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Chapter One 
“Are you sure this is gonna work?” Missy Piccolo looked doubtfully at the small red sachet filled with dried herbs and tied with a pure white ribbon. Her face with its short pug nose and sharp black eyes was scrunched into an expression of disbelief. 
Sara Jensen repressed a small sigh. If you didn’t think it would work, why did you come
to me in the first place?  she wanted to ask. But she kept the question behind her teeth, knowing that Missy, like the other women in Buck Lake, Tennessee, only came to her as a last resort. Buck Lake was a tiny town in the foot of the Appalachians and Sara was kind of a dirty secret—the woman you went to when modern medicine and science had failed and there was nothing else to try. The women of the town called her a witch and put their noses in the air when she passed them on the sidewalks of the small, quaint tourist village but they were quick enough to seek her out when they needed a protection charm or a hex broken or, like Missy Piccolo, a love spell. 
“Sure it’ll work,” Sara told her, taking back the bag. “You draw a warm bath and let the sachet soak in the water. Then you can bathe in it yourself or, better yet, get Roy to get in it—it’ll have a stronger effect that way. Make love to him afterward and he will be bound to you in love and fidelity. But only if there is some affinity there to start with, of course,” she warned. 
“Affinity?” Missy raised one skinny black eyebrow in confusion. 
“You know—some spark. Attraction. He needs to desire you at least a little before you can bind him to you. Understand?” 
“Oh…oh yeah.” Missy’s face cleared. “No problem there. I can make him want me. 
Just can’t keep him from strayin’. I don’t want him sniffin’ after no other women like some dog in heat.” 
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“Well, this should do the trick.” Sara tried to smile brightly and failed. Sometimes she wondered why she stayed in this goddessforsaken little town now that her mentor, Arailia, was gone. Arailia had been a wonderful woman, a wise, calm soul who had taken Sara in when her family had pushed her out for being a little too strange. The only one who’d kept in touch with her after her mom and dad had disowned her had been her older brother Duke. And now that he’d been killed in Iraq and Arailia had succumbed to cancer two months before, Sara was all alone in the world with nothing but the little house her mentor had left her along with her store of dried herbs and potions. Just thinking about it made her feel like crying but she swallowed the lump in her throat and turned her attention back to Missy Piccolo. 
“Excuse me?” she said, realizing she’d missed a question. 
“I said, what all’s in it, anyway?” 
Sara pushed a thick sheaf of hair the color of autumn leaves behind one ear. Streaks of gold, fiery orange and chestnut brown decorated her thick mane of mostly auburn hair but it wasn’t a dye job—she’d had her multicolored hair since she was a little girl. 
With her bright green eyes and pale skin, she supposed her unusual hair made her look like the witch the women of the town thought she was. So she might as well play the part. 
“Well,” she said, counting the herbs off on her fingers. “There’s angelica root for positive energy—that’s also good for breaking hexes by the way. Then there’s basil for fidelity—” 
“Wait a minute.” Missy held up a hand. “Basil? You mean like the same kind you put in spaghetti?” 
“Well, yes. But that’s when you’re using it as a seasoning. Almost every herb you can think of has more than one use.” 
Missy sniffed, her pug nose wrinkling. “I dunno if Roy’s gonna like me soakin’ him in a bath that smells like Ragu.” 
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Sara suppressed another sigh. “It won’t smell like spaghetti sauce, I promise. 
There’s a lot more in it than just basil, if you’ll let me finish.” 
Missy harrumphed and shifted herself in the carved oak chair at Sara’s kitchen table where she did most of her business. “Alrighty then. Go on.” 
Sara picked up the mixing bowl where a good amount of the mixture she’d made for Missy was still left and started pointing out the individual herbs. “There’s also cedar for purification, chamomile to attract true love, cinnamon for desire, ginseng for sexual potency. Ginseng will also break curses and ward off evil intentions,” she said, thinking it couldn’t hurt to educate Missy a little while she was at it. “Passion flower to heighten the libido, dried fig for fertility and most important, damiana.” 
“What’s that?” Missy asked, bringing the red sachet to her nose and sniffing carefully. 
“A very powerful herb,” Sara told her. “It needs to be gathered by the light of the full moon. It can be used in sex magick because it enhances lust and it’s especially good at attracting a male lover.” 
Missy looked at the sachet in her hand with new respect. “Wow, you can do all that with just a packet of dried herbs?” 
Sara smiled at her serenely. “If it is the will of the Goddess and if you believe. Do you?” 
Missy clutched the sachet tight. “Yes,” she breathed, her voice reverent. “Yes, Sara. 
Thank you.” She shoved a crumpled twenty-dollar bill across the table and Sara nodded. 
“You’re welcome. Blessed be, Missy.” 
“Uh, yeah. Blessed be. And happy Halloween.” Missy stuffed the sachet in her purse and beat a hasty retreat through the country kitchen and the worn but comfortable living room to the front door. Obviously she was eager to go try her love spell on the unsuspecting Roy. None of the women who came to see Sara wanted to 7 
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stay any longer than they had to. She might be useful at times but she was still just a dirty little secret. 
Sara sighed when her customer was gone and scooped the rest of the herb mixture into several more sachets. There was no point wasting it since she knew that Missy wasn’t the last woman who would be wanting to bind her man to her with magickal chains of love and lust. If only she had a man of her own to love, Sara thought, she might not feel so alone right now. But there had never been anyone for her in Buck Lake. The only two men in town who even treated her like she didn’t have the plague were her big brother Duke and his best friend Reeve Daniels. 
When Duke had been killed behind enemy lines, Sara had been sure his friend Reeve would come home too. He’d been wounded and might have gotten an honorable discharge. But after a brief letter explaining that he felt he needed to carry on and letting her know that Duke had died with honor, Reeve had decided to finish his tour. 
Sara sighed when she thought of that letter. She had a picture of the three of them, Reeve and Duke on either side of her, both of them grinning, just before they had gone off to enlist. Duke had reddish brown hair a few shades darker than her own and Reeve had hair so black it was almost blue and eyes that were warm amber brown, like good whiskey. The war had hardened both of them, Sara thought, and even though she knew Reeve’s tour was over, she didn’t expect to see him again. She and Duke had had the same oval-shaped face, the same eyes, even the same scattering of freckles across the bridge of their noses. Seeing her would only remind Reeve of the best friend he had lost. 
“Time to stop mooning over the past and get in the present, girl,” Sara told herself aloud. She got up from the kitchen table and went to light a small fire in the red brick fireplace that sat in the corner of the cozy living room. She wanted to make the little house more cheerful, a little less empty. It was October thirty-first, Samhain night, Halloween to the rest of the world, and for the first time in three years since Arailia had taken her in Sara had no one to celebrate with. She knew that if she’d been a member of 8 
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a coven, she would have spent the night skyclad or naked, dancing and chanting under the full moon, giving thanks to the Goddess. Samhain was a night to throw caution to the wind and go with your instincts. But how could you do that if there was no one to celebrate with? 
“Maybe I should just celebrate on my own,” Sara murmured. In the months since Arailia had been gone, she’d gotten used to talking to herself and the sound of her own voice echoing in the small house no longer sounded strange to her. Deciding that she would do just that, she went to the master bedroom that Arailia had urged her to move into before she’d died and selected a silky red robe from her cedar wardrobe. She could almost hear her mentor’s voice whispering in her ear, Red means courage, health, strength
and sex, my dear. Wear red when you want to be strong and when you want to love true. 
“Well, one out of two isn’t bad,” Sara told herself with a sigh. There was a sacred grove not far from the little house, a soft mound of moss about three yards wide nestled in a ring of rowan trees that were blessed by the Goddess. Arailia had told her they had been mere saplings when she was a little girl but now their branches were thick enough to offer protection from prying eyes when midnight rituals were called for. 
Sara shed her jeans and T-shirt and then her bra and panties until she was as naked as the day she’d been born. She would wear the red robe out to the sacred grove and then she would shed it and dance under the full moon for the pleasure of the Goddess, who preferred her priestesses to be skyclad during ceremonies. She didn’t worry about any trick-or-treaters interrupting her private moment—the little house was too far out in the country for any candy-hungry children to bother with. 
The thin red silk was slippery and cool against her bare skin. Sara shivered as her nipples stood up in peaks under the sensuous brush of the material. It felt strange to be celebrating alone after so long but she was determined not to let Arailia’s memory down. 
She went to her front door and stepped out into the coolness of the night. She could hear the rustle of the wind in the trees and smell the dry cinnamon aroma of leaf mulch 9 
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that meant autumn was almost over and winter was fast approaching. A faint chilly breeze ruffled her long, straight hair and the old wooden boards of the front porch creaked under her bare feet. Arailia had loved the outdoors and the soft wind almost seemed to have her voice. 
“When ye Lady’s moon is new, 
kiss ye hand to her times two. 
When ye moon rides at her peak, 
then ye heart’s desire seek. 
When the wind is from the south, 
love will kiss you on the mouth. 
Live ye must and let to live. 
Fairly take and fairly give.” 


Sara sighed, wishing the wind and the full moon really would bring her love instead of just the memory of it. To her left was an ancient porch swing, its chain groaning softly as the wind pushed it. Sara tried not to think about the good times she’d had here, of the way she and Arailia had sat out nights and Arailia had taught her legends of the Goddess and how to read the stars. Or the good times when Duke and Reeve had sat with her sandwiched between them, each with a muscular arm thrown over her shoulders, and they had laughed and laughed at her big brother’s corny jokes. 
Now that everyone was gone, Sara couldn’t bear to sit out here alone. She turned her eyes quickly from the swing and started in the direction of the sacred grove. 
It was a cold night and her bare feet made little sound in the dry, whispering grass and plants. Arailia’s home was far out in the country and she never bothered to cut her lawn like the town dwellers. All life, plant and animal, was to be respected and what looked like weeds to the untrained eye was actually a vast herb garden growing right up to the front steps of the little house. Also, as she’d once told Sara, the overgrown lawn added to the mystique of her wise woman image. Then she’d laughed, that 10 
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wonderful soft laugh that Sara missed so much, especially at times like this, and added that no one wanted to go see a witch who lived in a modern apartment building—it just wouldn’t do. 
She was halfway to the grove, the worn path lit by the bright moonlight overhead when Sara heard it. A long, low, drawn-out howl, not quite human but not quite animal either. The sound was mournful and hungry—it sent a shiver up her back and she wrapped the red robe more tightly around herself, suddenly remembering something she’d heard in town a few days ago. 
Gus Banner had been working on a customer’s truck when Sara was putting air in her tires. She hadn’t meant to listen in on the conversation between the two men but she’d heard Gus tell the other man that a whole herd of deer had been found slaughtered out by Duram’s field the month before. 
“Yep—had their throats ripped out. Torn to shreds, don’t ya know,” he’d said, bending over the pickup’s engine and doing something with a wrench. “More’n fifteen of ’em. Just can’t figure out how so many of ’em could get kilt like that.” 
“Must’ve been one hell of a wolf pack,” the customer had volunteered, scratching his balding head under the sweat-lined John Deere cap he was wearing. 
“Mayhap,” Gus had said, looking up. “But it ain’t natural a whole herd gettin’ kilt that way. Mostly a wolf pack’ll thin out the weak and the young. Or the old, don’t ya know. But this—killin’ all of ’em in one place? It ain’t right somehow. Ain’t natural.” 
That was all Sara had heard before she’d finished putting air in her tires and left to finish her other errands. But now the long, liquid howl reminded her that Duram’s field wasn’t even a mile from her sacred grove. 
“Red is for courage,” she reminded herself, wrapping the thin silk robe more firmly around her naked body. “I’ll be fine.” She took a determined step toward the sacred grove but just then the howl sounded again and this time it was closer. Much closer. 
“Goddess,” Sara murmured uneasily. She went to take another step and suddenly heard something rustling in the underbrush. Something big. Okay, enough was enough. 
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Samhain or no Samhain, she was certain that neither the Goddess or Arailia would have wanted her to wind up as a midnight snack for a wolf pack. Sara turned around and began to walk as quickly and quietly back to the house as she could. If only she could get to the front porch she knew she’d be safe. No wild animal would dare come so close to a human residence—would it? 
The crackling in the underbrush got louder and Sara fought the urge to look around. Her heart was pounding in her throat, making her feel sick and scared. Don’t
run,  she told herself. Don’t run, you’ll only attract it. Don’t run, don’t ru—
The crackling sound was almost on top of her this time and then she was pounding up the path, ignoring her own advice. Part of her wanted to look back but another part was afraid, afraid of what she’d see. Was there a dark shape following her? A long, lean black shadow with sharp white teeth waiting to rip out her throat? 
The porch…if I can just get to the porch!  It wasn’t far now. Sara could see the porch swing, gilded silver by the bright moonlight. She could see the warm glow of the fire through her living room windows. Safety was just a few feet away but the rushing, rustling sound in the grass behind her told her that her death was even closer—running right behind her, ready to strike. She whipped her head back for a split second and got a muddled impression of something huge and dark loping behind her in the blackness. 
Goddess!  Sara looked away, not wanting to see anymore, and put on another burst of speed. She was almost there…almost there… 
Her bare feet hit the porch steps with a dull thumping and she was reaching for the doorknob when her foot caught in the hem of the red silk robe. Sara gave a strangled half cry and then she was down with a bone-bruising thud and the dark shape was right on top of her. 
Sara threw a hand over her eyes, not wanting to see. She could hear whatever it was panting in the darkness above her, no doubt waiting for the perfect time to dive in for the kill. Her heart was pounding in her ears and suddenly she knew what the hapless deer in Duram’s field had felt like. Then, to her surprise, it spoke. 
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“Sara?” The deep, gravelly voice was familiar but it had been so long since she heard it that she couldn’t believe it. 
“Reeve?” She took her arm away from her eyes and looked up, trying to make out his features. The moonlight behind him was so bright it threw him into shadow. Only his amber-brown eyes were visible—they looked almost gold in the darkness. “Is…is that you?” she asked tentatively. 
“It’s me.” He took a deep, harsh-sounding breath, like a man who was struggling to lift a heavy weight or to hold back a storm by sheer force of will. “It’s me, Sara. I need you.” 
13 
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Chapter Two 
He looked bigger to Sara somehow and it wasn’t just because he was looming over her on the sagging wooden porch. She could tell by the way that the moonlight gilded the edges of his form that he was shirtless and the muscular arms she remembered so well were huge, as though Reeve had been pumping iron obsessively. She remembered that working out was how he controlled his stress. Judging from the size of him, he’d been under a great deal of it lately. 
“What…what do you want?” she asked, scrambling to her feet. He made a move as if to help her but she was still a little spooked from her midnight run and avoided his helping hand. 
“You. I need you.” Those sharp eyes flickered over her briefly, taking her in. For the first time she thought there was something in his face she hadn’t seen before. A hunger that was frightening in its intensity. 
“What…what do you need me for?” A chilly breeze made her suddenly aware that her red silk robe had slipped open, showing the naked curves of her breasts and the pink peaks of her nipples. Blushing fiercely, she wrapped it tightly around herself. 
Surely he wasn’t talking about needing her…that way, was he? 
“I need you because you’re a witch. Aren’t you?” Reeve asked bluntly, abruptly shattering her half-formed fantasy. 
“What?” Sara stared at him in disbelief. She hadn’t seen him in over a year and her calling wasn’t something they had ever discussed although Duke had made a few light references to his “spooky” little sister over the years. 
“A witch,” Reeve repeated. “Duke told me you were. Told me he’d beat the shit out of me if I told anyone else though. Even though the whole damn town suspects it.” 
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“Why bring it up now then? I haven’t seen you in ages.” Sara reached behind her to open the door, fumbling for the knob with numb fingertips. “You’ve been back in town a whole month and the first time you come to see me you scare me to death.” 
“I know I haven’t come to see you.” Reeve stepped into the little house, seeming to fill the entire living room with his huge form. In the warm glow from the fire Sara had lit earlier, the strong lines of his dark face were haggard and drawn. “But I…I didn’t come because I was ashamed, Sara.” 
“Oh Reeve.” She took a step closer, reaching up to cup his scratchy cheek in one palm. He smelled like wood smoke and musk and clean sweat. Masculine smells that reminded her of her brother. “What could you possibly be ashamed of?” she asked softly. 
“I was…I was afraid you could look at me and tell what I am. What’s happened to me.” Reeve grasped her wrist in one large, warm hand and looked down at her, his whiskey-colored eyes burning. “Can you, Sara? Can you see it?” 
Sara’s first reaction was to draw back, away from the frightening intensity of his gaze. But then she took a step forward, so close that her breasts were almost brushing the broad planes of his bare chest. Because she could tell. It was in the set of his wide shoulders and the tension in his jaw. It was in the desperation in his eyes. But mostly, it was in his scent. Under the sweat and musk and smoke, she smelled something else. 
She stood on her tiptoes but he was still too tall. 
“Lean down,” she commanded, putting her free hand on his other shoulder. His skin felt like warm satin under her palm. 
“Why?” But he did as she said, leaning forward so that she could press her face against the side of his neck and inhale deeply. There it was again—that foreign scent she could almost name. It was like sand and salt and sun. Not the sultry, humid sun of a Tennessee summer but the glaring, merciless sun of the desert. The kind of sun that wants to scorch the meat off a man’s bones. 
15 
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Reeve shivered when she buried her face in the side of his neck and Sara could feel his pulse jump. Suddenly she realized that she was pressed up against him, her breasts crushed against his chest, her nipples rubbing against his bare skin through the thin silk of the robe. Embarrassed, she stepped quickly away. 
“Well?” Reeve looked at her uncertainly as she attempted to quiet the sudden hammering of her heart. 
Sara looked him straight in the eye, trying to pretend being so close to him hadn’t affected her in the least. “You’re under a curse,” she said as calmly as she could. “And judging from your face, it must be a nasty one.” 
“You’re right.” Reeve sank onto the worn but comfortable sofa and buried his face in his hands. His black hair was still short but it was no longer the military crew cut Sara remembered from the few pictures he and Duke had managed to send back to her. 
She had a sudden urge to run her fingers through the black bristle that was growing out and suppressed it fiercely. She’d had a crush on Reeve, back before he and Duke joined up, but that was a long time ago and there was no point in reviving it now. Not when he was obviously just here for help and nothing more. She took a deep breath and settled on the couch beside him, trying not to sit too close. 
“Tell me about it,” she said, trying to sound professional. “How did it happen? 
Who did it?” 
He looked up at her and for a minute she thought he wouldn’t tell. Then his shoulders slumped and he shook his head. “It happened the same night that…that Duke died.” 
“Oh.” Sara put a hand to her chest trying to suppress the awful pain that welled up inside her. Her brother’s loss was still too fresh, too new. 
“I’m sorry.” Reeve shook his head again. “But it all happened so fast. We were behind the lines, like I told you in my letter. And we were pinned down in this little hut. It wasn’t just us—Duke and me, I mean. There was a whole family—an old man, a little old lady, buncha kids. One of them—this little boy, I dunno, maybe about twelve 16 
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years old—even spoke some English.” He sighed. “Anyway, we were surrounded. And Duke and I kept yelling for the kid to tell the guys outside to back off, that we would leave if they would just back off. But either they couldn’t hear him or they didn’t listen. 
They kept…kept firing round after round. Then they sent in some gas and we knew we had to get out or die.” 
Sara could see the whites of his eyes and the words were flowing out of him in a rush, as though this was something he had kept inside too long. She wanted to comfort him but she sensed that he needed to finish more than he needed comfort. 
“We were all coughing and choking and Duke shouted at me to cover him and then one of them rushed the hut,” Reeve continued rapidly. “He broke down the door just as Duke was trying to get out and his… I’m sorry, Sara, his bullet hit Duke just right. I didn’t even get a shot off before he hit the ground. I…” he trailed off and buried his face in his hands again. 
Sara felt a rush of compassion. “Hey, no, it’s all right. It’s not your fault,” she soothed, scooting closer to stroke the broad expanse of his back. His skin quivered under her fingertips, the nervous shiver of a wild animal in danger. 
“It is my fault.” Reeve looked up and his eyes were bright with unshed tears. “He was my best friend. I should’ve been able to protect him. I should’ve shot that bastard sooner. As it was, Duke was already down and I…I went kind of crazy. I shot the son of a bitch that shot Duke and then I charged out of the hut and mowed down everybody outside. There was smoke everywhere, I couldn’t see, I couldn’t breathe. I think I was shouting or screaming but I don’t know what. Maybe Duke’s name. I…” He swallowed hard. 
Sara sensed he was having a hard time continuing. Her own chest was tight with the vivid retelling of her brother’s death. Reeve had softened the edges a lot in his letter, had been deliberately vague, probably to avoid causing her the pain she was feeling now. 
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“It’s okay,” she murmured, still stroking his broad, warm back. “Just tell me, Reeve. 
Whatever it is, it’ll be okay.” 
He looked up, his eyes dry and hard and shiny. “One of my bullets must’ve went wide,” he said. “Or else I was so crazy I didn’t care who I killed. I don’t know and I don’t want to know. Because when the smoke cleared I was back in the hut and the…the little old man was lying there, as dead as Duke. His wife, I guess it was his wife, the little old lady, she started screaming. Then she grabbed a handful of sand from the floor and threw it at me and I felt…” He shook his head. “I don’t know how to say it. I felt strange all over. Tingly—numb. Anyway I turned to the little boy, the one who knew English, and I kept saying, ‘Tell her I’m sorry. Tell her I didn’t mean to do it’.” 
“Did he make her understand?” Sara asked. 
Reeve shook his head and she felt the muscles tense and bunch under his skin. “I don’t think so and anyway, who could blame her for being angry? He told me, he said, 
‘She put a curse on you. Says you go back home, you turn into animal just like you act when the moon is full’.” He sighed. “That was all I could get out of him. I thought it was just crap but…but last month around this time I started to feel itchy and…and weird.” 
“Go on.” Sara thought she knew where this was going but she could scarcely believe it just the same. 
Reeve swallowed. “I…I was out late at night, just walking, thinking, trying to get my head around everything that happened. Losing Duke and everything else. And I knew I needed to come see you because Duke said…he wanted me to take care of you. 
If anything happened to him.” 
“I can take care of myself.” Sara’s words were uncharacteristically sharp—her older brother had always been overprotective. And besides, she didn’t want Reeve to seek her out because of a sense of duty. She wanted him to seek her out because… Don’t be silly,
Sara.  She shook off the thought. “I mean, I’m fine,” she said, trying to sound less defensive. 
18 
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“Yeah, I can see that.” A small smile tugged at the corner of Reeve’s full mouth. 
“I’m the one that’s not so fine. But that night I was feeling different—twitchy and itchy, just like I did when that handful of sand hit me in the chest. Anyway, I was out at Duram’s field—” 
“Oh my God!” Sara put a hand to her mouth, suddenly understanding. “That was you who…who got to those deer. Wasn’t it?” 
Reeve nodded unhappily. “Uh, yeah. I…I can’t explain it, Sara. I think I changed into…I don’t know what. Something else. Some kind of animal.” He took a deep breath. 
“I… It felt like the moonlight was burning me, making me itch and sting all over. And then my…my skin split and it felt like all my bones were breaking at once. Remember those hand puppets we used to make in school with paper bags when we were kids?” 
Sara nodded, her hand still covering her mouth. 
“Well, it felt like I was one of those. And some giant hand was turning me inside out. Hurt like hell and I thought, ‘This is what that old lady was talking about. This is her curse on me—that I’m going to split open and die like a rotten tomato in the sun.’ 
But…” He hesitated. “But I didn’t die. I just changed. And then suddenly I was hungry—more goddamn hungry than I’ve ever been in my life. I lifted my nose and I could smell meat.” 
“Meat?” Sara looked at him uncertainly. 
He nodded. His eyes were bright again but not with unshed tears. With hunger. 
“Meat,” he said again. “Fresh, hot, bloody meat. So I chased after it. And I killed and killed and killed.” His deep voice was harsh and unemotional, which scared Sara almost more than his hungry eyes. 
“Then…then what?” she asked, fighting the urge to move away from him, to put distance between his big, powerful, half naked body and herself. 
“When I woke up I was… I didn’t have any clothes on and I was covered in blood,” 
Reeve said bluntly. “And those…all the deer were dead. Every one of them. I 19 
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kept…kept hoping it was a one-time thing. And for a while it seemed like it was because it didn’t happen anymore. That is, until tonight.” 
Sara did scoot away from him now, she couldn’t help herself. “You changed tonight? Before you came here?” 
“No.” He shook his head. “No, I mean I haven’t changed yet.  But I can feel it coming on me. The twitchy, itchy feeling. The hunger. Sara, please.” He leaned forward and captured her hands in his. “Please, help me. If anyone can, I know it’s you. Please, I don’t want to change again. I don’t want to kill. What if…” He swallowed hard. “What if there aren’t any deer around next time? What if I hurt a person? Someone I care about?” He looked right at her and Sara got a funny feeling in her chest when she realized he was talking about her. 
“Reeve,” she murmured. “I…I don’t know if I can help you. I mean, Arailia told me about this kind of curse when she was training me but I never expected to encounter it myself. It’s very rare and—” 
Before she could finish he was standing up and heading for the door. 
“Reeve, wait!” She ran after him. “Where are you going?” 
He turned to face her and his eyes were wild. “To get away from you.” Then, obviously seeing the hurt look in her eyes, he put his hands on her shoulders and shook her lightly. “Sara, look, I never would’ve come here tonight if I thought I was putting you in danger. I thought—hoped—that you could help me. But if you can’t then I need to get away. Even in here I can feel the moon outside dragging on me. I can feel my skin itching and pulling. It’s like…like I have on a suit that’s too damn small. If I don’t get away from you, I’ll hurt you.” He shook his head. “And I’d rather kill myself or live with this damn thing for the rest of my life than do that.” 
“Stop talking that way.” Sara deliberately took a step closer to show she wasn’t afraid even though her heart was almost pounding out of her chest. “I said it was rare, Reeve,” she said firmly. “Not unheard of or incurable. I think Arailia had something about it in her spirit book.” 
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He frowned. “Spirit book?” 
Sara shrugged. “It’s what she called her…her book of spells I guess you could say. 
It’s mostly herbal recipes and love spells to be honest, but she did have a section near the back on breaking curses. Just let me look it up. And in the meantime you just…” 
She was about to steer him back to the couch but they were standing close to the doorway that led into the kitchen. Looking at the table, her gaze happened to fall on the three red sachets bound with pure white ribbon that she had made from the remainder of the herbal mixture she’d given to Missy Piccolo. Suddenly, she seemed to hear her own voice lecturing Missy when she had given her the love-lust-fidelity sachet. There’s
angelica root for positive energy—that’s also good for breaking hexes by the way… Ginseng will
also break curses and ward off evil intentions… 
Sara nearly slapped her forehead at the obviousness of it. True, the herbal mixture she’d made for Missy was specifically for binding a man you loved to you but the herbs might work just as well to help break the curse Reeve was under. She felt a little twinge of conscience as she ran to the kitchen and grabbed the sachets but quickly pushed it away. After all, it wasn’t as though she actually loved  Reeve—the schoolgirl crush she’d had on him for just about forever didn’t really count in this situation. And besides, the only way to finish the binding was to make love to him and she certainly  had no intention of doing that. Just the thought of that, of having his big body pressed against hers, holding her, entering her, thrusting deep inside her while he growled her name made her blush all over. Don’t be so silly, Sara!  she told herself briskly. Just get on with it. 
“Come on.” She had the three sachets in one hand and she grabbed Reeve’s hand with the other, dragging him toward the bathroom. 
“Where are we going?” He seemed uncertain but not unwilling to come with her. 
Sara thought that if he had been unwilling there was no way in hell she would have been able to drag him down the narrow hall that led from the living room to the bathroom and bedrooms—he was much too huge and strong. 
“To take a bath,” she said firmly, ignoring the incredulous glance he threw her way. 
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“A bath? But—” 
“No buts,” Sara told him, frowning. “Strip.” 
They were in the bathroom now, a surprisingly large and luxurious room for such a small cottage. Arailia had always said that meditation was important and she didn’t know anyplace better to find inner peace than in a hot bubble bath. Accordingly, she had spared no expense when she remodeled the little house. The room was decorated with indigo blue tile and gold trim and on the high white ceiling Arailia had painted mystical healing symbols in dark blue and gold paint. In the center of the room stood an old-fashioned clawfoot bathtub almost deep enough to do the backstroke in. 
Sara loved this room and spent many hours in the tub staring at the ceiling because it reminded her of her mentor. But there was no time for quiet meditation now. She went quickly to the clawfoot tub and turned on the water, watching until the steam rose in a steady cloud, and then threw all three of the love-lust-fidelity sachets into the hot water. Immediately the room was filled with a delicious spicy scent, letting her know that the herbs were doing their work. 
Reeve sniffed the air appreciatively. “Smells good,” he commented. “But how is this supposed to help me?” 
Sara turned to him and saw that he was still dressed in his jeans and boots. “I said strip,” she told him sternly. “And don’t question the cure. You came to me for help and I’m going to help you. I need to look in the back of Arailia’s book but in the meantime the herbs in this bath ought to help control the, uh, urge to change.” I hope, anyway,  she added silently. 
Reeve looked at her doubtfully but at last he turned his back and began to unbutton his jeans. Sara busied herself with rearranging the soap dish near the sink but she couldn’t help watching from the corner of her eye as he toed off his boots and peeled the tight denim down his hard ass and thighs. Sweet Goddess, he was every bit as muscular below the belt as he was above it and all that smooth tan skin he was revealing made her mouth water with long-suppressed sexual need. 
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Stop it, Sara!  she told herself sternly. Reeve came here as a client, as a friend in need of
help. So stop looking at him like a side of beefcake and start helping!  She knew she ought to go into the bedroom and start looking through the spirit book Arailia had passed to her but somehow she was incapable of doing anything but standing there, playing with the same three or four miniature soaps over and over while she watched him undress. 
“All right.” Finally Reeve was naked and she wondered if he would keep his back to her while he went for the tub. But instead, he turned to face her at last, a look in his whiskey-brown eyes she couldn’t interpret. “I’m ready,” he said, and to Sara’s dismay, he really was—in more ways than one. 
She hadn’t seen Reeve’s equipment since the day she’d spied on a peeing contest he and Duke were having in the woods. That was back when they were in sixth grade and she was in second. She remembered wondering back then what the funny-looking appendages boys had between their legs were for. This time she knew but the knowledge didn’t help calm her any more than the fact that Reeve’s equipment appeared to have grown considerably. 
“Oh my,” she breathed as his cock came into view. Tall and thick, it rose from between his muscular thighs and lay almost flush with his flat belly. A dark mushroom-shaped head capped it and Sara could see pearly beads of precum gathering at the slit in the center. 
“Sorry.” Reeve’s voice was gruff. “Can’t help it. It’s that damn silk robe you got on. 
I can see your nipples right through it.” He gestured at his crotch. “Tends to make a man react.” 
“Oh.” Sara put a hand to her mouth and then changed her mind and crossed her arms over her chest to hide her nipples. She’d never in a million years dreamed that the tall, confident Reeve might find her attractive. She had always just been Duke’s little sister to him, someone to tease and make fun of. Maybe it was just the call of the moon and the curse on him making him react to her now. 
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“Get…” She cleared her voice, trying to sound professional and to keep her eyes above his waist. “Get in the tub and soak,” she finally managed to say. “While you do, I’ll look and see what Arailia’s spirit book has to say about your…your cock. I mean your curse. Your curse. Oh I…” She shook her head and put a hand over her lips before she could babble anymore. 
Reeve grinned at her, seeming to relax a little for the first time since he’d run her down on the front porch. “Looks a little different than last time you saw it, doesn’t it? 
When you watched me and Duke in that pissing contest?” 
“I didn’t know you knew I was watching.” Sara put a hand to her chest. Could this get any more embarrassing? 
“I’ve always known you were watching.” Reeve’s tone was softer now, filled with unspoken emotion. “Just like I’ve always been watching you, Red.” His old pet name for her sounded somehow intimate and erotic when he spoke it in that deep, quiet voice. 
“You…you have?” Sara squeaked, not believing her ears. Surely this was the curse talking. Reeve had never treated her as anything more than a little sister, someone to be protected and teased but never to be taken seriously. And certainly never to be desired. 
“I have.” He took a step forward and reached out to cup her hot cheek in his palm. 
“I always have, Sara,” he murmured. 
His naked body was so close now that Sara could feel the heat coming off him like a furnace, baking her shivering skin right through the thin silk robe. God, he smelled good! He was all male musk and hard muscles and she suddenly wanted him like she’d never wanted anything or anyone before. Her nipples were so hard they hurt and she could feel her pussy getting wet and hot just being near him. She could feel her body wanting to move toward his, to take the kiss he was so obviously offering, but she fought it with all her strength. 
It’s the curse,  she told herself sternly. Just the curse making him act like this, and if you
take advantage of him now you’ll never be able to look yourself in the mirror again! 
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“I…” She backed away from him slowly even though what she wanted to do was rip off her silk robe and grab him in a full-body hug. “I better go look at the spirit book. 
You-you need to get in the bath before the-the moon gets any stronger.” 
“I’m sorry, you’re right.” He stepped back, awkwardly rubbing a hand over his short black hair. “Uh, I’ll just get in the bath then.” 
“Yes, uh…you do that,” Sara mumbled. And then she got out of the bathroom as fast as she could, before her hormones got the better of her morals. 
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Chapter Three 
“Oh my Goddess,” Sara murmured to herself, her heart knocking against her ribs. 
She couldn’t believe what she had almost done. Couldn’t believe she’d almost kissed Reeve when they’d never been anything but friends before. Just being so close to his hard, nude body had set off a firestorm of desire inside her and she wished she had time to lie down on the bed and touch herself to bring her lust under control. But there was no time for that. Reeve was on the edge of a change and he needed her help. If she didn’t want to go back and find a hungry were-beast sitting in her bathtub, she had to find a way to break the curse now. 
Get with it, Sara,  she told herself sternly. Going to the small, crowded closet where Arailia had kept all her spell paraphernalia, she stood on her tiptoes and reached to the very top shelf. Her seeking fingertips found the dusty, leather-bound book and she grabbed it and blew the dust off the cover. It was more like a looseleaf notebook than any tome of magickal wisdom and Sara flipped through the pages crammed with Arailia’s spidery handwriting with increasing urgency. 
“Where is it?” she muttered under her breath, bringing the book back to the bed. 
She sat cross-legged on the plush mattress, running a hand distractedly through her long, loose hair as she searched. Finally, at the very back of the spirit book she found what she was looking for. 
Were Nocturna Luna,  the heading at the top of the page said. Curse of the beast under
the full moon. 
“Here we go,” Sara murmured to herself. Apparently there was a ceremony to break the curse, which relieved her considerably. Some curses, as Arailia had taught her, were almost impossible to get rid of. The instructions said it was good for removing not only the curse of the moon but any outside hex or binding that had been cast on the 26 
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afflicted individual. That was a nice bonus, Sara thought. She skimmed farther and found that the spell could only be performed on a full moon night. Well, so far so good—it was a full moon night tonight so the timing was just right. Then she hit a snag. 
The full moon was up and the spell looked doable but in order for it to work, there was a certain potion that had to be brewed and distilled into an essential oil for use in the ceremony. 
All right. Sara ran a hand through her hair again. Well, she didn’t usually have to work on the fly but she supposed she could pop into the kitchen and whip up a quick batch of anti-werewolf serum if she had to. She just hoped the hot water would hold out so she could keep Reeve in the tub while she worked. Rapidly, she ran down the list of ingredients. 
“Honeysuckle, St. John’s wort, hawthorn,” she murmured. “Got it, got it, got it…sun fire root, coltsfoot…yes, yes…and most importantly… Oh no!” She stared at the main ingredient of the potion in dismay. Most important,  read Arailia’s thin, spidery writing, you must have three cups of Blessed Thistle for purification, hex-breaking, protection
from evil and to remove unwanted influences, particularly of malevolent intent. 
“Crap!” Sara muttered fiercely. “Crap, crap, crap! ” She had just used the last pinch of her Blessed Thistle the other day in a purification potion and she knew she had no more in the house. Even worse, there was no possibility of getting any anytime soon. 
Blessed thistle didn’t grow anywhere near her house, needing more of a hot, dry climate than humid Tennessee could provide. Usually when Sara ran out she ordered more from her favorite on-line apothecary, Wejee’s Metaphysical Superstore. But it was the middle of the night and even if she got on the internet right now and placed a rush order it still wouldn’t get to her in time since the ceremony had to be performed on a full moon night. 
Sara put down the book for a moment and closed her eyes tight. “What am I gonna do?” she groaned softly to herself. Reeve was under a serious curse, which meant that the herbs in the bath she’d drawn for him might help hold off his change for a little 27 
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while but would in no way actually stop it. Outside the moon was climbing higher and higher and if she didn’t do something soon she would have a hungry werewolf rampaging through her house. She didn’t need that and yet she didn’t want to turn Reeve out into the night to change either. As he had said, what if it was a person instead of a herd of deer who crossed his path this time? No, she couldn’t risk it. But then what could she do? 
“Arailia,” she whispered, shaking her head. “Goddess, I wish you were here right now. You always knew what to do no matter how crazy things got. I know you could find a way out of this but I’m lost.” 
Look to the book, child. All will be well.  The whisper was so faint it seemed almost to be a thought in her head but Sara thought she recognized Arailia’s practical tone. It was Samhain night—a time when all lost loved ones were close to the physical realm. Was her mentor still watching out for her from the other world? Was she trying to tell Sara there was something she had missed—some way out of this mess? 
Sara poured over the ceremony and recipe again, looking for any kind of loophole. 
There was nothing until she got to the very bottom of the page and saw a small, skinny arrow in the right-hand margin, obviously indicating that she should look on the other side. Of course, how stupid of her! Here she was freaking out and she hadn’t even read the whole thing. Probably Arailia had a whole list of substitutions and she would be making the potion within the hour. Everything was going to be fine. Everything was going to work out just… 
Sara flipped the page and stared in dismay at what was written in her mentor’s thin script. If you have not the ingredients or the time to brew the potion, the beast within the cursed
one may be bound by one night only through a sexual sacrifice. But beware! The beast will take
out its hunger on the one who is given to the cursed one and the sacrifice will not be an easy one. 
She put down the book and swallowed hard. Goddess, did that mean what she thought it meant? A sexual sacrifice.  The words rang in her head like the tolling of a bell. 
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jump Reeve’s bones. But according to Arailia’s warning, he was the one who was going to do the jumping. Secretly, Sara had been wishing for a good excuse to grab her big brother’s best friend for years. But she had never dreamed she would have to have sex with him in order to keep him human. And that brought up another problem—how exactly was she going to lead up to this? 
Sara had always been a little bit timid and shy when it came to any kind of sex. In fact, she’d only had two other lovers and both of them were temporary, partners she had chosen to celebrate one of the high holy days as part of her worship of the Goddess. 
So she wasn’t exactly very experienced. What was she supposed to do? Go into the bathroom and tell Reeve he had to fuck her or he’d change into a werewolf? And how exactly was she going to phrase this? I’m sorry, Reeve, I don’t have all the ingredients I need
to make the potion to cure you but in the meantime we can hold off your change if you don’t
mind sleeping with me.  Oh yeah, that would go over real well. She wouldn’t sound desperate at all. 
She put down the book and ran both hands through her long autumn-colored hair in exasperation. Goddess, any way you cut it, this was going to be the most humiliating experience of her life. Not to mention that if she did  get Reeve to agree, she was in for a night of rough, unbridled sex like she’d never even imagined. Well…maybe she’d imagined something like it once or twice. 
Sara felt her cheeks get hot as she pictured herself rolling all over the bed with Reeve. Just the thought of that big, muscular body covering her, pounding into her, was almost enough to make her spontaneously combust with lust. All night she’d been trying to tell herself that she had nothing more than a schoolgirl crush but the plain truth was she was head over heels for Reeve and had been almost since the first time Duke brought him home from school to meet their family. For years she’d hoped he would notice her, would want her, but not like this. This felt wrong, like cheating, like getting something she’d always wanted in an underhanded, sneaky way. This— 
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Her thought was cut off abruptly by a low growling sound from the bathroom. Sara jumped up immediately. Oh Goddess! She was sitting here having a moral dilemma while Reeve was probably changing this minute. There was no more time to debate the rights and wrongs of the situation with herself. She had to go help him now. 
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Chapter Four 
“Reeve?” she asked, flinging open the door and rushing into the bathroom. She was afraid she was going to see a huge, hairy werewolf sitting in the deep clawfoot tub but to her relief he still looked completely human. Well, not completely—his amber-brown eyes had turned a bright, inhuman shade of gold that Sara had never seen before. And he was growling deep in his throat—not a good sign. 
“Reeve?” she asked again, hoping he was still human enough to recognize her. 
“Reeve, fight it! Don’t let the change take you.” 
“I’m…trying.” His deep voice was a rough growl and already his short, black hair seemed longer and shaggier. “Did you…find a way to…help?” he asked, obviously struggling to get the words out. 
“I…yes, I did.” Sara wanted to find a way to lead up to the awkward subject but her tongue seemed to be tied in knots. 
“Sara?” He rose, dripping, from the tub, the fragrant steam rising from his tan skin. 
Except for the animal eyes and the wild hair he looked like something out of Sara’s most vivid fantasies. Goddess, she wanted him so badly but she didn’t know how to tell him. 
“I…I…” Her mouth still wouldn’t cooperate as he stepped out of the tub and came toward her, his strange new eyes filled with hunger. 
“Please…” The thick column of his throat was working, trying to say more, but it was clear he couldn’t get the words out. Sara knew how he felt. He was looming over her, naked and dripping wet and all she wanted to do was get on her hands and knees and lap the water droplets from his bare, muscular body, but she couldn’t tell him so. 
There was only one thing to do, she decided. She had to show him. 
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Keeping her eyes fixed on Reeve’s face, she reached for the sash of her robe and tugged at it gently. Almost in slow motion the red silk parted and she stood naked before him, her bare breasts and ripe nipples on display as well as the neatly trimmed thatch of her pussy. She was wet and swollen there, ready for him despite the fact that she was inexperienced and he was huge. 
“I can help you, Reeve,” she said, hearing her own voice as though it was another person—a person she didn’t know very well—talking. “I can help you hold off the curse. But you must come to me now.” 
She didn’t have to ask him twice. One minute she was standing with her robe parted, mostly naked in front of the tub and the next minute she was in his bare, muscular arms being crushed against the hard, flat planes of his chest. He was still damp from the bath, the spicy fragrance of the love-lust-fidelity sachets clinging to his tan skin, and Sara suddenly realized what she had done. 
If I do this now, I’ll bind him to me,  she thought, panic rising up inside her like a cold hand at her throat. I’ll be using the power of the Goddess for my own purposes, making him
think he loves me when in actuality it’s just the power of the herbs and the sex magick we’re
about to perform. 
“Reeve, wait!” She pushed against his muscular chest, suddenly frantic to stop what was happening. Reeve had no idea what he was getting into and it wasn’t fair for her to trap him into loving her when he didn’t feel anything more than friendship to start with. It was too bad about his curse but maybe if she steered him into the woods where there was lots of game… She pushed at his chest again but she might as well have been pushing against solid iron. 
It was too late. 
Oh my Goddess!  Sara realized she hadn’t counted on the urgent need the curse had placed on her friend. The magick that had been laid upon him had to have a release—
either through changing him into a beast or through sex—there was no other way. 
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nipples rubbed hard against his bare chest, making her gasp. Might as well step onto the railroad tracks and try to stop a freight train with her bare hands. Still, maybe she could slow things down and lessen the effects of the sachet, at least a little bit. 
“Reeve,” she said again, but it came out more as a hot, breathless moan. He was kissing her neck now, nipping with teeth that seemed a little too sharp but not breaking the skin, just marking her possessively, the way a wolf might do with its mate. Below she could feel the hard branch of his bare cock branding the inside of her thigh with its heat. Sticky precum made a warm trail across her bare skin as he sought her entrance and his hands seemed to be everywhere at once, caressing her back, her sides, cupping the curves of her breasts, teasing her nipples fiercely. 
Got to slow this down!  Sara’s thoughts were frantic, her mind in a whirl even though her body was responding to the sensual assault like a starved woman at a banquet. Her nipples were so hard she felt as if they could cut glass and her pussy was positively dripping. She knew in one second more Reeve would find her slippery entrance and ram himself home with no resistance whatsoever. If she didn’t act quickly, she was going to be filled with his thick cock, plunging into her, fucking her, taking her where she so desperately wanted to go. 
But if I let him, he’ll be tied to me. Unfairly tied.  Sara knew it was true. She had to do something else and fast, before he impaled her on the thick shaft she could feel pulsing against her leg. 
“Reeve,” she murmured a third time. “Reeve, let me…I want to do something for you. Let me try something.” 
He either didn’t hear or didn’t comprehend her careful words and his grip on her tightened like iron when she started to struggle. Deciding to try another strategy, Sara bent her head and did exactly what she had wanted to do earlier, she lapped the droplets of water from his broad chest 
The growl in his throat deepened but he loosened his grip and Sara found she was able to continue her journey down his body. Lapping eagerly, she traced each sculpted 33 
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muscle of his well-developed torso with her tongue, letting her mouth linger on the small copper disks of his nipples before she moved lower. She explored the ridges of his abdominal muscles, feeling the tension just beneath his tan skin as she licked, but Reeve didn’t try to stop her. In fact, when she reached the area between his legs, he growled softly with approval. 
“Just going to taste you now, Reeve,” Sara told him, speaking to reassure the beast inside him. Gently she grasped the thick shaft in one hand, marveling at the way her fingers didn’t quite fit around it. Goddess, he was huge! She hoped she could take the edge off his lust by sucking him some but she would be lying if she tried to tell herself she didn’t want to do this. 
Leaning forward, she lapped at the droplets of precum on the head of his cock as though he were an ice cream cone she wanted to eat. There was another soft growl of approval and then Reeve buried his hands in her hair. Sara moaned and took the broad head of his cock between her lips, sucking to get more of him. She was on her knees now, the fuzzy blue bathroom rug tickling her knees, and she had her hands planted on his rock-hard thighs. His natural male musk was stronger here, almost as strong as the deliciously salty taste of his precum in her mouth. Suddenly Sara was ashamed of how much she wanted to do this—of how much she was enjoying it. 
Not doing this for my own gratification,  she told herself sternly. Just trying to get him to
hold off.  It was true—or so she tried to tell herself. If she could get Reeve to come in her mouth instead of pumping his hot cum deep in her pussy she might have a chance at holding back the curse for the night without binding him to her with the fidelity spell. 
Was it her fault that she had to get on her knees and suck his cock to make that happen? 
She thought not—she was actually doing this for his own good. And the fact that her cunt lips were swollen and slick with need and her clit was throbbing had nothing to do with it. 
They both moaned as she took him deeper, sucking the broad head of his cock toward the back of her throat as she rounded her lips around his shaft. He was so thick, 34 
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so long, there was no way she could get all of him in her mouth—not unless she suddenly developed a talent for deep throating. But she was determined to do the best she could and she sucked and lapped eagerly as he fucked gently in and out of her mouth. 
Her jaw was beginning to ache but she could feel the trickle of precum becoming a river and knew it wouldn’t be long now. Soon she would be swallowing his salty blasts of cum and the curse would be averted, at least until the next full moon, without him believing he was in love with her when he really wasn’t. 
But apparently Reeve had other things in mind. Just when she was getting ready to swallow, he pulled her gently but firmly off and dragged her to her feet. 
“Hey, what…?” Sara’s lips felt swollen from sucking him and she could barely make her mouth form the words. 
“Bedroom.” Reeve’s eyes still glowed the inhuman gold and he was still having trouble expressing himself. 
“I-I can finish you here just as well,” Sara offered weakly. But Reeve shook his head violently. 
“Not in your mouth. Need…need to be inside you.” 
“Inside me?” Sara asked in a voice so low she could barely hear it herself. While she had been sucking him, she had come to the conclusion that it was better that she get him off that way instead of by fucking him. And not just because she didn’t want to bind him to her unfairly—because he was so fricking huge she didn’t see how he could get into her tight, only twice-used pussy. Over and over the words in Arailia’s book echoed in her head, But beware! The beast will take out its hunger on the one who is given to
the cursed one and the sacrifice will not be an easy one. 
“Need to fuck you. Need to come in your pussy.” He gripped her shoulders tightly in his big, hard hands. “Bedroom, Sara. Or do you want…want me to take you here. 
Against the wall.” 
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“No, no—the bedroom’s this way,” Sara said hastily. He was right—if they were going to have rough sex at least it would be better to have it on the nice soft surface of the queen-sized pillow-top bed than against the hard, tiled bathroom wall. 
She attempted to lead the way but he wasn’t going to let go of her again. The most she could manage was a fast shuffle down the hallway since he had molded his front to her back. Through the silk robe still half clinging to her arms she could feel the heat and hardness of his erection pressing against her ass and inner thighs. Goddess, how was she going to get through this? 
The minute the bed came into view, Reeve steered her toward it, but when she tried to turn around and face him again, he didn’t let her. Instead he pressed her against the high side of the bed, her waist right at the top level of the mattress, her feet still planted on the hardwood floor. 
“Now,” he growled and ripped the red silk robe from her completely. Sara shivered, feeling exposed and put on display. This time she didn’t try to turn around because she was afraid of what she’d see. Was he a monster now? Had he turned completely in the time it took them to walk from the bathroom to the bedroom? Was she about to be fucked by a real live werewolf? 
But when he pressed his muscular front to her now naked back again she didn’t feel any extra hair. And the hands that came around to cup her breasts, while huge, were still definitely human. There were no claws where his nails ought to be and no fur spouting from his knuckles. There was, however, a sense of urgency when he caressed her soft breasts and twisted her tight nipples just a shade too hard. 
Sara gasped and Reeve must have heard the pain in her voice because he growled against the back of her neck, “Sorry. Can’t help it.” 
“I know you can’t,” Sara whispered. “Do-do what you have to, Reeve. Don’t worry about me.” 
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“Do worry about you. Care about you,” he growled but then the curse seemed to intensify and his hands on her body became even more insistent. His warm, calloused palms slid over her trembling sides and down to the tender V between her thighs. 
“Spread your legs.” It was a command, not a request and Sara felt herself go cold all over. How much was this going to hurt? 
“Are-are you going to put it in me?” she asked, trying to keep her voice from shaking. Goddess, it felt as if her heart were trying to pound its way right out of her chest. 
“Need to make sure you’re ready.” Already his big hands were at her inner thighs, spreading her by force, opening her naked pussy to his assault. But instead of the blunt head of his cock, Sara felt two thick fingers stroking over her wet depths. She moaned and bucked against him when he found her clit and rubbed it roughly, sending a jolt of pure pleasure through her entire body. Then he stroked lower, seeking her entrance and finding it. Wasting no time, he pressed both fingers deeply into her cunt, testing her wetness, measuring her ability to take him. Sara gasped at the invasion. Goddess, that felt good! Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all. 
“So tight,” she heard him groan. “So wet.” The fingers were withdrawn and she felt him shifting positions behind her. Suddenly a hard hand between her shoulder blades pushed her down face-first on the bed. The new position, prostrate on the bed with him looming over her, made her feel incredibly vulnerable. Had she thought her bare pussy was on display before? Well, she might as well be hanging in an art museum now. She could imagine what Reeve saw when he looked at her—could picture the sight of her pink cunt, glistening and wet with her need for him. 
“Now,” he growled and something huge nudged against her inner thigh, seeking her entrance. This time she knew it wasn’t his fingers. She bit her lip as the broad head of his cock found and breached her entrance and she prayed he would go slow. 
Her prayers were not answered. In one savage thrust he buried his thick cock in her tight cunt, piercing her to the core. 
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Sara cried out and bit down hard on her full bottom lip, trying to control the pain between her legs, the agony of being so forcefully and abruptly skewered. But she didn’t try to draw back from him—there was no getting out of this now. He was deep into her, the head of his cock nudging the end of her channel. There was no way she could get away from him and nothing she could do but spread her legs and try to be open enough for his fucking. Just have to get through this,  she told herself.  Have to be the
sexual sacrifice—have to let him fuck me. No other way to keep the curse at bay. 
She moaned softly as he pulled almost all the way out of her and rammed in again. 
His hands on her hips were all that was keeping her from sliding up and across the bed. 
It felt like he wanted to nail her to the mattress as he pounded into her from behind, his thick cock stretching her to the limit and beyond. Reeve used her hard and long—
fucked her like a beast in rut, which was exactly what he was. Goddess, how long could he keep this up for? When was he going to come? 
Across the room a window banged open and a cool, soothing breeze caressed her face, cooling her hot cheeks. Patience, child. All things come to an end eventually. And the
Goddess honors those who honor her. Pleasure for pain,  whispered a soft voice in her mind. 
Find pleasure in giving yourself. Pleasure in submission. 
And suddenly the pain turned to pleasure. Not entirely and not all at once but she found it a little easier to take Reeve’s thick cock inside her helpless pussy. Bowing her head, she spread her legs a little wider, opening herself more to him, giving him what he needed and what the Goddess demanded on this sacred night. It was still Samhain and Sara could feel the mysterious otherworld of the spirits hovering in the air around her, could feel the pull of the moon on Reeve’s huge form as he strained within her, and knew that he didn’t hurt her on purpose, but because he couldn’t help himself. The animal lust within commanded him too strongly, demanded he take all he could, made him ride her open cunt until he filled her with his cum. 
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It was her job to take it—to put down her head, spread her legs and let him fuck her until the need inside him passed. But how long would that be? Until the full moon set behind the mountains? Or all night long? 
Sara decided not to think about it. Instead she concentrated on the pleasure growing between her legs as her clit rubbed against the rough patchwork bedspread of the pillow-top bed. Reeve had established a tempo now, a deep, driving beat that pressed her against the side of the bed rhythmically, filling her pussy to the limit with each deep thrust. Sparks of pleasure spread through her entire body with each downbeat, making her moan out loud. 
Now that she was used to it, Sara found that it felt good to be so completely filled, so utterly owned by the man she had been secretly in love with for so long. It was almost as if Reeve were claiming her—marking her as his own in some fashion that only made sense to the beast inside him. His fingers dug into her hips as his cock stretched her pussy to the limit and she knew she would see evidence of their fucking the next day when she looked in the mirror but she didn’t care—she wanted this too badly. 
Clenching her fists in the bedspread, she pushed back, meeting him thrust for thrust, reveling in the feeling of being taken so hard and long and relentlessly. Offering her pain and pleasure to the Goddess as she offered her body and her wet, open cunt to Reeve. 
Suddenly the need inside her crested like a wave breaking the surface and she felt herself tipping over the edge to orgasm. His rough fucking was making her come, demanding that she come whether she wanted to or not, and Sara couldn’t deny the release her body craved. 
“Reeve!” she moaned as her inner muscles clenched him tightly, milking him. “Oh Goddess…Reeve!” 
He growled in reply, definitely sounding more like a beast than a man now, and began to speed up the rhythm of his thrusting. Soon he was thrusting so hard Sara could feel the heavy oak bed frame move and she knew there were going to be scratches 39 
Evangeline Anderson 
on Arailia’s beautiful hardwood floors but again she didn’t care—couldn’t care. All she cared about right now was feeling Reeve’s hot cum filling her pussy. She was on the Pill but she knew that even if she hadn’t been, she still would have wanted to feel him come inside her, feel him fill her up with his heat and need when he marked her as his own. 
As if hearing her thoughts, Reeve tightened his grip on her hip bones and plunged deep, as deeply as he could get within her. Sara felt him swell inside her, getting even bigger and harder until she felt as if she were being fucked by a cock made of hot, volcanic rock. Oh Goddess, she hadn’t thought he could get any bigger. How was she going to stand it? Biting her lip, she tried to spread herself even wider, to open her pussy even more to meet his unspoken demands. 
And then he flooded her. 
Not having much experience, Sara didn’t know what was normal but neither of her two previous sexual encounters had ended like this. Hot cum gushed into her, bathing the mouth of her womb, filling her pussy to overflowing and leaking out of her to wet her trembling inner thighs. 
Goddess, so much… Sara thought numbly as Reeve continued to fill her with his seed. 
Was this part of his curse? Caused perhaps by the beast inside him attempting to mark her or claim her in some way? It seemed logical but it was hard to think when she was still coming down from the earth-shattering orgasm that had left her shaken and breathless a few moments before. All she could do was feel and the warm, wet rush that filled her cunt and ran down her thighs made her feel utterly possessed by the man whose cock was filling her pussy. This was Reeve’s essence—his seed that he was planting so deeply inside her as though desperate to make her his. Sara knew it was probably ridiculous but she had never felt so desired before, so completely owned and protected and loved as in that moment when he filled her with himself over and over again until she could hold no more and overflowed. 
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Finally Reeve collapsed against her back, breathing heavily, and she knew it was over. Thank the Goddess the curse hadn’t forced him to keep going until moonset or sunrise. Sara wasn’t sure she could have taken much more. 
“Sara…I’m so sorry,” he said hoarsely and he sounded completely worn out. It occurred to her that the beast inside him had driven him as harshly as it had driven her and Sara felt a stab of compassion for him. 
“Don’t worry about it, Reeve,” she murmured, reaching up to stroke his dark hair that was wet with sweat. “Let’s just try to get some rest now—do you think you can?” 
“Think so,” he muttered. “Don’t feel…tight or itchy now. Don’t think I’m gonna change.” 
“Good.” She felt immeasurable relief. “Uh…can you, um, slide out of me now?” she asked, feeling awkward. She had to ask because Reeve didn’t show any inclination to remove his still semi-hard cock from her freshly fucked pussy on his own. She liked the feel of him inside her, especially now that he was a little smaller and more manageable, but they couldn’t stay pinned together against the side of the bed all night. She wanted to sleep and she was sure he did to. “Reeve?” she asked again uncertainly. 
“Don’t want to,” he murmured, giving her a loose hug. “Feels good inside you, Sara. Always wondered how it would feel to be inside you.” 
“You did?” Sara wondered if that was really Reeve or just the fidelity spell from the herb sachets talking. Maybe he meant he’d wondered about her since coming to her house for help tonight. Because it was hard to believe he’d been crushing on her as hard as she had been on him for so many years. He had certainly never treated her as anything but a little sister until tonight and Sara supposed what they had just done would be considered extenuating circumstances. 
“Reeve, please,” she said because she could feel him growing hard in her again and she didn’t think she could make it through round two. 
“Sorry. Just love the feel of you so much, Red.” With a regretful sigh, he pulled out of her slowly and Sara felt even more hot cum run down her thighs. Well, if there were 41 
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any other werewolves within a three-county radius she was pretty sure they wouldn’t be coming around her house—doubtless she had been forever and irrevocably marked by Reeve tonight. Not that she minded. 
“That’s okay,” she told him. She had been debating on sending him home but when she turned to face him he looked so exhausted and utterly forlorn that she took pity on him and pushed him back on the bed. “Get some sleep,” she ordered and turned to go clean herself up in the bathroom. 
But Reeve didn’t want to let go of her. “Mine now,” he insisted in a sleepy voice, keeping hold of her hand when she tried to go. “Never let you go.” 
Sara didn’t know where the possessive streak was coming from but she was dripping all over the hardwood and needed to get dressed for bed. “I’ll come right back, Reeve,” she said soothingly, stroking his arm. “Just let me go for a minute.” 
He frowned at her. “Promise?” 
“Promise.” Absurdly, she found herself making an X over her heart with one finger and reciting the rhyme they’d used as kids. “Cross my heart and hope to die, stick a needle in my eye.” It seemed silly but it seemed to strike a chord with Reeve. 
“All right,” he said at last, releasing her wrist from his grip. “But come right back. 
Want to touch you some more.” The deep, possessive note in his voice sent a shiver down Sara’s spine and she beat a hasty retreat to the bathroom where she cleaned up in record time. After pulling a modestly long black silk nightgown over her head and putting on a matching pair of black lace panties, she decided she was decent enough. 
When she came back to the bedroom, Reeve was already tucked beneath the patchwork quilt and the faded but clean cotton sheets. His strong features were relaxed and his skin looked very tan against the pale pillow case. She looked closer and saw there were bruised-looking half circles beneath his eyes that made him look tired and vulnerable. 
Sara remembered how upset he’d been—how haggard and desperate he’d looked when he told her about his curse and an overwhelming feeling of love and tenderness 42 
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threatened to swamp her. How had she ever managed to convince herself that all she had on this man was a girlhood crush? Now that they had been joined so intimately, she had to admit to herself that she was completely gone on him. She had given herself body and soul and there was no way to pretend otherwise. Watching him sleep, she wanted to reach out and cup his cheek, which was scratchy with beard stubble, but she didn’t dare for fear she would wake him. 
Instead, she climbed under the covers, hoping she wasn’t doing the wrong thing by letting him stay the night. But where else could he have gone? Neither of them was in any shape to leave the house tonight, even if it was going to cause problems in the morning. Briefly she considered spending the night on the couch but she had promised Reeve she would come back. In his current state of mind he might wake up, realize she was gone and get upset before he found her. Sara didn’t know if strong emotions might make him more likely to change into a beast on a full moon night despite the strenuous activity they’d just been through to subvert the curse but she wasn’t inclined to find out either. 
As she settled herself in bed beside him, Reeve rolled toward her and threw an arm over her waist. “Mine now,” he muttered again. “Love you, Sara. Always loved you.” 
Sara stiffened against him and sighed. It was the fidelity spell working on him—it had to be. Well, she had known this was bound to happen, but all the same, she couldn’t help wishing the emotion he felt for her was real instead of just sex magick. 
“I love you too, Reeve,” she allowed herself to whisper because he was already snoring lightly beside her. “Never knew how much until now.” 
Then she nestled into the warm cocoon of his body heat. Relaxing against his hard chest and breathing in his scent, she drifted off to sleep. Her last conscious thought was that she was going to have to explain all this to Reeve tomorrow and that was going to be sheer hell, but she just couldn’t do it now. 
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Chapter Five 
“Mmm, good morning.” 
The low rumble in her ear woke Sara up and for a moment she wondered what she was doing and who she was doing it with. Why was she so deliciously sore between her legs and why was there a man in her bed? An extremely large, hard, muscular man who wanted her, to judge by the hot shaft nudging against her inner thighs. Then everything came rushing back and she sat up with a start—or tried to sit up, anyway. A strong arm snaked around her waist and pulled her back down before she even got out from under the covers. 
“What’s your rush, Red?” Reeve murmured in her ear. His low, sexy voice reminded her of his animalistic growls as he’d pounded into her the night before, causing Sara to shudder with a sudden wave of desire. But she knew she had to fight it. 
“I th-thought you might want some breakfast,” she said, hoping to distract him. 
“As a matter of fact, I can think of something I’d like to taste,” he murmured and before she could stop him, he had dived beneath the patchwork quilt and sheet and was trying to pry her thighs apart. 
Sara felt his hot breath on her inner thighs and before she knew it, Reeve was tugging at the black lace panties she’d pulled on the night before, trying to get to her pussy. 
“These are nice,” she heard him say from under the covers. “But I think you’d look better without them.” 
“Reeve!” she protested, wiggling away from him. “Reeve, don’t. We can’t.” 
“Why not?” He popped his head out from under the brightly colored quilt and she noticed with relief that his eyes were their normal whiskey color again. 
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“Because we can’t,” she said, trying to think of a way to explain and coming up blank. It was his fault—the feel of his big hands on her panties and his hot breath between her thighs had made her breathless and a little scatterbrained. 
“After last night I don’t see why we can’t do anything we want,” he murmured, pressing a hot kiss to the side of her neck. 
“Reeve…” she moaned as his stubble scratched her sensitive skin, sending a shiver of desire through her. 
“If you’re worried that I’m thinking this is a one-night stand, don’t be,” he murmured, continuing to kiss her. “I want you, Sara—I’ve wanted you for a long time. 
Love waking up in bed beside you. In fact, that’s how I want to wake up from now on.” 
Sara felt hot tears prick behind her eyelids and blinked rapidly to keep from crying. 
If only what he was saying was true. If only he really cared for her the way he thought he did. Despite her best efforts, a single tear slipped out and rolled down her cheek. She turned her head but Reeve saw it and reached out to cup her cheek in one warm palm. 
“Hey, what’s this about?” he murmured. “Are you upset about what we did? I mean, I know you were curing me of the, uh, curse but I thought…hoped that it meant something to you too. I know it did to me.” 
Sara couldn’t hold it in any longer. “Reeve, I know you think you have all these feelings for me now but I’m afraid you don’t—not really. You just think you want to be with me because of the bath you took last night. And I’m afraid your curse isn’t really cured either—we just put it off by doing…what we did.” 
He frowned and studied her face thoughtfully. “Okay, let me see if I understand—
you think I don’t really want you because I took a bath?” 
Sara realized she wasn’t making much sense but it was hard to talk sensibly when her heart was breaking. Taking a deep breath, she explained about the herbs in the sachets and the fidelity spell that went with them. “So that’s why you think…think you have feelings for me,” she finished at last. “Because I bound you to me last night—only 45 
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I didn’t mean to. I was just trying to find a way to hold off the curse before you, uh, changed.” 
Reeve listened patiently and then shook his head. “Nope, don’t believe it.” 
She looked at him disbelievingly. “You think I’m lying  to you?” 
He smiled. “No, Red, I believe that you  believe what you’re telling me but there’s no way some little bundle of herbs is gonna make me think I love you if I don’t.” 
“That ‘little bundle of herbs’ happens to be one of my best spells,” Sara said, raising an eyebrow at him. “And it’s probably all that kept you from turning while I looked up the cure for your curse.” 
“Speaking of that,” he said, obviously changing the subject, “the curse is still there? 
Still on me, I mean?” 
“I’m afraid so.” Sara sighed. “You see, there’s a potion that has to be made and distilled into an essential oil and I didn’t have the right herbs to do it last night. But I didn’t want you to change so that’s why I…why we…had to do…what we did.” She blushed scarlet, remembering the way she’d opened her robe and offered herself to him. 
“Wait a minute.” Reeve frowned. “So you’re saying the only reason you had sex with me last night was because…” 
“It was the only way to keep you from changing,” she finished for him. “And binding you to me with the fidelity charm was a side effect. I’m sorry, Reeve.” 
His frown deepened. “So you only slept with me because you had to? You don’t feel anything for me at all?” 
Sara bit her lip and looked down. Should she lie or tell the truth? 
“Sara…” He lifted her chin with one hand and studied her eyes. “Tell me now you don’t want me the way I want you and I’ll let this drop. Tell me you weren’t affected by last night the way I was and I’ll never bother you again.” 
“I…I…” She knew she ought to tell him that she didn’t care for him as more than a friend. If she let him know her true feelings it would only make things harder and more 46 
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humiliating later after the fidelity spell was broken and he realized he didn’t really love or want her the way she loved and wanted him. And yet the words just wouldn’t come out of her mouth. 
“I didn’t think so.” Reeve brushed his lips against hers in a soft, gentle kiss completely different from the urgent kisses they’d shared the night before. “You want me as much as I want you, don’t you, Red?” he murmured. “I can feel it when I touch you. I can see it in those gorgeous eyes of yours.” 
“Just because we feel, or in your case you think  you feel, a certain way about each other doesn’t mean we have to act on it,” Sara whispered. She felt as if her heart were about to gallop out of her chest and she had to keep reminding herself that everything Reeve thought he was feeling was a lie. “In fact I-I don’t think we should do anything else like last night at all, Reeve. It’s too…complicated. We have a month to get all the right ingredients together and I should be ready to break your curse for real during the next full moon. Until then, well, I think it’s better if we don’t see each other. All right?” 
“Is that really the way you want it?” he asked quietly and there was a hurt look in his amber-brown eyes that stabbed Sara to the heart. 
She nodded miserably. “I’m so sorry, Reeve. I wish things were different but…but when the spell I accidentally put on you is broken and you realize you don’t want me as anything but a friend, it’s just going to be that much harder. You know?” 
His face hardened. “I still say that’s not going to happen. But if you want me out of your bed and out of your life you only have to say so and I’ll leave, Sara.” 
“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “But I do.” 
“All right.” Reeve got out of bed in one smooth motion and she had to fight not to drink in the sight of his muscular, nude body as he walked confidently across the room. 
He stopped in the bedroom doorway to give her a long, measuring glance. “I’m leaving, Sara. But I love you and I don’t expect to forget it or not feel what I feel a month from now no matter what kind of spell you cast on me. I’ll see you later—and that’s a promise.” 
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Before she could think of a response he was gone. 
* * * * * 
Sara woke next morning to the sound of hammering coming from directly over her head. 
“What the…?” She sat up and put a hand to her head, wondering if her house was playing host to a giant, mutant woodpecker. That was what it sounded like anyway. 
And since she’d fretted herself into a blue headache yesterday after Reeve had left and then cried herself to sleep, she felt like she had the mother of all emotional hangovers. It was worse than the aftermath of a tequila drunk by far and her brain seemed to throb with pain in time with the pounding overhead. As she looked up, a fresh volley of blows filled the air with a racket that made her want to pound the ceiling. Okay, time to find out what the hell was going on and if she could put a stop to it. 
Throwing on a robe, she went outside into the chilly autumn morning and peered up at the roof, shading her eyes with one hand. What she saw surprised her greatly. 
Crawling around on his hands and knees on Arailia’s rickety old roof with a mouthful of nails and a hammer was Reeve. He had his shirt off and the early morning sun seemed intent on setting his muscular torso on fire with light, making him look like an angel that had somehow fallen to Earth and started fixing her roof. 
“Reeve? What are you doing up there?” Sara looked at him incredulously. 
“Noticed you had a few loose tiles the last time I was over,” he said nonchalantly. 
As though the last time he was over he hadn’t screwed her brains out and asked for more. Sara put a lid on that thought as forcefully as she could and frowned at him. 
“So you thought you’d come by and fix them?” She couldn’t believe him—what did he think he was doing, butting in when she’d told him not to come around anymore? 
Well, not until the next full moon anyway. He was just making everything that much harder, climbing all over her roof wearing tight jeans and no shirt… 
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“You got a problem with free labor?” Reeve grinned down at her, that devilishly white grin that had always presaged mischief when he and Duke were boys together. 
“Or were you plannin’ on climbing up here to hammer these shingles down yourself?” 
“No, I…no,” Sara said weakly. “But, well, you don’t have to do that. To pay me back or anything I mean.” 
Reeve frowned and squinted back at her. “That’s not what this is about.” 
“Well, then…how can I pay you?” Sara was determined to keep them on a professional level—witch to handyman. Or witch to werewolf, whichever the case may be. 
“Don’t want your money. This is about keeping you safe and secure. You never can tell what’s going to come along in the middle of the night around here. Case in point.” 
He grinned and pointed a thumb at his bare, broad chest. “Although I might accept a cup of your famous spiced cider if you cared to make some. Nailing you down nice and tight is thirsty work.” 
Sara blushed at his double entendre and opened her mouth to reply but thought better of it. Instead, she went back into the house and pulled out a fresh jug of cider from the fridge along with some mulling spices. What was she going to do? 
Eventually the hammering stopped and he came down the rickety ladder he’d leaned against the side of her porch. He accepted a cup of warm cider from her with thanks and drank it in two long swallows. Sara watched the Adam’s apple move in his corded throat and took a sip of her own cider to steady her nerves. Okay, she had to be firm here—had to get her point across. She opened her mouth to tell him that he really shouldn’t come around anymore, but he beat her to the draw. 
“I think I know why you’re running from me, Sara,” he said, putting his empty mug down on the porch railing. “It’s because of what happened the other night, isn’t it?” 
“Well, I—” Sara began. 
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“It’s because I was so rough with you,” Reeve continued in a low voice. “I hurt you, didn’t I, Red?” 
“Oh no. No—not at all!” Sara protested at once but she could see in his amber-brown eyes that he didn’t believe her. To be honest she still ached between her legs and there were ten finger-shaped bruises bracketing her hip bones but she didn’t mind. It was kind of a souvenir—a reminder of the one and only time they were going to be together and she was reluctant to see the bruises fade. 
“Tell the truth.” Reeve lifted her chin and stared into her eyes intently. “My memory of last night is pretty cloudy but I do remember giving it to you as hard as I could. And seeing that I’m pretty big and you’re pretty small, that isn’t such a good thing. I’m also guessing,” he continued, raising a hand when Sara tried to protest, “that you’re not all that experienced. Am I right?” 
“I wasn’t a virgin if that’s what you’re asking,” she said, looking down despite his grip on her chin and blushing furiously. 
“So you’ve been around the block a time or two?” He sounded doubtful, which made Sara mad. 
“I’ve had two other lovers before you, if you must know,” she flared. “So I don’t need your pity.” 
“You misunderstand me, Red,” he murmured, shaking his head. “I’m not here to offer any pity—just an apology. And a promise that it won’t happen again.” 
Of course it wasn’t going to happen again because she was pushing him out of her life. For his own good, of course and hers as well but it still hurt. The thought made Sara feel like crying. Instead she nodded stiffly. “Thanks, Reeve. I appreciate that.” 
“So it won’t happen again,” Reeve repeated. “But I need to see what happened this time.” 
“What?” Sara was so startled she stared full into those warm, whiskey-brown eyes. 
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“I need to see. I need to know what I did to you,” Reeve murmured. “Please, Sara. 
I’m worried about you…about myself. I don’t know my own strength when I’m in the grip of that damn curse and you…you were just trying to help me but you got caught in the crossfire.” His gaze had caught hers now and wouldn’t let her go. 
She saw that it was very important to him for some reason but the idea made her extremely nervous. “What…ah, what exactly do you want to see?” she asked, crossing her arms over her breasts protectively. 
“Nothing out here.” He took her elbow in his large, warm hand and steered her into the house. Sara couldn’t help it, his touch sent a shiver of desire through her. Despite her resolve not to act on it, she didn’t protest when Reeve led her into the bedroom. 
“You didn’t, uh, bite me or anything if that’s what you’re worried about,” she said, backing away from him once they were in the room. The bed was still unmade and she felt rumpled herself—sleepy and unprepared for whatever it was Reeve had in mind. 
He smiled unhappily. “Well, that’s something anyway. But I was still pretty rough. 
Sara, I need to know…did I mark  you in any way?” 
“Mark me? As in…?” She let the sentence trail off and raised an eyebrow at him to finish the question. 
Reeve shook his head and frowned. “As in, I don’t know…bruises, 
contusions…something visible. I can’t remember everything as well as I’d like to but, well, I had this weird feeling that I was trying to put my own personal stamp on you. So any other guy who came along would know you belonged to me and back off.” 
His possessive words sent another shiver down her spine but Sara did her best to hide it. All his feelings and his wish to possess her were due to the fidelity charm, she reminded herself sternly. “That’s…maybe that has something to do with the curse. I believe that, uh, werewolves are very territorial creatures,” she said, trying to sound professional. 
He frowned. “I guess that is what I am, isn’t it?” 
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“Only for another month.” Sara put a hand on his arm soothingly. “I ordered the Blessed Thistle on-line yesterday and it should be in by the next full moon. I’ll make the potion and do the ceremony and you’ll never have to change again.” 
“But I almost changed the other night. Almost lost control and I took it out on you,” 
Reeve protested, his eyes glinting with emotion. “There’s no excuse for that—no matter what this damn curse has done to me.” 
“Please, Reeve, you really didn’t hurt me that much…” Sara put a hand to her mouth as she realized what she’d said but it was too late. Reeve’s eyes were already hard and determined. 
“That much, huh? Okay, Red, now I really need to see. Strip.” 
“What?” Sara squeaked, staring at him in disbelief. She’d been naked with him the other night but then it had been dark and he’d been half out of his head with lust. To take off her clothes with the full light of day streaming in through the bedroom windows and Reeve in his right mind, waiting to examine her just seemed…dangerous. 
Not to mention horribly embarrassing. 
“You heard me.” He advanced on her and Sara backed up until her hips hit the high side of the bed. 
“No way.” She tried to sound defiant but the dangerous, determined look in Reeve’s eyes was making her heart pound and her breath come short. 
“You want me to strip you myself?” By the way he was looking at her Sara knew he would do it. 
“No-no. Wait.” She held up a hand, wishing she hadn’t backed herself right up against the bed. “Maybe I can…can show you without, uh…without that.” She was stammering and stuttering like a four-year-old but he was right up against her now, looming over her, and she could feel his body heat radiating against her chest and face and smell that warm, male musk she loved so much. 
“I’m waiting.” He crossed his arms over his broad chest and frowned down at her. 
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“Okay, all right…” Hastily, Sara untied the sash to her robe and spread it open, acutely conscious that she had nothing but a baby doll T-shirt and a pale blue silk thong on under it. 
“Mmm.” Reeve studied her intently. “You must have a thing for pretty underwear. 
These are even sexier than that black pair you had on the other night,” he murmured, tracing the thin string of her thong. 
Sara felt her cheeks heat up. Why couldn’t she have chosen to sleep in her flannel pjs or at least her granny panties last night? “Here,” she said, trying to change the subject. Pulling the robe away from her right hip, she pointed out the small, fingerprint-shaped bruises she still had bracketing her pelvis. 
“Oh my God!” Reeve was on his knees before her at once, both hands on her hips, staring at the bruises on either side. He looked up at her after studying them intently for a moment and Sara could see the regret reflected in his eyes. “I’m so sorry, Red,” he murmured, shaking his head. “So damn sorry.” 
“It’s okay, Reeve.” She wanted to pat his shoulder but instead she found her hand lingering on the hard muscle of his triceps. She pulled back as though she’d touched something hot. “I mean…they’re just bruises. They’ll fade.” 
“It doesn’t matter. It’s still wrong. Duke asked me to take care of you and look what I did instead.” He looked up at her, his eyes hard and his full mouth set in a grim line. 
“What else, Sara?” 
“What?” she frowned, not understanding him. Of course the fact that he was currently on his knees with his face so close she could feel his warm breath on her inner thighs probably had something to do with that. 
“What else did I do to you?” Reeve stood in a sudden motion and towered over her again. “I think I remember pinching you, twisting your, uh…” He motioned at her breasts and Sara felt her face go hot again. 
“You did,” she said nodding. “But there’s no harm done.” 
“No?” He frowned at her, clearly disbelieving. 
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Since there was no other way to convince him, Sara pulled up her baby doll T-shirt. 
“See?” she asked, feeling like one of those girls on the college beach videos, flashing for the camera. 
She had meant to just give him a quick look and pull her shirt back down but before she could, Reeve’s large, warm hands were cupping her breasts as he examined her anxiously. 
“Reeve?” His name came out in a breathless whisper. Why did his hands have to feel so good? So right? 
“Do they hurt?” he asked, looking at her. 
Sara bit her lip and shook her head. “N-no,” she stammered. 
“How about here?” Gently, he thumbed her nipples, sending a shower of sparks to her now wet pussy. Why did his touch affect her so strongly? 
“I’m…a little sensitive,” she admitted, trying to keep the tremble out of her voice. 
“But…but nothing serious.” 
“You’re sure?” Reeve demanded. 
Sara nodded. “Sure.” 
“Good.” He looked relieved and then he did something that almost made her heart stop. Leaning down, he placed a soft kiss on her right nipple. 
“What…what are you doing?” Sara asked breathlessly. She wished she had the willpower to pull down her shirt and send him away, she really did. Instead she was leaning back against the bed with her breasts exposed and letting him do pretty much whatever the hell he wanted. 
“Saying I’m sorry.” He looked into her eyes as he kissed the other nipple, then lapped gently at it with his tongue. “I would never hurt you on purpose. You know that, don’t you, Red?” 
“Uh-huh.” Sara nodded, unable to coax anything more intelligent out of her mouth while he was doing this. 
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Reeve moved back to the other nipple and sucked it gently into his mouth. By now she felt as if she were slowly melting from the waist down as she watched him lap and suckle each tender peak. Have to stop this,  she told herself sternly even as desire raced through her veins. Have to stop this now before it gets out of hand.  Right, like it wasn’t already out of hand with him stroking her bare breasts and sucking her nipples. 
“Reeve,” she managed in a husky little voice. “Reeve, we…we have to stop. This isn’t good.” Not good at all. Even though it feels freaking amazing. 
“Just trying to make you feel better,” he murmured, kissing her other nipple again. 
“Well, I-I think I’m okay now,” Sara whispered, biting her lip. 
“Up here you are,” he said, drawing her left nipple into his mouth again for a long, sucking kiss. “But what about down there?” His gaze left her breasts and traveled down the length of her trembling abdomen to rest on the soft patch of pale blue silk between her thighs. 
“What about down there?” Sara asked, feeling completely at a loss. Why couldn’t she make herself pull down her shirt and stop him? And what did he want to do now? 
Reeve frowned at her. “Don’t pretend you don’t know what I’m talking about, Sara. 
I remember enough to know I was, uh, pounding into you pretty hard.” He shook his head. “I seem to remember feeling like I needed to get as deep inside you as I could before I came. I don’t know why, but I’m sure it was a rough ride for you.” 
Sara’s cheeks were so hot she felt as if her forehead were going to catch fire at any minute. “Honestly, Reeve, I’m just a little sore but there’s no permanent damage, I’m sure.” 
“You’re sore, huh?” He raised an eyebrow at her and got that determined look in his whisky-brown eyes again. “Let me see.” 
“No, please—” Sara began but he was already on his knees before her again, hooking his long fingers into the thin straps at the sides of her thong. Biting her lip, she watched as he lowered the tiny patch of blue silk, baring the soft thatch of curls that 55 
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decorated her mound and revealing her pussy slit. Soon the thong was down around her ankles and she was completely exposed. 
“Spread your legs for me, Red,” he murmured, an intense look on his face. “Let me see if I hurt you.” 
“Reeve, really…” she trailed off as he parted her thighs with his large, warm hands and bent to get a closer look. She thought she had never been so embarrassed and helpless and hot in her entire life and she knew what he would find when he looked at her. It was true that her cunt lips were still slightly swollen and sore from the hard fucking he’d given her the other night. But now, thanks to the way he’d been sucking and licking her nipples, her inner cunt was wet and slippery with need. Sara hoped he would be content to examine the outside of her pussy and leave it at that. If he opened her and saw how hot she was, she might die of mortification. 
“A little red and swollen here,” Reeve murmured. As he spoke, he traced the slit of her cunt from the top of her mound down to her pussy lips with one gentle finger. 
Sara bit back a moan and gripped a double handful of the bedspread. Goddess, please
let him stop now,  she thought frantically. Can’t take this much longer! 
Reeve didn’t stop. Leaning forward, he pressed a soft, hot kiss to the slit of her pussy. Sara gasped and tried to pull back, but he wouldn’t let her. 
“Relax, Red,” he drawled softly. “Just want to make things right between us. Want to show you how sorry I am for what I did.” 
“You don’t have to—” she began but he was already tracing her slit again, this time with his tongue. She moaned as she felt the tip of his tongue dip into her wet depths and flick over her swollen clit. Then he kissed each of her outer pussy lips in turn, lapping them gently until Sara thought she was going to go crazy with need. She was torn between the desire to run from his demanding mouth and to grab his hair and pull him closer. 
“Deeper.” Reeve’s rumbling voice broke through her frantic thoughts and Sara stared down at him, uncomprehending. 
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“What?” she managed to ask, trying to catch her breath. “What did you say?” 
“I said I need to get deeper into you,” Reeve murmured. “I hurt you inside too, Red. Need to spread open your pussy so I can kiss you there too.” 
“I-I don’t think—” But he was already boosting her up onto the bed and spreading her thighs even wider. Sara looked down the length of her body in disbelief. Here she was with her T-shirt pushed up and her panties pulled down, exposing her naked breasts and pussy to the man she had sworn to keep away from. What was wrong with her? Why couldn’t she seem to stop what was happening to her? But she said nothing, even when Reeve bent over her again and gently spread her pussy lips with his thumbs. 
“So wet,” he breathed, gazing intently at the glistening pink of her inner cunt. 
“Reeve…” Sara felt hot and cold all over as he traced the swollen bud of her clit with one careful finger. 
“Did I hurt you here, Red?” he murmured, lifting his gaze to hers as he stroked her slippery folds. “Did I hurt you when I fucked your sweet cunt?” 
“N-no,” Sara moaned. She was trembling under his touch, close to coming from the way he was stroking her so gently and expertly. It was impossible to believe this was the same man who had used her so roughly and thoroughly the other night. Of course,
he was about to change—it was the curse, the beast inside him,  she reminded herself. But still, in all her wildest fantasies, she had never dreamed that Reeve could be this gentle, this tender and patient and slow. 
“I don’t believe you.” Leaning forward, he sucked her clit into his mouth and laved it with his tongue until Sara cried out and trembled under him. God, she felt as if her entire body were on fire! She knew she needed to stop him but things were so far out of control all she could do was spread her thighs for him and watch, mesmerized as he lapped her pussy. 
After licking and sucking her for what felt like an eternity, Reeve looked up again. 
“What about here?” He stroked lower and Sara gasped as two long, thick fingers entered her pussy and thrust deeply into her cunt. “I know I hurt you here, Sara. I was 57 
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too rough with you…I’m so sorry.” As he spoke his fingers pumped into her, hitting the bottom of her channel with each thrust and making her moan. 
“Reeve, it’s all right,” she managed to gasp as he continued to finger-fuck her open pussy. “Really, I-I forgive you.” 
“But I can never forgive myself.” His deep voice sounded sad. “Not unless I make things right between us.” He withdrew his fingers and before she could say anything else, replaced them with his tongue. 
Sara threw back her head and arched her back as he lifted her hips to get his tongue deep inside her. She could feel the pleasure building within her, threatening to swamp her and erase all rational thought but at the same time she couldn’t help wondering how in the world this had happened. Hadn’t she vowed to stay away from Reeve for his own good? So how had she ended up with her panties hanging off one ankle and his head buried between her thighs as he tongue-fucked her slippery cunt? 
Suddenly she knew she was about to lose control. She was about to come like this, bucking against him, riding his face shamelessly. As shamelessly as she had bent over the bed and let him fuck her the other night. God, what was happening to her? Did she have no control left at all? She became aware that she was gripping Reeve’s hair and pulling him closer, grinding against his mouth as he lapped and sucked and tasted her pussy. 
“Reeve…” she gasped. “Oh God, Reeve!” 
He looked up just long enough to growl, “Come for me, Red. Give it all up and let yourself come.” Then he dived back down and resumed driving her wild with his mouth. 
The orgasm burst inside her, making Sara feel like a star in space, exploding from the inside out. She cried out and bucked up toward Reeve’s mouth, moaning as she felt herself clench inside and wishing she was clenching around him, around his long, hard shaft. Why couldn’t it be his cock inside her instead of his tongue? She wanted to feel 58 
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him flooding her again, wanted to feel that hot rush of cum as he pumped deep in her pussy… 
She became aware that Reeve was saying something and forced herself to pay attention. It was difficult since every nerve in her body was still tingling with pleasure but at last she understood him. 
“Feeling better?” he asked for probably the third time. There was a sly smile on his face and his amber-brown eyes were heavy-lidded with lust. 
“Uh, yeah.” It came out like a croak and Sara cleared her throat. She was hoarse from moaning and crying out so much while he ate her, she realized with embarrassment. “I, uh…I feel much better.” 
“Glad to hear it.” He settled her hips back on the bed but before she could pull up her panties or close her legs he was between her thighs, bending over her and looking into her eyes. 
“God, you taste so sweet, Red,” he murmured, stroking her cheek. “I always wondered what your pussy would taste like.” 
Sara felt a rush of embarrassed pleasure. “Reeve, you shouldn’t have done that,” 
she protested. She was trying not to look at him but he was so close, his big body hovering over hers, pinning her to the bed, and all she could think about was how incredibly gentle and tender he’d been with her. His full mouth was still shiny with her juices and there was a glow in his eyes that had nothing to do with the curse he was under. 
“You’re right. And I shouldn’t do this either.” He took her mouth in a long, slow, hot kiss that made Sara moan all over again. Wrapping her arms around him, she pulled him down, loving the taste of herself on his lips. 
The kiss went on and on as they explored each other’s mouths and she became aware that he was grinding against her. His hard cock encased in the tight denim rubbed her wet, open pussy just the right way and she wrapped her legs around him and urged him to continue without words. 
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“Sara,” he murmured at last when they came up for air. “Need you so much right now. Need to be inside you.” 
“We shouldn’t,” she whispered even though her body continued to invite his in the most wanton way. “It’ll just make things harder later on.” Later on when the fidelity spell
is broken and you realize I’m nothing more to you than Duke’s little sister and not the love of
your life. 
“Please, Red.” Reeve kissed her again. “Let me show you I can be gentle. Don’t want you to think I’m like I was the other night all the time.” 
“I know you’re not,” Sara whispered. She could feel herself relenting. The last time, she promised herself even as she tugged at the button and zipper of his jeans. This is the
last time I’ll let him in. The last time we’ll do this. 
Reeve was already skinning down the tight jeans and stepping out of them. His cock was as long and hard as it had been the night of the full moon but it wasn’t quite as scary-looking to Sara this time. Maybe because his eyes weren’t a bright, inhuman gold and he wasn’t growling this time. He stood at the end of the bed and pulled her toward him. Sara lay flat on the mattress, her thighs spread, and mentally blessed her old mentor for buying the high, old-fashioned bed in the first place. Arailia always had good taste but who would have imagined it would be just the right height for making love? 
“Slow and easy, Red,” Reeve murmured, fitting the broad head of his shaft to the entrance of her pussy. “Let me know what you need and I swear I’ll give it to you.” 
“Right now all I need is you inside me.” Sara reached for him eagerly, not caring that she was probably making a mistake, not caring that this memory would burn in her mind forever, long after Reeve had realized he didn’t really love her and had left her behind. 
“That’s what I need too.” With a low groan, he slid into her in one long, slow thrust, filling her completely. 
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Sara moaned at the sensation of his thick cock bottoming out inside her pussy. God, it felt amazing! There was still a little bit of stretching since he was so big but this time Reeve was really taking things slow, easing his way in and out of her until she thought she was going to die with the sensation of his shaft fucking into her pussy. 
“Reeve,” she whispered, locking her legs around him and trying to draw him deeper, harder into her. “Reeve, please, I need more…more!” 
“Uh-uh, Red. Slow and easy, remember?” he teased. But her pleas seemed to have convinced him she wasn’t in any pain because he grabbed her by the waist and started thrusting harder and deeper. 
“Reeve…Reeve…” Sara realized she was chanting his name like a prayer with every inward thrust but she couldn’t seem to help herself. He was turning her inside out, making her crazy. She could feel another orgasm building on the horizon as he pumped into her, watching her intently with every thrust. 
“So tight,” he murmured, letting go of her waist to cup and stroke her breasts and twist her nipples. “So wet. You feel incredible wrapped around me, Sara.” 
“And you feel incredible filling me up,” she returned breathlessly. “Feels so good to have you inside me. Reeve, please…” 
“What is it, Red?” he asked softly. “I told you, anything you need, just ask. I want to give it to you.” 
“I’m getting so close,” Sara admitted softly. “I…if you could just go a little harder, a little deeper…” 
“I can go a lot harder and deeper, just want to make sure I’m not hurting you this time,” he rumbled, shifting her so that her legs were up over his shoulders. “And there’s something else, Sara.” 
“What?” she whispered breathlessly as his long shaft sank deeply into her with the change of position. 
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“I came in you last time without even asking if it was okay.” Reeve looked ashamed. “I wanted to ask you this time.” 
Sara could feel her face heating up again but she nodded as he thrust into her. “Yes, Reeve, it’s all right. You…you can come in me.” Briefly she remembered the flood of cum he’d pumped into her on Samhain night and wondered if this time would be the same. 
“Good,” he groaned, quickening his tempo. “Because there’s nothing I want more than to fill your tight little cunt with my cum again, Red.” 
The hot words accompanied by his deeper, more forceful thrusts pushed Sara over the edge. Moaning and grasping at his broad back, she felt a wire of tension snap in her lower belly, flooding her with warmth and pleasure. 
“That’s right, Sara, squeeze me! God, love to feel your sweet pussy squeezing my cock,” Reeve groaned. Leaning forward, he pounded down into her, getting as deep inside her pussy as he could. “Gonna come, Red,” he groaned in her ear. “Can’t help it—you feel so good around me.” 
“Come in me,” Sara heard herself saying. “Do it, Reeve. I want to feel you come inside me. Fill me up.” 
With a low groan he did as she asked and Sara felt him pumping his hot cum into her open pussy. 
“Sara,” he growled softly as he came. “Love you so much. Want you this way forever…” 
Forever. If only it could really be forever.  She tried to push the thought aside but it wouldn’t go. Instead, tears welled up in her eyes and ran down the sides of her face as Reeve finished making love to her for the last time. 
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Chapter Six 
“I can’t believe you’re kicking me out because I said I love you.” Reeve looked at her in disbelief but Sara was not going to be moved. Not this time. 
“Please try to understand,” she said, keeping her voice steady with an effort. “You only think  you love me. And when the fidelity spell I laid on you is lifted at the same time we break the curse, things are going to be super awkward between us if we keep carrying on like this.” 
“I want to ‘keep carrying on like this’ with you for the rest of my life. Why do you have to be so goddamn stubborn?” Reeve looked frustrated—almost as frustrated as Sara felt. It was like talking to a brick wall. 
“You think that now,” she pointed out, wrapping her robe more tightly around herself. “But wait until the next full moon when the curse is lifted. Then you’ll realize what you really feel for me.” Nothing.  The thought made tears sting her eyes again and she shook her head. “Please, Reeve, just go. I don’t want you here right now. In fact, I don’t think you should come back until the night of the full moon.” 
“That’s a whole month.” He looked stricken. Love-sick. And all over her. Once upon a time Sara would have died to see that look in his eyes directed at her. Now it just made her sad. As did the thought of not seeing him for an entire month. But she had to be firm. 
“I know how long it is until the next full moon,” she said steadily. “And I promise I’ll have everything ready when you show up. But for right now, I need to be alone.” 
“Fine.” He frowned and reached out to caress her cheek. “But I know how I feel, Red. And that isn’t going to change in a month or a year or for the rest of my life—no matter what hocus-pocus you work on me.” 
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I wish you were right,  Sara thought but didn’t say. She just shook her head and looked away, trying not to let him see how his gentle touch burned her. God, couldn’t he just go away so she could cry? 
Reeve did go but not before he kissed her cheek. “Be seeing you,” he said cryptically as he shut the front door behind him. 
Not if I have anything to do with it,  Sara thought as she watched him go. But she knew she was doing the right thing. If it hurt this bad to let him go after only making love twice, how much harder would it have been after spending a whole month together? 
She wished she could believe that the fidelity spell had worked only because they had a relationship before she inadvertently worked it on him—but they hadn’t. She’d never been anything to Reeve but Duke’s little sister and that was what she was going to be again once it was lifted. She was determined not to see him again until the night of the next full moon when she would lift his curse and send him on his way. 
Except Reeve had other ideas. 
The next morning she was awakened by the dull thunk  of an axe biting into wood. 
When she went outside—after first making sure to dress in her bulkiest sweater and baggiest jeans—she found Reeve chopping logs for her woodpile. 
“What are you doing here?” she demanded, crossing her arms over her chest and wishing he didn’t look so damn delicious in his tight jeans and plain black T-shirt. 
“What does it look like?” He swung the axe again, concentrating on the split of wood he had on the chopping block and not looking at her. 
Sara felt frustrated—why couldn’t he see that he was making this so much worse for her? “You’re not supposed to be here. You don’t have to do this,” she reminded him. 
“Yes, I do.” He thunked the axe into the block and turned to face her, arming sweat off his brow. “I promised Duke I’d look out for you. That’s what I’m doing—nothing else.” 
“I can take care of myself!” Sara flared at him, fists clenched inside the sleeves of her sweater. 
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“Never said you couldn’t.” Reeve pulled the axe free and positioned a fresh split of wood on the block. “I’m just keeping a promise to a friend.” 
“Well, it’s unnecessary and ridiculous,” Sara said, narrowing her eyes at him. “And don’t think that just because you come around we’ll…do what we did yesterday again. 
Because we won’t. Ever.” 
“Ever?” Reeve raised an eyebrow at her and gave her a steady look. 
Sara felt her cheeks heating with a blush. In fact, she’d been reading over the curse-breaking ceremony in Arailia’s book again the other night when she ordered the Blessed Thistle on-line and had found that there was quite a bit of touching involved. 
Apparently she and Reeve might have to get down and dirty—at least to a certain extent—one more time. Not that she was about to tell him that. 
“Well?” Reeve pressed, leaning forward to look into her eyes. 
“The ceremony to break the curse on you does involve some…physical contact,” 
Sara admitted, even though she had just promised herself not to tell him. “But that’s just because it’s the only way to make the magick work. The spell uses…sexual attraction as a catalyst for power.” 
“Mmm. Sounds interesting,” Reeve murmured, reaching out to stroke her cheek. 
Sara jerked away. “You won’t think so after the ceremony is complete and you’re yourself again,” she said stiffly. She turned and stalked away, not waiting to let him have the last word. Damn, she’d forgotten how stubborn and difficult Reeve could be. 
Once he got something in his mind, he wouldn’t let it go. Of course that kind of single-minded devotion could be a real asset to a romantic relationship—if they were actually in a romantic relationship, that was. The fact that he refused to believe her when she told him what he was feeling wasn’t real was a constant source of irritation to her. As well as the fact that he seemed to think she needed “looking after”. 
Well, Sara decided, lifting her chin, she would just ignore him. He could come around as much as he wanted to but she would keep on with her life and not even think of Reeve until she had to. 
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Of course, not thinking of him when he was around all the time was easier said than done. Every day it seemed like he found some excuse to come out to Arailia’s old house and do some work. He finished fixing the roof, chopped enough wood for an army, mended the peeling, gray picket fence and even painted the house. Sara narrowly stopped him from mowing the lawn and turning her entire herb garden into grass clippings. The house was actually beginning to look respectable rather than slightly haunted, which was bad for business, but she couldn’t get him to stop. It got so that she couldn’t go outside to check her mail without seeing him, sweating in the late autumn sunshine, usually with his shirt off despite the chilly weather, engaged in some task to make her life easier or better. 
Sometimes she brought him water or cider or a cold beer but mostly Sara ignored him. And no matter what, she absolutely refused to invite him into the house because she knew all too well what would happen if she did. Watching his muscular, perfect body and remembering the way his hands and mouth felt on her skin made her unbelievably hot but even she drew the line at lying down on the freezing ground in the middle of November and making love in the woodchips around the chopping block. 
But if she let Reeve into the house…it might well be a different story. 
Once he got past her and into the living area, it was only a few steps to the hallway and a few steps after that to the bedroom. And Sara knew if she let him get anywhere near her bed again, she’d be lost. Hell, even the couch in the living room would do in a pinch. Or the colorful woven rug in front of the fireplace. Or anyplace inside for that matter. So even though she felt guilty, she never offered to let him come inside and warm up for fear that she would lose her resolve and the warming up would end up with a fire raging out of control. 
There was nothing she could do about what had to happen on the night of the full moon in order to break the curse, but Sara vowed to herself that she wouldn’t let herself lose her head or her heart over a man who didn’t really care about her. Reeve had never treated her as anything but Duke’s pesky little sister before he and Duke had gone away 66 
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to war and she was sure their relationship would revert back to exactly that as soon as all the magickal influences on him were removed. And when they were, she would be more than prepared to go back to her life without him. That was what she told herself, anyway. And in the meantime if her bed seemed empty at night and her heart ached from wanting him all day, that was just too damn bad, wasn’t it? 
* * * * * 
“Sara? You there?” Reeve’s deep voice was like a growl and she shivered as she hurried to open the door. 
“Come in,” she said stiffly, ushering him inside and trying not to think how mouthwateringly good he looked. He had on his customary pair of tight jeans but tonight he was wearing a red T-shirt that seemed to cling to every muscle in his broad chest. 
“Wasn’t sure how to dress,” he muttered, gesturing to himself. “Guess I chose wrong.” He eyed her sheer white silk robe that outlined the curves of her breasts and the peaks of her nipples appreciatively. 
Sara blushed but refused to be intimidated. Tonight was all about the Craft and she had to be in total control of herself to use the oil she’d diluted earlier and perform the anti-curse ceremony perfectly. 
“It doesn’t matter what you wore—you’ll just be taking it off,” she said as casually as she could. “Come into the bedroom.” 
“With or without my clothes?” He was already following her eagerly and she knew what he was thinking—the beast was moving under his skin tonight just as it had been on Samhain. With it came the animalistic lust she’d been subject to once before. Reeve was going to have a hard time controlling himself—especially when he saw her naked. 
Which was why it was vitally important that she not lose her cool, no matter what. She reached the bedroom doorway and turned to face him. 
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“Take them off,” she commanded, shedding the white silk robe she was wearing. 
Despite all they’d done, going naked in front of him was still hard for her but the ceremony demanded that she be skyclad in order to perform it. She felt a slow heat building within her as Reeve’s eyes, which had gone from whiskey brown to amber to gold the minute her robe hit the floor, swept over her body. 
“God, I’ve missed you.” His voice was a low growl that sent a shiver over her skin but she struggled to keep her voice even. 
“It’s the Goddess we’ll be praying to tonight, Reeve. And if you want to please her and lift the curse that rides you, you’ll do as I say.” 
“Yes, ma’am.” Reeve made a quick salute and then stripped, revealing his chiseled chest and abs and a cock that was already standing at attention. 
She could see by the quirk of his eyebrows that he was surprised at her take-charge attitude and stern tone but it was either keep complete control of the situation or descend into chaos. They only had one chance to break his curse—it couldn’t be held back again. Sara intended to get everything right. 
“Follow me, do as I tell you. Nothing more, nothing less. And no talking,” she added when he opened his mouth, presumably to ask a question. He frowned but she shook her head. “We only have one more chance at this, Reeve. If I fail to lift your curse tonight, you’ll live with it all your life. Is that what you want?” 
“No.” He was still frowning. 
Sara nodded, ignoring the fact that he’d talked. Truthfully the ceremony didn’t call for absolute silence but she felt like she needed it in order to concentrate. After all, she was not only lifting the curse that made Reeve a monster every full moon, she was also nullifying the fidelity spell as well. Which meant she was eradicating any trace of emotion he had left for her other than brotherly affection. Considering the willpower it took to force herself to do such a thing, she felt like she needed to give her entire attention to the process and not waste valuable energy verbally sparring with him. 
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“Come into the circle,” she said, stepping into the bedroom and motioning for him to do the same. 
Reeve opened his mouth again, doubtless to ask “what circle”, but she saw the comprehension in his eyes when he looked over her shoulder. Along the hardwood floor, the entire large bed frame had been ringed in white pillar candles that gave off the scent of sage and jasmine. 
Sage for purification and jasmine for sweetness. Dear Goddess, let this be a sweet encounter
since it must be my last with him,  Sara thought as she stepped to the bed and motioned for him to do likewise. 
The colorful patchwork quilt had been stripped away and Sara had spread the bed with satin sheets that were a deep violet color. Violet for healing and peace,  she seemed to hear Arailia’s voice whisper in her head. That was what she prayed for—healing for Reeve and peace for herself when she had to let him go. If she’d thought she had any chance of keeping him she would have spread the bed with red sheets instead. Red was the color of passion and possession. But as things stood, violet was a better choice. 
Sara took a deep, calming breath and blew it out again. It was time. If she waited much longer the rising moon would start to affect Reeve and make the beast inside him difficult, if not impossible, to control. She climbed onto the bed and sat cross-legged, well aware that Reeve’s gaze was caressing her bare breasts and naked pussy. She had shaven for this ceremony and the lack of the little patch of curls that usually decorated her mound had her feeling more bare than she ever had before. Still, it was a sacrifice the Goddess demanded for this particular occasion and Sara was willing to give it. 
Willing to give anything to see the man she loved whole again—even if it meant losing him forever. 
When Reeve had climbed on the bed and sat facing her in the same position, she raised her chin and began to chant. 
“I invoke thee and call upon thee, Mighty Mother of us all, 
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bringer of all fruitfulness; by seed and root, 
by bud and stem, by leaf and flower and fruit, 
by life and love do I invoke thee to descend upon the body of this,
thy servant and priestess.” 


The words came to her naturally, rolling off her lips as though someone else was speaking for her—through her—and Sara began to feel the throb of power in the air. By the way Reeve lifted his head and scented the air uneasily, she knew the beast inside him could feel it as well. A cool wind that had no source since the windows were closed lifted her multicolored auburn hair and swirled around her naked breasts, hardening her nipples. Cool fingers of desire traced between her legs, making her pussy wet. The ceremony was working. Taking a deep breath, she continued. 
“Of the Mother darksome and divine 
Mine the scourge, and mine the kiss; 
The five-point star of love and bliss 
Here I charge you in this sign.” 


Slowly she lifted an engraved dagger from the shelf over the headboard. The metal was cold in her palm and she saw Reeve’s eyes widen. But when she sketched a pentagram in the air beside them and laid the dagger back on the shelf, he relaxed visibly. She wished she could tell him that he didn’t have to worry—the only blood that was going to be shed tonight was her own and only a drop of that. But the ceremony had begun and the Goddess was summoned, Sara had to proceed. 
“The curse you bear, 
The beast that rides 
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Inside your soul the wolf abides 
Now I call it from its lair.” 


A low growl of warning sounded from inside Reeve’s chest and his eyes glowed a brilliant gold in the candlelight. Sara felt her heart skip a beat as she saw the unnatural lust staring out at her from her friend and lover’s inhuman eyes but she knew she couldn’t let fear make her falter. She had to push on to the end. 
Picking up the dagger again, she pushed the needle-sharp metal tip against the pad of her left index finger until pain shot through her. Gasping, she pulled back the knife and watched as a single drop of ruby red blood appeared. 
The lust in Reeve’s eyes was mixed with hunger now—a craving so feral Sara could almost feel the beast inside him salivating for her. Paying no attention to the chills that were crawling between her naked shoulder blades, she put down the dagger again and picked up a goblet of red wine she’d left on the other end of the shelf. Carefully, she squeezed her left forefinger over the elaborate silver cup and watched as a single drop of her blood fell into the wine. Swirling the cup to mix it, she handed it to Reeve. 
“Drink ye of the lady’s draught 
Let the beast come taste the wine 
Take his thirst as mark and sign 
That soon your healing will be bought.” 


When she nodded, Reeve took the goblet stiffly from her hand and put it to his lips. 
In one long, thirsty swallow, he drained the cup dry and handed it back to her, arming a trickle of wine from the corner of his mouth as he did so. 
Sara nodded. So far, so good. But now came the tricky part. The sexual part. She had to act as a vessel for the Goddess, had to draw the beast into herself where it would 71 
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be neutralized by the magickal oil she had so painstakingly prepared. She knew after this, she would never want to use Blessed Thistle again. In the past she’d rather liked its spicy, peppery scent but after hours of boiling it down along with the other ingredients and distilling the whole mess into the tiny vial of oil she had managed to extract, she was thoroughly sick of it. 
“I come here in the Goddess’ stead 
Love alone can tame the wolf 
Sharpened claw and cloven hoof 
Take me in her blessed bed.” 


As she said the last words, Sara removed the tiny crystal vial of oil from beneath her pillow. Her nipples felt so hard they could cut diamonds and she removed the slender crystal wand from the vial with a hand that wasn’t exactly steady. The last
time—the very last time I’ll get to touch him like this,  she thought and then pushed the thought away. She had to concentrate—this was a matter of life and death. One slip and the beast would be loose with nothing and no one to neutralize it and she was the nearest prey. 
Trembling, Sara painted some of the highly spiced, slightly sweet oil on her full lips. She had meant to replace the wand and put the oil back then—this was as much oil as she needed. But something made her dip the wand into the vial again and paint a thin, shimmering line of the viscous fluid around each of her tight pink nipples. That’s
enough. No more,  she thought but she dipped the wand into the vial one more time. 
Spreading her legs, she stroked the delicate crystal wand over the outer lips of her pussy and then circled the swollen bud of her clit with the slightly stinging liquid. A warmth seemed to rise from inside her at the magickal oil’s touch and she let out a breathless moan as she trailed the wand lower, circling the entrance of her cunt with the slippery essence before finally recapping the vial. 
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Reeve’s breath came out in a hoarse rush as he watched her anoint herself. 
“Beautiful,” he rasped. “Just so goddamn beautiful, Red.” 
“If you find me beautiful then come to me.” Sara looked into his eyes as she uttered the words and felt the power of the Goddess rush over her in a cool breeze that made her hair stand on end and her skin shiver into chill bumps. Getting on her knees, she held out her hands to Reeve. 
As though drawn by a magnet, he came to her, closing the distance in one swift move that was animalistic in its grace. His cock jutted between them, thick and enormous and pulsing with need. It was a need Sara would have to slake if she was ever to rid him of the curse. 
Ducking her head, she grasped his thick shaft in her hand and bent to take the broad head in her mouth. She lapped at the creamy drops of precum that had gathered at the tip, his salty-sweet taste exploding on her tongue. 
Reeve groaned at the sight of her licking him and Sara felt a sudden surge of power. 
He was helpless in her hands—hers for the taking. She quelled the unworthy emotion instantly—she was only acting as a vessel of the Goddess. Her job was to make him come and draw the salty seed out of his body and into hers. With his cum he would release the essence of the beast and by quenching his lust within her body, Sara would be able to banish the wolf that had been rising in him during the full moon. 
Bending to her task, she took more of his shaft into her mouth. Goddess, he tasted good, she couldn’t help noticing. Salty and musky like warm skin and aroused man. 
She could feel his precum dripping down her throat, just as it had that first night when she’d tried to calm his lust without fucking him. But he hadn’t let her get away with it. 
The memory of him taking her on this very bed—so roughly the first time and so gently the second—surfaced in her mind’s eye, threatening to overwhelm her. Sara pushed it away and concentrated on the task at hand. Tonight she should be able to perform the ceremony with just a blowjob—not that she didn’t wish they could go farther. But 73 
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sucking his cock until he pumped his warm cum down her throat would do the trick and that was all she intended to do. 
That was all she intended to do until Reeve pulled her up, anyway. 
“No, not like this,” he growled, pulling her toward him and covering her mouth in a punishing kiss. “Know what you’re trying to do, Sara, but not like this. Want…want to be inside you.” 
Sara fought with herself even as she melted against him, feeling the throb of his heart against her breasts. She knew it wasn’t necessary to make love for the ceremony to work, but Goddess, could she really deny him? This was the last time, the very last chance she’d have, she reminded herself. 
That’s right and you spent the entire last month trying to forget that and deny that you
wanted him,  she reminded herself. Are you going to let all that hard work and effort go to
waste? 
It looked like she was. Suddenly Sara felt like the worst kind of fool. There was no way she was ever going to get over Reeve and pretending she could forget him by denying she’d wanted him for the past month wasn’t going to change that a bit. She could have been enjoying the warmth of his embrace, the feel of that hard chest pressed against her breasts, his hot mouth on hers for the past four weeks and instead she’d been spending all her time trying to block him out. 
Stupid!  she told herself, angrily. 
Stupid is as stupid does,  whispered a voice that didn’t sound like her own in her ear. 
Take what the Goddess offers you, Sara. Take it gladly and without shame or regret. 
Yes, that was exactly what she was going to do. Hungrily, she kissed Reeve back, sucking his tongue and giving him the taste of himself in her mouth. She wanted this—
wanted him,  and there was no sense denying it anymore. But remembering the first rough entry and the way he’d slammed into her the last time the moon was full, she knew she wanted something a little different this time. 
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“On your back,” she whispered, pulling Reeve around and pushing at his broad chest gently. 
He growled low in the back of his throat, his eyes flaring gold, and she knew his beast was telling him to dominate her as it had that first night. They were in a delicate situation here—if he took her by force or came outside her body, the beast would be loose to kill her and rampage through the woods and the rest of Buck Lake. Sara knew she had to avoid that at all costs but she still had no wish to let the beast be in control of the love she wanted to experience one last time with Reeve. 
Goddess, help me!  Taking a deep breath, she looked him in his glowing, yellow eyes. 
“If you want me, Reeve,” she murmured, speaking to him and not the wolf that rose within him as she watched. “If you want me, you need to lie down on your back. 
Now.” 
He growled again, but more softly this time. For a moment the gold left his eyes and they were the same warm amber-brown she was used to seeing. 
“I do want you, Sara. So much,” he murmured in a more normal voice. 
Sara felt like something in her chest had loosened. “Then let me do this my way, Reeve,” she murmured, pushing lightly on his chest again. “Lie back on the bed. I promise I’ll make it worth your while.” 
“Just bet you will, Red.” He grinned at her, showing a flash of his old humor as he settled on his broad back on the bed. 
“Now raise your hands above your head,” Sara directed, hoping she was still talking to Reeve and not the wolf. 
Slowly, not taking his eyes from hers, he did as she said. 
For a moment Sara was breathless, staring at his masculine beauty. His smooth tan skin rippled with muscle and every part of him was tense and hard and tight. His big body was laid out like a feast on the dark violet sheets and suddenly she felt as hungry as his beast. But she knew what she had to do. 
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Straddling his lean hips, she reached above his head to the shelf over the headboard one more time. Both of them gasped as her new position brushed her wet, open pussy against the head of his cock but Sara didn’t stop to appreciate the erotic sensation or the fact that Reeve was now lapping and sucking her tight nipples as her breasts hung in his face. She was searching for something she’d put on the shelf just in case. She hadn’t really expected to need them or to let herself use them but… Ah-ha! 
Triumphantly, Sara snatched up the pair of stainless steel handcuffs that were coated in pure silver. Only silver would hold the beast at bay on a full moon night. Only silver would enable her to satisfy her hunger to have Reeve in her without fear. 
Quickly, she threaded the chain of the cuffs through the solid, sturdy wood center post of the headboard and clapped them on Reeve’s big wrists. 
When he realized what she’d done, his eyes went wide and gold and he roared—a sound that shook the small house and made Sara want to put her hands over her ears. 
But she didn’t. 
“Reeve,” she murmured, looking down at him, trying to look past the wolf that had risen to the surface. “It’s the only way. Trust me.” 
He growled again but the big body that had turned to iron under her gradually relaxed and Sara knew he was going to accept the cuffs. Good, there was no way she could subdue the beast nearly well enough to make love to Reeve without them. If she tried to stay on top, he would only flip her over and fuck her mercilessly, just as he had that first night. And if this was her last chance with Reeve, she wanted it to be good, not painful. 
“Reeve, baby,” she murmured, taking his face between her hands and stroking his sandpaper rough cheeks. “I’m going to ride you now. Going to open my pussy for you and let you fuck me. Is that what you want?” 
“God, yes,” he rasped, his eyes going back to normal for a second. “Ride me, Red. 
Lower that sweet little pussy onto my cock and ride me all night.” 
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Sara purred with pleasure at his dirty words. As dangerous and precarious as her position was tonight, she was finding that she liked being in control. It was a hot feeling to have all that leashed power beneath her and know that she was responsible for the way Reeve shuddered with need and desire. She felt wild—like an animal herself—a female predator on the hunt and Reeve was her prey of choice. 
“That’s exactly what I’m going to do,” she promised him. Raising herself, she grasped his thick, hot shaft in one hand and slid the broad plum-shaped head of his cock over her wet, open pussy. She was already slippery from the magickal oil and pleasuring Reeve with her mouth earlier, sucking and licking his thick cock, had made her even wetter. He slid into her easily, breaching her entrance with his thickness and spreading the mouth of her cunt with no problem at all. 
Sara wanted to take it slowly but her thighs were trembling as she lowered herself down onto him, taking him a thick inch at a time into her pussy. Goddess, he was huge—it had only been a month but already she’d forgotten how big he really was. 
How hot and hard and long. As she lowered herself down, it seemed as if he would never end. But finally she felt the wide head press hard against the end of her channel and knew he had bottomed out inside her. He could go no deeper and she had managed to take him all—every last thick inch of his cock into her tight cunt. The thought made her feel both hot and proud for some reason. 
Reeve had been watching with eyes that flickered between whiskey-brown and pale gold as she lowered herself onto him. Now that she had his shaft fully embedded in her pussy, he growled softly, “God, Red, so hot. So incredibly hot and sexy when you take me inside your sweet little cunt like that.” 
“Like this, you mean?” Bracing herself on his thighs, Sara lifted herself so that three or four inches of his shaft, glistening with her honey, came into view and then lowered herself again. They both groaned as the head of his cock rammed into her harder than she’d intended, filling her to the limit and beyond. 
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“Yes, Red, do it.” Reeve’s voice was low and grating. “Fuck yourself on me. Work that tight little cunt on my cock and fuck yourself.” 
His hot words were like gasoline on an open flame and Sara felt her desire grow exponentially. Goddess it felt good to have him inside her, filling her once more. But this time she was in charge. 
Catching her full lower lip between her teeth, she leaned back and braced herself against his thighs, just above his knees. Knowing this would give him a better view of his thick shaft penetrating her pussy and moving in and out of her between her wet cunt lips, she began to raise and lower herself in a deliberate rhythm. 
Reeve groaned and began to help her. Despite the way his hands were cuffed above his head, he braced his feet against the mattress and began to pump and grind into her, filling her from below with such forceful thrusts he raised her up off the bed with each strong pump of his cock. 
“Reeve…oh Goddess, Reeve. Feels so good!” Finally Sara knew who was really in charge—it wasn’t her and it wasn’t the beast. It was Reeve himself and his need to fuck her that was driving their tempo now. She stopped trying to raise and lower herself and just concentrated on holding on. Her skin was slick with sweat and so was Reeve’s, but despite her slippery grip, she was deeply impaled on his shaft and she could tell that he meant to keep her that way. 
With each hard thrust of his shaft into her pussy a shower of sparks seemed to shoot through her entire body. Sara moaned and held on as though she were trying to ride a bucking bull that might throw her at any second. She gripped Reeve’s slick sides with her knees and leaned even farther back, giving him the final fraction he needed to get as deeply into her as he could. She wanted him there and more importantly she needed him there. Needed to feel his hot cum jetting into her, filling her to overflowing as it had that first night when he claimed her, marked her for his own. 
78 
Red and the Wolf 
“Gonna come, Red. Gonna fill you up,” he rasped, his biceps bulging and the big muscles of this thighs turning to iron under her as he fucked up to fill her pussy with his cock. “Need you to take it. Take it all!” 
“I want to, Reeve.” She was half sobbing with pleasure now, feeling the orgasm welling up in her in a steady, inexorable wave that made her feel dizzy and almost faint. “Want to feel you coming in me,” she told him, looking into his gold eyes. “Fuck me—take me—fill me. You know I want you to.” 
With a low, wordless roar, Reeve thrust up into her once more. 
Sara bit her lip and spread her thighs wide, trying to be open enough for him, trying to take all of him as deeply as possible so he could come. She could feel her orgasm rolling over her like a tidal wave and her inner cunt muscles clenched around his rock-hard shaft, milking him for his salty essence, encouraging him to fill her with cum. 
“Sara!” Reeve half growled, half groaned and she felt him pump into her, flooding her once more with his thick, hot seed. 
And as he drenched her pussy and his cum filled her and ran down her inner thighs in sticky profusion, Sara felt the beast leave him and enter her. For one brief, frightening moment she had the urge to lean down and rip out her lover’s throat with her teeth. 
Then the cooling, calming influence of the Goddess washed over her and the killing lust dissipated slowly until finally it was gone forever. 
The beast was gone and with it, all the love Reeve had felt for her. 
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Chapter Seven 
They collapsed together on the bed, completely and utterly spent by the ceremony and its aftermath. But there was one more thing Sara needed to do before she could let herself rest and grieve over the fact that her time with Reeve was now officially over. 
First she raised herself off him and uncuffed his hands gently, putting the silver and steel cuffs back on the shelf. Then she lifted her chin and spoke to the listening silence that filled the room. 
“We thank you, Our Lady, for attending our rites. We bid you farewell ’til next we call you. Blessed be,” she murmured. 
A cooling wind rushed through the room, drying the tears that had somehow collected on her cheeks, and Sara thought she heard a faint voice say, “Blessed be, child,” before the unseen presence disappeared and she and Reeve were alone in the room again. 
“Sara?” He was looking up at her, rubbing his wrists with an uncertain look on his face. 
“Reeve?” She looked at him carefully. “Are you okay?” Every aspect of the ceremony had been performed but maybe she ought to have been completely sure that the beast was gone before she’d removed the cuffs. Well, it was too late now. 
“Shouldn’t I be asking you that?” He pulled her down beside him, stroking her hair gently out of her eyes. His tender actions as much as the fact that there wasn’t even a hint of gold in his eyes told Sara her efforts had been successful that night. So why did she feel like crying? 
“Did I hurt you again?” Reeve sounded concerned and she realized she really was crying again—tears pouring down her face in the aftermath of the intensely emotional and sexual ritual she’d performed. 
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“N-no,” she managed to say, shaking her head. “I just…I shouldn’t be surprised, really. That was very complicated and intense magick—a ceremony like that always exacts a price.” 
“A price? Are you going to turn into a monster every full moon now?” He looked at her in alarm. 
Sara managed to laugh through her tears. “No, nothing like that. But I’ll probably be exhausted for a while.” She yawned. “Starting now.” 
“Is there anything I can do, Red? Anything I can get you?” he asked softly. 
Sara shook her head. “Just…hold me. I know you probably won’t want to in a while but for now…it’s enough.” 
“Why wouldn’t I want to?” He sounded bewildered but Sara was too tired to rehash the same old ground with him—that he would stop loving her when the curse was lifted. No doubt some of its magickal influence still lingered in the room or he would have stopped already. She fully expected to wake up alone tomorrow but for tonight, their last night together, she wanted to fall asleep in his arms. But first she had to do one more thing. 
She struggled to sit up in bed but Reeve pulled her back down. “Whoa. Where do you think you’re going?” he demanded softly. 
“Have to…” Sara yawned bone-crackingly again. “Have to blow out…the candles. 
Don’t want to catch…house on fire while we’re asleep.” Goddess she was so tired she could barely talk. “And gotta…clean up.” 
“Hmm.” Reeve looked down at her briefly. “We did kind of make a mess, didn’t we?” He sounded both relieved and amused. “Can’t believe that thing is really gone but it’s true—I can’t feel it inside me at all anymore.” 
Can you feel anything for me? Anything at all besides friendship?  Sara wanted to ask but she bit her tongue and just nodded. 
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Reeve got out of bed and blew out the circle of candles, throwing the room into total darkness only relieved by the silvery light of the moon that streamed through the windows. Then he padded to the bathroom and returned with something wet and warm in his hand. 
Sara sighed softly as she felt him bathe her inner thighs gently with the cloth, wiping away the cum he’d filled her with. But at the same time she wanted to cry. Even if it meant going to bed sticky, she wished in a way that she would have let it stay there—as a reminder of what they’d shared so briefly. 
Finally Reeve dried her with a towel and snuggled up behind her on the broad bed. 
Sara had been too tired to crawl under the top sheet and she lay shivering with exhaustion and emotion, suddenly feeling how chilly the room really was. 
“C’mere, Red,” she heard Reeve rumble and then he pulled the sheet over both of them and settled her back into the curve of his big body. One long, muscular arm wound itself around her waist and his warm breath puffed against the back of her neck comfortingly. 
Love you, Reeve,  she wanted to say as sleep tugged her gently under. Love you so
much. I always will.  But she was too tired—her eyelids seemed dipped in lead and she couldn’t manage to pry them open even one more time. 
“Get some sleep,” Reeve rumbled in her ear. “You’ve earned it.” 
Too bad I didn’t earn your heart at the same time.  She was glad she was too tired to say that out loud. She wanted to stay awake a little bit longer and enjoy the feel of lying in his arms, warm and safe and secure. But sleep was dragging at her, taking her down, and Sara couldn’t fight it anymore. 
Her last thought as she drifted off was that this was the last happy night she would ever have because every night after this would be without Reeve. 
* * * * * 
She woke up the next morning to a cold, empty room and a note on her pillow. 
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Sara, 
Had to run an errand. Be back soon. 
Reeve 
The note brought hot, stinging tears to her eyes and Sara didn’t even try to hold them back. He was gone—just like that. He probably hadn’t waited to say goodbye because he felt awkward around her now. Well, of course he did. She’d always been just Duke’s little sister to him and now he was probably remembering he’d had sex with her. It probably felt all kinds of wrong to him and he had to get away before she woke up and made things worse by wanting more from him than he was willing to give. 
She hadn’t expected anything more but she still couldn’t stop the hot tears from falling. Gone, he was really gone and she would never get him back. Oh Goddess, if only there had been a way to keep the fidelity spell and still break the curse, to keep him with her… 
Sara knew deep down that it wasn’t right to think like that but it didn’t seem fair. 
She’d been so selfless, helping him break the curse and letting him go, but the tiniest part inside her wished she could have been selfish instead and kept Reeve in love with her forever. And as for seeing him again soon, well, she was willing to bet that meant sometime next week or next month or whenever he felt guilty enough to force himself to come see her. She would long for their meeting every minute until it arrived and then it would be awkward as hell because of what they’d done. 
“Hey, why are you crying?” 
The deep, masculine voice startled Sara out of her misery and she looked up to see Reeve standing at the foot of the bed holding something behind his back. He was frowning at her in concern and she realized that she had been really sobbing because she’d thought she was alone and it was safe to let go. 
“I…uh…” She swiped the tears from her eyes and stared at him warily. “You’re back. Did you, uh, forget something?” 
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“You could say that. I meant to bring this with me last night but I got so keyed up when the moon started rising that I forgot.” Reeve came around to sit on the bed beside her and brought his hand out from behind his back. Cupped in his large palm was a small black velvet box. “Go on.” He nodded at the box. “It’s for you—if you want it.” 
“Oh my Goddess!” Sara picked up the tiny black box with trembling fingers. When she opened it, a brilliant oval-cut diamond surrounded by rubies blazed out at her. 
“I know it’s not exactly a traditional engagement ring but the rubies reminded me of your hair, so I thought…” Reeve trailed off, frowning at her because she was crying again. “You don’t like it?” 
“I-I love it.” Sara blotted her tears on the sheet and tried on the ring. She stared at it in disbelief. It was a perfect fit. 
“I love that you love it. And I love you, Sara. I hope you won’t kick me out for saying it this time.” Reeve sounded a little anxious. 
“Why would I kick you out? I love you too.” She looked up at him. “But…but this isn’t possible. I lifted the fidelity spell last night when we broke the curse. You shouldn’t feel anything for me now that you didn’t feel before that first night you came to me.” 
“I don’t.” He cupped her cheek and looked into her eyes. “I’ve been in love with you for years—since you and I and Duke were all kids together. I just couldn’t tell you before.” 
“You…you have? Why couldn’t you tell me?” Sara could scarcely believe it—had he really been in love with her for as long as she’d wanted him? It seemed like a wonderful dream and she just hoped she didn’t wake up. 
“First because we were just kids and I was afraid Duke would get mad at me for hitting on his sister. And later, I don’t know, I guess I got into the habit of admiring you from afar. I wanted you but I didn’t know how to tell you.” Reeve sighed and shook his head. “Duke knew though. Just about a week before he died he told me I should man up and let you know how I felt.” 
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“He did?” Sara felt tears pricking at her eyelids at the mention of her dead older brother but for the first time ever they were happy tears and she smiled even as they ran down her cheeks. 
Reeve nodded solemnly. “He did. Told me to take care of you if he didn’t make it back. And he said to admit I loved you so you’d let me. He said otherwise you’d kick my ass out of your house because you were so determined to be independent.” He laughed and shook his head. “Damned if he wasn’t right too.” 
Sara laughed with him. “Duke always knew me best. But Reeve, I feel like such an idiot. I was so sure you only cared about me as Duke’s little sister, so sure that once the fidelity spell was lifted you’d feel wrong about everything we did.” 
“Feel wrong about it? Sara, I’ve never felt more right about anything in my life.” He shook his head. “But you really thought that you’d lose me when you broke my curse?” 
She nodded. “I was sure I would.” 
“But you broke it anyway.” His whiskey-brown eyes softened and he pulled her close, tucking her head under his chin. “Making love to you is the best thing I’ve ever done. I want you in my life forever.” 
Sara felt like her heart was swelling so big her chest couldn’t contain it. “I want that too, Reeve,” she admitted quietly. “I’ve had a crush on you since Duke first brought you home.” 
He sighed and pulled away from her. “I just wish I’d been able to bring him home from Iraq. I wish he was here to see this—that he could know how we feel about each other.” 
Sara reached up to caress his cheek. “He knows,” she murmured, pressing herself against her man again, loving the feel of his hard chest against her bare breasts. “The ones we love are never truly lost to us. Not if we don’t want to lose them.” She thought of Arailia and the comforting presence she’d felt in the little old house ever since her mentor and teacher had died. 
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“Well, I know one thing—I’m damn sure never going to lose you again.” Reeve wrapped his arms around her and gave her a slow, hot kiss. “How ’bout it, Red?” he murmured in her ear. “You up to go one more round with the big bad wolf?” 
Sara purred in pleasure and rubbed herself against him. “Now that you’re the only wolf in question, absolutely.” 
Reeve growled appreciatively in her ear and rolled her under his big body. “All right. But this time, it’s my turn to be on top.” 
The End 
86 
About the Author 
Evangeline Anderson is a registered MRI tech who would rather be writing. She is thirty-something and lives in Florida with a husband, three cats and a college-age sister but no kids because enough is enough already. She had been writing erotic stories for her own gratification for a number of years before it occurred to her to try to get paid for it. To her delight, she found it was actually possible to get money for having a dirty mind and she has been writing steadily ever since. 
Evangeline welcomes comments from readers. You can find her website and email address on her author bio page at www.ellorascave.com. 
Tell Us What You Think 
We appreciate hearing reader opinions about our books. You can email us at Comments@EllorasCave.com. 


Also by Evangeline Anderson 
Ceremony of Three 
Charlie’s Bargain 
For Her Pleasure 
Kristen’s Addiction 
Masks 
Planet X 
Pledge Slave 
Season’s Spankings 
Secret Thirst 
Willing Submission 

Discover for yourself why readers can’t get enough of the multiple award-winning publisher Ellora’s Cave. Whether you prefer e-books or paperbacks, be sure to visit EC 
on the web at www.ellorascave.com for an erotic reading experience that will leave you breathless. 
www.ellorascave.com 





Table of Contents
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five
Chapter Six
Chapter Seven


cover.jpeg





images/00002.jpg





images/00001.jpg





images/00003.jpg





