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      Davix

      “Hazel,” I growled, canines lengthening from underneath my lips. I balled my hands into tight fists, trying to control the wolf inside me because we were in Java Junction, a café in the nearest human town of Castrover. “Drop it.”

      The humans already didn’t like my family and close friends. If they found out we were wolf shifters, they’d shit themselves, lock us up, and examine us for years. Goddess forbid that anything was different from them. Some of them couldn’t even peacefully live with other races of humans, forget finding out there were other species of intelligent life too.

      “Come on,” Hazel, my sister, dragged out. “You don’t want a mate? Seriously?!”

      I grabbed her upper arm as we walked toward my beta and other higher-ranking wolves in my pack and stopped her completely. “I said to drop it before I use an alpha command on you. No, I don’t want a mate.”

      “Why not?” she asked, her preppy attitude now gone. She ripped her arm out of my grasp, claws nearly shredded through the plastic glass of her Oreo milkshake. “A mate is the best thing that can happen to a wolf. Don’t you want happiness, Davix?”

      “Don’t you remember what happened to Mom and Dad?” I scolded, glaring hard.

      “You’re lucky I don’t smack you.” She flared her nostrils, holding my stare for another moment, then looked toward our pack, seated in our usual corner. “Even if they died, they still loved each other.”

      “I don’t care,” I said, storming to the table. “They’re dead.”

      That was all that mattered. Who the fuck cared how much love they’d had for each other if they couldn’t live a long life? Just popped out a couple of babies, then let love blind them so much that they became weak. No fucking thank you.

      The last time an alpha had taken a mate, Hazel lost hers. Didn’t she fucking get it?

      We had been cursed by the Moon Goddess herself, and the curse wouldn’t end until I rejected my mate. It had been written in stone, carved in marble, etched into the stars themselves about how to break the curse.

      But nobody in my lineage had been strong enough to do it … until now.

      “Enough,” I growled, capturing the attention of some humans here. I lowered my voice and peered over my shoulder at my sister. “Don’t speak about this again. That’s an alpha’s order. When I meet my mate, I will reject her. No matter the cost. A mate will weaken me and all of the Bronzetail Pack. Do you understand?”

      She pressed her lips together and dropped her hard glare to the table. “Yes, Alpha.”

      After blowing out a breath—because I fucking hated using my alpha power on her—I slid into the booth. Beta Matt and a couple of other warriors stayed quiet as Hazel took a seat beside Silas, my strongest warrior. Silas smirked at her discontent.

      “You’ll never learn, Hazel,” Silas said. “Mates make you weak.”

      Hazel snapped her glare at him. “Shut the fuck up, Silas. I wasn’t talking to you.”

      “You should know better after your mate died.”

      After winding back her fist, she slammed it into his neck. “I hate you.”

      He rubbed the bump already forming and was about to open his mouth again when I growled to silence him. Hazel was annoying as fuck about mates, but she was the only family I had left around these parts.

      “One of these days, I’m going to kill you in your sleep,” she growled under her breath.

      “That’d require you to sneak into my bedroom late at night.” Silas raised his brows, the smirk still curled on his lips. “Don’t think that’d be such a good look for you, Hazy. Don’t want to be seen as a⁠—”

      Before I could say anything, Hazel snatched the pointy tip of his ear—one of the most sensitive parts of a wolf shifter’s body—between her claws and dragged him out of the booth. He tried yanking himself out of her grip, but she continued down the walkway to the door, then threw him out of Java.

      When the door reopened, Linda walked in with a couple of girls, with Hazel following, her fingers to her own temple in the form of a gun.

      Linda bounced over to me, grinning from ear to ear, and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. “Hi, baby!”

      I readjusted myself in the seat as Matt shot me a smirk. “Hey, babe.”

      “I asked a couple of friends to come over tonight.”

      “Tonight? For what?”

      She placed her hand on my thigh and moved it north to the front of my pants, right over my bulge. “For this.”

      I stared into her hazy eyes and let my shoulders relax. Hazel had been going on and on and on and on lately about this mate thing, and it had been stressing me the fuck out. Every time I told her to stop, she’d double down on it.

      But Linda? She knew exactly what I needed, when I needed it.

      And she wasn’t going to bitch and complain about me being with another woman. She was the one who invited them all over anyway. I could live my life freely, break this godforsaken curse on my pack, and everyone could live happily ever after.

      “Did you guys see that house was bought right outside our property?” Matt asked. “I saw some humans moving in on my run this morning. Didn’t think anyone would move into that place.”

      “Hmm,” I murmured, but I didn’t really care.

      All my packmates knew how to interact with humans and to hide themselves from them, especially when they shifted in and out of wolf form. I didn’t like anyone outside my packmates to be that close, but the town wouldn’t sell us the property.

      Hazel sat across from me again and raised her brows.

      Not this again.

      “Yeah, looked like a brother and a sister,” Matt continued.

      “Is the brother hot?” One of Linda’s friends giggled. “Please say yes.”

      Matt cleared his throat, a small smile crossing his lips. “I don’t know about him, but the sister …” He whistled softly, the sound traveling through the small café. “I had to head to the packhouse and rub one out.”

      “That’s why you were late to our meeting this morning?” Rowen, one of my warriors, chuckled. “You were jerking off?”

      Matt shrugged. “Hey, a guy’s gotta do what a guy’s gotta do.”

      My packmates fell into a quiet chatter, and I blew out a deep breath, shoulders slumping forward. I had so much business to take care of back at the packhouse that I really shouldn’t be here, bullshitting right now.

      Rogues had been spotted multiple times on our property. Wolf Hunters too.

      The bell on the door jingled, and suddenly, the sweet scent of honeysuckle invaded the room, drifting through my nostrils and paralyzing me to the spot. My gaze was fixed on my friends, yet the hairs on my arms were standing up, and I … I could feel my heart racing.

      “Listen,” a soft voice said in a hushed whisper. “All I’m saying is that I would never—and you can quote me on this—ever date an alpha male. They’re way too possessive, they think their shit doesn’t stink, and they order you to do things all day long.”

      From my peripheral vision, I watched her walk closer with a man at her side. The intoxicating scent was coming from her—there wasn’t any doubt in my mind. I stiffened and clenched my jaw, unable to stop myself from gazing over my shoulder at her.

      She had light-brown hair sitting in curls down her chest, blazing green eyes, a dimple on the left side of her mouth, and opal earrings adorned in silver. And that honeysuckle … Goddess, that scent was nothing like I had ever smelled before.

      “That’s the chick,” Matt said through our mindlink.

      “Didn’t you date someone just like that in high school?” The guy laughed beside her.

      She raised her hand and peered away. “We don’t talk about him. Okay?”

      “You did say to quote you on that.”

      Her gaze shifted around the café to everyone and anyone except the man who I assumed was her brother. And when her eyes met mine, my wolf went wild inside me, growling that one cursed word that I despised.

      “Mate.”
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      Ember

      “Jared was his name, wasn’t it? The big QB,” Pavel said, really trying to rub it in that I might have had a thing for guys with alphahole tendencies.

      But not anymore. No, no, no. This girl had learned her lesson.

      Pavel walked up to the counter. “Guy was an asshole.”

      I hummed in response and smiled at a guy sitting in a booth at the corner.

      Ah, alphaholes. How much should I bet that this guy was one? All the hot guys were.

      A girl snuggled up into the crook of his arm, but his eyes didn’t leave mine once. They were an odd color, almost a mixture between brown and gold. I sucked in a breath when they turned all gold for a moment, then pulled my gaze away.

      Heat coursed through my body, and I discreetly tried to press my thighs together.

      Get it together, Ember! No alphaholes, remember?

      “Jared who?” I teased Pavel. “Don’t remember him at all.”

      Pavel rolled his eyes, staring up at the menu behind the counter. I rocked back and forth on my heels, feeling eyes on my body, and peeked back at that handsome guy, really getting a good look at him this time.

      Muscles, a head of thick dark-brown hair, tattoos, muscles, a jaw chiseled like a god, full lips that I’d bet would feel so good on my skin, and look at that … more muscles.

      Yep, he definitely is an alphahole. I could tell just by his looks.

      Hated their personalities, but, God, did I love to fuck them.

      To keep my distance, because I didn’t need any boys in my life right now—we’d moved to this town for a reason—I turned back to the menu and looked up at it, gaze wandering around the different types of drinks.

      “You know there’s a difference between liking an alphahole and sleeping with one,” I said, knowing that Pavel really wouldn’t enjoy thinking about his own sister sleeping with anyone. If he wanted to get under my skin, I could get under his too.

      A sudden growl erupted through the café, and I snapped my head in the direction of the sound, staring right at the table of mostly guys—and that alphahole. What was that? It sounded like a wolf.

      Nobody said a word, the group completely silent and emotionless, except one girl who was beaming with excitement at the guy across from her. But that man’s eyes … they were burning into me now. Glaring.

      Yep, alphahole, being all dramatic for no reason. Drama queens.

      Pavel cleared his throat, his nose scrunched. “Ew.”

      “Are you both ready to order?” the cashier asked, smiling at me.

      “Yeah, I’ll just get a coffee,” Pavel said, reaching into his pocket to pick out his buzzing phone. He peered down at it, brows furrowing, then placed it to his ear and headed to the door. “I gotta take this. I’ll be right back.”

      “And for you, miss?” the cashier asked.

      I placed my hands on the counter and leaned forward. “What’s your favorite?”

      “My favorite?” he asked, nervously scratching the back of his neck and peering between me and the menu behind him. He was a cutie—scrawny but cute. I really, really should go for someone like him. “You should try the⁠—”

      Before he could finish his sentence, the alphahole—or shall I call him the drama queen?—was at my side, staring up at the menu behind the cashier, arms crossed and jaw clenched. “The Caramel Craze. You should get the Caramel Craze.”

      My lips curled into a small smirk, and I craned my head up at him. “Why?”

      He peered down at me, still pissed for some reason. “You wanted a drink suggestion. You got one. Get her a Caramel Craze.”

      After arching a brow at him, I turned back to the cashier. “Actually, I’ll have a black tea.”

      The girl, who had been beaming at Mr. Drama Queen before, snickered loudly at the table.

      He turned around, nostrils flared. “Shut up, Hazel.”

      “Excuse me,” I said, crossing my arms and poking my finger into his hard chest. “If you could shut your mouth instead of telling an innocent girl—who wasn’t even talking—to be quiet, that would be great. Some people are trying to order.”

      The cashier cleared his throat. “I-is that all?”

      Now that he has been dealt with, back to the food.

      “Oh,” I said, turning back to the glass case in front of me and chewing on the inside of my cheek. “Do you happen to have any …” When my gaze landed on the loafs, I grinned. “There it is! I’ll do a slice of banana bread, please.”

      “One slice of banana bread,” the cashier said, tapping buttons on the register.

      Pavel walked back into the café and peered at Mr. Drama Queen behind me for a moment before returning his gaze to me. “We have enough banana bread mix at home to last you two lifetimes, Emmie.”

      I rolled my eyes. There he went, always making me look like some banana-worshipping psycho, ruining all my chances of getting with anyone new in this town. Just to be clear, not Mr. Drama Queen, who wouldn’t remove his intoxicating stare.

      “Well, there is no harm in getting some more,” I hummed and leaned across the counter, holding out two fingers for the cashier, giving him some flirty banter. “Make that two slices.” I looked over at Pavel. “One for me and the other one for me.”

      After handing the cashier some cash, Pavel scooped up his coffee and nodded to the door. “I gotta head out for a bit. I’ll catch you back at home. You good here?” He paused and peered at Mr. Drama Queen, who had turned away. “Or do you need⁠—”

      “I’m good.”

      “You sure?”

      I shoved him. “God, you’re so annoying. I said I’m good. I don’t need you protecting me.”

      “All right,” he said, heading to the door. “Text me when you get home then.”

      Once the door shut behind Pavel, I turned back to the counter as I waited for my drink and banana bread. “Did Mr. Drama Queen need anything else?” I said, snickering to myself at how offended he was about to get.

      Something about pissing off alphaholes gave me such a rush.

      “What did you just call me?” he growled.

      My lips curled into a smirk, and I looked at him. “You heard me.”

      “No,” he said, shaking his head. “I really don’t think I did.” He stepped closer to me, craning his head to look down. His jaw was clenched, his arms crossed. “Why don’t you say it again, Emmie?”

      My heart pounded inside my chest, and I sucked in a sharp breath, thanking God that when women were turned on, nobody could see it or smell it because man … would I be done for right now!

      “It’s Ember actually. Only people I like call me Emmie.”

      “Feisty, aren’t you?”

      I crossed my arms over my chest, pressing the sides of my hands against my hard nipples. How many times did I have to try to convince myself that alphaholes were the worst idea ever?!

      “You have a problem with it?” I asked.

      He drew his tongue across his teeth. “I do actually.”

      “Good,” I said, smirking up at him.

      “Good?” he repeated, clenching his jaw harder.

      “Yeah, good. Because I have a problem with you too.” You’re just my fucking type.

      “And what’s that, Emmie?”

      I glared up at him and balled my hands into fists. God, this man …

      “S-sorry, I don’t mean to interrupt,” the cashier said, readjusting his glasses. “But your order is ready, miss.”

      Deciding to ignore Mr. Drama Queen because I was sure that I’d run into him again—this town seemed small enough—I twirled around to grab my drink and banana bread that he’d wrapped up in a brown sleeve.

      “Thanks so much”—I peered down at his name tag—“Carl. See you tomorrow.”

      Mr. Drama Queen watched me as I sauntered past him to the door. Before slipping through it, I shot him a smirk that told him I won our petty little argument, and then I stepped out into the cold fall air, letting the wind take my hair back.

      I had been here for less than six hours, and I already knew who was going to be the death of me. Two more minutes of his ass, and I would have kicked the bucket just a bit earlier than expected.

      While heading down the path that led to my house, I sipped my drink and scrunched my nose. God, this was awful. Maybe I should’ve gotten the Caramel Craze.

      A low growl echoed throughout the woods, and I swallowed hard. Mr. Drama Queen distracted me so much that I had completely forgotten about that wolf we had heard earlier at the café. Were there a lot of them around these parts?

      I picked up the pace, hurrying a bit quicker. No, there couldn’t be.

      Maybe I was just hearing things … right?

      When I made it further down the path, I heard another growl, this time from behind me and closer. Much closer. I gulped again and looked over my right shoulder. Oh my God. Oh my fucking … God.

      A black wolf, nearly the size of me, stood on the path behind me.

      My eyes widened, and I could do nothing but run.
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      Ember broke out into a sprint, pumping her legs and arms as fast as she could.

      “Mate is running from us. Must stop her. Must mate her.”

      My wolf ran faster to catch up to her, dodging the black tea that she had dropped from her hands, along with the pieces of banana bread wrapped in a brown paper sleeve. I fought for control over myself, but my wolf wasn’t having it.

      “Need to mate.”

      Heart pounding inside my chest and breeze rushing through my fur, I closed the distance between us. She gazed back at me, shrieking, and tripped over a branch. Then she tumbled down a small slope into a pile of sticks and leaves.

      “Need mate now.”

      Once I leaped down the slope, I stalked toward her. She quickly turned around and sat on her ass and quickly shuffled away on her hands and heels until her back hit a tree.

      “P-please,” she cried. “Please, don’t hurt me!”

      Snarling, I moved closer to her. Goddess, her cunt is wet, soaked.

      Did she like running away from me? Did she like me—my beast—chasing her?

      I inhaled her honeysuckle scent sharply again and shoved my nose against her thigh, trailing it all the way up her leg and underneath her dress to her ruined panties. I shredded them to pieces with my canines and growled against her pussy.

      She backed up against the tree further, but didn’t move. “Wh-what are you doing?”

      I flicked my tongue across her pussy lips, wanting her to spread her legs to give me better access. More heat radiated from her insides. I licked her again and again and again, slowly transforming into my human and seizing her thighs in my arms.

      She stared down at me in horror. “Wh—weren’t you … you were a … a wolf. I⁠—”

      When I flicked my tongue across her swollen clit, she threw her head back and moaned. The sound only motivated me to eat her delicious cunt faster.

      “Need mate to come for us. Need to make mate feel good so she wants us.”

      Wrapping my arms around her thighs, I sat back on my heels and easily pulled her pussy to my face. She stared up at me, brows furrowed together and legs shaking.

      “Wh-what are you? What are you doing?”

      “I’m eating my mate’s cunt,” I growled. “You will come for me.”

      “Your … your mate?” she asked, squirming slightly, as if I had put too much pressure between her thighs.

      But I wasn’t going to stop. I was an alpha; my mate would enjoy all the pleasure I gave her. She’d be able to take it, and if she had to come one time after another, then so fucking be it. She was mine.

      “Come for me.”

      She arched her back hard and screamed out in pleasure, body seizing in my arms. “H-how are you doing this? Why does it feel so good?” she asked, her moans drifting through my ears and sounding like fucking music.

      “You’re my mate,” I growled. “Mine.”

      “I’m not y-yours,” she stuttered through her orgasm.

      A vicious, possessive roar escaped my throat, and I sucked her sensitive clit into my mouth, gently tugging on it, shoving three fingers into her tight hole and finger-fucking her.

      “Mine,” I growled. “Mine.”

      “N-n⁠—”

      “Mine,” I growled louder. “Come for me.”

      She seized in my arms again, reaching her arms out against the ground and balling sticks and leaves in her trembling fists. “Oh my God!” she screamed, eyes rolling back in her head.

      My dick throbbed at the sight of her.

      “Mine.” I found her G-spot and curled my fingers against it. “Come. Now.”

      Again, her body seized, another orgasm exploding through her.

      “Mine,” I growled. “Say it.” I sucked her clit harder and stroked her sensitive G-spot again. When she didn’t respond, I snarled, “Say it!”

      Another moment of moans passed.

      I flicked my tongue across her clit, canines extending. “Say it!”

      Nothing.

      “Come,” I growled.

      She screamed out once more in pleasure and pushed on my arms. “S-Stop-p.”

      “Say it,” I growled.

      “Yours!” she cried. “I’m yours! I’m yours! I’m yours!”

      “That’s right. You’re mine.”

      All mine.

      I pulled my fingers out of her cunt and let her slide onto the ground in front of me. My dick throbbed in my lap, pre-cum dribbling out and onto my thigh. She stared up at me through hazy eyes, lids half open.

      “Need to be inside of⁠—”

      No. No. I shook my head, finding enough strength to take control back from the wild beast inside me. I needed to get out of here. I didn’t want a mate. I couldn’t want a mate. I had promised myself and my pack that I would reject her.

      But if I stayed any longer, I would mark her.

      My teeth were aching to slip into her pretty, bare neck and …

      I growled and cursed at myself, shifting back into my wolf and sprinting in the direction I had just come from. It was bad enough that she was my mate, but I had let her see me shift from a wolf.

      Next time I saw her, I had to take care of that. I had to reject her or else it would be the end for everyone that I loved.
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      After Mr. Drama Queen shifted back into a wolf and disappeared into the woods, I blinked a few times in confusion.

      I … who … what …

      I stumbled to my feet with my heart pounding inside my chest and held on to a tree to support my trembling legs.

      He was a wolf. A real, live, huge wolf.

      I swallowed hard and stared in the direction he had disappeared. A human who had just shifted right before my eyes. I shook my head, clearly not thinking straight. Not seeing straight.

      Why was I even thinking that? There was no such thing as werewolves.

      My hand found the space between my thighs, and I closed my eyes. What had happened? Maybe it was my medication. That had to be it, right? A wolf definitely hadn’t just turned into a human to eat my pussy, then turn back into a wolf.

      God, I need to get off that stuff.

      Once I gathered myself, I headed in the direction of my new home. Wind blew my hair back, and I wrapped my arms around my body. I must’ve dropped my coffee and banana bread somewhere on the path.

      But the hell was I going back. I didn’t want to hallucinate again.

      Despite all the time I had painted creatures in the woods, I had never in my twenty-two years seen a wolf turn into a human. Werewolves were creatures that I only saw in my dreams … and on those dirty fiction apps, like Ream.

      Stomach twisting, I looked behind me to make sure nobody was watching. Six hours in, and I already didn’t know how I felt about this place. Between Mr. Drama Queen and werewolves, I’d go insane soon enough.

      As my breathing slowed, I picked up my pace. I hadn’t run like that in years.

      Ahead, two fox cubs ran onto the path from the forest, the smaller one jumping onto her sister. Dark orange fur with a white underbelly, darker fur legs, the biggest pointed ears, and tiny faces, they playfully rolled around at my feet.

      When one bumped into me, she jumped into the air in surprise and leaped back, hiding behind her sister. I crouched down in front of them and carefully extended my arm to show them I wasn’t a threat.

      After staring at me for a few moments, they sprinted into the woods. I frowned and continued on my path back to my home. I couldn’t tell Pavel anything about my little run-in with that thing, that beast, that hallucination.

      He’d send me straight to the hospital for more testing.

      Leaves crunched to my right. I swallowed hard and glanced behind me, heart racing. After that freak encounter with that wolf, with that man, I wasn’t taking any chances. I wanted to get out of here⁠—

      A twig snapped. I twirled around.

      I scanned the woods again and spotted the two foxes poking their heads out from behind a large oak tree. I placed a hand over my heart and blew out a breath, shoulders slumping forward. God, I’d thought I was about to have another near-death experience for a second.

      But what part of my life hadn’t been a near-death experience lately?

      Deciding they were curious, I searched the area again for any potential predators and sat crisscross on the dirt path. They stared at me for a few moments before the closest one stepped forward.

      “I’m not going to hurt you,” I whispered.

      The other one stepped out from behind a tree, both now approaching me quietly. I stared at them in amazement as a small smile stretched across my face. God, I wished I had my painting supplies. This would be incredible.

      When they reached me, the smaller cub hid behind her sister while the sister sniffed me. I gently laid my open palm on my knee and waited patiently to see what they’d do next. The bigger one sniffed once more, then laid her head on my hand.

      The sister walked over and sniffled my fingers, shoving her head into my hand too. Their light-brown eyes glimmered in the sunbeams flooding through the trees. I gently curled my fingers to scratch underneath their chins.

      “You girls are so cute,” I whispered, knowing there wasn’t any way they understood me. But, hey, that hallucination had. Their eyes closed in delight. “Maybe one day, I’ll paint a portrait of you girls.”

      After I stroked under their chins a couple of more times, I peered through the woods, feeling someone’s eyes on mine. If there were foxes in these woods, they had to have predators somewhere. Wolves …

      “Have you girls ever seen wolves shift into humans in these woods?” I asked.

      They stared at me, confused for a moment, and then a twig snapped in the woods again, and they were off. And so was I. I wasn’t that dumb to stick around for something like that to happen again, if it had actually happened.

      The next wolf I ran into wouldn’t be so … friendly.

      Another snap of a branch, and a low growl echoed through the forest.

      After racing home, I slammed my front door closed and pressed my back against it. Those piercing golden eyes were burned and branded in my memory. Every time I closed my eyes, I could see those viciously long canines dripping with saliva, hungry to taste me.

      It couldn’t have been real.

      I had to have imagined it. Those stupid drugs that my doctors kept prescribing were now making me hallucinate! They weren’t getting me better in the slightest. I had to get off those things because now I was hearing growls when I shouldn’t, seeing beasts, feeling things …

      “I was seeing things,” I whispered to myself. “Hearing things too.”

      A man had just transformed into a wolf in front of me.

      The sound of his bones snapping. The fur that sprouted from his skin. And those glowing golden eyes …

      I wiped my eyes again and again and again, yet the sight was burned into my memory like a brand.

      “What the hell is up with this town?” I muttered.

      “You okay?” Cade, my brother’s best friend, asked, staring at me through wide eyes.

      I leaped and placed a hand over my heart, adrenaline rushing through me.

      God, he is going to give me a heart attack one of these days!

      Cade wasn’t supposed to move in until tomorrow. What was he doing here so early? And where had Pavel gone off to so quickly at the café?

      Cade stood six foot something, a gray V-neck hugging his muscles in all the right places, surrounded by moving boxes in the center of the living room. He crossed his huge arms over his chest and smirked at me. “The only time I’ve seen you this flustered, Em, was last year at the bonfire when my fingers were buried deep inside you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

      

    

    
      Ember

      I slapped a hand over Cade’s pretty mouth and shuffled closer to him. “What are you doing, saying stuff like that around here?! My brother will be back any minute now, and if he hears you saying that shit, he’ll kill us both!”

      We were inches apart, just like we had been that night by the bonfire when he … pushed his hand down my pants and fondled my pussy while everyone was around, so discreetly that nobody, not even my brother, saw us.

      “Besides, what are you doing here a day early?” I said, still trying to catch my breath.

      “Helping you move. I’ve been hauling your boxes all morning,” he said, pulling his shirt over his head. He picked up a box with the word Stuff scribbled in black Sharpie across the side, his biceps flexing. “Where do you want these?”

      Fuck, this is not the sight I need right now after that run-in.

      “In my room,” I said, watching his muscles flex as he walked to the stairs.

      After gawking at how the sweat covered his muscles, I grabbed a box and followed him up. I tried not to stare—really, I did—but his muscles were always so … nice. So big, veiny. And I couldn’t pull my gaze away from his back.

      “You didn’t need to move in with us, you know. I don’t care how much he paid you to⁠—”

      “Your brother didn’t pay me anything. I wanted to bring you to your appointments out of the goodness of my heart.”

      I arched a hard brow at his back. “You’re full of shit.”

      When we reached my bedroom, Cade turned around and pushed the door open with his back, his hazel gaze fixed on me. “Think what you want, Em.”

      “My appointments are, like, three hours long!” I said, and when I realized he wasn’t going to budge, I used the last hope I had to get him not to come to my doctor’s appointments with me. My gaze fell to the scar on his neck that formed an X right over his artery. “Well, if you’re coming, then I’m going to force you to tell me about that scar on your neck.”

      It wasn’t that I didn’t want someone to go with me, but I knew how much time they took out of the day. I didn’t want to be a bother to anyone because of it. I already felt like I had bothered them both so much these past few months.

      Cade stiffened for a moment, his jaw going rigid. Then he smirked. “You could beg me all you want, and I still wouldn’t tell you shit about that. What’s got your panties twisted today? See something spooky outside?”

      “I would rather you not talk about my panties.”

      “At all?” Cade set down the box on my bed and stepped closer. “Or just when your brother is around?”

      My breath caught in my throat. Fuck.

      I craned my head to look up at the chiseled-jaw, dark-haired man who my brother called his best friend. His muscles swelled, his biceps bigger than five of mine. I swallowed hard and wet my lips.

      “At all,” I said, my voice barely coming out as a whisper. The warmth grew even hotter between my legs, my cunt still throbbing from what had happened in the forest. I glanced at my bedroom door. “Pavel will be home soon.”

      “What’re you afraid of?” he asked, brushing his thumb across my lower lip. “For your brother to see how much of a desperate little slut you are for his best friend? You scared he’s going to hear you beg for my cock?”

      “Cade,” I whispered, nipples hardening against my bra.

      Cade moved closer to me, his breath in my ear. “We both know you take it so well.”

      I swallowed hard and closed my eyes, inhaling his scent.

      No more alphaholes. I promised myself!

      After a moment, Cade pulled away and walked around my room to one of the many boxes, pulling it open and tugging a painting from it. “What’s this?”

      God, he knows exactly how to push and pull, doesn’t he?! Just give me a little to crave him …

      I leaped onto the bed, then jumped off on the other side to snatch the painting away from him. “Don’t look in that box!” I cried, yanking on the painting so he’d give it back. If he went searching through this box and saw that I had paintings of him, I’d be screwwwwed!

      Pavel and I had moved here because nature inspired me to paint, but Pavel would say that we had only moved here because we were closer to Silver Moon Medical Center, where I could get good treatment. Still, neither of those reasons were Cade’s business.

      “You like to paint?”

      After I finally pulled it away from him, I grabbed the box and moved it as far away from that man as possible. “Sometimes, but it’s none of your business.”

      He leaned against the wall and smirked at me again. “Do you have one of me?”

      My cheeks burned. “No!”

      “I bet you do.”

      “I do not!” I exclaimed, ears tingling.

      I would have to burn that painting immediately!

      He stalked toward me, his hazel eyes glimmering again. With my painting held against my chest, I slowly backed up until I hit the closet door. My heart pounded inside my chest, and I couldn’t help the ache between my legs.

      When he trapped me between him and the door, I craned my head to look up at him.

      “Do you remember the last time we were alone?” he whispered.

      Swallowing hard, I pressed my thighs together. “After the bonfire …”

      When he had done more than just finger me …

      He dipped his head and drew his nose up my neck. “Goddess, Em. I’ve done nothing but think about you since that night. It’s been almost a year now, and you’re the only goddamn thing I’ve dreamed about every night.”

      While he hadn’t touched me yet, his fingers were hovering over my pussy. And like my body usually did around this man, it betrayed me and pushed my hips forward so he’d touch me like he had done that night at the bonfire.

      As soon as his finger slid over my pussy, his hands were all over me, tugging on my clothes to pull them off, his mouth all over my neck and shoulders, kissing and biting. He turned me around and shoved me against the door, grinding his dick against my ass.

      And then a moment later, his hand was in my pants, rubbing my clit.

      “Oh my God,” I moaned. “Don’t stop.”

      “You’re so wet for me, princess. How long have you been waiting for me to move in?”
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      I threw my head back. “So, so long.”

      His lips curled into a smirk against my neck, and he pulled down my pants. In one swoop, his were at his ankles, and he was thrusting his dick between my thighs, getting it wet with my juices.

      “Please,” I whispered, so desperate to relive that night. “Please, give it to—fuck!”

      Cade slipped into me, his dick so huge, just like I remembered it. He placed his hand over mine on the closet door, and his grunts turned into low growls, like the night they had at the bonfire.

      “Ember!” Pavel shouted from downstairs. “Are you home?”

      My eyes widened. Cade slapped a hand over my mouth and pulled me closer so his lips were on my neck. He continued to push himself into me over and over, thrusting deeper each time his hips met mine.

      “Don’t say a word,” he whispered.

      “B-but … Pavel’s …”

      “Fuck Pavel,” he growled. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you.”

      I whimpered into his hand, desperate for him to continue, yet not wanting Pavel to see.

      Cade wrapped his hand around the front of my neck and pulled me closer, gliding his mouth up and down the column of my throat and making me tingle all over. “You take my cock so”—thrust—“fucking”—thrust—“well, Emmie.”

      Panting, I squeezed my eyes closed, the pressure rising higher inside me.

      “Fuuuck,” he murmured. “You’re doing so, so good for me.”

      Another moan left my throat.

      “Listen to those whimpers …” He continued rubbing my clit. “How cute.”

      Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!

      “Is my pretty little girl going to come?”

      His pretty little girl? God, what is this man doing to me?!

      More whimpers tumbled out of my mouth, and I clutched his hand to stop him from rubbing my clit because I didn’t know how much longer I would be able to take this torture from him anymore. The pressure skyrocketed, and I couldn’t stop.

      I couldn’t fucking stop it.

      “Uh-uh,” he mumbled against my neck. “Move your hand away, princess.”

      Eyes rolling back into my head, I released his hand and tried hard to keep my moans to a minimum so Pavel wouldn’t hear them. Cade furiously rubbed my clit in circles while thrusting into my tight hole.

      Fuuuck!

      “You’re going to come with me, all right?”

      I nodded.

      “Answer me,” he said. “Out loud.”

      “Yes,” I whispered, fingers pressed against the closed door to displace all the pressure.

      “Count with me, princess.” He drew his teeth down my neck. “Three.”

      My pussy tightened around his cock.

      “Two.”

      I teetered over the edge for so, so long, his fingers moving faster against me.

      “One.”

      He slammed deep into me and stilled. My legs suddenly trembled uncontrollably as the pleasure rocked through my body. I grasped on to the door, desperate to hold myself up.

      “Look at how fucking precious you look, coming all over my cock,” he groaned against my ear. “Your lips slightly ajar, moans tumbling out of your mouth, and those big, hazy eyes rolling back in your head.”

      I tightened around him.

      “Can’t forget your pussy desperately clenching my cock.”

      My pussy exploded even harder, and I whined into his hand.

      And then suddenly, the doorknob jiggled.
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      I placed my palm flat against the door to hold it closed. Pavel’s faint scent drifted through the door, and I cursed at myself for not smelling it sooner—or at least hearing his footsteps. But Pavel had always been good at keeping a low profile.

      “Ember, you in there?” Pavel asked.

      “One sec!” she shouted, scurrying to cover herself and staring at me through wide eyes, as if I knew what to do or how to get out of this. She grabbed a box and shoved it into my arms, then pulled the door open. “Sorry, there was a heavy box in front of the door.”

      Pavel handed her another box that he had brought up, his gaze traveling from his sister to me. I averted my eyes and placed the box Ember had given me onto her bed. He leaned against her doorframe, brow arched.

      “When did you get here?” he asked me.

      “Right after you left for Java. Been hauling boxes up for Em.”

      “I can do it myself,” she said, pushing a box across the wooden floorboards with her foot.

      “Doctors said that you need to rest, Emmie,” Pavel said to her. “We’ll bring up the rest.”

      Ember stormed past him and headed for the stairs. “I said that I can do it myself.”

      After rolling his eyes, Pavel followed Ember to the living room, and I trailed after them both. I had finished moving my belongings this morning, was all set up in the room right beside Ember’s, and wasn’t sure if this was a good idea.

      I didn’t know how I would do it, but I had to stay away from Ember. Pavel was my best friend, and Ember … was his sick little sister. They had moved here to be closer to the hospital, not so I could mess around with her.

      “What’s this?” Ember said, picking up the brown paper sleeve. “My banana bread?”

      “You must’ve dropped it at the front door,” Pavel said with a slight laugh. “I’m surprised you didn’t eat it on the walk over here.”

      “What’s with the look?” I asked.

      “What look?” she asked.

      “That look.”

      “I don’t have a look.”

      “You look shocked.”

      “No,” she said. After staring down at it with furrowed brows, Ember hesitantly looked inside the bag and pulled out a piece of banana bread. She sniffed it, then took a bite, eyes rolling back inside her head, like they always did when she had the first taste. “So good.”

      With half a piece of banana bread in her mouth, she set the other piece on the counter and grabbed another box. Pavel yanked it out of her hands, then handed it to me.

      “Go rest, Ember. You promised me you would once we got home.”

      “I’m feeling fine,” she said.

      “I don’t care.”

      “Of course you don’t. All you want to do is boss me around.”

      “I’m not bossing you around. Your doctor told you⁠—”

      “I don’t need anyone to take me to my appointments,” Ember snapped, crossing her arms. “Besides, I’m not going to those stupid appointments anymore.” She lowered her voice. “At least not as often as they want.”

      Pavel mirrored her stance. “Yes, you are.”

      After taking a peek at her arguing with her brother, I grabbed another box and headed up to her bedroom with it, the house already drenched in her sweet honeysuckle scent. If this was what I had to come home to every single night …

      Screw it, I wouldn’t be able to stay away. Not when she smelled this good.

      I set the box on the floor, eyed her art supplies, and then continued back downstairs. Ember stormed past me on the way up with her banana bread and a pissed expression all over her face, bumping her shoulder into mine.

      Life must’ve been so hard for her.

      “Goddess, why can’t she just accept the fact that she’s sick?” Pavel asked, walking out the front door and onto the porch. He sat down in a chair out front and stared out into the forest. “All we’re trying to do is help her.”

      “She knows she has to go,” I said through the screen. I listened to her door slam, blew out a sigh, then ran a hand through my hair and stepped outside. “She just doesn’t want you bossing her around.”

      Sure, Ember didn’t mind it when I did it in the bedroom, but I doubted she wanted her brother parenting her. She had been an adult for years now, yet Pavel sometimes still treated her like she was an adolescent.

      “You think it’s a good idea, being so close to Davix’s pack?” I asked, eyeing the woods.

      I’d kick that guy’s ass if he tried to harm Ember, but I would rather prevent it from happening. Davix was a no-good piece of shit who should’ve been thrown out of his alpha position as soon as he came of age. But his father was a selfish dickhead too.

      “You heard what the doctors said,” he said. “She has less than nine full moons left if she doesn’t get this treatment. I don’t give a fuck who lives around these parts. This place is the closest we can get to Silver Moon Medical Center.”

      “That’s not what I’m saying. Davix is⁠—”

      “I’m not going to let my sister die,” he snapped.

      “Settle the fuck down, dude,” I said. “I don’t want Ember to die either.”

      That was the last thing I wanted, especially after getting so close to her.

      “Besides, Davix won’t attack us,” Pavel said, almost sure of it. “They don’t even know the connections we have with you. He’ll be too busy anyway. Rumor has it that his pack will be attacked by others before the full moon.”

      There had been rumors, sure … but nothing was certain. Davix was the leader of the strongest pack in Black Hollows. Nobody stood a chance against him. If anyone was going to attack and succeed, they’d have to have help.

      “Where’d you hear that?” I asked.

      “War strategists at Braveclaw.”

      Braveclaw? What was he doing at the coalition that I had pledged to?

      “That’s why I hired you,” he said. “You’re the strongest warrior Braveclaw has. If anyone can protect my sister, it’s the guy in charge of keeping order in Black Hollows and beyond. We just can’t let Ember find out. She’d freak if she knew about werewolves.”

      It wasn’t just werewolves that we had to protect Ember from now that she lived here.

      Bloodthirsty rogues lived in Black Hollows—a rebel group too, named the Crimson Order. Over the past year, they had grown in numbers and sworn to the skies that they’d do anything to seize power over those in the forest.

      “Ember isn’t a wolf.” I ran my tongue across my now-extended canines. It was pointless, trying to explain this again to him since he had already bought the house and moved in, but I had to try to get my point across. “Neither are you. It’s hard to protect you both here, despite it being closer to the hospital.”

      “Don’t worry about me,” he said. “Just focus on my sister. She

    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Chapter 44
      


      		
        Chapter 45
      


      		
        Chapter 46
      


      		
        Chapter 47
      


      		
        Chapter 48
      


      		
        Chapter 49
      


      		
        Chapter 50
      


      		
        Chapter 51
      


      		
        Chapter 52
      


      		
        Chapter 53
      


      		
        Chapter 54
      


      		
        Chapter 55
      


      		
        Chapter 56
      


      		
        Chapter 57
      


      		
        Chapter 58
      


      		
        Chapter 59
      


      		
        Chapter 60
      


      		
        Chapter 61
      


      		
        Chapter 62
      


      		
        Chapter 63
      


      		
        Chapter 64
      


      		
        Chapter 65
      


      		
        Chapter 66
      


      		
        Chapter 67
      


      		
        Chapter 68
      


      		
        Chapter 69
      


      		
        Chapter 70
      


      		
        Chapter 71
      


      		
        Chapter 72
      


      		
        Chapter 73
      


      		
        Chapter 74
      


      		
        Chapter 75
      


      		
        Chapter 76
      


      		
        Also by Emilia Rose
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by Emilia Rose


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/rbta-ebook-cover.jpg
~ EMILIA ROSE
NS J







