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Chapter One

 


It wasn’t unusual to see the Poison Wolves
President angry. Alpha was pissed off because, once again, the beta team fucked up. The
man securing the left side of their land had been too preoccupied
with getting his dick sucked by a biker groupie, and now, they had
a team of humans hunting on their land. There was nothing Alpha
hated more than humans. He couldn’t stand them.

Wolfe watched as Alpha slammed his fist
into the beta’s face.
The man was completely out of his depth.

When the man requested to join the second-level support beta
team, Wolfe knew it was a mistake. Josh was always messing up. He
was known for hunting for pussy. Being part of the Poison Wolves
had been his primary target, but he didn’t have the alpha trait
inside him. Not like all the guys who were part of the primary MC
club.

Not like him, Alpha, Draco, Enzo, Boyan, and the list could go
on and on. The Poison Wolves MC kept control of the pack. Alpha was
their leader, and they answered to him. His word was law within the
pack.

It had helped them to survive and to ward off any chance of
extinction from their enemies, and they had plenty of
them.

They didn’t have time for this. The pack
had been put on alert, which meant everyone was sent home while
they dealt with the problem. Wolfe was pissed off. He’d just gotten off a three-day ride.
No sleep, no food, and he was hungry, dirty, and in need of a
shower and food, lots and lots of food.

Instead, he had to deal with another guy’s incompetence.
Another reason to be totally angry today.

If Alpha asked him to deal with Josh, the bastard wasn’t
making it home alive.

Being the VP, he could hurt, hunt,
and kill. Right now, snapping
the little shit’s neck felt like a good idea. He wanted to. Oh,
boy, did he want to.

Hunters on their land was serious business. None of them
found this funny, or even remotely entertaining. A few years ago,
hunters had been on their land, and a couple who had recently mated
were out enjoying the heat—Draco and his mate.

The human hunter shot the female
wolf. She died within
minutes as he’d gotten her in the neck, one of the few areas they
were vulnerable. Then they had to deal with the carnage that
ensued. Alpha had no choice but to keep Draco close. It had taken
months of chaining him up, trying to keep his rage under control.
At one point, Alpha had to consider killing him.

That was a bad day.

Instead, Draco showed his worth to the
pack. He got his savagery under control and now served as one of
them. Of course, when it
came to humans, Draco wasn’t … he wasn’t a big fan. Kind of like
Alpha. Neither of them could stand humans.

If the hunters didn’t leave soon, another
bloodbath was going to happen.

Not only would he have three days of dirt
to wash off, it would also be more blood. Yay. Blood was harder
to get out of his
clothes and his flesh.

“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. She was there and
her mouth, fuck me, Alpha, you’ve got to test her out. Her mouth is
a fucking dream. The best dick-sucking a guy could ask for.”

Josh was not helping himself.

Another fist to the face, and this time, it knocked him clean
out.

“Take him to the cages. He doesn’t get food until I say so,” Alpha
said.

Rocco and Gray grabbed Josh, lifting his
body and dragging him away.

“Wolfe, Draco, you’re with me.” Alpha shook
his fingers, and now
they were on the hunt.

Why couldn’t he have picked one of the other
guys? Why did it have to be him?

Instead of showering and eating, he was
heading deep into the forest. It was dark, and none of them spoke
as they hunted.

Their senses were a hundred times better than any human. He
breathed in the air and knew a couple of bunnies were running
around a few feet away. A few deer were sipping at the lake. There
was a fox in the distance. The forest was alive.

And … he heard the hunters as well.
They were not too far
from the town, which fucking sucked. He wasn’t in the mood to
kill.

Anger raced down his spine as he listened. They were attempting
to hunt deer, and that pissed Wolfe off. No one hunted on their
land but them, and deer were protected.

Thinking of the deer reminded him of
Amelia Stokes. The town’s only vegan. Yes, a female wolf vegan who
had gotten the town to
sign a petition that stopped them hunting fucking deer.

Not that he had enjoyed eating living
flesh or knowing that he had. He’d been turning into a wolf for so long, he knew
everything he did. He felt his wolf deep in his soul, and they had
standards. Providing it was completely cooked through, he’d eat it.
He hated medium rare or rare—fucking gross.

The deer were protected.
Admittedly, no one had
paid attention to what they’d been signing, even though Amelia had
talked to them about it.

The pack had signed it to shut her the
fuck up, and well, she had presented the said petition to Alpha,
and he had no choice but to sign it. At least when she came calling, people actually
listened to her now. Beforehand, they ignored her.

Wolfe never ignored her. He … couldn’t.

Whenever she was around, he was very much
aware of her being close by. Not that Amelia would ever know that, because he didn’t
allow her to know that he wanted to fuck her so damn bad. Had
wanted to for a long time.

Amelia was the pack’s joke. The only vegan. They mocked her for
it. She was never truly invited to anyone’s social gathering. The
pack often avoided her. Since the deer petition, she lost her job
at the diner.

He’d put a word in with Val at the Poison
Bar, and Amelia had been
working there for the past few months. She hadn’t caused any
trouble. She wasn’t trouble.

It wasn’t like she had upset the customers at the diner. She
still served them whatever food they wanted to, but Denny, who
owned the diner, got pissed and let her go. Maybe because Denny
liked deer.

Whatever the reason, he couldn’t just let
her go without a job. Amelia loved to help people and
animals. She was also the only
pack member with a couple of dogs.

A few strays that had been left abandoned
in the forest. One of
them had looked pretty bad when she carried him out of the forest.
Again, another reason the pack was pissed with her.

They were wolves. They didn’t keep dogs, but Amelia did. She had
gone out of her way to defy the pack. A vegan, animal lover, and
also someone who didn’t believe in violence at all. The pack had
put her at the bottom of the food chain.

No one would touch her. He didn’t even know if she had any friends
within the pack.

Every time he saw her, she was on her own,
with her two dogs at her feet. Buster and Rascal, she’d called them. Both male dogs. Both
loyal to her.

Alpha signaled for them to
pause, and he did so,
crouching down as he listened.

There was no sign of any
deer, and the humans
were complaining of hunger. None of them moved as they
waited.

For ten minutes, he listened to them
complain and leave the forest. Only when he heard the unmistakable
sound of the truck
growling to life and then driving off, did he relax.

“We can head back,” Alpha said. “But I want
to up the patrol for the next couple of weeks.”

“You think they’ll be back?” Draco
asked.

“I know they will. Some humans are easily
swayed by a challenge.
Others, they want to dominate. They might not stop until they’ve
hunted their deer. I can’t let them do that.”

“If they hunt the deer, they move on,” Draco said.

“But I stand by my word,” Alpha said,
tilting his head to the side but looking like he had a nasty taste in his mouth. “I’ll
protect the fucking deer.”

Wolfe tried not to laugh.

Logically, it would be easier to let the
humans hunt, luring them
toward a deer, killing it, and then they’d move on.

But … Alpha took his role as alpha
seriously. He had to
protect the deer as it was in the best interest in the pack. Even
if it was for one of their lowest of the low pack
members.

It was also one of the reasons Wolfe would never act on his
attraction to Amelia. She was at the bottom of the food
chain.

****

Working at the Poison Bar was way better
than working at the diner. Sure, the smells at times could be a
little gross, but it wasn’t overwhelming. She hated the smell of
burning animal flesh in any form.

Amelia never told anyone that. Her
parents had disowned her
at the age of eighteen because of her … issues. Yep, that was what
they called her. A daughter with way too many issues. A defective
wolf.

She was so freaking annoyed with them.
They never invited her to any of their family get-togethers. Ignored her at town
meetings. Avoided any contact with her at all costs. Not that she
needed them anyway. Being an outcast had become easy to her, seeing
as no one had liked her for, like, ever. Through high school and
now for the past seven years since she had become a wolf, as well
as a full-grown adult. She took care of herself and had done so for
a long time.

Without her parents’ support. She didn’t need them. She would
never need them.

Putting the two bottles of beer on the
counter, she offered the
two men a smile. They were part of the second level of security,
and both of them glared at her. Whatever. None of them were worth
their shit anyway.

She had watched them all cower away from
danger. None of them ran toward it.

Rolling her eyes at them, she moved down the bar, wiping the
mess and gathering up the cases from the eaten
pistachios.

Another thing—most of the pack were slobs. They never cleaned
after themselves, always leaving it to someone else. She could have
easily made money by being a cleaner, but they wouldn’t have her on
their staff either. It was a miracle she’d gotten this job. When
Val called her, she’d been surprised, but then Val was also kind of
an outcast.

Val had refused to join the Poison Wolves
MC, and it had resulted
in quite a few arguments over the years. He was a nice guy, quiet.
She didn’t know much about him other than the fact he had the best
and only bar in town. Whenever he wanted to, he kicked people out,
even if they gave him the wrong kind of look. He never needed a
reason to be pissed off.

On the day he offered her a job, he told
her he didn’t want any stupid vegan talk, not that she knew what
exactly that was. She
had to learn to serve beer, smile at customers, and take any shit
they dished out. If they crossed any lines, he’d deal with
them.

It all sounded rather nice.

She never said no to a job.
In the past seven years, she’d
had a lot of them. She’d worked at the library but been removed
when she got a little passionate about people dog-earing pages, and
of course, scribbling in the books. There was clearly no respect,
but they had all laughed at her. They didn’t care about the state
of the books. Then she had been removed from a florist shop as
well, but that was only because she and the owner didn’t mesh well.
The woman had loved to hunt and kept some of her stuffed kills
mounted on her wall.

She liked to rub it in Amelia’s
face, and the final
straw was the day the woman tried to force-feed her meat. That had
been it for Amelia, and that was the job she quit.

The only other job that had stuck was
working at the daycare.
She’d been let go due to some parents having an issue with the pack
outcast being around their kids. That job had come to an end, and
fast, which sucked. She loved being around children. They were so
innocent, so curious about the world around them.

At least there was this job. The people
here often ignored her
completely. They were only interested in getting their orders of
beer and alcohol, and telling her to keep her fucking nose out of
other people’s business.

She was more than happy to do that.

Being the pack outcast was … okay. This
was a role she was used
to playing since she was a young child.

A couple moved in close to the bar. The
guy glared at her, and it was down to the woman to ask for a drink.

Amelia served them, and they spun on their heels and left,
the woman whispering in the guy’s ear. “Isn’t she a little fat to
be a vegan?”

Did they not realize she had just as good
senses as them? Her hearing was perfectly fine. Assholes.

One of the guys spilled his beer on the
bar, and she rushed to
clean it up, making sure he had another ready.

She served whoever approached, and by
twelve, she was ready to
head home, but three members of the Poison Wolves MC entered the
bar, looking pissed off. The Alpha, Draco, and Wolfe.

They all commanded
respect, all of them
terrifying.

The Poison Wolves MC controlled the town
and protected it. All the men within the biker club were alphas, or
in some way the boss. They made sure to keep all of them safe, so they were able
to live a normal life.

Mingling with humans was
dangerous, as they were
often captured and hunted. The scars Alpha possessed told a great
deal of stories.

The humans that ever went up against him
never lived to tell the tale. That wasn’t the only threat they protected them from.
The bears, the foxes, as well as other shifter packs that wanted to
take their territory away from them.

There was always a threat, always a danger.
She hated it.

They were … goodish men.

Amelia had been on Alpha’s shitlist since the petition. They
ruled the pack fiercely, but they were also fair.

A few years back the pack voted to try to get her expelled.
Those had been a few tense days. She’d truly believed she was going
to be kicked out, rejected, abandoned.

Alpha had come to her on the night before
he was due to pass judgment. She expected him to kill her.
He’d asked her a whole bunch of
questions.

What did she think of the pack?

What was her place in the pack?

Why was she so fucking
difficult?

Couldn’t she just fall in line?

These went on and on, and much to her
surprise, she answered every single one to the best of her
ability.

She loved the pack. Her place was simple,
she was Amelia Stokes,
the pack’s ultimate pain in the ass. She wasn’t difficult, she just
had values and beliefs and lived by them.

Fall in line? Why would the Poison Wolves MC even ask
that?

The questioning went on, and then, Alpha had
gotten up and started to walk away. She’d been unable to leave it
that way.

“Do you think this is right?” she
asked.

Alpha had turned with a glare. “What?”

“I refuse to eat meat, but I don’t force
anyone else to not eat meat. I don’t hunt in the forest. I’ve never
truly caused anyone any hurt at all. I’m always there if they need
a helping hand. The Smiths, their house was destroyed by a fire
that they caused, I was still there, helping, attempting to rebuild
what they had ruined. Whenever anyone needs something, I am there.
But that’s not enough. Why? I don’t eat meat, and I won’t go and
hunt. I do everything else. I just have to wonder if being an
outcast is really that bad.”

Alpha had stared at her for several
minutes.

She remembered fighting the tears.

He left, and the next time she saw him, he had told the pack she
wasn’t leaving. They had to learn to put up with her because she
was pack, she was family.

It was only a little later she learned it was her parents who had
wanted her gone. They’d started rallying the pack to remove her as
they saw her as an embarrassment.

No one approached the three men. They all moved toward the
bar.

She tensed up.

All gazes were on them.

“A beer,” Alpha said.

She knew what they liked.

After grabbing three bottles from the fridge, she popped the lids
off and placed them, one by one, in front of the men who protected
them.

Alpha was practically vibrating. Something
bad had gone down.

Amelia stepped away from the bar.

“I want food,” Wolfe said, drawing her attention.

“Oh, er, we don’t really
serve—” She didn’t get
to finish as he slammed his hand down on the counter.

“Get me some fucking food.”

There were times she had a crush on
Wolfe. He was tall,
muscular, and the jacket he wore often looked like it was too small
to contain his body because of how thick and hard he
was.

Being the outcast, Amelia had never had sex. At twenty-five years
old, she was still a virgin. Even with him being a giant dick to
her, she would have no problem shedding that little title with
Wolfe. No problem at all.


Chapter Two

 


The Poison Bar never served food.
It was a rule of Val’s.
The best you were going to get was an assortment of nuts. That was
it.

Wolfe was hungry. And he was being a
dick.

Waiting for the humans to fucking leave
had been a pain in the ass. There were many things in this world
that he didn’t like, and
going hungry was one of them. He needed food and nourishment,
otherwise, he was a pain in the ass.

Amelia scurried off. She disappeared out back, and he knew
she was probably going to grab him some food. He didn’t care what
it was, just so long as he had some food.

No one would approach the bar.
Not yet.

Alpha was giving off all those vibes that
made the pack a little nervous. It was rare for Alpha to be this
pissed.

Draco wasn’t saying anything, but then, he
never did. Not unless he had to. He had long stopped making small talk. No one
could get him to talk if he didn’t want to, but the club
could.

Sipping at his beer, Wolfe felt his stomach
gurgle. The anger was growing with every passing second of hunger.
He needed food.

None of them spoke. The bar was getting nervous.

Alpha always got pissed off when the
second level of security fucked up. Their mistakes sometimes cost
them lives, and it
wasn’t good. He couldn’t stand incompetence.

Wolfe had just swallowed his last
gulp of beer when Amelia
suddenly returned, and this time, she carried a large platter
filled with food. “Here you go,” she said.

This wasn’t food from the diner.

She placed the food in front of him and
stepped back, grabbing his empty beer bottle and then
throwing it into the
recycle trash can.

The food was cold. Potato salad, pasta
salad. Some pastries and pizza pocket things. The scents were nice
as well.

Amelia left the bar, and Wolfe knew, he just knew that she’d
gotten the food from her own place. She had served him vegan
food.

“You better eat it,” Alpha said,
smirking.

He’d never eaten vegan food
before, but his hunger
wasn’t going to judge.

Picking up the fork she had also supplied,
he pierced a cold, dressed potato and stuffed it in his mouth.
Much to his surprise, it
wasn’t awful. No, the damn thing was tasty. What was more, it made
his mouth water. He tried the pasta salad, which was so fucking
spicy, it surprised him. He couldn’t control his hunger, and within
seconds, he finished off the pasta. She had clearly made this
yesterday, or earlier. Was this her food?

After the potatoes were all gone,
and the pasta, he started on
the pies and pizza pockets. Within about ten minutes, his bad mood
had dissipated.

He was full. The food …
delicious. And he was
surprised.

Amelia served him another beer.

Alpha spun around and looked at the bar.

“Hunters got on our land tonight. One of
the beta group decided getting his dick sucked was more important
that our security. For the next couple of weeks, I want you to be vigilant. No roaming the
forest without a second person with you. Also, I don’t want anyone
going into the forest unless they have come to me for permission.”
Alpha slammed his bottle on the bar.

He stood.

Wolfe and Draco followed him, leaving the
bar.

“You know they’re pissing themselves, right?” Wolfe asked.
“There were a couple of men there from the beta team.”

“I know. It’s why I made the announcement.”
Alpha moved toward his bike.

None of them needed to use their bikes. They could have all
easily run to the bar, or wherever they needed to go, changing into
their wolf skin.

Wolfe loved his bike. The purr of the
machine. How smooth it was taking the roads. It was like they were
meant to be, mated. The fairy tale shit of what humans thought
wolves were like.

Mating was a pipe dream. It was
rare, and in Draco’s
case, fucking painful. Never having a mate was even
worse.

“You do realize Amelia served you all vegan
food,” Alpha
said.

“I know.”

“And?”

“And nothing,” Wolfe said. “I was hungry.
Now I’m not. Do you need
me back at the clubhouse?”

“Nah, you can go and do whatever
shit you need to do.
Draco, make sure everyone is at the town hall tomorrow morning. I
don’t want to have to repeat myself.”

Alpha had no choice but to make the bar
aware of the dangers. Wolves stumbling in the forest for a quick fuck was
dangerous.

Alcohol only affected them for a few short hours, and that
was if they literally went at it hard. Wolfe had only gotten a
little tipsy. He glanced back at the bar, thinking about
Amelia.

She had smelled good. She always smelled good, and tonight, she
had fed him.

Draco and Alpha started their
engines, and Wolfe
climbed off his. “I’ll be back at the clubhouse later.”

“You saw some pussy?” Draco asked.

On the few rare occasions that Draco spoke, it still
surprised him.

“Fuck off, Draco.”

Alpha laughed.

It wasn’t a natural sound, but slightly
forced, almost enraged.
He took his role as president and pack alpha seriously. He was damn
good at it as well.

Alpha and Draco took off, and he watched them leave, looking back
at the bar. He wasn’t going to go inside as he didn’t want any of
the women hanging off him. Some of the female pack members were cut
chasers. They wanted to fuck as many of the club as
possible.

Running his fingers through
his hair, he leaned
against his bike and waited.

It wasn’t long before they had to start leaving.

Val never allowed them to stay much past
twelve






































































































cover.jpg
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING &

POISON WOLVES MC

INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHOR

SARMF CRESEENT





tmp_0041500-c78961a8-41f2-4218-aca0-538c627c6fcf_Ak5get_html_7ace8fdb.png
)
[

BXxX xt

!
|

.o





tmp_0041500-c78961a8-41f2-4218-aca0-538c627c6fcf_Ak5get_html_79dcef67.jpg
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING o

POISON WOLVES MC

INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHOR

SAM CRESCENT





tmp_0041500-c78961a8-41f2-4218-aca0-538c627c6fcf_Ak5get_html_7b4a6fb9.png





