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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​...

Bruce meets the love of his life at a carnival. She is the loveliest creatures he has ever set his eyes on, large black wings spread out behind her as she swindles him out of his money. He does not expect to fall so hard so quickly, but he is lost when the beautiful angel pulls him into the booth, closes the curtains and kisses him. Being with her feels like they are two pieces of the puzzle falling into place. 

He does not expect for her to kick him out just as swiftly and declare that she feels nothing for him. She is hiding something. That much is clear. 

In his effort to discover what she is hiding, he uncovers the truth that is much more devastating than he is prepared for. 

"How far are you willing to go to free her?" 

For her? He could go to hell and back a hundred times over.  

...

Mikayla isn't allowed to fall in love. She had fallen once already to disastrous consequences. The mage who bound her to him was sadistic, taking her pain for his pleasure with bondage and machines, toying with her humiliation until she begs for him to fill her.His love for her is consuming. Devouring.

Her relationship with Bruce was doomed from the start, but when the man continues to return to the carnival, she can't keep herself from falling more and more for him. 

When Damien finds out, there will be hell to pay. 

For just a moment more with Bruce, she is willing to pay any price.
​​​​​​​
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​Chapter One
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On the outskirts of the Botermeul suburbs sat a plot of land that saw use only seven months out of the year. In the early Spring months, just after the snow melted and the weather shifted to a more pleasant temperature, classic cars came out of storage to gather and flaunt antique and restored models. In the fall, the cars were put away and it's space was then taken over by hay bale maze and pumpkin patches, the festivities matching the months. 

During the Summer months, however, is when the true excitement laid. It was when the land was occupied with various concerts and festivals. 

And for an undisclosed amount of time during the heated Summer months, the outskirts of the Botermeul suburbs was home to a travelling carnival and circus that shared the space and built upon the empty lot a temporary area of excitement and thrill. 

Bruce Wolf, despite living within an hour of the carnival, has not attended the carnival a single time in his entire life. There was good reason for this. Werewolves, in general, did not appreciate the cacophony of lights and sounds of strangers around them and him being an Alpha Werewolf only made the experience that much more unbearable. He had no need for gaudy colors, shrieking children, and feats that belong better on a screen with proper safety regulations. 

"You just don't want to get your precious shoes dirty," Anna said, rolling her eyes. "I love carnivals," she said. "And this one's special. It's never come here before and it probably never will again. It's manned by a snake shifter who's known for his magic." 

"That's unnatural," he said. 

"It's a show," she shrugged. "I think it's amazing." 

"You're an outlier," he said, cutting his steak meticulously into bite size pieces. 

Anna stuck her tongue out at him. "I know how to have fun. Unlike some people," she said. 

"Here I thought you invited me out for lunch because you wanted someone to accompany you to the carnival next week," he said. 

She made a face at him. "Only under duress, I assure you," she said. "Mother thinks you spend too much time in the office." 

"You spend too little time in yours," he said. 

"Must you argue about everything I say?" 

"Only because you keep being wrong." 

She leaned over the table and stole a piece of his steak in retaliation. He forgave her because she had ordered an avocado sandwich.  

"Why can't Trevor bring you?" he asked, which was the same thing he had asked their mother when she brought up how Anna had been feeling a bit cooped up lately and needed to go out. 

"Didn't mother tell you?" she asked. 

He shook his head. "She alluded that he was indisposed for the moment, but did not say why." 

"Trevor got in trouble at his job for challenging the boss. He's under probation again, which means he has to pull even longer hours at work to prove his worth and all that," she said, sounding remarkably cavalier about her husband's job being in jeopardy. Then again, she will always have a position in the family business, so it wasn't as if she needed him to remain employed for financial security. The beauty of nepotism.  

"Do you want me to talk to someone about it?" Bruce asked.  

"Please don't," she said. "Trevor already thinks you're some sort of power drunk Alpha and I've been trying to convince him that you only use your power for good. If you show up at his office and start growling at his boss, I'll never hear the end of it." 

"I can be discreet." 

She snorted. "Right. No, let Trevor suffer the consequences of his own bad decisions," she said firmly. 

He nodded, accepting his sister's decision. 

"But that also means I won't have company for the carnival," she said. "We don't know if it'll come back this way again."

"There will be other carnivals," he tried to reason his way out of it. He remembered being dragged along with her when they were children. She could go several times a month. He never understood her fascination with them. 

"It won't be the same one. And this time next year, I will be too busy taking care of my baby to go," she sighed. "I can't believe I'm going to be missing the carnival," she said to her sandwich, eyes watering dangerously. She was seven months pregnant and had been incredibly hormonal of late. Their mother had sent him a video of her crying over some rabbit she had seen in the pet store. Apparently their cuteness was too much for her to bear. In her defense, one of them was wearing a tiny bow tie. 

He had been expecting the waterworks, but found that even after so many years of being her older brother, he was still not immune to them. He sighed. "I'll clear up my schedule for Saturday," he said, hating every word that came out of his mouth. 

The tears in her eyes immediately evaporated. "Friday," she said. "I know you hate crowds. There will be less children on Friday." 

"Lies. It's the school holidays. There will be children everyday," he said. 

"I said less, not none." 

"None will be preferable." 

She stole another pieces of his steak. 

He sighed and gestured for the waiter to make him another as he surrendered the entire plate to his sister. 

"This is why you're my favorite brother." 

"Duly noted," he said. He was her only brother.  
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The carnival was unlike anything he had ever seen in his life. 

Granted, he had only been to a few of these things, but he was fairly certain that this was the only carnival where he had seen such a diverse number of employees. There were shifters of all kind, but that was not what set it apart. His company had never discriminated against different shifters, but the shifters here did not just carry their animals under the skins. They were the horse shifters who resembled centaurs, snake shifters who glided instead of walked and the wolves with ears and more hair on their body than was conventionally acceptable. 

He was fascinated despite himself, pausing to ogle at a particularly large man with giant antlers on his head. 

"You didn't check out the page I sent you, did you?" his sister laughed upon seeing the awe in his gaze. 

He did not, but he wasn't keen on admitting that to her either. "How do they manage to fit them in cars?" he asked instead. 

She looked slightly annoyed with him, but followed his gaze to find him looking at the antlered man. "I imagine you just need to remove the roof of the car," she said. "I wonder if there cars that don't have roofs that would fit them..." she trailed off with a cheeky look at him. 

He rolled his eyes. "Convertibles aren't normally that big," he said only to receive an annoyed huff in return and no further explanation. 

There was an elephant shifter who looked particularly odd, a human head on top of an elephant body that was too big for it to make any sort of sense. Surely he would have to spend all of his days eating just to meet the nutritional needs of his giant body? 

They weaved through the game booths where the peculiar-looking shifters worked to part the carnival-goers from their money and the booths selling odd-looking food. They stopped for a few games and Anna, despite her rounded belly, was deceivingly good at carnival games. It wasn't just her werewolf reflexes. She seemed to have exceptional luck. 

"Should I be worried that you know the vendors by name?" he asked after witnessing her thank the centaur for the pink plushie. 

"I told you I was looking forward to coming," she laughed and handed the plushie to him. He stuffed the toy into his briefcase, wrinkling the papers in it. Nothing he couldn't replace. 

He caught her eyeing those rickety rides that the proprietors had slapped together with no respect for safety regulations, but thankfully she was too pregnant to be allowed onto any of those. 

They made a casual loop through the eateries once with her buying and ingesting a variety of offers that made him blanch. 

"Give it a try! It's not that bad," she said, offering him a corndog that had been coated in several layers of cheese and deep friend a second time, and then layered with more cheese as well as a mysterious green powder that the vendor promised him was safe for pregnant women. 

"It's an abomination," he said, turning his nose up at the ridiculous-looking thing. "Are you sure you're allowed this?" he asked, eyeing at her pregnant belly. 

"If you ask me that again, I will gut you," she said. 

"Duly noted," he said.

"No beer," she said mulishly after a moment. "But everything else is fair game as long as it's cooked properly and all that." 

He accepted that with a nod. 

They walked past a booth for a throwing game, where his attention was stolen by the attendee who looked like she belonged on the front cover of a modelling magazine. She was breathtaking, pale skin and rosy cheeks  that accented lips that were pink and full. Her eyes, bright and sharp and a shade of blue he had only ever seen on sapphires. She found his attention on her and a shy smile twisted her lips. 

It was not her face that had drawn his attention, however. Not entirely her face, at least. Behind her were the most beautiful set of wings he had ever seen. Avian shifters were few and far apart in Botermeul, being a predominantly Werewolf town. He had never seen an Avian shifter with wings as large nor as impressive as hers. They were black, tipped with the darkest red that looked like emeralds. Her feathers gleamed like they were covered in gemstones. 

She had been leaning casually against the corner of the playing area, but perked up to meander along the counter, matching their steps as they began to pass along. 

"Come! Try and win your pretty lady a prize," she beckoned, sounding like she had said the same thing to a hundred other guests that day to draw in business. 

"Come on. Let's try that one," urged Anna. 

"You can't possibly want any of the gifts," he tried to argue, but Anna was already paying the woman. Five dollars for three balls and three attempts at knocking down a pyramid of metal milk jugs. 

To his surprise, instead of trying it herself, Anna turned around and handed the balls to Bruce. He raised a brow at her, only to have her wink at him. He rolled his eyes and the tested the heft of the balls in his hand before he lined himself up with the target. 

Would it be unfair to use his full strength on the game? Probably. Did he care? Not in the least. He let the ball fly. He was certain that he struck the pyramid dead center, but only the top six bottles clattered  to the ground. The sound the jugs made was peculiar, but he was too busy glaring at the rest of his target to pay it much mind. 

"Good try!" she said encouragingly, though he couldn't help but detect a layer of mirth beneath the positive feedback. He felt his brows beginning to furrow. He smoothed out
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