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        The perfect shade of lipstick can lead to the perfect opportunity for sin…

      

      

      

      
        
        When chihuahua shifter, Sam Nolan, gets invited to go on a night out on the town with her two best friends, she isn't prepared for the evening that awaits her. Hungry, overworked, and no stranger to really bad dates, she arrives at a masked party at an art museum in time to meet debonair artist William Chandler and to try out a new app for shifters. One look from his luminous green eyes and Sam knows this will be a night to remember…

      

      

      

      
        
        An app made for shifters on the hunt for love can work the most amazing magic…

      

      

      

      
        
        Bear shifter, William Chandler, would rather be in his studio taking pictures than showing his art. When he spies a sexy shifter standing in front of one of his pieces, his entire world snaps into focus. But when an unruly reviewer threatens to ruin their evening, he gets a whole lot more than he bargained for. William is about to discover some of the best things in life come in small packages with attitude to match.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For my husband and fur babies. You are the spark in my world.

      

      

      

      
        
        For Gina. Always.

      

      

      

      
        
        And for my readers. Cause shifters are awesome!!
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      “Where are we?” Sam Nolan peered out into the darkness from the passenger window, seeing nothing but a blur of trees. She thoughtfully chewed her lip and couldn't resist another glance at her date. She was still having trouble believing a guy built like him had responded to her Braigslist ad.

      It was hard to meet people these days and she couldn’t believe her luck when she walked into the coffee shop and there he was. The guy resonated a raw sensuality that had her senses reeling the second they met, which meant she spent the last two hours pinching herself. She rubbed her hands together to dispel the chill in the car, but it did little good.

      Dating with her health condition was difficult, but she managed to keep it under control. Her diet was pretty strict and her doctor warned her not to strain herself this close after her recovery. This was the first date she had been on since “The Incident,” as she affectionately called it. She had always been kind of a girly girl, and now apparently, even more so.

      Lady putting out trash gets bit by chihuahua, becomes a shifter.

      If it wasn’t so ridiculous, it would be funny.

      The first time she woke up and her nightgown was a literal blanket around her, she screamed.

      Except it mostly sounded like a bark.

      A cute, hyper, bark.

      Why couldn’t she have just been bitten by a werewolf while she was walking out to her car? Or been a vamp snack while she was bringing in the groceries? No, she had to get infected with chihuahua shifter.

      And she still hadn’t told her mother.

      But that was something that was better left for later. Much, much later. First, she had to get back out in the world, and the only way she figured out to do that, other than Cinder, was Braigslist.

      Admiring her recently done manicure in the moonlight, Sam smiled. She was grateful for the chance and even more excited about just going on a date and leading a mostly normal life. Isn't that what people with cancer, or heart disease did? You did what the doctor ordered, and you lasted. Screw up and it could cost you. She had paid enough already. It was time to have some fun. She had bought the perfect shoes to mark the occasion.

      She even put on panty hose.

      And a dress.

      “Brian?” Digging her cell phone out of her purse, she jabbed the side button to get the time. 10:03pm. Her stomach rumbled and she coughed lightly into her hand to try and disguise it. She needed to eat, and very soon. She rifled in her purse and popped a piece of candy in her mouth to keep the hunger at bay. What was it with little dogs and fast metabolisms? A pop station played from the radio, only to be interrupted with a news broadcast.

      “And in the Braigslist murder case, local officials have now discovered another body in the woods outside Harrisburg, near the cemetery. The latest victim is Madeline Albright, a student at Baldwin Community College. Her body was discovered yesterday by a group of hikers, bringing the total up to fifteen victims. Authorities have determined that there may be many more that have not been found. The assailant is still at large, and women are asked to be extremely careful...”

      The very thought of it sent shivers up her spine and she tuned out the droning voice. Those poor women. Sam shook her head, horrified. You just never knew who was a monster behind the mask these days. She should know that better than anyone.

      Her date reached over, switching off the radio with a deft flick of his wrist.

      “Brian?” She tried to put the news announcer out of her head and focus on their evening.

      “Hmm?” His voice was distant, as he turned and shot her a devastatingly handsome look from the driver’s seat. God he was hot. His gaze glanced off the radio as he slid in a cd. Soft jazz began to play and she tried to relax. He didn't say much, but that was fine with her. She could concentrate on his classically handsome features and think wicked thoughts about him.

      Did he kiss as good as she hoped? Was that something that people did on first dates? It had been so long since she’d gone on one, she couldn’t even remember. Holed up with her computer and trying to manage her erratic shifts, she hadn’t really connected with anyone since she’d been attacked.

      And well…after the divorce.

      Still, it seemed like they had been on the road a long time. In the middle of nowhere, too.

      “I thought we were going to dinner and then to that dance club you were telling me about.” She tried to act nonchalant, but it was hard to be when she wanted nothing more than to eat something. Anything. Browsing the massive shoulders and muscles rippling under his shirt as he shifted gears made her mouth water for other reasons entirely.

      Her new condition definitely was challenging her control issues in a whole lot of ways. Physical impulses, mostly. She kicked herself mentally and starting reciting her favorite list of phobias to try and get her mind off her stomach and her overactive imagination.

      Aichmophobia—fear of needles. Alektorophobia—fear of chickens. Arrhenphobia—fear of men. That one got her laughing.

      Fear of men.

      Really...

      “Almost there. I know you're hungry, but I have to make a stop first. Forgot my wallet.” Brian's profile was dark against the moonlight, but she could see him smile as they pulled off down a secluded country road. He stopped the car and she started to speak but he held a finger to her lips and gave her a steamy smile. “I'll be back in a minute.” Something moved behind his eyes and the tone of his voice stilled her breath for a moment. He was up to something.

      “Where are we going?” She looked around and her stomach rolled as the headlights shone on the sign on the wrought iron fence. There had been nothing for miles. Now, he was pulling into a desolate wooded drive and nervous, excited butterflies invaded her insides. Was this the club? Or even worse, did he live out here?

      She craned her neck to look around and stared at the sign in horror. He had parked the car at the edge of the historical Old Hampton Cemetery. Why the hell were they here? The uneasiness that had plagued her rushed back in full force. Her mind trailed back to the news cast on the radio and suddenly all she wanted to do was get out of the car. Now.

      Her inner chihuahua rubbed against her skin, a whine on the verge of popping out of her lips.

      Shit.

      “What?” He hesitated for a moment, gave her a thin lipped smile that didn't meet his eyes, and got out of the car, leaving the lights on. “I told you, I forgot my wallet. Can't take you to dinner without it.”

      “Fine. I’ll just wait here.”

      “You do that. I’ll be back in a second.”

      The alpha male in him pissed her off and turned her on at the same time. He strode into the darkness and her gaze raked over his tight ass and the way it filled out his jeans. Even still, through the desire, there was a tingling in the pit of her stomach. Why had he left his wallet here of all places? Something wasn't right and she wasn’t going to sit here and wait for him to go all axe murderer on her.

      She watched horror movies. Also, she wasn’t an idiot. Being out here in the middle of nowhere was not on the scale of safe places to be, no matter how you looked at it. The fact that she let herself be brought out here pissed her off entirely.

      Her little beast shook her apricot colored backside and snorted.

      “Thanks. Keep your bacon shakes to yourself, please.”

      She yanked the door open and tried to label her irritation with him in check. On one hand, he was hot and he was a member of the Xcite dance club she had been trying to get an invitation to since she’d gotten free.

      Rumor was there was a whole lot more than dancing going on and with her new found determination, she wanted, more than anything to check it out. On the other, she was about as hungry as she could get and still function as a human being.

      Sam pulled her sweater down around her hands and felt the night air on her face. It was a little chilly and she wanted to return to the car, but her unbound curiosity had her setting off into the darkness. If he was up to no good, she was going to catch him at it.

      That and the colder it got, the more she had to pee. And well…chihuahua. Enough said.

      Being a girl was not cool when there wasn’t a bathroom in sight. On one hand, she could shift and make the process a lot easier, but if she shifted back and he saw her, that could be a fairly awkward conversation.

      “Hi. I’m your date. But I’m also a dog. Excuse me while I finish doing my business so we can get on with whatever plans you had in the middle of nowhere.”

      Yeah.

      Sure.

      Plus, it would mess up her hair.

      Thankful that it was a full moon and she could see pretty well in the dark, she slid through the opening in the wrought iron gate. She tried not to trip on any unsuspecting tombstones or stray branches while she maneuvered through the uneven terrain. Her foot connected with something hard and unforgiving and she felt herself go flying.

      Landing badly, she cursed the pantyhose she’d wriggled into for tonight’s festivities.

      Now they were ruined and she hurt, damn it.

      Wobbling to her feet, she groaned as first one heel and then another sunk into the earth.

      Goddess bless, she would have never worn these damned shoes if she thought she’d be stumbling through a graveyard in the damned dark.

      Her knees stung where she'd hit the ground and as she picked herself up, the silence and complete isolation rolled over her. Irritated, she growled under her breath.

      Where the hell is he?

      The only sound was a chirping cricket and it was starting to freak her out. Nothing good could happen out here. In the distance, she could make out the mausoleum, or maybe it was the caretaker's building. It was hard to tell. The rest was just an open field with stones scattered about and a dark forest looming just beyond the field. This place was full of the dead. She shuddered and made herself move forward.

      “Brian!” She seethed with mounting annoyance. How could he leave her out here in the middle of nowhere? They were supposed to be on the way to dinner. Feeling her way, she stumbled along until she felt a pair of arms suddenly closed around her.

      “Arghhh!” With a flash of panic, she jerked against her assailant. She recognized the sporty scent of his cologne and fought the natural urge to defend herself.

      Brian.

      A wave of anger slid down her back like ice. She broke out of his arms and spun to face him.

      “Where were you?” She ground out. He tried to pull her close, but she resisted. Pushing out of his reach, she eyed him skeptically. His eyes were shadowed and there was a grim determination about him that set her teeth on edge.

      “You were supposed to wait in the car,” he said in a harsh voice. “Why the hell would you follow me?”

      “You were gone a long time.” She narrowed her eyes at him.

      “Sorry.”

      “Did you find your wallet?” She asked pointedly.

      “Oh.” He paused, a smile turning up the corners of his mouth. “Yes. Yes, I did.”

      “Great. Let’s get going. I’m going to need a bathroom to clean this up.” She pointed to her torn hose and the thin trail of blood still trickling down her legs.

      “I’m sorry.” His smile held too many secrets. “Come here.”

      Reaching out, he pulled her against him roughly, this time brooking no refusal. Nuzzling her ear, he pinned her arms to her sides.

      Funny, but this wasn’t exactly the kissing scene she’d been fantasizing about earlier. There absolutely hadn’t been a creepy cemetery in the middle of nowhere and a guy who just started manhandling her when she told him she needed to find a bathroom because she’d injured herself.

      Talk about a mood killer.

      Her little apricot mini me shook again and pawed at her.

      There was more than one thing off about this entire situation.

      “Mmmmph.” She pushed against him, trying to wiggle her arms between them.

      God.

      His breath is fucking awful.

      Why hadn’t she noticed that before?

      “Brian…” She turned her face away, dodging his lips like the plague. “I need to find that bathroom.”

      “Sure.” He released her. “It’s over that way.”

      “Great.” Sam turned to look at where he was pointing and something cracked her on the side of the head.
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        * * *

      

      Sam woke to the sensation of being carried. She was cold. The night air nipped against her now naked backside and she snuggled closer to the heat of whoever was carrying her.

      Brian.

      She sighed. It took her a moment to figure out that her face was resting against bare skin. Oh my God. Did they have sex and she just hadn’t realized it?

      Eww.

      At least she still had on her dress.

      Wait. They were still outside.

      Her inner chihuahua whined, pacing in a circle.

      She fidgeted in his arms and he finally noticed she was awake.

      “Back in the land of the living, I see.” His gaze rested on her briefly, but there was something in his tone that caused a flicker of apprehension to move through her.

      “Sorry. I don’t know what happened back there. I get a little faint sometimes when I don't eat.” She shivered in chill and fatigue. “We must have… Did you bring my underwear?”

      He kept walking and didn't answer. Okay...

      “Brian?” Her voice waved as an uneasy feeling overtook her. Looking around, she could see they were far from the front gate or the caretaker's building. Trees flanked them on all sides and a warning voice whispered in her head. Something was very wrong.

      “You can put me down now.” Her voice wavered.

      “You don't have any shoes.” His voice was devoid of any emotion. Completely cold.

      “Stop. I mean it.” Sam began to panic under his scrutiny. What was happening? “Where are my shoes?”

      His arms curled beneath her knees and around her back. Every step he took, deeper and deeper into the woods, chilled her more. All of a sudden it began to click. Him calmly flicking off the radio while they were driving as the newscast of the Braigslist murderer came on. The bodies found. What about forgetting his wallet? An oddly primitive warning sounded in her brain. The trees surrounding her began to close in and the date who kissed her so intimately only a short time before had become something else. Someone to fear.

      And not just because he had bad breath, either.

      Her itty-bitty dual half was growling and it took her a second to calm her enough so she could think.

      “Put me down.” She bucked in his arms. His grip on her back slipped. She fell, hitting the forest floor in a tangle of limbs, pine needles, and leaves harsh against her bare ass as she struggled to land without breaking something important.

      “You bitch!” His eyes blazed fire.

      He was on her before she could catch her breath. Callused, meaty hands circled her throat, his face a glowing mask of irrational rage. Flat on her back, he pressed her into the forest floor. He was choking her. His hands wrapped around her tighter and tighter.

      Sam kicked out at him, as she tried to pry his fingers from her throat, but his grip was strong.

      His erection strained against her belly through his jeans. Nausea burbled in her stomach. Was he going to try and rape her now? Seriously?

      A flush of relief zapped through her along with the hope that meant he hadn’t done anything already.

      Her first good date since the incident and he had to turn out to be a total asshole? God, but the girls were never going to let her live it down. She could see their faces when she got together with them over the lipstick counter next week.

      “Got any shades of asshole?”

      God.

      Speaking of asshole…he was still trying to squeeze the fuck out of her throat and it was starting to chafe.

      And there seemed to be a pile of pine needles edging closer and closer to a place she wasn’t going to mention.

      Plus, being choked fucking hurt.

      “Ouch. Do you mind stopping that?” She wheezed.

      Sam thought of the newscast, and how many girls had been lured up here to their death with the promise of love and acceptance. Instead of being scared, she was furious. Brian was the serial killer. God she was so stupid.

      He pressed her down into the dry leaves. One hand moved from her throat as he unzipped himself, forcing her legs apart with his knee.

      Survival mode kicked in and a feral bark erupted from her throat. Allowing her full strength to emerge, she embraced the hunger that was trying to claw its way out.

      Her little beast growled and she felt the first prickle of whisker pop from underneath her nose.

      Shit.

      Now?

      She’d been doing so well at self-control and now this.

      Down girl.

      Nope. Her mini me wasn’t having it. Not this time.

      She willed herself to be calm and pried the hand from her throat. If she panicked, it was over. She pushed him off, gasping as the cool air hit her lungs and he fell backward into the brush, jeans half open.

      “I can't believe you.” She rasped, hands going to her throat. “Why?” Her heart hurt. She had trusted him and he had brought her here to use her body and then a quick disposal. Nice. She had even welcomed his advances. Well, up until now.

      Ugh. A serial killer. She really needed to upgrade her taste in men.

      “Why not.” A slow predatory smile curdled his handsome features into a parody of himself. Evil intent radiated from his eyes as he moved back onto his feet. “You'll make a nice addition to my forest garden. After I fuck you first.”

      She met his bold gaze with her own and held her ground. Reaching within herself, she allowed the hunger to creep all that much closer to the surface.

      She really should have let her mini-me have that peanut butter cookie before she left for the date.

      A fine coating of hair swept over her skin and her nails shifted into claws. It had taken her a while to learn that particular trick.

      Sam smiled a terrible smile and took a step toward him. It pissed her off that he had driven her to this. She had been in recovery for months after being turned. This bastard had her off the wagon in a matter of hours. Shit. It was going to take weeks to get back on her diet.
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