
Table of Contents

The Fallen Pack | Part 3: The Chase

Part Three

Afterward by the Author

About the Author

The Fallen Pack

Part 3: The Chase

by Dawn Michelle

Published by Novel Concept Publishing LLC

©2015

All rights reserved under the International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

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

For additional information contact:

www.novelconceptpublishing.com

5699 Applegrove Dr.

West Bloomfield, MI 48324

Cover art © 2014 Cora Graphics

Warning: 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 prison and a fine of $250,000.

Sign up for Dawn Michelle’s newsletter

Find Dawn Michelle on Facebook

Look for these other parts of the Fallen Pack serial:

Part 1: Fallen Alpha

Part 2: The Hunt

Part 3: The Chase

Part 4: Denying the Pack

Part 5: 

Part Three

––––––––

"Ceej?" Evan gasped. He lurched forward to grab the girl he thought he'd lost forever.

CJ stood up and opened her mouth, but he didn't give her a chance to talk. He wrapped her in a hug and held on to her tight. Tight enough, he hoped, that their hearts would start rubbing against each other. His lips found hers and he kissed her, only to have her return the kiss after a terrible moment of confusion. She made up for her hesitation with a passion that stole his breath and lit a fire in his belly.

"Hey now, save that for the honeymoon," Evan's father, Sean, teased. "Or after you elope."

They broke apart, stifled by Evan's father's teasing words. Evan backed up a few inches but refused to let go his grip on her arms. "CJ...what...how..."

She pressed her lips together and glanced at his dad before she returned her attention to Evan. "I was there...earlier, when you stopped by."

Evan nodded. He wanted to say so much but he stayed quiet. He could tell she was wrestling with something.

"I never doubted you," she whispered. "I'm so sorry. Everyone was talking and telling me things and trying to convince me of what happened. I got confused. They gave me shots and medicine and...and... oh Evan!"

Evan pulled her into a hug and let her tremble in his arms. He was crying too, but he didn't care, it was worth it. He had her back!

"Your dad hates me," Evan whispered when she'd collected herself.

She nodded. "Me too."

"You? But—"

She turned to Evan's dad and took in a deep breath. "Mr. Black, I know this isn't fair of me to ask...but, um, I kind of don't have a place to stay. Would it be all right if I slept over? At least until things calm down?"

Evan's dad nodded. "I had a feeling that was coming."

She blushed and dropped her eyes. "I'll do whatever you need me to, I won't be a bother, I promise."

He smiled. "You're right, you won't be a bother. Of course you can stay. Are you any good at cleaning fish?"

"Dad!" Evan groaned.

Mr. Black chuckled. He waved a dripping hand and said, "Go ahead and figure things out, I'll let you know when I've fried up the first batch."

CJ jerked her eyes to Evan and then back to his dad. Evan grabbed her hand and pulled on it. "Come on," he said.

She nodded and let him lead her upstairs to his room. He guided her to his bed and let her sit before he sat down next to her on it. He watched her fidgeting, drawing his eyes to her arm and the bandage on it.

She saw him looking and said, "I'm okay. The bite wasn't as bad as we thought."

Evan's brow furrowed. That wasn't what he remembered. "It wasn't? There was a lot of blood."

"Some of it was his...the wolf's," she said.

"Oh yeah, he bit himself first. That's really freaking weird. Why would a wolf do that? Why would anything do that?"

She glanced at her arm and away. "I don't know. I try not to think about it. So much has gone on..."

Evan waited until it was obvious she wasn't saying anything else. "Ceej, what happened? I mean, you know, at the hospital?"

"I don't even remember going there," she admitted. "I remember you telling me in the truck that's where we were headed, but that's it. Next thing I know I'm waking up and my parents and LJ were there, but they had to leave right away and—"

Evan couldn't stop himself from interrupting, "Why?"

"A nurse and a doctor came in and made them step out so they could talk to me. They, uh, they wanted to see how I felt and what happened."

Evan's eyes widened and chills ran down his arms. "Rape?" he whispered.

She nodded. "They wanted to know. They said that, uh, they examined me and stuff."

"Jesus," he muttered. "That's not right!"

She shrugged. "I had to tell them what we did, I'm sorry."

Evan let out his breath in a sigh that sprayed spittle on his arm. He wiped his arm and moved to hug her. "Don't be sorry! I don't blame you...that was crazy. Everything was crazy."

She nodded and pushed him back. "You...I didn't..."

Evan tilted his head as she sighed and wiped the tears from her eyes. "What is it?"

"I told them what we did, but I begged them not tell my dad. I knew how furious he was. He'd already started talking before they made him leave," CJ said. She took in a deep breath and sniffed. "I kind of let him believe it. I mean, I didn't say it, but I didn't fight him when he kept telling me that you'd hurt me. I was so tired too, I just wanted to sleep, not argue."

Evan stared at her, anger warring with hurt. CJ's eyes shimmered before she turned away. Her shoulders shook in time with her muffled sobs.

The heat in Evan's ears faded as she broke down. "I'm sorry," he said. He reached out for her shoulder but stopped, afraid of what she might do.

"I'll leave," she whispered. She turned, still looking away from him, and tried to stand up.

"No!" he blurted. "Stay. Please, CJ, stay with me. I love you!"

She stood next to his bed facing the door to his bedroom, but she was standing and not walking. "You do? Even after...everything?"

"I took a couple punches for you," Evan said. "And I didn't hit back because it was your dad."

CJ turned but kept her eyes down. "I heard about that. I'm sorry. I hadn't even woke up yet."

Evan shrugged. "It doesn't matter, I guess I'd go kind of crazy if I were in his place too. I talked to my dad about it some and he wasn't happy, but he didn't seem to blame your dad."

She drew in a shuddering breath and nodded. "Your dad's a good guy."

"Thanks."

She looked up and met his gaze. "You know what? You are too. I can't believe you're not mad at me."

Evan grinned. Was this really happening? Was the craziness almost over? They'd had some stupid fights in the past but nothing like this. Except they weren't fighting, just confused. Or maybe it was only him. "I've been a lot of things this weekend. Mad too, but never at you. Just at how stupid this whole thing is. Mostly I've been worried. About you, I mean."

She took a deep breath and hugged him. Her arms pulled him close and her warm breath tickled his neck.

The hug lasted long enough for Evan to begin to wonder what was going through her mind. He let his hand rub in small circles on her back and then began to venture wider. He felt her breasts pressing into his chest and tried to ignore the hard pebbles that poked through the layers of clothing separating them. Wait— why were her nipples hard and why could he feel them?  He'd never felt them before when they hugged.

"I feel better," she whispered. "Much better."

His breath caught in his throat for a moment. "Your arm doesn't hurt?"

She shifted her head, twisting it and lifting it so that her lips were next to his ear. "No, but that's not what I meant."

Evan swallowed. He was pretty sure it was loud enough for his dad to hear over the running water in the sink downstairs. "You, uh, you mean—"

"I told you we were going to do it again."

"Holy shit!" Evan hissed. He pulled his head back and stared at CJ. She stared at him, her lip caught between her teeth. 

She let her lip slip free and smiled. "I hope you still want to."

Evan nodded, too dumbstruck to speak. She took the lead and stepped forward so she could press her lips against his. Her tongue followed, tickling his lips until his frayed nerves caught up. The kiss deepened and CJ moaned into him. Evan's heart was slamming against his chest one moment and then weightless the next as she pushed him back into his bed and fell on top of him.

Evan struggled to keep up with the wild cat on top of him. He went into reactionary mode, moving and shifting to help her pull his shirt and then pants off without tearing them. He couldn't believe what was happening, but the fire in her eyes and the way she kept kissing him stopped him from worrying about it.

He tried to show some initiative and slide his hands under her shirt. She let him, groaning into his mouth when his hands slid up her back and around her side, only to find nothing beneath the t-shirt she wore. Or at least nothing stopping him from feeling the swell of her breasts and the hard nub of her engorged nipple that poked into his palm.

"Holy shit," he whispered, only to have his words and tongue devoured.

CJ guided his hands to her hips while she writhed against him. He didn't need any help figuring out what she wanted and helped her slide her jeans over her hips until he couldn't reach any further. CJ pulled his right hand back up and put the waistband of her underwear in his hand while she licked the roof of his mouth.

The fireworks in his brain drove out what little rational thought he had left. He shoved her cotton underwear down to join her jeans and then she took over. CJ used her legs to twist and kick her pants the rest of the way off.

Evan felt her soft curls rubbing against him, tickling the flames in his belly to an inferno. He grabbed her and tried to pull her up his body. He needed her right now! She slid up, changing direction and sliding her legs apart so she could straddle him. Evan's hips jerked like a dog humping the air until she put her hand around him and calmed him.

The calm only lasted a moment. She guided him to her and sank down, letting out a guttural moan in the process. Evan stiffened and arched his back. He forgot to breathe for a moment as he took in the incredible feeling of making love to CJ. It felt so different this time. Hotter. Wetter. Better. So much better.

She shifted and began to grind against him, bringing him back to the moment. He put his hands on her back and pulled her against him while they writhed together on the bed and struggled to find a rhythm. They ran out of time as Evan's muscles tightened and he felt his skin tingling. The tingle turned into bolts of lightning that left him grunting and spent.

CJ collapsed on top of him and nuzzled her face into the crook of his neck. She kissed and sucked on his skin, marking him to show he was hers. Evan gasped for breath and resumed rubbing his hands up and down her bare back while she curled against him.

"Oh no," he hissed as the fog of passion began to fade. "I didn't...we..."

She picked her head up and smiled at him. "What?"

"I didn't use a rubber!"

She picked her head up and stared at him. A few tense seconds passed before she shrugged. "It's okay."

Evan gasped. "Okay? What if— Ceej, that's not okay. We can't risk that!"

She smiled and kissed him. "I'm sure we're fine. I think it's the wrong time for me, anyhow."

Evan dropped his head back to the bed and groaned. "Are you sure?"

She shrugged and dropped her head to his chest. "Sure enough. Besides, it's too late
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