts high and proud, her nipples ruched into tightly puckered points. The tuft of dark hair between her legs was matted and wet, as much from his wolven tongue as her own liquid release.

Deacon held her close as if he protected her within the curve of his arm. Protecting Daci from the wolf? Deacon’s tall, lean body was pressed close against Daci’s feminine curves. His cock stood rampant, resting against her hip.

Matt growled again. He took a step closer to Daci, his eyes focused on the dark triangle of hair and the secrets it guarded. Eyes, hell! His entire existence was focused on that perfect target. Another growl rumbled up out of his chest. He felt the saliva dripping from his parted jaws, imagined Daci’s sweet flavor.

Another cautious step, almost to the edge of the mattress. His nostrils flared and his ears flattened even tighter to his skull as the mingled scents of both Daci and Deacon’s arousal slammed into him.

Arousal—and fear?

Why should they fear him? He shook his head, vaguely aware of a buzzing in his mind, a voice in his head.

Not the Goddess…a familiar voice this time. Daci?

Matt? Are you okay? Why haven’t you shifted? You don’t want to bond now, do you? Not like this, Matt. It has to be special. Not like this.

Again, he shook his head, confused. Deacon was beside him then, his lanky human body pressed close to Matt’s furry one. Deacon threw his arms around Matt’s thick neck, buried his face in the thick ruff of fur at his shoulder.

C’mon, buddy. What’s wrong? You’re acting all weird tonight. Can’t you tell us? There’s something bothering you, but if you don’t tell us what it is, we can’t help. You’ve got walls up neither of us can break through.

Matt shivered. His ears flattened against his skull. He whined, blinking rapidly. As Daci and Deacon’s concern filtered into his feral mind, it was as if someone had just pulled a blindfold off his eyes. Slowly raising his head, he looked at Daci’s beautiful face with her dark, soulful eyes and the thick tumble of dark brown curls around her shoulders. Deliberately, he studied her, focusing on the slim yet womanly shape of her body, the soft curve of her breasts. His heart thudded slowly in his chest, and he knew love as he’d never known it before.

Not just Daci’s. Deacon’s, too. Love pouring into him from his dearest friends. Worry, concern, and unlimited love. Ashamed, unsure of what had just happened, Matt shifted. Hanging his head, he stared at his big human feet dangling over the side of the bed and wished he were a million miles away.

“What the fuck happened, man?” Deacon cupped the side of his face in his warm palm and turned Matt’s chin so that he couldn’t avoid the concern in those dark amber eyes. “You growled like you were really pissed, almost like you were jealous of Daci and me. You’re not jealous, are you? We both love you. Daci, you. Me. We’re a team, Matt. We’re together. The three of us. Always the three of us.” He laughed softly. “We’re all such odd ducks, we’re perfect together.”

Deacon was right. They were a most improbable team of misfits. Deacon had been a male prostitute on the streets in San Francisco since he was barely a teenager. Abandoned as a baby, Matt was adopted by a family that had never figured him out, and finally kicked him out of the house. Like Deacon, he’d worked the streets to survive. And Daci, dear, sweet, and beautiful Daciana Lupei, was the illegitimate daughter of the greatest enemy the Chanku had known. Her father was dead now, killed by Ulrich Mason…the man who now led their small pack.

Matt might have laughed if he didn’t feel like crying. They were a team, all right. Three misfits who somehow clicked, who were stronger together than they’d ever been alone. Deacon and Daci were great, but he…shit. He was losing it.

“I don’t know what’s going on.” He hoped they heard his whisper. It wasn’t easy, talking past the huge lump in his throat. Daci moved closer until she stood between his knees. She rested her hands on his shoulders. Matt raised his head, looked into her troubled eyes, and sighed. “I don’t know if I’m losing my mind or…”

“Why?” Daci leaned close and kissed him. The raging lust had quieted, but he still felt his cock rise with the soft touch of her lips. “Why do you think you’re losing it?”

“Voices.” He shook his head. “I’m hearing this voice in my head. A woman’s voice, and it just keeps whispering ‘Florida’ as if I should know what that means.”

“You’re not crazy, Matt.” Daci kissed him again. “You’re going to Florida tomorrow and you’ll find answers. Especially since you’re going with Anton Cheval. He understands everything, and if he doesn’t, he studies the situation until he knows what’s going on. Don’t worry. It’s all going to work out.” She smiled and ran her finger along his jaw. “We’ll be here when you come back. Then we’re going to bond. I’m not going to risk you leaving us.”

He raised his head and frowned. “I love you. Both of you. Why would I leave you? You and Deacon are the best things that ever happened to me.”

Daci laughed and twisted her body until she slipped into his lap, trapping his cock between her smooth flank and his belly. It felt so good to be this close, he groaned.

“Oh, maybe if Millie decides she can’t live without you. I see how you watch her. And I know you guys are having way too much fun when you’re with her…and Ulrich.”

Matt shook his head, embarrassed. “I don’t love Millie that way. Not the way I love you.” He wrapped his left arm around Daci’s waist and threw his right arm over Deacon’s shoulders. “Or you, either, Deac. With Millie and Ric it’s…well, it’s good, but it’s not what we have. Not anything close.”

“Then why are you holding back?” Daci wrapped her arms around his back and leaned her cheek against his chest. “What’s wrong?”

Matt shook his head, lost in the sadness in Daci’s eyes. “I don’t know. The voice tonight…it was different. Before, it’s been more a sensation in my mind. Tonight, I heard a woman speak. I didn’t recognize her voice, but I heard her as clearly as when you and I are talking.” He took a deep, shuddering breath. “You’re going to think I’m nuts, but I swear to you, I’m hearing the Goddess.”

Daci cocked her head to one side and frowned. “Our Goddess? The one Anton talks about. Did she say her name? Does she even have a name?”

Before Matt could answer, Deacon laughed, but he wasn’t teasing or making fun. He was just being Deacon. “Hello, Matt,” he said. His voice was low and sexy. “This is your goddess calling.”

Matt felt his tension fade away. He jabbed Deacon in the ribs with an elbow and grinned. “Not quite, Deac, but pretty damned close. Somehow, I know that’s who was speaking.” He shrugged, ready to change the subject. “Daci’s right. When I come back from Florida, I should have answers then.”

“I’m holding you to that.” Daci spun around until she straddled his hips. “But in the meantime, I’ve got a question.”

Matt dropped both arms loosely over her shoulders and rested his forehead against hers. “Oh? What’s that?”

Daci rolled her hips, just enough to bring the damp lips of her sex in contact with the underside of his erect shaft. “You gonna share your toys?”

Deacon reached between their bodies and wrapped his long fingers around Matt’s cock. “I was wondering the same thing. He doesn’t play well with others, does he?” Slowly he slipped his hand down the full length of Matt’s shaft, then just as slowly pulled up. He slipped Matt’s foreskin over the swollen glans, squeezed gently, then slipped it down again.

Matt groaned. He wrapped his arms around Daci and fell backward on the big mattress. Daci’s full breasts pressed against his chest, all soft, womanly, and warm except for the hard tips of her nipples. She undulated against him, dragging those hot little points across his chest.

Matt pivoted his legs toward the foot of the bed with Daci still sprawled across him, until he lay full length on the bed. She sat up, astride him now, flattened her palms on his chest, and lifted her hips. Deacon still had a tight grasp on Matt’s cock. He aimed the broad tip directly into Daci’s slick channel. Slowly she eased herself down over Matt’s full length.

Even now, after all the months they’d been together, after so many days and nights of lovemaking, so many positions and so many men, Daci was still a tight fit for Matt’s huge erection. They’d learned to move slowly, cautiously, when they first connected. Now that he was totally engulfed in her wet heat, the sensation of taut, wet muscles rippling along his length made it well worth the time it took to work himself deep inside her.

Deacon slipped around behind Daci. He straddled Matt’s legs, but from Daci’s needy whimpers and rough moans of pleasure, it was obvious he wasn’t just watching the action.

Matt felt the hard, muscular mouth of her womb against his glans just as Daci sort of wriggled her hips, took a long, deep breath, and relaxed the muscles in her thighs. The weight of her body forced him even deeper. He knew he was huge, but he was all the way inside. Already, Daci was adjusting to his size.

It felt so damned good, it took all his self-control to keep from bucking upward, thrusting deep, but no way was he going to risk hurting his woman. Daci was more than willing to try anything, but he was a big guy and so was Deacon. They loved her too much to risk giving her any discomfort. His body quivered with the strain of keeping himself under control. He took slow, steady breaths and held perfectly still.

Daci tilted forward just a bit, then more, until her tightly puckered nipples brushed his chest. Matt bit back a moan of pure pleasure and concentrated on her face, just inches from his. Daci’s eyes were closed, her lips parted.

She was more beautiful than any woman he’d ever seen.

Matt glanced over her shoulder in time to watch Deacon slowly roll a condom down over his full length. Then he spread thick, clear gel on his fingers.

Matt opened his thoughts to both Deacon and Daci. Daci’s mind was filled with sensual images—the thickness of Matt’s erection deep inside her vagina, the sense of fullness and the pressure against her womb. Then she added the slick slide of Deacon’s fingertips along the deep crease between her buttocks.

Flicking into Deacon’s thoughts, Matt saw Daci through Deacon’s eyes. The smooth curve of her spine, the rounded swell of her bottom, and the sleek line of her flank. He felt the warmth between her cheeks, the tight little pucker of muscle guarding her anus.

The visual spiked Matt’s arousal, the tactile sensations made him harder still. Through Daci’s mind, he felt the soft brush of slick fingertips as if they brushed over his own ass, separated his buttocks, slowly forced entrance. Winced at the sharp burn of entry, the easing of taut muscle, the dark, sensual slide into a passage not designed, though sensually perfect, for penetration by a fully erect penis.

Daci tilted forward, still fully impaled on Matt’s shaft. She leaned close and licked his chest, running her slick tongue over his collarbone, teasing his mouth with tiny kisses. He trembled with the need to hold perfectly still, to give Daci complete control and time to adjust. Both men were so big, yet she loved to take them both inside her body.

It was only right that she do it on her terms.

She grunted and moved forward. Matt felt the broad head of Deacon’s cock through the thin tissues separating Daci’s twin channels. Deacon entered her as slowly and carefully as Matt had done, inching his way deeper inside.

Matt felt the flared head of Deacon’s cock sliding along the underside of his. Tensed his muscles, holding perfectly still when everything inside begged him to thrust. Quivering with suppressed desire, he closed his eyes and centered himself on the frustratingly slow progress as Deacon entered Daci on a journey that took Matt to the brink of madness.

Finally, Deacon let out a slow breath of air, leaned forward, and rested his forehead against Daci’s spine. All of them panted, as if they’d just run a race, yet there were no losers. Only winners, now that Deacon and Matt filled Daci, now that her body slowly rippled and clenched about them both.

Deacon raised his head and grinned at Matt, but his jaw was still clenched, his eyes bright pools of amber fire. Daci slowly rose up along the length of Matt’s cock, then came down, just a little faster, impaling herself on Deacon, filling herself with Matt. Again, and then again, with Deacon behind her, inside her.

With Matt before her, buried deep inside her heat, it was as if he and Deacon made love to each other through Daci. The sensation of tightness and heat within Daci’s body, multiplied exponentially as they shared individual sensations through a common mental, physical, and emotional link. The amazing sense and slide of two thick cocks, rubbing one against the other through a wall of living flesh barely thicker than the condom Deacon wore.

Heat and stricture, rippling muscles flexing in waves of pressure, contracting, releasing, contracting yet again. Daci sat upright now, taking both men deep inside with each lift and fall of her body. Her thighs trembled with her effort to rise, her breasts jiggled each time she came down hard on Matt’s groin. Their pubic hair was wet and matted with her lubricating juices.

She threw her head back, eyes closed, lips parted in a knowing smile with her entire focus on the men who filled her. Daci’s thick, dark curls danced across her shoulders and she moved faster, came down harder. Her fingernails dug crescent-shaped furrows into Matt’s sides and a light sheen of perspiration covered her skin.

She carried both men with her, taking them to the edge, to a point where unbridled lust threatened to throw all of them over the edge.

And there she held them, slowing her body until both Deacon and Matt hovered, right at the edge of release. Her smile grew with the knowledge she controlled the pace of their lovemaking, the level of arousal. Her thoughts swirled among them, the sense that she loved this too much to let it end, that she loved both men more than she’d ever thought it possible to love anyone or anything.

The knowledge that she, a woman who had lived almost her entire life without love, was now loved by two men she saw as perfect. Two men who met every need she had, every want she might experience. She would never choose between them because she couldn’t—they were her men and she loved without reservation.

All this and more swept through Matt’s mind. His heart thundered in his chest, his body ached with the need to climax. He clutched at Daci’s hips and drove into her, taking control, wresting it away in a single penetrating thrust. Her eyes flashed open and her mouth opened in a perfect O of surprise.

Then Matt slipped his fingers between them, gently caressed the shining curve of her clitoris. Daci’s body jerked in response. Her movements were frantic as she tilted her hips forward to press against his fingers even as she struggled to hold on to her fragile control.

Matt felt the sharp coil of heat in the small of his back, the aching pressure in his balls. He fired the sensation of his impending climax to Daci and Deacon, pinching her clitoris between his thumb and forefinger at the same time.

Daci screamed and arched her back, driving Matt deep and Deacon deeper still. Matt thrust into her clutching, clenching body, felt the jerk and twitch of Deacon’s cock against his, and his world went black. Daci’s scream, Deacon’s cry of pleasure, Matt’s long, low groan of completion.

And there, in the minds of all three through their shared link, a new voice. The same voice in Matt’s dreams, in his mind, and now in the minds of his lovers.

Joining them. Sharing the sensations of orgasm, whispering once again, the same command to Matt.

Florida.

And then a long, drawn-out cry of completion. A sense of shock, of glorious surprise.

Then nothing.

Deacon sprawled across Daci’s slim back, and both of them held Matt to the bed. His cock still pulsed inside Daci. He’d come so hard his semen had spilled out of her spasming sex and now filled the space between their bodies. Sticky and sweaty and reeking of sex, he had absolutely no desire to move.

Deacon managed to raise his head. He peered over Daci’s shoulder and stared, wide-eyed, at Matt. “Who the fuck was that?”

It was Daci who answered. Her lips were pressed against Matt’s chest, so her voice sounded muffled. “I think we just screwed a goddess.”

Deacon nodded. “I was afraid of that.” He lowered his head and rested once again on Daci’s back.

Matt just lay there and grinned. Deacon and Daci had heard her, too. They knew now. He wasn’t cracking up. He was fine. Absolutely fine, once he got past the idea he’d somehow inherited his very own goddess.

 

Matt wasn’t sure how he was going to find which coffee shop Anton wanted to meet in, but within seconds after the plane landed, he realized he didn’t have a thing to worry about. Though they’d never met, Anton Cheval’s mental greeting was loud and clear. Following the power behind his mindtalking was easier than reading a map.

With his backpack slung over one shoulder, Matt spotted the small restaurant after only a few minutes’ walk. Though the shop was filled with customers, there was no mistaking the alpha he’d been told to find.

Anton Cheval sat alone at a small table. Dressed in dark slacks and a white shirt with the long sleeves rolled back along slim wrists, he had an unmistakable presence that was impossible to ignore.

Women filled every one of the nearby tables, and a few blatantly stared at the man. Matt paused a moment and studied the scene. Anton, with his long dark hair and finely chiseled face, looked as if he might be a movie star. Matt knew he’d been a famous magician years ago, but the women trying to get his attention now were Matt’s age or younger.

Didn’t they realize Anton was in his fifties? Of course, he didn’t look that old, but…

Anton raised his head and waved to Matt. Laughter filtered into his mind. Kiss me as if you’re my lover when you reach the table. Then the women will leave us alone. If not, once they see you we’ll never get away from them.

This guy was okay. Matt’s nerves fled. He walked boldly into the coffee shop, past tables of staring women and straight to Anton Cheval. Anton looked up and smiled.

Matt leaned over and kissed him full on the mouth. He felt Anton’s fingers at the nape of his neck, the soft press of his perfect lips on Matt’s, and they both heard the collective sigh of disappointed women.

Laughing at their private joke, Matt slipped into the empty chair. Anton reached across the small table and took his hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Matt.” Anton frowned. His eyes narrowed and he stared directly into Matt’s eyes.

“Interesting. I sense the goddess in you.”

Matt shook his head. “She was there last night. There’s nothing quite like a simultaneous orgasm with two partners and suddenly realizing you’ve been joined by a third.”

Anton covered his face with his hand. Matt was sure he was trying not to laugh.

“I am, and I’m not succeeding.” Chuckling, he raised his head. “She was there? During sex as well?”

Matt glanced up as a waitress approached and flipped over the clean coffee cup in front of him. She filled his and Anton’s as well. When she’d moved on to the next table, Matt turned to Anton. “She must have been, though I wasn’t aware of her at first. Not until the actual climax. It’s a little disconcerting to have a strange woman’s sigh of pleasure joining in.”

“Better than a complaint, I would imagine.” Anton sipped his coffee.

“There is that. Why, though? Why Florida? And how did you know I was having the dreams?”

“Finish your coffee.” Anton glanced about the small shop. Customers were coming and going, and an entirely new group of women were taking the vacated chairs nearby. “I think you’re a bigger draw than I am. The female population must be suffering a dearth of eligible males. Let’s go where we can talk privately.”

Matt finished his coffee. Anton paid the bill and they headed out to the parking garage where a rental car waited. It wasn’t until they were on the freeway, heading out of town, that Matt even thought to ask where they were going.

He’d been totally mesmerized by the man beside him. A man he’d known now for less than an hour, one whose single kiss, given in jest, still had him aroused and ready for whatever might come.


 

“It’s been years since I last drove these roads.”

Matt turned away from the window he’d been staring out of for the past half hour. “Did you used to live here?”

Anton nodded. “I was young, then, about your age. Had no idea of my Chanku birthright. I was a magician in a second-rate circus. Did my magic tricks and pursued women with a single-minded dedication. I kept thinking that somehow, someday, I’d finally break out, make my fame on stage.”

He turned and grinned at Matt. His smile lit up his entire face. “I was gonna be a big star,” he said, laughing. Then he shook his head and turned his attention back to the road.

“And were you?”

“What?”

“A big star?” Matt watched Anton’s face and tried to read the slow grin that spread across his face.

“Of course. Would you expect anything less of me?” Anton laughed. “No, I guess you wouldn’t expect anything. You don’t know me well enough to have experienced what my mate refers to as my insufferable ego. Matt, I never do anything halfway, so yes, to answer your question, I was a very big star. I worked the stage in Las Vegas, had a television special that did well. I was at the peak of my career, and then I walked away from it.”

“Wow. Do you miss it?” Matt realized he could easily picture Anton onstage, holding the audience enthralled. His voice alone had a mesmerizing quality that drew Matt into his words and had him picturing the big crowds, the bright lights, the cameras.

“Never.” Anton shook his head. “I can honestly say I have never missed it a single day. My life is full, and I have more than I ever expected. My mate, my daughter, the pack…”

Anton’s voice broke. Matt jerked around and stared at the guy’s sharp profile. His jaw was clenched, and he took a long, deep breath as if reaching for control.

“They are everything to me,” he said. Matt strained to catch the roughly spoken words. “Everything. Money, fame, the adoration of fans…none of it can compare. Nothing.”

Matt watched him for a few moments longer. Then he turned back in his seat and watched the road ahead. He realized that he felt the same way as Anton. Daci, Deacon…the pack. They were everything to him. Nothing could compare. Nothing.

 

“Matt…?”

“What?” Matt blinked rapidly. He must have been dozing. The road had narrowed and he had no idea where they were, but then he had no idea where they were going, either.

Anton took a deep breath. “Something weird happened today, and it has to do with you. I was reminded of something I shouldn’t have forgotten, and that makes me nervous. That I forgot something so important to me.”

“I don’t get it.” Matt turned in his seat, better to see the man beside him. Anton was frowning now, as if trying to organize convoluted thoughts.

He flashed Matt a quick grin. “I’m sorry. I’m thinking out loud. It was when we kissed,” he said, keeping his eyes on the traffic ahead, “and yes, that was purely to confuse the growing crowd of women, but I got more than I expected. I told you I sensed a presence in you.” He glanced toward Matt once again, then back at the road. “A presence I think I recognize. One I had forgotten about. Perhaps the forgetting was her doing, perhaps my own sense of self-preservation. I’m not certain. What I am certain of is that the same entity calling you to Florida is the same one who came to me, here, many years ago. She came to me for nothing more than sex, and when she was finally satiated, she left.”

Matt frowned. “What did you do? How did you feel when she left?”

Anton shook his head. “As hard as it is to believe, I don’t remember. I had forgotten her entirely until today. Even now I can only recall small bits and pieces of the time we spent together, but those memories must have been buried pretty deep for me to forget them.” He sighed. “I don’t forget easily. Nor do I like the idea that my memories might have been manipulated, my free will taken from me.”

“Just like I don’t like hearing voices telling me to do things, making me feel as if I have no choice.” Matt crossed his arms over his chest and sat back in the comfortable seat.

Anton nodded, and Matt knew he understood. Then Anton’s thoughts flowed into his mind, and he finally realized why everyone looked to this man with such reverence. There was power here. Unbelievable power, and yet he opened himself to Matt as if they were equals.

And Anton wasn’t any happier with what was going on now than he’d been so many years ago.

 

He was remembering the woman, and wondering how he could have ever forgotten the time they’d spent together. But he had. He’d forgotten it entirely until a couple of hours ago, when he’d shared that kiss in jest with Matt. She was there. The sense of her, of the Goddess, in Matt.

It had to be her. Only, when he’d first known her, she hadn’t been the Goddess.

She’d been the woman.

There’d been so many women during those years. They came and went like the ebb and flow of the sea. Dancers and acrobats, tumblers, even the occasional clown. Trapeze artists, makeup artists, animal trainers, and whores, coming and going so that after a while they’d all run together, a montage of bellies and breasts and cunts—shaved or not—until he’d no longer been able to recall a face or a name or even the sex.

And, until now, he’d not been able to define a single point in time, a single instance when he’d felt anything other than relief for easing an immediate need.

There’d been one, though. Had he dreamed her? The face no longer existed, no matter how hard he tried to recall. No name, not even the sense of her body, not her age or race or size, but now, since kissing Matt, he recalled the sense of her.

Had she come to him in his dreams? Did she really exist? Anton turned and studied the young man sitting beside him. Matt quietly watched him in return, listening for whatever Anton intended to share. Matt’s mind was open, his every thought clear to Anton’s search. He was wondering about the man beside him, wondered about the voice in his head.

Wondering, most of all, who the woman was who commanded him. Why he’d been chosen and what he needed to do to satisfy her enough to leave him alone.

“I think you need to fuck her.”

“What?” Matt blinked. He stared at Anton. “What did you say?”

“You were wondering why the Goddess had called you here to Florida. What she wanted of you. How to get her out of your head.” He shrugged and turned his attention fully to the road for a moment as the traffic slowed, bunched up, and then moved on ahead. “I think you need to fuck her. Open to her presence, invite her in, and make love to her.” Anton checked the rearview mirror and then turned off at the entrance to a luxury resort beside a perfectly manicured golf course.

 

Matt stared at him. He couldn’t have meant that literally? Could he? Fuck the Goddess? Shit.

Matt was still trying to wrap his head around that when Anton continued. “I’m remembering now. Not everything, but some of what happened between us is coming back.”

He pulled under a covered archway near the office of a resort that absolutely reeked of luxury. With his mind spinning in a million directions at once, Matt stared wide-eyed out the open window of the rental car. It was easier than making sense of what Anton had just suggested.

Much easier.

Anton touched his shoulder. “It’s simple, really,” he said, smiling confidentially at Matt. “She’s our Goddess, but she is very, very lonely. If I’m correct, I think she draws her strength from sex. Matt, I believe she’s chosen you as her lover.”
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