
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_0048436-46615ff0-381b-47ce-a61c-d713b8fa4f69_RDox7R_html_m6524ad9e.jpg]

 



[image: tmp_0048436-46615ff0-381b-47ce-a61c-d713b8fa4f69_RDox7R_html_449c17e4.png]

Published by EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING ® at Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2022 Evangeline Perrie

 


 


ISBN: 978-0-3695-0710-5

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: Audrey Bobak

 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 



 


 


 


 


DEDICATION

 


For my many supporters, some of whom still
remain perplexed, but support me no matter what. And for J, my
everlasting cheerleader in all things, who knows how important it
is to explore all kinds of art. A special thanks to L for fun Latin
discussions even though neither of us speak it in any way.






Trigger warning: This
book contains a scene with a sexual assault. It is not a rape
scene, but it is unpleasant. Please take care of yourself.

 



 


 


 


 


UNLEASHED

 


Savage Magic, 2

 


Evangeline Perrie

 


Copyright © 2022

 


[image: tmp_0048436-46615ff0-381b-47ce-a61c-d713b8fa4f69_RDox7R_html_71dbcfad.png]


Prologue

 


I stalked around the unfamiliar witch House,
barreling through the halls, witches skittering out of my way. I
wanted very badly to change into my wolf. My skin itched to let him
out, to let him unleash some violence on the soft bodies around us.
I could picture the screams, the blood, the rending flesh. But I
held him in. Barely.

The witches who lived in this House, I think
it was called Singer House, gave me a wide berth. As they were
currently annexed under Turgenev House, and subject to the whims of
my … what did I call Gavrie Turgenev? A colleague? A brother in
death and destruction? That one made me giggle a little, making
more witches unlucky enough to be in my vicinity flinch and hurry
out of my way, heads down, trying not to engage my interest.

 I guess it didn’t matter how I thought
of him if we were moving toward the same goal. The witches here
were just as terrified of me as they were of him. They knew I was a
wolf and not a witch, but the fact that I worked for Turgenev made
them extremely wary in my presence. As they should be. 

I made it to the room I was looking for,
stopping outside the door to check my phone. I was still recruiting
wolves to my cause—Turgenev’s cause—since that little cat bitch and
the wolves she stole from me had killed the men in my hierarchy. I
ground my teeth, trying to regain some control over my anger, as I
couldn’t unleash it, not yet anyway. 

Philip had been with me for years. He had
been fucked in the head, yes, but did my bidding the way any good
beta should, and honestly, that kind of loyalty was difficult to
earn. I felt his loss keenly, as far as that went. He and the
Enforcers I had were the perfect set to wreak havoc on anyone in
our path as we needed. Now I had to go back and start all over. It
should have been those four I had groomed in my rings here with me
to do my bidding now. I felt my anger rise again at the thought of
everything she took from me. They should be mine. I closed my eyes
and breathed deeply through the red mist covering my vision.
Turgenev wouldn’t like it if I indiscriminately killed the witches
here. He was still trying to fly under the radar. I snorted. I
couldn’t care less at this point about hiding what we were doing,
but Turgenev insisted on doing things his way. 

I sighed and rolled my shoulders. That
little kitty was definitely going to pay. Turgenev seemed to think
otherwise, that he had all the rights to her and my wolves, but I
would get my pound of flesh, quite literally, from her body, and
then I would take it from her soul. The thought calmed me and made
me smile. A female witch walking nearby flinched, which made my
smile grow wider. Corinne Savage was the ultimate goal. I had
possessed her mother for many years, not knowing of Corinne’s
existence. I grinned at the memories that ran by in my head.
Torturing her had been fun. Then going after Corinne, too, using
Turgenev’s plan, which should have worked, dammit. 

I sighed again. I was the one who made sure
those four pathetic wolves found their way to my pack. Turgenev and
I made their parents an offer they couldn’t refuse. I had let them
think they found their way to me by accident, but they most
certainly had not. I groomed them exactly as they needed to be. I
had given them a purpose, let Nox develop as an alpha, and I didn’t
even kill him. Oh, I wanted to, but Turgenev reminded me—often in a
very painful way—that we needed Nox to get Corinne. Long game, yes,
and a torturous one.

Well, we hadn’t gotten her, had we? And she
had decimated my hierarchy, which really irritated me. It was tough
to find men just as depraved and violent as we were to do what
needed to be done. Which was exactly why I had chosen the four
wolves to continue my plan. The fact that she stole the wolves that
were rightfully mine, mine to use as I needed, well,
that just pissed me off more.

I had to go back and tap the source to
further my cause. In fact, I was currently working on my best one,
and I checked the message he had sent me, smiling at the
affirmative response. Good. He would help us. Not that he actually
had a choice, but at this point, I wanted him to think that he did.
When it was necessary, then maybe I would disabuse him of that
notion, but for now, compliance was key.

I wanted to let Turgenev know as soon as
possible so we could put the first phase of the new plan in place.
Well, it was the same basic plan but we needed a new way to achieve
it. I could almost feel that bitch between my teeth. I salivated a
little bit at the idea. Her flesh would part beautifully as I
ripped into it, not killing her, just painfully reminding her that
nothing was in her control.

I shook myself, opened the door to the room,
and stepped inside. The diminutive man who was Keeper of Singer
House startled as I did. I grinned, a baring of teeth, making him
flinch too, and turned my attention to the other man in the room.
He was so bland-looking as to be unremarkable, something that
worked in his favor over the years. Extremely powerful, he was able
to nearly entirely mask his level of magic. 

Although I was a wolf, I was able to detect
higher magic levels from witches who tipped the scales. That Halson
woman was one of them. I had noticed the amount of meat on her
bones and was looking forward to sinking my teeth into her. I could
almost hear her screams as I made all that long, blonde hair turn
red with blood. Her, I wouldn’t torture, at least not for long. It
was coming, and soon. The moment I could rip apart all of these
witches who meddled in our plans. 

Turgenev hid his high magic level well, but
his nearly constant bland demeanor to match his looks frequently
threw people off until he let it out. Then his magic coupled with a
level of ruthlessness that surpassed even my own, made most
witches—and wolves—shake in their boots. 

He looked up at me now, and a small smile
crossed his lips, so briefly I almost missed it. “Tanner, good,
you’re here. I was just explaining to Urich here that he is no
longer needed as Keeper,” Gavrie said, silkily, and Urich blanched
at his expression. 

Glancing at me warily, he replied, “Um, Mr.
Turgenev, you promised me I would be able to continue as Keeper
until we formally joined your House. You said you’d protect us in
exchange for lending you our most important member.”

“Your daughter, Urich. You’re giving me your
daughter. Tsk, using your own flesh and blood as a commodity.”
Turgenev shook his head. “But that’s what they’re good for, of
course. Tanner here knows, don’t you, Tanner? Those boys you raised
were an excellent commodity. Until you allowed them to get away
from you, yes?” Turgenev sighed dramatically and shook his head,
radiating disappointment like a cloak around his body.

I tensed. Usually, when Turgenev started
blathering on about how I screwed up, he would magically torture me
to ensure I remembered who my boss was. While I enjoyed delivering
pain, I didn’t much like being on the receiving end. It wasn’t
nearly as fun.

Urich blanched. Truly, he didn’t have much
choice, but when Turgenev came calling the first time, Urich could
have gone to one of the other Houses, seeking to be annexed for his
daughter’s safety. Instead, he had the bright idea to try to use
her for his own gain. His wife had died years prior, so there was
no one else to stand for the girl. Good for us, and too bad for
her. 

She would learn very, very soon that she was
just a pawn, expendable, but as long as she did what was expected,
she would be fine. I chuckled under my breath. Well, those she
cared about wouldn’t be fine, not at all, but we had to ensure her
compliance somehow. I looked forward to possibly being involved in
ensuring her help. 

“Rhiannon will do as I tell her. If you need
her help to … do whatever it is you need to do, then Rhiannon will
be by your side. All you need to do is ask me,” Urich said.

I shook my head, chuckling. This man truly
had no idea what he had unleashed on himself, his daughter, and his
entire House. Well, he was about to find out.

Turgenev didn’t move except to smile, truly
this time, and Urich very rapidly lost all the blood in his face at
the expression. I turned to leave the room, since I realized it
would be a while before I could talk with Turgenev regarding the
man I had secured to help us in the next move against that bitch
and my wolves.

As I reached the door, I could only feel
relief that the screams of pain and horror weren’t coming from me
this time. 


Chapter One

Cori

 


“Pull more magic, Cori! That’s not enough
power to fuel the cast!” Davida Halson, one of the Keepers of
Halson House and my current magic trainer, shouted from my right
side. I couldn’t actually see her since my eyes were screwed shut
and I was pushing my magic so hard there were sparks of light
behind my lids. 

“Use your anchors! Feel them with your power
and funnel it through them,” Davida continued, but I was still at a
loss for how to do that and keep them safe. I could smell ozone, a
clear sign I was pushing magic out, so I knew it was at least able
to work. Davida, arguably the most powerful witch in existence, had
been my main source of magic training for the last several months
despite my having been raised in Dome House by my only remaining
parent, August Dome, a powerful witch in his own right.

I searched inside myself, feeling the
tethers of the mate bonds within my mind. Each one of my mates,
Lennox Burns, Dawson Marx, Isaiah and Memphis Lincoln, had a
distinct feel within the bonds we shared. Although the bonds were
metaphysical, I pictured them in colors and shapes. It was more a
feeling than anything I could actually see.

Nox’s bond was a shimmering gold. Over the
last few months as our mating had settled and his Alpha power had
developed, it had … braided, for lack of a better term. It was just
a tiny, thin cord when we battled Tanner Jones and his merry band
of violent assholes. They were all dead—well, not Tanner, at least
I didn’t think he was. But over time, the thin gold chain
connecting me to my Alpha mate had grown thicker, stronger, and
more permanent. His braided bond also included the rest of his pack
aside from me. Their bonds were closely tethered to his and each
other’s.

Dawson’s bond was a glowing midnight blue.
It was just as thick as my bond with Nox but had a different, more
soothing feel to it. It seemed to undulate inside my mind, like
water flowing in the ocean at night. Nox’s bond, however,
definitely did not feel soothing in any way. Mostly, that was a
good thing, but sometimes when I was trying to develop my magic
skills, it felt like it riled me up more than I needed. 

Isaiah’s and Memphis’s bonds felt even more
different than the first two. Isaiah’s was a bright and happy
spring green and Memphis’s was a sultry orange, of all things. It
made me chuckle, since every time he grinned, I thought of the
Cheshire Cat from Alice in Wonderland. Maybe my mind had
supplied that color for him after the Disney movie depiction.

Dawson was suddenly beside me as he took my
hand, breaking my concentration completely. My eyes flew open, all
the magic I was pulling dissipating instantly. I looked up into his
golden-brown eyes as he murmured, “Firefly, what are you worried
about? I can feel your emotions, but it’s all jumbled so I can’t
really identify any of them clearly. It doesn’t feel good.” His
hand rubbed mine soothingly. “You don’t show any emotion on your
face. It’s hard to reconcile the mess of emotions we can feel with
your lack of expression,” he continued.

Each of my four men came to surround me, and
Davida wisely walked over to the other side of the room, giving us
some space. 

It wasn’t the first time I had been told I
had a poker face. Years of having to conceal my emotions from young
witches looking for a target or men trying to get a rise out of me
had forced me to blank my facial expressions to ensure my emotions
wouldn’t be too easily used against me. Witches got bored when they
didn’t get any response.

I looked around at each of my mates, taking
a deep breath and letting my feelings for them show clearly, my
smile and the delighted expression I wore making clear how I felt
about them. The feelings had only grown stronger since I had
unbound my magic, we had bonded, and gotten to know each other more
intimately. I felt the gratitude swell inside me again. And the
possessive feelings, the lust and adoration, as it did each and
every time I looked at them. They were mine, mine to love,
to laugh with and support, just as they supported me. 

I sighed, and the smile dropped. “I guess I
keep thinking that I’ll hurt you. I know I’m supposed to share my
magic, to use you as anchors to tether me and ground my power, but
what if I mess up and you bear the brunt of it?” I wrinkled my
brow, looking around at each one of them so they understood how
much I didn’t want that to happen. I had just found them. Hurting
them was the last thing I wanted, especially after all they had
been through in the last ten years.

Nox chuckled. “Cori, we are supposed to
funnel your magic. That is our purpose, along with being your mate,
of course,” he hastily said, cutting off the protest forming on my
lips.

I didn’t ever want them to think I kept them
around for what they could do for me or their usefulness. That part
was amazing, but I cherished each one of them for being exactly who
they were.

I nodded. “I understand. But you’re wolves.
You don’t naturally have magic like I do, like Caracal cats do. So,
what if it’s too much? What if you burn out?” I
shuddered. 

Burning out was something that happened to
witches at times. It happened when they attempted to boost their
casting by using more magic from another user, or performed dual
casts to enhance the cast they wanted results from, but they
funneled too much at once. For lower-powered witches, they could
end up frying their magic pathways, hence the term burnout.
What if I tried to pull too much through my wolves and they burned
out, too? I had no idea what that would do to them, and I doubted
anyone else did either.

We still had no idea how my men became my
anchors, specifically anchors for me and my extreme magic level.
While intellectually I understood they were supposed to be able to
handle my magic, what if they couldn’t? I was still a new magic
user, having had it blocked from me for such a long time. What if I
messed up and they got hurt?

Davida was suddenly pushing through my
mates, all of whom were stroking my arms and shoulders and back,
trying to soothe me. “Cori, why didn’t you tell me this before?
This fear is holding your magic back from its potential,” Davida
said, putting a hand on my shoulder and leaning down.

“Listen, you can’t burn them out. They don’t
have magic pathways the same way witches do. You’re shifters, all
of you. Caracals have no limit on their magical ability, or at
least you don’t, from what I can tell. And these are your
mates. I don’t know how they got the way they are as
magic-funneling wolf shifters, but they were somehow designed to do
this for you. While you should definitely always know and respect
your limits when it comes to casting, I think it would be very
difficult for you to cause them harm.” She looked into my eyes, and
I saw the sincerity there.

I blew out a breath, and some of the tension
I felt dispelled at her reassurance. “Okay. So I guess there’s been
no progress on figuring out how four random wolf shifters are all
magical anchors for a Caracal cat shifter?” I smiled, and all five
of them smiled back.

Davida shook her head. “I can’t tell if it’s
somehow innate or it was a spell cast by a witch to make a
channeler.” She frowned. “If it was a cast, it was an extremely
clever one and done by a witch with a strong gift for divination.
They would have had to divine what your wolves would eventually be
for you, as well as divine you as a powerful magic user.”

Memphis cocked his head. “What’s a
channeler?” he asked.

“It’s an old practice from before the witch
Families were decimated by the humans in the Witch Trials. Witches
and shifters had a closer relationship many years ago. Sometimes, a
witch would ask a shifter to act as a channel for their magic, in
order to enhance it. Since shifters are physically strong and
possess shifter magic, they were good candidates for the practice.
It’s where the myth of a familiar came from in witch lore. Some
witches took it too far, essentially enslaving shifters to act as
an anchor or channeler for them. It’s one of the reasons why the
Trials happened, since many shifters got fed up and ratted them out
to the humans. Also, there’s some thought that channeling is how
Caracal cat shifters originally got innate magic, but that is
unsubstantiated,” Davida said.

I stared at her, openmouthed. “I never heard
that before!” 

Davida chuckled. “It’s glossed over in Witch
History courses, but usually mentioned obliquely. Maybe we should
return to sharing that part of our history.” She shook her head.
“It wasn’t a kind practice, and it died out when we lost so many of
our brethren at the time. It did not make for good relations
between the shifters and witches. Also, it’s forbidden by all the
Houses now. Of course, it would seem with the four of you”—she
gestured at my wolves—“that someone has revived the practice.”

Well, it definitely seemed that Davida was
leaning toward this being a cast and not an accident. 

Nox looked thoughtful at this, clearly
wondering, as I was, whether this was intentional or not. I could
feel his emotions telling me that he was curious but also didn’t
care. We were together now, mates, and that was all that mattered.
I smiled at him, and he gave me that intense Nox look back, but I
could see the happiness in his eyes and I could feel it flowing
toward me like pulses of light from the sun.

Davida clapped her hands. “Let’s try again,
Cori. You can be reassured that unleashing your power with the help
of your mates is as safe as it can be.” She smiled, a bit of a
wicked edge to it. Whenever she got that look, I wound up doing
something unintended, so I was definitely wary. I was also so lucky
to have her helping me. She was the Keeper of Halson House, busy
with the demands of her House’s witches, politics, and so many
other things. But she was helping me figure out how to do magic and
spent a lot of time patiently answering questions for me. I was
sincerely grateful.

I nodded, and my men took up positions
around me according to their symbols on my tattoo. I had my magic
bound by my mother and two fathers at age four with a magical
tattoo. Auggie had been inking the tattoo and casting in order to
keep me hidden from a psychotic wolf named Tanner, who had been my
mates’ alpha up until recently. My mother, Selma, had then cast to
determine if I had mates to protect me after the binding broke
later in my adult life and four symbols had appeared in the air
above me, one for each of my mates. They had melded into my skin
around the tattoo. As we had practiced using my magic with them as
channelers over the last few months, we’d determined that this
positioning was the best for maximizing my abilities.

I was practicing my magic in preparation for
what we were sure was coming for us. Tanner was working for a
powerful witch named Gavrie Turgenev, the Keeper of Turgenev House,
who was working against the House laws that the witches lived by.
Dome and Halson Houses were quietly working together to begin
counteracting whatever plans Gavrie had. No one was entirely sure
what he was planning, especially now that I wasn’t imprisoned for
their breeding plan, but many older and more experienced witches
seemed to think war was coming. 

“Focus, Cori!” Davida yelled, and I closed
my eyes to concentrate. The cast was simple, but one I had only
attempted once before. Although I hadn’t known I had magic, my dad
Auggie did, and he insisted I continue magical training while I was
growing up with the other Dome witches my age. It was something
that had annoyed me to no end and confused my instructors. As a
result, I had a lot of practical knowledge but very little
experience. If I was attacked again, which seemed likely, I needed
to be able to use magic when needed. My wolf mates wanted to learn
how to use magic, too, as they burned to protect me just as much as
I wanted to protect them. They were lethal as wolves, of course,
and even in their human forms. Fighting was second nature to
them.

I drew in a breath, focusing on the outcome
of the cast. It was a simple transportation cast, one I had done
once before successfully under duress, but only with a couple of us
and at a very short range. I was trying to transport myself to Dome
House, into my bedroom to be exact. Since we were in Halson House
working with Davida, which, being that it was in the Pacific
Northwest and quite far away from my Pennsylvania-based home, it
was a good test of my abilities. Auggie was on the other end to
help me get back, if necessary. We weren’t sure if I would be able
to return without my four wolves around me to channel my magic or
if it would work remotely. 

I could see the bonds tethered inside me.
Each was glowing brightly, something that made any tension inside
me instantly relax. My hands came up in the correct position, and I
took a deep breath. “Transporto!” I said, forcing as much
intent into the words and gesture as I could.

I felt a rushing sensation, but the force of
power flowing through me made me unable to open my eyes right away.
As it faded, I realized I felt the crush of bodies around me, very
close. My eyes flew open, and I looked around. Well, it had worked,
but what the hell?

My mouth dropped open. I was standing in my
bedroom at Dome House, nearly 3,000 miles from where I had begun,
and apparently, I had brought all of my wolves with me. My brow
wrinkled in confusion. That wasn’t supposed to happen.

Auggie stood up abruptly from my favorite
red reading chair where he had been sitting and waiting. For a
moment, he looked just as confused as I felt. I looked around at my
men, each of them with a different expression on their faces. Nox
looked fierce, but then he always did. I could feel his pride
shining through the bond. Dawson didn’t bother to hide his
emotions. He whooped and scooped me up for a kiss. 

“Damn, firefly, you always have to go one
step beyond, don’t you?” He chuckled and pecked my lips again.
Isaiah did the same, never wanting to be left out of any sort of
affection if he could help it.

Memphis came up behind me and began rubbing
circles on my back to soothe me, clearly reading my confusion and
trying to alleviate it as well as my anxiety.

I looked over at Auggie. “I have no idea
what happened.”

Auggie opened his mouth to reply just as
Davida appeared in my bedroom as well. She looked around and
immediately started to laugh. I looked at her, the question plain
on my face, and she took pity on me. 

“Cori, I think because you were worried
about leaving your channelers behind and not having them with you
that it changed your intent. Your magic wants to please you, to
follow your lead. It … sensed your concern and fixed the issue. Of
course, most witches and other magic users aren’t able to do such a
thing. Five of you at once and over such a long distance.” Davida
shook her head but was clearly pleased.

Auggie chuckled as he walked over to me.
“Your ability with magic is growing, Cori. That was quite the feat.
Do you feel tired or drained at all?”

I exhaled, my anxiety lifting, and I took a
moment to take stock. I felt absolutely fine, mostly perplexed. I
was still learning control, but I was relieved that I was able to
complete the cast. And then some. 

I shook my head at Auggie. “I feel fine.
Maybe a little hungry,” I answered him. Davida laughed and shook
her head.

Just then, the door to my room burst open
and a whirlwind of silver hair, dark skin, and attitude came flying
inside my room.

“I heard voices, what … Cori?” Maxie, my
best friend whom I hadn’t seen in about a month, came through the
door. In typical fashion, she pushed all of my much larger mates
out of her way and threw herself into my arms.

“What are you doing here? Don’t you use
doors anymore?” Maxie laughed into my ear and pulled back to look
at my face.

“Ooh, girl, they are keeping you
satisfied, aren’t they?” She laughed, and I made a face at
her. 

Chuckles sounded from each of my men, and
Memphis, who hadn’t stopped touching me, gently squeezed my
shoulder. 

“Maxie!” I laughed. She was incorrigible. I
looked past her to see Singin Mays, of all people, standing behind
her. My brow wrinkled in confusion.

“Hi, Gin.” I nodded at him, and he greeted
each of my mates as well as Davida. 

I looked back at Maxie, a question in my
eyes. She shook her head subtly, but she was going to be letting me
know very soon why Gin, the manager of Sabbath, one of Dome’s
clubs, and a man she claimed to despise, was hanging around with
her in the morning on a random Wednesday.

Isaiah stretched. “I’m starving. Do we have
to go immediately back to Halson House? Dome has such a nice
breakfast spread.” He made puppy eyes at Auggie, who
laughed. 

“Keeping this group fed is quite the task.
The dining crew have been thrilled you spent the last month being
housed by Halson, I’m sure,” Auggie said and held an arm out toward
the door so we could head down to the dining hall. He raised his
eyebrows at Davida, who nodded. 

“We could use a break, and Cori should
refuel a bit before bringing all of us back,” she said. I
didn’t miss the not-so-subtle hint that she would expect me to
bring her as well on the return trip.

Maxie squealed and threaded her arm through
mine, dragging me through the door and toward the stairs down to
the dining hall where my mates were sure to destroy the buffet in
short order.


Chapter Two

Nox

 


My pack and I followed Maxie, Gin, and our
mate as they walked down to the breakfast buffet, chatting about
Cori’s magic. Davida and Auggie followed behind us, discussing
magical bindings. Auggie had been able to create a binding on Cori
as a toddler that he infused into a tattoo. He had glamoured it to
remain invisible, and it had only revealed itself the first time my
pack and I surrounded her. This had happened accidentally on a
dance floor in a club while we were hunting for her to bring back
to Tanner, and the whirlwind that followed didn’t allow a great
deal of time for Auggie to discuss his magic with others as it
pertained to the tattoo.

Apparently, this type of binding was not
only unusual, but completely unheard of, from what I could tell
from Davida and some of the other witches, who seemed absolutely
floored that it worked and lasted for nearly twenty years. Whenever
Auggie was available to chat, it seemed that was the topic at
hand.

I sat down at a table and quietly surveyed
the room. It was past the time for most people’s workdays to start,
so the room was fairly empty. A few stragglers were about, but
there was plenty of room for the nine of us to sit at one table.
Auggie and Davida didn’t eat, they just sat nearby and continued to
talk. 

I watched my gorgeous mate as she talked to
her best friend and marveled to myself, again, how this amazing
creature could love me and be mine. I let my gaze run across her
face, her dark-brown eyes, and the craziness on top of her head
that she called hair. She had enough magic now to do whatever she
liked with it with very little effort, but she was well aware of
how much the four of us enjoyed having her drag that mass across
our bare skin so she rarely did anything different with it. Plus,
the suggestion that she change it made her annoyed, at best. I
chuckled to myself. My mate was nothing if not stubborn.

The circumstances of my life were pretty
crappy, especially once I joined Tanner’s pack. Like my brothers, I
had been forced to fight in his rings for entertainment and cash as
well as be subjected to his particular brand of cruelty.

Then we met Cori, and everything changed,
but most especially, I was finally able to become the alpha I was
meant to be. Sure, my pack was tiny, but my brothers, who were all
bonded to Cori as well as I was, were all I needed.

Cori sensed my gaze on her and the thread of
my emotions, and she turned a brilliant smile in my direction. It
told me everything I needed to know. My mate loved me, and I was
the luckiest asshole in the world for having her and my
brothers.

I raised an eyebrow back at her and let heat
roll into my eyes and just a hint of lust into our bond. Cori’s
smile immediately dropped as her face blanked and she blinked
rapidly. Isaiah chuckled. I heard a peal of laughter coming from
Maxie, who might not have been able to sense emotions like a
shifter but was clearly paying attention.

“Cori Savage, you and I have to go
out for drinks without your men. I want all the details,” she said,
which only made Cori scowl a bit.

She turned back to Maxie and mock-slapped
her on the shoulder. “Stop that, you thirsty woman. Aren’t you
getting any?” 

Maxie just laughed and winked at Cori, not
giving anything up. “You’ll have to go drinking with me to find
out,” she sang back, and Cori let out a frustrated huff, unable to
turn the subject away from herself.

I had definitely noticed my mate was not one
for lots of attention being paid to her, for any reason really.
Like us, she had a bit of a difficult time growing up, albeit in a
much different and less violent way than we did. She didn’t really
like having people look at her or speculate about her at all. She
got very uncomfortable, hence the blank poker face. But she was
unable to hide her emotions from a bunch of wolf shifters, and
especially not from her mates. For which I would be eternally
grateful.

I continued eating my breakfast. The spread
that all of the witch Houses put out for meals was one of the best
things about staying with them. I wanted to eventually live in the
house my pack and I had bought and were fixing up together, but for
now, it wasn’t safe. The meal service definitely made up for any
lack of privacy. Well, mostly anyway.

My thoughts wandered to the future, as they
often did, and how we would work out living together when things
went back to being calm again. If they ever had been calm. I sighed
to myself.

“Nox.”

“What?” I said, turning to Dawson on my
left. 

“What?” he asked, looking at me
quizzically. 

“You said my name,” I said back to him.

His eyebrows raised. “No, I didn’t,” he
replied, seeming confused.

It mirrored exactly how I felt. I swore I
heard someone say my name. I looked around, trying to determine if
one of the witches was playing a trick on me. I wouldn’t put it
past them. Cori and Maxie were talking, as were Davida and August.
I shrugged. I must have been hearing things.

“Nox. Don’t you think it’s time to show
everyone how an alpha truly protects his pack?”

I froze. I was hearing things. I checked
internally with my wolf. He hadn’t heard anything and looked back
at me quizzically before huffing and lying back down with his head
under his paw. He was a little miffed lately because we hadn’t been
shifting as much as we usually did. Maybe I was getting antsy about
that and it was causing me some stress. 

That must be it. This was a fluke that would
go away as soon as I shifted.

I turned to my pack. “I think I need to
shift. I’m feeling antsy,” I said, looking at the three of
them.

Isaiah smiled. “I could go for a run,” he
answered, and the other two nodded in assent.

I got up from my seat and walked down to
where August was talking to Davida.

“I’m sorry to interrupt,” I said, “but my
pack and I really need to shift at some point soon. Our wolves need
to run. Cori’s cat could probably use a shift as well.”

Davida turned to August. “Can they shift
here safely? How are the wards holding up? I haven’t heard of any
sightings of Turgenev or Tanner. Any word?”

August shook his head. “No, and that makes
me wary. We have heard nothing since the night of the attack on
Tanner’s compound. We have taken over the compound and released all
the wolves who weren’t attacking us to disperse how they wish. But
we have heard nothing from either man, and frankly, I’m growing
concerned. I know they haven’t stopped, so I’m wondering what
they’re up to and what their next move is going to be against us,”
he concluded, a grave look in his eye.

I trusted August Dome more than I trusted
most people outside my pack and Cori. He was a very unassuming man
who had been through a great deal, losing the loves of his life and
raising Cori under false pretenses to keep her safe. I had also
seen him use magic. Despite his calm demeanor and mild appearance,
he was fierce and powerful. 

August continued, “Jeremiah changed the
protection casts that ward the property just in case. You should be
able to shift and run around for a while without any issue.” He
nodded to me, and I walked back to my seat to inform the
others.

“You need to show them what a real alpha
does. How he protects his pack.”

Again, I froze. This time, Cori noticed.
“Nox, are you okay?” she asked, brow wrinkled. She must have sensed
the confusion coming from me over hearing a voice no one else could
hear. A real alpha? I had no idea what the voice was referring to,
which made this extra confusing. But I was leery of telling anyone
yet. I didn’t want them to think I was losing it while we were in
so much danger, while Cori was in danger.

I shook it off and smiled at her. “Nothing.
Just thinking,” I said, but my smile didn’t reach my eyes. She
looked confused but accepted my brush off.

I sighed. I really didn’t need another
problem on top of the pile I already had. Maybe shifting would help
sort everything out.


Chapter Three

Cori

 


We headed outside Dome House to shift. Our
animals needed us to let them out periodically to keep them strong,
happy, and content. For the last few months, we had been focusing
on developing my magic skills and using my mates to channel. We had
shifted now and then, but it had been a while since the last time.
My Caracal cat was pacing inside me, mouth open and panting in
anticipation. She was definitely down for a shift today.

Shifters were generally not prudish by
nature, having to strip and get naked often before and after
shifting into their animal. For me, however, it was a different
story. I had grown up around witches. Witches, while also not
especially prudish, were not casual about nudity the way shifters
were. Plus, I had to shift in secret for most of my life.

I stood for a moment, breathing deeply in
our spot outside, looking up at the cloudy Pennsylvania sky.
Rustling noises made my gaze drop, and I got the most wonderful
view of my four mates stripping. They were each muscular and
delicious in their own ways, and it was not a hardship watching
them take off their clothes. They had spent a fair amount of our
downtime in the gym at Halson House, lifting weights and wrestling
each other. That was not a hardship to watch, either. I encouraged
them to wrestle as often as possible, actually.

I giggled and started humming music out
loud. “Yeah, take it off!” I said, and each of my mates swung their
heads toward me, all in various states of undress. I wiggled my
eyebrows, still fully clothed, but now distracted by the luscious
naked bodies in my view. Each of my mates was fairly tall—well, at
five-two, everyone was taller than me—with varying skin tones and
eye and hair colors. The warmth and love in their gazes always made
me swell with joy. I hadn’t had anyone before I met them to really
make me feel the way they did each day, and I appreciated the
growing feelings between us, the bonds that tethered us
together.

Memphis started to gyrate his hips,
chuckling, while Dawson, ever my fun-loving mate, smiled sexily at
me, putting one finger in his mouth and slowly drawing it out while
thrusting his hips forward, suggestively. I laughed and hummed more
porn-sounding music. Nox shook his head, smiling slightly but not
participating, and Isaiah looked at Memphis and Daws like they were
crazy. Then he turned toward me. 

“You aren’t taking off your clothes. Do you
need some help?” he asked, his voice deepening a bit with his own
bit of suggestion. 

The need in his voice made me shudder. It
was heady and intoxicating, and I hoped that desire I heard so
clearly in their voices would always make me feel that way. I
smiled back at him, blinking my eyes innocently. “Maybe. It’s so …
hard … to take my clothes off by myself,” I said, tilting my
head and twisting a finger in my hair. 

Nox rolled his eyes and shifted into his
wolf. Isaiah laughed and grabbed me, pulling my shirt over my head.
He leaned in to kiss me but barely brushed my lips before he was
suddenly pulled away. 

“Hey, we’re putting on a great show over
here and you’re the one getting kissed? I don’t think so!” Dawson
said, leaning in to kiss me next. He barely pecked my lips before
Memphis pulled him off and snaked his arms around my back, flicking
the clasp on my bra and pressing his lips to mine. He was bowled
over suddenly by a mass of black fur. Nox put his giant paws gently
on my shoulders, knocking me down. I giggled as he ran his wolfy
tongue all over my face. He bared his giant teeth and gently pulled
my bra away from my body, reminding me I was supposed to be
shifting into my cat. I blinked up at him, innocently, which he
didn’t buy at all. He huffed, his wolfy breath blowing the hair out
of my face, and moved off me.

At the reveal of my breasts as I lay prone
on the ground, Isaiah, Dawson, and Memphis all groaned and finished
stripping so they could shift. I got a fine glimpse of their
resulting arousal just before each of them shifted, and I sighed.
Maxie was right, they did work very hard to keep me satisfied. It
was just that as a newly mated shifter, I couldn’t ever seem to get
enough. Maybe after shifting, we could have some alone time.

I pulled my pants and underwear off and
closed my eyes. I was about to shift when I heard some snuffling
and light barking, and my eyes flew open. My wolves were standing
around me, all trying to both eye my naked body and cover me from
anyone else’s gaze at the same time. I laughed. There was no one
outside but us. They were possessive, but I loved it.

I closed my eyes again and breathed deeply
to initiate my shift, and when I opened them, I was looking up at
my wolf mates, who all yipped at me in invitation and took off.
Silly wolves. I sat and began washing my paws. I wasn’t going to be
rushed. Preening a bit, I began to move my paws through the tufts
of fur at the ends of my ears, making it smoother and shinier,
which made satisfaction move through me.

My wolves ran around the grass that covered
the back outside Dome House. It was a fairly large area with woods
that began after the grass. The wolves chased and tumbled about.
Dawson was nearly white in color, several shades lighter than his
human blond hair. Nox was a huge black wolf, much darker than his
brown hair in human form. Memphis and Isaiah both
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