
Table of Contents

Refused (Eternal Enemies)

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

EPILOGUE

Also By Roxy Matthews

About the Author


REFUSED

ETERNAL ENEMIES

BOOK TWO

Roxy Matthews

SALE OF THIS BOOK WITHOUT A FRONT COVER MAY BE UNAUTHORIZED. IF THIS BOOK IS COVERLESS, IT MAY HAVE BEEN REPORTED TO THE PUBLISHER AS "UNSOLD OR DESTROYED" AND NEITHER THE AUTHOR NOR THE PUBLISHER MAY HAVE RECEIVED PAYMENT FOR IT.

NO PART OF THIS BOOK MAY BE ADAPTED, STORED, COPIED, REPRODUCED OR TRANSMITTED IN ANY FORM OR BY ANY MEANS, ELECTRONIC OR MECHANICAL, INCLUDING PHOTOCOPYING, RECORDING, OR BY ANY INFORMATION STORAGE AND RETRIEVAL SYSTEM, WITHOUT PERMISSION IN WRITING FROM THE PUBLISHER.

THANK YOU FOR RESPECTING THE HARD WORK OF THIS AUTHOR.

REFUSED

ETERNAL ENEMIES

COPYRIGHT © 2022 ROXY MATTHEWS

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.

ISBN-13: 978-1-989671-23-8

THIS BOOK IS A WORK OF FICTION. NAMES, CHARACTERS, PLACES, OR INCIDENTS ARE PRODUCTS OF THE AUTHOR’S IMAGINATION OR

ARE USED FACTIOUSLY. ANY RESEMBLANCE TO ACTUAL PERSONS, LIVING OR DEAD, EVENTS,

OR LOCALES ARE ENTIRELY COINCIDENTAL.

Check out other titles by Roxy Matthews

Pale Bay Treasures Series:

Drago’s Destiny

McBride’s Gem

Tanzer’s Jewel

Doucet’s Stone

Destiny’s Warrior

Holiday Resistance

Perfect Stranger

Eternal Enemies Series:

Imprinted

Refused

Betrayed

And

R.M.Sackville

Misery’s Companion

Tools of Terror

Hypno-Planticus

Unhinged

Red On White

Canadian Psycho

I’D LIKE TO DEDICATE THIS STORY TO THOSE WHO STILL CHOOSE TO DREAM EVEN AFTER ALL LIFE HAS THROWN THEIR WAY.

THE WORLD HAS BECOME A DIFFERENT PLACE THEN WE ONCE KNEW. LIVES HAVE BEEN LOST TO SUBSTANCES THOSE WHO TOOK THEM FELT THEY NEEDED TO COPE. LIVES FOREVER CHANGED SINCE A PANDEMIC TOUCHED EACH AND EVERY ONE OF US.

YET WE STILL PUSH THROUGH.

TO THE PAST WE LIVED THROUGH, THE PRESENT WE ARE STRUGGLING TO GET THROUGH, AND THE FUTURE WE ARE ALL REACHING FOR.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE
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“IT’S TIME FOR us to stand up for ourselves, to take what we deserve,” Sasha Stone bellowed over the crowd that closed in. “To take back what is rightfully ours.”

Her mother; their clan leader, left to run a new clan, leaving her at the helm, yet her father the mayor of the East End, had taken over. Shut her up. Pushed her back. Theirs was a female led species, had been for as long as their ancestors existed. 

That was until Nathaniel Stone let power go to his tiny brain. And she let it happen. Cowering back, too weak to take her place, too inexperienced to foresee the place they would all be in because of those choices.

But she would have it no longer. She would stand up and take back what was hers. And she would do it with the clan behind her. Because a leader was nothing without her clan. 

A chorus of ‘yeah’s’ had her smiling, confident in her plan. 

She propped one hand on her hip, the other curled around the microphone she’d traded half an hour of her time behind the high school bleachers with Heath Sanders for.

“Why are we still living in this makeshift little shithole when there’s nothing stopping us from living in Canterbury Cove?”

Surrounding ‘yeah’s’ had her holding her head higher. 

She’d show the damn men in her life that she couldn’t, wouldn’t, be controlled. She would stand up and fight back. She would live her life the way she’d always been destined to.

“We have just as much right to shop in town, to live in town, as the humans do.” She paused for effect. “As the lions do.”

With that, the growing crowd hooted and hollered, arms raising in the air. 

Too enthralled at the sight of the gathering, at those who would stand behind her, she didn’t notice the crowd parting until Damon Aimes stopped feet from her, arms crossed over his chest. He looked up at her standing on the bench outside City Hall and the Mayor’s office and shook his head. 

He turned his attention to the crowd surrounding her.

“Mayor Stone has requested this little town meeting disperse before they cut rations in half for all your families.”

How dare he.

Sasha fumed as she jumped down off the bench she’d been standing on, and reached for Damon’s shoulder. He rounded on her at the touch, brows narrowed in anger as he leaned in close to her.

“Your father is pissed, Sasha. Your insubordination could have all these people suffering along with you.” He panned the group with one arm. “But you don’t care, do you? Not about them, or our town, or the truce.”

Sasha slammed both fists to her hips. “I do care, hence why I am finally fighting back.” She glowered. “You know who should be in control here. Not him. Not you. Yet since he became mayor, you all look to him, allow this utter disregard for our kind.” 

She paused to pull back her lengthening hyena fangs. Not now. Not yet. She needed the clan behind her, first and foremost. It would be the only way.

“The truce is outdated and ridiculous, and I plan to take our clan into a new world.”

“So you want to revolt? To what? Prance your damn ass all over town. Maybe notch a few humans into your bedpost?”

Sasha’s mouth dropped in a gasp. “How dare you.”

Fighting the urge to claw his face to shreds for the fact that he completely ignored any word she said, she bit back a curse. 

The time would come. She just had to be patient. And then she would show him, and her father just what happens when you cross her, cross any woman. 

Damon straightened his back, reached out to grip her arm tightly in his fingers, squeezing her flesh.

“Me? I was the one called from work to come get your ass.” Turning back to the group, he added, “Get out of here. The show’s over. Elliot,” he looked at the heavy-set man standing closest to the front of the group, “don’t you have a kitchen to run?” He nodded towards the young woman at his side. “Anna. I’m sure you have a class to teach.”

Grumbles and groans followed them as Damon dragged Sasha away, pulling her towards the Mayor’s office.

“No, I’m not seeing him right now. I’m pissed. He has no right to do what he’s doing.”

Damon scoffed. Clearly oblivious to what she was actually saying. Still under the mayor’s wing, she saw. Disgraceful.

Damon continued to drag her across the street and up the stairs of the brick building that sat center of the East End. Inside, the devil sat on his throne, dictating rules he had no right to. 

Sure, the rules that ran their side of the divide that circled Canterbury Cove, as well as the lions was meant to keep the peace, but to never allow either access to the town between was ludicrous. An old rule that no longer fit in the world they all lived in.

Lions on one side, hyenas on the other, never to cross, never to mingle, wasn’t going to sit too well with the clan any longer. A new rule needed to come, or else she knew their clan and so many others would dismantle and anarchy would follow. 

Any female hyena would see the logic in that, hence why they were in charge. Men only saw power and sex. Single-minded. Tiny-brained. Incapable of ruling over an ever-changing clan. If she didn’t step up and take back what was hers soon, there was no telling what the future held for them all.

Sasha dug her heels into the top step, pulling Damon around to face her. She struggled to free her arm, but he only countered by wrapping his strong fingers even tighter.

“Alright, fine. You’re right,” she lied, playing into his hand. She lifted one brow, gave a half-truth. “Not about the notches on my bedpost.” She threw him a sexy smile, fluttered her lashes. “I do want to go to town. Not to cause a problem, but because I should be able to. You can’t honestly think not a single lion has crossed over the boundary line in close to a hundred years.”

Damon huffed, then pulled open the big double doors as if not giving two shits what she had to say, which only re-ignited her earlier fury.

“Let me go, damn it.” She fought, struggled to pry his fingers from her arm. “I mean it, Damon.”

“You heard the lady.”

Damon stopped dead in his tracks, Sasha plowing into his back.

Peering around him, she recognized the face behind the voice, recalled what his body looked like covered in the sweat of their wild, animalistic sex. Nothing like the man her father set her to marry. 

Another ludicrous reaction by him to usurp a power he did not have, so he could take over a clan he had no right to. 

“Let her go,” Lance ordered.

Damon huffed. “Oh little brother, you look cute in that suit, but it doesn’t scare me.”

Lance ran his hands along the material, threw his brother a grin. “Maybe not, but what’s beneath it will.”

Sasha watched from Damon’s side as Lance’s facial structure morphed, his nose shifting from human to the makings of hyena. His eyes darkened, ears shifted upwards, peaking.

“This is not the time nor the place for a brothers’ squabble,” Nathaniel Stone’s deep, authoritative, satanic-like voice ricocheted off the walls of the entranceway, echoing down the hall.

Damon turned to her father with a nod as Lance kept his gaze glued on her, heating her blood until all she wanted was the form of release only he gave her.

“The situation has been taken care of,” Damon spoke up.

With a tug on her arm, he pulled her forward, ripping her attention from Lance.

“Thank you,” Nathaniel Stone replied with a nod.

Sasha cringed at his tone. Egotistical, self-preserving asshole.

Her father turned his attention from Damon to Sasha, waved a hand at her to follow, then turned from the group and headed back towards his office.

Over his shoulder, he ordered. “Lance, get back to work. Your probation is far from over. Damon, sit. I’ll want to speak with you after Sasha.”

Damon released his grip, pushed her forward. She glared over her shoulder while rubbing the tender flesh left behind. 

Unaffected by her glower, he turned away from her and sat on a nearby bench.  

.*.*.*.

INSIDE HER FATHER’S office, walls adorned with certificates she was sure were as fake as the leather seats, she straightened her shoulders as she faced him head on. She wanted to strike out, not only physically, but verbally, to demand her rightful place, but she knew to do that would achieve nothing. No, she would blindside him. The predator would become the prey, she would see to it. 

Keeping with her plan, she played the young, inexperienced, retaliatory, selfish cub. 

“Honestly, this is all ridiculous. The clan has a voice. Dreams. Clearly from the crowd outside, I’m not the only one who wants to see something other than Anna Fenton’s impersonation of Lady Gaga during ladies’ hour at The Cage. The woman should stick to teaching, not singing. It’s fucking horrible and something no one should have to see more than once.”

Nathaniel Stone cocked a brow at her, yet didn’t reply. Instead, he closed the door behind her, motioned her towards a seat before his desk. He perched himself on one corner, entwined his fingers, met her gaze with a grin and nod, feigning interest in her words.

“Oh, don’t play with me,” she replied, still rubbing feeling back into her arm.

“Stop whining, Sasha. It’s unbecoming of you,” he snapped back, his voice no longer soft and coddling as it once was.

Sasha fumed, crossed her arms across her chest. “What would Mother—”

“Don’t start with your mother. She chose her place in the clan.”

Biting her tongue, to keep from saying something she shouldn’t, she replied. “Mother took her place as leader of another clan that needed her strength to lead
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