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      Jasper Jameson has spent his life caring for others, knowing that one day he might be blessed with his mate. He’s fought alongside his family and Pack for over a century but it isn’t until he meets a human who makes his wolf growl, that he knows that there’s something more than fate worth fighting for.

      When Jasper walks into Willow Delton’s bakery she knows there’s something different about him. But every time he walks back out again, she doesn’t know what to think. When he finally finds the strength to ask her out, a new enemy in Jasper’s life has other plans.

      A dangerous Pack is on the prowl and they’ve not only threatened the Redwood Pack but brought a demon into the fold as well. Forced into a new way of life, Jasper and Willow must fight not only for their lives but their weakening mating bond. Trust takes time but the two of them might not have as much as they need.
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      Smells of sulfur and ash permeated the Circle as the rhythmic beating of drums mixed with growls and murmurs. Voices elevated as Taiko drums increased in tempo, matching the heartbeats of the Pack around Corbin.

      A blond male in low-slung jeans howled as he eyed the bare breasts of the woman next to him. The man beside him gave a sharp growl while beating his chest. Corbin stood outside the mass of people and felt the rising tension creep up his arms. Nice.

      Corbin was the Alpha’s only son and Heir. His people shouted for him, begging for his presence. The Pack must make a sacrifice, but he would rather play with his new project. His last one endured only a few short days. What a waste of soft flesh.

      A scream ripped from the throat of a young woman behind him. Corbin inhaled her fear and smiled. The sickly, metallic taste felt heavy on his tongue. An aphrodisiac for a wolf like him. Flesh slapping flesh in painful bursts silenced her. Corbin tilted his head toward the crowd and it parted. Their rumblings of conversation quieted as their Alpha’s presence commanded their upmost attention.

      Following his father, Corbin entered the Circle, not bothering to look at whom he passed. These lowlifes of the Pack meant nothing to him. He stopped beside his father in the center and looked around. They were manic with frantic energy, eager to see the outcome of their sacrifice. He lifted his chin to signal the entrance of their main entertainment.

      Four men walked from between groups of boulders, carrying two wooden planks. Chains circled the flat boards to encase two young, frightened women. The pale haired one made no sound and remained unmoving, her eyes wide and vacant. The other, this one with raven hair, struggled, moaned, then screamed for freedom. The men dropped their captives in an inelegant heap. But really, these girls didn’t deserve much more.

      He looked down at the dark-haired one who continued to fight her bonds. How dare this bitch have the audacity to fight? Didn’t she know it was useless? Fighting only showed her disregard for her betters – for him. Corbin’s hand came down across her face. His sharp strike reverberated through the air. But as he raised his fist to permanently shut her up, his father called him.

      “No, Corbin, let your sister be for now. For her regrettable uselessness and her inability to submit, she will be the demon’s bribe to do with as he wishes.” His father curled his lip and snorted before he quickly masked his features.

      The slut deserved what she got.

      Gesturing to the other woman, who had long since given in to her fate, his father spat on the ground. “Your cousin, on the other hand, will do what is needed. Like a good bitch. She will be sacrificed first for the calling.”

      Raising his fist, he yelled to his Pack. The answering call vibrated through the forest, and the steady beat of the drums intensified.

      The Pack’s desire to conquer crawled along Corbin’s skin, tickling his nerves. Inhaling, he savored it. Ah, it’s almost time.

      Walking toward him, his father spoke again. “You still have one sister left once this is done, and you’ll still have your plaything.” He growled a laugh as Corbin turned his head to the right and looked into the field past the group of his followers at his younger sister.

      Ellie’s brown hair lay lank on her shoulders and dirt smudges adorned her face, her bloodied lip only now healing from his earlier play. She could have been so much more, been by his side in a position of power. But alas, she didn’t share his views. Unmoving, she watched the proceeding with a fire in her eyes that belied her submission. She would not be easily quieted, and Corbin relished it.

      “Use this.” His father handed him a silver dagger with red rubies on its hilt. “It’s been bespelled by a witch and only needs the blood of a living sacrifice to tear the veil and bring forth our demon.”

      Corbin smiled and took the blade, running his finger along the sharp edge, careful not to cut himself and destroy the magic. He looked down at his captives on their boards and smiled. Oh, this will be fun.

      Corbin brushed the pale hair out of his cousin’s eyes before bending down over her bruised face to whisper in her ear. “You will be a good girl now and accept your honor. Through you, we will finally conquer the Redwood Pack. You are doing us a service; remember that.”

      A final whimper left her swollen lips before he straightened to his full height and plunged the dagger into her chest. No sound escaped as the frail light in her eyes faded to darkness.

      “Take our bounty, our blood. We give freely, this magic of death. Sacrifice meets endless faith. Cross the veil. Meet your summoners.”

      His father’s voice echoed through the forest again as the blood of Corbin’s cousin drenched the dirt floor of their sacred Circle nestled in the forest. Lightning arched across the cloudless sky, and fire erupted in a ring, surrounding the Pack. Growls and yells grew louder as the smell of death and sulfur increased. The dark scents of ash and sulfur seeped into his pores. Invigorating. The thumping energy of the dark magic mingled with the loud resonance of the drums, as a flash of bright lighting scattered across the tree line causing the Pack to jump.

      The drums stopped and voices hushed as a lone man appeared through a gap in the bodies. Not a man – no. Dressed in a fine black suit, he was dangerously beautiful with a face smooth like granite. Only the red irises of his eyes gave away the fact he was not of this world. No, not man, but a demon. Their demon.
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        * * *

      

      Caym took clean and precise steps into the Circle from the forest where he’d broken through the veil between Earth and Hell, and arched a brow at their offerings. The Alpha’s daughter was indeed a fine specimen and a decent bounty. But he wouldn’t have expected anything less. If this Pack wanted his power to aid in their quest, true sacrifice was the only option. The eager faces of the Pack stared at him with need. Their scent of tension and anticipation washed over him. Yes, this Pack would do. His lips quirked into a smile.

      Ah werewolves, still lower class and ill-bred. Caym would enjoy killing this raven-haired wolf before he killed his way through the others. Walking through the veil on the tails of death released him into this world. He’d be forced into aiding this Pack – but he would have his freedom and taste the blood he so desired.

      “Demon!” A tall man with caramel skin and dark hair bellowed. Power radiated off him in waves.

      Ah, the Alpha of the little wolf Pack.

      “We call on you to aid us in our time of need to destroy the Redwood Pack and claim our rightful, dominant place,” the other man continued, and Caym fought the urge to roll his eyes. “We offer you the most prized female as your bounty. Do with her as you wish.”

      The Alpha’s arrogant face could not hide the blatant fear in his eyes. Yes, he was wise to be fearful of him; after all, demons were relegated to Hell for a reason. And Caym was among the worst.

      Struggling against her chains, her bronzed flesh bloodied and bruised, the dark-haired female enticed him. He smiled.

      With a nod at the Alpha and the werewolf beside him, Caym strolled toward his gift. He traced his finger down her cheek, loving the feel of her blood pulsating against his skin. She jerked way from his touch, so he pressed harder.

      He loved it when they fought.

      He trailed his fingers down, resting them on her breasts. Her eyes widened before he dug his claws into her flesh to feel the beat of her heart. Her blood pooled around his hand, the warmth spreading along his cool skin. Delicious. The girl’s final scream set his blood to boil and filled his cock.

      Holding her warm beating heart above her now lifeless form, he smiled. Caym lifted it over his head before letting out a mighty roar.

      Death by his hands. The sweetest of sacrifices.

      “A deal with the Devil indeed.” Caym spoke clearly, eager to find his next victim, no matter where it came from. “I accept.” He gave his best, almost civilized, smile. If his cruelty showed through it, how was he to blame? He’d tried.
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      The scent of cinnamon and sugar danced on the air as Willow Delton heaved opened the heavy oven door to remove her prized cinnamon rolls. The plump, buttery pastries were baked to perfection, and she set them on the counter to cool. The only thing missing was her thick and creamy frosting, but that would have to wait.

      Willow stood back and stared around her commercial grade kitchen. She’d started her bakery from scratch, and it had grown into a successful, albeit small, business. Incredible, really. She’d never thought the day would arrive when she finally had a place to call her own. She was right where she wanted to be. Her favorite part of the day was being able to meet one-on-one with her customers. She loved the looks on their faces when they bit into her temptations,  that look of ecstasy not seen on this side of the bedroom door that flashed across their eyes.

      Of course, that particular look as the result of a man was long absent from Willow’s face. Too excruciatingly long.

      She stood back and closed her eyes, conjuring the memory of her mystery man’s face. The image that filled her mind made her forget the lack of human contact. The thought of his deep, husky voice tickled her spine whenever he spoke. Green eyes caught her in his web with only a glance. She’d fallen for a stranger and didn’t even know his name. He’d come into her store every morning and ordered a cinnamon roll and coffee with only a few words. Then he ‘d pay cash before lifting up the corner of his mouth in a semblance of a smile and walking out of her store. Was it strange she worried he’d keep walking and never return?

      A bell’s tinkle pulled Willow from her reverie and self-pity. As she turned to greet her customer, her heart leapt to her throat. Him. Her mysterious fantasy man. As she tried to regain her senses, she took all of him in. He had to be one of the tallest men she’d ever seen, easily over six and a half feet. The tight black T-shirt he wore hugged his biceps and cut into his muscular physique, while his broad shoulders stretched and strained the seams. His body tapered down to a narrow waist and hips as they met his thighs. His long legs she wanted to grip, encased in worn jeans led to work boots. Hmm, construction perhaps? She glanced back up his body to his striking face.

      He wasn’t beautiful, but he did have a face most women would dream about. A strong jaw and cheekbones gave him an aura of strength, the kind of strength that would be protective. His hair was midnight black and long enough to brush his shoulders, however, today, a band held it back, showcasing his face more. He studied her, his green eyes calm and calculating. Willow let out a surprised gasp at the sexual heat radiating from him. Could she possibly be imagining things?

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Jasper Jamenson fought himself as he walked into the bakery that morning. This would be the seventh week in a row he’d come here, every day but Sunday. And that was only because the damn store was closed. As good as the cinnamon rolls were, and they were little tastes of heaven, it was the woman behind the counter that brought him there every morning.

      Following a particularly bad night in the forest on a hunt, Jasper had been pissed and hungry. Another wolf had tried to play a dominant game, forcing Jasper to hurt him. The stench of the other’s defeat had remained on him, only angering Jasper that much more. The scent of the morning’s freshly baked goods pulled him through the quaint and welcoming door, and the slender goddess who served him brought thoughts of a different form of servicing to mind.

      Slightly above average in height – he would guess about five foot seven – she was the perfect height to settle against his body. For someone who owned and operated a bakery, she was as skinny as a rail. However, if he looked close enough he could see the telltale signs possible of curves. And with just a little bit of his help and pampering she would gain some well-needed cushion. No matter what, she’d look amazing underneath him. Her long, light brown hair curled in a bun on the top of her head. His fingers ached to pull out the pins and watch it tumble down her back. Hazel eyes sought him and begged for his protection. Damn, he was willing.

      Her look made the wolf within him perk up and growl.

      “Mate? I want her”. His wolf paced beneath the surface of his skin, calculating the best way to quickly claim their mate.

      What his wolf spoke of was a possibility. There were only a few women in the world through time that carried the scent to signal the potential mating. Unlike his brother Kade, who had met two women recently that carried the scent, Jasper had never in his one-hundred and three years come across a woman who brought forth the mating urge. However, if all encounters were like this one, Jasper didn’t know how others walked away. The urge rode him hard and he fought his wolf for control if only for a moment, something that hadn’t happened since he was a pup.

      He mentally spoke to his wolf. “We are not ready for a mate. And a human no less. She knows nothing of us. If, and that is a big if, we chose her to be our mate, we will have to go slowly into this. I don’t want us to scare her. But she is beautiful, no”

      His wolf growled in response.

      “Do you want to scare her away? Let’s get to know her first, see if she is a good match, other than that incredible cinnamon scent. I’ll talk to Adam and find out everything I can about her. I am the Beta; I cannot put my Pack in jeopardy.”

      God, he really sucked at this. This time he needed to put on his big wolf panties and actually ask her out.

      “Then we could mark her.”

      He snorted at his wolf. Yeah, that was taking it slow.

      Jasper shook himself from his inner thoughts and looked into those hazel eyes. The spot of flour on her cheek begged for his hand to brush it way. He fought the urge. No need to freak her out. Her chest moved slowly, her small breasts rising and falling. The cinnamon scent of her filled his nostrils and he took a deep breath, the aroma going straight to his cock. The slight gasp that escaped from her kissable lips almost broke his control, and he fisted his hands to regain it.

      “Good morning.” His voice lowered an octave and became a growl. He cleared his throat and started again. “I come here every morning and I don’t think I ever gave you my name. Let me rectify that.” He closed the distance between them so only the counter separated them. “I’m Jasper Jamenson. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” He held out his hand in hopes of touching her skin.

      Willow blinked up at him and seemed at a loss for words. Her lips opened slightly, begging him to lean down and taste her.

      “Uh… yeah… I’m Willow Delton.”  She shook her head, gave him a small smile and placed her slender hand in his. He’d been right – her skin was incredibly soft and made him want to take a bite.

      “Yes, I know, you own this place.” He gave her hand a squeeze and released her.

      “So, Jasper, do you want your usual?” The sound of his name on her lips hardened his cock. Without waiting for him to respond, she turned back to her work-table to ice her cinnamon rolls.

      “Sounds good.” He watched as her hands moved swiftly and confidently across the baking sheets. “What time do you get off?”

      “Smooth, Romeo. Why don’t you just ask her to bend over the work table for you?”

      Ignoring his wolf Jasper continued, “I thought that we could grab a bite to eat tonight and go see the arts fest they have running in town.”

      Oh dear Lord. Why didn’t he ease into this?

      “Oh, are you asking me out on a date?” She wrinkled her brow and looked utterly confused at the prospect.

      “Yes, I am. I’ve been in here for over a month every morning, and as much as I love your food, I had an ulterior motive.”

      Surprise flashed across her face before her eyes lit up with excitement. “I’ve never been to the arts fest in town. I didn’t want to go by myself and didn’t have anyone to go with me.” Her mouth snapped shut at her revealing statement.

      Laughing quietly, he shook his head. “So what time do you get off?”

      “You really need to stop putting it like that; it gives me ideas.” Again, he ignored his wolf’s sarcasm.

      “I close at four and should be done cleaning up by five. It’s only me here today so it’s going to take me an hour to close.”

      “What do you say I come back at six and we go to dinner from here?”

      Her smile almost blinded him as she nodded before taking off her apron. “Okay. Sounds good. Here’s your breakfast.” She handed him his black coffee and a small brown bag with a pink logo.

      Taking everything from her hands, he set them down along with the cash to pay for it. Giving into temptation, he leaned over the counter to brush the flour from her cheek.

      She jumped and a flash of alarm raced across her face.

      Chuckling under his breath, he reassured her. “Just some flour. I’ll see you at six, Willow.” He grabbed his breakfast and walked to the door, taking one last look behind him at the woman who was his mate. He was one lucky bastard.

      Whistling a jaunty tune, he walked toward his Jeep, unconcerned and happy while leaving his mate to do her work. The hairs on the back of his neck lifted, and his wolf came to attention. The street was empty but for a few people; nothing looked out of place. Jasper took a deep breath but didn’t detect another presence. With one last look toward his slender brunette, he shrugged off the uneasy feeling and continued to his Jeep.
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      The man of Willow’s dreams walked out the door but this time was coming back for her. She had a date with Jasper. Her heart pound in her ears, and she felt like jumping up and down like a teenager. She bit her lip, holding back a squeal. Probably not the best time to do that.

      Jasper – the name suited him. Unique, yet strong. Closing her eyes to savor the feel of his presence, she tried to recall every word he’d said, every move he made. The warmth from his fingertips still tingled against her cheek. She took a deep breath of his lingering male scent and steadied herself before opening her eyes. An older couple stood staring at her with their lips pursed and brows furrowed. She must have been completely out of it not to hear the bell.

      “I’m so sorry. I’m just having one of those days. What can I get for you? I have fresh cinnamon rolls for you if you like.” She couldn’t wipe the grin off her face and helped them to begin her day.

      Breakfast and lunch flew by. Cleaning the few tables inside her shop, she hummed to herself as she thought about the night to come. She had a date. The small mountain town they lived in had a decent selection of potential matches. But from what she’s observed, they were players or married. Sometimes both. Not until Jasper walked into her bakery, had she noticed a man. And oh, did she notice.

      Suddenly the hair on her arms stood on end and she tensed. Someone was in the bakery. Why the hell hadn’t she heard that damn bell? She turned quickly and bit off a gasp. A large man stood almost directly behind her, blocking her path. He glared down at her with a malicious curl to his lips. Tension and danger ebbed from him.

      Letting this man know he scared her would be a mistake.

      “Can I help you? I’m about to close, but I still have a few baked goods that are fresh and good to go.” Subtle, Willow. Let’s try not to let the scary man know he is terrifying, shall we? At least her voice didn’t shake.

      The stranger hadn’t moved or spoken a word. He was at least as tall as Jasper and had the same hair color, but the similarities stopped there. Where Jasper was handsome in his masculine looks, this man was anything but. His hard face sported a nose that might have been broken, but never set. His lips gave an almost perpetual snarl. He was beefy, muscular, and downright scary. With his presence, any happiness and confidence Willow had gained that day evaporated.

      “Let me just go behind the counter—” Where access to the back door is. “—and I can help you with whatever you need.” Her voice started to crack, and she walked quickly, trying to get away from him.

      Just as she reached the counter, his hand shot out and grasped her upper arm in a painful grip.

      “What are you – ?”

      He shook her hard, her body whipping around like a rag doll, and ended her sentence before he pulled her toward him.

      “You smell just like him. He shouldn’t have done that. If he really cared for you he wouldn’t have marked his scent then left you all alone.” His breath was rancid and crawled against her ear as he growled at her.

      What is he talking about?

      “Please let me go. I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      She punched him in the gut. Years of living in foster homes taught her quite a bit. He grabbed her hip and rubbed himself on her while licking her ear. Gagging, she twisted and tried to scratch him. He only pulled her closer and rocked his erection against her.

      As she opened her mouth to scream, he let go of her arm and closed his hand over her mouth.

      “Nuh uh, little girl. No screaming or I will make you suffer longer before I kill you. You are a pretty thing, though a little skinny for my taste. Not enough tit to grab onto, but you’ll do. That fucker thinks he can claim you for his mate? Fuck him. You are going to be mine, at least for a little while before we tear you to pieces.” He smiled and lifted his hand from her mouth to give her a bruising kiss.

      She resisted, but he held her head to him by pulling her hair and rocked again. His erection brushed her, and she shuddered. Tears streamed down her face as she whimpered in pain.

      Just then, the back door slammed open and another stranger came barreling in. The man wasn’t as tall as her assailant, but he looked similar, except for the jagged scar running along his face.

      “Shit, Isaac, stop fucking around. If the Redwoods know we’re on their territory they’ll tear our throats out. Not to mention it reeks of the Beta in here. Once he finds out, there’ll be hell to pay. Just get the bitch in the car and don’t fuck with her. She’s the Alpha’s first. Once Hector gets a taste, you can have her. Assuming there is anything left.”

      “Fuck you, Reggie. I can do whatever I damn well please with this tasty piece.”

      The man named Reggie glowered at Isaac. “Get the fuck in the car, dude. I’ll gut you if I have to.” Isaac buckled under an unknown force and Willow gasped.

      Oh my God. What’s going on? What is that?

      Was it a Taser? No. She didn’t see one.

      Oh God. What was happening?

      As he shifted again, Willow tried to break free.

      “No, pet, I don’t think so.” His dry tongue licked the side of her face. Bile rose in her throat.

      Oh God, she didn’t want to die.

      “You’re coming with us. And when that fucking Beta Jasper gets wind we have you, then we can kill him too.” Reggie strolled across the room toward the two of them.

      The fist came at her face too fast to register until she felt a painful explosion against her cheek.

      The last thing she remembered was wondering where they were taking her and what did Jasper, her dream man, have to do with it?
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      “You look so cute dressed up. Willow isn’t going to know what hit her.” Melanie, Kade’s mate, bounced around Jasper’s living room helping him to choose his clothes for his date with Willow.

      A growl sounded behind him, and Jasper laughed out loud.

      Yep, his older brother was a tad bit possessive.

      “Hey, man, it’s the truth.” Jasper ducked when a pillow from his couch flew by his head.

      “Oh stop being a baby, Kade.” Mel’s eyes danced. “He’s handsome, and he’s going on his first date with his mate. There’s no reason to be jealous. In fact, the better he looks, the more likely he is to come home with his mate. Once he’s all marked and mated, it’ll be one less male you have to growl at.” Mel sauntered up to Kade and whispered in his ear. Whatever she said must have been good because Kade’s eyes darkened as he took his wife’s mouth. A smidge of jealousy settled in Jasper’s stomach. Hopefully, he was about to do the same with Willow.

      After a few minutes of them going at it, Jasper threw a pillow at them. “Seriously, you two need to get a room, and not one in my house.” He grinned and tucked his black button-down shirt into his new dark jeans. Jasper also had on his favorite black boots and kept his hair down. Whenever he refrained from his typical ponytail and
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