

    
        
          Alpha Werewolf & DragonFire Burns

        

        
        
          Arian Wulf

        

        
          Published by Arian Wulf, 2023.

        

    


Alpha Werewolf & DragonFire Burns

Arian Wulf

Copyright 2022 Arian Wulf

​​​This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental. All characters depicted in sexual acts in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older. No part in this book may be reproduced, transmitted, stored, or distributed without permission of the author or publisher.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Alpha Werewolf & DragonFire Burns

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Epilogue

Also Read The Caged Healer

Sneak Peek from An Alpha’s Mate: The Caged Healer

About Author

Also By Arian Wulf

​​​...

William, a forest warden and Alpha Werewolf, toes the line between beast and man better than most. He keeps his territory safe, but nothing ever happens in the quiet Shifter town he's chosen as his home.

Everything changes when Hunters storm into town, armed to the teeth and setting illegal traps everywhere. They're hunting something, that much is clear, but they are all being remarkably tight-lipped about what exactly it is that they're hunting.

He soon finds out that it's not a what, but who.

The creature they're after shouldn't exist, silver scales and wings folded back, beautiful and impossible. When she shifts, grabs his arm, and she tells him to run, he is pulled into her gravitational force and he doesn't remember how he's survived so long without her. He won't let the hunters find her, but keeping her safe in his home also means keeping her trapped there... and the problem with that is that he doesn't see a problem with that at all.

​​​​​​​​
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Chapter One
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Sunlight spills across the boats slowly floating together on an otherwise empty lake. The morning sun has not quite dispelled the chill of the night and Johnson's dressed like it's the middle of Winter instead of Spring. Then again, it does get very cold around here, so he tries not to judge the man so much.

Supposed to be warm today and the locals and tourists are taking full advantage.

Johnson lifts a hand in tentative greeting at the sight of him and he returns the gesture.

"Good morning, Johnson. Caught anything yet?" he asks.

Johnson makes a face. He rarely catches anything. "It's all the tourists," he claims. "Got here before I did," he shrugs and sets down his rod to help William tether their boats together for the inspection. Johnson is making a show for the tourist who's peering curiously at them from across the stream. He's a law-abiding man. Renews all his licenses on time and never gets in trouble. Except with the missus who thinks he could be doing something useful instead of wasting his time out here. For someone who's so shit at fishing, he really appears to enjoy it. Maybe it's the solitude away from the missus.

William sincerely hopes he gets better at it, but he's been hoping for years and the man has not improved at all. He wondered, at first, if he's the sort to catch, tag, and release, but no. There's just something about him that makes the fish steer clear of his baits. His boat. Just- him in general. It's like there's a forcefield around him that warns all the fish away.

Perhaps he has shifter blood in him too, something that repels fish.

It's rude to ask, so he keeps that observation to himself.

"Tourists caught all the salmon upstream," he says a little too loudly. Deliberately too loudly.

The occupants in the boat nearest to them grimace and pretend they're looking elsewhere.

William laughs as he leans over the boat to do a quick glance. Empty. He really hasn't caught anything. "Tourists bring revenue, Johnson. Buys all the stuff that your wife and kids make," he reminds the old man. It's good money too. They make decorative things out of wood, ornaments and the odd bit of furniture when they have enough materials to work with. None of his children inherit his love of fishing. Thank the Moon for small mercies.

Johnson shrugs, unrepentant. "I suppose."

They chat a little more, mostly to give time to the others to hide what they don't want him to find. William is capable of compassion. Sometimes.

William brings his boat over to the tourists after that. They've been drinking. Probably spent the night out here, thinking it'd be romantic. Didn't think to bring bug repellent. Probably suffered through the night too, judging by all the bug bites and scratches all over their bodies. He would be more sympathetic of them if the girl hadn't sprayed perfume all over herself and undid a button or two prior to his arrival. It's bad manners with her lover right there. Or perhaps exhibitionism and public sex is the sort of thing that they're into.

It wouldn't be the first time he's caught a couple enjoying the nature a little more than normal out here. Wouldn't be the first time he had gotten an invitation to join, either.

It's not something he's into and they should not presume that just because they are young and attractive, people wouldn't mind that they're half naked. He scrunches his nose. Well, scratch the attractive part. The boy is young, but the woman is definitely older than he had thought her to be initially. There is something about her that makes his nose itch. Maybe it's the perfume that is hardly doing much to mask the scent of sex lingering on their bodies.

"Is everything the matter?" the boy asks, puffing his chest up and trying to make himself bigger.

Some Shifters are easier to tell than others. Especially if he's one of his. A werewolf pup.

"Does your mother know you're out here, Gillian?" he narrows his eyes at the boy. Not quite a tourist, after all. Just a naive pup rebelling against his parents. He's nineteen, allowed to make his own mistakes, even if this particular mistake is twice his age. She is wearing a crop top with her midriff exposed, bellybutton piercing on full display. Her pink shorts do little to hide her ass and from afar, she gives off the impression of a young woman who's been allowed to dressed herself for the first time. There are mosquito bite all over her long legs and she looks pissed to be out here.

"Do you know him, Gillian?" she asks and leans a little too forward in the boat, the front of her collar falling open. She has nipple piercings too. Gold rings hang from them, connecting the nipples together. It would be seductive in another setting.

"Alpha William, this is Nafeesa Avery. She uh... she's just visiting," Gillian says.

"Alpha William," Nafeesa drags his name out and licks her lips in what she must have hoped to be a flirtatious manner. It isn't even that he knows Gillian had just put his dick in her that makes his fangs itch. There is something wrong with the woman.

"Welcome to Millington, Ms. Nafeesa," William says without looking at the woman. The longer he keeps his eyes on her, the more his head throbs. He suppresses the growl that's threatening to bubble up from his chest. He has more control than this.

"Gillian, do you have all the permits?" he asks, seeing the fish flopping around in the barrel. The boy is wearing nothing but swimming trunks. His chest is dotted with the same mosquito bites that has covered most of the woman's body.

Gillian looks panicked for a second before remembering he has company  and tries to look confident. It's an admirable effort. "Yes," he says as he searches under the seats of the boat and finds the papers. He hands it over to William. "I know what I'm doing," he says.

"Not enough to forget that you're allowed a maximum of five," he says, gesturing to the bucket of fish they had caught. He was probably trying to impress his lady friend.

"We have permits," he argues.

"About that..." the woman starts and Gillian pales when he catches the look on her face. There is something about her face that's just wrong and the longer he looks at her, the less he seems to see. Is she starting to look younger? Blue eyes and an upturned nose. She had put on bright red lipstick that feels entirely out of place here.

He turns away, but it requires real effort to do so.

It is only later when he figures out why he gets such a headache looking at her. He had encountered people like her before, out in the city where everyone is trying to look their best. She had put on a glamor. Perhaps it's her lipstick that's enchanted. That sort of thing was popular among the elite when he lived in the cities. Full-face makeup with a little bit of magic imbued in the powder to make the viewer see what they find aesthetically pleasing. He's never liked that stuff and is grateful when the price jacked up and it became nearly impossible to acquire except for those with more money than god. He wonders what this tourist does for a living to be able to afford that stuff. Or perhaps she really only needs it for the night to convince Gillian to sleep with her.

"Please put your rods away and enjoy the sunrise." He gives Gillian a pointed look. "I expect you to head back right after and surrender the extra fish to Minnie. She'll be in the office," he says. "She'll decide if you should pay a fine for going over the limit," he says before Gillian can ask. He just wants to make the boy sweat a little, honestly. Minnie has a soft spot for the boy and isn't going to fine him for going over the limit. She will probably give him hell for dating someone twice his age, though.

Gillian gulps and nods, hurrying to comply before he can get in even more trouble.

"Please wipe down the boat before you return it," he says to Gillian in a low tone when the woman saunters over to undo the other rod. She is making a show of it, swaying her hips and bending over to give them a good look at her ass. Is her ass magicked too? What does Gillian see, he wonders, when he looks at her?

Perhaps he sees someone closer to his own age.

William grimaces at the thought. He's never liked magic. Always felt like dishonesty to him. Magic has a particular scent, but he can't discern it from the perfume
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