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  Blurb & Content Warning


She never believed in happily ever after, until he came along. 



They call her cold hearted, but Gwendolen never cared.

The only thing she ever cared about was freedom. 

Freedom from a life no one, not even her coven knows she is living. 

Never cared about anything else until he came along and uprooted her carefully laid plans.

Plans that never involved a lycanthrope claiming to be her mate.

When the life she is trying to escape comes knocking, Gwendolen is faced with a choice.

She can have the freedom she desperately wants, for a price.

All she must do is betray her coven, and her newfound mate.



Content warning includes spicy on page sex scenes, murder, death, past child & spousal abuse, and language.








  
  Chapter One

Chase


Blood dripped from a cut above his eye, trailing down his face and onto his lips. A smile stretched his face as his opponent swung wide. Ducking, he stepped in to land an uppercut. The bear shifter before him groaned and shook his head as Chase danced away. 
He was already sporting several bruises from his ham-fisted opponent, and his lungs stung with the salty intake of sweat, blood, and violence hanging in the air. His wolf, a raging beast inside of him, relished the violent release. It was the only release Chase would give him.
In the fighting rings. 
It was a mercy that Chase was even alive with a wolf like his.
“He’s a fucking psycho.” 
The hushed whispers floated under the cheering of the crowd, and Chase grunted as the bear shifter tackled him. He hit the hard ground with a grunt, something popping in his back, followed by a sharp crunch. Chase ignored the pain as he began wailing on his opponent’s ears and head. 
Everything was legal once you stepped into the ring, except shifting, of course. The people came to watch people fight, not animals. 
His knuckles split, drenching his wraps in more blood as the bear shifter shook off his punches like a bear swatting away an annoying fly. 
Pun intended.
A meaty fist slammed him square in the face, and Chase’s head smashed back against the ground, his nose gushing blood.
His ears rang and even his demented wolf inside gave a pause as pain exploded through the back of his skull. As the bear gave his jaw another love tap, Chase felt a rush of darkness creep in. 
The bear shifted his weight on top of him, a veteran of a shifter covered in scars and sporting salt and pepper hair, who grunted before shaking his head. “Do you yield, wolf?”
Chase’s wolf snarled but slunk to the back of his mind, content with the happenings of the night. He could finally rest, his rage subsiding. Which meant Chase was left by himself to either continue getting his ass handed to him or yield. 
Without his wolf snarling in his ear, Chase chose the latter.
“Yield,” he spat out, blood still dripping down his face.
The crowd booed and protested as the bear shifter got to his feet and offered Chase a hand. He took it with a savage smile and his opponent gave him a once-over. “Wolf,” he rumbled, “you have a demon living inside of you. I wouldn’t want to face you in animal form.”
“That’s what they all say,” Chase murmured as they broke apart. 
He ducked through the metal gates holding the crowd at bay and pushed through them. A few people patted him on the back, but he was invisible to most of them as they rushed to place their bets on the next round of fighters. He made his way to the backrooms, heading straight to the showers, and turned it on full blast. 
Pain lanced through him as the cold water rained onto his already healing bruises and open wounds. His eyes watered as he lifted his face up, letting the cold water numb his mangled nose. He could feel it healing and it hurt worse than receiving the punch in the first place. After rinsing most of the blood off him, he stripped off his fighting clothes and gave himself another rinse. The sting of his wounds was already gone by the time he turned the water off and pulled a towel around his waist. 
Chase made his way to a locker and grabbed his duffle bag. Pulling on a pair of sweats and a dark tank top, he shoved his sopping wet fight clothes inside. He checked his phone before cursing silently. He had to hurry if he was going to catch the bus back into town from the city. 
Slipping on his beat-up sneakers in a hurry, he waved to the other fighters with a shit-eating grin on his face. 
“See y’all later,” he called out before sprinting to the door that led to the stairs that would ultimately drop him off on the street side and into a shitty city neighborhood.
“That guy is a fucking psycho.” The whisper hit his ears just as the door slammed shut behind him.
Chase sighed before taking the stairs two at a time. 
Psycho, demon, devil incarnate.
The words played through his thoughts as he reached the deserted street and made his way over to the bus stop. 
All the things his wolf was. And he was driving Chase insane.
The only relief he found inside his head was through violence. But soon, Chase knew these fights would not be enough.
Soon his wolf would demand to be set free, to run on four legs. 
And if that ever happened, Chase was as good as dead. Unless he could find another way to calm his wolf for good.   

      [image: ]He hopped off the bus, the night crashing around him like a blanket, and glanced up at the sky, the stars and moon hidden under a blanket of invisible clouds. Popping his neck, he gave the bus driver a wave as they pulled away from the only drop-off point in the small town he lived in. 
At this time of the night, or really, early morning, there wasn’t a soul about. For someone like Chase, with a demented wolf in his head, being alone was a curse. He needed to surround himself with people, with his pack, to keep his wolf under control. Unless it was after a fight night, then his wolf left him alone in peace for at least a few hours. Enough time for him to get some undisturbed sleep. 
He jumped slightly as his phone buzzed in his hand. Glancing down, he saw his alpha calling.
“Heya, boss man, whatcha calling me so late for?”
His alpha’s curt voice cut through Chase’s smile. “We had a situation, and I need you to come in.”
“I’ll be right there.”
“Wait.” His alpha paused, muttering something under his breath, and Chase heard a female’s voice in the background. 
It was his mate, Lily. Chase was so happy for his alpha for finally finding the one. His alpha sighed before addressing Chase again. 
“Long story short, I need to figure out if the high priestess of the Witch coven we have a contract with is still on our side, or if she has been betraying us all along. But…”
“But what?”
“But, until we can figure that out, she still needs to be protected in case the coven comes after her, like it did with one of the other coven members tonight.”
Chase swore, jogging to the small apartment he rented above the local bakery. He was up the steps within moments, jamming his key into the lock. “You got it, boss. So use my charm to get the high priestess to lower her guard and simultaneously protect her from possible witchy threats. Easy peasy.”
His alpha snorted over the phone. “I would love to see you charm this witch. Bring your blow torch. She is as icy as a woman can get.”
Chase didn’t have time to respond as his alpha hung up. 
With a shrug, he tossed his duffle bag and phone onto the bed. It didn’t matter, anyway. His alpha had laid down a challenge for Chase, even if he didn’t know it. He was going to charm this ice queen of a witch just to prove he could. 
Throwing his wet clothes into a hamper, Chase set about repacking his duffle bag. He did not know how long he would be on protection detail for, but if he was going to make it to the alpha’s place by dawn, he would have to start walking now. 






  
  Chapter Two 

Gwen


Gwen wrapped her magic around her like a shield in case of any magical attack. Then she took a deep breath and doused out any and all emotions. It wasn’t a side effect of her nullifying magic, like everyone assumed. Shutting off her emotions and being a “cold-hearted bitch,” as people liked to call her behind her back, was a side effect of her upbringing. Because emotions and feelings were weaknesses in the household she’d grown up in. It was better to be logical. Logic always prevailed, no matter what. 
Logic dictated she should have stayed with her family instead of running away all those years ago. Logic also dictated when the rare elemental witch landed in your lap a decade ago, she should have brought her to the witch council immediately.
Instead, she hid her, protected her. 
Because Gwen hated logic, contrary to popular belief. Most people assumed, with her stick-up-the-butt attitude and icy heart, logic was her favorite thing in the world. 
They couldn’t be further from the truth, but Gwen had an end goal. And once she met that goal, she would be free of her family with their secret initiative. It would finally be over. 
That was all that mattered. 
And in doing so, she burned a lot of bridges tonight. She needed her coven to turn against her. She needed the lycanthrope pack to suspect her motivations to give her more breathing room. But what she didn’t need was a babysitter, which was what the alpha of the pack was demanding. Somehow, this part of the plan backfired. 
She couldn’t have a wolf following her every move if she was going to pull off the next part of her plan. Which she voiced adamantly, “Absolutely not. Trust me, I can take care of myself, and a babysitter will just slow down my plans.”
The alpha, Hunter, glared at her with amber eyes. “Which are?”
Gwen fisted her hand tight until her nails dug into her palms. “Like I said before, just trust me.”
She couldn’t voice her plans out loud. The alpha didn’t understand, nor could she fully come clean. She wouldn’t jeopardize her end goal, the one thing she had been working at for over a decade. 
Hunter pinched the bridge of his nose. “Woman…you tell me to trust you, yet you can’t tell me why. And after tonight’s events, I am really wondering why I signed a contract with you in the first place. Take one of my wolves. That is the only offer I can make. Take a wolf and I’ll stop asking questions and trust you.”
Gwen conceded and turned on her heel. There were things she needed to get done, and it was just better to give in to his ridiculous command. “Send him to my place in the morning.”
“No.”
She stopped and slowly turned around, making sure her emotions stayed hidden. “Excuse me?”
“You stay here
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