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The storm was relentless. Rain beat down on my skin like a thousand tiny needles. Through the flash of lightning I saw the stranger rise, arching his back. Water cascaded over his chiseled abs as he ran a hand through his dark hair, slicking it back.

“This should be deep enough,” he said.

I put my shoulder into it and gave the body a shove. The man was massive, but I finally managed to roll him into the grave, just as my as-yet-unnamed companion leapt out of the way. He tossed me the shovel and I began to fill in the hole. While I did this he bent down and used his hands to rake mud into the shallow grave.

My hands shook. I was doing my damnedest to hold it together, but my nerves were steadily getting the better of me. That is, until he looked up and I saw his smile. A strand of wet hair hung down over his forehead. Damn, he was a knockout. Who the hell looks good while hiding a body?

“Is this how all your dates end?” he teased.

“He wasn’t my date.”

“You were making out with him in your car.”

I stabbed the shovel into the ground and rested against it for moment. “I was not. He was drunk. I’d seen him around town a few times. The bartender said he was a nice guy. So when he couldn’t get a cab I offered to drive him home.”

“And then you started making out with him.” As he said this he gave me such a sarcastic and funny look that I nearly forgot what we were talking about. The conversation seemed far too normal for our current circumstances. I mean, you shouldn’t be able to do small talk while hiding a body, right?

Despite my frustration I fought the urge to laugh. This whole situation had gotten so far out of hand it was ridiculous.

“Do you think maybe we could discuss this after we’ve covered up the body? If you don’t mind?”

He returned my sarcasm with a wry smile and went back to the task at hand.

Once we’d finished filling in the grave he turned to me and asked, “Do you have any seeds?”

When I only gave him a blank look he walked into the nearby woods. I shivered despite the heat. I was trying very hard not to think about what we’d just done when my dark, sexy companion emerged from the woods. He had a handful of acorns.

“What the fuck?”

“Do try to contain your enthusiasm.”

He took each seed and placed them into the freshly turned earth above the grave. As he did this he whispered words I couldn’t hear over the rain. He looked satisfied as he rose, wiping his hands on his dark dress pants.

“There. In a few days you won’t be able to tell this spot from the rest of the woods. Of course, grass seeds would have been better, but these oaks will do.”

I shook my head. “What are you, a wizard or something?”

“I prefer the term sorcerer, but yeah, something like that.”

“So a wizard just helped me hide a man’s body in the woods behind my house?”

“A werewolf’s body,” he corrected.

“Excuse me?”

He gestured toward the grave. “He was a werewolf.”

I had no reason to doubt his word about being a wizard. I also had no reason to believe him. According to my research it had been a long time since a man had been born with the gift. To my knowledge it hadn’t occurred in my lifetime. That didn’t mean it wasn’t so, it just made what he said harder to believe.

“You really expect me to believe that you’re magic?”

I looked back at the grave and one of the seedlings sprang up as if on cue.

He winked. “Would you mind if I stayed long enough to dry off?”

“Um, sure.”

I picked up the heels I’d discarded to keep from sinking into the grass and headed toward the house. The temperature had dropped noticeably and I wondered how long we’d been at our task.

“The key is in my purse. I think I left it in the car,” I explained as I headed toward the garage.

We’d pulled up in such a hurry I was surprised to find I hadn’t hit anything inside the small space. I stood beside the door to the house while he retrieved my purse and the rest of his clothes through the broken car window.

“I’ll fix that,” he said as a few pieces of glass hit the floor.

“You mean you can’t just make another window appear?”

He shrugged. “We don’t have all the pieces.”

I was only kidding, but couldn’t help laughing when I realized he was serious.

“Come on in.”

He followed me into the laundry room and paused at the door when I pulled off my shirt. Truthfully, I was so ready to be out of the wet, muddy clothes I hadn’t given him a second thought.

His smile was warm and much more welcoming than it should have been. Who the hell was this guy?

“Aren’t you afraid to get naked in front of a stranger?”

I smiled as I unzipped my pants. “I’m wet. I’m getting cold and I’m way beyond tired. If you had the same intentions as the dead guy out back, you’d have acted on them by now.”

He nodded his agreement and accepted the towel I offered. I wrapped a big green towel around myself before slipping off my panties underneath. The wizard regarded me with a slow smile and I felt my pulse quicken. I’d never been more aware of being a woman. I’d also never been less afraid.

My reaction didn’t make much sense. Normally I did not undress in front of strange men. The thing is, he didn’t feel that strange to me. He was unusual to be sure, but that was a different kind of strange. It almost felt as if I knew him.

“I can turn my back if you like,” I said, crossing my arms.

My words held much more of a challenge than I’d intended. The wizard smiled and moved his hands to the top of his pants. For the first time I noticed the deep caramel of his skin and the way those pants hung just below his sculpted hipbones.

With a movement so quick I barely saw he unzipped his pants. He tossed his other clothes onto the washing machine and while I looked toward the clothes, he wrapped the towel around his waist. His pants hit the floor and he tossed them onto the washing machine without revealing any of the stuff I found myself looking forward to seeing.

“You could do that professionally,” I teased.

“What makes you think I haven’t?”

He had removed his shoes before we went into the woods and when I handed him a smaller towel to wipe his feet I realized how hard I was shaking.

“You’re trembling,” he said, his voice soft and close to my ear.

“I’ve never killed anyone before.”

“You didn’t kill him. I did.” He put his arm around me and I was instantly warmed by his heat. “Let me help you.”
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