
  
    
      BLACK PAW WOLVES VOLUME 2

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      BOOKS 4-6

      
        BLACK PAW WOLVES

      

    

    
      
        MELANIE JAMES

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Books by Melanie James

      

    

    
      
        
          Watch Your Sass

        

        
          
            Summary

          

          
            Edition License Notes

          

          
            Acknowledgments

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Recommend it

          

          
            Read more from Melanie James

          

        

      

      
        
          Your Sass is Mine

        

        
          
            Summary

          

          
            Edition License Notes

          

          
            Acknowledgments

          

          
            Prologue

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Epilogue

          

          
            Recommend it

          

          
            Read more from Melanie James

          

        

      

      
        
          Tis the Season for Sass

        

        
          
            Summary

          

          
            Edition License Notes

          

          
            Prologue

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Chapter 20

          

          
            Chapter 21

          

          
            Chapter 22

          

          
            Review it

          

          
            Recommend it

          

          
            Read more from Melanie James

          

        

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOKS BY MELANIE JAMES

          

          BLACK PAW WOLVES

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A Hot Piece of Sass

        Twice the Sass

        You Bet Your Sass

        Watch Your Sass

        Your Sass is Mine

        Tis the Season for Sass

      

      

      

      
        
        Black Paw Pack

        Fur Ever Yours

        Fur Ever Witched

        Fur Ever Wicked

        Fur Ever Bound

      

      

      

      
        
        Twisted Tail Pack

        His Twisted Tail

        Bearly Twisted

        Her Twisted Heart

        Twisted Desires

        Twisted Fate

        Twisted Lies

        Twisted Howlidays

        Twisted Destiny

      

      

      

      
        
        Angel Bay Mysteries

        Practically Angels

        Not Quite Demons

        Almost Witches

        Virtually Vampires

        What About Werewolves

        Freakin’ Faeries

      

      

      

      
        
        Literal Leigh Romance Diaries

        Accidental Leigh

        Serious Leigh

        Hopeful Leigh

        Haunting Leigh

        Joyful Leigh

        Disastrous Leigh

      

      

      

      
        
        Tales from the Paranormal Plantation

        Gertie’s Paranormal Plantation

        Back to the Fuchsia

        When You Witch Upon a Star

        Hex U

      

      

      

      
        
        Karma Inc. Files

        Karma Inc.

        Mission Impawsible

        Shame of Clones

      

      

      

      
        
        Éveiller Drive

        Ava & Will

        Kara & Dave

        Laura & Alan

        Jamie & Brad

        Ashley & Jeff

        Valerie & Greg

        Éveiller Drive Boxed Set

      

      

      

      
        
        Riverton Romance

        A Valentine’s Surprise

        A Deadly Obsession

      

      

      

      
        
        Stand Alone Books

        Snowflakes, Exes & Ohs

        Dark Moon Falls: Cade

      

      

      

      
        
        Darkness Series

        Conjuring Darkness

        Unleashing Darkness

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Tis the Season for Sass

        Black Paw Wolves, Book 6

        2nd Edition

        By Melanie James

        Copyright © 2021 by Melanie James

        Formatting: Black Paw Formatting

      

      

      

      
        
        All rights reserved

        Published in the United States of America

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WATCH YOUR SASS

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SUMMARY

          

        

      

    

    
      Polly Reynolds had sworn off the thought of ever finding a mate. She was perfectly content living out her life as a single lady with all the freedom to do what she wanted, when she wanted. Everything was going according to plan until a group of vicious rogues set their sights on her. Can she survive what they have planned for her?

      Down in the dumps and with no real plan to move forward, Emmett Klein finds himself in an unfamiliar position when his Alpha sends him to Crescent Bay to help defend the local pack from rogue attacks. Will Emmett snap out of his slump to help those in need, or will it be too late?
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      Emmett Klein tossed and turned, trying like hell to fall back asleep. His pillow seemed to be as flat as a board and damn near as hard as one too. The once comfortable mattress he slept upon, now felt like nothing more than a pile of bricks. He sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the undecorated wall across the room when he heard a knock at his front door. He contemplated laying back down, pulling the covers over his head, and calling it a day. He really did, but he knew he couldn’t. Instead, his bare feet hit the ice-cold floor, sending a shiver through his body.

      “Who the fuck could that be?”

      “Rafe,” his wolf answered in a monotonous tone.

      “Ugh! This early? I can’t imagine what I did in my previous life to deserve a visit from the Alpha before my first cup of coffee.”

      Emmett groaned, grabbing the first pair of sweatpants and t-shirt he could find. He quickly threw them on before sprinting to answer the door.

      “Rafe, what a surprise. What brings you by so early?”

      “Can I come in?” Rafe asked as he gave Emmett a once over.

      “Sure. You’ll have to forgive me, I’m not quite awake yet.” Emmett stepped to the side, allowing Rafe to enter.

      “It’s awfully cold in here. Did you run out of wood?”

      “Jesus! He’s going to think I’m the most incompetent person in the pack,” Emmett said silently to his wolf.

      His beast should’ve been more interested in the fact that his Alpha was in the room, but he wasn’t. Not even remotely. It was just another day in his boring existence.

      “Not at all. The fire must’ve gone out overnight.” Emmett motioned to the pile of wood strewn next to the fireplace, deciding to skip the fact that he hadn’t bothered to light a fire in weeks. What was the point? It wasn’t like he’d freeze to death.

      Rafe grabbed a few pieces of kindling from the bucket. “Why don’t I get the fire going and you can make a pot of coffee?”

      “Works for me.” Emmett shrugged and made his way to the kitchen to start his steaming morning brew. If Rafe wanted to make the fire, so be it. It was one less thing that Emmett had to deal with.

      His wolf groaned as if he hadn’t wanted to be bothered with much of anything. He knew exactly how the beast felt.

      Emmett had scoured his memories many times over, trying to find out exactly when he’d stopped caring about the world around him. Each time he came up with a blank. There was no rhyme or reason why the small things that had once meant so much to him and his beast were now meaningless. Why getting out of bed seemed like a chore of epic proportions. Why he no longer cared if he had heat in his house, or food in the fridge? Something was off, and he had no idea what it was or how to fix it.

      “The fire is going now. It should warm up in here in no time.” Rafe took off his jacket and hung it on the back of the chair.

      “It looks like the coffee is ready. Do you want cream or sugar?” Emmett grabbed two coffee cups from the dishwasher and filled them up.

      “Just black. Thanks.”

      “To what do I owe this honor?” Emmett didn’t have the slightest clue as to why Rafe had stopped by. It wasn’t like he and the Alpha had ever been close friends or anything. Sure, Rafe had always been friendly, but there was a big difference between being friendly and being the Alpha’s BFF.

      “I haven’t seen you around much. I’ve been worried about you.” Rafe sipped at his coffee, keeping his eyes locked on Emmett’s reaction.

      “With everything that’s been going on lately, I’ve tried to keep a pretty low profile.” It was the only excuse Emmett could come up with off the top of his head.

      Hell, he had no idea what was going on with himself, let alone how to explain any of it to Rafe. Hiding out in his own den and avoiding everyone and everything had seemed like the best idea at the time.

      Rafe nodded, looking like he hadn’t bought a word of it. “Well, if there’s something you need help with, be sure to let me know. Sometimes we need our pack much more than we know. Although in your case I suspect the problem runs a little deeper. Maybe a change of scenery would be good for you.”

      “What do you mean?” Emmett’s heart skipped a beat or two. It was the first sign of emotion he’d felt in months. Had Rafe decided to kick him out of the pack or something? Because if so, that would really suck.

      “I got a call this morning from Marcus Langley, Alpha of the Crescent Bay Pack. Apparently, they’ve been having a problem with attacks from rogue wolves. He asked if I had anyone I could spare for a few weeks. He’s looking for a few good wolves to help keep an eye on things there.”

      Emmett sucked in a deep breath, not quite thrilled about the idea of going to Crescent Bay, even if it was a temporary thing. “I’m not sure I’d do Marcus much good. It’s not like I know the area, or any of the pack members. I wouldn’t be able to tell the rogues from the friendlies.”

      “I’m sure you’ll do just fine. The rogues are nothing but a bunch of punk bastards. They’ve been ambushing the women of Crescent Bay.”

      Rage tore through Emmett’s body. His wolf stood on full alert. Surprise, surprise. Another emotion he hadn’t experienced in months.

      “What the actual fuck? Who does that? A bunch of pussies?”

      Rafe took a deep breath before continuing. “It’s sick. I can’t imagine why they would go after the females. It makes no sense to me. But one thing I do know, if we can send them some help, we need to. So, what do you say? Can I count on you to help them out?”

      “Are you up for this?” Emmett asked his wolf.

      “Yes.” Emmett could tell by the glowing in his beast’s eyes that he meant business.

      “When do I leave?”

      Rafe nodded, “I’ll check with Tanner and see when he can teleport you to Crescent Bay. It’ll be much quicker than driving.”

      Rafe left, leaving Emmett alone with his thoughts. Why out of the blue did his wolf finally have the aspiration to get off his ass and do something? Was it the thought of females of their species being attacked or was it something more?

      Either way, he hoped Rafe was right and the change of scenery and having a purpose would do him some good.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      “You’re late again, Ms. Reynolds.”

      “I know, Mr. Jenkins. My car wouldn’t start this morning. I swear, I got here as fast as I could.”

      And she did. Polly had hauled ass to catch a cab, hoping like hell she’d make it to work on time; knowing that her hotter-than-hell boss would be standing by the door tapping his foot, wearing his ugly-ass designer shoes, waiting to tell her something she already knew.

      Victor Jenkins, the bane of her existence. Had she known when she’d first started working for him that the world’s most vile soul had been trapped inside such a hot body, she never would have taken the job as his assistant. But she had bills to pay and a life she wanted to live. She just wished she didn’t feel like she’d sold her soul to the devil for her weekly paycheck.

      “You mean that clunker you drive around?” Victor laughed at her choice of vehicles. “I’m shocked that pink pile of junk lasted as long as it did.”

      “There’s nothing wrong with my car. She just needs some TLC and she’ll be as good as new.”

      “Uh-huh. Sure it will.”

      Polly was unimpressed with the swift roll of his eyes. Not everyone could afford the latest, greatest BMW every eighteen months, nor did everyone want to spend that kind of money on a car.

      She loved Betty, her bright pink 1985 VW Beetle. Granted, Betty was past her prime, but she had been her grandmother’s car and there was no way Polly was getting rid of her. Years’ worth of memories flashed through her mind. Some of the best moments of her life had been spent with her grandmother and Betty on countless road trips.

      Polly squared her shoulders, lifted her chin and proudly announced, “Betty will be just fine. You’ll see.”

      The arrogant prick burst into a fit of laughter. “You named that pink pile of shit ‘Betty’? You really are precious, Polly. You know that, right?”

      Maybe if her boss knew of the power that surged just below her skin, he’d show a bit more respect when speaking to her.

      “Can I please bite him now?” her wolf asked, tired of dealing with the devil.

      “Take a number and get in line, sweets.”

      Polly knew that no matter how pissed off she might be at her boss, her own threat was an idle one—but her wolf, not so much. He seemed to have a knack for getting on her last nerve at least three bafrillion times a day with his holier-than-thou attitude and comments. The fact that he didn’t like her car was just one more check in the time-to-find-a-different-job-as-soon-as-fucking-possible column.

      What pissed her off even more was the fact that she could have made it to work on time had the cabbie not been a perverted jackoff. The more she’d begged him to drive faster, the slower he went. It was almost as if he’d liked seeing the stress that he was causing her. Either that or he’d been distracted by the sight of her cleavage nearly spilling over her top as she flung herself into the car. She hadn’t missed his sudden need to adjust his rearview mirror, so it lined up perfectly with her breasts. Throwing her blazer on, she had hoped the driver would keep his eyes on the road instead of her rack.

      Sadly, that never happened.

      And now she had to deal with her boss berating her the second she walked in the door. Polly grabbed her timecard and clocked in exactly thirty-seven seconds late. She rolled her eyes as she felt her boss’s hot breaths fanning over the back of her neck.

      Turning to face the man who signed her paycheck with a smile plastered to her face was a monumental effort that was becoming harder to pull off each second of every day. All she really wanted to do was kick him in the balls and get on with her work. Her wolf, on the other hand, despised the man and frequently daydreamed about tearing his heart from his chest.

      “Have a good day, Mr. Jenkins.” Polly sidestepped her boss and made a beeline for her desk, absolutely refusing to take any more of his abuse than she had to.

      She’d had it with domineering, condescending, gorgeous males. Each and every single one she’d ever met had made her life far more difficult than it ever needed to be. If she never interacted with another one as long as she lived it would be perfectly fine with her.

      “Did you finish the expense reports I gave you yesterday?”

      Just when Polly thought she’d made a clean getaway. Dropping her briefcase and laptop bag on her desk, she turned on her heel to face her boss and pasted another fake-ass smile on her face. “You mean the folders you dropped on my desk as you walked out the door?”

      “Yep. Those are the ones.” He had the balls to grin like his behavior was a damn joke.

      “Sure do.” Polly turned and grabbed the manila folder from her briefcase.

      “Thank the Gods you don’t have a life!”

      Polly bit her tongue until she tasted blood. She had to keep reminding herself that she could not kill him. He was not worth the jail time. Besides, the orange jumpsuits would clash with her complexion. Although, in her world, she could very easily get away with it. She watched as he stormed away, rushing off to yet another of his unnecessary meetings.

      With the coast clear, Polly leaned back in her chair and sucked in a deep breath. “What a craptastic start to our day.”

      “Every day that we’re stuck in this cube farm is a craptastic day.” Her wolf huffed the complaint.

      Polly knew how much her beast hated being cooped up in an office day in and day out, assaulted by the glare of hideous fluorescent lights. Not to mention the overwhelming perfumes and colognes her coworkers seemed to marinate in.

      “I know what you mean. If I had my way, we’d run free, all day. Or at least do something that I loved instead of working for the devil for a paycheck.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The ground below Emmett was there one second and gone the next. His body felt like it was being ripped apart at the seams. The world around him spun until his head felt like it was ready to explode. He clasped onto Tanner’s arm as tightly as he could, fearing he would be sucked into the pits of hell if he let go. Just as a scream erupted from his mouth, the spinning came to a sudden halt. Patches of earth reappeared beneath his feet, and the overshadowing feeling of terror fled as quickly as it began.

      “What the actual fuck? Dude, you could have given me a little warning or something! Maybe a ready, set, go or some shit?” Emmett crouched over like he was about to toss his cookies—which was a real possibility, considering he felt like he’d just ridden the worst roller coaster in existence.

      “Sorry, I keep forgetting who’s traveled via the Tanner Express and who hasn’t. Everyone says the nausea passes pretty fast.”

      “Dear Odin, let’s hope so.”

      Tanner laughed. “That trick never gets old.”

      Emmett rolled his eyes. “Payback is a bitch. Just remember that, my friend.”

      “Yeah, whatever. Text me when you’re ready to head home. And do me a favor, will you? Give me a heads-up if you plan on bringing someone back with you.”

      “Who would come back with me?” Emmett shook his head, confused by Tanner’s statement.

      “A mate, perhaps?”

      The smug smirk on Tanner’s face left an uneasy feeling in the pit of Emmett’s gut. “You’re joking, right? Why would I come back with a mate?”

      “Stranger things have happened. After all, this is Crescent Bay—every wolf from Black Paw that’s come here for one thing, or another, has returned home with a mate.”

      Emmett snorted. “Well, you can add that to the list of things that’s never going to fucking happen.”

      “We’ll see.” With that last statement, Tanner disappeared into thin air.
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        * * *

      

      Emmett scanned the area, looking for any immediate threat. He had absolutely no idea where Tanner had dropped him off, or why he’d chosen the location that he had. His wolf whined, picking up the scent of an unknown male approaching fast. Emmett debated on whether or not he should shift in case the charging wolf had any hostile intentions.

      The wolf skidded to a halt, quickly shifting to human form. “You must be Emmett. Rafe’s told me a lot about you.” The stranger held out his hand for a shake.

      “Thanks. And you are?” Emmett shook the man’s hand.

      “Sorry. I’m Marcus Langley. Why don’t you follow me up to the house, and I’ll introduce you to everyone so you can get up to speed on the situation.”

      “Sounds good.” Emmett grabbed his duffle bag and followed Marcus. The Langley house was a short distance away from where he had arrived, for which he was thankful. It gave Emmett a few minutes to clear his mind and shake free the fog that surrounded him thanks to Tanner’s teleportation.

      “I’ve heard traveling with Tanner can be unnerving.”

      Emmett appreciated Marcus’s attempt to make light of the situation.

      “Just a bit. Let’s just say, I’m glad I wasn’t blessed with that ability. Maybe it affects him differently or doesn’t bother him at all.”

      “Either way, it doesn’t sound fun. I’ll stick to the four-paw or four-wheel method of travel, if it’s all the same,” Marcus joked.

      “Agreed. It’s definitely not my preferred method of travel, but Rafe said you guys have some serious shit going on and needed me here as fast as possible.”

      “Unfortunately, Rafe isn’t wrong. We’ve had a lot of rogues causing problems for us lately. We haven’t been able to identify any one person behind it, though we have our theories. But there’s no concrete evidence. Several of our women have been attacked. A few have suffered major injuries as a result. What pisses me off the most is that our women know how to fight. Some of them are downright scary. Trust me when I say they have no problem opening a can of whoop-ass when needed.”

      “I feel a ‘but’ coming here,” Emmett interrupted.

      “Yep. The girls have no hope of fending off ambushes from three or four rogues. They make sure it’s never a fair fight.”

      Emmett could see the anger in Marcus’s eyes, and coupled with the tone of the Alpha’s voice, he knew the situation was dire for the Crescent Bay pack. “Who the fuck would do something like that?”

      “Outsiders who have no respect or value for life.” Marcus exhaled deeply. “Whoever is doing this made it personal when they attacked my daughter-in-law.”

      “Is she okay?” Emmett clutched his fist, ready to drop a beating on the first motherfucker who deserved it.

      “Thankfully she is, but this shit needs to stop.”

      “What can I do to help?” Listening to Marcus’s story lit a fire under his wolf’s ass. One thing Emmet knew for certain: He would not allow a group of rogues to attack a female. Not on his watch, ever. He’d fucking kill the pussies who dared to gang up on a girl in a fight.
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      “Another day in hell done,” Polly yawned as she headed out of the office. Checking her watch, she shook her head in disgust, knowing she had missed the last bus of the day. To make matters worse, there wasn’t a taxi in sight. Sure, she could have called for an Uber or something, but she really needed to get her ten thousand steps in if she had any hope of hitting her goal weight.

      “Guess we’re walking home tonight,” she said to her wolf.

      As much as Polly would have loved to have the option of shifting to her wolf form and making the journey in half the time, it wasn’t an option. She was stuck making the trek in her human form—on two legs.

      “Could this day get any worse?” she mumbled to herself and sighed.

      There was no way she could tote her laptop bag and her briefcase in wolf form. Not only that, if she were to be seen as a wolf, trying to carry her bags, she would turn quite a few heads—and those heads would likely call Animal Control. With her luck, she would probably end up in the pound or somewhere equally as stupid. None of it sounded like a fun way to round off her already jacked-up day.

      Thankful for the cool night air, Polly popped in her earbuds and headed off in the direction of her house. Her stomach grumbled, begging for food. Her chef salad at lunch had been nowhere near enough to satisfy her wolf. Or her human self, for that matter, but according to all the latest diet trends, a lunch consisting of a bacon cheeseburger and a large order of fries was the worst thing you could eat when trying to shed more than a few pounds.

      She probably shouldn’t have put so much emphasis on losing weight, but she did. How could she not? Just because she loved her curvy hips and full breasts didn’t mean society approved of them or accepted other women like her. If that were the case there would be plenty of full-figured models, not just the occasional one here or there. As it was, everywhere she turned, slim, beautiful women graced the covers of every book and magazine she saw. Guilt once again led her down her current path. That and the need to feel like she fit in somewhere.

      Anywhere.

      She was tired of being the outcast—ostracized and demonized because of her size.

      Memories of her life growing up had haunted her for years, until she’d made the decision to get the hell out of Dodge. Polly had struck out on her own the day she’d graduated and never looked back at the town she had once called home, or the parents who had given her life. They had made it perfectly clear during her teenage years that her weight had been an absolute embarrassment to them.

      Feelings of hurt and shame had tunneled deep into the core of her soul and had led her to pack her bags and find a new life—one she could live freely and without the negativity others cast over her.

      Lost in her own thoughts, Polly rounded the corner and found herself in a darkened alley—one that she normally avoided after nightfall. Realizing her mistake, she turned on her heel hoping to correct her course, but it was already too late.

      Coming face to face with a dangerous shifter was the last thing Polly had wanted. Her wolf immediately sensed danger and snarled in her mind, begging for release. Polly took two steps back, hoping to put a little distance between her and the unknown man blocking her path.

      The man quickly closed the distance between them, and Polly retreated further—until she felt a hard body pressed against her backside. Terror raced through her veins as a third man lurched out of the shadows.

      Polly took a good long look at the man in front of her, blocking her path. A moment, maybe two, was all it took for her to commit his hideous face to memory.

      Just as she’d finished sizing him up, he spoke to one of his friends. “Look what we have here, Felix.”

      “Looks like we found ourselves another one of those weak Crescent Bay bitches,” the man behind her said as he twisted his fingers through her hair and tugged roughly on her head.

      “I can smell her fear from here.”

      Polly racked her brain trying to come up with a viable escape route, but there wasn’t one. She was outnumbered three to one. Those were not good odds and definitely not in her favor. Even if she tried to run, with three shifters hot on her tail, they’d catch up with her in no time—and they would probably get off on the chase.

      Polly steeled her spine, refusing to cower to the creeps who surrounded her. She sucked in a deep breath and with a conviction she failed to feel, asked with a steady voice, “What do you want from me?”

      The man in front of her spoke again. “It depends on who you are and how much you’re worth to the Langley family.”

      “He seems to be the one in charge,” her wolf whispered in her mind.

      “I think you’re right. Maybe if we can take him out first, we’ll have a fighting chance against the other two.”

      “Not until the moment is right. If we fuck this up, we’re dead.”

      Her wolf was right. They had one shot, and only one. There would be no second chances, no do-overs, because she’d have two other shifters on her ass the instant she made her move.

      “The Langleys are my friends, nothing more.”

      “Well, if that’s the case, we can do whatever the fuck we want with you.” A man she had failed to notice stepped from the shadows. Waves of evil rolled off him as he inched closer to Polly and the others.

      It was the truth. Plain and simple. The Langleys had taken her in when she’d had nowhere else to turn. Isabelle and Marcus had offered her a place in their pack and given her the tools she needed to create her own life at Crescent Bay. For that, she would be forever grateful.

      If she met her end tonight, then so be it. She would not give up any information that could bring harm to Isabelle, Marcus, or anyone in their family. Polly swore to God that she’d take whatever knowledge she had of the family to her grave.

      The hair on the back of her neck rose as the smell of gunpowder filled her nostrils. Blinding pain tore through her chest. In her mind her wolf collapsed, gasping for air. The sound of someone screaming pulled her from the vision of her wolf dying. As Polly collapsed to the ground, she faintly realized the screams had been coming from her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            5

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Emmett’s wolf paced in the back of his mind. He’d never seen his animal so edgy, like a grenade ready to explode as soon as someone pulled the pin. The emotions stirring inside of him, and his beast were refreshingly welcome. They’d been dormant for far too long. Emmett had begun to wonder if he would ever actually care about anyone or anything again.

      Maybe Rafe had been right. Maybe the change in scenery had been exactly what he needed all along. Though Emmett didn’t feel certain about that. He loved his home at Black Paw, but something had clearly been missing from his life. The only thing Emmett knew for sure was that he was needed at Crescent Bay for the time being. The idea of rogues attacking the pack’s females had finally awakened something in him.

      His reflection of what his life had become over the last few months came to a screeching halt. The scent of a sinister force filled his nostrils, causing his wolf to tense. His ears twitched as he listened carefully to the sounds that surrounded him. The screams of a terrified female filled the air.

      Emmett’s wolf surged forward, forcing him to shift faster than he had ever thought possible. Tendrils of ancient majik spiraled around him, cocooning him in their wispy vapors. A loud popping sound filled his ears as each of his bones seemed to shift at the same time. He bit back a scream as a blinding pain tore through him with the unexpected transformation.

      The beast within him didn’t wait for Emmett to regain his bearings before he charged forward into the night, hellbent on finding the woman in trouble. He dodged left and then right, turning a sharp corner, and following the fresh scent of blood.

      Emmett’s wolf missed a step, stumbling on the concrete sidewalk. Picking himself up off the ground, the beast shook his head, momentarily confused by an intoxicating scent.

      “Focus! We need to find the woman,” Emmett scolded his wolf, wondering what the beast could have scented that would have caused him to stumble and fall. In all their years, that was something that had never happened.

      His wolf snarled in his mind. “Mine!”

      Emmett had absolutely no idea what his wolf meant by that and really didn’t have time to care. Their priority was, first and foremost, protecting the females at Crescent Bay.

      Rounding one last corner, Emmett skidded to a stop. Rage tore through his body at the sight before him. There was a woman on the ground bleeding. Three shifters stood over her body laughing, seemingly proud of their accomplishment.

      His vision faded. His wolf form was suddenly trounced by a darkness even he feared—a darkness he had never willingly unleashed that had been housed deep inside of his body since the day he had been born.

      Emmett tried desperately to push the darkness back, terrified of the lethal majik of the berserker that lived within him. All it took was the sight of blood to unleash the wicked beast and the uncontrollable rage that accompanied him. Nothing Emmett did or said could control the ancient beast.

      He had learned long ago that controlling his emotions kept the berserker at bay, closeted deep within his soul. It was one of the reasons he had allowed himself to quit caring about much of anything at Black Paw. His lack of emotion guaranteed the safety of all those around him.

      Once the berserker was unleashed, Emmett was lost to a fog of death and destruction. Only blood could appease the beast, and even then, even when he’d killed everyone around him, the berserker often wanted more.

      More blood.

      More death.

      More destruction.

      His wolf faded to the background, knowing he didn’t stand a chance against the majik of the berserker. The once fearless wolf now cowered to the power of the berserker, knowing he was overpowered, out matched and out majiked.

      The laughter in the alley ceased when the men realized they were no longer alone. Turning to face Emmett, the men stood their ground, ready to fight to the death.

      And that was fine by Emmett. If it was death they wanted, it was death he would give them.

      Emmett smiled at the men with eyes that shone a brilliant baby blue, the calling card of his berserker.

      “Walk the fuck away, jackass. This doesn’t concern you,” one of
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