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  Chapter One


Emily

“Come on, Ruthie. I know you got this.” I patted my truck’s dash. “We’ve only got a few more miles,” I lied. 
But she didn’t have this.
My 1956 Ford F-100 sputtered and coughed, and I reluctantly pulled off the road as she chugged to a stop. Smoke billowed from underneath the hood, and I took a deep breath in through my nose as I tried to keep the tears at bay.
Nothing had gone right today, and another trip to the shop for Ruthie was the last thing I needed. I crossed my fingers as I pulled out my phone, hoping I had service. As I did, a call came through, startling me so bad I dropped the damn thing.
“Come on, Emily,” I muttered to myself. “Get it together.”
I retrieved my phone and frowned at the extra-long number before answering, “Hello?”
“Hi, Ms. Emily!” the familiar voice of my employer was garbled from the bad connection, but I’d recognize her anywhere.
“Oh, Dionne! Hi! How are the boys?”
“They’re good. They miss you.”
“Aww, I miss them too! Are you guys still coming home next week?”
The family I nannied for had been on vacation for almost a month and pushed back their return date twice. I had a feeling this was another one of those calls.
“Actually, that’s why I called.”
I rolled my eyes and smiled. “Okay, when are you coming home now?” I said with a laugh.
Dionne chuckled on the other end, but it sounded strained. That should have been my first clue. “Actually,” she said again, “we’re not.”
My smile was stuck on my face even as my heart fell. “Not what?”
“We’re not coming home. Trey and I have had an amazing time here with the boys, and we’re looking to make Iceland our permanent home. At least for a while.”
My jaw felt wired shut and the smile was now glued in place. “Oh?” I said between my gritted teeth. “That’s great.”
“Well, it’ll be an adjustment, I’m sure. But we’re excited for the future. We were hoping you’d come stay with us for a while…”
Her voice trailed off, but it seemed to get louder as it echoed through my head. “You want me to move to Iceland with you?” I finally breathed, trying to make her words make sense.
“Why not?” she said, and I knew her well enough to know she was shrugging her slim shoulders while she said it. “We love having you and everyone knows how much the boys adore you. Why not come live with us over here?”
“I… can’t just move to Iceland.”
“Why not?” she asked again, and those two little words spun viciously through my head.
“I… I’m not… I can’t…”
“You know what?” Dionne said, thankfully cutting me off. “Why don’t you think about it? We’ll be happy to have you whenever you decide you’re ready.”
I snorted, surprised she hadn’t already booked my ticket. “I can’t move to Iceland,” I said again.
“In the meantime,” she continued like she hadn’t heard me, “we’ll be paying you for the month as severance.”
There it was. The word that was making this all real.
“We’re so thankful for all the time we had with you and hope you’ll reconsider moving here to continue working with us.”
I swallowed hard past the lump in my throat. “I’ll think about it,” I squeaked, knowing full well I wasn’t moving to Iceland.
“Okay, hon. We’ll talk soon. Bye-bye!”
The line went dead, and I pulled the phone away from my ear to stare at the screen. The twister in my head was still turning as I tried to figure out which way was up.
I squeezed my eyes closed and took a deep breath. “You’re okay. Everything is okay. This is not the end of the world.”
Hell, if losing my biological parents, my twin, and then my adoptive father before the age of eighteen didn’t break me, this wouldn’t either. But damn, losing those boys hurt.
Despite how tight I squeezed my lids, a tear still escaped. Soon, they were running down my face. I was so sick of losing people. So sick of them coming into my life and leaving such a massive crater behind them when they left. With a hiccup, I lifted my phone again and called the one person I could think of.
“Hey, Em,” Mack answered after only two rings. “You here?”
A sob broke free before I could stop it, and the line went silent.
“Em?” Mack said, slower this time.
“Hi,” I squeaked before my throat squeezed too tight to talk.
“Hey,” she cooed. “What’s going on?”
I fisted my hands and took another deep breath. “I’m nowhere near Asheville. I got a late start because my phone died in the middle of the night, and then I got stuck in rush hour traffic. Now Ruthie just broke down, and I lost my job!” I wailed.
“Okay. Just breathe–”
“I am breathing!”
“And tell me where you are,” she finished, her voice still calm despite my attitude.
I took that breath she suggested and looked around. “Um. I’m in the middle of nowhere.”
Mack laughed. “Yeah, it all seems like that up here. There are mile-markers, though. If you know what highway you’re on, you can find a mile-marker and we’ll be able to come get you.”
I blew out a deep breath and nodded. “Okay.”
“Why doesn’t she just send you her GPS location?” My brother’s voice drifted through the phone, and my stomach tightened. 
Should I have called him instead?
“What the hell does that mean?” Mack answered him.
Matthias’s sigh was also clear through the line. “Tell her to go to her map and send us her coordinates.”
“How the hell is she supposed to know how to do that?” Mack said back.
I pulled my phone from my ear and loaded my GPS app as they continued to argue.
“Not everyone is a tech genius like you,” she continued as my brother chuckled in the background.
I hit send and pulled the phone back to my ear. “Okay, I just sent them. Hopefully–”
If I didn’t have werewolf hearing, I wouldn’t have noticed the slight change in tone when the call disconnected. With a sigh, I pulled the phone away to figure out why the call dropped, but all I saw was a black screen.
“No,” I whispered as I pressed the power button. “No, no, no,” I continued to chant as my phone lay lifeless in my hand. “No,” I moaned as I accepted the irrefutable truth.
My phone had just died.
I glanced around me again, but there was nothing more to see than last time. Just trees and rocks and a lonely highway that saw very little traffic. 
The tears were back as I slunk down in my seat and closed my eyes. “Could this day get any worse?” I muttered to no one.
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“Why didn’t she call me?” 
Matthias’s voice was soft, but I could hear the hurt in it as I eavesdropped from a couple tables over. I was wasting time in the kitchen before going upstairs to talk to Abraham, and this was just the distraction I needed.
“I’m sure she knew we were together,” Mack answered. She was Matthias’s mate and the newest member of our pack. She was hot but off-limits, so I usually didn’t pay much attention to her.
“Yeah, I guess,” he muttered, but I think we both knew he didn’t mean it.
Apparently, his sister was visiting from Atlanta for a week, and her car broke down on the way here. Normally, I wouldn’t care so much about something that didn’t involve me, but it was just another excuse to not go upstairs and talk to my alpha, so I was all for it.
“Did you call her back?” Matthias asked next.
“Yeah, but it goes right to voicemail.”
“That’s not good,” he muttered. “Did you get her coordinates?”
Just as he asked, a phone chimed with an incoming notification and Mack said. “Yep. Just got ‘em.”
Matthias sighed, and I heard the wood creak under his weight as he shifted on the bench. “I guess we’ll have to save inventory for tonight. I need to go pick her up.”
“Maybe I should stay and work on it,” Mack added, her voice wary. “We’ve got that sale tomorrow…”
Matthias sighed again. “Okay, you stay and do this while I go get her. If we need to pull an all-nighter, we will.”
He sounded frustrated, but I was already tuning out. Their conversation had turned boring and wasn’t enough of a distraction anymore.
Except…
“Hey, you need someone to go get your sister?” I asked as I spun around to look at Matthias.
He froze halfway off the bench. “Uh, kinda. Why?” he asked suspiciously.
I couldn’t blame the guy. I wasn’t exactly known for giving a shit, so I could understand why my sudden question surprised him. Hell, it kind of surprised me, too.
But if I had to choose between taking a road trip to pick up some chick and going to talk to Abraham, the decision was easy.
I shrugged. “I’ve got some free time. I can go get her.”
Matthias frowned. “Why?” he asked again.
I rolled my eyes as I stood up and kicked the bench back into place. “Like I said, I’ve got some time. You seem like you’re busy, so I thought I’d offer.” He didn’t need to know it was just an excuse to get out of this ‘talk’ that awaited me upstairs.
Matthias slowly lowered himself back onto the bench. “Okay,” he said slowly. “That would be helpful.” His eyes stayed glued to me, like he was searching for a reason to change his mind. Finally, he grabbed his mate’s phone, and soon mine vibrated in my pocket. “I just sent you the coordinates. Do you know how to find her?”
I pulled out my cell and gave him a wave as I walked away. “Yep. Got it.”
“Let me know when you get her!” he called after me.
I held up my thumb in answer as I made it to the back door.
“And don’t fuck my sister!” he yelled even louder.
I laughed in response as I shut the sliding glass door behind me. Matthias was a good guy, but there was no way I wanted to fuck a female version of him. I’d have no trouble keeping my dick to myself.
Besides, Tina was supposed to come over later. I was booked.
My phone vibrated again, and when I checked it, I had a new text.
Alpha: Where are you?
The smile fell off my face as I hurried to my Suburban. I slammed the door and hit the locks before responding.
Me: Matthias asked me to go pick up his sister. Her car broke down on the way here.
Was it the whole truth? No. Was it good enough for now? I hoped so.
I tossed my phone onto the passenger seat and ignored it when it vibrated again. With the key in the ignition, I wasted no time gunning it down the driveway and off pack lands. 
When I was finally far enough away, I grabbed my cell again. Abraham’s text notification seemed to glow extra bright on the screen, but I ignored it as I booted up the GPS app. Thankfully, she was over forty-five minutes away.
By the time I picked her up and brought her back to pack lands, it would be dinner and the alpha would be busy with his litter. With any luck, they’d give him hell at bedtime, and I could go a whole extra day without talking to him.
My mind spun with ways to drag out this drive, but I had a lead foot and reached the coordinates in under a half-hour.
“Damn it,” I muttered as I eased off the gas and looked around. I thought Matthias said his sister’s car broke down, but all I saw was an ancient truck that looked like it had been there for decades.
“What the fuck?” I whispered as I slowly crept past the heap of rusted metal. There was a pile of clothes on the front seat, and now that I was actually trying, I could hear a heartbeat coming from inside. “No wonder the fucking thing didn’t make it.”
I parked my SUV in front of her truck and got out. I’d assumed, being a werewolf, she would have heard me approach, but that clearly wasn’t the case. When I knocked on her window, she shot upright with a scream that pierced my eardrums even from outside. 
“What do you want?” she yelled.
I held up both hands and took a step back. “I’m Wes. Your brother sent me to pick you up.”
Her blue eyes narrowed as she looked me up and down. “What’s my brother’s name?”
“Matthias.”
“What’s my name?”
I smiled, thankful I’d been eavesdropping for so long. “Emily.” Her name rolled off my tongue so beautifully I wanted to say it again.
“What pack is he from?”
“Asheville.”
“And who are you again?”
“Wes Carter. Gamma of the Asheville pack.”
Emily bit her lip as she stared at me, and I couldn’t help but stare right back. 
She was not a female version of Matthias. Sure, I could see the family resemblance, but Matthias was a big, brawny dude. Emily was soft. Delicate. 
Beautiful.
“Why didn’t Mack come get me?” she asked, breaking me out of my thoughts.
I shrugged. “They had some sort of inventory shit to do for a sale tomorrow.”
Emily’s eyes widened, and she bit her lip again. “I didn’t realize they were busy.” She took a deep breath and nodded once before unlocking her door and sliding out of the cab. “Thanks for coming to get me.”
She looked up, and I swear the ground shook beneath my feet. The whole fucking world tilted as her bright blue eyes stared into my fucking soul. They widened like she felt it, too. Like she was just as surprised by whatever the hell was going on between us.
“Woah,” I whispered.
Emily giggled and looked away just as the sky cracked open. Her laugh ended with a shriek as the rain poured down on us.
I reached for her arm, doing my best to ignore the way my stomach flipped when I touched her. “Come on! Get in my truck.”
“My things are in the back!” she yelled over the thunder.
I growled and gave her a little shove. “Go get in and I’ll get your shit.” She stood there biting her lip again as a war raged on in her gaze. “Go!” I yelled, and she finally jumped in place and started moving.
I turned away to rip her things out of the bed of the truck and race them over to my Suburban. I tossed the bags inside and slammed the door shut before running to the driver’s seat and jumping inside. 
Water dripped from the ends of my hair and down my face as I tried to catch my breath. But that was damn near impossible with Emily sitting right next to me smelling like that. It reminded me of a flower my mom grew in her garden mixed with something that was unique to her.
It twisted my stomach and made my palms sweat. 
I finally turned to her and saw she was biting on that plump lower lip again. Now my cock was hardening in my pants, and Matthias’s last words floated through my head.
Don’t fuck my sister.
I looked away and cleared my throat. This couldn’t happen. I needed to stop staring at her mouth. I needed to get her home to her brother. 
“You wanna get a drink?” I said instead.
She looked up at me with that summer sky gaze and shrugged. “Sure.”







  
  Chapter Two


Wes
“You know, I’m not surprised you didn’t make it to pack lands. That truck of yours was practically prehistoric.” 
We’d been driving for a few minutes, and the space between us had been tense. It wasn’t uncomfortable like it should be with a stranger, though. It was more like I needed to distract myself before I pulled her wet body across the seat and onto my lap.
Emily turned to look at me for the first time in the past five minutes, her blue eyes narrowed. “That truck is a classic.”
“That truck is a pile of rust.”
She gasped, her jaw falling open. “That truck would demolish your fancy little SUV in an accident.”
I laughed. “Yeah, if it started.”
The humor drained from her face, and my stomach twisted deep inside me. Emily took a big breath and looked down at the hands she had clasped in her lap. “Yeah, she was smoking pretty bad. I’m thinking it might be the head gasket.”
I frowned as I looked her up and down. “Are you a mechanic?” I asked, doubt lacing my words.
Emily chuckled and shook her head. “No. Not at all. But my dad taught me a bunch of simple stuff like oil changes and tire rotations.” She let out a deep breath, and her shoulders slumped. “But I won’t be able to fix a blown head gasket.”
“I could take a look at it,” I blurted before I could stop myself.
She peered up at me, her blue eyes rimmed in red. “Are you a mechanic?”
“Uh,” I said slowly, trying to buy myself enough time to think of something intelligent. But I came up empty. “No. Not really.” She looked away, and I started talking again. It was like I couldn’t help myself. “But my brother knows a lot about cars. He can probably fix it.”
She shrugged, her head still down. “I probably won’t be able to afford it anyway.” Emily blew out a deep breath and looked up at the ceiling. “I’ve been trying to take care of Ruthie since my dad died, but I’m not him. I can’t fix all the little things that go wrong, and I’m going broke trying to keep up.” She squeezed her eyes closed, and a tear raced down her cheek. “I’m probably just gonna have to sell her.”
My stomach twisted painfully as I tried to figure out a way to make this better for her. 
“I’m probably being too sentimental about it,” she continued. “It’s not like getting rid of Ruthie is getting rid of my dad, right?”
“Who’s Ruthie?”
She opened one eye to look at me. “The truck’s name is Ruthie.”
“Oh.”
She closed her lids again and let her head fall back on her shoulders. “It was his first truck. He bought it himself when he was sixteen. He was so proud of that thing,” Emily whispered, her voice trailing off. She sniffed. “He always thought he’d give it to his son on his sixteenth birthday, but he never got mated and never had kids.”
“Um?”
Emily smiled. “He adopted me later in life,” she explained. “He was so excited to have someone to pass it down to,” she said with a chuckle. “Some of my first memories of him are in that truck.”
It felt like every word she spoke was another razor blade slicing at my insides. I could feel her pain like it was mine. Feel her despair and sorrow like my own damn heart was breaking.
“I’m sure my brother can fix it,” I said before I could stop myself.
Truthfully, I had no idea if Wyatt could help or not, but I would have said anything to get that look off her face.
Emily turned to me, her pretty face full of raw hope. “Think so?”
I had to rip my eyes away from her before I ran us off the road. “Definitely,” I lied. “Wyatt’s great with cars.”
Wyatt was actually great at reading hotrod magazines, but she didn’t need to know that right now.
We pulled into the bar’s parking lot and found a spot before I turned to her. She was looking down at her lap again, shoulders slumped in defeat.
Before I could even think about it, I reached out and laid my hand on her forearm. The fabric was wet, but I could still feel the heat of her skin beneath her shirt. “We’ll figure it out, okay?”
I didn’t know when I’d inserted myself into her issue, but here I was. Making promises I didn’t know how to keep.
Emily’s full lips spread into a wide smile, and it really seemed like it got brighter outside. “Okay. Thanks.”
I stared at her mouth for a full second too long before I ripped my hand off her. “No problem.”
I got out of the truck, thankful the rain had stopped, and hurried around to her side, but she already had her door open. My lips twitched with a grin, and I tried to hold back a laugh as I watched her prepare to jump out of my lifted SUV. She was so little, and the ground was so far away it looked like she was about to go cliff diving.
“Hold it,” I said as I walked up and grabbed her by the waist. Emily squeaked as I did and, for some reason, that little sound made my dick twitch. “There,” I said as I set her on her feet. “Don’t need you breaking a leg trying to get out of my truck.”
Emily’s cheeks were bright pink with a blush, but that didn’t stop the fire from blazing in her eyes as she pinned me with a look. “Well, if your truck wasn’t eight feet off the ground, I’d have no problem.”
I laughed and wrapped an arm around her shoulders to lead her inside. The gesture was strangely comfortable, and I found myself warring with that fact as we walked. “It’s not eight feet. You’re just tiny.”
She gasped loudly and pulled away from me as I tried to hold back another chuckle. “There’s no reason anyone needs a vehicle that far off the ground. Not unless you’re going off-roading or you’re trying to compensate for something else.”
Again, my body moved before my brain could catch up. I grabbed her hand and spun her around, pinning her against the bar’s brick wall. “For the record,” I said as I leaned down to breathe her in. “I’ve got a very, very, very big…” I paused a moment to listen to her heart race. “Obsession with off-roading,” I finished. “So, stop judging my truck.”
She giggled, and I hardened at the sound. With a roll of her eyes, she slipped out from underneath me and took off toward the bar. I watched her go, willing my cock to calm the fuck down. “And for your information,” I called after her. “I’ve got a big dick, too!”
Emily laughed harder as a middle-aged couple left the bar in front of us. They both shot me questioning looks, but I ignored them as I followed her inside. 
I’d only been to this place once or twice, but nothing much had changed. Billiards in the corner, darts on the far wall, busted up stools along a wooden bar top.
But for some reason, it impressed the hell out of Emily.
“Wow,” she breathed, her eyes wide as she took in every dusty corner of the place. “Is this like a dive bar?” 
I laughed as I placed a hand on her back and led her deeper inside. “Yeah. You could say that.”
“Wow,” she said again.
“I guess you don’t get out much,” I said around another chuckle.
Emily’s cheeks turned pink as she looked away, and I instantly felt like an ass. I didn’t mean to embarrass her. I was just trying to make a joke, but it seemed like my humor kept falling flat.
I gave her a nudge with my elbow until she looked up at me again. “I’m happy to be here for your first time,” I said, my voice deep and full of innuendo.
Emily’s eyes got wide again as her whole face turned red. She looked so cute I had to fight the urge to kiss her right then.
Because I couldn’t do that.
I cleared my throat and led her to a stool at the bar. She took a careful seat, her eyes still anywhere but me. I reluctantly dragged my hand away from her and ran it through my hair as I tried to figure out a way to get her to relax again.
And, as usual, alcohol was the solution.
“So, let me guess,” I said, my voice upbeat. “You probably want something sweet and fruity, right?”
Emily shrugged as she looked around the place. “I don’t know. I don’t drink.”
“Oh.” I paused for a moment as I tried to make my way through the questions I wanted to ask. “Then why’d you wanna come here?”
She finally turned to meet my gaze again. “I didn’t say I can’t drink. I said I don’t drink. But I want to tonight.”
“Are you sure?” 
She nodded once. “Oh, yeah. After the day I’ve had, I think a drink is in order.”
I laughed and waved the bartender over. “I feel that,” I muttered to her before I ordered two moonshines for us.
The second the drink was in front of her, Emily grabbed it and tossed the whole thing back. She thumped the glass on the bar and started coughing. Her eyes watered and her face turned red again as she tried to catch her breath.
Finally, she met my gaze and wheezed, “That shit is spicy.”
I paused for a moment before a laugh burst out of me. I’d been watching her carefully and hadn’t realized I’d leaned so close. I straightened up and took a sip of my own drink. “No one told you to slam it,” I said around another chuckle.
“Isn’t that what they always do in the movies?” she gasped.
Goddamn, she’s cute.
I shook my head and tried to hide a smile behind my glass. “You do know movies are fiction, right?”
She turned to spear me with a look I had no trouble interpreting. “Yes, but art imitates life, so I thought that part was true,” she said as she banged her fist against her chest.
I couldn’t help but laugh again as she made some sort of weird hand signal to the bartender. “No one chugs moonshine unless they’re looking to get fucked up,” I said.
Emily shrugged as a second drink was placed before her. “Looks like I’m getting fucked up, then,” she said as she drained the second glass.
I had a bad feeling Matthias was going to blame me for this somehow, but what was I supposed to do? Emily was a grown-ass woman. If she wanted to get drunk, who was I to stop her?
Despite my inner monologue, when she got to the third drink, I placed a hand on her arm. “Let’s slow it down a bit, huh?”
She met my eyes again, and I knew I’d never seen a more beautiful shade of blue. “But I wanna get fucked up.”
My gaze was glued to her lips, and my brain short-circuited after the word fucked. Hearing those words out of her mouth called to some deep, primitive part of me, and I was having trouble containing it.
I shook my head, hoping to clear it but knowing it wouldn’t do any good. Not with her sitting right there looking that good and smelling that fucking amazing. “Trust me, you’re already fucked up.”
Her blonde brows furrowed. “I don’t feel fucked up. Shouldn’t I feel fucked up?”
I laughed and sat back in my seat, hoping some distance would untangle the mess in my mind. “It comes on quick. Don’t worry, the room will be spinning in a couple minutes.”
She shrugged and slid off her stool. I didn’t miss her stumble, but she caught her balance before I needed to intervene. “Okay, then I’m going to dance while I can still watch my feet.”
My whole body twitched with the need to follow her, but I held myself back. I had to. This was Matthias’s sister, and he’d specifically requested I not fuck her. If I walked onto that dance floor and pulled her into my arms like I’d wanted to since I first saw her, I knew where this shit would lead.
So, I sat back in my stool and sipped my moonshine as I watched Emily find a place to stand and start moving her hips. The song had a heavy bass that vibrated through the speakers, and Emily had no trouble finding that beat.
Her clothes were baggy and old-looking, like something you’d find in a thrift store, but I had no trouble identifying the curves underneath. She was sexy in a way that felt more intimate. More secretive. Like maybe I was the only one who recognized how hot she was beneath the grandma clothes.
But, just as that idea floated through my head, it evaporated.
A man easily twice her size approached, and it took everything in me to stay still. I wanted to throw myself between them and hide her from his gaze, but I couldn’t do that. So, I sat there and watched as his dark eyes roamed her body and wished like hell I could pluck them from his fucking head.
My heart soared when she shook her head at his request and turned away to keep dancing, but just as fast, it sank. I could see the way her rejection angered him, and I was ready to step in.
I was across the bar in the blink of an eye and just in time to watch him grab her arm and spin her back around to face him.
“Hey!” she squeaked as I joined them.
“Let her go,” I said, my voice deep and full of all the authority I could muster.
The man turned to me, and for the first time, I realized there was something familiar about his dark brown eyes. “Who the fuck are you?” he sneered.
I placed my hand on his arm and squeezed. “The guy who’s gonna break your fucking arm if you don’t let go of her.”
The guy laughed and shook me off as he dragged Emily closer to him. “Shoo, fly,” he said with a chuckle.
I didn’t think. There was no time.
Emily’s wide eyes were full of fear as they met mine, and I just reacted. 
I lifted my fist in the air and slammed it down onto his arm as hard as I could. I heard the telltale snaps of bones breaking as his hold on Emily went slack, and his hand fell to his side.
He stood there glaring at his broken limb as I grabbed her arm and tugged. “Let’s go,” I said before I ushered her toward the exit.






  
  Chapter Three


Emily
“You don’t remember me, do you?” the man called after us. 
I tried to slow down and turn around, but Wes just kept dragging me toward the door.
“I could smell you comin’ a mile away,” he continued.
Wes’s shoulders tensed, but he didn’t stop his rush for the exit.
“Hey, is that human bitch mom of yours still alive? Or did she finally kick the bucket?”
Wes stopped walking so suddenly I crashed into his back and bounced off him. I caught myself before I fell, but the room kept moving without me.
“What did you just say?” Wes snarled as he slowly turned around.
I whipped my head in the man’s direction, almost losing my balance again at my quick movements.
The man who’d asked me to dance a few minutes ago stood there with his broken arm dangling at his side and a sneer on his face. “Wasn’t she a leper or something? Weren’t even the humans scared to get too close to her?”
I didn’t know what he was talking about, but it seemed Wes did. He stormed past me, hands clenched tight at his sides, to stand just inches away from him. “You wanna say that again?”
The man smiled, and my stomach twisted into a knot. “You smell just as bad as she did.”
Wes moved too fast for me and my alcohol-infused brain to follow, but I heard the impact and the bones snapping beneath his fist as the man crumpled to the ground.
Wes followed him to the floor and sat on his chest as he punched him again and again.
Right. Left. Right. Left.
Over and over as the crowd around them urged him on. I glanced around, hoping to find someone to intervene, but no one seemed inclined to help.
I turned back to Wes and the man and watched as the blood sprayed from his face. I knew at that moment I had to do something.
Shoving all good sense aside, I ran as fast as I could to them and wrapped my arms around Wes’s fist as he cocked it back. He froze instantly, his fiery brown eyes meeting mine.
I held them as best I could, trying to break through the haze of rage in them. “You need to stop,” I finally said.
Wes continued to stare for a moment before he blinked and looked away. He shook me off gently, and I took a step back as he stood up. His eyes were still on the bloody man beneath him as he stood there, hands dripping blood and chest heaving.
With all the courage I had left, I walked over to him and grabbed his arm. “We should go,” I said softly.
Wes looked from me to the man and then back at me before he nodded. He wrapped his arm around my shoulders and rushed us out of the bar just as the owner came out to investigate. When we got to his truck, he yanked the passenger door open and lifted me onto the seat without ever breaking his stride.
Once he was behind the wheel, he peeled out of the parking lot and sped down the dark highway. My heart hammered in my chest, and my stomach turned at the cloying scent of blood filling the vehicle. I was so busy trying to keep the moonshine from making a reappearance, I didn’t notice Wes unraveling beside me.
With a roar, he jerked the steering wheel to the side and drove off the road. I bounced around my seat as he sped over the uneven ground before slamming on the breaks and throwing the car into park.
Wes kicked his door open and jumped out of his seat before he screamed again. I watched as he paced back and forth along the side of the road, his hands clenched into fists and his face a mask of fury.
I clutched the seatbelt across my chest, waiting for the fear to come, but it didn’t. Just like back in the bar, I wasn’t afraid of Wes. I was afraid for him.
And just like back in the bar, I was about to throw myself into the middle of the storm.
With a deep breath, I unbuckled my belt and climbed out. Wes was still pacing, his feet wearing a track into the muddy grass.
“Hey,” I said, and he finally paused to look
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