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      After Mary Winston is attacked by a rogue werewolf pack and a malicious witch, she turns to the one man she knows will keep her safe—Adam Sinclair, the sexy werewolf who is also her boss at the Mad Dog Saloon. Not only has she been drawn to him from the first time she met him, she trusts him more than any other person in her life.

      

      Could she be his mate?

      

      Although Adam's wolf is indifferent to Mary, his curvy waitress, the man in him wants her… is attracted to her like no other. When he discovers it's his past threatening her, he vows to protect her at all costs. But will it be enough?
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        * * *

      

      This hot and sexy 40,000-word novella has sexual content, graphic language and a happy ending. This is set in the same world as A Werewolf's Curse series, but can be read independently as a standalone.
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      Adam Sinclair tucked a mug under the beer tap and idly wondered how many of his human patrons knew they were socializing with wolves. As he waited for the mug to fill with a local lager, he watched the throng of people. Everything was going well. Better than well even. Mad Dog Saloon was vibrating in time with the drums and bass of the live band he'd booked. The musicians were playing the right mix of country and rock, just like he'd asked. People were dancing. People were laughing. And more importantly, people were buying his food and drink.

      A lot had changed in the last year. After the witch's curse on the MacGregor and Kelly families was broken, it was like all of Little Lothian had let out one big pent up breath and started living again. It was good for a lot of businesses, especially his. He could finally start those additional improvements he'd been planning, maybe even finish the renovations on the top floors.

      He topped up the beer to the rim and set it on the counter.

      Mary Winston grabbed it immediately and positioned it on her full tray. With one of his less experienced waitresses he would worry about such an overladen tray, but not with Mary. She was the best. He could pour fast drinks and Garry could make the tastiest grub, but if the waitress was bad at her job it was all for shit. Luckily, with Mary, that wasn't a problem. She could remember orders for a table of ten, had an easy laugh that made people smile, and had a knack for knowing exactly when to line up the next drink so it was ready as soon as someone emptied their last one.

      It didn't hurt that she looked like sex either. When she was on the job, she knew how to work it. The oversized sweaters and baggy jeans she favored in her off time were replaced with clothes that fed fantasies. Tonight the plunging neckline of her skin-tight T-shirt was enough to make the most saintly man salivate—and Adam was hardly a saint. When she coupled that with a barely there skirt and those crazy ass fuck me boots, she was every man's wet dream.

      Of course it helped that she had lavish curves and a body made for loving.

      "Busy tonight," she said with a smile that made her eyes twinkle. Like him, she loved the energy in here.

      "Need a break?"

      "No, I'm good." She hoisted her tray and turned to the crowd. Her long dark brown hair swished as she moved, teasing her ass, drawing his gaze to the sexy swell of her hips as she sashayed away from him.

      "You've got it bad, buddy."

      Adam jerked his gaze away from his waitress's body and glared at Zach, Griffin and Levi, three guys from his wolf pack. The four of them had struck up an unlikely friendship, since they were all relatively new to the community. Now the guys came in at least once a week and sat at the end of the bar to watch re-runs of soccer games from the UK on his new big screens. Except they weren't watching the game at the moment—they were laughing at Adam.

      Zach, the one who had called Adam out, grinned at him. Z owned the local hardware store, so they'd met when Adam was doing the renovations. He was built like a linebacker and had stepped in as an honorary bouncer a time or two when things had gotten out of hand at the Mad Dog. But as much as he liked the guy, Adam didn't need Z's commentary on his private life.

      Any hot-blooded man would be mesmerized by a woman like Mary. So there wasn't anything to comment on anyway. But every time some dark hot vision of what he'd like to do to her flashed through his head, he hated himself. She was more than sex. He knew that. She was smart, dedicated and didn't let anyone boss her around.

      He respected her.

      He scanned the crowd, stopping when he found her again. She was laughing. Her head was tilted back, exposing the long elegant stretch of her neck. His gaze traveled lower, following the beautiful creamy skin down to the swell of her breasts. He could easily imagine how silky she'd feel…

      "Real bad," Zach said.

      "Drink your beer and shut up, Z," Adam said, but his words didn't have a lot of heat. Zach was right. He did have it bad, which was crazy because she wasn't his mate. He had suspected she was when she'd arrived in his life six months ago, but just a few weeks later something changed. His wolf's compulsive mating urge for her disappeared. One day it was there. The next day it wasn't.

      That didn't happen with true mates, so she obviously wasn't the one for him.

      But just because she wasn't his mate didn't make him a monk. His wolf half may have lost interest in the curvy beauty, but his human half still wanted her. Maybe he should just give in to the desire and see if she could be interested in a little... something.

      He wasn't even sure what to call it. Friends with benefits?

      It wasn't like anyone else had turned his head. No other possible mate had come around. Just Mary. His fingers itched and his blood shot south just thinking about sinking into her soft body.

      All those months ago she had seemed attracted to him too. Maybe she still was⁠—

      No. What the hell was the matter with him? She was his employee. He needed to remember that.

      Someone rapped a mug on the bar. "Hey, barkeep, how about some service?"

      He growled at the balding man—it'd taken three weeks to buff out over a hundred and twenty years' worth of scuffs and cigarette burns from the original oak bar, he'd be damned if he let some guy damage it because he was a little impatient. The guy's eyes widened, but he didn't say anything. Adam grabbed the mug and refilled it. Just as the thin layer of foam reached the rim, a strange sound caught his attention. He looked up sharply and scanned the crowd. There in the corner, something was happening. Then Mary's tray was lifted above the customers' heads before crashing down fast.

      Shit.

      A deep angry shout broke over the music and the chatter.

      "Garry," Adam yelled back to his head cook as he slammed the drink on the counter.

      Beer sloshed over the side of the mug. The bald man started to complain but Adam wasn't listening. Trusting that Garry had heard him, Adam jumped over the counter and charged toward where he'd last seen Mary. They had a system. Garry would man the bar in times like this so Adam could go and deal with whatever the hell was going on.

      Curious patrons' gazes followed him as he pushed through the crowd to get to the far corner.

      "I told you you'd be sorry if you didn't stop," Mary said. Her voice was surprisingly steady considering the red flush on her face and the anger flashing in her eyes. In each hand, she clutched a half of her broken tray. She was twisting back and forth.

      He looked down.

      She was grinding the metal spike of her heel into Freddie's foot. Would the guy never learn? The guy looked dazed and pained as he clutched his head with his hands. Yeah, getting a tray to the head would probably give you a hell of a headache. Adam tempered his urge to crack his fist into the side of the guy's face. Mary was tough and she seemed to have things in hand at the moment, but Adam would be the one to end this. No one touched his staff…

      And more importantly, no one touched Mary. Mine. My mate… The words surged through him despite his wolf's indifference.

      "Get off me, bitch," the guy said.

      Adam growled and moved forward. Without looking behind him, he knew Zach, Griff and Levi had stepped up for support. That shouldn't be necessary. Not tonight. Not with this young pup.

      "Freddie," Adam crossed his arms over his chest. "You were warned. She didn't want me involved last time because she said you two had come to an understanding, but you won't be so lucky this time."

      The young wolf glanced at Adam and his eyes widened until the whites, blood-shot and dull, were visible around the full circumference of his pale irises.

      "No." He put up his hands. "It's not like that…"

      Mary clutched the tray so tightly her fingers were white. "It's exactly like that."

      Freddie's friends shook their heads and continued drinking their beers.

      "It's a hell of a thing, when even your friends won't stand up for you," Adam said. "Are you done with him, Mary?"

      She ground her teeth, but stepped off the man's foot. His leather shoe now had a small circular dent. As drunk as Freddie was, he probably didn't even feel it. No doubt his foot would hurt like a son of a bitch in the morning.

      Adam hauled Freddie from his chair. He spun the guy around and yanked his arm up behind his back. If he so much as squirmed in a way Adam didn't want him to, his shoulder was coming out of its socket.

      "Let's go," he said.

      The crowd parted, clearing a path to the door. A few people threw taunts at the young wolf, but most people just pointed or took pictures with their phones. Zach and the others stayed back to control the crowd inside, smart move in case someone decided to get ambitious all of a sudden and start trouble on Freddie's behalf.

      He pushed the first door open with Freddie's face. Then, on the other side of the small foyer, he did it again with the second door.

      When sub-zero air pricked their bare skin, Adam wrenched the man's arm a little higher. No one was around. Even the smokers had apparently found it too cold to linger outside tonight. Just as he leaned in close to the jackass's ear, he heard the door. Someone had joined them. One of Freddie's drinking buddies? It'd take more than two pups to frighten him. He listened for any movement behind him. A rush of steps. A rallying cry. Nothing.

      Good. He had something to say before things got busy.

      "I don't want you back here, Freddie. And if I see or hear of you snooping around Mary…" He shook his head. "You can't even imagine what I will do to you…" He let the threat dangle incomplete, knowing his reputation would give the younger wolf enough to think about. Adam would have to report this incident to Jacob, the pack leader, but ultimately no one could tell him how to run his business. At least Z, Levi and Griff had seen it all go down if the pack questioned his decision. "Do you understand?"

      The air spiked with the sharp acid of Freddie's sudden fear. The guy nodded, then Adam tossed him into the snow-packed parking lot. He landed on his hands and knees.

      "Don't come back."

      Freddie scrambled away and disappeared down the street. Hopefully he had gotten the message this time. One thing dealt with. One left.

      Adam spun to face the intruder, surprised to discover it wasn't one of Freddie's few friends.

      Mary was standing at the door. Her arms were wrapped over her curvy chest. She was rubbing her hands over her bare arms.

      What had she heard?

      She licked her lips. His eyes followed her pink tongue before it disappeared back into her mouth. What he wouldn't give to taste those…

      But given the way he'd just threatened Freddie, he'd probably scared her shitless.

      She approached him slowly and extended her trembling hand to him. At first he thought she wanted to shake his hand, but then she kept coming forward until her little hand was resting on his forearm. She leaned forward, rose up on her toes, and brushed her velvety lips to his cheek. She lingered there until her warmth sank into his skin.

      He inhaled sharply and her scent filled him. Under the haze of beer and grease, her natural beauty swirled over him… so soft and delicate. If he turned his head slightly, he could kiss her. His fingers itched to grab her and tug her close.

      Then she retreated.

      "Thank you," she said. Her cheeks were flushed, probably from the cold.

      "Let's get back inside, where it's warm," he said. Damn, his voice was gruff, clear evidence of the effect she was having on him.

      She nodded quickly, and led the way inside again. As the warm air enveloped them, Mary shuddered and rubbed her arms briskly. He could think of some ways to warm her… Visions of her lush body pressed against him as he brushed his hands along her skin flashed over him. He smothered a groan.

      Who knows what she would have seen on his face if she'd looked back at him at that moment. Thankfully, she didn't. She just slipped through the foyer and returned straight to the barroom without pausing.

      The look of relief on Garry's face when they returned was almost comical.

      "I thought I was going to have to call Carson," he said. "And we both know how much he hates coming out now that he has two little ones."

      Zach and the others had already settled back on their bar stools and were complaining about some penalty kick that had gone wide. Sasha, one of his other waitresses, was pouring a beer behind the counter, chatting with them. Z had been eying her for ages now… almost as long as Adam had had his eye on Mary. It looked like the curvy blonde was finally noticing. She grinned at Z, and the big guy actually winked back at her. Better that Z was distracted. It gave Adam a second to get his reaction to Mary under control.

      "It's dealt with," Adam said to his cook. "If Freddie knows what's good for him, he won't be back here again."

      As he grabbed the next order, he watched Mary toss her broken tray into the garbage bin at the end of the bar. She grabbed another one from the wait station. She straightened her shoulders and pinned a smile to her face before turning to the crowd again. She didn't even glance in his direction. It was like that sweet little kiss hadn't happened.

      And for her it was probably nothing more than a gesture of thanks.

      But for him, that little closeness made him crave more. A lot more.
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      It was two in the morning. Mary's shift was over and her feet ached.

      She waved good-bye to the other waitresses as she ducked into the women's washroom to change into her regular clothes. The room was a mess. The cleaning staff would be there in the morning, but she'd gotten into the habit of tidying at the end of her shift. She picked up the crumpled paper towels that littered the floor by the door and shoved them into the trash bin. She wiped down the wet countertop and turned off the tap that had been left running. Good enough.

      She stepped inside the cleanest stall and locked the door. Alone in the quiet, the memory of her lips on Adam's cheek flowed over her. It'd been a perfect moment and she'd been swept away by the magic of it all. The ice crystals in the air had even sparkled around them like fairy dust.

      She dropped her head to the back of the door.

      Why, oh, why had she kissed him?

      It'd been an impulse. One she didn't even realize she was doing until her mouth met his skin. Then, once she'd done it, it'd taken everything she had not to slip her tongue along his flesh for just one little taste.

      He'd smelled so good too. Earthy. Woodsy. Masculine.

      Heat flashed over her face. She sighed as she peeled off her skirt. Why did he have to be so… so… sexy?

      He was the perfect proprietor of the historic bar that had once been the only saloon and hotel in town. It had fed and housed countless rowdy coal miners and gold diggers. Their stories still survived in the local lore and fabric of the community. And Adam was as hard and rough as any of the legendary personalities in Little Lothian who'd come to the mountains all those years ago.

      Rumors followed him… He's killed people. He's been in jail. He won't talk about his birth pack.

      Adam's mysterious past was part of what made the Mad Dog Saloon such a draw. It made people curious, but Mary didn't care about rumors. People looked at the black tattoos wrapping his muscular arms and neck and imagined the worst. But what she knew that some of the regulars didn't was that he was a wolf, which made her doubt he'd been incarcerated. If he'd been locked up, someone would have realized that every once in a while there was a wolf inside the cell instead of a man. Then he would have been shipped off to some government research facility and trapped there for the rest of his days.

      No, he hadn't been in jail. She was sure of that.

      But that didn't mean he was any less dangerous. She'd heard the warning he'd given Freddie before he'd bounced his sorry ass. That wasn't an empty threat.

      You didn't want to mess with people like Adam Sinclair.

      She bit her lip. Not because he scared her, but because he was thrilling and powerful and everything she could ever want in a man. Unfortunately, he only saw her as an employee. It didn't matter how skimpy her clothing got, he had never let his gaze slip down to her cleavage or linger on the hem of her skirt.

      She wasn't sure she could find any more revealing clothing without breaking some kind of decency law. And really, as much as she loved the extra tips she was getting, she wished he'd just open his eyes and see her so she could tone things down a bit. The situation was killing her.

      In those first few weeks after she moved to Little Lothian and started working at the Mad Dog, she'd been consumed by thoughts of him. She'd been sure that he'd been interested in her too. Then, suddenly, it was gone. Whatever spark had been sizzling between them had been doused. Well, mostly. She hadn't been able to shake whatever lust she'd been feeling… but it didn't have the same intense sense of belonging that it had when they'd first met.

      He didn't have another lover, of that she was sure. Not only had she been studying his interactions with any woman who came within two feet of him—and didn't that make her sound like a stalker?—but Little Lothian was too small to keep a relationship hidden for long.

      Even her crush on him was getting noticed.

      Mabel and Bonny, the eldest members of her coven
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