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“Tammy!” someone called through the thick fog of my brain. “Wake up!”

The cold of the hard ground made me shiver as I pulled my eyes open. I’d slept on the floor by a campfire, trying to keep warm as the chill of the night set in. My muscles were stiff where they’d shuddered all night long... and not in a good way. 

Arms came around me and an instant warmth enveloped me. My eyes flung open and I gasped when they looked straight into a pair of amused blue eyes. “Joel!” I squeaked, trying to shove away from him. 

He held on tight, forcing his body heat to warm me against my will. I had to be careful, the man was the biggest manwhore of the Lawless Brothers. I could catch something, just by breathing in his air. 

“Calm down, shit for brains,” he muttered, “why are you fast asleep on the ground? You should be curled up in Tristan’s tent, all cosy and warm.”

“I wish.” Pushing his shoulder, I glanced around, releasing my breath when he finally set me down. 

Luckily, everyone was passed out in their own homes after a night of frivolity. They would’ve been so off their faces, they wouldn’t have noticed little old me, drinking the night away by the fire, all alone. 

Joel chuckled and handed me a steaming mug. “I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but the last I saw of lover boy, he was half naked with a fully naked girl, doing some funky shit with his tongue.”

“Okay, okay,” I muttered, sipping on the hot tea, “I get it. He’s not into me. I’m a naive idiot who needs to grow the fuck up.”

Shrugging, he bent by the fire and stacked several logs before igniting some kindling. “You should go and have a dip in the hot springs. I don’t like the way you’re shivering.”

“I’m fine,” I replied, wrapping my numb fingers around the mug as if it were the last bit of heat in the world. “I just need this tea and then I’ll be on my way.”

“To where? Oops.” Joel stumbled back as the flames of the fire sparked, jumping up into the air. 

I stayed back, not trusting that the man wasn’t about to blow up the whole area. “Are you still drunk?” 

“I’m here, talking to you, instead of lying beside the girl I fucked last night.” He laughed. “Of course I’m still drunk.”

He stretched his eyes wide and wobbled before taking a deep breath and exhaling it... loudly. 

Blowing the hot liquid – which was always bloody pointless – I tried to control the shiver of my body. “Why are you here, then?”

Scratching his belly under his red shirt, he yawned. The flick of his hand revealed the taunt muscle that rose up and over his hip. I licked my lips, quickly glancing away when he caught me watching. Shit, what the hell was I doing eyeing up Joel? He was the pack clown and the worst player of them all.

“I spotted you a few times last night, drowning your sorrows. When I saw you still here...” He gestured at my makeshift bed, which was an old sheepskin rug on the ground. “...I felt sorry for you.”

“You don’t need to pity me,” I sniped, “I’m doing fine.” Lowering myself back onto the rug cross-legged so I that could feel the warmth of the fire, I glared at him.

He paused and narrowed his gaze on me. “You can bite, shit face, but I know what it’s like to lose a pack.” 

The sting in my chest made it hard for me to breathe. See, I’d always been a bit of a rebel, an outcast... just because I was different, but I hadn’t expected to be expelled from the place I’d called home. That shit hurt. 

Sighing, I narrowed my gaze on Joel as he sat on the wooden log next to me. I rested back against the wood, relief flooding my now warming muscles. Joel and I had always had a strange relationship. He had bragged about his cock size on the first day we met, and of course, I had to shoot him down. It seemed that most Lawless Brothers thought they had the biggest dick. Apparently, it was a requisite to enter the camp... or that’s what I told him that day, anyway. He had called me every name under the sun since then, but I’d never reacted or cared. I still didn’t. 

“How long has it been since your pack realised you were a turd?” 

For the first time ever, he stayed silent. I glanced up to see him staring into the flames, his blue eyes unblinking and his straight hair sticking up all over the place. There’d certainly been hands run through those strands alright.

The explosion of air that burst from his mouth almost fired the flames. “Did anyone ever tell you that my younger brother died in an attack?”

My skin ran cold and I shuddered as I turned to look at him. He waved away my intense gaze, not daring to look at me. The sudden rush of emotion that gripped me kept me quiet. If I opened my mouth, my voice would croak and Joel would see me as weak and stupid. Just like everyone in my pack. 

“Don’t get all sentimental, it happened ten years ago,” he muttered, chancing a quick glance at me. 

Lifting my shoulders, I held them up and widened my eyes. “Firstly,” I said, sipping my warm tea, “don’t tell me what to do. And secondly, I’m sorry.”

My words were forced, matter of fact. Inside, my heart was breaking for the man who had always pretended that everything was okay. Shit, it sounded like someone else I knew. 

Chuckling, he shook his head. “You’ve always had a way with words. I like you, bull bollocks.”

“And you’re semi-okay, tit head. Now,” I said, putting the mug down and rubbing my arms, “surely your pack were there for you after you lost your brother?”

His demeanour shifted and a dark cloud crossed his handsome features. “They blamed me, so I said, fuck it, I’m off.”

“Why would they blame you?” I frowned, too engrossed in his story to take notice of the people who were starting to rise from their drunken slumber. 

Running his tongue over his teeth, he cringed. “Because it was my fault.”

Oh fuck. 

“Erm, wait, how? I mean, I don’t...” Yeah, I had nothing. It was just best to shut my bloody mouth and let him continue if he wanted to, which he probably wouldn’t, because I was a blathering twat. 

“It was the day he turned eighteen,” Joel went on, “so I took him on a night out and plied him with a ton of booze. On the way home, I got shoved by a bloke who was passing by. I was only twenty myself, but I was cocky–”

“Unlike now, then, no?”

He raised his eyebrows and closed his eyes briefly. “I have no idea what you’re talking about. Now shut the fuck up and listen to my story.”

Holding up a hand in surrender, I gestured for him to continue.

“I started the fight and it escalated with three men jumping on me, drawing their claws in a full on attack. That's when Dylan...” His throat closed and he had to cough. “...decided to try and help me. He had no chance against three fully grown werewolves. He was so young.”

My hand covered my heart as I pictured a young man trying to defend his brother. I was an only child, but I would've done the same thing in the circumstances. Jeez, I had even defended Violet in the face of our whole pack and she wasn't my sibling. 

“They slashed him around the throat.” Rubbing his eyes, Joel sighed. “The worst thing was, when they realised what had happened, they stopped the fight and tried to save him. I pushed them all away. I could see the deep gashes laced with silver...” He choked again. “...and the blood. I wasn't going to let him die in anyone's arms but mine.”

Tears slipped silently down my cheek as Joel went quiet and stared at the flames ahead. We all made mistakes, big ones, but I could see the guilt written all over his face. 

“Don't pity me,” he muttered, getting to his feet. “I deserved the backlash and expulsion from the pack. Even if they had wanted me to stay, I would've left. It was too hard to stay where my brother had roamed with me, day in and day out, following me like a little lost pup.”

“Idolising you.”

“Fucking idiot,” he spat, “I always told him I was a bad sort. I couldn't help but get into trouble. I tried to tell him to leave me alone.”

Shaking himself, he squeezed his fingers into his palms to form fists. I kept still, not wanting to interrupt his process of emotions. “I must be drunk,” he murmured after a while. “I just told you my life story. How much do you charge, Therapist?”

“Well,” I replied, taking his lead, “I could really do with a–”

My stomach rumbled so loud, it stopped me from talking. 

Joel glanced down at me and raised his eyebrows. ”Want a bacon sandwich?” His face had cleared and his jovial expression returned as he got to his feet. 

Nodding, I smiled, kinda sad that I'd changed the subject. He watched me for a few moments before turning on his heel and heading towards the big white gazebo. The food tent. 

“Are you coming?” he shouted over his shoulder. “This ain't no poshty restaurant with fireside service.”

I scrambled to my feet and followed him, dazed by the grenade he'd just dropped before moving away. Who knew that Joel could actually feel something inside that thick skin?

And boy, no wonder he had a thick skin. He'd had to shoulder the burden of his brother's murder for years. I would've been wild if I'd lost so much, so young too.

Coming into the food tent, I glanced around. There were several long wooden benches in front of a cooking area. There were open fire pits and BBQs as well as an electric point that had a large fridge freezer, microwave and oven. Hardly a luxurious kitchen, but it seemed to work. 

“Hey, Tammy,” Greta called from where she slumped over one of the benches. “Did you have a nice time last night?”

She raised her eyebrows towards Joel, who was talking to the camp's main chef, Jermain. They were chuckling together as Jermain placed bacon on a skillet.

Looking back at Greta, I snorted and shook my head. “Yes, very much so.”

She blinked slowly and rested her forehead against the wood. “I can never read you,” she mumbled. “You're a secretive one, hanging about the camp. I'd love to know who you really are.”

My reputation had been a bit of a mystery. And yet, the truth of it was pretty boring. I'd run away from my own pack when I'd been abused by Tony. I'd heard rumours about the Lawless so I sought them out, making a nuisance of myself until they just let me hang around. They knew I belonged to a pack, but my visits were so frequent and unassuming, they had never questioned me.

I was now a fully grown adult, no longer the little rebel girl who had wanted somewhere to fit in. But... I kept getting drawn back to the Lawless Brothers some way or another.

“Here.” Joel shoved a sandwich wrapped in a napkin into my hand. “Don't choke on it.” Going to the far side of the tent, he gestured. “I'm being serious, I need my next therapy session.”

“I bet you do,” Jermain called. 

Dismissing his jibe with a wave, Joel sat at the bench and bit into his bread. I went over and sat opposite him, frowning when he grinned, showing me his ketchupy teeth. 

“I hope you washed your hands before you handled my food,” I mumbled, taking a big bite out of the sandwich.

The flavour of the bacon hit my tongue, producing a mouth-watering dance party. Shit, considering it wasn't a restaurant, the food was top quality. 

“Like it?” Joel asked, his eyebrows raised as I moaned. 

Clearing my throat, I nodded. “Yeah, it'll do.”

He stared at me, clearly waiting for something more. 

“What?” I spoke with my mouth full, too hungry to care about manners, especially in front of the infamous Lawless Brother. 

“I'm just saying...” Crossing his arms over his chest, he shrugged, causing the muscles on his arms to bulge. “...a thank you would go a long way. Especially since I chopped that bacon myself.”

My insides churned, just a little. Not because of Joel's gory butcher detail, but because he was acting strange. What the fuck was he playing at? He had never given me this much attention before. It made me extremely bloody nervous. 

Putting my sandwich down, I smiled up at Jermain who brought over two steaming cups of coffee before leaving. 

“What's going on? Why are you being so...?”

What was the right word?

“Amazing?” Joel said. “Handsome? Endearing?”

A snort of hilarity left me and I swiped up my sandwich again. Who cared what he wanted? I was hungry and I was going to eat. 

“Can I trust you?” His tone was low, his eyes darting to check if anyone watched us.

My chewing slowed and I forced the lump of food down my throat, swallowing hard. So he did want something.

“It depends,” I replied, also looking to see if anyone took notice of us. 

They didn't, they were too busy nursing their hangovers. 

A sigh blasted from Joel as he sat back, his arms still over his chest. “I'm sure you know by now that we've got a ton of businesses to support this place.”

I nodded, not daring to speak. My curiosity made it impossible for me to look away. If I said something that shut him up, I would never know what he wanted. 

“Well, we're fucking flailing. There's only so much we can get away with to make good money. We're uneducated, lawless and too intimidating to be taken seriously.” He sat forward then, checking that it was safe before he went on. “But we love our pack, our camp.”

“Right,” I murmured. “So?”

“So,” he went on, “I've got a chance to make a lot of money.”

Smiling, I reached for his hand where it rested on the table and squeezed it. “Oh, well done. You shouldn't be ashamed of doing something good for the pack. It shows maturity to want to better yourself.”

He frowned down at the table, following the movement of my hand as I quickly grabbed it away. An amused chuckle rumbled in his chest as he looked at me. “No, silly, it's nothing like that. Are you seriously suggesting someone like me work in a–? You know what, forget that...” Leaning even closer, he breathed over me, all serious. “I've had a proposition.”

“Is she as hot as all the others...?” I quipped, flapping my hand when he narrowed his gaze. “Okay, okay, go on.”

“It's a he...”

It was my turn to raise my eyebrows.

“Grow up,” he said, blinking several times. 

The table started to shake where he tapped his foot on the ground and his knee hit the bottom of the bench. 

“Oh, bloody hell,” I blurted, “just tell me, it can't be that bad.”

He came so close, his scent wound up my nose and tickled my hormones. No, no, no, I wouldn't allow myself to be attracted to...

“...Stewart asked me to...”

“Wait, what?” I said, trying to catch up to what he'd been saying while I'd been sniffing him.

Pulling back slightly, Joel looked into my eyes. “Stewart Woodville, your true alpha, has asked me to spy on Fender and Violet from inside the camp. He wants their mating to fail. And he wants me to help him ruin it.”

“And you're contemplating it?” I blurted, my
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