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In My Dreams (The Alpha's Queen, #2)

I jerked awake, sweating under the sheets. My mouth was dry, and my heart was racing. Half of my mind was still shaking off the remains of my dream.

I checked the time on my phone. It was a quarter past ten. More importantly, I had seventy-seven missed calls and even more unread text messages.

I guess I deserve that, I thought, replaying the events of last night.

Namely, Taylor and his...mouth.

I suppressed a shiver and sat up. My legs still tingled, as if he were still between them, working his tongue and lips at my center. He wouldn’t go any farther than that, though, no matter how hard I begged. He was a man who kept his promises, and he’d promised to be a gentleman...

I shook my head, shaking off the memories of last night. I had bigger things to worry about now.

After my Uber had dropped me off at home sometime after dawn, I’d simply sent a text to my mom that I was safe before I slipped away on an hours-long nap in my bed.

Biting my lip with apprehension, I opened the text message sent by my mom.

Call me ASAP followed by a frowning emoji.

That was the gist of what was written in the other texts sent by my three older sisters, my aunts, and other witches in my coven. The head witch of our coven, Rachel, had even sent an additional Or else for good measure. I wasn’t worried about it.

The only person I hadn’t heard from was the one person I was worried about. Vanessa. She was the closest thing to a rival I had in this world, and normally she would’ve been the least important person to me in any other circumstance. 

Mostly, I just felt really bad about how I’d left things before the wolves descended. I was better than that...even though Vanessa had technically started it.

It’s now or never, I told myself, staring at the blank screen of my phone. I had to call her to apologize. Before I could talk myself out of it, I dialed her up and waited.

Just as I expected, Vanessa picked up on the second ring.

“What?” she snapped, which made me regret my decision to apologize for just a moment.

“H-hi, Vanessa. It’s me,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. “I wanted to say I’m sorry for what I said last night.”

Vanessa was completely silent. I wasn’t sure if it was a good thing or a bad thing.

“It wasn’t right. I think the stress of the wedding got to me,” I babbled on, “and pretty fucked up for Rachel to place more value on me because I’m a virgin—”

“Okay, I get it,” Vanessa finally said. “And...I’m sorry, too.”

I almost dropped the phone. Was Vanessa actually apologizing? I was stunned.

“I felt terrible after they dragged you off at the bridal ceremony. It made me realize...” She trailed off. “I’m just glad it wasn’t my last chance to talk to you.”

“Me too,” I said. Even though the conversation was going well, I was beginning to feel uncomfortable. This was the longest I’d ever spent talking to Vanessa without one of us insulting the other.

“So what happened after I left?” I asked.

Vanessa actually laughed. “You’re kidding, right? I should ask you the same thing.” I could practically hear her eyebrows dancing suggestively.

“Well, nothing’s changed if that’s what you’re asking,” I said, reading her tone.

If Vanessa was disappointed, she didn’t express it. Instead, she suddenly asked, “Do you have any plans for lunch?”

* * *
[image: ]


Vanessa was already waiting for me at a table on the patio of Cafe Aurora, the restaurant in the Downtown Grand Hotel. She was easy to spot in her white shirtdress and Jackie O sunglasses, her sleek blonde hair like a beacon in the sun.

She stood up when she saw me. “Morgan!”

I wove through the tables, feeling woefully underdressed in jeans and a wrinkled flannel shirt among the crisp white tablecloths.

Vanessa slipped off her sunglasses. “Glad you’re alive. Nice messy-bun,” she said without smiling. “I can never get my hair to stay up like that. Mine’s just too smooth and silky.”

When she turned her back, I rolled my eyes. We sat down on opposite sides of a circular bistro table. I opened my mouth, prepared to ask the first in a laundry list of questions, when the waiter appeared with water, tea, and a carafe of what I suspected was a juicy, well-mixed mimosa.

“Sorry. I went ahead and got us drinks,” Vanessa said before placing an order for avocado toast.

“Same for me, thanks,” I said hurriedly, bouncing my knees under the table until the waiter left. Once we were alone, I blurted out, “So what happened last night?”

“After you were ‘napped by those wolves?” Vanessa said.

“Shhh!” I hissed, noticing that a nearby table of four middle-aged women were giving us curious looks. I waited for them to turn their attention back to themselves before adding, “Nobody knows we’re meeting right now, right?”

Vanessa scoffed. “Of course not. I’d never hear the end of it from my mom, first of all.” After rolling her eyes, she poured herself a mimosa and leaned back in her chair. “So about last night...”

Vanessa started the story basically from the moment I made my exit, dragged off by Taylor and his betas, my dress clamped firmly between their teeth.

“Rachel was furious,” she said, speaking of our coven’s head witch. “She forbade us from calling the police. Instead, she made a few phone calls of her own. About an hour later, two cars arrived from the Four Rivers pack.”

My stomach sank. “Was the alpha with them?” He was the one I’d been meant for. Meant for as in he was the groom, and I was the bride. He was also a stranger to me, but I had to put the needs of my coven first.

Vanessa nodded.

My heart gave a lurch. “What’s his name?” I asked quietly.

“Wade Crawford. Here, look. He even has an instagram.”

She pulled her phone out of her purse and began typing, red-lacquered nails flying over the screen. With the profile pulled up, she placed it on the table and slid it towards me.

I leaned forward and glimpsed a grid of nine photos, each featuring a classically handsome Ken doll of a man with teeth so perfect, it made me feel self-conscious about my smile for the first time.

Wow, I couldn’t help but think. He was hot.

But he’s not Taylor...

I felt a strange tingling in my lips, which spread quickly across my face.

“Handsome, right? Morgan?”

There was a dull buzz in my ears. The last thing I saw was Vanessa’s perfectly groomed eyebrows coming together in a concerned frown. Meanwhile, the buzzing in my ears suddenly turned into a deafening roar, and dark shadows engulfed my vision.

I was confronted with a series of images. A man embracing a woman with shoulder-length, brown hair—me.

A blue Ford truck crossing a metal bridge.

A row of trees behind a wooden fence.

“Morgan!”

Suddenly, I felt a pinch on the back of my hand.

“Ow!” I said, the world slowly coming back into focus.

“You had a vision, didn’t you? What did you see?” she demanded in a whisper.

“A bridge and some trees,” I said, massaging my hand against my chest. I couldn’t help but think about what I’d purposely omitted and replayed the scene in my mind. I’d seen myself being drawn into the arms of a man. But who? As clearly as I’d been able to see my own face, the man’s face remained hidden.

“What does it mean?”

“I don’t know.” Yet, I thought privately. Shaking my head, I redirected, “So what happened after the Four Rivers pack arrived?”

Vanessa gazed at me suspiciously. “Rachel promised them she’d arrange a meeting and bring you to them,” she said. “Have you called her, by the way?”

“No,” I said with a groan. I promptly poured myself a drink. “What exactly is the meeting for?”

“She didn’t say anything to the coven, but I’m assuming it’s to renegotiate the terms of the wedding,” Vanessa said, shrugging her right shoulder.

“So after all that, the wedding’s still on?” I blurted out incredulously.

Once again, we received some shocked looks from a few of the surrounding tables.

I leaned in and lowered my voice. “But they’re expecting a virgin.”

“Right. And you’re still a virgin,” Vanessa said bluntly. “Rachel must know already. Don’t ask me how.”

“Of course she does,” I said. Between her tarot cards, crystal ball collection, and the cursed silver scrying mirror purportedly gifted from a member of royalty, Rachel had many ways to glean information from the spirits.

“Don’t be so glum. The important thing is we get to pick things up where they left off, like last night never happened. Speaking of which—” Vanessa’s eyes lit up with abrupt interest, turning as blue as a clear day’s sky as she rested her chin in her hand. “Spill. If you didn’t lose your V-card, what did happen last night?”

To buy some time, I took a big swig of my mimosa. I had to consider my words carefully. Even though Taylor and I had just met, he’d trusted me enough to tell me what his pack was going through. I couldn’t betray that trust after he kept me safe all night.

Safe...and satisfied.

No matter what, I wasn’t going to reveal that Taylor had pleasured me in other ways, without deflowering me. I wanted to keep that secret for myself.

I decided to keep it as generic as possible. “I met the alpha of the Blackclaw pack. They’re small, all locals. They wanted me to know about their history with the Four Rivers pack,” I said.

Vanessa clicked her tongue. “A wolf-squabble over territory. Why am I not surprised?” Lucky for me, her disinterest in the topic was completely obvious. “Look. This is the real reason I invited you here
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