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Chapter One
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BRIELYN MATTICE, OR Breezy to her friends, worked the kinks out of her shoulders after a long day in the ER. Lord, how she loved her job, but hated some of the doctors on staff. She grimaced as she thought about the newest fuck who thought he was god’s gift to women. Sure, he was gorgeous with a great body and a good job, but that did not make him a good catch in her mind.

“Hey girl, you going to come out with us tonight?” Cheyenne asked, slamming her locker door shut.

The other nurse had already changed into a cute outfit ready to party, but Breezy just wanted to go home and soak in a hot bubble bath. “Nah, I think I’ll just go home and read a book.”

Her friend snorted. “What has happened to my cool friend? You know the one who was up for body shots and partying all night with me?”

It was her turn to snort. “First of all, the body shots were you, girlfriend. I just held your hair when you tossed your cookies later. You’re welcome by the way. Second, I don’t think I ever partied all night.”

Cheyenne shrugged her shoulders. “I told Dr. Hottie you’d be there. He wouldn’t agree to come if you weren’t. Please come. You can leave after one drink.”

Big brown eyes pleaded down at her, but Breezy wouldn’t be swayed. She’d seen the way the doctor had looked at her and didn’t want any part of him or any man for that matter. Well, no man other than the one who thought she was nothing better than a whore. If only he knew...she stopped her thoughts from swaying to the asshat who didn’t deserve her and focused on Cheyenne. “I promised my dad I’d pick up some dinner and bring it home. Sorry girl.” She put just enough sorrow into her tone the other woman seemed to believe her. “Tell him I’m running late, and then pretend I texted you. Heck, I’ll text you and say I changed my mind.”

With a nod of her short dark head, Cheyenne grabbed her bag and walked out of the locker room.

Breathing a sigh, she quickly changed, and then headed out shivering as she entered the parking garage. At eight o’clock in the evening, the lot was almost empty except for several cars she recognized as the late shift. She wished she would have parked closer to the elevator, but at the time there weren’t any spots. Her shoes echoed through the concrete space, and she glanced around before reminding herself she was a wolf and could take care of herself.

Her vehicle was against the back wall, but with a feeling that wouldn’t let up she looked around. The hair on the nape of her neck stood up. She reached into her bag for the can of Mace she kept there. A large arm grabbed her from behind pulling her between two parked cars, one gloved hand clamped over her mouth. Breezy froze in her attacker’s arms, forgetting all the training her brothers and the Iron Wolves had taught her.

“I’ve got you now. Don’t fight me and you won’t get hurt...much,” hot breath whispered in her ear.

She couldn’t get any air inside her body with his large hand encased in leather gloves, covering both her mouth and nose. She began to feel lightheaded when her wolf woke up. Even though they all knew not to show their other half to humans, the fight or die instinct took over. Claws replaced her nails, and she dug them into her attackers’ thighs, her head went back. The satisfying sound of bone crunching had the man releasing his hold.

“You fucking cunt. I’ll kill you.”

Breezy gasped for air, her wolf wanting to lash out, but her human half still had control. She took a step away when his arm snaked out. Without thinking, she turned and hit him, getting her first glimpse of the masked man. He was large, almost as large as Xan. Fear and adrenalin kicked in. Her knee came up connecting with his family jewels, and at the same time he swung a right hook. She thanked the goddess her knee hit first or knew his fist would have broken something. Stumbling back as he dropped to the ground, she didn’t stop to think about her actions, just kicked him in the side of the head. Xan’s words to never let an opponent get back up or they’ll stab you in the back ringing in her head.

His groans and curses could be heard when she fled, but she didn’t stop until she got to her car. Her hands shook so badly she dropped her keys, tears streaming down her cheeks, she swore it was like she was in a horror movie where the villain would jump up behind her at any moment. Finally, she unlocked her car with the press of a button and wasted no time backing out of the spot. Looking back, she saw the masked man standing at the end of the lot. The feel of her dinner threatening to come back up had her swallowing several times. The image of him doing the slow walk that all serial killers did as they caught up to their victims flashed before her eyes, making red dots appear and she realized she was holding her breath until she shot out of the enclosed garage.

“Oh, god. I almost died. Shit, shit, shit.” She looked at the speedometer to see she was going way over the speed limit and laughed hysterically. “Having the police pull me over would be a bad thing how?” She looked in the rearview expecting to see a van or something following her. Once she was sure she wasn’t being followed, she reached in her bag for her cell.

The thought of calling her dad and upsetting him was abhorrent to her, but she didn’t have anyone else to call. Kellen was alpha of her pack and would always protect them, but she didn’t want to make that call either. “It was probably just some random thing.” After the incident with the McCartneys, she hated to bring her trouble to the pack. Remembering the size and feel of the man’s hands on her, she dialed the clubhouse.

“Iron Wolves,” Coti answered.

She breathed a sigh of relief. “Hey, Coti. It’s Breezy.” Her voice shook.

“What’s the matter, nani?”

Breezy always sighed when he called her beautiful. People thought they’d make a great couple, but in reality, he was more like an older brother or best friend. She explained what had happened and was about to say she was on her way home, when the sound of rustling came over the line.

“Get your ass to the clubhouse, now, bella.” Kellen’s voice was low.

“I really want to go home and take a long bubble bath. I...”

Kellen cut her off. “That was not a request. If you don’t want me showing up at your parents’ home and dragging you out of there, I suggest you drive that fine ass here stat. I’m going to put Laikyn on the phone with you. I want you to talk with her until you get here. Do not hang up for any reason. Are you on a hands-free set?”

The need to salute him, and flip him off warred within her, but she also knew he was right. “Yes, I’m on my hands-free.”

“Good. How far out are you?” His deep voice rumbled sending shivers through the phone line.

She didn’t even think about denying him. “About fifteen minutes.”

“Drive safe. And, bella, you were smart in calling.”

Butterflies danced in her stomach.
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XANDER CARMICHAEL OR Xan to everyone, barely restrained his wolf. He’d been beta to the Iron Wolves since he’d turned twenty-five and he and Kellen had taken over, physically beating the fuck out of the old alpha and his worthless shits of leaders. They’d both been alphas in their own right, but Xan didn’t want to lead. They opened the Iron Wolves MC shortly after and turned their little town back into a habitable place for wolves to live. Now, ten years later their families were all safe and well connected, albeit a little dysfunctional.

He couldn’t imagine what sweet little Breezy was thinking. His wolf snorted. Yeah, she was far from sweet, but no woman deserved to be jumped in a parking lot, least of all one of their pack.

Violence. He was used to that emotion and needed an outlet for what he was feeling. He turned to the back of the club. It was a Friday night, and the fights were just getting started. His pack and the MC held regular, no-holds-barred fights in the club. It wasn’t often he had the urge to join in the cage, but when he did money tended to drop.

If he had any hope of facing Breezy with a semblance of control, he’d need to work out some of his anger, or he was liable to do something they’d both regret. Of course, he’d enjoy the fuck out of it and so would she, but he wasn’t ready to mate any woman, even one as feisty as the delectable Breezy. When he finally did settle down, he didn’t want one who’d been around the block like the town bicycle. Nope, he wanted a sweet woman who knew her place.

The sound of the loud bass met his ears long before he entered. Wyck looked him up and down as he walked in. “You fighting tonight?”

“Yep,” he grunted.

Wyck smiled. The large African American slapped his hands together, the man was a blood thirsty bastard. Xan wondered if he was going to jump in the cage with him.

“I ain’t got a death wish tonight.” Brown eyes flashed at him as the bell rang signaling the end of the current fight. They didn’t allow a fight to the death, but pretty damn close.

Tonight, Xan had on a pair of worn denim jeans, and his customary black leather vest with the club insignia on the back. His black shitkickers were thick leather but would come off before he entered the cage. He crossed to stand outside, watching as they carried out the unconscious man.

What a pussy, getting knocked out in the first five minutes.

He cracked his neck and waited to see if the winner planned to stay or leave. It wouldn’t do to enter until the crowd was all riled up. With his arms crossed he stood, staring at the large male. Another shifter who was known for his bad attitude and even worse temper. Xan undid his boots, leaving them next to where he stood. His scent would deter anyone from taking them. The little wolf standing next to the door saw his approach, her eyes going wide. Xan couldn’t remember her name, but when she held her hand out for his vest, he handed it over with a wink. “Take care, I’ll be back for that shortly.”

She blinked up at him, and at any other time he might have bent and stole a kiss for luck. Instead he stood, gripped the cage door and swung up into the large square enclosure. There weren’t too many rules when it came to fighting inside, except not to kill. Xan was down with that, everything else was open season.

He gestured to the other man, watching as Rocky, his name finally coming to Xan, danced around. The crowd noticed who’d entered, a hush fell over them.

“You ready for a beat down Club VP?” Rocky asked, hitting his chest.

Xan balanced on the balls of his feet. He wasn’t going to waste his breath on the fuck. Again, he motioned Rocky forward, letting his lips kick up in a grin. His mama always said it was his shit-eating one that would piss off even the town priests. With a roar, Rocky lunged across the feet separating them. Xan side stepped, throwing his elbow out and hitting the back of the shifter’s head, making him fall into the cage’s steel links.

He ignored the crowd as they cheered. Rocky bounced back. They were both dirty fighters, and Xan prepared for the attack. Shifting to their wolves wasn’t sanctioned since they allowed humans into the club, but speed and heightened strength was something they had in spades.

Again, Rocky charged him, going in low, his shoulder hit Xan in the mid-section while the man’s fist pummeled at his kidney.

He tried to shake him off, but they fell to the ground, the feel of wolven claws digging into his side had Xan’s wolf trying to surface. He growled. “What the fuck are you doing?”

Rocky’s claws raked up his side. The thought the humans would see them, had his wolf snapping to be let out.

Xan rolled them, coming up on top, seeing hatred burning in Rocky’s eyes, He rained blow after blow on the man, then when he realized Rocky wasn’t fighting anymore he pulled back. His breathing hard, the sound of the cage door opening had him looking to see Kellen entering.

“You calm, bro?” Kellen nodded at the bloody beast beneath him.

The four long gashes down his side looked like Freddy Kruger had gotten a hold of him, ruining his favorite pair of jeans. “I’m level. This jackhole tried to shift in the middle of our fight. What the hell?” He kept his voice too low for anyone other than him and Kellen to hear.

Kellen came over and inspected Rocky, felt the flutter of the man’s heart and sat back on his heels. “At least he’s still alive. I’d have killed the bastard.”

A mirthless laugh escaped Xan. “I almost did. What brought you down to the cage?”

Kellen looked to the door of the club. “A swell in power and your girl is here. Thought you might want to come and see how she was doing for yourself. Of course, now it looks like she might need to patch you up.”

In the doorway he saw a gorgeous vision of blonde hair with pink and purple streaks standing in a pair of jeans, looking like she’d painted them on, and a tank top that was snug enough he could make out the lace indents of her bra. For fucksake he felt his cock swell, and he was literally kneeling over a bleeding wolf. “Shit, she’s not my woman, and I don’t need her to patch me up.”

His alpha snorted. “Right.” The one word was drawled out.

Kellen snapped his fingers and a couple of the lower ranking wolves climbed into the cage. He listened with half an ear as they were instructed to take Rocky out, get him medical care and then he was to be placed in the detention center. Shite, Xan knew Kellen was pissed, but even he didn’t think about the repercussions of the fight. Ever since the attack on Lyric and Taya, Kellen was tightening security and had become one hard-ass alpha. Not that he hadn’t been before, but now you did not want to cross the man.

He thought back to the night his sister Lyric had been attacked outside a human bar. If it hadn’t been for Rowan, an ex-Navy SEAL he was sure she’d have been taken and possibly killed. Another member of the pack, Taya, had been taken and suffered much at the rogue pack’s hands. Lyric had to turn the human Rowan in order to save him, and for that he was grateful since they were now happily mated. That didn’t mean he believed in happily ever afters, it just meant Rowan got a reprieve from the beat down, until he fucked up and made his baby sister cry.

“Come on, I think the crowd has seen enough blood for the night.” Kellen stood, his voice boomed out making the noise die down. “All right you dirty bastards, and sexy bitches. Next round is on the house, but don’t get greedy. My staff knows what you normally drink, so don’t piss me off.” Warning given, he sauntered out.

The little wolf he’d given his vest to stood with an expectant look on her face.

“Thanks, sweets.” He kissed her on the forehead, inhaling the smell of her shampoo and the scents of perfume and hair spray. He preferred the fresh smell of...he cut off the line of thought before it went any further, ignoring her practiced pout. His boots were where he’d left them. Not taking the time to shove his feet back into them, he made a beeline for the place he’d seen Breezy last. He promised himself he wouldn’t threaten to rip off Coti’s arms if he found them together. It would be better for all of them if the two would mate up. His wolf growled, the canines he’d restrained in the cage punched through his gums. “Fuck!”

Leaving the crowded club behind, his blood boiling at the thoughts running through his mind, and not the least calmed from his fight, damn it.

In that moment he could have turned and walked away, forgot everything except getting drunk and patching up his side. Except, he got a glimpse of Breezy’s face. Her bruised and swollen face.

He found himself in front of her, forcing Coti back several feet. “Bella, who did this?” He looked at his own bloody hands as he reached up to touch her, hesitating for only a second.

“I don’t know,” she whispered.

Xan didn’t scent a lie, but the smell that he inhaled was of an unknown male. He memorized it, locked it inside himself and knew he and his wolf would hunt the man down.

“You’re scary when you look like that.”

For her he pushed the feral beast back. “Let me wash up and I’ll be right back. You,” he stabbed a finger at Coti. “See if there were cameras in the parking garage.”

Coti nodded. “On it.”

“I thought I was the boss.” Kellen drawled.

Xan flipped Kellen off as he entered the large bathroom, shutting the door in order to give himself and his wolf a moment to collect themselves.

Mate. He’d fought the knowledge, thinking he could fuck his way through a dozen or more women and his wolf would forget the one meant to be his. The pain he’d caused her tasted like ash in his mouth. Honesty made him acknowledge he’d known for over a year.

Funny how almost having her taken from him brought clarity, and it didn’t seem like a fate worse than death to have her for a mate.

He shucked his clothes and took a quick shower, washing the sweat and blood off. As he got out he looked at the bloody jeans, and decided he’d grab a pair of leathers out of the closet, but first he’d check on Breezy.

With a towel around his hips, he stepped out of the bathroom, glad to see Coti was nowhere to be found. Which meant his friend could breathe another day.

“What the hell, Xan. You forget to put some clothes on or what?” Kellen asked from his spot on the large leather sofa.

Xan smiled. “No, and no you can’t see my junk. You’ll get all jealous and need someone to feed your ego and tell you yours is big, too.” He noticed Breezy had a glass of something cold in her hand.

He grabbed a tumbler and filled it, then held it up to see if Kellen wanted one. A shake of the head and he pushed away from the bar, needing to get close to his woman. Understanding how the mated males were overly possessive of their females, when even the image of another putting their hands on Breezy caused a red-hot rage in him.

His words made the people in the room laugh. He, who was not one to make jokes. Beat the shit out of others, and even kill, but joking was not what he was known for.

Her face was already starting to heal thanks to their shifter genetics, but as he stared, she winced when she yawned. As an RN she was on duty for twelve hour shifts and more than likely was ready to fall asleep where she sat.

“I’ll take you home, just give me a moment to get dressed.” He ran a hand over her soft curls.

“That won’t be necessary.” Her head swiveled around, following him.

Nudity wasn’t a big deal with shifters. He let the towel drop as he opened the closet, selecting a pair of leather pants and pulling them on. He felt her eyes on his ass. No blushing for his woman.

Once he had the pants buttoned, he returned to where she sat sipping her glass of water. “You ready?”

She put the glass down with a clink. “I can’t leave my car here. What about when I need to leave?”

Xander was truly beginning to believe he was falling head over ass for her. “When you’re ready, I’ll take you. Until this bastard is caught, consider me your chauffeur.”
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Chapter Two
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BREEZY BLINKED AT XAN’S crazy words. No way on God’s green earth could she imagine him being at her beck and call. She possessed more brains than they gave her credit for. Maybe presenting the dumb blonde routine was working against her, but it had seemed that was what he looked for in a woman. If he’d taken the time to truly have known her, Xan would’ve realized she graduated at the top of her class in high school and went to university on academic scholarships. However, she made her bed and now she was having to deal with it. She’d tried dressing the way he seemed to like his women, but it only made him turn away.

Standing, she brushed her hands down her thighs. “Thanks for the offer, but I just want to go home and sleep for a few hours after I take a warm bath, or probably a quick shower. I don’t think I’ll stay awake long enough to do much of anything else.” She yawned again.

“Which is why I’m taking you home.”

“I’ll fall off the back of your bike.” No way could she handle sitting behind him, her thighs straddling his, her breasts pressed to his. A shiver stole over her.

He inhaled and smiled. “I’ll keep you safe.”

No, oh hell no. “I can take care of myself.”

Xan’s dark eyes flashed to blue, looking her up and down. “Baby girl. Don’t tug the tail, unless you want to get bitten by the big bad wolf. I promise you’ll like it,” he paused. “After I turned that heart shaped ass of yours a nice shade of red that is.”

“Don’t even think about it. I’ll come at you sideways, and then whatcha gonna do?” She smirked.

He crowded her. The feel of his hand brushing against her face had her quivering but she locked her knees in place. “You’ll like whatever I do to you, and you know it. Imagine me stripping you out of those jeans you’ve painted on.” He ran his palm down the front of her tank top. “Then I’d bend you over my knee and skim my fingers between the cheeks of your luscious ass. I’d test the firmness first. Once I had you nice and relaxed, I’d give you five swats for each time I deemed you deserved it.”

She snorted. “Well fuck, we’d be there for the next year or two. Your hand would get sore, and my ass would surely be bruised.” His words had caused equal parts fear and erotic sensation through her.

“I can smell your desire and hesitation. What’s wrong? Haven’t any of your many other lovers ever played with you before?”

His words jerked her out of the fantasy that he’d wanted her for anything more than a fuck buddy. “My sex life is none of your business, Xander. If I get an itch, or a need for a spanking, and you are the only man or wolf available, I’ll give you a holler. As it is, I’m exhausted and I just want to go home.” She tried to inflict just enough boredom and could care less in her tone, hoping her body wouldn’t betray her. His words had been like a cold shower to her nonexistent libido. Fucking porchdick. It was on the tip of her tongue to tell him to eat a bag of dicks, but knew he’d make her eat her words.

Xan inhaled, his eyes narrowing, but he didn’t agree with her. “Not gonna happen. The buddy system is in place and as of now, I am your buddy.”

Buddy her ass. No way in hell was she going to survive being stuck with him. She looked around, praying Kellen would help her out, but found they’d been left alone.

“Come on. I’ll drive you home in your car.” He put his arm around her waist, giving her no choice but to walk with him, or be lifted off her feet.

“What about your bike?”

His eyes smiled down at her. “No worries. I’ll handle it.”

She threw her hands up in the air. “You are so damn bossy.”

As they walked out of the office, she spied Lyric and Rowan at the bar. They waved but one look at Xan and his sister slid off her stool.

“Now, Xan, I really think you should let me and Rowan take Breezy home with us.”

The growl he emitted had everyone turning to look at him, but the little spitfire that was his sister placed her hands on her hips. Her new mate came up behind, his bulky presence an inch or so taller than Xan, but not quite as intimidating. Breezy had a feeling nothing would sway the big bad alpha from his current plans.

“Mind your business, sister.”

“Like you did, brother.” Lyric looked over her shoulder at Rowan, the newest member of their club and pack.

Xan grunted. “He’s still alive and able to function as a man. I call that a win.”

“If I remember correctly, darlin, he didn’t try to cut off my manly bits even though they were on full display the first time we met. Maybe we should allow your brother to handle this.”

Breezy felt like she was watching a tennis match, her head bounced back and forth between the three as if she wasn’t a participating member of the conversation. “Excuse me, but I am right here.”

The three continued to argue, forgetting she was there. She took a cautious step back, followed by another and another. By the time she hit the door, her keys in her hand, she was smiling to herself. For such a badass who thought he knew everything, he obviously couldn’t multitask.

She slipped out the door, glad Coti and Wyck were busy breaking up a fight. Looking around the empty parking lot, a shiver stole over her. Breezy had to take a deep breath to calm her nerves as she opened the door to her Mustang. She looked in the back to make sure it was clear, then slid inside, refusing to allow anyone to take her by surprise.

She straightened in the seat, her hands shaking like a leaf, and wanted to return to the safety of the clubhouse, to the arms of Xander Fucking Douchebag Carmichael, who thought she was a whore. Thanks, but no thanks. He’d probably laugh his ass off if he knew she was still a twenty-seven-year-old virgin. God, going home to her dad and brothers didn’t appeal, especially if she was bringing trouble. The note she’d found on her windshield a few weeks back flashed before her eyes. Your blood will become my blood. She still had no clue what that meant. Did it mean he or she wanted her to become part of their pack, or family?

“Damn it, you’re wasting precious time, Breezy. Get the fuck out of here.” She twisted the key in the ignition and heard the roar of her vehicle. The new Cobra was her present to herself when she’d gotten her RN license and had saved enough money to put a down payment on the candy apple red beauty. Living at home meant she was able to save up enough, making her grateful she didn’t owe very much on the muscle car, and would soon own it outright.

As she pulled out of the club lot, she looked in her rearview mirror and saw a very unhappy Xan burst out the door, frustration rolled off of him in waves. With the windows up and her radio blaring she couldn’t hear what he roared at her, but she was sure it was a litany of curses.

She noted the empty highway and almost thought to turn back around. The turnaround loomed ahead, she hit the blinker and noticed a large SUV sitting on the side, its dark windows made her inner wolf howl. With a second sense she got into the farthest lane without signaling and speed dialed the clubhouse.

“Where the fuck are you.” Xan said without preamble.

One quick visual of the highway marker, and the sound of loud pipes, let her know Xan had already forwarded the calls to his cell onto his bike. She’d worry about the consequences later. Now, she was glad he was following her. The SUV pulled off the shoulder and was gaining on her.

He growled through the line. The deep sound both terrifying and reassuring. “I’m at least five minutes behind you. Pull over and I’ll follow you home.”

“There’s a dark blue Tahoe following me.”

More curses flew through the line. “Son of a bitch. Why did you fucking leave like that?”

“Because you were
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