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  “I really liked this story! You start out with a hot love scene, that is very well written and seductive. That is the whole theme throughout your read. Each character had their own identities and problems that left you cheering for all of them. I was very satisfied with the Big Bad Wolf, and would recommend this book for a very worthwhile, steamy read!”
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  Dedication




  For all the shifter fans




  Prologue




  Middle America, 8,000 B.C.




  Amana, the alpha female, was in heat and the three primary males, Vulcan, Gregor and Saul were preparing to attend to her. Vulcan carried her in his arms to the banks of the waterfall where the ceremonial mating always occurred. Her lush body lay in his arms, wriggling and twisting, desperate to be taken. Her long brown hair hung over Vulcan’s forearm looking like woven silk. Long graceful arms encircled Vulcan’s neck as Amana murmured her needs in their very ancient tongue.




  She was an older female who had mated and given birth many times before. Her body whispered the proud testimony of her achievement with fleshy round hips and large hanging breasts. For Gregor she was the epitome of life itself, so shockingly sensual and full of sexual need he couldn’t think of anything else but being inside her. His want was breaking him down, reducing his desire to an elixir of pure animal magic. Gregor had to take her before he lost his mind.




  Vulcan went down on one knee and laid Amana on the soggy bank. She rewarded him with a hungry, decadent kiss and Gregor’s desperation to have her burned even higher. Amana opened her legs and sighed as Vulcan dipped his long tongue into her drenched folds. The male’s tongue laved deeply, disappearing into her body only to reappear again and tickle the swollen clit. The beautiful pale skin on her thighs trembled as she bucked up to meet Vulcan’s tender licks. Fingers dug into the rich dark earth and Amana leaned her head back and howled to the sky as the first orgasm took her. Her body convulsed and a thick covering of silver hair sprouted from every follicle. Lost in her change, Amana rolled from her back to her belly. She lifted herself up, taking her position on all fours just as the change concluded, leaving her in the form of a large Dire Wolf bitch.




  Forgetting himself Gregor pushed past Vulcan so he could get closer to Amana. Vulcan glared at him but his friend’s objection was forgotten as Gregor too began to change. Amana’s scent devoured Gregor, filling his mind and heart with a frantic passion. In a flash of confusion, Gregor watched the world blink out from color to detailed shades of black and white and he knew Amana’s mating scent had caused him to transform without even willing himself to. When his change was complete, his desire grew even more painful. His cock swelled to almost twice its normal size.




  Amana was ready, offering herself to the first male to mount her. Vulcan came around behind her, his cock fully extended and his long tongue lolling out of the side of his muzzle. But Gregor wasn’t about to let any other male have this bewitching female first. Snarling angrily, he launched himself at Vulcan knocking the older male on his side. They fought for a few moments until Vulcan averted his gaze and backed off. He would get his turn when Gregor was sated.




  Gregor took his place behind Amana who was now so desperate to be filled she was whining softly. Mounting her, he plunged his aching cock into her liquid fire and drowned in the most amazing pleasure he’d ever known. Amana’s body yielded to him, massaging his rod as he pushed into the very center of her core. Sweet ecstasy flooded every nerve as his lust swelled even larger inside her. Their intimate joining grew more intense as her pussy rippled along his shaft in her second climax.




  A spike of bliss roared through Gregor as he emptied his essence into his lover. Amana wiggled against him, panting. For several minutes they remained connected as his seed filled the fertile soil of her womb. With his cock still buried in her, Amana continued to have tiny orgasms, her pussy massaging and teasing his cock until he climaxed two more times. Then the swelling in his rod subsided and he slipped from her inviting warmth.




  As he rested, Gregor watched Amana’s beautiful face as Vulcan and then Saul mounted her. Never had he seen anything so beautiful as her naked lust. She was perfection and Gregor was hopelessly in love with her, just as they all were.




  When the other males were spent Gregor approached her to have his turn again. But just as he was about to mount her, she stood up to face him and transformed back into her human form.




  A teasing smile played at her lips. “Love me as a man, Gregor.”




  Gregor changed into his human form and stood before her naked. Reaching out, he pulled Amana against him and kissed her with every ounce of passion in his heart. Tearing his lips from hers, he dragged savage kisses along her face and neck. “Amana,” he growled into her flesh.




  She ran her fingers through his thick, dark hair. “Is this your first mating, Gregor?”




  “Yes, my beloved.”




  “Then you are a lucky young man,” she whispered. “Because my heart tells me my first child of the season will be yours.”




  “You flatter me, my lady.”




  Amana chuckled. “I sense greatness in you, Gregor. I hope you live a long and fertile life and I pray you will use your strength to keep our race alive. It is a regrettable disadvantage to our people that there are so few females. I worry about our future.”




  “Don’t worry, my lady, I swear to you I will do everything in my power to preserve our people. No matter what I have to do,” he said, crushing her against him.




  “Good,” she said before kissing the bridge of his nose. “Enough of this morbid talk, the night is still young and we have hours yet until the sun rises. Make love to me again.”




  Gregor laid her down once more on the bank under the music of the rushing waterfall nearby. “With pleasure.”




  Chapter 1




  USA, May 2009 A.D.




  Blood-boiling rage!




  Gregor Titus had been alive over ten thousand years and had never hungered for bloody revenge like he did today. From deep inside his gut a squall was born, battering his soul to ribbons as it rampaged through his heart. All the female Dire Wolves dead! How could this horrible destruction be? Why would anyone do such a thing?




  “How?” he said barely recognizing the gravel in his own voice.




  The young Dire Wolf shifter kept his head bowed as he knelt before Gregor. His long blond hair was tangled, smudged with dirt from the long journey and he looked painfully thin. He must have braved many dangers to deliver this grim news and Gregor would see to it he was rewarded with food and a loving place here among the last two known Dire Wolves in existence: himself; and his great grandson, Nick. At least now there were three.
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