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      Dedicated to those who love Halloween as much as I do. I hope you have a sexy, spooky one!
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      Maximillian Dunn

      October 31st, 2009

      Waking up on this fine Saturday morning, I groan as the sun hits my face. I am still a little bit drunk from last night, to be honest, and more sleep is what I need right now, but of course, I have to work today. My shift at the tree nursery starts in twenty minutes. So instead of rolling back over, I drag myself out of bed and into a hot shower. It doesn’t do much, but at least I no longer smell like a brewery. A life-affirming cup of coffee later, I am in my truck and on my way Salem’s Tree Lot, a little play on words from a Stephen King book. When I get there, I am only a few minutes late. My boss, Ruthie, is the nicest old lady I’ve ever met. She used to run the place with her husband, however he passed away a few weeks ago. She’s a tough old bird, but I catch her crying all the time. I’ve been trying to help her out as much as I can, but there is only so much I can do. Her two grown children live in Florida with their families. They came for his funeral then they left the next day, leaving their mother to deal with all of his end of life dealing. It’s fucking crazy if you ask me. I’d never let either of my parents deal with that on their own.

      “Rough night, Max?” she asks as soon as I clock in. She’s going over yesterday’s receipts and special purchase orders for today.

      “You know it, Ruthie. You know it,” I respond before getting down to work. She wants the trees rotated so that the less fresh trees are in the back. The ones that don’t sell eventually gets made into mulch, which does sell.

      This is just a temporary job. I applied to the US Forestry Service two days ago and I’ve yet to hear back. I want that Forest Ranger's job so bad. I am still living on a college guy’s schedule of partying all night and barely making it by during the day. It’s a vicious cycle that I’ve been stuck in since I graduated two years ago. My roommates have their shit together. Aaron gets up and lives his dream of creating video games. He’s yet to create one that will sell, but it’s on the horizon, I can feel it. And Frankie is almost finished with his second year of med school. He’s always doing these horrendously smelling experiments in the back corner of the main level of the house. We live in a huge Victorian house right on Salem Street. When we met in kindergarten, I protected those guys from the older kids. Frankie was picked on for being too smart, while Aaron was picked on for having hippy parents that dressed him in clothes from the seventies. Halfway through the school year, I beat the shit out of two fourth graders who had knocked them down on the playground. I wasn’t having that shit. We’ve been best friends ever since, and it was rare that anyone fucked with them after that.

      After work, the three of us get drunk, yet again while we pass out candy. By ten, we are three sheets to the wind, and I am bored.

      “Let’s play football,” I say out of nowhere.

      “Football? It’s thirty degrees out and ya know, night time,” Aaron says going back to Die Hard on the TV.

      “Indoor football?” I suggest.

      “Yeah, I can get behind that,” Aaron says standing.

      “You in, Frankie?” I ask, grabbing the Nerf football from the basket by the front door.

      “Hell yeah,” he says tossing his empty beer bottle into the trash can before grabbing another from the fridge.

      The open plan of the ground floor of the house includes the kitchen, the living room, and the dining room. The dining room is where the makeshift science lab is. It’s not appetizing to cook or eat in here, but we give it our best shots. I toss the ball to Frankie, who is open. Aaron has gone long to the dining room.

      I watch in slow motion as he jumps up and catches the ball. On his downfall, he hip-checks the edge of the table. The boiling contents of the glass jar spews all over the table, causing the flame of the hot plate to flare out. It catches papers and goes up in a fireball. The other glass jars explode, and their contents fly all over the room, hitting each of us. I look down at my arms, covered in burning sludge. I watch in rapt horror as my skin absorbs the stuff, leaving no trace that my arms were just on fire. We are each frozen in place until I realize that the living room is completely engulfed in flames around us.

      “Guys, move. Let’s fucking go,” I shout, snapping them out of their dazes. Aaron reaches down and grabs the cat. The cat has a mouse clinging to its tail. Frankie all but leaps into the fire and comes out with a thick file folder clutched in his hands. I want to laugh, but nothing is coming out.

      Outside, I call 911 and seconds later, the fire department screeches to a halt in the circular drive. They begin to put the blaze out, but they aren’t successful. Eventually, it dies out on its own, but the house is completely destroyed.

      When all the emergency activity died down, the five of us, Frankie, Aaron, the cat, the mouse, and I stand staring at the rubble of the amazing house we lived in.

      “I can’t believe it. It’s all gone. Most of my research. Two years’ worth,” Frankie says.

      “I can’t believe it went up like that. Poof. Gone,” Aaron says shaking his head.

      “Hey, at least we didn’t die in a house fire,” I say trying to lighten the mood. It works for about a second, then reality sets in. We’re homeless and everything feels different now. I just didn’t know how different it was yet.
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      One

      Harper Brown

      What have I gotten myself into? Oh yes, that’s right. The goddamn storm of a lifetime all by myself. Some might say I am brave for what I do, others say I'm a crazy adrenaline junky. I like to think I am a little of both. As a priestess of the Tempestatibus Order, I am drawn to storms. Therefore, being a storm chaser is the perfect profession. I get to travel all over the country looking for the next big storm and film it. I have had a few of my pieces sell to The Weather Channel as they use them for specials that air.

      I don't do it for the money though, I do it for me. There is just something so beautifully destructive about a good storm that causes a sense of calm to wash over me. So, when I heard that there is supposed to be a huge superstorm showing up in Salem on Halloween, I was all for it. I got here early yesterday morning and looked around for a good place to go watch the storm. It is a good twenty minutes from the city, but I found the perfect spot.

      After I found where I wanted to go, I put it in my GPS for tomorrow, so I don't get lost. I went back into town and went to an occult shop on the main street. I bought myself a new Ouija board then I went and did all the touristy shit you can think of. This town has a lot of history that I am definitely interested in.

      The surprising thing was how I just fell in love with the town after just a day of sightseeing and hiking. That has never happened to me in the three years I have been doing this. I feel like something here is calling to me. I crashed at my hotel and didn't wake up until my third alarm went off. Yes, that's right. The third one. I am a very heavy sleeper. I sleep like the dead and normally only the smell of coffee and bacon can get me up.

      Before I got on the road, I went to the store and stocked up on jerky, water, and trail mix. I also grabbed some bear spray, just in case. I have spent most of my life doing outdoor things, so I am comfortable in the wilderness. I know how to take care of myself if something happens.

      “This is Heather Xander reporting live from Downtown Salem with a weather update. Well folks, it is really starting to come down out there. We are seeing severe thunder and lightning on the radar. Some reports are saying we could see up to twenty inches of rain in some areas.  They are saying that this is the biggest storm Salem has seen since 1986 back when the bridge went out and the town was shut down for days.” The radio in my car crackles then goes out as I go over a huge bridge. I quickly turn on my CB scanner and find another radio station.

      “It’s looking pretty nasty out there folks, the National Weather Service has sent out a statement the people should stay inside and out of the harsh winds that are likely to pick up and be from anywhere between 65 and 73 miles an hour. We are told that this is the biggest storm Salem has seen.”

      I tune out as he starts repeating what the other lady was saying. It’s starting to pour the farther I drive. I am trying to get to a hiking trail where there is an opening. I am hoping to be high enough and far enough away from the storm that I don't get struck by lightning but still be able to get some good shots of the show. When I get off the bridge, I drive up a dirt road and see that it breaks off into three forks. I look at my GPS and it shows that it has no idea where the fuck I am.  Shit well, I’m already up here. I might as well find a place I can take pictures then worry about getting back after.

      I turn to the right and I'm not on the road for more than three minutes when my Jeep gets stuck. “Fuck.” I throw it into four-wheel drive and book it up the mountain. After fifteen minutes, I reach a spot where I can’t drive any further. I don’t know why but I swear to God the minute I came into these woods, I felt the kind of peace and serenity I feel after every storm.

      I just know that this right here is where I am supposed to be.  I grab my windbreaker as well as my water-resistant camera and hop out of the Jeep. I start to make my way to the open clearing. Once I break the clearing, I gasp at the sight in front of me. It's beautiful. I can see the entire town and it is like I am almost eye level with the clouds. I've never seen anything like it before. I pull out my camera and snap a picture. When I look at it, I sigh. I really need my video camera for this one. The color of the clouds when the lightning goes through them is simply too amazing to miss. I run back to my Jeep, grabbing it. I turn it on before I make my way back to the clearing. I lose myself in my work until the rain starts to get a little harder and much faster. I know that it's time to go. I put my video camera away and run back to the Jeep. When get to it my heart drops. Damn, I have a fucking flat tire. It is raining too hard to fix it right now. I get in really fast and see if I have any signal, but I don't.  I think I might be a little farther up the mountain than I thought. I should be pissed but the lightning is perfect here and it looks amazing coming towards me. “Well Harper, you have been bitching about finding a perfect storm, maybe this one will be it.”  I walk back over to where I was and pull out my camera.

      I start clicking away. Soon it is just me and the storm. I lose all track of time and sense as I completely forget that I am stuck outside in a huge storm.
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      Two

      Max

      Ten years ago, my whole world changed. Some would say for the better, but I am not one of those people. It was an experiment that went wrong, but I am not mad about that part.  Aaron and Frankie have come to terms with their abilities. They have been able to reenter society. I, on the other hand, have not been able too. I have gone mad. Crazy. Insane. Deranged. I became a forest ranger just for the solitude. My bear and I need space. Fuck, we need space from each other, but that is impossible.  At first, I thought it was pretty cool, but have you ever had a bear pacing inside of you, unable to appease him? I highly doubt that. Frankie, Aaron and I have been looking for other shifters or paranormal types since the second day this happened. Haven’t found one yet. There is talk of shifters existing, but they are really well hidden. Rightly so. Can you imagine the stigma attached to that? It would be terrible for all involved, myself included.

      I have been racing around the Salem National Forest for the better part of five hours now bracing for the incoming storm. The weather report is saying that this is going to be the Storm of the Century and my bear agrees. He’s on edge, even more than usual. The storm front is thunder, lightning, and at least ten inches of rain. The back band will consist of blistering cold, and many, many inches of snow. While on my rounds, I check on Aaron, who is also a wolf, lives out in the woods as well, just much closer to Salem than I do. I’ve lived in Salem my whole life. I’ve got a wicked accent, and tattoos aplenty. I am as big as a house, though not nearly as big as poor Frankie. He’s a fucking giant. When I get there, I am surprised to find a woman there. I leave just as quickly as I came. On my way out, I notice that the Old Mason Bridge is almost completely submerged by water, so I let him know that as well. He and his girl are pretty much stuck now.

      I make it back over the bridge just in time. Before heading home, I make a special stop in town to pick up some food and gear to get me through the worst of the storm. Some steaks, potatoes, and Jack Daniels are all I need. My bear should be fleetingly satisfied with that stuff too. In the store, I pick up a scent that sends my bear into a frenzy but it’s fading fast. Shaking my head, I get my shit into my truck and drive the twenty plus miles into the woods where my cabin is situated. I built it with my bare hands, no pun intended.

      It’s completely modernized and fully energy efficient. Since I’ve gotten in touch with my shifter nature, I am very adamant about being green. By the time I get home, the weather has taken a turn for the worse. The storm is right on top of this area. The thunder is louder than I’ve ever heard. The ground is actually shaking, almost like an earthquake. The lightning comes rapidly and strikes every few seconds. It really is going to be epic. I park in my garage and as soon as I step out of it, bags in hand, it hits me. A scent so amazing, I growl low in my throat and it’s almost as loud as the thunder. It’s the same scent from the store, only now it’s overwhelming and very nearby. It’s spicy, sweet, and there is just a hint of fear mixed in there. I drop the bags on my covered porch and take off in the direction of the scent. My nose is leading me. The closer I get the harder my cock gets and that confuses me. In a clearing, I see a huddled mass next to a tree. Why doesn’t she know that trees are unsafe during a lightning storm like this?

      When I get closer, I see that she is soaked through, shivering, but taking Pictures? My MATE is taking pictures in a motherfucking storm.

      “What are you doing?” I shout, louder than I mean to.

      “Huh?” she asks looking up at me. Her eyes widen, which I am used to, but hers linger.

      “What the hell are you doing out here?” I repeat.

      “Chasing the storm,” she replies like I have any idea what that fucking means.

      “The road is washed out. Come inside with me,” I demand, holding my hand out to her. She hesitates for a second, then places her smaller, soft as cashmere hand in mine. Effortlessly, I help her up. She crashes into my chest.

      “Shit, sorry.” I tell her as I put her at arm's length again. I forget my own strength sometimes.

      “Um. I’m Harper. Harper Brown. You are?” she says tucking her long, wet hair behind her ear.

      “Max Dunn, Forest Ranger. At your service,” I say tipping my uniform hat to her. She giggles as another flash of lightning streaks across the sky. The rain is getting colder by the second, so in a rash decision, I lift her in my arms like a bride, and streak across the clearing, back to my cabin.

      “Max,” she breathes when I set her down on the porch. I think she feels this pull too. She has too. For the first time in ten years, my bear is quiet. He is sitting pretty in my subconscious, while paying attention to every breath she, Harper, takes.

      Too bad I can’t act on this. I know without a shadow of a doubt that I’d hurt her if I give in to the craving. I am too mad, too strong. She can’t handle me, and I know I’d die before I let anything happen to her.

      Now that my bear is quiet, I don’t know what to do. For years, I’ve tried to appease him. Who would have thought that a tiny, fragile woman would be everything we’ve been looking for?

      Not me, that’s for sure. For being as strong as I am, I don’t think I am quite strong enough to survive the storm that is Harper Brown.
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      Three

      Harper

      Who the hell is this beast of a man?  Why do I feel so close to him when I know nothing about him? I expect him to kiss me or tell me he feels this pull between us. So, I am a little disappointed when he pulls away. The minute his warmth is away from me, I shiver and realize that I am soaking wet from the rain. He clears his throat.

      “Come on, let's get you dried and warmed up before you catch a cold.” His voice comes out growly and he has a scowl on his face. Maybe he really doesn’t feel this thing between us. I tuck my head and follow him inside.  “This is the living room. The kitchen is over there,” he says pointing to the huge kitchen. “Follow me.” His voice sounds a little deeper than before and I love it.

      “Wow, Max. This place is beautiful,” I say running my hand along the wooden banister. “Did you make this?” I don't know why I ask but just picturing him working with his hands is such a turn on. He nods his head but doesn’t say a word. He silently leads me to the bathroom. “Why don't you get in the shower and I’ll make you some hot chocolate to warm you up.”

      “Okay, that sounds lovely.” He clears his throat again.

      “I’ll bring you a shirt and some sweats so you can have something dry to wear while I wash your clothes.” He eyes run down my body and I shiver but not from the cold. Fuck, he is sexy. His voice is like warm honey and I keep picturing that growly voice saying naughty things in my ear. I blush at the image and feel my panties dampen. He inhales deeply and snarls. “I’ll be back with your things,” he says, slamming the door so hard it makes me jump. He’s back a second later. “Sorry, the faucet is a little tricky,” he mumbles and walks past me. His buff arm brushes against my breasts and my nipples harden. I bite my lip to keep from moaning out loud. I swear to God, I am going to combust. He turns on the water and the bathroom immediately starts to fill with steam. He takes a deep breath. My eyes widen and I step a little closer to him.  What was that sound?

      “Do you have a dog?” I ask. He turns around and I gasp. Damn, I didn't realize how much bigger he was then me until now.

      “No, why?”

      “I swear to God, I just heard something growl.” Is he blushing? He rubs the back of his head.

      “Uh, no. No dog. I'm going to let you get showered.” He practically runs out of the bathroom. I can’t help but giggle. He is almost as awkward around people as I am and I kind of love it. I quickly strip then walk into the shower. I hiss a little when the hot water hits my cold skin.

      After a second, my body starts to warm up and I sigh. I grab his body wash and pop the lid open. I have mud all over my arms from taking pictures like I said I like getting down and dirty for my work. I picture that it is Max in here with me, washing my body. His strong hands working their way over my body. My nipples harden and my pussy aches. I lightly caress my hand down my body, over my boobs and down my stomach until I get to my wet pussy. I run a finger through my creamy folds and moan. I pretend that it's Max's hand between my thighs. His strong, talented fingers working over my clit. I swear I can almost hear him whispering in my ear to come all over his hand so he can fuck me. I whimper and my fingers move faster. I slip one finger inside and use the heel of my palm to fuck myself.  “Oh God, Max just like that. Fuck my virgin pussy,” I whimper out loud. My fingers moving faster in and out of my tight hole. I push down on my clit and moan. My eyes squeeze shut, and my pussy starts to flutter. I slam my other hand over my mouth to muffle the sound of my scream as I come. I hear that same growling sound again and my eyes snap open. The door shut loudly as I try to catch my breath.

      Oh my God. Please, please do not have let him have heard me or fuck. Seen me.  I get out of the shower and wrap myself in a towel. I hear muttered curses and a cupboard slam shut. I tiptoe out of the bathroom and make my way to the kitchen.

      “Max.” He stiffens. “Max, are you okay?” I ask walking up to him. He has changed since I last saw him. Gone is the sexy uniform and in its place is a pair of gray sweatpants and a threadbare white t-shirt. I can see some tattoos running over his shoulder and down is arms. I run my hands along his hard-muscular back. He groans and turns around. He grabs my hands so that I'm not touching him anymore.

      “No. Harper, we can't do this,” he says pulling away from me, like my touch struck him or something.

      “Okay, maybe I should leave,” I say barely above a whisper. The first man I think about sexually doesn't think of me the same way. I need to get the hell out of here asap.

      “NO,” he shouts. His eyes get big and he looks scared. He books it out the front door. I run out of the house after him. As soon as he clears the porch landing, a huge bear rips through his body, leaving his clothes in a tattered mess on the wet grass. I skid to a stop at the top of steps and watch in awe as he lands on all fours and roars into the woods so loud that I have to cover my ears. My mouth pops open. Oh my God! He just turned into a Goddamn bear.

      I should be terrified. Fuck, I should be running for the bear spray I have but the minute he turns around and looks at me, I can still see Max in those eyes. They look so troubled and haunted. He looks like he is gutted. I hate it.

      I take a deep breath and prepare myself for what I am about to do.
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      Four

      Max

      Why isn’t she running? She is just standing there, staring at me. Then she takes a step toward me and I freeze. What the fuck is she doing? Putting herself in danger like this. I back up farther to the tree line, but now she’s running right for me. She skids to a stop an arm’s length away from me.

      “Max? Oh, my God! You’re a bear. A fucking bear! How ridiculously cute are you?” she asks, reaching out to pet me. I lean into her touch. Well, the bear leans into her touch. Mate, mate, mate is all I can hear in my head. He’s demanding that I claim her. I know that I am going to give into him. I have never felt like this in all my years. Even before the incident, I didn’t have time for women. Why is this crazy, gorgeous woman is petting me in the rain wearing nothing but a towel? She’s fucking petting me. She’s lost her damn mind. “You’re so soft. Is this why you were avoiding me like the plague?” she asks in a whisper.  I chuff in response, because really, what else can I do?

      “Can you come back to me so we can talk, Maxy? I have so many questions. So many questions.” I close my eyes and let the shift take over. Suddenly, I am standing before her naked. Her eyes widen as she looks me up and down and then she grins. I clear my throat drawing her attention back to my face. I am also grinning ear to ear, and just being near her is making my cock hard.

      “My eyes are up here,” I say causing her to giggle.

      “So, a bear, huh? How’d that happen? Have you always been able to do that?” she asks. I can tell that she is forcing herself to keep her eyes on mine and not lower.

      “Uh, no. About ten years ago, my best friends and I were caught in a house fire. One of those friends was in med school at the time and he was working on a cure for cancer. It mutated and infected us each in different ways. This is my curse.”

      “Why do you look at it like it’s a curse?” she asks. For the first time, I wonder at that. Why do I?

      “I am worried about causing pain and destruction wherever I go.”

      “And that’s why you live out here in the woods, so far from town?”

      “Partially. My bear feels at home out here. Here, he can roam.”

      “I get that. It’s beautiful out here,” she says looking around.

      “It’s nothing compared to you,” I say honestly. She is soaking wet, but I can smell her pussy and it’s driving me crazy.

      “Don’t be silly,” she says. So, I stalk toward her. Does she really not know how beautiful she is? “You’re not cursed, ya know?” she asks quietly.

      “I am beginning to see that,” I reply.

      “Don’t you feel what’s between us?”

      “I do,” I answer solemnly.

      “Then you should know that you won’t hurt. I feel that in my soul, for some reason,” she says.

      “You do?”

      “I do.”

      “That’s good. Really good, Harper.”

      “What else can you do?” she asks, looking directly at my cock.

      “Harper.  There isn’t much I can’t do,” I say closing the distance between us. The soaking wet towel that’s wrapped around her body slips slightly so that I can see the tops of her perfectly round breasts. I got a good look at her bringing herself to orgasm in my shower, but this is different. I reach my hand out and tug on the towel, she lets it fall to the ground. She is fucking breathtaking.

      “Really?” she asks raising an eyebrow. My hands tangle in her long hair as if on their own volition. I use it to tilt her head back. Her eyes widen as I lean down to kiss her. As I kiss her, my bear makes himself known by purring. Actually purring.

      “Mate,” I growl as I pull back from her.

      “What?” she questions.

      “I’ve been waiting for you, Harper. Waiting for so long,” I tell her. As soon as I do, my bear calms for the first time since he joined me.

      “I can’t explain it, but that makes so much sense,” she says and back her up to the tree in the middle of my yard. The rain is still pouring down around us, but my skin is so hot, it is sizzling off of it.

      I kiss her neck, making her moan for me.

      “Harper,” I groan as my fingers find her soaking wet pussy.

      “Max, please,” she says.

      “Please what? Use your words,” I demand.

      “Make me yours.”

      “Done.”

      I drop to my knees in front of her and drape her right leg over my shoulder. After kissing her thigh, I move to her pussy. I drag my tongue from her clit to her tiny pussy hole. I have no idea how the hell my cock is going to fit inside her, but it fucking has too. It’s already leaking at just the thought of sliding into her.

      The second her honey coats my tongue, I lose it. She tastes like heaven. I lose track of how long I lick, suck, and place little bites on her.  I eat her out until she comes on my face.

      “Wow,” she breathes, pulling my shoulders. I stand so that I am face to face with her again. I kiss her again, knowing full well she can taste herself on me. She’s moaning.

      Unfortunately, taking her will have to wait, because the fucking storm has picked back up. Lightning flashes and a few seconds later, thunder crashes. Without a word, I lift her into my arms and carry her swiftly out of the rain. As soon as we reach the porch, I set her down. My cock is so hard it’s painful. I can’t wait another second to get inside of her. Here and now is where I claim her.
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      Five

      Harper

      “What are you doing?” I ask as he puts me down. I try to keep my eyes on his face by looking at his chocolate brown eyes but mine have a mind of their own. I practically purr as I look over his hard and chiseled chest that is full of amazing tattoos. They wrap up the left side and go down his arm into a full sleeve. His eight-pack washboard abs look like they were made from marble. Fucking hell, he is the definition of male perfection.

      “I can’t wait any longer, I need you now.” His eyes are practically glowing, and his voice is gruffer.

      “Take me I'm yours,” I breathe. His lips close over mine and I moan as he wraps his arms around my waist and brings me down until I am laying on the cool wooden porch. He kneels between my legs. I spread my thighs wide and grin when he growls.

      “Fuck, you look so sexy laid out for me.” I expect him to just ram into me, but he continues to surprise me by lightly running his hands over my heated skin, down my rib cage until his big hands are on my thighs. His grip is firm and unyielding yet tender at the same time. He leans forward and kisses my pussy before running his nose up my rib cage. He sucks my left nipple into his mouth, and I gasp, my back arching off the porch. My hands go to his back.

      “Oh, my that feels so good, Max.” He hums then moves to my other nipple. Every pull of his lips sends shock waves to my clit. “Oh God, I'm going to come and you’re not even touching my pussy.” He groans and lets my nipple go with a pop. He leans up on his hands and looks down into my eyes. I can see so many emotions flying across his dark eyes and my heart melts a little. “What are you waiting for max?” I ask.

      “I’m scared I'll hurt you,” he says barely above a whisper. I grab his face and he leans into my touch.

      “You won't hurt me, Maxy. Neither of you will. I won't hurt you either.” I pull his face down to meet mine and kiss him. He groans and takes control of the kiss. I feel his huge cock rub against my wet folds, and I moan into his mouth. He pulls back and sits on his heels. He grabs his cock and holds it at my opening with one hand and the other is by my waist.

      “You sure about this, Harper? Once I have you, I’m never letting you go.”

      “Good, because I don't ever want you to.” His eyes flash then he thrusts his hips forwards and impales me with his hard cock. He tears through my innocence. Fuck me that stung a little. Tears prickle my eyes and my gasp is answered with his groan.

      “Sorry, baby. I had to do it fast. I didn't want to hurt you.” His voice comes out gruff and full of remorse. I nod my head.

      “It’s okay, Maxy. I'm okay. Just give me a sec.” He kisses my face and my neck until the discomfort I felt a minute ago is replaced with an ache I can’t describe. “Max, I need. Something.”

      “I know what you need, baby.” He leans forward, his hands going on either side of my head by my shoulders. He pulls out a little then slides back in. “Fuck you’re so tight, baby. I’m never going to last.” He groans and repeats the same move he did before.

      “Oh God. You feel so good, Max. Fuck me.” He pulls out half an inch then thrusts back in. “Harder,” I demand, loving the way he fills me so full. He pulls out until just the head of his cock is inside of me, then he slams back in. “Oh fuck, just like that,” I whimper. I wrap my legs around his waist, and he growls and slams into me so hard I gasp loudly. My hand wraps around his bicep and the other digs into his shoulder. Over and over he does this. He takes me hard and fast. On ever upward thrust his pelvis hits my clit and I cry out. He leans closer and sucks my nipple into his mouth then bites down and I am gone. I scream as an orgasm washes over me he groans but he never stops moving. He lets go of my nipple.

      “Fuck just like that, baby. God, your pussy feels so good milking my cock,” he growls and kisses his way up my chest to my neck.  He smells of smoke, pine, and fur and I love it. Fuck, I think I love him but that can’t be right. You can’t fall in love with a man in such a short amount of time. He kisses my neck and all I keep thinking about is him biting me. Bite me, bite me, bite me, I can’t help chanting in my head.  I want his mark on me. The need is so primal and raw that it is hard to breathe.

      “I want to bite you right here. My bear wants to mark you as his. Fuck, I want that too you walking around with my mark on you,” he growls. Oh God, it’s like he just read my mind. I whimper.

      “Oh, fuck yes, please mark me, Max. I want the world to know that I'm yours.” He slams into me and bites down on my shoulder. I expect it to hurt but instead I feel is whole for the first time in my life. Simultaneously, I cry out, my pussy clamps down on his cock and my entire body shakes as an orgasm like rips through my body. He growls and I feel his cock swell and rope after rope of his come fills my unprotected womb.

      “Damn your already healing,” he says pulling back. He looks at me in awe. “I was worried I had hurt you.” I wrap my arms around his neck.

      “I've always been a fast healer. Maybe it just shows that I was meant to be yours.” His cock starts to harden again, and my eyes go wide. “Again?” He grins.

      “Fuck yes. This time it’ll be in our bed.” He pulls out of me and before I even have time to whimper, I am in his arms and he is walking us into the master bedroom. He makes love to me two more times before making me a steak and potatoes dinner. We stay up all night talking and learning about each other. He makes love to me one more time before I fall asleep in his arms just as the sun starts to rise over the mountains. I hope that I get to fall asleep like this forever.
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      Six

      Max

      Waking up with her in my arms is even more calming than the best drugs designed for just for that purpose. When this first happened to me, I was under heavy sedation, sleeping pills, you name it, I've tried it. I had to do something just to get through the nights. Shifting only did so much. There was so much pent up energy that I turned to prescribed drugs. However, due to my bear’s metabolism, they burned off quickly and did nothing for me, so that lasted less than a week. Her deep, even breathing is more relaxing than anything. She must sense that I am staring at her, because her bright green eyes pop open. She smiles up at me lazily. Her long brown hair is messy

      “Good morning, Maxy,” she says yawning.

      “Good morning, Mate,” I say using the word for the first time since I claimed her last night. “Did you sleep well?”

      “I did. You kept me so warm. I can’t believe it’s still raining.”

      “It’s supposed to for the next few days according to the weather reports. Speaking of, what the hell were you doing out there taking pictures?”

      “Oh, that,” she says giggling.  “I have always been drawn to storms and pretty much any weather phenomenon. Nature speaks to me and I feel the need to capture it. Some of my pieces have been featured on TV, which was pretty cool, but that’s not why I do it. I do it because I have to. I need it. It calms and centers me. The women in my family have always been able to speak to storms. That is why I am not worried about ever being struck by lightning. We are priestess’ of sorts.” That gets me thinking.

      “Do you think that’s why we are drawn to one other? Why we mated?”

      “I think so. That’s the only thing that makes sense to me, except I am pretty sure that I would want you either way. I mean, have you seen you?”

      “A time or two, but I’ve been too busy staring at you instead.”

      “Yeah. I am pretty sure that I’m in love with you,” she says surprising me. I know that I felt it the second I saw her, but for her to feel it this quickly means something.

      “I love you too,” I say before kissing her. She moans into my mouth. Her hands run down my abs to my cock. She circles it and strokes it, having to use both hands. I am already on edge, just because she’s near. I stop her hands and push them away.

      “Hey. I wanted to do that,” she says giving me the cutest fucking fake pout I’ve ever seen. She rolls onto her back, her legs spread wide. I nestle into them.

      “I am already on edge, baby. I need your pussy.”

      “It’s already yours,” she moans as I slide just the tip of my cock through her already soaking wet folds.

      “I know, baby. I know,” I say as I slam into her. She arches her back off of the bed but settles quickly as I slam into her over and over. “Fuck. You are so tight.” I can’t stop fucking her, even after she comes, I am still rock hard.  She squeezes her pussy and I lose it. I come harder than I ever have before, filling her with my seed. Now that she is mine, all I can think about is breeding her.

      Finally, I pull out of her heat, and collapse next to her.

      “Is it always going to be like that?” she asks breathlessly.

      “Fuck yes,” I agree.

      We manage to fall back to sleep for a little while, but eventually my stomach growling wakes me up. I quietly get out of bed and head into the kitchen. As I am frying bacon, I feel her come up behind me.

      “Good morning, again,” she murmurs into my back.

      “I hope you’re hungry,” I say rubbing her arms.

      “Starving. Should I set the table?”

      “Yeah, sure,” I say. I have never sat at the table before, but I suppose it would be a good idea to use it at least once. I watch as she makes herself at home in my space. My bear is thoroughly enjoying the fact that she is so close by. I finish up the bacon and make up some kitchen sink omelets.

      “Coffee?” she asks going over to the Keurig.

      “Please,” I say. I load the table up and grab the milk and sugar for the coffee.  We sit down at the table and begin to eat.

      “So, I don’t really know much about except ya know carnally. Tell me more about you.”

      “What do you want to know?”

      “Everything,” she says moaning a little bit as her first sip of coffee hits her tongue. I clear my throat.

      “Okay. I was born and raised in Salem. I am an only child. My parents still live in the house I grew up in right of Main Street in town. I have two best friends, Frankie and Aaron, but I think I told you about them. They were also involved in the incident that did this to us. Met them in kindergarten and never looked back. Currently, I am a Supervisory Park Ranger. Though I am due for a promotion. I’ve been with the parks service for ten years now. Out here, I can be me. Tell me about you.”

      “I am also an only child, but I am from a small town outside of Seattle. My parents still live there. I had never been to Massachusetts before. Three days I woke up with the need to come here. I thought it was for the storm, but now I am not so sure.”

      “Meaning what?” I question.

      “I think I was brought here for you, Max. I’ve never felt like this. I didn’t actually know I could feel like this. Do you know what I mean?”

      “I do, Harper,” I say reaching out to cover her small hand with my much larger one.

      “What do we do now?”

      “Marry me,” I say without thinking. It just feels right.

      “W-what?” she stutters.

      “Marry me, as soon as possible.”

      “Are you sure this isn’t crazy fast?”

      “It might be, but I don’t give a fuck,” I say standing and pulling her to her feet.

      “Okay. Me either. Yes, I’ll marry you.”

      Three short days later, Harper became my wife and I couldn’t be happier about the future now.
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      Seven Months Later

      “Hey baby, I have a surprise for you,” Max says coming up behind me.

      “Is it chocolate?” I ask rubbing my round stomach. He chuckles and kisses the side of my head.

      “Of course, but that's not the surprise.”

      “Ooh, what is it then?”

      "What do you say we take a camping trip with Aaron, Isla, Frankie, and Polly." I squeal and pull out of his arms.

      "Oh my gosh! I love camping! It will be our last time out there until after we all have our babies! We can do s’mores and everything."

      "So, I did good?" he asks with a chuckle. I know it makes make me sound like a crazy woman being seven months pregnant and being totally down to go camping but I can't wait to go. Max and I have gone camping three times since we first met and although we already live in the middle of the woods there is just something about camping that is so much fun. The bonfires, cold nights, curled up next to my love looking at the stars, swimming in the lake all of it.

      “You did so good. When do we leave?” He leans down and kisses me soundly. When he pulls back, I have to hold on to his arms to keep from floating away. “Wow how is it every time you kiss me, I still get those crazy wild butterflies,” I ask him. He grabs my hand and puts it over his heart.

      “The same way you make my heart beat a million miles an hour, Mate.” My eyes prickle with tears and my lip starts to wobble. Fuck me, I cry at a drop of a hat and damn him for always saying the sweetest things. He looks a little panicked. “Oh, my God! Are you okay? Why are you crying?”

      “You're so sweet and perfect. How did I get so lucky?” I ask full blown crying. His eyes start to glow, and I can see his bear coming to the surface. He can feel his mate in distress.

      “Fuck, babe. What do I do?” he asks still in full panic mode. I shake my head. The fuck if I know. I was never really a crier until I got pregnant. Now my hormones are all wacky and I cry over fucking commercials and not just the Sarah McLachlan dog ones either. He pulls me into his arms and his bear lets off a growl.

      “I don’t know why this keeps happening. I am going crazy,” he chuckles. “We need to find a way to make sure that my bear knows because every time he senses you are upset, he wants to rip heads off.” I giggle and snuggle closer to his chest. Once I have myself under control, I pull back.

      “I’m better now, although I cannot make any promises that it will not happen again.” He chuckles and kisses the top of my head.

      “I already packed you a bag and we don't need any food so whenever you are ready to hit the road, we can go.” I pull out of his arms.

      “I need your help getting my shoes on, then we can go.” We are on the road ten minutes later.

      “Now, we aren't doing the whole sleep in a tent, poop in the woods this camping trip,” he says pulling into the parking spot next to the cutest little cabin I have ever seen. “We are camping in style besides I don't want your back to hurt.”

      “This is amazing,” I say my voice cracking as I start to tear up again. Fuck these hormones are no joke. He looks over at me and his eyes widen.

      “Are you crying again?” I sniffle and shake my head in denial.

      “No, now go put our stuff up. I want to go on an adventure.” He shakes his head but does what I ask. Later that night after we spent most of the time in our cabin making love, Max went out and started a fire in the firepit. I am now sitting between his thighs resting my back against his front as we look up at the stars. We have been sitting for a few minutes before Max sighs heavily, “What's wrong, Maxy?” He takes a deep breath and lets it out slowly.

      “I’m scared that our son will have a bear in him,” Max whispers against my hair. His hands are currently wrapped around my huge stomach. Our son kicks his hand.

      “Can I tell you a secret?” He sighs again and I feel him nod his head. I put my hands over his big ones on the swell of my belly and grin. “Maxy, I'm not scared one bit. I hope our son is a cub and just like you. You are amazing, loyal, sweet, funny, and caring and so very protective. Our cub is going to be lucky to have you as a father.”  I feel him stall behind me.

      “Really? You want a cub?” I nod my head and lean back looking up at the stars.

      “He is going to be so cute and sweet. You’ll teach him all he needs to know and that there is nothing to be afraid of. I can’t wait to see you two play in your bear forms.”  I keep picturing an adorable little boy turning into his cub form for the first time and my amazing husband watching and changing with him. I can’t wait for our little man to finally be here.

      “Fuck. I love you. How do you have so much faith in me Harper.” I get on my knees and turn around, I put my hands on his face.

      “I’ll always have faith in you my mate, now take me to bed.” His eyes snap to mine.

      “Say it again.” I grin and lean closer until my lips are a breath away from his.

      “My Mate.” Before I know it, he has me in his arms and is carrying me towards our cabin. I snuggle against his chest. I fucking love my life and I couldn’t have asked for a better husband, lover, friend or the father of my children.
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      Ten Years Later

      “Jason, let’s go,” I growl from the bottom of the stairs.

      “Calm down, pop. I’m coming,” my nine-year-old son says as he gallops down the stairs, wearing a suit and a bow tie. I was concerned that he would be born with a bear in him that we couldn’t control. While I was right about his bear, he is very much in control of his shifts.

      “We’re going to be late. You know your mother hates it when we are late,” I say ushering him out the door. His younger sister, Abby, is in a Christmas dance recital. She is just about the cutest damn sugar plum fairy to ever grace the stage. As soon as I get him in the car and we are on the way, I ask about his attire. “What is with getup, little man?” I ask fighting the laughter.

      “Ally is going to be there,” he says adjusting his tie.

      “Ally?” I ask him. I can see that he’s blushing in the rearview mirror. He scoffs.

      “Jenny’s older sister. Jenny is in Abby’s class. You know who I mean, right, Dad?”

      “Oh, I see. I know who you mean.” I have no idea what he’s talking about, but he seems excited. As soon as we pull into the auditorium parking lot, he’s out of the car so fast. Once I get out, I see him surrounded by a gaggle of girls. They are all vying for his attention, but he’s only got eyes for one. That must be Ally. It takes me two seconds to realize he’s already found his mate.

      “Hey. You’re late,” Harper says walking into my arms.

      “Sorry. I was waiting for Mr. GQ to get ready.”

      “What do you mean?” she asks following my line of sight. “Oh, my. That’s what he wore for Easter. What is he doing?”

      “I am pretty sure Ally Jenkins is his mate.”

      “What? He’s just a baby.”

      “You have to remember, he’s going to be more animalistic than anyone else. His bear knows when the right time is, and that’s not yet. He just knows it’s her.”

      “Alright. You know more about this than I do,” she agrees. “Let’s get Casanova and head to our seats.”

      After the recital, we take the kids for pizza then head home.

      Once they are showered and in bed, I take some wine into the bedroom. Harper is already in bed, reading a book.

      “I thought we were spending some quality time together.” I ask chuckling,

      “Oh, we are husband. We are. I was just waiting for you,” she says closing her book and setting it on her nightstand.

      “Were you, wife?” I ask setting the wine down.

      “Uh-huh,” she says opening her robe, revealing her smooth, satiny skin to me. She hates clothes, and I can’t blame her. She’s fucking gorgeous. For the first time I notice, a slight but new swell to her belly.

      “Are you pregnant again?” I blurt out. It’s been five years since we had a baby, but I’d like to think I know her body well enough to notice any changes in it.

      “It’s possible,” she hedges. She hates math, so I can tell she is trying to figure out if it’s possible.

      “I think you might be,” I say grinning.

      “I’ll find out tomorrow.”

      “Tomorrow then,” I setting aside the wine, just in case.

      Spending the night inside her is a gift that I have been blessed to have until the day I die. Loving her is easy. Not only is she perfect in every single way, she calms me and my bear. Calms me in a way that I didn’t know was possible. Every day she teaches me something new.

      “Are you going to come to bed, or are you going to stare at me all night?” she asks sassily.

      “I’m coming to bed, Harper. Don’t worry, baby. I’ve got you.”

      “I know you do.”

      Stripping quickly, I climb into bed and in between her parted thighs. I can see that she already wet for me. She always is. Leaning down, I kiss her little pooched out belly before licking her from her clit to her ass. She pushes me off her and pushes me so that I go onto my back. She kisses down my chest until she gets to my cock. Over the years she’s gotten so good at this, that I just have to think about it, and I am seconds from coming. She pulls me deep into her mouth and lets me fuck her face. When I can’t take it anymore, I pull her off of my cock and she’s climbs on top of me. Her tight cunt slides down my cock slowly until she is fully seated on me.  She moves her hips as I thrust upwards. Each and every moan she lets out makes it harder and harder to not come. When she throws her head back, I know she’s close, so I reach up and pull gently on her nipples, just like she likes.

      “Come for me, Harper,” I demand.

      “I am. I’ll always come for you. Just you.” Her cunt squeezes the fuck out of my cock while she comes.

      “Good girl,” I growl as I fill her pussy.

      “I love you, Maxy,” she shouts. Good thing I soundproofed our bedroom for just this very reason.

      “I love you too,” I say as she stops moving. She is still perched on me, looking down at me. I can’t help staring at her.

      “What? Am I all sweaty or something?” she asks pulling her wild hair out of her face.

      “Fuck. How do you get more beautiful every day?” I groan as I pull out of her.

      “Magic,” she says laughing and I have no doubt that she is right.

      What I once thought of as a curse, brought me the best thing that has ever happened to me and how can that be anything but magic?
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