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  Rules for New Readers


With this established world Mrs. Schutt wants to make sure you’re not missing out on anything. Sometimes she feels something’s been talked about too much. Then there are the new readers so here are some rules you might need to know about. ;) 
Dragon Mating-
When a dragon finds his/her mate, to bind them they must mark each other during or right after sex. If one side marks and the other doesn’t, the dragon will slowly go crazy. After three or four days, the dragon will take over and go on a rampage. Which causes all kinds of trouble. So most of the dragons avoid that!
Werewolf Mating-
Mating happens when the imprint binds two people together. This happens when the two (or more) touch for the first time. If being shared is fated, then all will have to be touching at the same time to show the imprint bond. They have three days to complete the bond by having sex or let the bond fall flat. If the bond isn’t completed the werewolf loses the ability to shift and become an outcast of the pack. He/She is therefore no longer human nor werewolf and those who this happens to fall into deep depression. Some even take their own lives to make the pain end. There is no going back so wolves usually don’t wait!
In this world other shifters do exist along with witches and vampires. And of course they have their own rules about magic and blood and mating. 






  
  1
Jerome


Sweat poured down my face as I stared down at the man holding the rest of the season in his hands. If he blocks the shot, time will run out. Then we won’t make the playoffs. 
I had to make this goal. Even if it wasn’t my job. I was a right defenseman, not a right wing or hell, not even a center. But I had the puck. I had the shot; the chance to get that goal. My team was counting on me. The crowd in the stands roared—almost louder than the pounding of my heartbeat. This moment would make or break us.
Holding my breath, I slapped the puck toward the crease. Top shelf right corner and it’s sailing. We needed this win so we could go to the playoffs and win the cup. This was going to be... number forty-four. The other team’s goalie caught the puck, and the whistle blew.
Eight seconds remained. Score three to two, them. We were screwed. I turned and headed toward my spot on the ice. Sure, I’d seen some crazy last second goals, but this was way too fucking tight. We had one more chance. If Leo Burlock could get control of the puck, slide it back to Bands, he could sink it in.
Just had to get control.
The puck dropped and Leo pushed the puck toward Finny who attempted a goal, but he’s so deep, that it goes wide as the buzzer sounds. 
Time’s up.
We fucking lost. No goal, no two points, and no fucking playoffs. The building erupted in cheers for the home team, and we headed toward the tunnel.
“Keep your head up.” The heavy Russian accent came from our goalie, Marcus Savin who was sweating just like the rest of us. His thick mustache clear through the bars of his goalie helmet.
“Sav, we’re about to get our ass handed to us by Coach.” A young pup everyone called Eddie slid past me and Burlock. We walked off the ice and through the tunnel as fans screamed and reached out to us. But I kept my focus forward. Sav was right. We lost today, but people were still watching.
We didn’t make the playoffs, but that didn’t mean the season was over. We still had five more games to play. The second I landed at my spot in front of the locker, I yanked off my sweater and took a seat as Coach walked in to hand us our asses, or inspire us with his speech. Whichever way we wanted to look at it.
My dragon wanted out, to fly and stretch the sore muscles in his body. I turned and looked at Mint as he stretched next to me.
“You wanna shift and blow off some steam?”
“Sounds fucking perfect to me.” He twisted his top half side to side. “My beast is ready, but I wanna shower first.”
About half of the team were shifters, and the rest were humans. After the half shift day, there were some concerns about our special abilities being used on the ice.
To assure the league we were serious about playing for the love of the game, a coven in each state spelled the arenas, so there could be no shifting or extra strength used while in the building.
The only thing we were allowed to keep were our healing abilities once off the ice. Shifters were worried about a mass slaughter at an arena and wanted to give ourselves a fighting chance even if shifting wasn’t an option.
“Pick and Bands are coming too,” Keaves called out across the locker room and I nodded at the three shifters. I was closest to Mint. His legal name was Kash Costello with a love of peppermint mocha coffee. The first time his coffee was swapped with the coach’s, he got the name Mint.
Pick received his nickname when he started picking at his nails when the coach was talking. Bands was because of his long hair and all the hair bands he stores in his locker. One day, they fell out and scattered all over the locker room. Keaves enjoyed using lines from Keanu Reeves’ movies, so someone joined the two and it stuck.
Everyone had a nickname. Including me. Actually I had a few, but that was part of the culture. Family enjoyed nicknames, and we were a family.
“Let’s hit the showers first. No point in smelling like shit before and after a shift.” I motioned toward the showers and Bands nodded with a smile.
“But I never smell, King.” Bands grinned brightly. The kid was going to get hit if he kept calling me King. Sure, I had alpha tendencies, but I wasn’t the alpha. We traveled a ton and lots of alphas found it disrespectful, not to mention the vamps actually had royalty.
“Keep it up Bands. I’ll knock out another tooth.” I clenched my fist, then shook it out and pointed at his gapped-tooth smile. Hell, even shifters lost teeth in their human form, but luckily it didn’t affect our animals when we shifted.
The rest of the guys headed toward the showers when I heard my name called by the assistant for the coach. I turned and headed down the hallway.
“Coach wants ya.” He motioned toward the door and I gave a curt nod. This couldn’t be good. His speech after wasn’t great but one-on-one right after this loss...
I tapped my knuckles on the door, already feeling cooled off with the sweat coating my skin. Soon I’d stink, but when the coach calls, you don’t make him wait.
“Enter,” he yelled out, and I twisted the door handle and headed in. “Shit, he didn’t get you after the showers?” His nose scrunched as he took in my half-dressed state.
“Sorry Coach, was about to hop in.” I shrugged. “This gonna be a long chat?” I asked, and he sighed heavily.
“No. There’s a new team starting up and they want you. Trade deadline’s over, but you’re a free agent.” He scratched the back of his head. “Jerome, we want ya to stay, but this is a new opportunity.”
“Where?” I asked, wondering if the rumors were true about Houston, Texas, getting a team. But there were also rumors it might be going in New Orleans. Either way I was probably going to be walking away from all the guys out in the locker room, very soon.
He checked his phone.
“Houston.”






  
  2
Myles


Everything in me wanted to flip him the bird and storm into my bedroom, but that would be seen as childish. So instead my twin continued with his usual attempts to convince me this was a good idea. 
“You know you want to come, short stack.” Hank glared at me and I glared right back. It was almost like looking in the mirror with only minor differences between us. Being identical twins was both a blessing and a curse.
“Yes, I love seeing the guys join a new team I can’t be part of,” I snarled, and Hank threw up his hands. “And stop calling me short stack. Now most of the fire department is calling me that because of you.” Only they didn’t have the context. I knew I was being a petty dick, but it still fucking sucked seeing where I could be instead of working with the fire department.
“Maybe there’ll be a girl we can share. Or maybe a guy you can fuck.” I snorted. It had been a few months since we’d shared a woman and even longer since I took a guy to my bed.
“Fucking one of your teammates might not be the best thing to do. Might fuck with your career.” I shook my head and barely resisted the urge to roll my eyes. I knew he meant well, but sometimes I just wanted to punch my twin in the face.
I got dressed in a suit a darker shade than Hank’s and walked into the living room where he was waiting for me.
“We taking the bikes or the truck?” he asked. 
“Bikes.” The need to feel the wind hitting my body was stronger than ever. Plus, it would keep my twin out of my head for the drive over and back. Unless the prick started calling me with our helmets. “No talking unless it’s an emergency,” I said quickly, and he snorted.
“Fine.” He rolled his shoulders. “Grumpy prick.”
I flipped him off, then headed into the garage where everything was parked. Before I was forced off the ice because of my injury, I’d made a decent amount of money. Being a damn good right winger mixed with my twin’s goalie talents had us on the same team. And we were pretty well off, even with my small paycheck from the fire department.
I’d joined on as an EMT to help others. My brother had suggested I join the support staff of his last team, but I couldn’t fucking watch the men on the ice more than I had to.
I attended the local games when I wasn’t working to support my twin, but that’s my limit. Any more was fucking torture. And it would take a big change to bring me back into the NHL.
With our helmets secured, we headed out. My wolf paced inside of my mind, thinking about possibly getting laid. Or better yet, finding our mate and not just some desperate puck bunny.
Even from a young age, I knew I’d be sharing a woman with my twin. I felt it in my bones, but that also meant my need to feel another man pressed against me would have to fade. I had been open with my twin when we were teens, and the fucker supported me as any twin brother would. There was some teasing but I had his full support and acceptance. I loved him for that.
But it still bothered me that I could never mate with a man. It would put a rift between me and my twin. And that was the last thing I wanted. My twin was the other half of my soul.
We’d been through a fuck ton and managed to keep our heads above water.
Parking the bikes near the entrance, we slid our helmets off and helped each other fix the fly away hairs from the helmet.
“Good?” he asked, and I nodded.
“I love you.”
He grabbed my shoulders, and I looked at him. “I say this with all the love. You need to get laid. Man. Woman. Or both. I don’t care, but you need it.”
I shoved him away, and we both laughed.
“But seriously, if you find one of my teammates sexy, go for it.” He winked, and I shook my head.
We both headed into the hotel where the gathering was being hosted, the team owner wanting to party it up before the real work began.
The Houston Heat Wave logo was splashed all over the walls, the table décor, and on a banner behind the stage. The phoenix was on full display and soon they’d have someone wearing a mascot outfit for the phoenix.
I’d already seen the team sweaters and thought the color combo was a good choice.
The one thing I loved about my brother, even though he was the goalie, he didn’t hide from the others. Some goalies stayed in their own heads, or just with the other goalies. But not my twin. I shook hands with Captain Chuck Ferns next to their coach who was inviting everyone in.
“Channing,” Hank called out, and a man turned with long blond hair and dark brown eyes he focused on me.
“Shit am I seeing double?” Channing chuckled.
“Yup. This is my twin, Myles.” And the floodgates were open. One teammate after another shook my hand, and a few stuck out. 
Plan D—Darrin Fidatov from the UK with some Russian heritage in the mix. He was on defense, one of the guys to protect my twin.
Channing got his nickname because of his last name—Cole Tatum had some resemblance to Channing Tatum when his hair was longer.
I caught sight of Kip Ramis from Hank’s last team in Florida. He must’ve been traded right after Hank was traded. 
“What’s up, short stack?” He shook my hand, then pulled me in for a hug and a slap on the back. I slapped his back as well.
“Doing well. You?” I asked once we broke apart.
“Good. But I think I’m gonna need a run after this.” He winked at me and I could feel my cheeks heating. The man was an openly bi NHL player. “I have everything I need.” He tapped his back pocket, probably with a condom and packets of lube.
We’d shared a few moments together, but nothing ever felt solid. It was more like a way to burn off steam. Like a good run. Which is why he came up with that code to let me know he was willing for a quick fuck.
“Oh?” I arched my brow, and he winked as a few other guys walked up to me. I shook hands with more men and Kip stayed close but didn’t talk directly to me. I could feel his curious gaze on me the whole time.
“Wilkes, this is my twin, Myles.” Hank pulled a tall man toward me and my mouth dried up. This guy, holy fuck, was a bi or gay man’s wet dream.
Wide shoulders and a black suit that hugged every freaking muscle. Thick and styled brown hair that matched his full beard and mustache. And those eyes that stared right at me. They flashed another color, and I could scent his dragon as he approached.
His nose flared, then he looked over at Hank.
“So twins? That explains why you’re so friendly. You were forced at a young age.” Jerome smirked at my twin and he laughed.
“True.” Hank nodded. I was too busy staring at the dragon near me. My fingers itched to touch him, wondering if we would imprint, but I kept my hands tucked tight in my pockets.
“So, what team did you come from?” I asked, and his gaze focused completely on me. Like I was the only one in the room. No, I was imagining that shit. He could be one hundred percent straight.
“Colorado. The coach didn’t wanna let me go, but after the last game I needed a new start.”
“Hell, you’re a blueliner. If you got that shot, it would’ve been on the highlight reels for a few months, if not longer.” Hank patted Jerome’s shoulder, and I envied my brother for a hot second. My wolf wanted to rub up against the man. Stop it! 
“Still, I had the fucking shot... We were so damn close to the playoffs.” Jerome finally stopped looking at me and nodded at my twin.
Maybe I should take Kip up on his offer for a quick fuck. Because with Jerome so damn close and his scent filling my nose, I was getting hard. Thankfully, there were a lot of scents in this room to cover up my arousal.
At least I had to hope so, because the way Jerome’s nostrils flared again when he looked at me had me second guessing everything.
“See you two around.” Jerome nodded, then walked away. It took too much willpower to stay still. At least until I felt Kip behind me.
“You ready for a run?” he asked in my ear, and I gave a sharp nod. My brother was right. I needed a good, hard fuck. And Kip would be a good boy and bend over for me.






  
  3
Elle


“Oh, come on, you know I didn’t mean it like that,” Carl snarled at me as if I was the one being ridiculous. 
“Don’t fucking gaslight me!” My anger was getting the best of me. Snapping like this when I’d been calm and collected meant everything was going sideways and fast. “Get the fuck out of my house! I pay for the rent, the u—”
My words were cut off as darkness clouded my eyes and pain bloomed in my cheek. It took my brain too long to realize he’d punched me in the face.
I fell to the ground, hitting my knee on the coffee table I’d bought last week, which added extra pain to my already muddled brain. My brown hair covering my face. I’d been right in my fear of this man. The man I’d been dating for three months had hidden his true monster until now.
Before this, I had seen some warning signs. Red flags I should have listened to, but I ignored them because of the love bombing he was so good at.
But the truth was out, and I was so done. I refused to be an abuse victim, a woman too scared to leave the man causing her pain.
My momma raised me to be strong, and I pulled on that strength as I fumbled to my feet to stare at him. At twenty-six almost twenty-seven I knew I couldn’t just roll over.
“Get out before I call the cops.” My voice was calm and controlled once more. No fear and I internally applauded myself. No ounce of emotion colored it.
“Baby, I’m so sorry. That won’t happen again. That gaslighting term is just so infuriating that I snapped. It was an accident,” he pleaded, but I refused to let my heart do any of the thinking.
“Then I suggest not snapping at your next girlfriend. Get out.” I reached for my phone.
“All right. We need some space right now. But I will be back.” He lifted his hands in surrender, and I put my phone in my pocket.
“You come back and I will call the cops on sight. We are over.” I slid past him and opened the door to the apartment.
“No, we just need time baby.” He stepped toward me, and it took everything in me not to flinch.
“Fuck off.” Maybe I was tired. I hated repeating myself. It was a pet peeve of mine when someone just didn’t fucking listen. And men were usually the ones who refused to listen to the words coming out of my mouth. “I refuse to let you beat me into submission.” My voice shook.
“You fucking cunt. I’m the best you’ll ever have.” He lunged forward and grabbed my shoulders, his grip too fucking tight. I knew I’d bruise. Fear raced through my blood, all my composure vanishing the second he hit me. 
Without thinking, I screamed, “Help me!” Before I could say it again, he shoved me out of the apartment and down the stairs.
“This is my place, not yours.” He sneered as I tumbled down the five steps. Pain echoed through my whole body and I finally stopped falling. A door opened nearby, but the world was fading into darkness.

      [image: ]I must’ve hit my head on the way down the stairs.
The next thing I knew someone, not Carl, was carrying me out of the building and placing me on a stretcher.
“Wait, I can’t afford this,” I grumbled as someone strapped my hips down. My head spun and everything ached. Things weren’t making any sense.
“And you’re in no shape to drive.” A deep southern twang echoed next to me. I took in his styled ash brown hair with the buzzed side and a few strays on his forehead just over his amber eyes.
I started to register things around me as he slid the stretcher into the ambulance. The EMT strapped a bp cuff onto my arm and a heart rate monitor on my finger.
The pain was mixing with panic.
“You wanna tell me what happened?” he asked as he took in my body from head to toe. I was sure I looked like shit, but I refused to look down at myself.
“I bet you can guess,” I muttered then lifted my gaze to scan the cubbies on the walls.
“I need to get you some fluids.” The next thing I knew, a hand was around my arm, and I hissed—probably because of the bruise from when Carl grabbed me.
My panic increased as I snapped my eyes closed and pressed my head into the bed. I felt the tap of his fingers to check my vein, then the pinch of the needle had me breathing in quickly. I knew I was hyperventilating. I knew it. But I couldn’t fucking stop it.
I fucking hated needles. Sure, many people did, but if I saw it—and there was blood—I would pass out. I couldn’t afford to pass out again.
“Good girl, now breathe evenly,” he ordered, and I swear my base instincts kicked in before I could even think about yelling at him. No, my body instantly relaxed.
He chuckled as he taped my IV in place.
“Good to know, princess.”
And by fuck if my pussy didn’t flutter. Fucking hell. I wanted to be pissed at my body’s reaction, but I couldn’t summon the energy.
“Is it the blood or needle or both?” he asked, and I finally opened my eyes and lowered my gaze to meet his curious gaze. The neck brace making moving difficult. 
“Both.” It came out breathy. “Last time I passed out and hit my head. Not the best day at the doctor’s office.” I winced at the memory from when I was a teenager. I’d attempted to overcome my fears but that failed miserably.
My eyes close and I try to focus on my breathing. I adjusted on the bed and groaned as agony bloomed across my nerves.
“I do need you to tell us what you can remember.” His warmed gloved hand grabbed mine and squeezed.
I swallowed hard then blew out a breath, trying to mentally prepare myself to repeat this story.
“Where to start? When my now ex hit me in the face?” I locked my gaze with him as he squeezed my hand tighter, his jaw ticking. “Or how when you put the BP cuff on I’m pretty sure you were over one of my fresh bruises because of how tight he grabbed me?”
I arched my brow.
“Oh no, I think you meant when he shoved me out of my place and down the stairs after I yelled for help.” I shivered as bumps covered my skin at the memory. Shit had gone tits up so fast. I should’ve known better. I knew evil men were out there. Stupid red flags that I ignored.
“Good to know princess.” He pulled his phone from his pocket and tapped with his thumb while his other hand still held mine. “Micky make sure they know to have the camera ready when we arrive.”
“Camera?” My heartrate picked up and his eyes darted from his phone to something behind me. Then his gaze snapped to me.
“Be a good girl honey. Breathe,” he ordered again and once more my body did as he said. He nodded with a half-smile. “The camera is to take pictures of the bruises and the cut to your face. That way the police can pick his ass up and book him.”
“Don’t I have to file charges?”
“Not any more. Once the cops see this shit, they head right over.” He gave my hand a squeeze. “You’re safe, princess.”






  
  4
Hank


The first practice was brutal with the new team. Sure we’d met before but being on the ice for the first time, finding that flow wasn’t always easy. I was a little pissed that a few pucks slid past me. But I knew I wasn’t a shut out kinda guy. And that was okay with me. 
I strolled into the hospital and headed to the ER. My twin had been blowing up my phone for the last hour telling me to touch this woman he thought was our mate.
Even from a young age we both knew that we’d share a mate. The only issue was I knew my brother also enjoyed men. It wasn’t something I was into, to be completely honest. But I wouldn’t mention that over text while he was at work. Being a wolf shifter was already difficult, add in being bi, well that made my twin’s life even more problematic when we were playing hockey together.
“Hey!” Lincoln, one of the nurses at the front desk, called out to me and I waved at him.
“Sup, you know where he’s at?” I asked, and Lincoln tapped on the screen.
“He arrived with a woman and hasn’t really left her room.” Lincoln kept his voice down. “The guy’s turning into a love sick pup.”
“He thinks she’s our mate,” I muttered under my breath, and Lincoln’s brows shot up.
“Shit way to meet your mate if so.” He shook his head and tapped on the screen again. “You didn’t hear this from me but her ex tossed her down a flight of stairs.”
Anger raced through my blood at the thought of some asshole throwing any woman down stairs, let alone the woman who could be my mate. The one woman who’s supposed to complete the other half of my soul.
“He in custody?” I growled as my beast surged forward. Even if the woman was only mated to my twin I’d defend her.
“Not sure. But I can make a call and text your twin. Room five.” He hit the button and I headed into the back where the trace of blood, sanitizer, and other scents mixed. I caught my twin’s scent as I headed toward room five.
We’d moved to Houston when I was traded to the new team and my brother was ready for a fresh start after a mess we both created in Florida.
Some shit I wasn’t proud of. And Florida was one of them.
I knocked on the door and a soft yip echoed out to my sensitive ears.
“It’s okay, princess. You’re safe,” my twin reassured. “I’ll keep you safe.” 
I rolled my shoulders just before the door opened and my gaze locked with my twin’s.
“Did I hit my head or am I seeing double?” the woman muttered, and I looked over to see a woman in a blue t-shirt and pink shorts showing off lots of leg. Her dark brown hair pulled into low messy bun. Her bright blue eyes taking me in just as I was taking her in. The curvy beauty had my cock at half-mast just looking at her. My wolf panted as I took her in.
The second I caught sight of the bruise showing on her soft face I clenched my fists wanting to punch the fucker who hurt her.
It took everything in me to not start demanding names and information so I could find the fucker who’d hurt her.
“Who are you?” the woman asked as she eyed my twin.
“I’m Hank, Myles’s twin. The better twin actually.”
“Fuck off.” Myles flipped me off and the woman smirked. “This is Elle Tessier.” 
“Nice to meet you.” I nodded at him wondering what the hell he had planned. This woman wasn’t a shifter so just shaking her hand while my twin was touching her seemed a bit awkward.
She squirmed in the bed and the heart rate monitor picked up as I watched her.
“Look, I heard from my brother what happened.” A lie, but she didn’t need to know that. “I figured you might need a place to crash and we have a spare bedroom.”
She blinked up at me as if I’d grown another head.
“Oh no I couldn’t do that. If what Myles said was true, I’ll have
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