
 

       



 

Story Blurb: 

  

 Claire is tired of pretending to be polite, docile...human. She wants to 

unleash the animal inside her, and she wants to do it with a man who can really 

handle her. Then she meets Lars, a dangerous, sexy alpha, in a smoky bar. They 

share some moonshine, a potent shifter aphrodisiac, and have blisteringly hot 

sex. 

 Their one night of intoxicated passion leaves her wanting more, but Lars 

isn't interested in a woman who can only let loose while under the influence. 

Claire must then decide whether she's ready--and willing--to truly embrace her 

wild side. 

 

Moonshine 

 

 

Claire knew she stuck out like a sore thumb from the moment she walked into 

the bar, and it had nothing to do with the fact that she looked like shit. Dos Culebras 

was not a bar women usually entered alone unless they were professionals. The few 

non-hookers in residence belonged to men frightening enough to convince the rest of the 

clients to leave them alone. 

She was not a professional. Worse than that, she was a shapeshifter who 

challenged every man in the bar just by walking into it. Hell, she wanted to be a 

challenge. She needed to meet another shapeshifter tonight. Someone like her, who 

understood her strength. Who could handle her strength. Someone who wouldn't be 

afraid.  

She heard her ex-boyfriend's voice as she took her beer to a small table in the 

corner. It's not you, Claire. You need someone...like you. Oh, he'd been full of false sympathy 

when he'd broken up with her. He'd pretended it wasn't because she'd proven herself to 

be stronger than he was—yet again. 

Humans are fragile. A morbid thought, but so true. Humans were fragile, and she 

had to stop wanting to be with one. Over twenty years had passed since magic had first 



 

       

crashed into science and bled into everyday life. The terror had finally subsided, and lots 

of men now found it hip to have a supernatural girlfriend. At least until she embarrasses 

them in front of the boys by being stronger than they are. 

Human men. Their egos were as fragile as their bodies. 

She was halfway through her beer before she realized she had attracted a 

stranger’s attention. He sat across the bar from her, in a corner booth, with his back 

against the wall and one booted foot propped on the cracked vinyl in front of him. A 

cigarette dangled from his mouth, and a long-neck hung loosely from his fingers. 

Tattoos encircled his arms, tribal designs that stood out against his skin and disappeared 

beneath the sleeves of his T-shirt. He looked dangerous. Perfect. 

Even at that distance, his eyes bored into hers. The intensity of his unwavering 

gaze made her uncomfortable. She had no problem recognizing another shapeshifter. 

Not a wolf, which she might have expected, but a coyote. Like me. 

She met his gaze unflinchingly, knowing he wouldn't be able to resist the 

challenge of her presence.  

You'll do, whoever you are.  

After a moment he rose, one fluid motion bringing him out of the booth. He 

stalked towards her, his movements at once graceful and dangerous, and she couldn't 

take her eyes away from him. He stopped at the corner of the bar and slid onto a seat. 

For a minute, Claire thought he wouldn't speak. Then his icy blue eyes softened, and he 

said in a low voice, "You look like shit." 

"Thank you. I feel like shit," she replied quietly. "That's why I have a beer." 

He paused for a moment, then set down his bottle. "I know who you are, you 

know." 

It figured. Coyotes weren't rare, but there were only ten female coyotes in town 

compared to the fifty or so males. She turned her eyes back to the man and ran them 

over him in an assessing manner that bordered on insulting. "Really? Haven't seen you 

in any of my classes. You don't look like the college type." 

He just grinned, and the simple action transformed his face from broodingly 

dangerous to dangerously handsome. "Touchy bitch." 



 

"Yeah, maybe." She finished the rest of her bottle and set it on the table. "My 

boyfriend just dumped my ass because I'm tougher than he is. I'm feeling a little 

touchy." 

He stared at her for a second. "Beer ain't taking the edge off of that, doll. You do 

shots?"  

She slanted him a look, wondering if he was the type of man who could find her 

something better than alcohol. Maybe the tricky little magical drug making the rounds 

now. Custom designed for shapeshifters, it provided the adrenaline rush of a shift, along 

with a healthy dose of desire. Right now, she wanted something to remind herself just 

how far she was from actually being human.  

Of course, she wasn't exactly sure how to ask him if he happened to have a bottle 

of moonshine in his pocket. So instead, she settled for a vague reply. "If I wanted to do 

the stuff I usually do, I wouldn't be here." 

He nodded. "Hey, Wanda. Give us a couple of shots of Johnnie Walker, yeah?" 

Claire waited until the woman set a shot glass in front of her. Then she 

picked it up and tossed it back, coughing a little as the liquid burned its way 

down her throat. 

When she managed to blink away the reflexive tears that sprang to her eyes, she 

found him watching her. "It's a long way from milk and cookies."  

“Yeah.” He threw back his own shot without blinking. "I'm Lars." 

"Lars." Claire dropped the shot glass back on to the bar. "Hi. I'm Claire." 

Lars nodded to Wanda, and she brought over two more shots. He let his eyes 

roam over Claire again. Her baggy T-shirt and loose jeans hid her body, but he'd seen 

her before. Her innocent blue eyes and sweet, freckled face were completely at odds 

with her lush, voluptuous body. She was like a naughty librarian fantasy come to life, 

even dressed down with her auburn hair in a sloppy ponytail.  

He slid one of the small glasses toward her. "Just how different do you want 

your night to be, doll?" 

She didn't choke this time; just made a face and squeezed her eyes shut for a 



 

       

moment before turning that haunted blue gaze back on him. "Really, really different." 

He reached into his pocket, dragged out a small flask, and flipped its top open. 

The unmistakable scent of moonshine flooded the air between them. It was nearly 

scentless to a human, but a tantalizing aphrodisiac to any shapeshifter. "This different?" 

She glanced at the flask and then back up at him, looking torn between 

nervousness and excitement. "I don't know how much to drink." 

Lars pulled some money out of his pocket and threw it on the counter. "Come on 

outside. I'll show you." 

She followed him, and he smelled the excitement on her, along with something 

more primal. Desire—or at least, lust. She wanted him. 

The night was dark, but a harsh light buzzed in the alley behind the bar. Lars 

took another deep pull on his cigarette and eyed Claire. "Ready to try it?" 

"Yeah." Her eyes on his hands, she fidgeted. "How fast does it work?" 

"It'll hit you pretty much right away." 

She nodded. "How much...?" 

"Here." He twisted off the cover and filled the cap with the clear liquid. "You 

should watch it down here, you know. Guy dumps a splash of this into your drink, and 

you'll be fucking him in the alley before you know what happened." 

Claire took the cap from him and studied it for a moment before looking up at 

him, her blue eyes flashing with a primal need he recognized all too easily. "Maybe I'd 

fuck him in the alley anyway," she replied in a soft voice, before tipping her head and 

draining the cap. "I'm not going to shift, am I?" 

"No." Lars took the cap back from her. "Something in the moonshine suppresses 

it." He drank directly from the flask, taking more than she had. "Feel it yet?" 

"I—Jesus Christ." She slapped her palms against the wall and moaned low in her 

throat. "God, that's good." 

He closed his eyes as the rush hit him, making every molecule in his body sing. 

He sucked in a deep breath and sagged against the wall. Even the slight pressure of the 



 

bricks through the weight of his clothes was like a caress. 

Claire's hand knocked into him. Her fingers curled around the sleeve of his jacket 

in a desperate grip, and she whimpered.  

"Just stay up," he whispered, his words not making sense even to him. He was 

alive, exhilarated. He wanted to hunt, to yip and howl at the moon, but his body 

wouldn't obey. Wouldn't change, wouldn't pierce through that wall of magic. "Just 

stay...up." 

Claire tried. She could feel everything. The world was alive with sensation, with 

passion, caught in the exhilarated place she always went as she shifted. Instincts she'd 

repressed and ignored for years awoke, shuffling her timid humanity aside as she was 

reminded that this was what she was at heart: powerful, magical...amazing. 

Lars' voice tickled her senses, but she couldn't understand his words anymore. 

Words were a human thing, anyway, and she wasn't interested in humanity right now. 

His presence scraped her raw nerves, and she recognized him as both a challenge and a 

danger. A temptation. Someone against whom to test her strength. It would be nice to 

win, but so good to lose... 

Her knees went weak and she slid down the wall, her hand still wrapped around 

the sleeve of his jacket. He hoisted her up, pressed her to the wall and growled softly. 

His face went to her neck, and his breath skated across her skin like fire, making her 

shudder.  

She curled her fingers into his hair and dragged his head back, baring her teeth 

in a warning that was completely undermined by the way her body rubbed his. Her 

nipples were so tight it was painful, and a growing ache built between her thighs—an 

arousal so strong the only word for it was need. She wanted him with a desperation that 

defied description. She craved. Yet she would never simply submit. With her teeth still 

bared, she snarled at him. 

He barked out a laugh at her challenge and pulled her hair, hard. He growled 

and scraped her jaw with his teeth. Then he bit her neck, deep enough to bruise. 

Pleasure and pain mingled together with primal satisfaction as she yielded and melted 

against his body for several heartbeats. Then she growled again and bit his ear, 

reminding him that she wasn't weak or submissive. If he wanted her, he had to work for 



 

       

it. 

The initial rush was starting to fade, only to be replaced by a persistent tingling. 

The world moved more slowly, except for Lars. He raised his mouth to her ear and 

growled, "The moonshine makes you do shit you didn't even know you wanted to do." 

It was true. The nagging desire that had been impossible for her to explain to her 

ex was clear now. Her instinct wasn't to submit—it was to find someone strong enough 

to make her submit. It was a dark, shameful realization, but there was no room inside her 

for shame. Not when it felt so right. Anyone who couldn't claim her didn't deserve her. 

"What do you think I want to do?" she asked in a low voice, wondering if he 

sensed her desire as easily as she recognized his. 

"You want to fight," he rasped, using one of his thighs to move her legs apart so 

he could grind his hips against hers. "And you want to lose." 

For one brief moment, she hated him for saying it aloud, for making it 

real. Then the feeling was gone, lost in the tingle of the moonshine and the rising 

desperation of her arousal. She swung at him out of instinct, catching the side of 

his head with her hand and raking her nails down his neck. 

When he moved, it was with such speed it was painfully obvious he'd let her 

scratch him. He caught her wrist and dragged it to his lips. He sniffed a little, then bit 

her hand. "You smell like disinfectant. Death." 

Lost in the rush of drugs, the truth spilled out before she could stop it. "I was at 

the hospital with my ex. I hurt him." 

Lars just stared at her, his face inches from hers, his blue eyes burning like fire. 

"Did you, now?" 

"He’s just a human," she whispered, unable to tear her eyes away from his. "It 

was the first time I was in control of the sex. I broke his collarbone." 

He made a chiding noise. "You've got to know how to handle them during sex. 

Humans." He dragged his tongue across her cheek. "If you do it right, it's hard to hurt 

them. Trust me, I've tried." 

"Why did you try to hurt them?" 



 

His head fell back a little, and a growl rumbled up from his chest. "Because they 

asked nicely." 

She did it before she could stop herself, before she even realized she was moving. 

She found the exposed skin of his neck with her teeth and closed on it. His growl 

morphed into a low yelp, and he yanked her head back. "Play nice," he warned her 

hoarsely. 

Claire stared up into his eyes and panted. She didn't bother to hide the challenge 

in her gaze as she whispered, "Make me." 

He snarled and pulled her hair harder, then lowered his head and snapped his 

teeth on her skin, biting her just as hard as she'd bitten him. The pain disappeared in a 

wave of instinctive satisfaction. She groaned and clutched at his arms, her fingernails 

digging helplessly into his jacket. With magic singing through her veins and his body 

pressed against hers, she knew exactly what she wanted, what she needed. 

So did he.  

"Come home with me." He whispered the words, hot and demanding, against 

her ear. 

Claire didn't even think about it. She just agreed with a jerky nod and a 

whispered, "Okay." 

* * * 

He'd thought she might balk at riding on the back of his bike, especially with 

both of them high as kites, but she just accepted the helmet he offered and climbed on. 

They sped out of the city and into the countryside, her arms wrapped firmly around his 

waist. He could feel her heart pounding even through his jacket, but she didn't make a 

sound. 

He clung to her hand as he nudged open the door of his tiny trailer and pulled 

her inside. "Come on in. Want another beer?" 

"Sure." She wandered toward the table, running her fingers absently over its 

edge before touching one of the pieces of the radio he had spread out over it. "You fix 

stuff?" 



 

       

"Simple electronics. " He shoved a laundry basket out of the way before opening 

the fridge and pulling out two bottles. "I’m not so good with computerized stuff." 

“I want more of the moonshine.” She accepted the beer from him, her eyes 

unreadable as she drank half of it in one long pull.  

He eyed her for a long moment, then nodded. She might not be used to it, but it 

wasn't going to kill her. "You can have another cap." 

Claire poured it herself this time, accepting the flask from him with a dangerous 

smile and unscrewing the lid. The scent of moonshine hit him, sending hot excitement 

racing through his body as she measured out the liquid and tossed it back. She handed 

him the flask and relaxed against the couch, one hand falling to rest above her head.  

"Fuck..." Her eyes closed, and her other hand slid to her stomach.  

He smelled her arousal, heard the way her heart beat just a little too quickly. He 

took another hit of the moonshine himself before screwing on the cap, swearing when 

heat flooded his body.  

Claire moaned, and her head lolled back on the couch. "That’s the best feeling 

I’ve ever had." 

He grinned, then groaned as the rush overwhelmed him. "You ain't seen nothing 

yet, doll." He knelt in front of the couch and tugged at her legs, moving her closer to its 

edge. He knew just how intense the slightest touch would be right now, so he wasn't 

surprised when she moaned again the second he touched her.  

Claire lifted her other hand over her head, wrapping both of them around the 

back of the couch, as if she needed to cling to something. "How is it going to possibly get 

any better?" 

Her nipples were hard, pressing against her T-shirt. He reached up and pinched 

one. "Haven't decided yet." 

"Fuck!" She slid into his lap, straddling his legs with her upper body still arched 

over the seat of the couch. Her hands curled into the hem of her T-shirt, and she tore it in 

her haste to drag it over her head. 

"That's how it gets better," he said, tearing one of the straps of her plain bra. The 



 

fabric peeled down easily, freeing one breast. She ground her hips against his with 

another moan and snapped the other strap, leaving her bra wrapped uselessly around 

her torso. 

When she moved it was fast, her hands coming up to his shoulders. She shoved 

off the couch and pushed him back on the floor. His head knocked against the TV stand, 

but he barely felt it. All of his attention was focused on Claire and the heat coming off of 

her. 

She planted her hands on either side of his head, her hair tumbling around them 

as she rubbed her body against his. "I can't hurt you, can I?" 

"You can try." He stretched up and bit her nipple.  

Claire hissed in a sharp breath, grabbed the edge of his shirt, and yanked it hard 

enough to tear it. "I'd rather fuck you," she said, making it obvious she thought the two 

were mutually exclusive. 

Lars let her open his shirt, then flipped her onto her back, pinning her to the 

floor. "Why not both?" 

She struggled to free her hands—really struggling, instead of just giving him 

token resistance—and moaned when he tightened his fingers around her wrists. "Isn't 

that a little twisted?" 

The moonshine still raged through his system, making his blood boil. His cock 

hardened, and he ground it against her. "Who gives a fuck? I like it, and so do you." 

Claire bucked her hips, not hard enough to throw him off but with considerable 

force. Then she twisted her head and bit his arm, her accompanying snarl one of arousal 

instead of anger.  

Lars hissed, first in pain, then in laughter. "You can do better than that." 

He bent his head and dragged his tongue up the side of her neck, all the way to 

her ear. "Play with me." 

The rush from the moonshine faded more slowly than before, leaving Claire's 

heart thudding in her chest as she rode the wild thrill of her instincts.  

Play with me, he said. She wanted to—longed to see the proof of how hard she 



 

       

made him work every time she looked at him. Something inside her whispered that no 

man who was too weak to take her deserved her. 

She turned her head and bit his ear, meaning it more as a distraction than 

anything else. He was too strong for her to be able to leverage her hands off the ground, 

but she slid her right hand to the side as far as she could, dragging him off center just 

enough for her to push with her left leg and try to flip him off of her. 

He shifted easily, keeping her down, grinning at her wickedly. "Is that the best 

you can do?" He bent his head and bit her nipple again, a little harder this time. "Come 

on. Let her out to play." 

Claire shivered and made a soft noise of yearning at the thought of someone 

wanting the animal trapped inside her. She'd spent so much time playing human for 

everyone around her that her instincts had dulled, as if she were waking for the first 

time from a long sleep. She tried to roll again, tangling one leg around his as she kicked 

out with the other one, knocking both of their legs into the small table where his flask 

rested. 

He lowered his mouth to her skin and drew his tongue along it in long, slow 

swipes. He left fire in his wake, and her skin tingled.  

She twisted and made desperate sounds. The drag of his tongue across one 

nipple made her cry out, and she finally managed to wrench one hand free of his grasp. 

She clawed at his back, raking her fingers across it with enough force that her short nails 

broke the skin. 

He hissed and slid his eyes shut. "You want to fuck me? Or do you want me to 

fuck you?" 

She dug her fingers into his ass, rocked her hips against his, and considered that 

choice. "How would you fuck me?" 

The answer seemed to come easily, and was backed up by the heat in his eyes. 

"On the floor. Bend you over the couch, take you that way. Maybe even spank you a 

little." 

Not even the drugs and alcohol were enough to kill the shame at how 

desperately aroused his words made her. He'd looked inside her and found everything 



 

she'd ever wanted to hide, everything she’d struggled to pretend wasn't there. 

But she was tired of playing human, even if she wasn't entirely sure of how to 

stop. "Okay. Fuck me," she whispered, her words half command, half plea. "Show me 

how to let her out." 

He didn't undress her, not really. He just tore open her jeans and turned her over 

the couch. Her knees knocked against the floor hard enough to rattle her teeth, and he 

dragged her jeans and underwear off her hips. "Last chance to say no, doll." 

Nothing human was left in the low, snarling noise she made as she rocked back 

against him, searching instinctively for the hard length of his cock. She wanted it more 

than she'd ever wanted anything, to feel him driving into her. Claiming her, mating with 

her.  

"Fuck me," she whispered again. "Now." 

She heard the rasp of his zipper, and the blunt head of his cock nudged the backs 

of her thighs. She groaned in anticipation as he gripped her hips more tightly to hold her 

still. Then he pushed inside her, and his hand landed on the back of her hip with a 

resounding crack. She arched her back with a low cry, the movement driving him 

deeper inside her.  

His penetration felt so right, so much more right than anything should. She 

snarled in triumph as she shoved back against him.  

Mine. Mine, mine, mine. 

He grunted as he thrust into her and growled as he pulled away, a constant 

push-pull of sounds tickling her ears. He didn't press his chest against her back, just 

gripped her hips and jerked her back to meet every plunge. Then one of his hands left 

her hip to wind in her hair, and he wrenched her head back. "Beg me not to stop." 

She bit her lips before the words could come out, arching her neck with a soft 

growl of defiance. "No." 

His movements halted, and he tightened his hold on her hair. 

Claire whimpered and shoved back against him, trying to move for both of them. 

He stilled her with a hand on her hip, his fingers gouging into her skin. "Beg for 



 

       

it, and I'll fuck you." 

She let out a frustrated snarl and dug her fingers into the couch, unable to move 

with one hand clutching her hip and the other wrapped in her hair. "P-please—" She 

stuttered the word and groaned. "Oh, God, please—please fuck me—" 

He thrust again, harder this time, almost hard enough to hurt. "Keep it up, and 

so will I." 

"Don't stop." She ground out the words between satisfied groans, whispering 

them, whimpering, eventually screaming, "Don't stop, don't—fuck, don't stop—" 

A low laughed rumbled out of his chest, and his pounding slowed, gentled, until 

he rocked against her. "Don't stop what?" 

Claire cried out in frustration. She wanted more of his cock, she needed more. But 

he slowed his movements in and out until they were nothing more than a gentle shifting 

back and forth.  

"Lars—" She pleaded with him and tried to move again, but his grip was firm. 

"Please!" 

"How do you want my cock?" 

"Harder—" Her body burned with sensation, and she didn't think all of it was 

from the moonshine. His scent wrapped around her, a mix of mechanic's oil, tangy 

sweat, and the spicy scent of a mature male shifter. It tantalized her as much as the 

possessive grip of his fingers on her hip. She'd never been talkative during sex, but the 

words spilled from her anyway. "Fuck me harder, make me come." 

 "You can come without me fucking your pussy." As if to underscore his words, 

his fingers drifted down her hip and circled her clit in a slick caress. "Why do you want 

me to fuck you?"  

Claire tried to lie to him. "Because I'm high." 

"Liar." He pulled away, and his cock slipped out of her.  

"Lars!" She rocked back against him without thought, whimpering in protest. 

"Fine, I need you. I fucking need you—God, don't stop—" 



 

"No." His voice was a quiet whisper, though she heard him plainly. His strong 

hands lifted and turned her, setting her on the edge of the sofa. He tugged her jeans 

down to her ankles and stared up at her as he pushed her legs apart. "I'll do anything but 

fuck you." 

She panted and wrapped her hand around his cock, which was slick with the 

proof of just how badly she needed him. She couldn't remember the last time she'd been 

this wet—never with any of the boring human men who’d tried so hard to fulfill her 

while always falling short. 

She squeezed her fingers lightly around him and met his eyes. "Don't tell me you 

don't want it." 

He sucked in a breath and released it with a low, growling curse. "I never said I 

didn't want it." He couldn't have, not when his engorged shaft jerked in her hand as she 

gripped him loosely. "But I want to make damn sure you're not just high." 

Claire ran her thumb over the head of his cock in a teasing circle, her mouth 

going dry at the thought of having him inside her again, hot and hard and pushing her 

over the edge. "You're not going to fuck me until I'm sober?" 

"I'm not going to fuck you until you stop pretending you can't help yourself." 

Lars's eyes were dark with reproach. He tiptoed his fingers up the inside of her thigh, 

then nudged two fingers past her outer lips and into her heat. 

She moaned and spread her legs wide, pushing up against his hand. His fingers 

weren't as good as his cock, but they were something. She didn't know if she could admit 

she wanted this; that she wanted wild, passionate fucking instead of sweet, tender 

lovemaking. 

Claire was a good girl, and her parents had raised her to think good girls didn't 

like getting fucked. Over and over her mother had tried to delicately broach the subject, 

telling her the instinctive desires of a shapeshifter were to be ignored and rejected. 

Moonlight, roses, and candles, whispered words of love, and sex under the covers—that 

was what her mother claimed a good girl should want. 

Yet here she was, sprawled on a strange man's couch with his fingers moving 

inside her as she begged for his cock. She wanted it, wanted anything he'd do to her, 



 

       

anything she could do to him. He was hot and strong and starting to make her believe in 

the existence of the legendary g-spot as he curled his fingers inside her and sent fire 

trembling along her nerves. 

Maybe good girls did like to fuck. Or maybe she just wasn't as good as she 

thought. 

Blood pounded in Lars’ ears, and he wanted nothing more than to crawl back 

behind Claire and fuck her senseless. Her pussy had gone from damp to wet, and he slid 

a third finger inside her with ease. She arched her back, hissing, and he raised his thumb 

to work her clit. 

He wanted to fuck her, to make her come and find his own release in the hot, 

clenching depths of her body, but he couldn't, not until he knew she wouldn't be sorry 

when she woke up in his bed. That meant he needed to stop. 

He ground his teeth and jerked his hand away, ignoring her dismayed protest. 

His eyes locked on hers as he raised his fingers and sucked them into his mouth. When 

he'd licked them clean, he grinned at her, ignoring the almost unbearable throbbing in 

his cock.  

"Talk." 

She snarled at him, and it was obvious she didn't have a submissive bone in her 

body. Her eyes flashed with heat and a power she still wore a little awkwardly. She was 

young, but when she grew into that power, she'd bring shapeshifter men to their knees. 

Most of the female coyotes in town were submissive, rolling over and letting him do 

whatever he wanted when they shared his bed. 

But not Claire. She pressed her lips together in defiance and slid her hand down 

her body, teasing at her clit for a moment before pushing two fingers inside herself. She 

fucked herself with her own hand, filling the air with the scent of her desire and the 

moans of her approaching climax. 

He arched an eyebrow and watched her, balling his hands into trembling fists 

and pressing them onto his thighs. He wouldn't touch her. He wouldn't. 

She licked her lips and dropped her eyes to his lap, her mouth curling in a tiny 

smile. When she talked, it was a teasing whisper. "You wanted me to let her out to play. 



 

You really think you can handle her?" 

"It's what I was made to do," he rasped, hoping she understood the truth in his 

words. "But if you can't handle it, I'll call you a cab right now." 

Claire was on him before he finished speaking, knocking him back onto the floor. 

She straddled his chest, her ass just out of reach of his aching cock. Her blue eyes were 

dangerous as she reached down and wrapped her fingers around his wrist, dragging his 

hand back to her pussy. 

When she spoke, it was a command. "Make me come." 

Lars didn't argue. He just moved her back until he could thrust his fingers into 

her. He thumbed her clit, watching her face carefully.  

"Ride my hand." 

She did. Her hips moved, awkwardly at first, but with growing confidence. She 

had an almost innocent glee about her as she sought her own pleasure. It was clear that 

no one had ever accepted both sides of her before, and she seemed drunk on the idea 

that he wanted her wild side. 

When she came it was with a low, almost surprised sound. Her pussy gripped 

his fingers, and her inner muscles tightened. Her body arched backwards until her 

unbound hair brushed his cock, teasing him as she rode out her orgasm. 

He flipped her onto her back while she was still coming, replacing his fingers 

with his cock, and she screamed her pleasure in a ragged voice. He fought back a 

relieved groan as he buried himself to the hilt, immediately setting a hard, fast rhythm, 

driving into her. 

Claire went wild underneath him, responding to every thrust with a satisfied cry. 

He didn't have to worry about hurting her; short stature aside, she was sturdy and 

sleekly muscled under all of her curves. She wrapped her legs around his hips, 

tightened them, and encouraged him to fuck her even harder. 

He tried to hold out, but he'd spent too much time arousing and teasing them 

both. The moonshine hummed through his veins, and Claire’s essence soaked into every 

pore in his body. His muscles tensed, the world went white around the edges, and he 

threw back his head and howled his release. 



 

       

Her voice joined his, low and desperate as she came again. Her body squeezed 

him, her inner muscles hugging his cock so perfectly. Their voices twined together like 

their bodies, filling his trailer with the sounds of pure, unadulterated satisfaction.  

He had freed her from her stifling existence, had shown her who she was and 

who she could be. The strongest female in their territory was beneath him, her neck 

arched in unconscious submission.  

Submission to him, and no other man. 

He lowered his head and closed his teeth on her skin, drawing a bruise as his 

hips slowed and then stilled. He twisted one hand into her hair, bent her head back even 

further, and bit her again. She let him, making a quiet noise of satisfaction as he marked 

her as his. 

His. 

It was an odd thought. Lars had always scoffed at the shifters who were 

convinced they'd forged a mystical bond with another and were mated for life. His 

sudden possessiveness of Claire probably had more to do with the fact that she was 

going to be scorching hot in bed when he managed to free her from her inhibitions. 

Someone had brutalized her instincts, beating her down until she thought she needed 

drugs to find herself. He wanted to help her change that. And he could protect her, 

because if she kept wandering unaccompanied into bars like Dos Culebras, she wasn't 

going to get a chance to grow into her power. 

The thought made him want to snarl. 

Instead, he relaxed his hand and released her hair. "Do you want to stay?" 

She wiggled underneath him, her arms coming up over her head in a lazy 

stretch. "Mmm. Can we have more sex? I had no idea how much I was missing by only 

fucking humans."  

He wanted to take the credit, but Lars had never been one for lies, so he told her 

the truth as he levered himself off of her and reached into a nearby laundry basket for a 

pair of shorts. "It's not about whether you're fucking humans or shifters. It's about being 

who you are, no matter who's in your pants." 

“I don't know if I could do it without the moonshine.” Claire watched him get 



 

dressed without moving from her debauched sprawl. "It was nice and all, but I'm still 

sort of waiting for you to throw me out for being a freak." 

He looked at her for a moment and shrugged. "I'll call you a cab. Come back 

when you don't need to be high to fuck me." 

"Wait—" She scrambled to her knees and grabbed his hips. "Why do you care? 

I'm probably a better lay when I'm high, anyway." He heard the pain beneath the words, 

felt her confused fear in the way her fingernails dug into his waist. 

It made him hesitate. Why did he care? He pondered the question as he shook 

free of her grasp and walked to the refrigerator for another beer. "The 'shine is fun 

sometimes. But I'm not interested in someone who needs it. Get your clothes, and get 

yourself straightened out." 

For a few seconds, she didn't look like a powerful woman. She looked like a hurt, 

confused college kid who needed someone to hold her. Someone to protect her. 

Then that look was gone and she was on her feet, jerking her clothes on with 

rough efficiency. Her anger filled the room, so strong he could almost taste it. "Fine. I'll 

leave you alone." 

While she dressed, he called the first cab company listed in the phone book. Then 

he grabbed a pen and scribbled his number on the back of an old receipt. "Look, take 

this. If you need anything, call me." 

She looked like she wanted to tear the paper in two, but he didn't miss how 

carefully she folded it and tucked it into her wallet. "Fine. Thanks for—" She waved her 

hand vaguely, looking embarrassed. 

"Yeah." He knew what she meant, and wished to hell he was handling the whole 

situation better. "You, too." 

Awkward silence stretched between them, measured by her rapid heartbeats as 

she stared at him with nervous, confused longing. She opened her mouth to speak, but 

snapped it shut again without saying a word. Then she was gone, leaving the trailer 

door hanging half open.  

He stared after her, wondering if he was doing the right thing. He wanted her. 

More than that, he'd marked her, which meant she was his. But he didn't want someone 



 

       

who had to lie to herself, to be under the influence just to touch him. 

He only hoped she'd come back. 

* * * 

Claire resolved not to call Lars. She didn't need him. Didn't need his dark, 

brooding eyes or his wicked smile or the way he brought her body to life like no man 

had ever done before. 

She even tried to fuck another coyote. His name was Charles, and he was nice 

and funny and held the door for her after dinner. After four dates, she accompanied him 

back to his place, where he gave her the romance of which her mother had always 

spoken so highly. Flowers and candles and missionary sex beneath the sheets with the 

lights off. He seemed determined to please her, but she found his careful, shy fumbling 

about as arousing as the nightly news. 

In the end she faked it, just to get him to stop trying. He invited her to stay and 

looked hurt when she rose instead and pulled on her clothes, not quite meeting his eyes. 

"I've got a test tomorrow," was her excuse, and she turned down his offer to drive her 

home with a smile that probably looked a bit guilty. 

As well it should. She called Lars from a pay phone two blocks from Charles's 

apartment, her heart pounding in her throat when he picked up on the second ring. 

Even his voice made her tight with desire, something Charles had failed to evoke no 

matter how hard he tried. She clutched the phone to her ear, ignoring the sounds of cars 

rushing by and the cool rain that had started to fall. "I need you." 

His voice tense, he asked, "What's wrong?" 

Claire pressed her cheek to the cold metal phone booth and closed her eyes. "I 

don't know if I can let go without being drunk or high, but I want to try." 

Lars was silent at first. Finally, he said, "Do I need to come get you?" 

"No." She took a deep breath and let it out. "My address is three-seventy 

Fifteenth Avenue South, apartment five-ten. I'll be home in ten minutes." 

"I'll be there." The phone clicked in her ear. 

* * * 



 

He was waiting on the stoop outside her building, cigarette in hand, when she 

pulled up in her sensible, boring compact car. "Nice ride." 

"Thanks." Her hands shook as she fumbled for her door key. "I'm on the fifth 

floor." 

He didn't say anything, just crushed out his cigarette on the brick wall next to 

him and followed her inside and up the stairs. When they reached her landing, he 

wrapped his fingers around her arm and tugged her closer. "It's been two weeks." 

He smelled like cigarette smoke and leather, and underneath was that spicy male 

scent that made her wet. She pulled out of his grip and moved to her door, shoving the 

key into the lock.  

"Had to go out with another guy four times before he'd put out." It was a 

dangerous statement, rubbing his nose in the fact that she smelled like sex and another 

man. 

"Yeah, so I can tell." Lars stripped off his jacket and followed her inside. "He 

must have been one hell of a lousy lay if you had to call me before you even showered." 

"He wasn't bad, he was—" Boring. She bit her lip to keep the word from spilling 

out. Then she slammed the door shut and dragged her little black dress over her head, 

leaving her in the expensive black lingerie Charles hadn't even seen in the dark. The 

look she gave Lars challenged him. "Weak. He was weak."  

Lars’ eyes roved over her, and he arched an eyebrow as he tossed his jacket over 

a chair. "You were the one in bed with him. It was a bed, right? Not a floor or a bathroom 

or...a kitchen table?" His gaze flickered past her into the small breakfast nook. 

Claire leaned against the cool wood of the door, watching his slow, graceful 

movements. His tattoos emphasized every flexing muscle in his arms, and she found 

herself transfixed by the play of dark ink over his skin. "Just the bed," she agreed in a 

hoarse voice. "Under the blankets with the lights out." 

He laughed, a low, almost mocking sound. "And how was that supposed to be 

better than me?" 

His laughter brought tears of frustration to her eyes, and she knocked her head 

back against the door. "What the fuck is wrong with me?" she whispered. "Why can't I 



 

       

just admit I'd rather fuck you than let some boring loser make boring love to me?" 

"I don't know," he admitted, taking a step toward her and reaching out. His 

movements seemed almost involuntary, and he stopped short, dropping his hand. "I 

don't know, Claire." 

Her mouth dry, she dropped to her knees. She grasped his belt and tugged at the 

buckle, only looking up at him when she'd freed the leather and moved her hands to the 

button on his pants. "I want to be wild. I want to fight, and I want to lose. I want to be as 

strong as I can be, and know you’re someone who can stop me if I need it." 

His breathing turned ragged. "You want a lot," he observed hoarsely. 

"Maybe that's why I'm never satisfied." The rasp of his zipper seemed 

unnaturally loud. He wore nothing under his jeans, and she wrapped her hand around 

the hot length of his cock and stroked him from base to tip.  

A growl ripped out of his throat. "I want a lot, too. Are you ready for that?" 

"Yes." She said it without hesitation, stroking him again. She leaned closer, until 

her lips almost touched him, letting her breath tease his skin as she spoke. "I don't have 

to pretend with you." 

"Not interested in that," he agreed. "Right now, I'm interested in your mouth." 

Claire laughed low in her throat and licked the head of his cock before pulling 

back. "Are you?" 

He wound a hand in her hair and gave her a dark smile. "I want you to suck my 

cock." 

She licked him again, dragging her tongue up his shaft before taking the head of 

it into her mouth. The low growl of pleasure that escaped from him made her even 

wetter, but she pulled back after a few teasing licks and bit his hip. Hard.  

"I want you to fuck me until I'm yours." 

Lars hooked his hands under her arms, yanked her to her feet, and tore open the 

bottom of her black silk teddy. "Against the wall?" 

"Wherever you want," she countered, her heart pounding in her chest as she 



 

ripped open his shirt. Buttons flew everywhere, and she had her mouth on his chest 

before the last one pinged to the floor. She marked him with her teeth, moaning her 

satisfaction when she saw the bruise already forming on his skin. 

Instinct overtook human emotions as she fisted her hand in his short hair and 

dragged his ear down to her lips. "If you fuck me until I'm yours, you're going to be 

mine. I don't share." 

He turned them both around and pressed her to the wall by the door. He bent his 

head and inhaled, then whispered into her neck. "Says the woman who smells like 

another coyote." 

Claire turned her head and nipped at his jaw. "I'm not yours, yet." 

"Really?" He lifted her easily, supporting her weight with one arm around her 

waist and under her ass. He slipped his other hand between her legs and slid his fingers 

through the slick wetness coating her thigh. "You're a liar." 

It was impossible for her not to thrust her hips at him or squirm in his grasp as 

his fingers teased just close enough to taunt her without sliding inside. "I'm a liar," she 

agreed. "After this, no one else. Not while we're together. If I smell another woman on 

you, I'll kick her ass." 

He angled his hips under hers and thrust his cock into her with a low moan. "If I 

fuck around, you should kick my ass." 

"You'd like it too much." Her retort died as he pushed all the way in, sliding 

home as if he belonged there. Claire scrambled to wrap her legs around his hips, 

groaning at how right he felt. "Fuck." 

Lars caught the sensitive skin between her neck and shoulder between his teeth, 

shifted his weight, and plunged into her. There was nothing hesitant or gentle about it, 

just a hard, driving pace that should have been too much, too soon. 

Instead, she came with shocking suddenness, screaming wordlessly as her body 

clenched around his cock. Her head smashed into the wall, and she writhed through the 

pleasure that exploded from where their bodies crashed together. 

He growled and raised his head, winding one hand into her hair to force her to 

look at him. "Again," he ordered, thrusting harder. 



 

       

Claire whimpered and met his eyes, having to gasp her reply around panting 

breaths. "I-I can't again—not that f-fast—" 

He captured her mouth with his, cutting off her protests and making her tense 

with desire. When he raised his head, he was panting. "Yeah, you can." 

She seized his mouth, kissing him with wild abandon as the pressure inside her 

built again, slowly and inexorably. Tightening her legs around his waist changed the 

angle, sharpening it so his next thrust went even deeper. 

A whimper escaped her and was swallowed by his mouth as he thrust his tongue 

against hers in a rough, possessive kiss. She tore her mouth away and pressed it to his 

cheek, teetering on the edge with release so close she could taste it. 

The sharp bite of teeth sank into Claire’s bottom lip, followed by a soothing lick, 

and Lars whispered, "Mine." 

She came for him again, as if on command, her body shuddering and pleasure 

thundering through her. She was barely aware of her fingernails digging into his 

shoulder or her teeth closing on his jaw; there was nothing but hot, blistering pleasure 

and the sounds and scents of pure sex. 

He kept moving, pounding into her, until he finally froze. His breath feathered 

across her cheek as he shouted and then groaned, a harsh, sighing sound full of 

satisfaction and possession. "Mine," he said again, his teeth scraping her ear. 

"Yours," she agreed in a hoarse voice. Limp and sated, she looped her arms 

around his neck and slumped forward against him, nuzzling her face into his throat 

until she smelled nothing but him. "How fast can you do it again?" 

He shook his head, tightened his hands under her ass, and moved away from the 

wall. "I need a little time. I'm not one of those little high school boys you're used to." He 

looked around. "Bedroom?" 

"End of the hall." She wrapped herself around his body and closed her eyes. 

"And I don’t do high school boys. Only college boys." 

He snorted. "Same difference." 

Which implied he was a long way from college aged. "Why? How old are you?" 



 

He nudged open the bedroom door and withdrew from her body as he laid her 

down on the bed. "Just turned thirty-two." 

"Oh." She squirmed over and lifted her still trembling fingers to tug at the ribbon 

that laced her teddy together at the top. "I think I'm done with the boys." 

"You will be." Lars knelt over her, moved her hands, and pulled at the end of the 

ribbon. When the small, delicate knot fell apart, he loosened it and drew the silk off her 

shoulders. She shivered under his touch; her body was insatiable when it came to him. 

She wanted things she could barely describe, things impossible to put into words. 

She was sure he knew how to do them all. Closing her eyes, she stretched her 

arms over her head with a satisfied hum. "I've never had orgasms so close together like 

that. You've made it happen twice." 

He trailed his thumbs over her breasts and pulled the silk to her waist. "Can't 

you do it by yourself?" 

He said it as if it should be easy. "I’ve never tried. Never spent a lot of time on 

self-exploration."  

"Why not?" He bent his head and licked a circle around her navel. "How the hell 

are you going to tell a man how to get you off if you don't know yourself?" 

Claire hissed out a breath and gripped the pillow above her head. "You don't 

seem to have a problem figuring it out."  

That drew a pleased laugh from him. He edged the silk past her hips and tossed 

it on the floor. "Yeah, but I'm just that damn good." 

She opened her eyes and found his face. Then she moved one hand down her 

body and slipped it between her legs, brushing a fingertip over her sensitive clit. "Maybe 

I should buy a book so I can catch up with you. Doesn't seem fair that you can get me off 

better than I can." 

His eyes heated. He rose from the bed and shed his clothing. "You'll have to 

practice a lot." 

Now seemed to be a good time to start. Without taking her eyes from his, she 

caught her lower lip between her teeth and spread her legs, giving him a perfect view as 



 

       

she stroked herself. Exhilaration filled her when she realized she was stone-cold sober 

and loving the living hell out of giving in to what felt good. 

Maybe she didn't need moonshine after all. 

Lars stared down at Claire, his skin tight and hot. He'd expected it to take some 

time for her to shed her inhibitions, but already she was giving in to her desires. 

Answering lust coursed through his veins. "What's in your nightstand? Anything 

naughty?" 

Color flooded her cheeks, and she nodded. "I-I was at a bachelorette party and 

we all got these naughty sampler bags—" 

"You get a vibrator?" He dropped his jeans on the floor.  

Her eyes went even wider, and she nodded again. 

He waited, then arched an eyebrow. "Get it out, Claire." 

She jumped like a startled animal, looking a tiny bit scandalized before her 

surprise melted into an expression of anticipation. He heard her heart pounding in 

excitement as she scrambled onto her knees and crawled to the other side of the bed. 

With a soft clatter and a few muffled curses, she dug through the drawer next to 

her bed. Finally, she rolled back over and dropped a slim, bright pink vibrator onto the 

mattress between them. 

Lars picked it up and switched it on, grinning when it hummed to life. He trailed 

the tip of it up her leg, pausing at the top of her thigh. "What do you want to do now?" 

Claire's tongue darted out to wet her lips and she stared up at him, her entire 

body tense with restrained energy. "What are my options? Is it multiple choice?" 

He grasped her hand and pressed the vibrator into it, then wrapped her fingers 

around it. "You were giving me a show." 

He thought she might back down, but her eyes found his and she shifted her legs 

apart again. "I-I don't do this much." She moved the vibrator down her body, just barely 

dipping it between her legs. Her breath hissed out as she ran it over her clit. 

He hardened to the point of pain. She gasped again, and his cock twitched. "Like 



 

I said...you've got to practice." 

"I've got to—" Her low moan cut through the air, and her hips arched off the bed. 

Her foot brushed the side of his leg, a wicked look in her eyes as she rubbed his thigh 

with her toes. "How much of a show do you want?" 

Lars covered her hand and angled the pink plastic so the tip barely brushed her 

entrance. "I'll be okay with an abbreviated version." 

She let him slip it slowly inside her and guide their hands as she rocked her hips 

up. "Too bad. You might have liked the view if I got on my hands and knees." 

He laughed. "Later. I have a couple of ideas about where I can put this thing 

while I'm fucking you." 

Claire made a squeaking noise of surprise that turned into a moan when he 

thrust the vibrator slowly inside her. She looked wanton, sprawled on the bed before 

him with flushed cheeks and her eyes lost to pleasure. 

She squeezed her eyes shut, then opened them and stared up at him, her gaze 

commanding. "No putting it anywhere without asking first. Not unless you want your 

ass kicked." 

He pulled the vibrator out and thrust it in, rotating it slightly. "I always ask, 

baby. It's rude not to."  

"Wh-why are we—" He changed the angle on the next stroke, and her words 

ended in a hoarse shout. Her entire body tensed. 

Aroused to the point of pain, he threw the vibrator aside and hauled Claire onto 

his lap, thrusting into her. Her head fell back, a low noise of satisfaction tearing free of 

her as she wrapped her arms and legs around his body. 

She was hot and tight around his cock, her muscles squeezing him as she ground 

against him. It was almost too much. Determined to prove he was better than any of 

those college boys, Lars pressed her against the bed with a possessive growl. 

Her frantic attempts to move tore at his already ragged self-control. He gathered 

both of her wrists in one hand and pinned them to the bed above her head. Her 

instinctive snarl as she twisted underneath him was almost worse than her wiggling. 



 

       

She twisted beneath him, challenging his dominance even as she submitted.  

Lars groaned and wrapped his fingers under one of her legs, hiking it to make 

his hard, steady thrusts go deeper. Her throaty cry of approval filled his ears and her 

pussy tightened around him. He gritted his teeth, thrust again, and was rewarded with a 

ragged scream as she came. 

Even if he'd wanted to hold off, it wouldn't have been possible. Not with her 

orgasm squeezing his cock, not with the scent and sounds of her pleasure filling every 

sense. His fingers tightened around her wrists. He flung his head back and drove into 

her one last time. He came with a growling shout of triumph and couldn't stop himself 

from dropping his head and marking her again.  

She was his. The strongest female in their territory belonged to him now, and no 

one else was going to touch her. 

Lars rolled onto his back, dragging her with him. Her body rested limply on top 

of him, her auburn hair fanning out over her back. She murmured something he couldn't 

understand against his chest and stretched lazily, and a moment later he felt the sting of 

her teeth as she bit his chest just above the nipple.  

"Mine," she muttered, her voice sleepy. 

He laughed and slid his fingers into her hair, wrapping a few locks around his 

hand. "Goes both ways, doll. Can you handle that?" 

"Mmm. I think I handled it okay for a novice." 

He slapped her hip with his free hand, and she laughed. "I'm not kidding, Claire. 

Can you handle it?"  

More importantly, could she handle it sober?  

Claire lifted her head and peered at him with sleepy blue eyes from behind the 

fall of her hair. "Yeah. I think so. I want to try. I haven't felt this right in a long time." 

He smiled and dragged the blankets over them. "Yeah, well. Like I said, that's 

what happens when you’re yourself." 

"Mmm..." She shifted off his body and curled against his side, seeming 

completely unconcerned with the idea of falling asleep with him in her 



 

apartment, in her bed. 

Lars had never been a fan of cuddling, but it was easy to roll over and meld his 

body to hers. He draped a possessive arm over her and laughed when she murmured 

her sleepy approval. "You like being pinned down, huh?" 

"Only by you," came her absent reply. "There were handcuffs in that bag, too. 

Wake me up in a little while, and we'll break 'em in." 

Lars snorted. But when he closed his eyes, he smiled. She was his, all right. And 

they were going to have a hell of a lot of fun together. 
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