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A note from the author; generally speaking:


I LIVE IN SOUTHEAST Texas and as such, my writing reflects it.  Most of my characters live in Texas or were born here, so their lingo reflects our southern dialect.

The stories I write are short, insta lust, insta love, fast burn and hot as hell.  If this is your jam, please, have a seat and sit a spell.

Also, if you are a family member, be warned, this is not for you.  Run... far, far away.

Creating the characters is a joy for me, whether I actually like them or not.  Some are not very savory, and some I’ve grown quite fond of.  They’re all created in my head where they’ve come to life on their own.  I get to know them as I write the stories, just as you get to know them as you read the chapters.

Some of the locations in these stories are based in real places, and some locations are completely made up.  If the locations are real, I usually alter the logistics to fit my story instead of depicting the true to life real estate.

I will also alter established folk lore to better fit my stories.  I do not usually follow the unspoken law of all things fantasy, just so you know.  After all... this is just a story.

Nothing in these fictional stories is precise.  Some of the history is true, some of it is made up.  Sometimes I adhere to the general consensus of fantasy depiction, and sometimes I don’t... depends on the flow of the story.

A small note, however.  These stories may depict some violence on or off page, and they certainly contain foul language and descriptive sex, sometimes all at the same time.  If you are the least bit offended by foul language, steamy sex, or descriptive violence, I’ll ask you to move along.

However, if you don’t mind a little bit of make-believe in your life, read on.  I hope it brings you a bit of entertainment.

Enjoy,

Susie Brinn
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TRIGGERS:

Domestic abuse (off page).

Rape (off page).

Physical altercations (on page).

Adultery.

Explicit sex scenes.
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“Don’t let yesterday take up too much of today.”—Will Rogers
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Chapter 1 – Micco
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Tires crunch over gravel as I pull into the parking lot for the Chapa Group Campground at Hill Country State Natural Area located in central Texas, just outside of Bandera.

The dash clock glows 12:06 AM and my spine feels like rusted iron. My eyes are dry and gritty as I give them a good rub. Too many hours behind the wheel.

Tent. Cot. Sleep. That’s all I want.

In that order.

I climb out, stretch until something in my back snaps loud enough to make me wince. Doesn’t matter. Still hurts.

The Annual Council Tribal Gathering, - the yearly meeting of most major packs and The Council who govern the state’s jurisdiction of Werewolf Pack Hierarchy - where every Alpha, Beta, Gamma and Delta from every major pack will convene over the next week to meet with each other, as well as newly appointed Council Members. This is where we hash out our differences and more than a few are hoping to meet their mates. Most everyone here will treat it like vacation. I treat it like penance.

Last year we didn’t show. I couldn’t stomach it. Not after dismissing Melania as Luna, rejecting her as my mate, dragging the Hemming Pack through a public breakup. The smear of the divorce. The media circus... the custody war. No way in hell had I wanted to face every pack hierarchy in the state of Texas with those wounds open and bleeding.

I won the battle. Got custody of Driscoe, which is all that matters. But the scars are still raw. No one leaves that kind of fight clean.

Plus, last year was Dakota’s first Council Gathering as the new Alpha Luna of the Ula Pack; and I just couldn’t...

However, skipping last year only made things worse. All it did was delay the mending needed to restore our pack for another year; the added guilt of neglect just compounded the remorse that already sets so heavily on my shoulders.

It left the pack hanging in stalemate. Made us look weak. Now I’m here, trying to fix what I let rot.

We had to bring my two-year-old son and his nanny with us because my ex-wife is too unstable to watch our son without me being close by.

I lean into the van. Tala is in the back, rocking Driscoe against her chest. His fingers are tangled in her hair, his face soft with sleep. 

"Tala, stay here with him until I get your tent up. Sebastian, help me out?"

"Yeah." He hauls himself out of the passenger seat. No complaints, even though he looks as wiped as I feel.

That’s Sebastian for you - my Beta, my right hand. Always willing. Always steady.

Nikan, the packs Delta, lingers with Tala and the kid while Sebastian and I go to work. Around us, other packs stumble in, murmuring, dragging tents and coolers through the dark. Crickets fill the silence. It’s humid as hell and sweat clings to my neck like a collar.

We set up like we’ve done it a thousand times. Her tent first. Then mine. Then Sebastian’s. We don’t speak. No need to. We move together as fluidly as creek water over stones. Always have.

Back at the van, I pause at the sight of my son. Driscoe is still out cold, pressed to Tala like he’s never known a hard day. My heart constricts with love seeing him sleeping on her bosom, nestled down comfortable and safe. I’d rather die a slow death than to let him feel any different.

He is the spitting image of me, same sharp jaw, same dark eyes; and he is one of the sweetest kids in the pack. 

His wolf is my shadow, including his oversized wolf pup. Same electric bolt birthmark, stark white, down the chest. Except his fur is brown. Mine is black.

Nikan is leaning in, talking low to Tala. As I approach the van, I clap his shoulder, “Appreciate it. I’ll get yours next.”

He shrugs me off with a grin. “I’m good. Mine is simple enough. See you in the morning. ‘Night Tala.” He grabs his gear and vanishes into the dark, whistling like we aren’t all held together with duct tape and damage.

Tala, a pretty blond she-wolf, hoists my large sleeping son in her arms to lay him across her shoulder while I trek to the back of the van to get their bags. Her scent brushes past me, sweet and soft, but her voice is sharp with annoyance, “I don’t know why you want to sleep in different tents. We can easily share.”

Tala has never been shy about pursuing me. I am Alpha, after all, and mostly a decent guy even though some describe me as gruff and distant. And to top it off, I am Driscoe’s father.

I can’t lie; she makes a valid point. She has helped raise Driscoe since he was a newborn infant. If we mated, she would officially become his step-mother and we could raise him together.

She doesn’t understand that there is no way in hell I’ll ever live that way again. I’ve had my share of a loveless marriage, and I’ll be damned if I put me or my son through that again.

I stop at her tent; swallow the burn in my throat. “No, Tala. It’ll look wrong. The council is watching every move I make. Our pack doesn’t need the gossip mongrels eating up additional rumors.”

Her mouth tightens. We’ve had this conversation before. One night - one mistake that felt like relief at the time. That mistake damn near ended Driscoe’s relationship with his much needed second mom and almost gave me a heart attack too. I can’t go there again.

I drop the bags, set up the fan, point it at the cots. “I’m crashing. You good?”

“Yeah. We’re fine.” Her voice sharpens, clipped.

I nod. Step out. Let the flap fall behind me.

I don’t look back.

~~~~~~~
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THE DARK MORPHS WITH pale light across the sky as I stand in line with my officers to register for the conference. Sweat already darkens my shirt collar and the birds have just begun to chirp their good morning spiels in the dawning light.

Central Texas in summer. Why The Council chooses this season every year remains a mystery. This part of Texas is a great place to visit... if you’re in a tube floating down the Guadalupe. But not so much while camping amongst the dry heat that feels more like you’ve just opened the oven door.

The Council secured the entire park for the week because... well we are all wolves and wolf shifts aren’t meant for human eyes, and this park is large enough to keep us all secluded and private.

The barren hills and dry brush surrounding us start to come into view as the morning breaks through.

Behind us, the line stretches and up ahead, I spot Ryder and a very pregnant Dakota, The Ula Pack's alphas. Her rounded belly sends a familiar pang through my chest, though not as sharp as before.

I’ve forced myself to forget her over the past year as I willed myself to resume my alpha role.

Except in my dreams. I can’t control how many times her memory haunts my nights, interrupts my sleep, and breaks my heart all over again.

The Ula pack moves on, and we step up to the registration table. I recognize the small red she-wolf from The Council offices instantly. "Maddison, right?" I ask, though I know it's her.

The morning sunlight catches her auburn hair, transforming it to copper. Her sleeveless mustard yellow dress reveals creamy, toned arms and two buttons open expose a cleavage worth taking a second look. Her tiny waist becomes hidden along with the rest of her by the table she sits under, stopping my interested perusal.

A spark, unexpected and surprisingly pleasant, ignites inside me; an awareness I haven't felt in too long to count.

She looks up from her binder, pen poised mid-air, and her vibrant green eyes meet mine. The faint scent of pheromones fills my nostrils, and my body wakes up to respond.

"Yes, that's correct," she smiles, revealing pretty white teeth behind enticing coral-painted lips. "Micco, right? Hemming Pack?"

"Yes, you remember." I bend to sign the registration form, catching more of her honeysuckle scent.

"Of course. It's good to see you again." Her smile brightens. "If you'll introduce me to the rest of your group, we can get y'all settled in."

She grabs her attendance roll as I introduce my officers. "Sebastian, our Beta," I say, placing my hand on his arm.

Her eyes meet Sebastian’s and slight dimples appear on her cheeks. Sebastian gives her a faint smile while she hands him his welcome packet.

"Nikan, our Delta." I reach back to pull forward our shy officer who prefers to stay invisible.

His feet stutter when I shove him forward, so I steady him until he balances. She hands his packet over and her dimples appear again. "It's good to meet you." Her gaze finds mine, green eyes questioning. "No Gamma?"

My eyes darken. We don't have a Gamma, and I'm not ready to explain that open wound. "Not presently. We haven't filled the position yet."

She picks up a binder and a larger packet. "Is there someone in attendance that you will be seeking The Council's approval to fill the position?"

"Not this trip."

"All righty, then." She hands me the large binder and welcome packet, crossing her arms on the table. "There's coffee and pastries set up in the Group Lodge if you gentlemen would like to grab something before we start."

I hesitate, because, damn she’s pretty. The way her hair catches the sun like fire. The movement as her arms settle on the table top gives me a glimpse of creamy skin down the front of her dress.

And her smell. My mouth goes dry. I don't remember her being this attractive when we met last year. Color and beauty steal my breath, and I swear, I almost falter.

"Thank you." I take a step then stop myself. What the hell am I doing? Talk to her, idiot, I tell myself.

I bend slightly so no one overhears, "Maybe we can catch up later, if you have time."

Her smile is charming, dimples deepening, and that floral scent mixes with stronger pheromones. "I'd like that."

Inside the Group Lodge, the air conditioning washes over me like a blessing. I rake my fingers through my thick straight black hair, longer than it should be, just to let the cooler air find purchase on the back of my neck.

I follow my officers through the large area. Round tables are set wide apart, one for each pack, with pens, writing tablets, and pamphlets, a water pitcher and glasses. Among the low hum of conversation from surrounding wolves, we find our assigned table in the front row, befitting our status as the third largest pack in Texas. The other tables along the front row are the Ula Pack, the largest in the state, and the Still Green Pack from the Prairies and Lakes Territory, the second largest.

Darald Silverberg, Alpha to the Still Green Pack, steps up to me with his hand outstretched. “Good to see you, Alpha Micco.”

“And you, Alpha Darald. How are Luna Severa, DeLuca and Callum doing?”

He nods, gestures with his head. “Fine. Fine. Severa is the only one who could make it this year with me. My boy Luke and Callum had to see to some kinks at home. Business issues. They hate missing this though. They always have a good time during these things.”

Yeah. Because they’re young pups and this is the social event of the year... to most. I turn slightly, “Give them my best, would you?”

“Sure, sure. Glad you could make it.” We wave each other off since the council is sitting in their seats, indicating this shit show is about to start.

The Committee's logo is displayed on the banner draped across long rectangle tables sitting high on a platform. Conversations and chatter dims when Lyall, The Council's Director, strikes his gavel. "The annual tribal gathering of The Wolf Council of the State of Texas will now come to order. First off, The Council would like to welcome everyone to this year's annual gathering. We will introduce new members directly, but first I'd like to announce the attending packs."

He gestures broadly. "The Ula Pack of Northeast Texas." Ryder raises his hand in salute.

"The Still Green Pack of the Prairies and Lakes Territory. The Hemming Pack of Deep East Texas." I lift my hand automatically, as do the other alphas as they’re introduced.

"The Sakata Pack of the Gulf Coast Region. The River Ash Pack of the Texas Hill Country, who are graciously hosting this year's event."

Lyall pauses as we applause our appreciation to the River Ash Pack.

"The Blood Heart Pack of the Panhandle Region. The Blue Diamond pack of the South Texas Plains and the Blackhawk Pack from Big Bend Country."

"We are delighted to report that every major pack has representatives here this year." He waits for the applause to subside.

"The River Ash pack has also arranged for a Moon Gathering tonight so that all pack members will be able to socialize together. We hope everyone can join us. We will meet just after dusk south of here at Cougar Canyon."

Excited murmurs ripple through the room. The Moon Gathering is essentially a full moon ceremony but without Selen's influence on wolf shifting. Most wolves eagerly anticipate this opportunity since it allows them to interact with those that they’ve never had the... pleasure to take advantage of before. In wolf terms, it's a free-for-all fuck-fest among the Texas packs.

"Now, I will turn over the mic to Margaret, and she will announce the newly appointed officers."

Lyall sits down, and I tune out the proceedings. My attention fixes on a certain copper-headed female sitting behind the table, high on the platform, diligently taking notes.

Her beautiful hair gleams in the artificial light, soft and supple. She's smaller than women I've typically pursued, less buxom than my usual type, but something about her captivates me.

She glances up and catches me staring. Her fair skin flushes, the corner of her mouth ticks upward, but she dips her head, returning to her duties, recording the names of newly chosen officers for each pack.

At lunch break, I grab my plate from the dining tent and two bottles of water. I am eager to visit with Maddison, and curious to see if she allows it. I find her outside, sitting alone with ledgers spread across a picnic table.

Setting a bottle of water before her, I ask, "Mind if I join you?"

She smiles and gestures. "Not at all, so long as you don't mind my mess. I have to get this finished before our afternoon session starts."

She uncaps her bottle and takes a long drink. Her breath hitches as she lowers it, her tongue darting out to catch a stray drop on her coral lips.

As we sit and chat quietly, my eyes glance over to the playground, just to check on Tala and Driscoe. I am mid-sentence when I freeze.

Dakota.

Her tall, pregnant form is unmistakable as she walks toward Tala and Driscoe, one hand braced under that massive belly like it's weighing her down. The sun catches in her hair, turning it gold, and for a second, I forget to breathe.

She’s smiling. At my son.

Dakota and I grew up together. We were best friends for a lot of years and for that reason alone, she holds a special place in my heart. But unfortunately, we’ve lost that connection because I was an ass and had to ruin our friendship by falling in love with her. The bitter twinge echoes inside me while I watch her interact with my son.

I’m too far away from the playground to hear the conversations, but I know Dakota well enough to guess she’s greeting my son with warmth and care.

A pulse of something raw and ugly tears through my chest. Jealousy. Regret. I don’t even know anymore. I force myself to swallow, my throat suddenly dry. She still moves like she used to, graceful and steady, even bloated and near bursting. And goddess help me, I remember what she looks like naked.

I take a long pull from my water, trying to kill the memories. Trying to smother the past.

Then Tala shouts.

Dakota’s body jerks. She grips the edge of the picnic table; her face twisted in pain.

“Fuck,” I mutter, already on my feet.

She lets out a deep, guttural moan; none of that polite shit. Wolves are turning, moving. Maddison’s already running ahead of me, and I speed up.

When I reach Dakota, she’s bent over the table, teeth bared like she’s about to shift mid-contraction.

“Just give me a damn minute,” she grits out between breaths, sweat already dotting her temple.

Then she groans - loud - and nearly folds in half.

“Shit, Dakota. Are you in labor?” My hand goes to her waist automatically, the years of bitterness and distance shoved to the back of my brain like they never existed.

“What does it look like, Micco?” she snaps, then winces and leans heavier into me. “I’m not out here fucking line dancing!”

I brace her as she tries to move, each step jerky and sharp like her body’s about to split open. Another cry rips from her throat and she cups her belly like she's trying to hold the kid in.

“RYDER!” Her scream echoes through the camp, loud enough to make every wolf flinch.

Ryder’s head jerks up, then he’s sprinting before she finishes the second syllable of his name. He gets to us fast, panic in his eyes, but his hands are steady as hell.

He presses his palm to her belly, frowning. “Damn woman! How long have you been in labor?

She snarls at him. “Does it fucking matter? It’s happening now!”

Ryder turns toward the parking lot, but she grabs his shirt. “Get my bag! I need my—”

He growls. “Fuck the bag—”

“GO GET MY FUCKING BAG! I NEED MY BAG!” She bellows so loud even the squirrels shut up.

“Christ.” He locks eyes with me. “Would you get her to my truck? I’ll meet you there.”

No time to answer. He’s already sprinting, barking orders at Cole, and muttering something about ‘stubborn females.’

Maddison follows as I hook my arm around Dakota’s waist and guide her forward, ignoring the fire lashing across my shoulder as she leans into me, swearing between contractions. I lift her onto the passenger seat as gently as I can considering how her substantial belly makes it awkward, especially when I’m trying my best to be gentle.

Maddison stands on the running board like a sentinel, eyes scanning the camp while Dakota writhes in the front seat, her head thrashing against the headrest.

“Hurry, hurry, hurry,” Dakota chants like a prayer, voice cracking with pain.

Maddison leans in, snatching tissues from the console, wiping the sweat from Dakota’s brow. “Just a few more minutes,” she murmurs, gentle but firm. “He’s coming.”

Ryder barrels toward us from the tent area, bag slung over one shoulder like it’s empty. He hurls it into the truck bed and climbs in, already reaching for Dakota’s seatbelt.

But she’s feral now. She slaps at him, snarling through clenched teeth. “This is your fault! You fucking did this!” Her head falls back with a moan that sounds more wolf than woman.

Ryder growls, unfazed. “You’re goddamn right I did.” He shoves the belt toward her hips. “Now move your hands. I need to snap this in—”

“Keep your paws off me!” she bites out. “Don’t you ever touch me again!”

She’s shaking, her body a tight coil of pain and fury. But Ryder just smiles, the cocky bastard. “Oh sweetheart,” he says as the belt clicks into place, “we both know it wasn’t my hands that did this.”

She sputters, and he has the audacity to laugh, tossing a look over his shoulder. “If you’ll excuse us,” he tells Maddison, “I need to get my wife to the midwife.”

I barely have time to hook Maddison by the waist, drag her off the running board, and slam the door before Ryder peels away, tires spitting gravel across the asphalt.

I hold her against me, her butt flush to my chest, one hand splayed across her stomach. She fits me perfectly - too perfectly.

Her scent hits like a sledgehammer. Honeysuckle and heat.

I twist us away from the dust cloud Ryder leaves behind, shielding her from the sting of kicked-up gravel.

Then it lands. Like a gut punch. Dakota is having another man’s baby. Their second child.

By rights, I should be howling in despair, rage, something. But all I can focus on is Maddison. The way she feels against me; soft curves, smooth skin, that firm belly under my palm.

The slow burn of her arousal curls around me like smoke.

Goddess, help me.

She places her small hand on the top of my head, steadying herself.

I let her slide down my body, slow and deliberate. My hand tightens on her waist; her ass pressing into the hardness straining beneath my belt.

“You all right?” My voice is rougher than I intend.

“Yes,” she breathes. “I’m fine.”

But she doesn’t move away.

Instead, she turns. Those sharp green eyes snare me, freeze me in place. “Thanks for snatching me off the truck,” she says. “I guess they were eager to get going.”

I shift, grinding my arousal gently into her belly. “To say the least.”

Sunlight kisses her pale skin, catching fire in the strands of her hair; copper, gold, and mahogany.

I want to taste her. I want to drag her into the trees and bury my face between her thighs.

But eyes are watching, including my son’s. Including Tala’s. Their stares snap my mind back into gear.

I step aside, the space between us thick with everything unsaid, and offer her my hand. “Care to finish our meal before heading back in?”

She doesn’t take it; smart woman. Too intimate. Too public.

Instead, she curls her fingers lightly around my elbow and lets me lead her back to the picnic table, where her files sit forgotten under the unforgiving Texas sun.

~~~~~~~~
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AFTER DINNER WITH MY son and my packmates, I slip away into the woods surrounding the park. The Moon Gathering pulses beyond the tree line - howls, laughter, the rhythmic thud of bodies finding release - but right here at the edge of the tree line, it's quieter. Solitary. I can breathe.

I’m curious - morbidly so - if my body will respond to anyone tonight.

In truth, my sex drive has been hit or miss the past couple of years. Outside of full moons, when Selene's influence turns even the coldest wolves ravenous, I’ve barely managed to get hard unless I could imagine the woman beneath me was Dakota.

Including my ex-wife. That’s why I chose Melania. Why I gave in to Tala. Both bore just enough resemblance to fool my brain in the dark.

When I offered for Dakota, I was so in love I couldn’t see straight. I’d been blinded, never dreamed she’d refuse me. I thought she'd say yes. Thought she'd belong to me.

She refused.

That rejection shattered everything. My heart, my purpose, my goddamn spine. I barely functioned after. I let Sebastian carry the weight of the pack while I drifted like a ghost.

Melania was convenient. Present. Willing. By that time, I didn’t care who became Luna as long as I fulfilled my duty to the bloodline. She got pregnant right away. Mission accomplished.

I love my son. He’s the one good thing I’ve done since before Dakota. But I’d be lying if I said it didn’t gut me at the time that he’s not her pup. Every time I looked at him that first year, all I saw was what could’ve been.

Still, I’ve built my life around Driscoe. Every decision, every breath... for him. Not for her; Melania. Certainly not for me.

And yet...

Today, my body stirred for Maddison.

Maddison, who couldn’t be more different from Dakota if she tried. Petite, alabaster skin, copper hair that glows in the sun. Dakota is tall, sun-kissed, all long limbs and honey bee.

Maddison is the exact opposite. She’s wildfire. Sharp where Dakota is soft. Hot where Dakota is gentle.

And still, I reacted to her like a man starved.

The memory her ass pressed tight to me as Ryder peeled off with Dakota in his truck stirs me up. The way my hands kneaded her supple belly. The way her scent wrapped around me. I’m half-hard just thinking about it.

I wander into the Gathering’s edge, scanning the bodies spread out among the trees.

Couples - dozens of them - grind against bark, roll through the underbrush, dangle from ropes in erotic knots. Others shift into wolf form mid-act, biting, mounting, rutting with abandon.

No copper-red hair.

I catch a glimpse of a red wolf, but it’s the wrong shade. Too orange.

A flash of yellow fur catches my eye – reminding me of Dakota’s wolf form - but I feel nothing. No ache. No yearning. Just a distant acknowledgment.

Maybe I’m finally letting go.

I keep searching. An hour passes. Maddison is nowhere to be found.

Maybe that’s for the best.

I don’t want her like this. Not in the chaos. Not while she’s just another naked body writhing in moonlight. I want her alone. Focused only on me.

Through the trees, I catch sight of Sebastian’s blond wolf mounting a small gray she-wolf that half way reminds me of Kali, our Omega. A rare smile tugs at my mouth. My oldest friend, ever the stoic, finally giving in to instinct. Maybe he’ll find a mate tonight.

It happens. More than people admit.

For a moment, I consider going to Tala. I’m already halfway hard and she’s warm and willing. Familiar.

But no. That door needs to stay shut. Too many complications.

I feel a pinch of guilt knowing she’s back at the campsite with Driscoe instead of here, but she chose this life. Chose to be his nanny, his guardian. And Nikan is absent too. Maybe she summoned him. Wouldn’t surprise me.

Resigned, I head back to my tent. The air is thick with sex, magic, longing. But none of it reaches me.

Tomorrow will bring more problems soon enough. More posturing. More politics.

For now, I strip down and stretch out on the cot, staring up at the nylon ceiling. Sleep comes slowly, dragged under by the weight of everything I’ve lost - and the strange pull of something I might be starting to want.
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Chapter 2 – Maddison
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I do not join the group orgy. Absolutely not.

No offense to the writhing masses in the woods, but the thought of multiple males lining up to mount me like it’s some kind of supernatural gangbang buffet? Hard pass. I've tried it. The experience left me cold and vaguely sticky.

Tonight, I crave something else. Someone else.

John. Stupid, gorgeous, married John.

My ex-lover, my favorite mistake. 

No one’s touched me - really touched me - since I ended things with my very human, very unavailable neighbor. No one else has sparked my interest, until earlier with Micco.

John, with his mortal stamina, didn’t hold a candle to mine, but he was attentive, sweet, and he tried so damn hard. It worked. I fell hard.

Too hard.

I ended it when his wife started sniffing around, suspecting something. I couldn't be the reason his family broke apart, even if walking away hollowed me out. He was never mine to keep, but he fit like he was.

And now I’m in a damn tent with a damn Moon Gathering right outside without my vibrator.

I tear through my bag like a woman possessed. No luck. No familiar velvet pouch. No humming salvation.

Son of a bitch.

Outside, the sounds of the Gathering bleed through the thin tent walls - moans, wet slaps, low growls, and high cries. Wolves in human and shifted forms rutting like they’re starring in a primal porno. And here I am, high and dry. Well... not dry. My core clenches, my clit pulses. I’m soaked and starving.

I hate this.

My brain, traitorous as it is, drifts back to Micco. The Alpha. My current challenge.

Is he out there right now? Slamming someone into a tree? Knotted deep in some trembling female who got lucky tonight?

The thought makes my stomach twist in an emotion I don’t want to name.

When he stepped up to my registration table this morning, I almost blurted, "Oh look, it’s the smoking hot Alpha from Deep East Texas."

Thank the goddess I kept it together. Can you imagine? Committee Assistant turned drooling fangirl.

But I remember meeting him, over a year ago, like it happened yesterday. Long, sleek black hair. Eyes like a summer storm. That rugged face - lips full enough to kiss, jaw sharp enough to cut, and that thick neck leading into a body that looks carved from dark chocolate and sins. He’s one of the most beautiful alphas in the entire state.

And he’s single.

At lunch, before Dakota went into labor and the world tilted sideways, he brought me water, sat beside me, made me laugh. And when he pulled me off Ryder’s truck and kept me pressed against him - goddess... I was soaked instantly. He had to have smelled it. My thighs were a battlefield of arousal and shame.

My reaction to him caught me off guard. As a Kappa, of course I’m wired to respond to alphas. But this is different. Micco hit me like lightning.

I remember the way his hands gripped my waist. The heat of him. The way my ass molded against his chest, his breath stirring the hairs near my ear, his hardness unapologetically pressing into my ass as he lowered me to the ground.

It wasn’t subtle. And he’s solid everywhere.

The memory alone makes my skin flush and my thighs tense. Still no vibrator. Still screwed; but in the worst possible way.

During lunch, he was charming. Easy. Funny, even. He made me feel like more than just a paper-pushing assistant in a pencil skirt. He looked at me like I was... desirable. Not just for my role or my body, but me.

I like him.

Which makes this even worse.

I give up the search, my vibrator officially MIA. It’s tragic. Criminal, really. But desperate times...

I strip off my sleep shorts and underwear, crawl onto the cot like a feral thing, and spread wide. Moonlight leaks through the seams in the tent, but I don’t care. Let the trees watch.

My fingers slide through slick heat, and I gasp. I’m already drenched.

It’s going to take both hands tonight. All fingers on deck. I close my eyes and imagine him, that dark stunning Alpha. His scent. His weight. His voice, deep and rough in my ear.

Outside, the woods pulse with ecstasy. Inside, I chase my own.

It might not be real, but for now, it’ll have to be enough.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3 – Micco
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I groan, writhing in my sleep.

Dakota's golden mane sprawls across my bare stomach, her face hidden, her mouth working my cock with aching devotion. I reach for her, desperate to see those perfect lips wrapped around me... my fingers close around nothing but my own hardness.

My eyes snap open. She’s gone. Just another fucking dream.

Son of a bitch.

My hands rake through my hair. This needs to stop. These gods-damn dreams, this constant ache - it’s eating me alive. I'm sick of yearning for someone who never belonged to me. I throw an arm over my face and try to will the blood from my groin back into my head.

But something distracts me. A scent.

Faint, unfamiliar, and yet... not. I sit up, sniff again. There's something wild and sweet riding the breeze, something warm beneath it.

Honeysuckle. That’s what it is.

I rise from the cot, tug on my pajama bottoms, and step barefoot onto the dew-soaked ground. The scent grows stronger as I weave between tents. Wolves are still knotted together out there, in human or shifted forms, but I don’t hear them. Don’t see them. My attention sharpens, singular.

The scent draws me in - straight to her tent.

Maddison.

Faint noises come from inside. Groans, soft and low.

Is she dreaming? Did she leave a candle burning? A flicker of concern surfaces; an open flame in a fabric tent? Not a good match. I reach for the zipper before logic can catch up.

I unzip her tent and step inside.

Holy. Mother. Fucking. Shit.

She’s not dreaming. She’s not burning a candle.

She’s on her cot, stark naked, legs spread wide, fingers working herself with practiced grace. Eyes shut. Mouth parted. Pale skin flushed and glowing.

She’s stunning.

My breath catches. Her scent slams into me like a punch to the gut - thick, hot, and alive. It fills my lungs, coats my throat, hardens me instantly.

There’s no erasing this. No forgetting. If I thought she haunted my senses before, I’m screwed now. She’s imprinted.

I zip the tent behind me without thinking.

She’s kicked the blanket off. Lying there - open, raw, real. Her center glistens, beautiful and slick. Her fingers move in tight circles, her hips rocking subtly as she pants, right on the edge of climax.

The word pulses in my chest, primitive and uninvited.

“Maddison.” My voice emerges low, guttural, more wolf than man.

Her eyes snap open. She jerks, gasping... caught.

Mortification flares across her face as crimson spreads from her cheeks down her neck, blooming across her chest.

Her green eyes meet mine, wide and wild, and she doesn’t look away.

Like a champ, she holds my gaze.

For a moment, neither of us breathes.

Her fingers still rest between her thighs, glazed in her own slickness. Her chest rises and falls in shallow pants. And those eyes – Gods above, those emerald eyes - are locked on mine like I’m the one caught red-handed.

I move closer.

She doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t scream. Doesn’t cover herself.

She watches me.

"Maddison," I murmur again, the name dragging over my tongue like gravel. "You should’ve locked the zipper."

“I didn’t think...” Her voice cracks, but she doesn’t look away. “I didn’t think anyone would...”

“Smell you?” My nostrils flare. “You smell like sex and sunlight. Like honeysuckle and heat. You think no one would follow that?”

A full-body shiver rolls through her. Her thighs tremble, her fingers twitch.

She still hasn’t closed her legs.

I sink to my knees beside the cot. She leans up on one elbow, face flushed, lips parted.

"You want me to go?" I ask, voice low and rough.

She swallows hard. Her tongue flicks out to wet her lips. Then, barely audible, “No.”

I exhale sharply, like a man who's been underwater too long.

Her hand slips away from her slick heat.

My hand replaces it.

She gasps as my fingers slide between her folds. Her hips roll as I explore her with slow, reverent pressure. Her scent is intoxicating, her warmth addictive. My thumb circles her clit, and her eyes flutter closed. Ecstasy looks so sexy on her.

"I was locked in a dream," I admit, my voice rasping against the thick air between us. "A dream of the past. Woke up angry. Ready to break something. Then I smelled you..."

Her hips jerk as I press two fingers inside her, her breath caught in a gasp.

"And suddenly, I wasn’t angry anymore."

She whimpers, her nails digging into the bedding. “Micco...” It’s not a plea. Not quite permission. Something more raw; more primal.

I curl my fingers just right, and her head falls back with a moan, her mouth drops open.

“You were touching yourself... thinking of me?”

Her answer is a breathless, "Yes."

I lean closer, my mouth hovering near hers. “Then I’ll make you come properly.” My lips brush her ear. "Not a fantasy. Me, in the flesh."

Her moan this time is louder.

And I devour it.

The heat of her kiss is heaven. Absolute heaven.
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Chapter 4 - Maddison
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Holy goddess in a sling-shot, I’m going to die. Right here, right now. In a tent. Under a man who smells like sin and woods and warm leather.

Regret takes the back door. Shame doesn’t even enter. Only the smutty eagerness of a lustful body.

Flat out on the floor, Micco is holding me in some sort of obscene yoga pose I did not train for, and yet my body is screaming, ‘Yes,PleaseDon’tStop, this is the best bad decision I’ve ever made.’

“You feel incredible,” I pant, and I mean it. I’ve officially forgotten the names of every man I’ve ever slept with before him. They’re irrelevant. Footnotes. Micco is rewriting my entire sexual history in bold, italicized font; with a blood-red highlighter and a playlist of wolf growls.

I try to move. He holds me down, doesn’t let me. “Please, let me move,” I beg, because I need leverage. I need rhythm. I need...to contribute, dammit!

He just growls and adjusts the angle and oh sweet goddess above and below, my soul leaves my body for a full eight seconds. I am astral-projecting. Watching my own damn O-face from the ceiling of the tent like some voyeuristic ghost.

My head thumps against the floor of the tent with each punishing, perfect thrust. The poor canvas is going to need therapy.

The rhythm of our bodies slapping together is absolutely obscene. I’m pretty sure half the Moon Gathering is hearing this right now and taking notes. Or placing bets. Or possibly applauding.

Then it happens. That earthquake in my core. The one that starts as a tremble, turns into a tsunami, and ends with me seeing actual constellations behind my eyelids.

I come hard, with a strangled, guttural sound I didn’t even know I could make. Definitely not sexy. I probably sound like a distressed goose, but I do not care.

I shake. I twitch. I think I may have whispered ‘HolyAlpha,’ as I collapse.

Micco doesn’t laugh. He grins. That panty-melting, full-mouth, wolf-just-ate-the-henhouse grin.

And I realize I’m not done.

Not even close. I want more.

"Still breathing?" he asks, cocky bastard.

I nod. Barely. “Just... give me a second. I need to remember how to function.”

He leans down, nips my jaw, and murmurs, “You’ve got until the count of five.”

Oh, hell.

Here we go again.
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Chapter 5 - Micco
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I groan as I wake to the rustle of movement outside my tent, and before I can gather my bearings, Sebastian ducks in, blocking the morning light.

"Damn, dude. You're not up yet? It's almost time to start, and if you want coffee and breakfast, you need to get a move on."

His voice is the usual, gruff but full of that no-nonsense tone that I’ve known since we were kids. Sebastian is built like a pole. He’s tall as hell, fair-haired, and built lean. His wolf is nearly as massive as mine, with a golden coat that gleams like a gods-damn lion’s mane in the morning sun.

"I’m coming." My legs swing over the side of the cot. A dull ache shoots through me, but it’s not enough to make me stop. "I didn’t get much sleep last night."

"Since when has that ever made a difference?" He doesn’t even look back when he mutters, “You haven’t slept in two years.”

He’s right, I haven't. Sleep's been a luxury I stopped indulging in after the shitstorm that followed Dakota’s rejection. For the past two years, I’ve just gone through the motions, my body keeping time while my mind drifted to places it shouldn’t have.

Sebastian pauses at the tent opening, his expression unreadable. "You okay, dude? You feeling all right?"

I hesitate. The question feels different this morning. Maybe it’s because, despite the aches and the mess I’ve created in my head, I don’t feel quite as heavy. Something feels... lighter. "I’m fine, Sebastian. Stop worrying about me."

He glances back from the opening of the tent, narrowing his eyes. I know he’s not buying it, but he doesn’t push. “Yeah, hard to do, dude. I’ll meet you at the Group Lodge. I’m not gonna miss out on breakfast.”

The flap of the tent zips shut behind him, leaving me alone with the tangled thoughts in my head.

I grab my clothes, shuffle toward the communal showers.

The thought of washing off Maddison’s scent - honeysuckle - bothers me more than it should. I don’t want to forget it, not today. Not now.

The shower’s busy. Other wolves hobble through, moving slowly, worn out by the night. Some of them wear that tired satisfaction - the kind of fatigue that comes after indulging in primal instincts. They probably think they’re the only ones who overindulged. I might as well be one of them, but I can’t help the cold knot in my gut. Maddison’s scent, the way her body felt pressed against mine, the raw pleasure - it’s still fresh on me, and I know it’s going to stay with me, hovering like a ghost for the rest of the day.

Soap stings as I scrub my dick. I hiss through my teeth, glancing down to inspect myself. Tender. Sore. Raw in a way I’ve never been before - not even with Dakota.

Gods-damn it! My palm slaps the tile as I lose my footing. The realization hits me like a punch to the chest.

Last night - with Maddison - not once did Dakota enter my thoughts. Not even a fleeting memory of her face or her smile. I didn’t think of her for one second.

And for the first time in what feels like forever, I don’t feel like I’m drowning in a lost cause. I don’t feel the crushing weight of that old, futile longing.

Could this be it? The thing I’ve been waiting for? The moment where I finally release the last hold Dakota has on me?

Fleetingly, hope stirs deep in my chest. It’s too early to be sure, but it’s there. For the first time in ages, I feel like I might have a shot at moving forward.

I cut my shower short. Toweling off quickly, I dress and hurry toward the Group Lodge. My clothes stick to my damp skin, the coolness of the morning air sending cold rivulets of water down my neck as I race.

The heavy door to the lodge swings open, and I scan the room. My eyes immediately lock onto her.

Maddison.

She’s sitting at her table on the platform, surrounded by papers, her pen moving steadily across them. The soft morning light filters through the windows, catching the copper highlights in her hair and making her look like a gods-damn goddess in the middle of the room.

I can't stop looking. Her eyes flicker toward me, just for a second, and I catch a glint of something I can't name in the depths of her gaze. A knowing smile tugs at her lips, but she quickly returns her attention to the papers in front of her, the busy work she’s wrapped in.

She rises to pass documents to Lyall, then hands them out to other council members. Her dress - yellow and burnt orange - makes her hair look like a blaze of autumn fire as she moves.

I take a seat as the room fills with the usual low buzz of conversations. Lyall calls the meeting to order, and my attention snaps back to the front.

He announces that the Ula Pack Alpha’s welcomed their baby boy at three a.m. and that pup and momma are fine. Dad, not so much. He was escorted out of the building before the pup was born and he didn’t take too kindly to that.

The room chuckles lightly and I smile. New fathers always get a bit too protective. It's part of the cycle.

As the meeting progresses, Lyall directs the alphas to open our binders and prepare to go through the concerns the Council has listed for each individual pack. Usually, it’s things like missing members or disputes between the packs; and other things every pack has to deal with... a list of issues we need to address.

But I can’t help to feel apprehensive. The Council is going to have some tough questions for me, and rightly so. As I scan the document in front of me, my stomach tightens. 

The weight of responsibility - of neglect - is pressing hard on my chest.

I glance down at the list of pack members - at the names that matter. Sebastian, Nikan, Rowan, Gunner. Everything will be displayed in black and white. Everything I should’ve addressed. Everything I’ve let slip.

At the bottom of the page, there’s a line that feels like it’s been written just for me: Luna duties neglected.

It’s more than just missing members or infrastructure issues. It’s the weight of what I haven’t done for my pack. The things I was supposed to uphold.

I sink back in my chair, my fingers scrubbing at my face as I prepare myself internally to take in the list, item by item. 

My breath catches as I go over the details. Against all expectations, and fear of retribution, the list only includes a few concerns, not the abomination of a neglected pack:

Micco – Alpha

New Luna – Non priority

Sebastian – Beta

New Gamma – Imperative

Nikan – Delta

Rowan – Epsilon

Gunner – Zeta

Lupe – Eta - Need one additional or more – Imperative

Ember – Theta

New Iota – Necessary

Rocky, Tala and other members Kappa

Lambda Two positions open – Necessary

Kali – Omega

Luna duties neglected:

-Dining hall left unfunctional during and after catastrophic events.

-Lines of communication undermined between outer border members and pack hierarchy.

-Timely construction of communal buildings lost during catastrophic events.

-Timely repair of other communal buildings damaged by catastrophic events.

-Risk Assessment Needed for each item:


●  Step 1: Identify the hazards.

●  Step 2: Decide who might be harmed and how.

●  Step 3: Evaluate the risks and decide on precautions.

●  Step 4: Record your findings and implement them.

●  Step 5: Review and audit your risk assessment and update if necessary.


I exhale, a deep sigh that carries more than just the tiredness of the night before. The relief comes slowly, but it does come. We can do this. I can handle this.

And I’ll start by facing the responsibilities I’ve been ignoring for far too long.

Nikan extends his hand for the paper. I pass it over, already mentally prioritizing our approach.

“So... Gamma, Eta, Iota, and two Lambda positions. All marked as imperative or necessary.”

My pen scratches across a clean page as I make notes. “Gamma and Iota will have to be external. We don’t have anyone inside the pack ready to take on that kind of responsibility.”

Sebastian leans in, forearms resting on the table. “We could ask The Council to announce that we’re accepting outside applications while we’re here. But are those the only ones? What about the warrior slot, and the two hunter roles?”

I pause, weighing the options. “Warrior, yeah - we can include that. As for the hunters, the two that left, did so because of Melania. Now that she’s out, we might be able to entice them back. They were both good hunters and I’d rather appoint familiar faces where we can, than start from scratch.”

Across the table, Nikan’s jaw tenses. He’s still carrying that Dakota baggage, whether he admits it or not. He truly believed that if he’d had just a little more time, she would’ve chosen him. He is wrong, but I don’t fault him for wanting to believe otherwise.

“We may need signing bonuses or other incentives to make our pack more attractive,” he says, blunt as ever. “No offense, Micco, but we look like a gods-damn war zone right now.”

He’s not wrong. I nod once, acknowledging the ugly truth.

But before I can respond, my stomach growls - loudly.

Sebastian smirks.

“Not a bad idea,” I mutter. “We’ll discuss the particulars later. Right now, lunch is calling my name. Let’s go. I’m starving.”

Sebastian pushes up from his chair, snorting. “Told ya you should’ve eaten earlier.”

I grab a plate and two water bottles and scan the outside seating area. The sun is relentless, heat curling off the pavement in shimmering waves, but sure enough; there she is. The object of my attention. Sitting in the same spot as yesterday, surrounded by spreadsheets and chaos like she owns it. Her copper hair blazes in the light, and I know before I even look - she hasn’t touched a bite of food.

Damn woman.

I duck back inside and fill a second plate.

Sliding onto the bench across from her, I set it and the extra water bottle down without asking.

“Hello, Maddison. How do you feel this afternoon?”

She looks at the plate with mild confusion, then twists open the water bottle like she’s stalling. “If you must know, I’m a tad bit sore.”

A laugh escapes me, unguarded and sharp. “Yeah. I can relate.”

I raise my water bottle in a quiet toast. “I took the liberty of getting you a plate. If you wait too long, you’ll have to fight the Betas for crumbs.”

She studies me - really studies me - like she’s trying to figure out if I’m playing some game. Her eyes narrow just slightly. “Thank you. That was... thoughtful.”

There it is again - that careful restraint, the hesitation. She’s pulling back, putting up walls.

Nope. That won’t do. That won’t do at all. “I’d like to come by your tent again tonight, if you’re amenable.”

I fork a massive bite of spicy spaghetti into my mouth and wait.

She takes her time answering. Chews slowly, swallows deliberately. “I’d like that. But I think we need a conversation first... before we... amuse ourselves further.”

The corner of my mouth twitches. Amuse ourselves. That’s one way to describe it.

And amuse we did - so thoroughly I’ll have to shift just to heal properly before round two.

“Sounds agreeable to me.” It doesn’t. What I really want is to toss her over my shoulder and skip to the part that made me forget Dakota entirely.

Instinct tells me not to push. Not with her.

So, I pivot. “What’s got you so buried that you can’t even take a proper lunch break?”

She sighs, stabbing at a big hunk of meatball. “It’s just this one week out of the year. I can handle the council’s normal work load, but during the annual Tribal Gatherings, I have a larger load to deal with. Not only do I have the minutes for every session, I have to evaluate the financial status of every pack, create analysis for improvements and cost adjustments to propose. Most of what The Council recommends to the packs, I’ve already analyzed, made my predictions and offered suggestions.”

So - she doesn’t just take notes. She runs the whole damn show.

I nod slowly, impressed. My dick stirs because intelligence just flat turns me on. “Are you educated, Maddison?” The question is unnecessary, but I want to hear the shape of her answer.

Her eyes flicker. A flash of something like pride - and caution. She swallows another bite, then says, “I got my Bachelor’s with a concentration on Project Management and Process Improvement from the University of Houston Downtown. Then my Masters in Business Analytics from UofH’s C. T. Bauer College of Business.”

My pulse kicks up another level. Brains and beauty. One hell of a combination. “Very impressive,” I murmur, meaning every word.

I gather our empty containers and rise. “I’ve got dinner with my Beta and Delta tonight. Pack issues to handle, as you well know. But I’ll come by after, if you’re still willing.”

She raises her bottle in a small salute. “I look forward to it.”

As I toss our trash and head toward the playground, one thought sticks in my mind like a thorn under the skin: If she’s half as good at rebuilding a twisted soul as she is at rebuilding spreadsheets... I may have just found something I didn’t know I was looking for.

And for the first time in two years, I’m starting to believe I might actually look forward to something again.

****
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OVER DINNER IN SEBASTIAN’S tent, the air thick with grilled meat and warm beer, we pick apart The Council’s list of grievances - most notably, the Luna’s blatant neglect of our territory.

I pop the cap off the last beer in the six-pack and let the sound of fizz fill the pause. “I’m considering asking The Council for support with that too,” I say, voice low but firm. “They know we’re drowning in more critical issues, even if they’re not formally noted. They might know someone we can bring in, short-term, to get our grounds back in shape until we make permanent changes.”

I don’t say Maddison’s name. Not yet. That conversation has to be handled with precision - first here, and later tonight with her.

Nikan leans back in his chair and shrugs, tossing his empty bottle with a soft clink into the trash. “Sounds good to me. Now, if you gentlemen will excuse me...” His eyes flick to the side, a glimmer of something unspoken passing behind them. “Your pup should be asleep by now, Micco. I’m going to go see what Tala’s up to.”

Right. Tala. The distraction he’s been clinging to since Dakota slipped through his fingers.

I watch him leave without a word, the flap of the tent swinging back into place behind him.

Sebastian eyes me over the rim of his bottle. “You think The Council will actually help with that? Groundskeeping isn’t exactly a top-tier priority for them.”

“They’ll help,” I reply, not bothering to elaborate. Because if I bring Maddison into this equation, they’ll see it as a Council-adjacent solution. Clean. Efficient. Sanctioned. And if she agrees... it solves more than just a landscaping issue.

Sebastian raises a brow. “You’ve got someone in mind.”

I nod once. “I do.”

He studies me for a beat, then shakes his head with a smirk. “Just be careful you’re not thinking with the wrong head. She might be sharp, but if you mix work and... whatever the hell happened last night, things get messy fast.”

I grunt, standing and stretching the kink in my back. “I’m always careful.”

Sebastian snorts. “No, you’re not.”

I let that slide.

Because he’s not wrong either.

But this time, it’s different. It has to be.

I clean up my plate, toss my bottle, and head for Maddison’s tent, every step tightening the threads of the conversation I need to have with her. There’s a plan forming in the back of my mind, and if it lands, it won’t just fix my pack’s image.

It might rebuild it entirely.

And Maddison might just be the one holding the damn blueprint.

~~~~~~~
[image: ]


AFTER MY SHOWER, I pull on worn jeans, a t-shirt that's grown too tight across my chest, and flip-flops before heading to Maddison's tent. I don't put much effort into the way I look, since I don’t intend to stay dressed for long anyway.

Unzipping her tent flap, I step inside, immediately drawn to her. She's changed into shorts and a tank top, her copper hair pulled back in a ponytail.

My body responds instantly. Moving toward her without hesitation, I take her face between my palms and claim those sweet lips I neglected last night.

Her moan vibrates against my mouth.

When she pulls away to pour wine, I reach up and pull the band free from her hair. It falls in russet waves, bouncing over her shoulders. My dick twitches. "I like your hair down."

She hands me a glass of red. "All right."

Turning away, she takes a long sip. "There's something I need to tell you."

I turn her to face me and set both glasses aside. "I'm listening." My fingers find the hem of her shirt, pulling upward.

"No, wait." Her hand presses against mine as I reach for the front clasp of her bra. "Before we go further, I really need to tell you something."

Too eager to see her, I brush her hand aside and release the clasp, my tongue tracing my lower lip. "All right," my voice roughens. "I'm listening. I can hear you just as well whether you're naked or not." I hook my fingers in the waistband of her shorts and tug downward.

"You're distracting me."

"Oh, sweetheart. I haven't even begun to distract you." I push her shorts down completely, then tear through the delicate fabric at her hips.

Patience is not my strong suit.

"You just ripped my underwear!"

"It was in my way."

Noticing two camp stools nearby, I guide her to one and sit across from her on the other.

I return her wine glass to her and take a sip from my own as I sit. "Fire away. What's got you so claw-taught?"

She sighs, resignation in the slump of her shoulders. The absurdity of our situation - her sitting naked before someone she's only known a day - isn't lost on either of us.

She takes a sip. Those lips on the glass.

This woman.

She draws a deep breath, determination straightening her posture. Whatever she needs to say, she clearly believes it will change my intentions. "I've been fucking a married man," she blurts out.

She's wrong. I'm not the slightest deterred.

My gaze travels over her breasts, her belly, and lower... wait... I can’t see... I reach forward, press her thighs apart. There we go. Beautiful. "Are you still fucking this married man?"

"No, but Micco, that's just the thing. I'm still hung up on him. I'd still be with him if his wife hadn't caught on." She sounds devastated, like she’s this horrible, morally corrupt person.

I set my glass aside. Her eyes trace the contours of my face and hair as I kneel before her.

Awareness that I am still dressed dawns in those expressive eyes. Determined, she sets her glass down and pulls my shirt over my head.

"Are you fucking anyone else?" I lean down to flick my tongue across her nipple. The taste of her skin sends a current through me.

Her breath catches as I draw it into my mouth. "No." A soft gasp escapes her as I increase the pressure. Her fingernails dig into the skin on my shoulder as she struggles to continue. "Micco, I'm not with him, but I'm still in love with him. I'm not looking for a relationship."

Her body trembles as I turn my attention to her other breast, giving it the same treatment before releasing it with a deliberate sound. "No relationship. Got it."

She shudders, attempts to close her legs. "God, Micco. You're driving me crazy." Her fingers tangle in my hair, keeping my mouth against her skin. "Do you understand what I'm trying to tell you?"

I pull back, sitting on my heels to look directly into emerald, blown to black. "You're telling me that you're in love with someone you've decided you can't have, and that all you want with me is sex. Nothing more."

She frowns, "Well, jeez, when you put it like that, it sounds so shallow. But yes. That's what I'm saying. I'm sorry."

"Sorry?" My fingers explore her folds, already slick with desire. "Maddison, you're every man's fantasy." The feel of her against my fingertips, slick, hot and soft, nearly breaks my concentration.

I take a deep breath, forcing myself to pause. She’s right. We need clarity before we continue. "Look, there are some things you probably need to know about me too."

My eyes drop to where my fingers part her most intimate flesh, circling in ways that make her squirm. "Until this week, I would have fucked a married woman without hesitation. In fact, she's been married for two years, and I've been sick with love for her the entire time."

I'm distracting myself with her delicious little body, so I move back to my stool and remove my
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