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Chapter One
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Scarlet glanced at the title, Integrating Werewolves: True Stories, and thought about her best friend as she placed it on the nonfiction shelf. She'd learned in junior high werewolves were real, though Jane was the only one she had ever met that she knew of. The door chimed. Scarlet turned to say something but her voice faded. Two men walked through the door. A charged energy pulsed from their bodies. She focused her gaze back to the books she held in her hands. Normally, she greeted every guest who entered her store, but something about them made her lose her nerve. Taking a deep breath, she looked up to find one of the males standing close to her in the children section. He seemed at ease as he rested his hand on his stubble-dusted jawline. He looked up toward her; his blue eyes seemed to stare into her soul. She refocused back down and continued to place the books into their place while catching her breath. 

When the other male moved to her right, she glanced over. He, on the other hand, seemed rather uncomfortable standing in the middle of the store. He scratched the back of his neck, rustling his short, brown hair. The muscles in his arm bunched as he grabbed a book, looking over the cover. He chuckled; it was one of the same copies she held in her hand. Swallowing the lump that had formed in her throat, she finished her task before turning to face them.

“Can I help you gentlemen find something today?” Scarlet pulled herself together, straightening her shoulders and lifting her chin up, trying to make herself look more professional. The man with brown hair turned to meet her gaze. He had amber-colored eyes; they sparkled beautifully in the sunlight.

“No, ma’am. Rift, you need anything?” Scarlet looked over to the blonde named Rift.

“No, I think I'm good, Oscar.” Rift smiled, taking her breath away. She moved back behind the counter with a few books still in her hands. She swallowed hard. She didn’t like to be called ma’am; it made her feel older than she was. One of them cleared his throat, and, turning, she hugged the books she had been carrying. Setting them down, she gave him a nervous smile. 

“Are you ready?” Rift nodded.

“Yes.” She scanned the books, trying not to read the titles of the books that caught his interest. One was a child’s book, and it crushed her. Two others were teenage novels; it was painfully obvious he had a family at home. She read his total out, and he handed her cash. 

“Have a good day.” They exited her shop. Oscar held the door open for Rift, reminding her of the gay men living down the street from her, and her breathing returned to normal. Damn it, they could be a couple for all you know. If they are, it is a loss for women everywhere. She grabbed the remaining books and finished her task. The hour passed by with a few customers who bought decent stacks of books. She thought about the dream she had last night about her friend Jane while she cleaned up. The dream was odd even for her to be thinking about her old werewolf friend. She remembered Jane explaining to her how young werewolves thought it was funny to try imprinting with young teenage girls. It won’t even happen till they are eighteen, they are just stupid. Her friend’s voice filled her mind.

Six pm rolled around, and she locked the front door behind her employee Zack. Her stomach growled in protest as she grabbed the credit card receipts and the cash from the register. She decided to change it up and place everything in the safe and come in early tomorrow to finish the work. She wanted to celebrate the decent profit this last week by going out for dinner. It had taken a lot of time and energy to get to that point, and she felt this deep need to splurge on takeout food. She jiggled the keys in the back door to finish locking up the store. The back door was always tricky, taking more time to lock than to unlock it. Crossing the small lot to her car, she looked down when a rock skidded across the pavement. She put her key in the car door and glanced around to find a figure heading toward her. She unlocked the door but when she went to open it, James closed it. He had a haircut and shaved his beard, making him hard to recognize. Scarlet stepped away from him. Her heart began to race, and her palms started to sweat. 

“What are you doing here?” Folding her arms across her chest, her bag hit her stomach, reminding her she needed to eat. Ignoring the growl her stomach made, she forced herself to keep a calm face. James took a swig of bourbon, his favorite liquor, then he chuckled.

“I wanted to stop by and by the looks of you, you’re ready for me.” Part of her wished she had been quicker to get into her car so she didn’t have to deal with him any longer. He was a frisky drunk, and she was in no mood to be groped. Clenching her fists, her nails dug into her palms so she focused on the pain while she tried figure out how to get away from James and into her car. Scarlet was angry he was blocking her escape. 

“I didn’t wear makeup for you, James. Now, you should leave.” She pointed toward the main road, and he chuckled again.

“Oh, baby, I’m not going anywhere without some sugar.” He puckered up his lips and stood there for a few moments. When Scarlet didn’t move, he stopped, his eyes hardened while his lips flattened into a line. This was the glare she remembered. 

“You should leave. Someone’s waiting for me.” He grabbed her arm and pulled her closer to him. The tight grip seemed like it was going to cause a bruise on her light flesh, making her bite her lip so she didn’t whimper from the pain. Knowing that if she did cry out, it would only bring him pleasure.

“You are such a bad liar, sweetheart.” He crept toward her but stopped an inch from her face. His eyes darted to the place behind her, and his lips parted for a moment. “Who the hell are you?” 

Scarlet turned to find Rift and Oscar standing behind her, the setting sun casting shadows across their strong features. 

“We’re here for her; we’re going out to dinner,” Rift demanded. Scarlet heard the intimidation in his strong voice. 

“We were having a conversation.” James took another swig from the bottle.

“Yes, but she wants you to go. Leave!” Oscar spoke up. 

James glared at the two of them, then put his hands up and left. Once she no longer heard his footsteps, Scarlet let the cold air fill her lungs before turning to the men who had saved her.

“I don’t know how to thank you two. You didn’t need to do that, but I’m glad you did.” She sighed with relief. Now, time to celebrate. 

“Don’t worry about it. Get home safe.” Rift smiled. 

“Thank you again.” She climbed into the car, turning on the engine. She paused, rolling down her window. “Let me buy you guys dinner to show my gratitude.” Oscar shrugged.

“Are you sure you want the company?” Rift asked.

“I would love your company.” Oscar climbed into the car and filled most of the back seat. Rift hopped in the front seat, his wide shoulders almost touching her. Keeping her focus on the street was hard with the two gods in her car. She wondered why they had come to her rescue but she was damn glad they had. Now I need to go home and eat so I can relax. The idea of pulling out her favorite toy and working off some tension from the night made her bite her lip. She grinned at the thought of Rift and Oscar both in her bed. That would be hot. 
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THEY KEPT AWAY FROM human women for the fear of imprinting with them. As a werewolf alpha, Rift had to be extra careful. When a werewolf touches their mate, an imprint bond connects them. The last woman Rift had touched, a bitchy woman at the grocery store, he was glad they hadn’t imprinted.

Rift watched the brunette in the driver seat drive through town. She didn’t move her eyes from the road. He liked the way she held herself when it came to the male, James. He still had no idea why he convinced Oscar to step in and defend the female, but there was an energy about her that attracted Rift
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