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* * *

I cupped her uninjured cheek, my thumb stroking the corner of her mouth. There were so many words I longed to say to her, but I knew I shouldn’t say them until I beat Lou once and for all.

“Brie,” I whispered.

She covered my hand with hers. “Yeah?”

I searched her face. Her tawny eyes bore into mine, fringed with those long, dark lashes, soft as sable. I filled with tenderness inside as I gazed into them. So many words...

“I’m glad that I found you that night,” I said.

Brie finally blinked. “Me, too.” Her teeth sank into her plush lower lip.

Unable to resist, I leaned down and kissed her. My hand shook lightly against her face as our lips made their connection. Although we were in a moldy basement and I was about to challenge our pack alpha in less than an hour, holding Brie in my arms and kissing her gave me a rare moment’s peace.

The next time I kiss you, I will be alpha, I swore to myself.

I opened my mouth, needing more, and tasted her sweet, warm tongue for barely a second until we were interrupted.

* * *

Blueblooded Alpha

Christy Rivers

Copyright © 2015 Christy Rivers

All Rights Reserved. This book may not be reproduced, in whole or part, without the express written consent of the author.

Prologue

THE PARTY WAS JUST like all the others, so Chase wasn’t sure why his parents insisted on his presence.

Well actually, he did. It was a benefit dinner for the Vandevelde Foundation, and Chase was a Vandevelde. According to his mother, Angela, it would’ve been “embarrassing” if all of the children weren’t present—even if all three children were now adults. The eldest was still out of the country on business, so his absence was excusable. Chase, the youngest, was twenty-five and unemployed, so his absence was not.

The people they were supposed to impress were just a bunch of self-absorbed fops, filling up the Vandevelde summer house with the smell of perfume and cigars as they shoved money at the newest cause du jour. The only thing anybody ever remembered of these parties was the person who donated the most money.

Getting drunk on free booze was the only way Chase could even stand sitting through the entire thing.

“I’m tired of these tiny glasses of champagne,” Chase muttered to his best friend, Andrew. He set his empty champagne flute onto the drinks table and picked up the next one. So far, he’d polished off six of them. A staff member appeared now and then to sweep away the empty ones.

Andrew smirked. “Methinks the lady should graduate to a big boy drink,” he said, taking a huge sip of his neat scotch. The young Brit had an uncanny talent for drinking almost twice the amount of the average American before feeling any effects.

“Nah.” Chase grimaced as he tried to loosen his tie. His mother shot him a glare from across the room, where she was chatting with the CEO of a national bank. “Jesus, she’s everywhere,” he muttered, straightening out his tie again.

“At least she’s a good hostess,” Andrew said. He sucked down the last of his scotch and smacked his lips. “I wonder if Lily is as hospitable.” He had a lewd look on his face.

“That’s my sister you’re talking about,” Chase growled, only slightly annoyed. His nerves were too damp from drinking.

As if summoned by the Devil himself, Lily appeared and tapped his shoulder, smiling wryly. “Did somebody call me?”

The middle Vandevelde was almost a clone of their mother. Along with Angela’s icy blonde hair and gray eyes, she’d inherited her mother’s keen shifter ears. Both Vandevelde women could hear a message whispered from the opposite side of a mansion, and it was why there were few secrets within the Vandevelde clan.

“I was just telling Chase how fetching you look tonight,” Andrew said.

Lily made a face like she found a hair in her caviar. Without even acknowledging Andrew, she turned to Chase. “Mother wants to talk to you.”

“Ugh.”

“What do you want me to tell her?” she said.

Chase looked away, directing his gaze at the parlor, where dozens of guests enjoyed cocktails and appetizers. He sighed. “Don’t tell her anything. Leave it up to me.”

Lily pursed her lips, skeptical. But Chase knew that she was desperate to get away. Angela had put her in charge of the kitchens for the night, and the task was overwhelming the future Lady Vandevelde.

Andrew watched Lily float away, his eyes focusing on the movement of her silver dress as she swayed her hips. Chase snapped his fingers in front of Andrew’s eyes, and he shook himself awake.

“What are you going to do?” he asked Chase, as if he hadn’t just been drooling over his sister.

Chase grinned. “I’m breaking out.”

Andrew blinked a few times. It took a few seconds for him to understand what Chase meant. “Are you crazy? Your mother will skin you alive!”

Instinctively, Chase’s gaze flicked back up to scan the parlor, which was now an Angela-free zone. Chase grinned and tugged his tie loose. “No, she won’t.”

Andrew, always eager to be a co-conspirator in Chase’s hijinks, grinned back. “Shall I create a distraction?”

“If you don’t mind,” Chase said, already slipping into a back hallway.

Without saying another word, Andrew cracked his knuckles and took one step into the crowd. “Oh, Lily!” he called.

Chase turned around and retreated into the darkness. As he entered the empty dining room, he heard Lily’s unmistakably shrill scream, followed by a sharp slap. Chase chuckled.

At the end of the hallway was the butler’s pantry, a narrow room with shelves and cabinets where accoutrements for cocktails and entertaining were to be stocked. Of course, the Vandeveldes hadn’t had a butler in generations, so the pantry was empty, though the kitchen beyond was a flurry of activity.

Shedding his coat, Chase passed unnoticed in his white shirt as the caterers scrambled to put the finishing touches on dinner. It smelled like lamb and roasted vegetables, and Chase was almost sorry to miss it.

Oh well, he thought. One night of freedom would surely be much sweeter than any slice of lamb. He side-stepped around a waiter carrying a tray of petite-fours and reached the back door. Then, he pushed it open.

It was blissfully silent outside. The evening was cool, and all the guests were keeping warm inside the mansion. Chase strolled briskly through the garden, frosted in dew under a clear blanket of stars. The edges of the forest were just ahead, a few feet behind the hedge marking the boundary of the Vandevelde estate, and Chase knew of a secret hole in that hedge.

He approached the hole and took off his shirt and shoes, working down layer by layer until he was standing naked in the moonlight. He haphazardly folded everything into a pile and placed it near his feet. Then, calling forth his wolf, he got down on his hands and knees and crawled through the hole.

When he came out on the other side, he was no longer a human. Now shifted into his wolf form, Chase threw his snout back and sniffed deeply. Then, with a flick of his bushy tail, he darted into the wilderness of upstate New York.

Chapter 1: Brie

PLEASE DON’T STOP. Please don’t stop, I prayed, my eye on the gas gauge as I coaxed my car along the road. The gas light had come on yesterday, but I wouldn’t be getting paid until tomorrow.

All I had to do was survive until tomorrow.

I was lucky that I lived so close to work. I was a sales associate at Discount Outdoor Gear, which had just moved into downtown Crocus Copse less than a year ago. My apartment was a few miles away in the older part of town, located in the basement of what used to be a fire station. I parked in the alley behind the stone building and walked around the side, where the basement access was.

I unpinned my plastic “Hello, my name is Brie” nametag and tossed it into my purse. Then, I stood still to dig for my keys when a creaking noise made me stop. I glanced up to look around me.

The alley was completely empty, except for me and a pair of metal garbage cans.

“H-hello?” I called.

A shadow seemed to move by the garbage cans. Then, one of them shuddered. I gasped and leapt back, dropping my purse.

“Is somebody there?”

A wolf stepped out from the shadows.

I clapped my hands over my mouth, holding back a scream. I’d never seen a wolf in person before, but there was something fierce and predatory about it that made me react in a primal way. Every instinct in my body leapt into overdrive. Fight or flight. I could run...or I could kick the goddamn wolf in the face.

As I transitioned slowly out of shock, the wolf took a few hesitant steps toward me. Then, it raised its tail and whipped it back and forth, almost like a happy dog.

Actually, just like a dog.

My fear gave way to curiosity, and I lowered my hands. Seeing me relax, the wolf hopped back and bowed playfully, its tail still going strong.

I laughed. “Where did you come from?” I said. When I went down on my knees, the wolf rushed forward and licked my face, yellow eyes flashing.

“You’re sure friendly,” I said. “Maybe you’re only half a wolf. Are you lost?”

I’d heard of wolf-dog hybrids, though I didn’t know of anyone in town who actually owned one. A quick glance told me that the wolf was a male. I looked for a collar, running my fingers through his salt-and-pepper fur, which was thicker and coarser than a domestic dog’s.

I remembered that it had been poking around the trash, and I felt sorry for it. I knew what it was like to be all alone. “You must be hungry. You wanna come inside?”

The wolf barked, though compared to an actual dog, it was more like a high yelp.

“All right. Come on, dog”

He spun around in happy circles as I picked up my purse and got back on my feet. He followed me down the short steps to my basement door, and after I unlocked it, he slipped right inside.

When I turned on the light, he hopped up onto my couch. “Hey!”

He dropped his jaw, flopping out his tongue. If he wasn’t actually laughing at me, he was doing a pretty good impression.

“Get off the couch!”

He jumped off and trotted to my side. I was impressed. Somebody had trained him rather thoroughly, which convinced me even more that the animal was more dog than wolf and must’ve belonged to somebody nearby.

I went straight into the kitchen and searched my cabinets. “I don’t have any dog food,” I said, long past the point of feeling silly for talking to a dog. “All I have is this canned ravioli. Do you like ravioli, dog?”

He sat his butt on the floor. I just took that as a yes.

I opened the can and poured the contents onto two paper plates. “One for me, one for you.” When I set it down in front of him, he put his nose down to give it a sniff. I could’ve sworn he winced before flicking his tongue over the sauce.

“I know it’s not that great,” I said. “But it’s all I can afford.” The cans were ninety-nine cents at the store. The raviolis were rubbery, and the sauce was weirdly sweet. Still, it beat going to bed hungry, and I polished off my plate long before my little dog friend finished his.

“I wonder what I should call you,” I said, tilting my head. The dog’s vacant gaze reminded me of a former foster sibling. “How about...Kevin?”

Kevin lifted his head and fixed me with a doleful stare.

“Kevin it is,” I said with a laugh.

As Kevin choked down his dinner, I walked around my small apartment, turning on two more lamps, a fan, and the T.V. Then, I untucked my orange work shirt from my stiff khaki pants, which I subsequently unbuttoned and shimmied down my hips.

I glanced up to find Kevin staring at me. I kicked my pants off to the side. “What? I can take off my pants in my own apartment if I want to,” I said smugly. This was my first apartment that I owned myself, and I was really proud of that fact.

I didn’t have cable, and my antenna didn’t get a good signal down in the basement. The only channel that came through was playing an infomercial for a ridiculously expensive smoothie maker.

“Gross,” I said. I thought I might as well get in the shower. I turned to kneel by Kevin and patted his back. “When I come back, you better have finished that whole plate.”

I stood up and walked to the bathroom, peeling off my shirt as I went. The tile-lined bathroom was always cold, no matter what season it was, being underground and all.

The shower was about the size of a phone booth, and the water came out freezing when I turned it on. While I waited for it to warm up, I unhooked my bra, slipped the straps off of my arms, and rubbed the red indentations the straps had made in my skin during the day. Then, I took down my bun and ran a brush through my brown, wavy hair.

When steam began rising from the water, I finally slipped off my cotton panties and stepped into the shower. I ached all over from standing for eight hours at work, and my evening shower was often the only thing I had to look forward to all day.

Still, I had to save money and gas, so they never lasted more than ten minutes. I washed and conditioned my hair, sloughed off the grime of the day with some honey-scented soap, and rinsed it all off before steam could form on the mirror.

I wonder what Kevin’s doing, I thought to myself. I cracked the shower door and reached for my towel. Then, I wrapped it around myself and stepped out.

I gasped, surprised by the mound of fur in the doorway. Kevin had surprised me. He’d taken a step into the bathroom, and he was watching me curiously with his unnervingly intelligent eyes.

I withdrew, feeling a strange need to shield myself from his view. “What are you doing in here? Shoo!” I said.

Kevin turned tail and disappeared.

“Ugh. This is what I get for trying to be a good person,” I muttered.

I realized that Kevin obviously had an owner somewhere, and as a human, I had to figure out how to reunite them. Hmm. There was a community bulletin board at my work. I wondered if my manager would let me use his computer to make a quick “Found Dog” flier.

I patted my hair dry and walked barefoot through the living room to the kitchen. I glanced around, but I didn’t see Kevin anywhere, though he’d finished his dinner at least. I threw out the plate, damp from his saliva, and crept back into the living room. My bedroom door was through a short hallway, directly across from the bathroom. The door was open, the room inky black in the darkness. It was the only other room in my apartment, and that was where I finally found Kevin.

I turned on the light, and I found him pooled on the bed with his head on his paws. He lifted his tail and gave it a feeble wag, as if to ask, “Is this okay?”

I closed my eyes and sighed. “I’m too tired to deal with this.”

Ignoring Kevin, I went to the dresser and pulled out an old tee shirt and some flannel shorts. I swapped the towel for my pajamas, vaguely aware of Kevin watching me curiously. Even though he was just a dog, changing in front of him left me unsettled. Maybe it was because he was so smart, it made him seem like a person.

But I knew that was crazy. Dogs didn’t care if you were naked or clothed.

After pulling my hair out of my shirt, I walked over to my bed.

“Scoot over,” I said.

He slid to the other side of the bed and curled up into a ball as I clambered under the bedcovers. I remembered to set the alarm an hour earlier than usual so I could deal with Kevin. Then, I turned off the light and settled down into my pillow.

“Good night, Kevin,” I murmured, closing my eyes.

A cold, wet nose pushed my hand.

* * *

THE ALARM BLARED INTO my right ear, yanking me out of sleep. I jerked and opened my eyes. After forcing myself awake, I remembered what had happened last night.

I groaned. My bedroom had no windows, so it was completely dark. I patted the sheets next to me, feeling for Kevin, and my hand eventually landed on—

Another hand.

I gasped and scrambled out of bed. When I turned on the light, I couldn’t believe what I saw.

There was a naked man in my bed.

My heart slammed into my ribs. I was bewildered, first of all. Where had this man come from, and where was Kevin? But I got over my confusion pretty quickly. This exact scenario had happened to the sister of someone I knew, and the thought of it happening to me simply pissed me off.

“HEY!” I yelled.

The man raised his head. “Huh?” he said, squinting. His face was still crumpled from sleep, his features hard to make out. But the first thing that struck me about him (besides the nudity) was how tall he was. Easily six feet tall, the length of his body covered the entire bed from head to foot, and he was...well-proportioned.

I raised my hand to block out the more intimate parts of him. “Who the fuck are you?” I snarled, taking advantage of his drowsiness.

The man stretched his arms over his head, making the muscles in his broad chest flex. “Don’t be shy. It’s me, Kevin.”

I frowned, momentarily confused. “What?”

The man rolled himself upright and stood. “Thanks for the ravioli,” he said, grinning. There was something strange about his eyes.

I opened my mouth. But before I could say, “What the hell?” out loud, the air shifted around me. I shivered suddenly, my body reacting to the strange atmospheric change. Then, there was an extremely loud crunch that seemed to come from the naked man’s body.

He pitched forward violently, his spin curving in a very uncomfortable way. He crossed his long arms in front of his chest, like folded wings. Then, his shoulders popped out and collapsed backward.

I screamed.

The man shrank down in size rapidly, and his pale, milky skin darkened. Eventually, there was no skin left at all, but fur. Dark, grayish fur, the same exact shade as Kevin.

And the man became Kevin the wolf, right before my eyes. Once the change completed itself, his tongue lolled out of his mouth. He gave several yips and jumped back onto the bed.

I pressed myself against the wall, gasping, as “Kevin” scurried across the bed and performed a magnificent leap that reached all the way to the door. I heard his claws scratching against the floor as he ran across the living room, followed by the sound of the front door slamming open and shut.

I was alone.

Chapter 2: Chase

MY FAMILY’S ESTATE WAS just a short run away.

By the time I slipped through the hole in the hedge, the sun had risen to choke out every shadow in the garden. I crouched in the damp grass and shuddered as the shift passed through me. Then, back in my human body, I reached for my clothes.

But my clothes were gone.

“Lily,” I growled.

The mansion was about half a football field away from where I was standing. Can’t believe I’m doing this, I thought. I covered myself with my hands and began sprinting across the vast lawn.

After what felt like hours, I finally reached the house and decided to sneak in through the service entry. The door opened into a hallway that went straight to a back stairway. I crept inside, closing the door gently behind me. Somebody was inside the laundry room as I tiptoed past.

“Whoops. Don’t mind me,” I said, grinning at the young woman inside.

She gasped and dropped a bunch of towels. I couldn’t remember her name, but my mind insisted that she was the granddaughter of our head housekeeper.

I reached the back stairway and scaled up to the second floor, which was where my bedroom was located. The upstairs landing still had that freshly-vacuumed smell from yesterday, the plush carpet soft beneath my bare feet. My bedroom was halfway down the hallway. When my hand touched the knob of my bedroom door, I exhaled, convinced









































d2d_images/cover.jpg
BLUEBLCODE

CHRISTY RIVERS





