
	A mysterious stranger comes to stay at Owen’s mother’s boarding house. What does this mean for the man who can’t shift?
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	But when the full moon rises on that fated night, nothing happens. While others around him change, he stays the same, forced to run for his life from the angry pack. Needless to say, Owen is a disappointment to his family.

	But then a mysterious and sexy stranger with wickedly tempting eyes comes to stay at Owen’s mother’s boarding house, a stranger regarded as suspicious by the clan, who apparently knows that there is far more to Owen than his failure to shift...

	 

	This book has been previously published and re-released.

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	Temptation Eyes

	Copyright © 2018 A.J. Llewellyn and D.J. Manly

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-2236-3

	Cover art by Martine Jardin

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc or 

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	[image: Image]

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Temptation Eyes

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	A.J. Llewellyn and D.J. Manly

	 


 

	 

	Dedication

	 

	 

	To the memory of Rob Grill, lead singer of The Grassroots.

	R.I.P.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	The night of my twenty-first birthday was the night everything was supposed to change. Yet nothing did. Everything that had happened in my life up to this point had been done in preparation for that one night. And although I was terrified deep down, I had resigned myself to what was about to happen to me. Then…well…it just didn’t.

	“I can’t wait to fuck you after the change,” Jeff had told me a few days before my birthday. He was stretched out on my bed in the dorm, watching as I packed some things into my duffle bag. I’d be making the fifty-mile trek back to Terra, the small town I hailed from. I’d known Jeff all my life. We’d gone to the same school, the same church, and bunked together in the college dorm. We were destined to be together.

	“Shush,” I cautioned with a grin as I paused in my task to gaze down at him. “People will hear you.”

	“I don’t care who hears me.”

	That was Jeff, bold, where I was timid. He was destined to be Alpha one day. I could feel it. I reached down and touched his sun-kissed hair. “Is it so bad now, the sex?”

	Jeff pulled me down on top of him and kissed me hard. “No, it’s great but…you wait until you feel the power. God, Owen, it’s so intense. The drive is feral and raw. Didn’t you notice how I’d changed after my last birthday?”

	I had noticed of course. Jeff was a year older than I was and had to skip a year of college in order to learn how to gain self-control. It was fine now, really fine, and the sex was fine, too.

	We rolled around on the bed awhile until Jeff pinned me down under him. I surrendered to his kisses, my tongue sliding around his. I’d known no other lover but him, and it would remain that way. As far as I knew at that moment, he was my first and would be my last.

	I heard footsteps all of a sudden and pushed Jeff off the bed onto the floor.

	Jeff glanced up at me, grinning as the footsteps disappeared. “Paranoia!” he teased, laughing hysterically.

	According to my father, the fact that my twenty-first birthday fell on a full moon was a lucky sign, one that seemed to carry great expectations. “Some have to wait longer,” he reminded me one night. “The full moon being present on this special birthday means that you will be extraordinary, Owen. Not even your Uncle Frank’s son, Martin, made the change on his twenty-first. He had to wait for his twenty-third.”

	Sibling rivalry had always existed between my father and his older brother. I was happy my father thought I was so special but I just wanted to get it over with.

	When the fateful night came, six of us made our way through the thick woods to a clearing. The pack included my Uncle Frank and my cousin, Martin, my father, Jeff and his father, Richard Delaney, who also happened to be Sheriff of Terra.

	Uncle Frank, my father’s older brother, was the Alpha and we were all subjected to his authority. He began to say a few words now as my father stood proudly by, his hand clamped on my shoulder. “Tonight is a celebration,” Uncle Frank said, “a rite of passage for my very own nephew, Owen Cartridge, who from this night forward will forever be a full-fledged member of this pack.”

	My uncle glanced up at the moon and continued talking about our history and obligations.

	I kind of tuned out the speech about how we were bound to secrecy and always there for each other to give protection and support. I knew all that. I also knew it was forbidden to prey on anything but animals. If we broke the rules, we were subjected to the laws of the pack, which could mean a death sentence for certain violations.

	I was distracted by what lay ahead of me that night, the pain I’d have to endure during the transformation. I’d been told the first time was the worst, the pain intense. “It gets better,” Jeff tried to reassure me earlier. “You learn to channel it but, honestly, the first time feels like dying.”

	Suddenly things were silent. The only sound that could be heard was that of nature around us. I sucked in some breath. It was time. I slowly began to remove my clothes, and the circle closed in around me. My cousin Martin moved closer to Uncle Frank and my father. Richard Delaney stood next to his son.

	I braced myself as the glowing moon above me appeared to mock my terror. I was cringing as I thought about the breaking bones and skeletal realignment. I suddenly wished Jeff hadn’t described it so well to me. I could have done with a little ignorance at the moment.

	I waited for it to begin, for it to take me and change me to something that could never be reversed. My chest heaved. I was breathing hard as I looked around at the naked men who were beginning to twist and contort into what I, too, would become. Suddenly, my ears filled with the moans and cries of agony of the pack around me. Tears came to my eyes as I watched the five men metamorphose into four-legged beasts with sharp fangs and deadly claws. It was never pretty, and always intensely horrifying.

	I backed up and hit the tree, waiting…waiting… I looked at my trembling hands. At any moment I expected the nails to elongate and my bones to crack. Everything around me grew clearer. I could hear each and every little sound and catch the slightest movement of an animal on the ground. But…that was all. I placed a hand over my mouth, stifling the urge to scream as the five wolves surrounded me, snarling. They moved closer, their red eyes piercing through me like red-hot pokers.

	I turned and began to run as fast and as hard as I could. The wolf pack thundered after me, sharp teeth grabbing for my heels. I came out on the campus football field, my lungs on fire. I scanned the perimeter, picking up the sudden movement of a squirrel on the bleachers. Everything was silent, but I knew the wolves stood watching at the edge of the trees. I started to run again, and I didn’t stop until I’d reached my room. Inside, I locked and barricaded the door. I waited, holding my breath. Then outside my window, I heard the howling. I closed my eyes, tears running down my face. It was the sound of my father crying.

	I was a failure. I hadn’t changed, hadn’t fulfilled the promise of my legacy. I was suddenly exhausted, emotionally and physically. I flaked out on the bed, my head throbbing and wondered if it would be better if I just died. Eventually, I fell into a restless sleep. I was running and running, and the wolves were behind me, snapping at my heels. I screamed. “Don’t you know me?”

	My cell phone woke me. I sprang up in bed, the adrenaline pumping through my veins as I grabbed my phone. I was desperate to talk to Jeff. “Yeah?”

	“Owen?” It was my mother. “Your father is in the hospital. He’s had a heart attack. You need to come right away.”

	I rushed to the hospital, but I was too late. By the time I got there, he was dead, and I couldn’t help but blame myself. I was certain my father must have been bitterly disappointed in me, and this had brought on the heart attack.

	When I first walked into the hospital, everyone was in the waiting room. My mother was crying. I walked over to comfort her. I avoided looking at the others. I was embarrassed. I knew I’d let them all down somehow. But I also felt guilty because, to be honest, there was a part of me that had never wanted to be one of them anyway.

	I was most worried about Jeff’s reaction to all this. I was sure he’d reject me now that I was not truly one of them. I was destined to be his mate, but not if I didn’t complete the transformation.

	I felt better when Jeff came up and hugged me before he left but he didn’t say much, just, “I’m sorry about your dad.”

	I nodded tears in my eyes. “I never had the chance to say I was sorry.”

	Jeff nodded and walked away.

	My uncle didn’t bring up the subject of my failure to shift until the day of my father’s funeral. At the reception, he came over to where I was standing with my mother and gave her a look. “Can I speak to Owen privately, please?”

	My mother walked away, but not before throwing Uncle Frank a look I couldn’t quite interpret.

	Uncle Frank met my gaze. “I don’t know what happened out there, Owen. Do you?”

	I knew of what he spoke. I shook my head. “No.”

	“It should have happened.”

	“Jeff said maybe it still would…” I trailed off because Uncle Frank was shaking his head.

	He took my arm and steered me outside onto the porch. “Jeff’s an idiot. If it didn’t happen under ideal circumstances, it’s not going to. You had all the essential conditions and yet nothing. But you do have some of the powers, the eyesight, and hearing, probably even the strength. I wouldn’t be surprised if you even had the instincts.”

	I waited.

	“But you will never be one of us, never truly one of the pack. Your mother’s genes have somehow muted the wolf genes. It’s a damn shame.”

	I looked at the ground. Deep down, could I have resisted? Could I have done that, actually willed myself not to shift? “I’m sorry.” It was all I could say.

	“Um. I too am sorry, Owen. And in honor of my late brother, I have had to carve out a place for you. It’s a special place, so your birth will not be a total waste.”

	I winced. A waste? Is that what I am?

	“What do you mean…you carved out a special place?”

	My mother came out onto the porch suddenly. She glared at my uncle and then took my arm. “You leave him alone, Frank. His father just died.”

	“I’m sorry, but this needs to be taken care of, Irene. Owen is not one of us, and yet he has been privileged to know our history. We need to discuss his place in this family.”

	My mother’s expression darkened. “He is your nephew, that’s all that is important.”

	He ignored her. “Owen.” My uncle met my gaze, “I’ve decided that you will be our outside guardian. If any of the pack needs help, you will help them. And later, I’ll teach you some skills you will need to fight our enemies should—”

	“Enemies, what enemies? We have enemies now?”

	“You can’t do this, Frank,” my mother interrupted. “He will be your slave,” she cried, looking at me. “His life will never be his own. Owen…” She looked at me. “Don’t agree to anything.”

	I went to say something, but my uncle put up his hand. “We’ll talk about this later,” my uncle said. “Your mother is right. This is not the time or the place.”

	In spite of the loss of my father, I had exams to finish, so I tried to put Uncle Frank’s bizarre announcement to the back of my mind. Jeff had had little to say since my birthday. I hoped this was only temporary because I missed him.

	Although I was going to graduate this year, I skipped the ceremony and celebration. I was in no mood for parties. Jeff decided to remain on campus anyway. I really was beginning to believe he was trying to create a distance between us. I didn’t want to sound like a desperate drama queen, so I didn’t call him.

	I felt like I was losing everything.

	I tried to see Jeff on campus before I left to go home but he was nowhere so I got in my father’s car and drove the fifty miles home to Terra. I’d spend some time with my mother, who was also grieving my father.

	The morning after graduation night, I turned on the television to hear some shocking news. An old man out walking his dog near the college campus early that morning had happened upon three dead bodies. They were all laid out in a perfect row. According to authorities, the victims appeared to have fallen prey to some sort of animal attack.

	I knew these students. They’d been in some of my classes. Two of them were from Terra. I couldn’t believe it. My mother sat beside me on the sofa, speechless.

	I met her gaze. We were reading each others’ thoughts. “It wouldn’t be one of us,” I muttered. “I mean…one of them. No
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