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Dedication

For all those girls out there who like a good growl with their “Good girl.”


Chapter One

Brendan

I’d fallen for her hard, fast, and deep, and that’s how I wanted her now. My dick pulsed. Pre-cum coated the tip of my cock. My balls tightened as she moaned through her orgasm.

“Fuck.” Throwing off the damp sheets clinging to my skin, I swung my legs over the side of the bed and fisted my cock in my hand, squeezing hard to keep from coming. A bead of sweat trickled down the ladder of my spine.

I’d opened the damn window to let in some air, but it was summer in Texas, and the breeze was as hot as the female in the second-floor bedroom next door. The scent of her satisfaction drifted into my room to invade my senses. The sound of her heart pounding and shallow breaths echoed in my ears as if she lay next to me.

Tonight, like most nights, she pleasured herself, my name on her lips when she came. But unlike the other nights, I refused to jerk off as I imagined what it would be like to sink into her wet heat.

Occasionally, she brought a stray male back to the sorority house. The first time, I’d stood at my window, mesmerized by the sight of her sweet body writhing in sensual seduction. Sharing a woman wasn’t new to me, but my brothers and I shared women out of necessity, not pleasure.

Seeing her fuck another man was different. I’d enjoyed every minute, come harder than ever before, but the jagged edges of jealousy had cut deep.

After that first night, I couldn’t watch her with other men, but I couldn’t leave her unprotected either. Instead, I’d stuck to sitting quietly in my room, my acute hearing tuned in to her responses, my muscles taut, ready to intervene if her chosen male stepped out of line.

All while the beast inside me raged against the prison of my human body, snarling and snapping, trying to claw his way free. And when she’d come apart, he howled, the mournful cry shredding my soul.

“Sophia,” I whispered into the darkness. She couldn’t hear me, but I wished she could. I wished I could claim her and confess how I felt, but that could never happen.

I rose from the bed to pace as her heartbeat and breathing slowed and she drifted off to sleep. I felt as trapped as the creature inside me.

“Fuck.” I strode from the room and jogged naked down the stairs, desperate to escape.

In the kitchen, I eyed one of the many stipulations set by my family for attending a university halfway across the country from my pack.

A fucking collar.

Moonlight glinted off the attached tag engraved with my name as owner. Below was my brother Aidan’s phone number should something happened to me while I was an mac tíre—the wolf…or should I never return to my human form.

I snatched the collar off the counter and latched it around my neck. ROVER was embroidered on a reflective band of neon pink, a going away joke from my brothers. I could have replaced it with something else, but it made me think of them, and that always made me smile.

Not tonight, though. Not the smiling part, anyway.

With an agitated sigh, I closed my eyes and pictured my brothers racing alongside me on our private compound nestled deep in the Seattle mountains. We hunted as a pack, tracking our prey. The moon was full in contrast to the inky darkness of the forest. The kill was fresh. My mouth watered as I imagined tearing flesh from bone.

Damn, I missed those assholes.

I ground my teeth as the blood in my veins heated, preparing my body for an mac tíre. Transformation only took seconds, but during that time, I was vulnerable, open to attack. And it hurt like a motherfucker.

Sparks of electricity fired along my nerve endings, stinging then burning. My muscles twitched then shortened, snapping tendons and dropping me to the cold tile floor. Cartilage and bone shifted. My jaw and nose lengthened to form a snout, and long, sharp teeth tore through my gums. The coppery tang of blood filled my mouth. My short nails erupted into claws, and the hair on my body thickened to sleek black fur.

The pain subsided as the last traces of my human form disappeared. I sprang to all fours, shook out my fur, and darted through the doggie door. Stretching into a leap, I cleared the porch and ran across the backyard to a small opening in the wooden fence. I ducked between two slats and chose the path to the river, my speed accelerating to chase the wind. The challenge of a long trail with difficult terrain suited my mood.

Digging into the soft soil, I pushed harder, faster. Dirt spewed in my wake. Wings flapped in the trees above, and leaves rustled. A rabbit scurried out of my way, but I didn’t stop to investigate. Tonight wasn’t about the hunt. It was about forgetting.

By the time I reached the edge of the trees near the river, my muscles burned. My lungs labored to suck in the hot humid air. I slowed to a trot, sniffing for danger. Sensing none, I ventured to the grassy bank and peered into the shallow water.

My wolf stared back at me, panting, tongue hanging from my mouth. High in the sky, the full moon circled my head like a halo.

I snorted. I was no fucking saint. If I were, I’d have left last year when I first met Sophia. I wouldn’t have become her friend. And a saint wouldn’t lust after her every waking minute of the damn day and dream of her at night, knowing I could never have her.

Forget the fact I was mac tire. There were other aspects of my wolven life that I could never ask her to accept. I had no right to expect her to.

Without slaking my thirst, I pivoted and ambled back the way I’d come, my head low, my tail tucked in close to my hind legs. I should be running, expending enough energy to finally get some sleep.

Fuck running for sleep I know will never come. What I should do is go home, back to MacTyre Valley, to my pack. Staying will only prolong the pain.

It sounded good, yet as her sorority house came into view, I was powerless to deny myself. I’d rather walk the path of pain than live with the emptiness I’d face without my mate.

****

Sophia

A high-pitched whine woke me from a deep sleep. I scrambled out of bed before the whine became a bark. And it would. This wasn’t the first time Brendan MacTyre’s dog scratched on my bedroom door.

“Come on, Ro, before you wake the whole house.” I waved the black beast into my room, then peered down the hall to make sure no one had seen him. Pets were against the rules.

The coast was clear, so I closed the door and turned to find Ro on my bed, his head resting on crossed paws. Sad, icy-blue eyes that matched his owner’s followed my every move as I padded across the carpet to the window facing Brendan’s house. The lights were out.

“Daddy doesn’t know you’re missing, does he?”

Just like he doesn’t know what he’s missing.

A lower whine that sounded like complaint came from behind me.

“I know he’s only your weekend daddy, but you shouldn’t run away.” Brendan kept Rover three days out of the month when the owner was away for Army Reserve training. My nose to the glass pane, I sighed. “I wish he was my weekend daddy.”

Another whine dragged my attention from the dark house next door. I looked over my shoulder and laughed. Ro’s head cocked to one side, then the other.

“I know he’s only four years older, but he acts so old sometimes, like he’s from another era.” I sighed. “It’s one of the things I love about him.”

The dog—no, the wolf—huffed. Brendan hated it when I called Rover a dog.

“Do you think I should call to let him know you’re here?” I faced the house again. “He probably won’t answer. Probably out with that high-priced hooker.”

Okay, maybe she wasn’t a hooker, but she looked high-priced. High maintenance, anyway. She hadn’t been over in a while, though, and I hoped that meant he wasn’t seeing her anymore and would finally make his move. The friend zone sucked, especially when the hunger in his dreamy blue eyes was more than friendly.

The first summer session ended after exams next week, the second in six
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