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Chapter One

 


Eloise Richards walked right up to Wayne,
the barman, tapping on the counter. She offered the older man a
smile and waited for him to finish serving one of his
customers.

“What’s up, honey?” he asked.

“Have you seen my sister, Dorothy?”

Wayne pursed his lips, clicked his
tongue, and then shook
his head. “Not for a few days now.”

She scrunched up her nose as that was not
the answer she wanted to hear. “Let me guess, another wolf?”

“Bingo,” Wayne said.

“Great. If you see her, let her know her
mother and sister are worried sick, and would like her to show up
for work.”

“You got it. Do you want a drink?”

Eloise didn’t need to look to know there
were a lot of wolves around. “Nah, thanks. If you see Dorothy, please call
me.”

Even though their mother, Wendy, didn’t
seem concerned, Eloise
couldn’t help but be. She knew Wendy loved to play around with the
wolves that came to their town. No Wolves Road was a small town
hidden away, but on the border of so many different packs. The
residents were human. Eloise didn’t quite know how it all worked,
only that there was some sort of deal made a long time ago for a
few select humans and wolves to live peacefully.

No wars broke out within their small town, and the wolves
from the different packs that visited were peaceful. Arguments and
conflict would not be allowed on their own land.

The only problem Eloise had seen
was that the wolves used the
men and women when they pleased. Her sister Dorothy had been in a
relationship with multiple wolves over the past few years. Eloise
didn’t mingle with any of them. It wasn’t that she had any issue
with the wolves. She saw right through them, and in her twenty-five
years of living in No Wolves Road, she’d never seen any of the
wolves mate or marry the women or men who lived in their small
town. She had seen both male and female wolves mate fellow wolves,
but that was all.

She would not get involved with a man who was not going to
take their relationship seriously.

She spun around and took several steps
toward the exit, only for a male wolf to step into her path. It was strange, but she was
always able to identify a wolf from an ordinary man. The wolves
always seemed larger. It wasn’t just muscle, but it was like their
whole presence and aura filled the space.

“Well, aren’t you mighty
fine?” he
said.

They also had the worst pickup lines.

“Thanks,” Eloise said, and went to walk
around. She pulled away as he started to grip her arm.

She was aware of their
lightning-fast reflexes,
but he didn’t seem to want to push the issue of touching
her.

“How about you stay and I buy you a drink?” he asked, giving her a
wink.

“No, thank you,” she said.

He frowned and she was able to finally
move around him, heading toward the exit. “Ugh, I don’t think you
quite understand what I’m offering you here.” He grabbed
her arm, not too tight,
but enough to stop her from getting away.

She turned toward him, folding her arms
beneath her breasts as she pulled her arm away from him. Much to
her surprise, he did, in fact, let her go.

“What?” She shrugged. “You buy me a drink,
I take it, and you think at the end of the night we’re going to
be together? Fucking?
What?”

The smile on his face said he was more
than happy with that. “Well, I was going to say we could start off
by slow dancing, but I am more than happy to cut to the
fucking.”

He moved in close and Eloise took a couple
of steps back. “Not happening. No, thank you.”

“Are you fucking kidding me right now? A lot
of women would be more than happy to get it on with this.” He
pointed at his body.

“Yeah, and the lady doesn’t want to get
anything on with you, you limp dick fuck.”

The voice was gruff, and Eloise had never
heard it before. She
couldn’t help but attempt to locate it, and as she did, a large,
muscular man stepped out of the shadows of the bar. He wore a pair
of jeans that had seen better days, along with a white sleeveless
t-shirt and flannel shirt.

Eloise couldn’t help but stare, because he
didn’t seem real. Black hair with streaks of white let her know he
was a mature wolf.

Wolves didn’t exactly age the same as
humans. There was a rumor that something had changed the way they aged. Eloise didn’t
know if it was due to a magical spell done, or if it was wishful
thinking on their part.

“Look, dude, I appreciate you
coming over and
interfering on my turf, but I think it’s only fair that you back
the fuck off!”

She didn’t like this guy. She didn’t even
know his name, but she had a feeling her sister would love him.
Dorothy seemed to love any guy who was even a little rebellious.
The older man took a couple of steps, and the moment he was close
to the one who wouldn’t leave her alone, she saw he completely
surrounded him. He was taller, larger, and overall bigger than
anyone else.

She couldn’t help but take a step back
herself.

“Do you want to think again about
what you said to me?” he
asked.

Eloise didn’t quite know what was going on
and she looked back and forth between them.

“You know, there doesn’t have to be any
trouble. I’m just leaving.” Rather than stick around to see what
was happening, and possibly get blamed, she left.
Stepping out into the warm
night air, she headed toward the truck.

“So, I take it all men are off your radar?”

She stopped as she got to her truck and
spun around to see the older of the two men less than a foot away
from her. He’d not made
a sound when leaving the bar, and she couldn’t help but glance
behind to see if he’d hurt anyone in his need to get to
her.

“No, men are on my radar…”

“Do you want to tell me why you’re not
interested in William?” he asked.

“Who’s William?”

The older man smirked. “The little wolf back
in the bar with his tail between his legs.”

“I don’t date wolves,” Eloise said.

“You don’t?”

“Nope. Never have, never will.”

He continued to stare at her and she was
tempted to climb into her truck and take off.
“What?” she found
herself asking instead.

“You’re the first woman I’ve seen turn good
old Willy down.”

“Well, then I’m sure good old Willy will
find it easy to find a
replacement.”

“You’re got a lot of fire inside you,” he
said.

It was strange, as much as she wanted to
leave, she couldn’t help but be curious enough to stay.

“Is that a bad thing?”

“No, it’s not. It’s nice to see a woman who
doesn’t fall for the old charm, or every single pickup line in the
book.”

Eloise smiled. It was strange but she
liked that he’d
complimented her. “You got a name?” she asked.

“You’re interested in my name?”

“Yeah, I am.”

“Tell me yours.”

She gasped and then suddenly laughed.
“I asked
first.”

“Yeah, well, I don’t want to be the guy
standing out here, not
knowing a lady’s name.”

It was wrong for her to be charmed, but she
was. He was the first wolf that had truly made her smile.

“Eloise,” she said. “I’m Eloise
Richards.”

She partly expected him not to reciprocate.

“Beau. Beau Alpha.”

“Alpha? That’s your name?”

“Beau Alpha is my name, and it’s a pleasure to meet you,
Eloise.”

He tipped his head in her direction and
then without another word, turned and walked back into the
bar.

 


****

 


It was refreshing to find a woman who didn’t fall for William’s
crap. Beau had seen all the wolves working the women and even the
men when the female wolves came out to play. None of them were
subtle in using No Wolves Road as a place to enjoy
themselves.

Beau liked to have a drink in Wayne’s bar
after a long day of working his ranch. Over the years, he’d worked up quite the
reputation for being a nasty alpha, and he was quite proud of it.
Grumpy, mean, and not interested in joining the bullshit the other
packs were up to.

He’d been his own man for a long time, and
like his father before him, he’d never been interested in being part of a pack. It was
considered strange for wolves not to gravitate toward a pack. There
were rumors that some wolves went mad or completely feral. He was
happy in his own company, but that didn’t mean others ignored
him.

He owned the ranch, and
the men and women that
helped him run it were all wolves themselves. Some of them were
outcasts and not really fit to be part of a pack. They didn’t play
nicely with others. He was quite proud of his reputation and it
meant a lot of packs didn’t want him around. There was also the
fact that he wasn’t very friendly.

His father had taught him everything he knew, which meant
how to protect his land and his pack from any potential threat, and
he took it very seriously.

His horse, Mildred, stopped next to the fence and he climbed
off, sniffing the air. There were no foreign scents and the fences
were working. Standing alone in the warm morning air, he couldn’t
help but think about his encounter with the blonde, Eloise. He’d
seen her around town a few times and been tempted to approach her.
She always seemed so busy, like last night. He couldn’t recall ever
seeing her slow down.

He also knew he shouldn’t approach her
because she was too
young for him, and he promised himself he’d never devote himself to
a human. In fact, he’d never devote himself to a woman. His father
had taught him that women were only after a comfortable life. His
own mother had left the ranch before Beau had turned three because
life had gotten too hard for her.

Moving toward his horse, he stroked
along her back and then
patted her chest. It had taken many months for him and Mildred to
trust one another. The horse had been way too skittish. Beau had
rescued her from a bad home and wanted her to have a good
life.

He decided to take a long walk and get rid of his desire for
the blonde that had struck him suddenly. There was no way he was
giving in to his desires. He was not some horny little schoolboy.
The days of him fucking around being unable to control his cock
were long gone. His dick did as he told it, not the other way
around.

A few hours later, he arrived back at the barn. After giving
Mildred a scrub down, he let her out into the pasture, which is
what she loved to do after a morning of working. He arrived back at
his ranch and went straight to the fridge. It was rare for the
house to be empty, but it was. The fridge was also
empty.

He couldn’t help but grumble, but as he
looked at the grocery schedule, he was the one in the wrong. It was
his turn. Again, his rules to keep a well-oiled and running ranch.

“Fuck!” He slammed the fridge closed,
grabbed his keys, and headed out to his truck. The last thing he wanted to do on a Friday
night was grocery shopping. This was not what he planned for the
evening. He hated grocery shopping any other day of the week, but
leaving it to the last minute fucking sucked.

Slamming the door of his truck closed,
he realized he had to
more careful, otherwise he’d put a dent in his precious
vehicle.

Turning over the ignition, he drove twenty
minutes toward the largest supermarket in No Wolves Road.
It was the only place that
stocked everything a pack could need, and he had no doubt the
humans did it on purpose as well. Not only did it give them good
clientele, as wolves were known as being loyal as fuck, they also
provided protection to the small town.

He parked his truck, reluctantly grabbed
a cart, and headed
inside. This explained why the house was silent when he got home.
The pack had gone out to eat rather than pick up the
slack.

The moment he stepped into the
supermarket, he hated it. The noise, the smells were all irritating to him. He loved kids,
but when they screamed, they grated on his nerves. This was a job
that had to be done and it was his own damn fault for not doing it
sooner.

He pushed his cart around, going through the vegetables.
Their own vegetable garden had taken a hit with the first rays of
summer. Carlson, their youngest member, had forgotten to water the
plants and all of them died.

Beau had lost count of how long he’d been
there when he finally got to the bakery section, and there, as if
she was his reward, stood Eloise Richards, cart to her right, and she was
attempting to reach for a box on the top shelf.

He should ignore her. The right thing to do was pretend he
didn’t even recognize her. Instead, he moved up behind her, reached
up, and grabbed the box, holding it for her to take.

“Thank you,” she said, turning around. The
smile on her lips didn’t falter, not even when she saw it was him
that had given it to her. “You again.”

“Not who you were expecting?”

“I wasn’t expecting anyone, but thank you.”
She glanced behind him. “Doing some shopping?”

“It’s my turn.”

“Ah, your wife send you out?”

He looked at her and couldn’t help but
wonder if she was inquiring if he was married or not.

“Don’t have a wife,”

“Oh.”

“Nor do I have a girlfriend,” he
added.

“I wasn’t—”

“Do you?”

“Do I what?” she asked.

“Have a boyfriend or a girlfriend?”

“Oh, no, I don’t have, uh, either.”

He didn’t know why he asked that, but it was
good to know.

“Did you find your sister?” he asked.

“My sister?” She frowned, nibbling her lip.
“Ah, yes, yes, we did. We found my sister.” She let out a little
chuckle. “Yeah, it wasn’t too hard to find her. She’d been shacked up with one of the wolf
boys until he got bored, and then she appeared.” She breathed in
quite rapidly. “Did you enjoy your drinking?”

“Yeah, I did.”

Eloise laughed. “You’re not much for small
talk, are you?”

“No, I’m not.” He glanced down at
his cart. “Don’t like
shopping either.”

“Why don’t you get one of your pack to do
it?” Eloise asked, putting the boxed cake mix into her
cart.

“I don’t believe in allowing others to do
my dirty work for me, and besides, it’s my turn,” he said.

Eloise smiled at him. “It’s my turn as
well. As it happens, I
love to shop, especially for groceries.”

“You do?” he asked, frowning.

“Yeah, I know it’s a little strange, but I don’t know, I like it.
I get to see what’s on sale, and what looks nice, and it helps to
organize what we’re going to cook.”

“Who do you live with?” he asked,
expecting her to say she
lived someplace with other young people.

“My mom, my sister when she’s not having sex
with random wolves, and me,” Eloise said. “You?”

“My pack.”

“Is it a big pack?”

“Some days it feels like it’s too big.”

She began to chuckle.

“Where’s your dad?” he asked.

“Died after I was born. It was an accident on a building site.
It’s why we ended up moving to No Wolves Road. Mom lived here when
she was a kid, left to be with Dad, and then we moved back
here.”

“You like it here?” he asked.

“I do, for the most part,” she said.

“What don’t you like?”

Her cheeks went bright red.

“I’m going to say the wolves,” he said.

She opened and closed her mouth. “It’s not
the wolves, well, not the fact they’re wolves…”

“What is it then?” he asked.

“They don’t … consider us worthy.”

This made him frown.

“I’ve lived here a long time, nearly twenty
years now, and in all that time, I’ve never once seen any of the
wolves mate or marry a human. What I’ve seen is the wolves come to
town, enjoy the human
men and women, and then leave them high and dry for a fellow wolf.
Being used and disrespected is what I don’t like.”


Chapter Two

 


“Everything is done,” Wendy said. “We’ve
just got to wait for a select few to come and collect their clothing, and you can deliver
the rest.”

Eloise took the clipboard her mother
passed her. Her mother was a dry cleaner and seamstress, and repair lady, which she liked
to add on, because she always got asked that question if she did
repairs. She owned the only shop, as well as the side business of a
haberdashery and fabric store. Eloise loved working with her
mother. The work between them was always busy, which is why it was
such a pain in the ass when Dorothy didn’t pull her weight. It was
hard to believe at times that Dorothy was the oldest, even though
she never acted like it. She was constantly picking up her sister’s
slack, and trying to find her. Most of the time she was in a motel
or some random wolf’s house, enjoying him.

“I’ll get it done this afternoon,” Eloise said.

“I’m going to close the store early today.
I’m tired, and with it being the full moon in a couple of
days’ time, I know we’re
going to be busy.”

“Crap, when is the full
moon?” She rushed over
to the calendar and saw it was only a few days away. Wrinkling her
nose, she stared down at the clipboard. “I didn’t realize it had
come around that fast.”

Every month, the days after the full
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