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      Candela

      I never considered myself a bridezilla. In fact, I wanted a small, simple ceremony when I got married. I knew it would never happen because my parents and their coven wouldn’t stand for it.

      Also, because the man I was marrying had a ton of friends and extended family as well.

      We were doomed to have an enormous wedding. And it wouldn’t take place in Houston, where I lived. Nor in Austin, where Blake and I were moving after the ceremony.

      No, because his family and mine were based in Dallas, we were having the wedding there.

      However, I wasn’t sure I was going to make it to Dallas because my freakin’ car broke down halfway there.

      “Sonuvabitch!” I yelled, kicking the front tire of my car.

      Then, I screamed because my toes throbbed from the contact.

      Knowing my luck, I just broke my foot and I’d be wearing a damn boot under my wedding gown.

      I hopped around, cursing a blue streak. Once the pain faded and I ran out of steam, I snatched my phone out of the car. Thank the goddess I had roadside assistance.

      Many, many hours later, I dragged my suitcases out of the rental car at my aunt’s house. The porch light was burning, but the rest of the lights were off. Since it was closing in on midnight and nearly fourteen hours since I left my house, I wasn’t surprised.

      The house was silent except for the ticking of the grandfather clock in the hall. I finished unloading the car, saving the garment bag that contained my wedding dress for last. Fenella texted me before she went to bed and told me to use the guest suite on the first floor.

      I locked the front door and carried everything into the guest room. I didn’t bother to unpack, just washed my face using the toiletries in the bathroom. I stripped off my clothes and fell into the bed facedown.

      My phone buzzed on the nightstand and I lifted my face from the pillow long enough to glare at it. I picked it up and saw a message from Blake. I’d texted him when I pulled into Aunt Fennie’s driveway.

      Glad you made it safely. Wish you were in my bed instead of your aunt’s house.

      I smiled. I wished I was there, too. Unfortunately, his house was all but packed up since we were both moving to Austin. Plus, I didn’t want to risk him seeing my wedding dress before the big day.

      Wish I was there too. Love you.

      His response was immediate.

      Love you. Sweet dreams.

      I put the phone down, still smiling, and went to sleep.
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        * * *

      

      To my utter shock, my aunt didn’t wake me up first thing in the morning with wedding plans. I ended up sleeping nearly nine hours and felt much better when I opened my eyes.

      I knew there was a ton of stuff to do today in terms of wedding prep and now I had my car issues on top of that, but I stretched my arms over my head and wallowed in the bed instead.

      The past few weeks had been a blur of finishing up projects at work, packing up my apartment, and spending hours on the phone every day with my mom, my aunt, and my sister as we worked on wedding plans. I was exhausted and there was still five days until the wedding.

      Considering I hadn’t seen Blake in nearly a month, and we barely got to speak, I wished I’d put my foot down and eloped with my fiancé instead.

      I could hear Aunt Fennie in the kitchen, talking to someone, and realized I needed to get my ass in gear.

      After I went into the bathroom and took care of business, I washed my face, brushed my teeth, and dressed in a comfy pair of loose pants and a matching sweater. I needed coffee before I did anything else.

      The guest suite was at the back of the house, not far from the kitchen. As I approached, I could hear a low rumbling voice replying to my aunt and my steps quickened.

      As I rounded the corner into the kitchen, I heard Aunt Fennie say, “Would you like me to go wake her up?”

      My eyes locked on Blake as he smiled and drawled, “She’s already up.”

      A few steps later, I was in his arms, my head resting on his chest. A quiet growl sounded beneath my ear, making my eyes water. Goddess, I’d been missing him so much. Now that I was face-to-face with him again, it hit me like a punch in the gut.

      A little less than a year ago, I hadn’t even known this male existed and now I wasn’t sure I could live without him. He’d become vital to my happiness, to my very life.

      I squeezed him a little tighter. “I missed you,” I whispered.

      His lips brushed over the top of my head. “I missed you too, sugar.”

      I didn’t want to let him go, but I could sense my aunt’s presence behind me, and I knew I should say hello.

      Blake’s hands stayed on my waist as I took a step back and turned to face Fenella.

      “Hi, Aunt Fennie,” I said.

      Her smile was knowing as she looked at the two of us. It was also a touch smug. Considering she’d conspired with Blake’s aunt, Patricia Mason, for us to meet, I knew why. I also knew that she would never let me forget that her matchmaking attempt had been successful.

      Never mind that she’d introduced me to numerous men beforehand and nothing had come of it.

      “Good morning, sweetheart,” she said. “Do you want some coffee?”

      “Please.”

      As she got out a pod and settled it in the machine, she asked, “What time did you get in last night?”

      Blake pulled me back against his body, wrapping his arms around my waist and resting his chin on the top of my head. I relaxed into him.

      “Nearly midnight.”

      Fennie spooned sugar into a mug and stuck it beneath the dispenser. As the coffee brewed, she faced me. “What took so long? It was just before two in the afternoon when you called me about your car troubles.”

      “I had to wait nearly three hours for a tow and the closest town with a mechanic was an hour back toward Houston. Then, it took forever to find a place with an available rental car and have them come pick me up. It was nearly eight in the evening before I got back on the road.”

      “Oh, you poor thing. Any ideas what’s wrong with your car?”

      I shrugged. “No idea. I haven’t heard from the mechanic yet.”

      My car was nearly eight years old, so it could be any number of issues.

      Fenella added creamer to my cup and brought the coffee over to me. I mumbled my thanks and took a deep drink of caffeine.

      “Well, I have to run and pick up my dress from the shop. They finished the alterations yesterday.” Her smug smile returned. “I’ll be back in about an hour.”

      A few minutes later, Blake and I were alone in the house.

      “You better this morning?” he asked, releasing my waist so I could face him.

      “Yeah, I’m better,” I sighed. “Yesterday was a rough one.”

      I drank more coffee and wandered over to the kitchen table. I sat in a chair, curling one leg up beneath me.

      Blake joined me at the table. He took my free hand, cradling it in his big, rough palm.

      “You sure I can’t persuade you to come home and stay with me?”

      I smiled. “It wouldn’t take much persuasion.”

      Blake didn’t say anything else. His house was packed up and he was sleeping on an air mattress. I would stay there in a heartbeat, but I knew he wanted me to be comfortable.

      “You could stay here, you know,” I said. “Aunt Fennie has plenty of guest rooms.”

      Blake shook his head, scowling at me. “If I can’t sleep in your room, I’m not staying here.” He sighed. “I’m tired of sleeping apart.”

      While my aunt was no prude, she had definite ideas and superstitions about pre-wedding traditions, such as the bride and groom not seeing each other the night before the wedding.

      I covered his hand with mine, leaning closer.

      “I am, too,” I agreed. “But after this weekend, we’ll be together. Living together. Working together. And probably fighting more often.”

      The scowl returned, which made me laugh. “Why would we fight?”

      “Because we’re going from living separately to being on top of each other all the time. We’ll probably get on each other’s nerves at first.”

      Blake released my hands and threaded his fingers through the hair at the nape of my neck, tugging me closer until our faces were only a few inches apart.

      “You’re my mate, Candy. Nothing about you could get on my nerves.”

      His dark blue eyes glowed as his wolf rose to the forefront.

      Like always, I couldn’t resist teasing him when he was like this.

      “Okay, then you’ll annoy me.”

      He growled, his eyes locking on my mouth. “You’re doing this on purpose,” he said.

      “Doing what?” My voice was innocent, and I even batted my eyelashes at him.

      “Riling me up.” His words were low and coming from deep in his chest.

      “I’m not afraid of the Big Bad Wolf,” I retorted.

      “Even if he plans to eat you?”

      Heat rushed through my body, flooding my cheeks, and settling down between my legs, making my clit pulse. Blake’s pupils expanded.

      In a blink, he’d gotten up, scooped me out of my chair, and thrown me over his shoulder. His hand clamped down on the back of my thigh as he strode out of the kitchen and back down the hall toward the guest suite where I was sleeping.
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      Blake

      My instincts were screaming at me to take her, to make her submit to me.

      To make her mine.

      And the little witch knew exactly what she was doing to me. She did it on purpose every chance she got.

      Candy loved nothing more than to make me lose control.

      I entered the room where she’d slept and locked the door behind me. Her aunt would be gone for a little while longer, but I didn’t want to rush.

      I meant what I told her in the kitchen. I was tired of being without her. In the year we’d been together, we saw each other almost every weekend. Either I came to her, or she came to me.

      But the wolf within me had grown more impatient with each passing month.

      After our first night together, he’d known that the witch was our mate. Seeing her for two or three days out of every seven stopped being enough after the first three months. It had taken everything I had to maintain control from the past spring. Proposing to her in early summer had helped but it wasn’t enough anymore.

      She was mine.

      Candy laughed when I tossed her onto the bed, her red hair spreading across the white comforter, the clip that had been holding it up lost somewhere in the hallway. I stopped at the foot of the bed and drank in the sight of her. My wolf and I were the only ones who got to see her like this. That smile on her face, the mischievous sparkle in her eyes. They were ours. Only ours.

      She propped herself up on her elbows, looking up at me. Her cheeks were pink.

      “Oh, no. Is the Big Bad Wolf going to hurt me?” she teased.

      I reached over my head and yanked my shirt off. My shoes were next. Then, as my hands drifted to my belt, Candy bit her lip, her eyes watching my every movement.

      “I’m not going to hurt you, sugar.”

      She sat up on the bed, moving to all fours as I all but tore the denim from my body. When I was fully naked, she crawled to the end of the bed, beckoning me forward.

      I cupped her cheek as she rose on her knees and placed a kiss over my heart. The feral edge cutting through me calmed somewhat.

      Until the little witch bit me.

      I couldn’t suppress the growl as she nipped my chest again and her hand wrapped around my dick.

      “Maybe this time, Little Red Riding Hood will devour the wolf,” she murmured.

      Candy shoved back from me, going back to her hands and knees before she tugged me forward by my hip. I hissed as her mouth closed over the head of my cock. She sucked lightly before giving me one long lick.

      “I want you to fuck my mouth,” she said, the words vibrating against the head of my cock.
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