
  
    [image: Bad Case of Loving You]
  


  
    
      BAD CASE OF LOVING YOU

      
        Wolf Mates

        Book 5

      

    

    
      
        DAKOTA CASSIDY

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        About This Book

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

    

    
      
        Preview another book by this author

      

      
        About The Author

      

      
        Also by Dakota Cassidy

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About This Book

          

        

      

    

    
      Werewolf Ella Stills has just one question: What exactly does it take to leave one's life mate?

      Particularly when said life mate is a stubborn, stupid-headed, liar-liar-pants-on-fire cheater?

      Apparently the answer is. . .amnesia. Not hers. His.

      Crosby Nash, Mr. Hotshot Super-fine Lycan Lawyer, has gone and gotten himself conked on the head. Not only does he no longer remember Ella, their recent separation, or his dastardly cheatin' heart—Crosby doesn't even remember that he's a werewolf. A psychiatric nurse by trade, Ella jumps at the pack's offer of a divorce if she aids Crosby in his rehabilitation. Once his memory returns, she'll be free.

      But Ella didn't count on Crosby's lost memory turning him back into the man she fell in love with. . .the one she can't resist. And when it becomes clear the pack needs Crosby to regain his memory for a reason—a reason curiously related to the woman he may have cheated with—it's a mystery Ella can't resist.

      Though she'll probably wish she had. . .
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      “I’m a what?”

      “A werewolf.”

      “A werewolf who can’t remember he’s a werewolf because he has amnesia.”

      “If you’re into labels then, yep.”

      “Is this some kind of joke? Because, so not funny.”

      “Funny is in the eye of the beholder.”

      “This beholder’s eye isn’t laughing.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that, Mr. Beholder, but that’s how your unfortunate cookie has crumbled.”

      He scowled. “Cookies are stupid.”

      But oh so yummy. Especially his cookies.

      “I’m a werewolf? Really?” he asked once more.

      Ella Stills sighed with a sharp hiss meant for his ears and leaned back against the doorframe of the hospital bathroom. “You heard me.”

      “Just say it one more time so I can let it really sink in.”

      “You, Crosby Nash, are a werewolf. You know, big-and-hairy, howl-at-the-moon, eat-uncooked-cow werewolf.”

      Crosby raised a dark eyebrow, a rather condescending one. “I eat uncooked cows?”

      “Like you’re on death row and it’s your last meal before you hit the lethal injection chamber.”

      “That’s ridiculous. This is ridiculous. I feel like I’m in some werewolf version of Twilight.”

      Huh. Crosby the Amnesiac couldn’t remember he was a werewolf, but he could remember pop culture phenomena? She had to keep reminding herself Crosby’s amnesia was declarative, and while he couldn’t necessarily remember his name or anything relating to his life, his memories of almost everything else remained intact.

      Ella let her eyebrow raise right back at him, mirroring his arrogant expression. “Lucky for you, this means you won’t have the grueling yet necessary task of choosing a team.”

      “Damn. I was so going Edward, too,” Crosby joked with a crooked grin. “He needs more friends, in my humble opinion. He’s always standing in the shadow of that kid Jacob’s ridiculously perfect abs.”

      Ella rolled her eyes. “Speaking of ridiculous…you don’t know ridiculous until you find yourself babysitting a thirty-eight-year-old man while he attends mandatory ‘find your werewolf’ therapy so he can search for his long-lost inner howl. All this because your pack expects you to do as they ordered. And let’s not forget the fashion statement you’re flogging to death here.” Ella waved her hand up and down, scanning the length of Crosby’s rock-hard body in a hospital gown. “That’s a whole new level of ridiculous. Not to mention, quite possibly epically apocalyptic, as fashion goes.”

      And hot. So. Damn. Hot. No matter what he wore. But she wasn’t going to let his brand of hot woo her ever again.

      Ever.

      As was the norm with Crosby, he ignored the important information and focused in on what really mattered—what had always mattered. Him, him and him. His eyes scanned his reflection in the bathroom mirror with a critical glance, brushing his lean fingers over the dark stubble on his chin. “So I’m thirty-eight?”

      “And a half, if you want to split hairs in human years.” Ella peered around his broad back, ignoring the longing sting it brought to see her image next to Crosby’s again after so long.

      “I look damn good for my human age, huh?” he asked, his lips tilting upward in a very familiar Crosby smirk. His green eyes twinkled while he waited for her response.

      She shot him a bored look and yawned for affect. “We’re werewolves. We all look good for our age—it comes with the gift of the shift, Crosby.” Ella kept her face impassive and her words dry.

      He cocked his dark, unwashed head. “So you know me?”

      In the biblical sense, even. She bit the inside of her cheek, swallowing hard. “Well, yeah. I am your babysitter. Would you leave your thirty-eight-and-a-half-year-old werewolf with a babysitter he didn’t know? That would be crappy pack parenting, right? So, yes. I know you.”

      Crosby squinted into the mirror at her reflection, dragging his fingers through his thick black hair. “Who are you again?”

      “The babysitter. Was your hearing affected?”

      “No. I mean, what’s your name?”

      “Ella Stills. The werewolf.” She curtsied, holding the edges of her cropped denim jacket out while forcing her face to remain emotionless to the fact he didn’t remember her name…or her face…or her anything.

      The doctors had warned her that showing any signs of shock about Crosby’s amnesia could be detrimental to his recovery. The pack didn’t like hearing that. They needed him on his feet, memory intact.

      But it wasn’t just the pack that needed him to recover his memory. Ella needed it, too. So she could get the hell away from him. Soon.

      Thus, she’d ixnayed on the ockshay.

      Crosby’s strong jaw clenched, leaving behind a tic she remembered well. Translation—she’d irritated him.

      “You’re really a werewolf, too?”

      “Really. Who isn’t these days?”

      “And I’m told I live in a place where others like me live. Plus, you keep using that word, pack…”

      Ella twirled a long strand of hair around her index finger, examining it under the harsh glare of the bathroom lights. “A werewolf pack. Not to be confused with a clan. And yes, you live in a place exclusive to mostly werewolves and the occasional bear.”

      His lean face distorted with disbelief and one raven eyebrow rose in that irritating way it did when he was aiming for patronizing. “A clan?”

      “Yeah. If you were part of a clan, you’d be a vampire. I’m not sure what a group of demons call themselves. Gaggle o’ Spawned from Lucifer…or Minions of Mayhem, maybe? I dunno, but you’re not one of those either. Just a plain old werewolf from a plain old pack of werewolves in beautiful Cedar Glen, New Jersey.”

      Crosby flipped on the tap in the sink and splashed water over his face before he spoke again. He used the front of his hospital gown to dry his jaw, the sound of material scraping over his unshaven cheeks harsh to her ears.

      “So let me be sure I’ve got this right. I’m a werewolf who had an unfortunate accident on my way to a destination no one knows but me⁠—”

      “Sort of. Though let’s not confuse the issue. You did have an accident. But it was an unfortunate shoe incident, to be precise.” Ella studied her nails with another yawn.

      He nodded his head, the lean muscles of his neck flexing. “Right. Someone hit me over the head with a shoe. That’s what I was muttering before I lapsed into a coma. This, according to Nurse Jenkins—uh, the witch. Not a bad witch, as seen on The Wizard of SomeplaceIcan’tremember, mind you, but a good one—or so she claims.”

      Ella nodded her head in return, catching a glimpse in the mirror of the dark part in her otherwise sun-kissed, dirty-blonde hair. Leave it to Crosby to screw up a long overdue trip to the salon for some highlight-lowlight love.

      “That’s right. Everyone who works here in the hospital is paranormal, and we do tend to others who aren’t werewolves because we specialize in paranormal trauma. And yes again, someone clobbered you with a work boot when you were in your were-form. Left a hella bruise, too.” She pointed to the misshapen egg on his head. “But we heal quickly. So your chiseled good looks will be back to their Calvin Klein-esque status in no time flat.”

      His brow furrowed. “The accident. Any thoughts on why someone would hit me with a work boot?”

      “The pack suspects you freaked out some unsuspecting human. When you’re in were-form, you’re just this much shy of Cujo.” Ella compressed her fingers together to emphasize just how scary Crosby could be when he shifted. “The human nailed you with the boot, clearly unaware, as most humans are, that we’re peace-loving. Anyway, somehow, big, brawny ninja-were that you are, you clawed your way back to Harry Levine’s house, shifted and muttered a few clues as to what happened to you before collapsing.”

      Crosby frowned again, deep ridges gracing his forehead.

      Ella decided a small nudge to his memory probably wouldn’t scar him for life. “Remember Harry?”

      His green eyes, fringed with smoky lashes, went blank. “No clue who Harry is.”

      “What about Max and Derrick Adams? Max is our alpha pack leader and Derrick is his brother. Well, technically Max is still alpha. But so is his father, Brock, who came back from the sorta dead… Never mind. It’s a long story. One we can save for later when you’re feeling better. Either way, do you recognize those names?”

      Crosby paused a moment then shook his head.

      “Bummer, that. You might want to try to dig deeper into your muddled were-brain for Harry’s stats, though. He’s your golf buddy. You love golf. He’ll be devastated that even with amnesia, you don’t remember the power of his magic nine iron. Anyway, you told him what happened to you then lapsed into a coma and woke up with amnesia. Voilà. Now you’re here, in the hospital, all patched up.”

      And so was she. Here. With Crosby. After a no-contact, three-month-long separation.

      “At the werewolf hospital.” His lips flat-lined into the position grim.

      Ella clucked her tongue in admonishment. “Don’t be so narrow-minded. This is an all-inclusive hospital, silly, designed specifically for the paranormal in you. Like I said, every species of the paranormal is welcome here at Cedar Glen General. Including, to my dismay, trolls. Watch for the trolls. They’re tricky bastards. And speaking of all-inclusive, get some clothes on. We have group therapy to hit.”

      “Seriously?”

      “If you want the doctor to sign your release papers so you can blow this Popsicle stand, you have to go to therapy. Hopefully, hanging around others like you in similar situations will unlock your memory. So, yes. Seriously.”

      Crosby grinned as he took the pair of jeans Ella handed him, and she turned her back so as not to get even a small glimpse of his amazing butt.

      “No. I meant the trolls. There are really trolls here? That might be just a little cooler than werewolves and vampires.”

      Ella fought a grin while she studied her black, low-heeled suede boots. “Get dressed or we’ll be late.”

      “One more question before I do.”

      Ella let her hands slap against her thighs when she turned back around—now almost hoping she hadn’t missed the glimpse of his amazing butt. If only to prove to herself she didn’t want his butt anymore. It was, after all, just a butt. “Fine. But note, you’re almost at your legal limit for allowable questions in a perilous predicament.”

      He grinned again—charmingly one-hundred watt. “Noted. Now, if I agree to go to this therapy thing three times a week starting today, they’ll release me and let me go home with you?”

      Ella fought a groan. Bringing Crosby home with her was a bad idea. Way bad. What if he, being the stubborn asshat he was, took as long to get his memory back as he’d taken to admit he was wrong when they’d argued? Sweet mother of all that was holy—he’d be at her house until the end of time.

      But in an effort to do the doctor’s bidding, she kept her misgivings on the inside and replied to him as though he were merely one of her patients, which was the only way she was going to get through this—by staying objective.

      “Yes, Crosby. You can come home with me. Physically, you’re fine, so there’s no reason to keep you here. You just can’t be alone in case you have flashbacks of events you need explained to you. Sometimes they can be debilitating. Or on the off chance you shift and don’t know what’s happening. I can help you with that, too. I’m a nurse. A psychiatric nurse, by trade.”

      Crosby’s eyes grew wide with clear wonder. “Shift? Shut. Up. I shift? You mean like in-the-movies shift, where I morph and snarl all drooly? I can really do that?”

      “I just told you that.”

      “Sorry. Guess I must’ve missed it. Amnesia brain and all.”

      Ella’s response was purposely dry even though his childlike joy was hard to resist. “Right. Anyway, yes, you can really do that.”

      He grinned, apparently pleased by this turn of events. “Then this is way more like Twilight than you’re letting on.”

      “Did you actually see Twilight, Crosby?” Ella couldn’t stop herself from asking or keep the astonishment from her tone. If he had seen the movie, he hadn’t gone willingly. Getting Crosby to watch anything that didn’t involve a ball, big or small, was like asking the Pope to move out of the Vatican and into a one-bedroom walkup.

      He scratched his head, wincing when he hit the lump with his fingers. “I think I did…is that something I’d do?”

      Hah! “Let’s not worry about what you would or wouldn’t do. Let’s focus on the moment at hand.”

      “Right. And the focus is on going home with you.” Crosby, as an amnesiac, was handing out smiles like they were Halloween candy. He grinned yet again. That was more than two times in less than fifteen minutes and, on the whole, probably more than he’d grinned in the last six months.

      But she maintained the effort to divert him and winked. “You’re in luck, too. I have a spare bedroom. It’s a little lavender for such a manly man, but the mint-green ruffles on the bedspread are very tasteful. Promise.”

      His groan rang in her ears when she tossed his T-shirt to him and shut the bathroom door behind her.

      Ella took a shaky breath before turning to grab her purse from the lone chair in his hospital room. She hadn’t seen Crosby in nearly three months. Seeing him now, like this, was a sharp pain in her heart she could have done without.

      As an amnesiac, he was more like the Crosby she’d fallen in love with years ago. Quick to smile, easygoing and funny.

      The Crosby she’d left three months ago had made the words “uncommunicative and sulky” seem light and frolicky.

      And she didn’t want to learn to like Crosby the Amnesiac, because Crosby the Asshat was sure to reappear when his memory returned.

      Boo-hiss.

      Then he’d surely remember she’d called him a stupidhead. But that had only been after she’d thrown all his things out the door of their house and into their small koi pond, and just before she’d set his favorite set of golf clubs on fire—bag and all.

      Like a big, four-alarm kind of fire. Impressive and blazingly colorful, with lots of blues and greens.

      Pressing her cheek to the cool hospital room wall, Ella fought for another breath and sent up a silent prayer she’d navigate this pack demand unscathed.

      But then she smiled.

      If not, she’d just set his shit on fire again.

      It really had been an awesome fire.
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        * * *

      

      “Ella?”

      She’d been pondering her new circumstances while Crosby changed and freshened up when a familiar voice roused her. Without turning around, she responded, “Morton.” She didn’t need to ask why her pack elder and friend was skulking in the shadows of Crosby’s room. The pack wanted answers. They’d sent him to find out if she’d gotten any.

      Morton placed a hand on her shoulder, his grip firm. “How’s Crosby?”

      She shrugged him off, pivoting on her booted heel to gaze up into his sweet moon-shaped face. “Oh, I dunno, Mort. He has amnesia. He doesn’t know who he is, much less who I am. He’s got a lump the size of a basketball on his fat head and he’s just been told he’s a werewolf. How do you suppose he is?”

      Morton leaned into her, his eyes warm, his words hushed to keep Crosby from hearing them. “Save your pissed off for the people you should be pissed off with. I told the pack they shouldn’t drag you into this. We could have found someone else to look after him while he recuperates. I was unequivocally shot down. But you could have said no.”

      Her shoulders slumped in regret. Morton was right. It wasn’t his fault. “Sorry. This whole thing has me on edge. Do you have any idea how utterly screwed up it is to have Crosby look at me with anything other than bulging-eyed rage? I’m a little disturbed by it.”

      Morton’s gray gaze softened. “It’s a little like starting over again. Isn’t it romantic?”

      Ella flipped him the bird before she could stop herself, catching a glimpse of her now ring-less finger. “The. Hell. There’ll be no starting anything, over or otherwise, Morton. So if that’s the pack’s hope by asking me to do this, they can blow me. The second Crosby remembers who I am, shit will surely fly. I can promise you that, and it’ll be loud, loud shit. I’m doing my duty to the pack because for the most part, they’ve let me be lately, and they said if I did this they’d return the favor by letting me move on.”

      His chuckle was deep and amused, making his barrel chest bounce beneath his suit. “Your duty… So it has nothing to do with the fact that when you heard Crosby was in a coma, you were here in five seconds flat, the hair from your haphazard shift still poking out of your cotton nightgown and pink bunny slippers?”

      She rolled her tongue in her cheek, her eyes shifting to the shiny floor to avoid Morton’s gaze. “The pack—especially Hector, God love his sweet soul—made it sound like he was going to die, for Christ’s sake. Crosby has been in the past, and still can be, a complete and utter douche, but I don’t want him to die because of it. Well, not today anyway. Besides, at the very least, I wanted to punch him in his egomaniacal head one last time before he hit the great beyond. Just so he’d always have something to remember me by. You didn’t think I’d pass up a shot at that, did you?”

      He chucked her under the chin with thick fingers. “You go right ahead and soothe yourself with whatever lie works. Doesn’t change the fact that I’m worried about the close quarters you’ll be in together while Crosby remembers who the hell he is.”

      “Look. The fact is, Crosby needs a babysitter. I’m the logical choice because I know him best, and I am a nurse—or was, until I took a leave of absence. I know how to deal with the potential for flashbacks and nightmares and all the stuff associated with an amnesiac paranormal. If I can help him return to his former arrogant, assaholic ways so the women of the world won’t be out one crusty, overconfident alpha male, I’m down.”

      Mort cocked his silver-dusted head to the left. “You know, Crosby wasn’t the only one involved in that little misunderstanding.”

      Ella’s spine stiffened at the memory. “I wasn’t the one who classified it as a ‘misunderstanding’. He was. I personally classified it as bullshit. So moving on. Forget about the close-quarters thing. Forget about the fact that Crosby Nash is a jerk like no other. Let’s just focus on getting his memory back so he can remember whatever it is the pack so desperately needs to know.” She whipped a hand up, palm forward. “And no. I don’t want to know what pack business he’s got locked up tighter than Fort Knox in his head. It’s probably the longitude and latitude of Jimmy Hoffa’s resting place.”

      Morton chuckled with that deep, indulgent warmth she was so familiar with. “Just remember I warned you this wasn’t a good idea. You’ll only be dredging up your own painful memories right along with his. You know; the ones you clearly like better left buried?”

      Ella’s lips thinned and her head pounded out a beat she could dance to. “If doing this means the pack will grant me this one last wish, then I’m all in.”

      “This magical thing you call a pack grants wishes?” Crosby asked, poking his head out of the bathroom door before strutting to stand beside her, tall, muscled and lean. “Badass… So how do I get in on that gig, and what do you want the pack to grant you?”

      A guarantee there’d be no jail time for Crosby-slaughter?

      “The chance to spend every spare moment I have with you,” she said sweetly then shot Morton a glare to quiet his blustering cough. “C’mon, Forgetful One. Group therapy awaits.” Ella pointed to the door and Crosby obediently loped out.

      Mort grabbed her by the arm just as she was about to follow suit. His face had concern written into the wrinkles of his forehead and etched in his warm, sympathetic gaze. “I don’t like this, Ella. I’m worried you’ll kill Crosby before he has the chance to get his memory back. Or that you’ll end up hurt again. Why did you agree to this?”

      Ella shook her head. “Because Max and Brock asked me to, Mort—because the pack needs me and they’ve always been there for me. You know how strongly they feel about the whole life mate deal and working things out, and yet, they didn’t pressure me to do this. They just asked.”

      “They shouldn’t have asked,” he responded with a narrowed gaze.

      She loved Max and his entire family. She loved that Cedar Glen was full of misfits who’d have nowhere to go if not for the Adams family. Their history was rich and full of peril, but they’d all survived by sticking together.

      The least she could do was help when it was needed—even if she didn’t understand what she was helping with. It was all so mysterious, filled with whispers and frowns. But both Max and his father Brock had been through far worse than dealing with an amnesiac werewolf. She could handle this. She would handle this.

      “Everything’s going to be okay, Morton. I promise.”

      “Doesn’t mean I’ll worry less, Ella.”

      She shrugged, grabbing his hand and squeezing it. “I’m going to be fine—I’m doing this for a reason, Mort, and one reason only. The pack and I have an agreement. Besides, I’ve already begun to move on. Nothing Crosby does will change that.”

      “By moving on, do you mean your little Twitter romance?”

      It wasn’t little. It was just in the early stages. Though it had cooled a bit this week because her Twitter hottie had informed her he’d be away on a business trip with spotty Internet. “How do you know about my Twitter page?”

      “You asked me to follow you, silly.”

      Her grin was sheepish. “I only had three followers. I needed an even number or my OCD kicks in.”

      Morton chuckled, pulling her into a tight hug. “I see all that flirting you’re doing with Hairofthedog.”

      Ella grinned, her cheeks going hot. Yeah, thank God for the Twitter app for paranormals—it came in very handy when a paranormal wanted to filter out humans.

      Morton looked down at
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