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Chapter One

 


This was insane.

Anger rushed through Holly Meek as she
stared across the large dining hall at the heartless bastard.

“You can’t possibly be serious,” she
said.

“I don’t want your pack’s stink around me.
I don’t trust wolves that travel in packs.”

She scoffed. “I told you why we had to
move. The hunters closed in. We lost good men and women.” It was a miracle they’d been
able to get the children out in time. Human hunters were rare, but
one of their pack had betrayed them. For drugs, he’d given them all
the information the hunters needed to attack them.

Her father hadn’t been prepared.

The bloodbath would stay with her forever.

It had taken them weeks to stumble into
this small town. Not many locals and they’d stuck to the
forest, biding their
time to slowly join the community, but this man, Damon Barasic, had
denied them. His scent covered the entire town, forest, and
surrounding areas. There was no other sign of any other wolf. Just
him.

Her father had approached and
was denied
residence.

Now Holly stood in his large house, more
like a mansion, trying to reason with him. They were all tired.
Exhaustion meant bad news in wolf form. If they were too tired during their turn, the wolf
took over completely and they were at the mercy of their beast
until they went back to sleep.

“Do I look like I care?” He speared a piece
of steak and shoved it in his mouth, his gaze on her the entire time.

“Fine.” She held her hands up in surrender.
“I’m sorry for wasting your time. We’ll be gone
tomorrow
morning.”

The children were not in a fit state to
move. Holly didn’t know what she was going to do to get them
moving.

She ran fingers through her hair, turning on
her heel to leave, already making plans.

“You’re not going to offer me
anything?” Damon
asked.

Holly stopped and looked toward him.
“Excuse me?”

“You’re the alpha’s daughter, am I
correct?”

“Yes.”

“And you don’t think you could offer me … a
peace offering? Or convince me to let you and your rodents
stay?”

“We’re not rodents.” Anger
rushed down her spine.
The need to defend her pack was strong, but she also knew she had
no way of winning if she started a fight with this man. She was
strong, but not up to his strength. The scent of him cried alpha.
It came off him in waves, almost all-consuming the scent was so
strong. “What do you want? Money?”

“I don’t need money.”

“Someone to clean your
lands?”

“No.”

This was getting more confusing by the
second. “If you don’t need someone to clean your lands or your
house, what do you want?”

“I want someone to play with.”

This made her frown. “Excuse
me?” He was a grown man,
she doubted very much he meant playdates.

Damon sat back. His gaze
went down the full length of
her body before traveling back up.

She knew as a wolf, her body was rare. Most of the female
wolves were slender. Holly had been a bigger woman, curvy all her
life. As a young child, she’d been bigger, then as a teenager,
she’d gained even more weight. After her transformation, she’d kept
all her curves and was one of the biggest women within the pack.
Her mother was also a curvy woman and Holly’s father completely
doted on her. Their love was something Holly hoped to find for
herself.

She’d yet to find a mate.

No one within the pack had staked a claim
and there was certainly no compelling feeling to mate with anyone.

“You know what I mean,” he said.

“Be blunt then.”

“I want someone to fuck.”

His words echoed around the large hall.
Holly stayed perfectly tense.

“Was that blunt enough for you?”

“Is this a joke?”

“I don’t joke about sex.”

She looked past his shoulder. “Do you want to have your pick
of the females within the pack?” There was no way she’d ask anyone
to bed this man for their safety. It was out of the
question.

“Hell, no. You.”

“Excuse me?”

“You heard me. I want you. No
one else.” He smiled.
“Holly, become my fuck toy, my plaything, and you and your pack of
rodents can stay here permanently.”

She glared at him. “Don’t call them
rodents.”

He shrugged.

She couldn’t believe she was hearing this.
It was crazy. He wanted her to become his … fuck toy, and in return, her family and pack
were safe.

“What does this mean? Do I have to come to
you every single time you call?” she asked.

Damon sighed. “No. It means your family
and pack will stay here and you will live here. You will
not return to your family. You
will remain here. You will belong to me for however long I see
fit.”

“And when you’re bored with me?”

“Depending on how well you serve me, you
and your family can stay and live out your lives on my
lands.”

She hated this. “And if I refuse?”

“You leave.”

“You’re not giving me any options here.”

Damon laughed. “You’re not in any place to
have options. You think I should just allow you to stay here out of the goodness of my
heart?”

“Yes.”

“The world doesn’t work that way.”

“Didn’t you ever have a pack? Don’t you understand that
bond?”

“I understand that packs are fucking
vicious.” Damon growled each word. He no longer looked calm and
collected. Now he looked ready to kill. “For you stepping on my
land, I had the right to kill you all.” He snarled each word, and she felt the heat of his
anger.

This man was strong and powerful. He
displayed alpha tendencies clearly, and Holly sank to her knees.

“Please. I’m begging you,” she said.

“You will beg, Holly, but those are my only
conditions. For your
pack to stay, you belong to me.”

“Do I have time to … answer?” she asked.

He snorted. “Your family comes with a price.
I should have known.”

“You’re asking me to give my body for my
family and I don’t … I can’t even go and tell
them?”

“Do you think they’ll allow you to give
yourself to me?” he asked. “Are your pack selfish
enough?”

“No,” she said without hesitation.

“So, they won’t allow you to come back.
They will move on and risk death and chaos because of their
feelings for you.” He chuckled. “And you need to think about it?”

She hated this man so much. He was cold.
Unfeeling, and such a cruel man. Hatred consumed her.

Her family and pack were her world.
At twenty-three years old, she
had devoted every waking moment to the pack. Even before she
turned, she’d been there helping, guiding where she
could.

Wrapping her arms around her waist, she
stared at the coldness surrounding her. His home was massive, but
it wasn’t lived in, not truly. This man, this lonely alpha, was all alone. There was a
story to him. She didn’t know what it was, but she had a feeling
deep down, there had to be a heart beating within his chest, even
if it was filled with ultimatums.

“I have some … conditions,” she said.

“You think you’re in a position to
tell me what you
want?”

“Yes.”

“Fine. Entertain me then.”

“You can’t hurt me. You can’t cut me or
break any bone.”

He wrinkled his nose. “You misunderstand
me, I want you to fuck, not to break. If I wanted to hurt
something, I’d take it out on a punching bag or go and find a local bear to piss off. I
will not hurt you, but I will make you beg for more.” He moved from
the table, coming toward her.

Holly kept her back straight, staring at
him as he advanced. The scent of him got stronger the closer he got. He didn’t touch
her, and she tilted her head back to look at him. Damon was much
taller than her, standing at over six feet.

He reached out, stroking one of her blonde
locks and tucking it behind her ear. He did this without even
touching her.

Heat flooded her body.

Her reaction annoyed her. How dare she find
any part of this man appealing? She intended to belong to him, but
anything else, she would never want him or crave him. He’d get her
body, but that would be all.

“Do you think I can’t smell your
reaction to me? Your
pussy is so wet for me right now, and I’ve got to say, Holly, I
want to taste you.”

He didn’t touch her.

Seconds passed.

Minutes.

She hoped he didn’t take away his offer.
He was so close, and the
temptation to touch him was strong. What the hell was wrong with
her body?

She’d never been with a man. Had never
even desired sex or touch. During the full moon, when she ran, she’d witness couples
coming together. Within her father’s pack, there was no hiding
love. Every single member embraced it. Seeing couples together made
her yearn for her own mate. Finding her mate wasn’t as easy as the
books claimed to be. Some matings took time.

“I accept your conditions, Holly. You will
not be harmed in any way.”

“Then I accept your proposal. My body
and me in exchange for
my family and pack being able to safely stay here.”

She’d just signed over her fate to a monster.

****

After Holly agreed to his demands, he’d
sent for his butler, Henry, to escort her to her new rooms. He needed her out of the
way before he bent her over the table and fucked her like an
animal.

Her scent was intoxicating.

His mouth watered, and his cock was hard as fucking rock at the
lingering smell of her. The moment he saw her on the edge of the
forest, his wolf had growled. It was the first time in his life a
female had ever driven him to act. He’d wanted to claim her. Her
pack adored her. For two days, he’d watched them without anyone
seeing him. Even her alpha of a father hadn’t sensed another alpha
lurking. What kind of leader didn’t detect danger?

The pack wasn’t strong. They were all … weak. From what he
heard, they’d been traveling for days, escaping a human
hunt.

Most packs would have accepted them into
their lives with ease, but not him. He’d not had anything to
do with wolves in over
thirty years. After being expelled from one pack and hunted by
another, he vowed he’d never allow any near him.

Now he had an entire pack on his lands, and
ones that were being hunted by humans. Not a good combination.

When it came to Holly, her curves, her smile, he’d stuck to the
shadows just watching her. Her pack was drawn to her. Whenever
there was a problem, she was the first person they went to. The
love they all felt, he sensed it. They would do anything for her,
which was why he couldn’t allow her to return to her family and had
instead sent word to the pack by Henry.

He stayed in his dining
hall, waiting for the
necessary confrontation.

His cock was stiff. The need to go and fuck strong, but he
waited.

Many believed he was a heartless monster, but in truth, life
had made him this way. For Damon, it was easier to live alone in
his mansion than to ever risk letting people get close.

He rubbed at his temple, and the memory of Holly smiling at one
of the children filled his mind. The young girl had been crying as
she ran over to Holly. She’d tripped, falling, and torn her jeans.
Holly had used some medical supplies, wiping away the girl’s pain,
and then hugged her close, picking her up and dancing.

From tears to laughter, he’d been mesmerized.

The little girl had clung to Holly’s neck
like a lifeline, and she hadn’t seemed to mind, carrying her around on her hip for
the rest of the day, feeding her, helping others.

What kind of woman was Holly?

The kind who would
give herself
to make a home for her family and pack.

The door of his home slammed open. Her
father had finally arrived.

“Where is she? Holly! Holly!”

Damon got to his feet and walked to the
door to see the man himself. He was tall, his long, blond hair bound at the nape of his
neck. Amber eyes turned toward him with a growl. “What kind of
monster are you?”

“The kind that is giving permission for you
and your mutts to stay here.”

“Not out of the kindness of your heart. I
want my daughter. We will not stay on your lands. Holly.” The father glared at him. “What
have you done with my daughter?”

Damon was ready to fight.

There was no way this man was taking Holly
away from him. He’d followed her as she journeyed to his home after
he’d invaded their pack and told them to leave. She’d hesitated outside of his home,
only to square her shoulders and wait for him to come. He’d run to
the kitchens where a change of clothes was waiting for him and his
cold dinner.

Did she know he’d been following her?

“I’m right here,” Holly said, appearing at the top of the
stairs. She still wore the stained clothing she’d come in. She
stood at the top of the stairs, hand on the banister as she slowly
made her way down.

It was then he noticed she leaned a little
to one side.

Damon sniffed the air and there it was. The young woman was
in pain but she refused to let it show. Irritation swamped him.
He’d been too busy paying attention to his need for her that he
hadn’t even taken the time to see if she was hurt. He assumed she
was fine.

“Holly, you do not have to do this. None of us want this. You
must return to the pack and we will leave.”

“And go where? You and I both know this is
our best chance. We have
nowhere else to go, and with the moon coming in a matter of days.
You’ve got to… Exhaustion is not a good place to be when we’re due
to change. Please, Dad.”

“No! We will risk it. None of us want this
for you. We can make it. All we’ve got to do is keep on
moving.”

“No,” Holly said. She’d made it down to
their level and took her father’s hand, pressing a kiss to each of his hands. “You
know this is the right thing to do. The right thing. Children who
lost their parents, they don’t need us going rogue on them. They
need stability.”

“I cannot ask you to do this for us,” her
father said.

“Daddy, no one can tell me or ask me to do anything I don’t want
to do. I’ll do anything for the pack.” She glanced behind her to
look at him. “And he’s given his word he won’t cast you out. You
can make a life here. We all can. Please. Do not make this harder.
I want to do this for us.”

“You’re a good person, Holly. You know we
wouldn’t ask this of you.”

She smiled. “I know, but that is why I have
to do this.” She let go of his hands and wrapped her arms around
him.

Damon watched as her father
gripped the back of her
neck in a hug. He didn’t like the love coming off them. Had never
witnessed such public displays of affection.

“Leave,” Damon said. “And consider yourself
lucky that I don’t see your invasion on my property as the insult
it is.”

Holly stepped back. Damon put his hands on her shoulders, holding
her against him. To anyone looking, it would appear he was holding
her captive, but the truth was he merely held her up
straight.

Her father looked at her one last time
before turning on his heel and leaving.

Fucking coward.

“You’re in pain.”

“It’s nothing.”

Within seconds, he had her in his arms and carried her up to his
bedroom. Henry had shown her to the guest bedroom. Kicking the door
closed, he went straight to his en-suite and placed her on the
counter near the sink.

“What are you doing?”

“Taking care of you.” He grabbed the medical
supplies from the cabinet beneath the sink and went toward her.

He reached for her shirt and she slapped his
hands away. “Don’t touch me.”

“You’re in pain. Untreated wounds can still cause infection and
death in a damn wolf, Holly. Don’t be so fucking stubborn. You
think you can escape this through dying? You die on me and your
pack will be cast out.”

She lifted her shirt up so it rested
beneath her tits. Her
abdomen was bruised and several cuts lined her body. He also caught
the hand-stitched right side that looked clean, but
painful.

“Fuck, Holly.”

“I got … shot. It wasn’t anything more than
a graze, but it … hurts.”

He gritted his teeth, angry with the humans for hunting
them.

“Why didn’t you tell your family?” he asked.

“They were all running. I was helping a
child. They didn’t need to know.”

“But they’d all blame themselves
if you dropped dead from an
infection. Stupid woman.”

“Just because you don’t understand what love and compassion is. I
was doing what I could for my family.”

“And look where it got you,” he said.

“You don’t even know me. You have no right to speak about my
decisions. Asshole.”

He laughed. “It’s nice to know
you’ve still got a nice
working tongue.”

“Be careful. I bite.”

“I can’t wait.”
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