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Chapter 1



ISNT Edward dreamy?

Im starting to get a migraine from rolling my eyes so much. Maybe I should work on that. I know shes just yanking my chain. Shes tired of the hype too.

Or Jacob? Werewolves are so sexy!

Really? Think so? Know any? Cause all the ones I know are assholes. Everybody wants the werewolf. Ooh, theyre so protective and nurturing. Nothats called possessive and controlling. Theyre jealous and territorial, and they think theyre the gods gift to shifters. They look down their snouts at the rest of us. Granted, I may be a bit bitter, but the wolves just make me want to shed a skin. No one ever says, Wereboas are so sexy. Im not even poisonous, but theyd still rather cuddle with a wolf, with his big eyes and teeth.

Come on, Jeff. Youre gay. You should love this.

I stare at her. Did she really just say that? Kim, do you have any idea how heteroist that sounds?

Im sorry. I just thought

No, you didnt think at all. Thats the problem.

At least she has the good sense to blush and look apologetic. Shes usually not like that. And Im not just making excuses for her. Really. I know shes just kidding aroundshe thinks shes funny.

Im really sorry, Jeff. I didnt mean it that way.

I know you didnt, but the next guy might not. Try to curb that, will you?

Yeah, I know. My mouth has a mind of its own sometimes. Im going to do returns. Besides, eggplants here. She starts off, giving me a wink and sly grin.

I know. I saw him.

I watch her walk off with a stack of books. Out of the corner of my eye, I see him again. Hes facing the cookbooks, but his eyes are cut toward me. It looks like his eyebrows are knit together, like hes confused.

How could she think I didnt notice him? Im tallsix-twobut hes even taller. Hes got to be six-six at least. And hes everything Im not. Wavy, black hair, pale-blue eyes, built like a brick wall. I bet hes got muscles in places I dont even have places. Dark hair peeks out of the V-neck of his tight, lightweight, navy-blue sweater. Not in a 70s swinger way, though. On him, it looks rugged and masculine. And, damn. Theres the eggplant hes got to be smuggling in those jeans. I would love to coil around that.

Guys like that never go for guys like me. Hell, they hardly ever go for guys to begin with, let alone tall, rail-thin, monochromatic freaks like me. Im copper. Head to toe. Straight, copper hair, copper skin, copper eyes that sit a little too far apart from my flat, copper nose. I look very much like the boa I become when I shift.

Im sure hes heard our conversation. He was smirking earlier. I can sense the warmth of his body from here. Yes, its a snake thing. I can tell when someones hot; theyre just never hot for me.

I watch him as he selects one of the Bobby Flay cookbooks to look at. Hey, if hes into redheads, maybe I do stand a chance. A customer rips me from my musing.

Excuse me. Can you tell me where Twilight is?

Fucking really? You just passed a life-size cutout of Edward brooding and Bella sulking, to ask me where Twilight is?

Just behind you, to the right, I reply through my pasted-on smile.

Thanks! Isnt Edward dreamy?

Eggplant laughs out loud at that one.

Well, hes certainly a fan favorite. Some days I really hate working in a bookstore, especially the customer-service counter.

She makes her way back to the huge display she passed to get to me, and eggplant saunters up to my counter. Guess with that basket, he doesnt really have a choice. Its like adding a rudder to guide a kayak. And now Im staring at it. And now hes noticed me staring at it. Crap.

Not a vampire fan, I take it? he comments, those damn powder-blue eyes sparkling. Fucking sparkling. Can you believe that?

Its not that at all, sir. How can I help you?

So youre just not into Edward? How about Team Jacob? Does he look hopeful at that?

No, Im an adult, thank you. That earns me a look that goes straight to my dick.

Yes. Yes, you are, he says in a rumble from deep in his chest. Being a snake, I can feel the vibrations through the air, but I would love to feel that directly through my skin. Preferably through my back, with him pressed up against me. Naked. My cock throbs at that thought.

Is there something I can do for you? I ask, my voice a little lower than usual. Yeah, I know. Its cheesy, but the view is damn nice, and Im inclined to throw a little innuendo out. Hell either play, or not.

So, Jeff. His eyes linger on the nametag pinned to my chest. I was going to go get some coffee.

The coffee counter is upstairs, in the front-left corner of the store.

I know where it is. Im in here a lot. Dont I know it? Last week, he was here in an exquisitely tailored suit, looking like a politician. I was restocking the shelves, and he seemed very interested in the Ramona and Beezus books near where I was. The Thursday before that, he looked like a lumberjack. The time I was in computer books, he seemed interested in learning a new language. Oh, yeah. Ive noticed hes in here a lot.

I was planning on having company, he says.

Wow. Right between the eyes with that one.

Well, Ill make sure your date knows where to find you when she arrives. Smooth, huh. Almost sounds helpful.

He chuckles. My date wouldnt be a woman.

Bonus! My jack-off catalog explodes.

Well, if anyone asks, Ill make sure they know where to find you, Mister?

Cannidy. Brad Cannidy. When do you take your break, Jeff?

Dont worry, Mr. Cannidy. Ill make sure Kim knows youre expecting someone when she covers for me.

He chuckles. No, Jeff. You misunderstood. I want to know when you go on break, so I know when I can expect you to join me.

So this is what they mean by gaping. Ive read about it, but Ive never experienced it. Ive furrowed my brow; Ive cocked an eyebrow; I may have even gazed longingly, but Ive never gaped at anyone. Surely he cant be interested in me. Guys that look like that only go out with guys like me as a joke. That must be what this is.

Is this a dare? I ask suspiciously. His eyes follow my tongue as I lick my lips, tasting the air. Yes, its another snake thing. He smells like desire.

Excuse me? He looks confused.

Im not interested in helping you win your dogfight.

Whats that supposed to mean? Something flashes across his face.

When you and your friends place a bet to see who has the ugliest date. Its rude and childish. I take another taste of the air around him. He watches it again. Thats when the scent hits me. Hes a wolf. No wonder he looks like sex on sticks smuggling an eggplant.

Im sorry. I have some more books to bring from the store room. I make a hasty retreat to the stockroom, leaving him standing at the counter. I punch the intercom button. Kim, please return to the service desk. And please dont ask any questions.

I hide out for a half hour, hoping hell get the hint. 

Nope. Guess he ignored the memo. When I come back out, hes still at the desk, laughing it up with Kim. There are two coffee cups and a pastry bag on the counter.

Did you get everything sorted out? I could have done that for you, Kim says.

Really? You could have hidden for me? Nah, I knew what I was looking for.

Brad grins and holds one of the cups out for me. Kim told me how you take it.

Traitor! my mind screams at Kim.

Oh, you have no idea, eggplant, my libido Barry Whites.

Thank you. See, Momma taught me manners. I even use them sometimes. That was very kind of you.

I got you a cranberry-walnut scone too

Well, I think we should take these outside. Kim, do you mind?

Of course not!

Thanks a whole hell of a lot. I pick up the bag and head out to the bistro tables along the side of the store. I know hes following. I can feel his boot steps through the soles of my shoes. The extra padding helps, but Im still very sensitive to the vibrations. I take a seat in my favorite spot, stretching my legs out and turning my face up into the central Texas sun.

Um, wouldnt you rather sit in the shade?

Nope. Hell connect the dots later, once he figures out Im a snake.

Okay. He drags a chair closer to the shade of the building. I knew he would. Wolves arent fond of direct sun. Guess its the pelt. My fingers itch to run through it. I listen as he settles in.

So what pack are you? I ask without opening my eyes. He freezes, and an adrenaline spike sharpens his scent.

What do you mean?

Nice try. I know what you are. I know youre an alpha. I just dont know which pack you run with.

How?

Does it matter?

He narrows his eyes. It might.

The silence hangs in the air. Im not inclined to make it easy on him. If hed just be honest with me, Id give him a break. Ive been drawn to him since the first time I saw him. I give it a couple of minutes, sipping my coffee, not wanting to end this here after hes finally made a move. After a couple more minutes, I cant take it anymore.

Well, this has been fun. Thanks for the coffee. I toss the cup into the trash and walk back inside. Its chilly and dark in here after basking in the sunshine. Its already leeching the heat out of my skin.

You knew it wasnt going to happen, Jeff. Get over it, I tell myself, resigned to the next conversation I dont want to have. That doesnt stop a twinge of disappointment from hitting. I hadnt realized how much I wanted him to ask me for a date. 

So, what happened? Kim is just too excited. Shes looking out the window where Brad is still sitting. I guess hes still stewing about being found out, or hes realizing he made a mistake even talking to me in the first place.

Nothing.

Come on, Jeff. I saw the way you two looked at each other. He wants you.

I shrug and glance outside where hes still stuck in his chair.

Not enough, I guess. Look, Im going to go take care of the returns.

Okay. Sorry, Jeff. 

I give her what I hope passes for a smile and head off with my cart. I cant stop the sigh when I notice Im going to be spending more quality time with Edward, Bella, and the gang. I hope they finish with the movies soon. These reissues are killing me.





DONNELLY, Brad says to my back as I shelve the last of the books. I dont turn around, keeping my smile hidden. Im with the Donnelly pack. I manage our real estate investments. He sighs and turns to leave.

Brad. I stop him.

Yeah, Jeff?

Why did you want to buy me coffee?

Because I wanted to ask you out, and starting with coffee seemed safe. But since you know what I am, I guess Ill leave now.

Where did you want to go?

Excuse me?

You said you wanted to ask me out. Where to?

Dinner, maybe? Dancing? I dont know. Didnt get a chance to ask.

Pick me up here at seven?

Yeah. Okay. He gives me that millionaire smile, complete with dimples. Fucking dimples.

Am I dressed all right?

Yeah, Jeff. Youre fine, just as you are. His eyes are sparkling again. Damn, Im a sucker.


Chapter 2



KIM is bubbling over with excitement by six forty-five. If I were any more cynical, Id say its just because she doesnt have to give me a ride home. Shes brushing the front of my shirt, again. Like Ive gotten crumbs on it from something I havent eaten in the last five minutes.

Im so happy for you.

Kim. Its one date. Its not like theres going to be a second one. Hell be polite, and hell be ready to get rid of me in an hour.

I dont think so.

Well, I do.

She smoothes my hair down again, like its gone out of control. If she keeps at it, it will, from static electricity.

Enough. I dont need any more grooming. Youd think she was a cat.

Just trying to help.

No, youre just trying to stick around to catch a glimpse of him when he picks me up. Im going to wait outside. Ill talk to you tomorrow.

I want every detail! she calls out as I head to the front of the store. Whats to tell? Im guessing it will go something like this: He picked me up, realized he made a terrible mistake, we ate in awkward silence, and he dropped me off after an hour.

He drives up five minutes early, the engine of his big SUV rumbling everything around me. The vibrations make my skin tingle.

Hi, Jeff. Hope Im not late.

No, I just wanted to get away from the mother hen.

Ah. Kim. She just wants to make sure youre all right.

She wants to meddle and butt into my life.

She cares about you.

She doesnt have a life of her own, so she wants to live mine.

So, where would you like to go? Nice transition there, dude.

How bout the planetarium? I hear theyre doing a special show on lunar cycles.

He shoots me a look. Are you joking?

No, why? I turn on my innocent face.

You do know what I am, right? I nod. So, you think locking a werewolf in a room with a bunch of people and simulating a full moon is a good idea? You are a masochist. He chuckles, shaking his head.

Cant you control it? And that would be sadistic, not masochistic. I dont want the pain; I just want to enjoy the fallout. I smile. How about wings and beer, then?

Deal. Maybe well do the planetarium next time, he says, smiling. Those damn dimples are mocking me. I try not to dwell on the possibility of a next time.

We go to a small bar that happens to be around the block from where I live. We settle into a back booth for some small talk, and the waitress brings us a pitcher of beer.

So, Brad, can I ask you a question? Might as well get this over with.

Sure. Whats up?

Why did you want to ask me out? Theres got to be something hes after.

I think youre hot, and I wanted to get to know you better.

I taste the air. He follows my tongue again. Hes either sincere, or hes a really good actor. He can see the doubt in my face.

Im serious, he says.

How could someone like you even look at someone like me?

The first time I saw you, I thought there must have been a spotlight shining on you. You were glowing.

Thats because Im copper.

He smiles and shakes his head. No, thats not it. You had your eyes closed, and you were smirking, trying not to laugh at something. Then you opened your eyes and smiled. I was hooked. Of course, I didnt think I stood a chance. You were having so much fun with Kim, I thought you were a couple.

You thought Kim and I were a couple? Really?

You two work so well together, and youre always laughing.

Shes my best friend. Weve been that way forever.

Shes in love with you, you know.

Great. The object of my desire is not only stupid, but hes delusional, as well.

You have no poker face, Jeff. Did you know that? Whats that thought?

Nothing.

Come on. Spill it. You cant fool me.

Okay. I was thinking, the object of my desire is not only stupid for thinking Im hot, but if he thinks Kims in love with me, hes also delusional. Or something like that.

He barks out a laugh and takes a sip of his beer. So which should I address first? I think youre hot. Get over it. Dont roll your eyes at that. Accept the compliment.

Easy for you to say. Look in the mirror sometime. What could possibly be hot about me?

Besides the fact that you look like an angel?

Thats laying it on a bit thick, dont you think?

Nope. Hes grinning again. With those damn dimples. You look like one of those golden statues. Except your eyes. They arent gold. They look more like whiskey, and they match the highlights in your hair. And those freckles across your nose drive me nuts.

Whiskey? Gold? He must be on crack.

There you go again. Fine, think Im crazy. If it keeps you here, think whatever you want. Ill go even further. I love watching you move. I cant wait to see you dance.

Who says I dance?

No one. Im just hoping. The way you move your body when youre walking, or reaching to shelve books, it just makes me want to watch you all night long. Doesnt have to be on a dance floor. He winks and gives me one of the dimples.

Im lanky and skinny.

Youre lean and sinuous.

I am decidedly uncomfortable with the way this conversation is going. Shall we order?

Nice change of topic there. He winks at me. We place our orders, and I fumble trying to get another topic started.

How long have you worked at the bookstore, Jeff? Thank gods he came up with something.

Five years. Since high school. Kim and I started the summer after graduation to get partying money, and were still hanging out there. Its been fun. Im dreading getting a real job, but since Ive finished my degree, I guess I need to get cracking.

Whats your degree in?

Journalism. I started out wanting to be the next Tom Brokaw, but now Id settle for a steady job almost anywhere.

None of the papers around here are hiring?

Not me, they arent.

Have you thought of moving somewhere else? Is he trying to run me out of town? Not that I want to get rid of you. Im glad youre still here.

I dont have the money to move anywhere, and moving without having a job lined up would be next to impossible.

How about an online outlet? You could be the next big blog, or work on one of the news sites.

I dont have the contacts, and celebrities rarely come here.

Whats your specialty? Food? Electronics? Movies? Porn? Theres all kinds of outlets. You could send your samples to any of them, and live anywhere.

Now hes sounding like Kim. Shes always pushing me to search harder.

Ah. Theres another look. Someone else is pushing you, and you dont like it.

Yeah, Kim. I sigh. Shes so busy trying to shape my life, shes avoiding hers. It makes it that much more difficult to avoid leaving the nest.

Why dont you want to leave?

I just feel like heres where I belong. Oh, look. Our food is coming. Saved by the wings.

Gotcha, he says, picking up on my topic change.

We dig in and start getting messy. Blessed silence, except for the smacking.

He looks up at me and flashes another one of those sexy grins. So, Im the object of your desire, huh?

Damn. Busted. I choke on the gulp of beer I was drinking. I can feel the heat creeping up my neck. I had hoped he wouldnt pick up on that train of thought. 

Uh. Well. Very articulate. Yeah, Im a catch.

Wow.

What?

You are gorgeous when you blush.

Yeah, that helps calm me down. I can feel my hair burning. And he just keeps smiling. With those damn dimples. Those dimples are going to be my undoing. I can see it now.

Well, I wont deny Im very attracted to your looks. Of course, I thought I had no chance, so you floated around the edges of my brain. And in my wank bank.

Why didnt you think you had a chance?

First off, look at you, and then look at me.

Weve been through that already.

Yeah. So you said. Also, I thought you had kids.

Now its his turn to sputter in his beer.

Why would you think that?

I saw you in the childrens books one day while I was stocking shelves.

I cant appreciate the literary stylings of Beverly Cleary? When Ramona is trying to get her dad to quit smoking, and he mocks her with, Whos Nosmo King? The heartbreak is palpable.

Well, hes got me there.

Actually, I was stalking you.

And there.

And then you figured out what I am. I thought I had lost my shot. With my packs reputation, I was sure of it. But I had to come clean, so I told you.

But youre still lying.

What?

You dont manage investments. Hes watching me carefully now. No, the way you carry yourself, you manage something, all right, but I suspect its managing to get people to behave a certain way with all the, shall we say, physical persuasion, necessary.

He narrows his eyes. And yet, youre here.

What can I say? Im not terribly smart.

Hes still looking at me like Im about to twist off.

Dont say that, he says softly.

Why not? Its true. There are a lot of people who are smarter than me. I have to make up for it with my charm. At least he grins at that. Besides. Im so bright, my dad calls me son.

He chuckles and rolls his eyes. You know what I am. You think you know what I do, and you know what they say about my pack. So now I have to ask. Why did you agree to go out with me?

I think youre hot, and I wanted to get to know you better. I give his line back to him.

Okay. He smiles as he picks up his credit card, and we head out the door. Is anyone expecting you to be home?

You mean like a curfew? Im a bit long of fang for that. Or do you plan to abduct me, and you want to know how long it will be before someone misses me?

He laughs as we head out of the parking lot. No, I was wondering if you needed to head home now, or do you want to go someplace else. Maybe a walk down at the lake?

Hmmm. Romantic, secluded area with the hottest guy Ive ever seen, who for some godsforsaken reason, claims to be interested in me. Let me think about it. Yeah. Im easy.

Id like that. Might as well milk this one shot Ill have at him for all I can. Hes probably never going to want to talk to me again after tonight anyway.

He gives me a sexy grin and settles back in his seat. He drops a hand to his lap and adjusts himself to make more room in his pants for that eggplant. And now Im terrified. I dont think I have enough lube with me for that. Hope hes not planning for the full boat tonight. Thats going to take some prepping, and maybe even some homework, before thats going in.

He drives out of town, down an old farm-to-market road and takes a dirt trail to a clearing next to the river.

Come on, he says after he parks. We walk to the riverbed and sit facing the water. I love it out here. So peaceful, and no one else around to bug us.

So now that you got me here, what do you plan to do with me?

Whatever youll let me. His eyes are almost black, his pupils are so big. Hes watching my tongue as he leans in, putting one hand on the back of my neck. He kisses one corner of my mouth. I try to turn into his kiss, but he holds me steady and kisses the other corner. Whatever youll let me do, he whispers again.

His lips brush against mine. Then he does it again. The third time he passes, I open my mouth and he pushes his tongue in. I taste the beer and wings, and something that must be him. Hes melting me. I lay back on the cool grass, and he follows me, pinning me to the ground. He tilts his head and deepens the kiss. I can feel the eggplant ripening. The kiss gets rougher as we both get more excited. Im working on his shirt buttons, and he palms my cock through my pants. When I moan into his mouth, he finally comes up for air.

He backs off a little and frames my head with those meaty forearms, running his hands over my face. He watches me as I turn my face to kiss his palm.

What are you, Jeff? he whispers, and I freeze. Youre not fully human. He puts his nose into the space between my neck and shoulder and takes a deep whiff, giving me goose bumps. You dont smell like them. I thought it was just from all the customers in the bookstore, but out here, I know its you. He kisses me again, mapping my mouth with his tongue. You dont taste like a mammal, either. So, what are you?

Does it matter? We dance around again.

It might, he says, his eyes narrowed.

Ill show you. I nudge him to get him to lie on his back. I nibble along his neck as I work the buttons on his shirt, exposing more of that soft pelt as I go.

I like this. I rub my face in the dark hair covering his chest. I lick one of his nipples, and he shivers and hisses. I suck it into my mouth as my hands begin working on opening his jeans. Button fly?

Zippers can get uncomfortable.

Ill bet they do for you, eggplant.

Huh? he manages to grunt before groaning as I get the fly open and my hands on him. I move my mouth to the other nipple as I stroke him a few times. Now that its been let out, his dick takes on epic proportions.

You should have a warning label. Objects in pants may be larger than they appear.

Sorry.

For what? Being hung? You have absolutely nothing to be sorry for.

It scares some guys off, and

Do I look afraid? Is he really having doubts because hes doublymake that triplyblessed? Are you surgically enhanced?

What? No!

Did you go to a witch to get a spell or potion to increase your size?

No.

So, youre telling me youre sorry for something you had no control over. Theres nothing to apologize for. You can apologize for your actions, your attitude, your behavior, but you should never apologize for the way you were made. I go back to his nipples, punctuating my words with nips to the tightened buds and strokes to the cock in question. I happen to love the way you are put together.

I slither down his stomach, lingering on his belly button as I run my hand farther down, cupping his balls. Theyre huge and heavy, and make my mouth water. Hes writhing and panting as I finally make my way to his crotch, and my breath feathers across the base of his cock. I run my tongue up his length and around the thick crown, licking under his fiveskin. Seriously, anything that big cant be considered a foreskin. Hell, it may even be a sixskin. Hes bucking his hips and gasping as I take the head into my mouth.

Gods, that feels good, he says, propping himself up on his elbows to watch.

I look into his eyes as I pull off him. You havent seen anything yet. He moans and lays back down when I flick my tongue into the slit. I keep stroking his shaft and teasing around the head, rolling his balls around in my other hand. Hes thumping his fists against the ground, and it sounds like hes growling.

I can tell hes getting close, so I quickly unhinge my jaw and swallow him whole, stopping only when my nose is buried in the patch of soft, curly hair at the base of his cock. He sits up, eyes wide. I squeeze my throat muscles, thanking the powers for my separate breathing tube to protect against suffocation. He howls and shoots down my throat, spasming as he comes hard. Eggplant never tasted so good. He howls once more and settles into whimpers as he works to contain his breathing.

Holy fuck, Jeff. I admit Im a bit pleased with myselfnot to mention really fucking hornyat the way he sounds right now. I take my cock out and start stroking myself. 

No one has ever. Ever. Been able to do that to me, he pants out.

Should have met a boa sooner.

Fuck, he huffs out, flopping into the grass. All that blood rushing back into his big head has got to be disorienting. I shimmy back up his body and kiss him, the fur on his abdomen tickling my aching cock.

If I had any control over my body, Id take care of that for you.

Just stay like that, I whisper hoarsely as I hump his hip like a… well, like a wolf. He lifts his head a little and begins kissing me back, but letting me take control. He manages to get one arm around my hips, pushing his huge paw in my open waistband to cup my ass and run one long finger along the crack, teasing my entrance. His hand is so big, it nearly covers the entire thing, and its so hot it feels like its burning against my naturally cool skin. Hes getting his wind back as I snap my hips against his. When he wraps his other fiery palm around my cock, it only takes a couple of strokes to set me off.

Yessssss! I hiss, painting his hand and my shirt. I collapse in a sticky mess, half on top of him. He chuckles and holds me tighter. I let my eyes drift shut as he gently kisses the top of my head.

We settle back in the grass, looking up at the stars. Neither of us is in a hurry to do much of anything. Im sure were quite a sight, laying there, shirts unbuttoned, spent cocks hanging out. The air tastes like sex. Consider this turf marked. Even the native animals would be hard-pressed to linger here.

Why didnt you tell me you were a were? A wereboa, of all things?

Are you complaining?

Not one bit.

If I hadnt called you out on it, would you have told me you were a wolf?

Probably not. At least not on the first date, he laughs softly.

Besides, you wolves have such a superiority complex. You would have discounted me out of hand.

Hey, Im not like that.

I snort. Your pack is one of the worst. To be anything but a wolf, you might as well be fully human.

I promise not to talk bad about any other weres again.

Ever? You sure about that?

Never, he says, looking me in the eye.

Cause I have a cousin whos a scorpion.

Really? he asks, disbelieving, looking for signs Im joking.

Yeah. He has to be really careful about where he shifts.

Ill bet, he chuckles.

But you should see his abs.

Finally, the chill gets to me, and I shiver.

I guess Id better get you home. He sighs and starts to sit up, buttoning his shirt.

We tuck ourselves back in our jeans, and he pulls me close, kissing me tenderly. He feels scary good. I should not even be thinking how addicted I could become to having his arms around me, given the chance. I breathe in his scent and sigh against his chest and kill the mood by yawning.

Okay, snake. Lets get you home.

Okay, wolf. Lets go.
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