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    To all those who have battled their demons... and won. And to those still fighting, never give up. One day you too will claim victory.
In love and light,
Charley

      

    


Definitions

Alpha- The leader, or dominant individual, or pair, in a pack or group of people.

Lycan- Short for lycanthrope, a Lycan is often mistaken for a werewolf. A Lycan has the ability to turn into a wolf, or any type of dog. A Lycan’s usual appearance is a human body and a wolf’s head.

Sigma- A rare breed Alpha, Omega mix. Some say they are nearly extinct.

Beta- A Beta is a position in a wolf pack, lower than the Alpha but higher ranking than the Omega. A Beta is someone who can mate with anyone else: Alpha, Beta, or Omega.

Gamma- A Gamma is third in command in a wolf pack, often used in training warriors, personal protection of the Luna, and can be placed in command in the absence of the Alpha and Beta.

Delta- A Delta is often the leader of the warriors because of their heightened abilities.

Omega- An omega is the lowest-ranking species in the omegaverse/alphaverse universe. Unlike their alpha counterpart, omegas are generally kind, shy, sweet, smart, and hard-working. Omegas tend to have a strong, sweet scent. They don’t mate with other omegas, just betas and alphas. They go through heats, which are cycles of arousal when their bodies are readying for mating.

Omegala- Plural form of omega.

Rogue- A rebellious loner who follows their own rules. Without a pack.

Knotting- When animals mate, specifically canines, the penis enlarges during climax and remains enlarged to the point where he is literally stuck inside the female for as long as the mating process goes on. This ensures insemination, and the male can ejaculate several times before he shrinks down small enough to unmount. 

Mind-link- The ability to communicate non-verbally. This is only possible with wolves who are in the same pack or marked mates.

Telepathy- The ability to communicate non-verbally or read other’s thoughts or minds. It is a supernatural power.

Kundalini- A life-force energy often accessed through deep meditative practices.

Illuminatus- A group of global elitists whose mission is to eradicate Earth of all supernatural beings.

Lycan Hunters- Assassins hired to track and kill Lycans.

Posse Comitatus Act- The Posse Comitatus Act is a United States federal law that limits the powers of the federal government in using federal military personnel to enforce domestic policies within the United States, removing the military from civil law enforcement.

Some references can be found in Urban Dictionary or Wikipedia.

Trigger Warning: This book is intended for adults only. It contains strong language, sexual scenes, and BDSM themes. All sexual activities represented are fictional fantasy only. If such material offends you, please do not purchase it. 18+
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Playlist

Dark Horse (feat. Juicy J) – Katy Perry

Come and Get It -Selena Gomez

Witchy Woman- Eagles

Raised by Wolves- U2

Everything Black- Unlike Pluto & Mike Taylor

I Put a Spell on You- Annie Lennox

Silver Springs- Fleetwood Mac

Shallow- Lady Gaga & Bradley Cooper

Black Magic- Little Mix

You Give Love a Bad Name- Bon Jovi

Viking Music: Odin, Hear Our Call- Pawl D Beats
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter one


[image: ]


Jem

Things are about to get ugly in The Pint. It’s like standing at the foot of a volcano and feeling the earth tremble, knowing it’ll erupt and decimate everything and everyone in its vicinity.

As a witch, I sense something is off about Tris, the future Alpha of Lycu. The pack leadership doesn’t think highly of the craft, particularly those of us dabbling on the darker side, so they don’t mix with the covens.

I ignore him and return to waiting on my tables—not my circus, not my monkeys. This job lets me maintain independence from the overarching and overbearing confines of the coven. I do my best to keep to myself.

Stoney is here now, and Tris is agitated. Whatever’s going on with them isn’t friendly. Stoney is a wolf-shifter out of Lees. He’s dating Ryn, the daughter of the first female Alpha of the Greens. Tris and Ryn grew up together. There’s gossip of late about a history between the families.

Wolf packs can be so dramatic.

I’m more of a romantic. A believer in feeling the connection—that thread pulling two people instantly together. Is it fate? Who the hell knows? But witches refer to that draw as cords. We even have cord-cutting ceremonies to end the binding ties.

Mine just walked into the middle of the chaos.

He’s built like a bodybuilder. Tall and beefy, he towers over me. His dirty blond hair, blue eyes, and facial scruff add to his oozing, brawny, and masculine persona. In my mind, he pulls me to him like a magnet, and I can feel his powerful arms wrapping around me in a tight embrace.

Except he doesn’t know I exist. And if he does, he’d hate it. Mica makes no secret of his dislike of the craft. He’ll never give me a chance.

“Are you cashing someone out, or what?” Vera asks from behind me.

Most patrons read the room, asked for their bills, and were trying to check out.

“Sorry,” I hurriedly stepped to the register to ring out the ticket for my table, wanting to get the hell out of dodge before the volcano blew. “I got lost in thought.”

“Mm. Hmm,” she murmurs, unconvinced. “I saw who just came through the door. It’s obvious where your mind is.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say, trying to throw her nosy ass off my tracks. She’s like a damn dog with a bone when she smells new gossip.

“Whatever. I don’t know why you don’t just make a move. It’s clear you’re hot for him.”

“Even if I knew what you were talking about, I’d need to know it’s mutual before I make a move,” I tell her cryptically.

“Even if the feeling isn’t mutual, you’re a fucking witch. Seems like you could remedy that better than anyone else,” she sasses back with a wink.

“I...” I launch into an explanation of why love potions are not a great idea when I hear the boom of Tris’s voice. 

“You’re wrong. She’s always been mine. You were just a placeholder. Temporary, until her wolf wakes up and comes to me. I’ve waited for her until she’s ready for a real man. And since she’s not here with you... it looks like that time has come.” 

I turn around in time to see Stoney swing. 

“Oh, fuck!” I yell and start escorting people out the back. I’ve been around long enough to know this is going to go bad fast, and anyone caught in the crosshairs could end up injured, if not dead.

Returning to the barroom, I catch Mica in the midst of it, throwing bodies like a prizefighter. That man is something to behold. He can tear this damn place down if I get a front-row seat to the action. Watching him flex his muscles and feeling the testosterone and adrenaline pouring off him has my libido in high gear.

No doubt Tris could’ve ended Stoney if Mica didn’t pull him off. Tris’ beast wants Stoney dead. The urge takes control; his rage overcomes him. 

Mica sits Tris at one of my tables while bouncers dispose of the beat-up bodies littering the barroom floor. No one questions their presence. Partly because everyone witnessing the fight agrees that not only did Stoney approach Tris, but he took the first swing. Mica and Tris cleaned house, like they were some damn dynamic duo of superheroes.

Wanting to give them a moment to collect themselves, I approached slowly. I head to the bar, getting them a glass of ice water. I can hear their conversation about the ramifications when Ryn learns of their behavior. Smiling, I scoop ice and fill the glasses with water from behind the bar. She’s definitely a spitfire, and I can imagine interference from her big brother and pseudo-brother won’t go over well. 

Approaching their table quietly, I set down the water. I shyly smile as I fall into Mica’s gaze. I try to slow my heart as it pounds in my chest.

“Let me know if you guys need anything else,” I say softly, without breaking eye contact.

He nods, leaning back into the booth and stretching his arms across the back of it. Steadying myself, I turn and walk away as sweat beads on my forehead. That man unsettles me in a way no one ever has before.

One night. Just one night. 

If I can convince him to spend one night with me, maybe he’ll see what I see.

I think about what Vera said. So maybe not a love potion, per se. Perhaps something a little more temporary? Just enough for one night of bliss. A little secret ingredient in his beer to make him more amenable to the idea?

That may be a secret worth keeping.
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Chapter two
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Mica

When I pull into The Pint’s gravel lot and see the looks on people’s faces as they’re heading out, I sense something’s going down. I’m here to meet Tris and figure out what’s happening with my little sister, Ryn. She’ll be pissed to hear me refer to her as little, but it’s the truth according to birth order. No matter how old Ryn gets, and she is quickly becoming an adult, getting her wolf any day now, she’ll always be my little sis. At least she’s not the baby. That’s Zell, who doesn’t mind the moniker.

Tris, Tru, and Ryn are close, but I’d thought it was just a relationship rooted in friendship. That is until Zell put things into a different perspective for me when Ryn unleashed her temper on me and stormed off. 

Tru bringing an invitation to their Lycan ceremony couldn’t have been better timing. It gave me the perfect excuse to call Tris and set up a meeting under the guise of providing extra support for their event. No doubt, sharing their supernatural abilities with the world would garner some unwanted attention. It’s no secret that Lycans are rare and hunted. Since we’re bound now by a pseudo-familial tie through the mating of Lyssia and Mitch, my stepmother, and their father, it’s more than plausible I’d offer my support. And I will. I am. I just have an ulterior motive. Ryn.

If Tris and Ryn are fated, that’s one thing. I won’t be one to fuck with fate. I watched that tragedy unfold when Lyssia and Mitch did it. They denied fate, and now it’s affected my father, Warrick. Granted, they have made it work and seem happy, but I’m not happy to see it repeated with Ryn and Tris. Which is why I need to know where he stands. Surely, his beast has an inkling of whether Ryn is his. 

I have felt no one calling me. Granted, work and securing the territory with Mom’s sudden retirement have kept me focused. Ryn and I will share responsibility for her legacy until Zell is of age and can help. 

That’s another reason I need to smooth things over with Ryn. I can’t have my co-Alpha pissed at me. It’s not good for pack business. Plus, I hate it when Sis is mad at me. I only want what’s best for her. She’s just too stubborn to see things from my point of view. Mom would say that’s both of our problems. As the oldest, I maintain it’s my prerogative.

I feel the air shift as I reach the door. Slowly and cautiously, I opened it and take in the view. A grin spreads across my face. The scene laid out before me confirms everything I’d suspected and presents me with a long-awaited gift. I feel like a kid at Christmas.

Easing into the room, trying to go unnoticed as much as a guy my size can, I evaluate the incident unfolding. Stoney, Ryn’s boyfriend, is confronting Tris about her whereabouts. I suspect Ryn told no one where she ran off to because she needed to blow off steam and didn’t want any interference. 

My guess is she went to the island to be with Mom. Mom will help her sort through whatever sent her over the edge. She blames me, but I know something else is going on with Sis. My guess is it has something to do with her upcoming transition. It’s a tumultuous time when the wolf comes in, so I get it. As the older brother, I can handle it if she needs to take some of that out on me. I just don’t want her mad at me, and if there’s more to this, I want to know.

Crossing my arms over my chest, I watch the spectacle unfold. Spectacle because I can’t fathom what the hell Stoney’s thinking confronting Tris. I mean, it’s bordering on a challenge. That’s suicide. But add Ryn into the mix, and he’s sealed his fate. The only men outside my family who are more protective of Ryn are Tris or Tru. They’ve always had her back. 

Zell’s words ring back through my mind. Her reference to Tris getting his head outta his ass to claim Ryn. I wonder what Zell knows. Intuitive little shit that she is, people don’t give her enough credit.

I turn my attention back to the commotion. It’s almost comical that he thought bringing a few of his minions would serve any purpose. I might be tempted to sit back and let Tris mop the floor with these derelicts, if I didn’t crave a good brawl so much since Ryn cursed me out. But nah. I’m not one to pass up a chance to crush a few bones. 

I know the moment Tris goads him, it’s game time. Stoney, fool that he is, takes the bait and swings. I chuckle, watching Tris’s eyes light up with glee. He’s been waiting for this moment for a long time. 

Zell hit the nail on the head. Ol Tris has a thing for Sis, and he aims to show Stoney who’s really worthy. I’m here to ensure he gets the message. Without interference. Therefore, his minions are mine.

As soon as I see them make a move to assist their ill-advised leader, I breach their circle and start throwing bodies. There’s no need to shift—none of these guys are a match for two Alphas. It’s laughable that the dolts thought they could put up a fight in this scenario. Once they realize Tris has backup and their plight is futile, and a couple of them suffer broken bones, they slink away, leaving their foolish friend to suffer his demise.

Which he would have. There’s no doubt Tris meant to end him. However, as an Alpha involved in high-level conversations, I am aware of territory development plans that killing a member of a neighboring pack could put at risk. At the least, it would threaten to derail them. So I stepped in, grabbing Tris and pulling him off Stoney.

“I think he got the message.” I heft Tris up, patting him on the back.

Breathing heavily, he nods, wiping the blood from his hands onto his jeans.

I motioned him to a booth, and we slid across from each other. 

“Well, I guess that answers one of my lingering questions,” I say, wiping blood from my lip. I fought off four of those fuckers. Everyone bitches about my ego, but I can back my shit up. 

“What question?” 

Tris winces, and I’m not sure if it is because of the stinging cut on his lip, or the worry about how much of his conversation with Stoney I heard. I’m sure he’d rather not fight again, and I certainly don’t want to create any more family drama. Especially when I still don’t know what’s going on—or if anything is going on. 

You know there is.

Still, I’d rather not fight anymore tonight. 

“Of whether your feelings for Ryn are brotherly or more,” I state in a matter-of-fact tone.

More. Definitely more. It’s written all over his face.

I steel my face so he can’t get a read. I want him to confirm it, but he doesn’t. Maybe Ryn doesn’t even know... Hmm, wouldn’t that be an exciting turn of events? 

I came into the fight on his side after hearing him bait Stoney, even though Stoney had been with her for a few years. My taking his side may allow him to conclude that I wouldn’t be terribly upset by their coming together. I study him for a beat. 

The waitress returns and slides a glass of ice water. I’m not sure I’ve seen her here before. I take a good, hard look at her. She’s a hot little number with dark ebony hair and big brown, doe-like eyes. Under any other circumstances, I might be tempted to flirt and see how it progresses. She smiles shyly, and something in me stirs. 

“You don’t like Stoney?” he asks, breaking the silence.

I grunt. “I’ve been trying to get Ryn to break up with him for a while. Had a huge fight about it just a few days ago.” 

“So that’s why she ran off?” he digs deeper, looking at me to see how much I know. I put on a poker face. If I’m going to get anything out of Tris, I need him to believe he can trust me. I threw him a bone. 

“Yeah, man. Ran off to the island with Mom, Dad, and Mitch. Says she’s not coming back until she’s eighteen, and no one can tell her what to do anymore.” 

“Damn. Must’ve been a helluva fight.” The waitress returned for our food order. I get us a burger and fries, and a beer. I take the time to really look at her. There’s something about her I can’t place. If it weren’t for this shit with Ryn exhausting and wearing on me, I might feel more inclined to figure it out. Figure her out. 

“It was bad. I’m surprised Tru didn’t tell you about it,” I say, catching him off guard, realigning my focus to him and the situation at hand. 

“Tru was there?” he questions. His quick reaction to Tru being introduced into the conversation really piqued my interest.

“Nah, he came after. But he saw her tear out of there like a bat outta hell,” I finish the story using air quotes. I wonder if there’s a bit of brotherly competition going on. Maybe it’s time he and I sit down and talk about Ryn, too. 

I suspected Tris might have been attracted to her over the years, but he only ever expressed brotherly feelings. He’s just a few years older than her. There’s less of an age gap between her and Tru, so I guess it’s more plausible than her and Tris being together. 

What in the ever-loving hell have I stumbled into? Tris is off in la-la land as I consider the possibilities and ramifications.

“You okay, bro?” I ask him. I mean, we’re practically family, and this shit has the potential to go all kinds of sideways. But then again, nothing is ever easy with fate involved. 

“Yeah, so... contingencies?” he asks. I pause, considering whether I should let him off the hook. Probably not the best time or place to press for how deep his feelings are for Ryn. 

Talk about the upcoming ceremony and potential danger takes over. We instructed our Betas to hold a collaborative meeting. This meeting would ensure that they covered all points of weakness. 

I finish my meal, but he’s barely touched his. The waitress comes to clear the table. I note her name badge. Jem. Perhaps I’ll ask around and see what I can learn about her. 

As I’m getting ready to leave, I slide a gold envelope across the table. 

“What’s this?” Tris asks.

“An invitation.” I shrug.

“You finally getting hitched, man? I didn’t even know you were engaged,” he teased. I laugh so hard it booms so loud that folks turn and stare. Imagine that. Me married! Hell, I can’t even say when the last time I dated was. There will definitely be no wedding bells in my near future. I haven’t even found a woman I want to spend more than one night with, let alone a lifetime. 

“Nah, man. It’s Ryn’s eighteenth birthday ceremony.” 

“Fancy,” he says, fingering the invitation. 

“Yea, well, I owe her. I’ve been a dick lately,” I admit. To him. Never to her. 

“So, penance, then.” 

“Something like that.” I chuckle. 

“Something tells me we’re both facing harsh punishment when she gets wind of what we did to her boy toy and his buddies,” he says. 

I feel my face blanch with remorse. If me and Zell are wrong about the situation, then yeah, we’ll have hell to pay when we face Ryn, confessing our parts in Stoney’s karma. The problem is, I’m not sorry for how it went down. But I hate upsetting her. The thought of it makes me want to hurl. 

“Eh, it was worth it to send him packing,” I say. 

He nods in agreement. He knows I’m right. But I can tell he hates the idea of upsetting her just as much as I do. 

And to be fair, it’s easier for me because I’m Ryn’s family, and he probably thinks it’s harder for her to kick me out of her life than it would be for him. It’s a false assumption on his part because Ryn makes no difference between blood or water when someone wrongs her. But I get his perspective. It’s the only thing that’s kept me from coming between her and Stoney until now. My need and want for her in my life goes beyond just being her brother. 

Finishing business, I rise to leave and rap my knuckles on the table. I grab the bill. “It’s on me,” I tell him as I head to the bar where Jem’s filling a couple of beer mugs.

I grab a pen off the bar, scribble my name and number on the back of the bill, and tuck it around a hundred-dollar bill inside, leaving her a generous tip. I slide it across the bar, catching her attention.

“Here ya go. Call me sometime,” I say with a wink. It’s a lame attempt at flirting, but it’s the best I can muster after the evening I’ve had. 

Her fingertips brush mine as she accepts it, and a spark of electricity zaps me. She jerks her hand back, placing it on her chest in surprise.

“See you again... hopefully,” I add as I turn and walk out the door.

Her smile said it all. She feels it, too. Hot little number, indeed. We could sure burn up the sheets.

I make my way across the dimly lit parking lot to my truck, shooting Drew, my best friend, a quick text. 

Me: You know anything about this hot new chick at The Pint? Jem?

I pocket my phone, knowing he’ll text me any details he has. My mind wanders back to her.

She’ll call, I think to myself, grinning.

Of that, I’m confident.
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Chapter three


[image: ]


Jem

They weren’t kidding when they said he had a big ego. Does he have good reasons? Yes. But just because he can doesn’t mean he should. The more I think about his cocky attitude when he handed me his number, acting like he’s so sure I’d fall at his feet, the more I think someone needs to teach him a lesson. Bring him down a notch or two.

“Did he ask you out?” Vera asks, coming up behind me.

“No, he gave me his number and told me to call him,” I answer.

“Are you gonna?” she prods further. 

Until that moment, I hadn’t decided. I mean, before I’d thought all I wanted was the chance to spend one night with him, but now I’m not sure I want to. Is it so hard to say, “Hey, want to go out sometime?” Maybe for a guy with such a massive ego, his fear of getting it bruised outweighs his common decency.

“Don’t think so,” I say, shrugging. “If he wants me, he knows where to find me.”

“A bit of cat and mouse?” she asks, grinning smugly.

I smile widely. “More like a game of ‘when you’re ready, come and get it.’”

“And if he doesn’t?”

“Oh, he will,” I answered confidently. 

And if he doesn’t, I have just the thing to give him a little push.
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Chapter four
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Mica

It’s been a couple of days since the barroom fight, and I can’t get that raven-haired beauty out of my mind. It’s become an obsession. Even focusing on work and planning Ryn’s eighteenth birthday party isn’t a distraction.

I’m a little butt-hurt over the fact that she hasn’t called me yet, to be honest. I know she has a powerful attraction to me. Given the heat I feel between us, it’s perplexing that she wouldn’t contact me. Did the fight make me so off-kilter that I misread the situation?

I pull out my cell and shoot Drew a text.

Me: You wanna meet up for a drink tonight?

Drew: Sure, man. The Pint?

Me: Yeah. Seven?

Drew: So, eight? LOL.

Me: Fuck you. C u later.

Drew: LOL. K.

Smartass. I take a deep breath, feeling better knowing I’ll see her tonight. 

The rest of the day dragged on. At seven o’clock, I pull into the parking lot and shoot Drew a text letting him know I’m here.

Drew: Holy shit, man. I haven’t even showered yet. You’re always late. You must have it bad for this chick to actually be on time.

Me: Fuck off, man. Just get here.

I pocket my cell and throw open the door to the bar, scanning the room for Jem. She’s leaning over a table, wiping it clean. The cheeks of her ass peek out from her denim cutoff shorts. My mouth waters thinking of those long-tanned legs wrapping around me, feeling her petite frame under my large, hard body. My skin prickles with anticipation as I approach her. As if I were on autopilot, my legs move like they have a mind of their own.

“You didn’t call,” I blurt as I come up behind her, boxing her in.

Her breath hitches as my body presses her into the table in a compromising position. 

She steels herself before responding, “You expected me to?”

“Don’t pretend you can’t feel this,” I whisper in her ear, pressing my hardness into her plump little ass.

“Feel what?” she asks, pushing back into me. “Your cock? Or the ego that’s bigger than both of you?”

I slip my hand between her beautiful breasts spilling out of the crop top she’s wearing and gently grab her throat. “The heat. The desire. I know you want me, so why are you toying with me?”

Her breath became shallow. She likes this public display of attraction. Of dominance. 

“What do you want?” she squeaked.

“You.”

She turns her head to look at me. I’m lost in her eyes. Drowning in the abyss. I kiss her deeply, giving her a taste of what’s coming. She melts into me.

“Damn, man. What the hell do you need me for? Looks like you already got the girl,” Drew interrupted, laughing.

“Ha! Gonna take more than his Alpha ego and a kiss,” she snarks, wiggling from my grip and sliding out from between me and the table.

“You and your big fucking mouth,” I grumble. 

Drew is my best friend. He has been here since we were kids. Since he was always looking to escape his house, he spent most of his time at mine. He’s more like a brother than a best friend, and having had all sisters, it’s an easy fit.

His laughter boomed as he slapped me on the back. “What’s wrong, playboy? Jewel not falling at your feet?”

“It’s Jem, asswipe,” I grouse. It irritates me he interrupted our moment. I was so lost in that kiss that the entire room melted away.

She comes back with a couple of glasses of water. “You boys want anything else right now?”

“Beer.” 

“You.” 

Drew and I answered her simultaneously.

“Beer it is,” she says, winking. She sways her ass as she leaves to fulfill our order.

“I’m getting a beer out of this,” he says.

I shrug, playing with the paper from my straw. A grin slowly spread across my face. “Yeah? Well, I’m getting a helluva lot more than a beer.”

“Laid?” he questions. 

I nod. Damn straight.
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Chapter five
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Jem

That little desire spell worked like a charm. Now, to bring it home. Nothing too crazy. I want to avoid accumulating bad karma. My goal is just to have a little fun and tease his ego a little.

I pull out the small pill I made the night he gave me his number. It’s a quick-acting love potion type spell, removing all his inhibitions and any walls or barriers he has in place. Allow him to be his full, authentic self with me. Without the bravado.

I slip the pill into the glass and fill it with a dark craft we have on tap. The stronger brew should mask any residual flavor from the herbs and other secret ingredients. I poured Drew a lighter ale so as not to get them confused. The last thing I need is his best friend catching a crush on me. I giggle as I head back to the table.

“New brew,” I explain to Mica, handing it to him directly. “Thought you might like to try it.” Looking at Drew, I tell him, “You look more like a pale ale type of guy. Does this work for you?”

He nods, chuckling. 

“Good, I’m clocking out in about a half hour, so if you need anything before then, give me a shout.” 

The bar is dead. I told Vera I’m turning my tables over to her as soon as I close out a few stragglers. She agrees, happy for the extra
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