
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Wolf

        

        
        
          Sinner's Paradise, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Nicole Willard

        

        
          Published by Nicole Willard, 2017.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE WOLF

    

    
      First edition. May 5, 2017.

      Copyright © 2017 Nicole Willard.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1370037070

    

    
    
      Written by Nicole Willard.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Nicole Willard

	    

      
	    
          
	      Children of Ilaeden

          
        
          
	          Runaway (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Full Moon

          
        
          
	          Once Bitten...

          
        
          
	          ...Twice Shy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Ilaeden

          
        
          
	          A Whole Load of Trouble

          
        
          
	          Blackmail

          
        
          
	          Trials and Tribulations

          
        
          
	          War

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sinner's Paradise

          
        
          
	          The Temptress

          
        
          
	          The Wolf

          
        
          
	          The Demon

          
        
          
	          The Dragon

          
        
          
	          The Albino

          
        
          
	          The Baby

          
        
          
	          The Shadow

          
        
          
	          The Dancer

          
        
          
	          The Book (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          The Morgue (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          The Nephi (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          The Witch (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          The Girl (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Lovebite

          
        
      

      
    
    


[image: image]

An avid collector of fantasy and romance novels, Nicole Willard lives in a little town in Somerset, England.

.

Growing up on horror stories and tales of the most imaginative fantasy, she creates a mix of action, romance and evil villains in her books.

.

Her first book, “A Whole Load of Trouble” was first published in 2010, followed closely by its successor “Blackmail”. Since then, she has brought out more than eleven books, and counting.
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Note:

.

Translations for any languages used (other than English), have been placed at the end of the book for reference so that you can know what is being said.

.

I apologise if some of the translations are not 100% accurate, as those used are not my native language and so have had to rely upon online translators, which can sometimes not be exact.

.

However, I have attempted to get the translations as close to their original intent as possible.

.

Thank you for your understanding.
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THREE WEEKS AGO

(15th April 2016)

Knock! Knock!

“One minute,” Belle yelled.

Her foot finally popped into her high-heeled boot and she hissed in success. She pulled the zipper up and placed her foot on the floor before heading to answer the front door with a lilting sway of her hips.

Sarabella Johnston was a slender yet curvy woman of twenty-six years, with skin a shade darker than caramel, pitch black hair cascading over her shoulders to tickle the bottom of her back. She wasn’t particularly tall; of average height for her build, but that was changed by the size of the heels she wore, giving her a couple of added inches.

She answered the door, opening her mouth ready to tell her surprise visitor to leave, only to pause, the wolf inside of her perking up interestedly.

The man outside her house was gorgeous.

He leant against her doorframe casually, lifting his head with a devastating smile as the door opened.

Dark brown hair cut short at the neck, the front flopping over mesmerising yellow eyes. His nose was only slightly off-straight, as though it had been broken in the past but set well enough to not leave him hideously disfigured.

He was definitely handsome enough to be classed as a ‘pretty boy’, but the hunter’s intelligence in his eyes warned that he was not someone to be taken lightly, something reinforced by the confident way he held himself.

Her gaze fixed on his mouth, his lips soft and sensual, and she gnawed her own thoughtfully.

“Wolf?” she asked idly, catching the hint of another werewolf on the air.

His lips curved slowly into a smile and her stomach jumped excitedly as his gaze took in her outfit.

Calf-length black leather boots, tight jeans that cupped her ass snugly and hovered just above the level that would be deemed indecent. Her midriff was bared by her vaguely transparent black top, cutting short at the bottom of her ribcage, her black bra just visible through the material.

His gaze finally reached her face and he quirked an eyebrow.

“Will you accept half-wolf?” he asked in return, his tone light.

“Depends on what half,” she quipped, startling a laugh out of him. She folded her arms across her chest with a smile. “So, was it Ana or Sarah who put you up to this?” He looked questioning.

“Put me up to this?” he queried.

“Coming here,” she clarified calmly. “They know I can’t resist a good-looking man.”

He smirked.

“You can’t, huh?”

“Not at all,” she confirmed, smiling mentally when the telltale wisp of his desire tickled her nose. “I get all weak at the knees and everything.”

In fact, now that she mentioned it, she was getting shakier the longer she spent ogling him.

His smile grew at her open admission.

“I’m beginning to wish that your friends had sent me,” he chuckled and she cocked her head.

“So, who did if not them?” She took in his dark clothes then sighed impatiently. “I’ve already told Mikos that I don’t need a babysitter,” she exasperated.

“It’s only until the killer is caught,” he explained, sounding almost defensive.

“He’s not interested in me,” she drawled.

“That you know of,” he pointed out then winked. “It would be such a waste of a perfectly good body if he grabbed you.”

“I agree. However, I am taking this ‘perfectly good body’ dancing, so you can stay here and guard my house like a good little puppy,” she said sweetly, deliberately goading him.

He didn’t react to the taunt that made most male wolves lose their shit, surprising her.

“While there’s an available female around? Who’ll be grinding her sexy body against unappreciative human men?” he murmured, eyeing her keenly once more. “Not a chance in hell. I’m coming with you.”

“Keep saying things like that and you’ll be in my bed by the end of the night,” she teased. His eyes gleamed.

“That long?” he asked in mock horror. “I was leaning more towards an hour.”

“You’re cute,” she allowed. “But unless I see a body, you’re not jumping into my bed sooner than at least two hours.”

“You want me to strip naked in your garden?” he asked amusedly, gesturing around them without looking away.

Belle shivered in delight at the thought – wolves were suckers for exhibitionism after all – before looking rueful.

“Much as I would love to see if you’re that brave, I have to go,” she said lightly. “Or I’ll be late.”

He nodded calmly, leaning around her to close the door.

Belle inhaled his scent automatically and her mouth dried as heat infused her body at the heavy, musky scent of a very virile male wolf. Her own wolf immediately leapt to the fore, making her eyes change from dark brown to yellow.

She hesitated then let her wolf override her common sense, lifting her mouth to his. He paused in surprise then leant into her, returning the kiss with a growl as he pinned her back against the door.

Belle found herself thrilled by his dominance, meeting each stroke of his tongue with her own. Her hands grabbed hold of his shirt, tugging him closer and his own hands went to her hips possessively.

He cupped her ass firmly, flexing his grip appreciatively as he pulled her flush against him. She bit his lip, tearing his shirt open impatiently to draw her nails down his chest, and his grip tightened.

A second later, he lifted her from the ground with ease, her legs moving around his waist, and their kiss grew more fervent, Belle’s hands gripping hold of his hair

“Still sure about taking all night?” he chuckled, his eyes gleaming at her.

She quirked a faint smile, dragging his mouth back to hers.

“Only if you’re talking about the sex lasting that long,” she replied roughly. He laughed softly.

“I thought you were going dancing,” he reminded her, his tone teasing.

“Ana will understand,” she grunted, returning her mouth to his.

He gave her his full attention then and Belle reached behind her, fumbling blindly for the door handle.

She finally found it, the door swinging open, and they fell to the floor.

They landed with a grunt, the man kicking the door shut from where they lay, before crawling up her body with teasing slowness.

He finally returned to her mouth and hands tore at clothes urgently.

“Name?” Belle gasped, distracted by the lust coursing through her body and just about remembering that she didn’t know his name yet.

Who knew, maybe she might be screaming it tonight?

“Fury,” he grunted in reply and she nodded vaguely, returning to the assault on her senses with a groan.

She was stripped in minutes, Fury not far behind. She cursed though, letting out a snarl of frustration when her jeans caught on her boots.

Boots that she’d spent nearly an hour putting on!

Fury stood with her easily, nipping the side of her throat and dropped her feet back to the floor, giving her a scorching kiss before spinning her around.

She caught the back of the sofa as she turned and jumped when his hand caressed the side of her ribs. He leant over her, his cock resting hotly between her ass cheeks as his bare chest brushed against her back teasingly.

“Last chance for dancing,” he murmured.

She growled back at him.

“Fuck dancing,” she snapped then shivered in anticipation when his cock moved lower between her thighs to brush against her core, throbbing against her heavily. “Better yet, fuck me.”

He chuckled beside her ear, his breathing unsteady.

“As you wish,” he whispered then sheathed himself fully within her.

Belle gasped, gripping the back of the sofa tightly as her body trembled.

It was so good, that she almost climaxed on the spot, her body tightening around him with a vice-like grip that elicited a responding groan from him.

It’d been a while since she’d last had sex, she reasoned distractedly. At least a week. That must be why it felt so damn good.

Fury started to move, retreating slowly only to thrust back in deep, holding her in place by the hips.

It was pleasurably torturous and Belle moaned as the familiar pressure grew in her lower stomach. He kept it building but couldn’t quite seem to make it tip over the edge, keeping her balanced precariously on the brink of completion.

Glancing back at him, she saw the wicked gleam in his eye, and growled.

He was doing it on purpose!

He chuckled at her glower, but relented.

His thrusts came faster, driving into her harder, and she gasped loudly as pleasure ran rampant through her body. It hovered on the edge, but then one more stroke against that responsive spot inside her and she cried out as her body finally gained the release it wanted so badly.

Fury continued to move behind her, the orgasm continuing until she was whimpering as a second rose swiftly on its heels. It pushed her over the edge again and she gasped breathlessly, her body shaking as it washed over her, more powerful than the first.

He forced a third and she found herself crying his name. It was the most powerful yet, lights flashing before her eyes as she sagged.

Fury snarled seconds later, shuddering as his own finish finally came and she could only tremble as it caused a fourth – yet gentler – release from her own body.

Belle panted heavily, stunned that he had managed to wring so many orgasms from her, especially in such quick succession.

She was impressed even. Not many could do that to her.

His breathing was just as unsteady as he leant down to place an almost gentle kiss between her sweat-slicked shoulders, his shaft still swollen inside her.

They stayed like that for several minutes, simply focusing on breathing as they waited for him to soften enough to withdraw from her safely.

Belle finally managed to catch her breath and glanced back over her shoulder at him with a daring smile when he went to pull out.

“Now that we’ve warmed up, how about Round Two?” she asked wickedly.

He smirked, his eyes heating as she felt him harden again inside of her.

“Let’s see if you can keep up,” he challenged and she chuckled, making him tense when she moved her hips idly.

“You’re on.”

~*~
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Belle stretched, whimpering softly when her body complained at the movement.

She ached all over, between her thighs throbbing heavily as though to remind her of her over-indulgence the night before.

At the memory, she smiled faintly, burying her face in the pillow. Fury’s scent still clung to it and she inhaled it deeply.

“Hungry?”

She lifted her head at the question, to find the man himself standing in all his glory in her bedroom doorway.

Her breath caught in her throat.

He was completely naked, his dark hair tousled attractively and falling over one yellow eye. His torso was honeyed skin over taut muscle, his arms corded, his legs lean yet toned.

Her gaze paused thoughtfully on him and he raised an eyebrow at her scrutiny, the corner of his mouth curving into a faint smile. Belle smiled, pushing herself up onto her elbows and his gaze slid down to rest on her breasts as the blanket dropped to her waist.

“I am a little,” she answered lightly, answering his question.

She stretched, giving a little wiggle purely for show, and was rewarded by seeing him harden. She cocked her head.

“Are you?” she countered impishly.

“Am I...?”

“Hungry,” she finished, her voice a throaty purr.

He cleared his throat and she hid her smile as she smelt his desire waft over to her.

“Perhaps a little,” he allowed.

She chuckled, throwing back the bedcovers to reveal her naked body and his eyes lit up.

“You’d best come eat then,” she teased. He grinned but didn’t move from the doorway. “Something wrong?”

“Before we continue, I would like to clarify something,” he brought up mildly.

She groaned, dropping back on the bed.

“You want to talk instead of have sex?” she grumbled. “You’re definitely one of Mikos’ men.”

“I thought I should tell you,” he protested almost defensively.

“Fine,” she sighed. “What’s so important that it needs to interrupt sex?” 

“I’m a Dhampir.” He waited for her reaction, frowning when she didn’t speak at all. “Did you hear...?”

“Yes, I heard you,” she muttered, but sat up to look at him as he seemed unsure of how to respond. “Look, I knew what you were last night, from the moment you told me your name. Mikos has mentioned you before.”

“And what I am – a werewolf-vampire hybrid – that doesn’t bother you?” he asked cautiously.

“I had sex with you, didn’t I?” she exasperated. “I think that shows how little I’m bothered by it.” He inclined his head.

“More than once,” he confirmed.

“So, now that we’ve cleared the air,” she tried again, keeping her tone light. “We good to have another round? Or do you want to talk some more?”

She squealed when he leapt at her with a growl, the bedcovers going flying.

~*~
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Chapter 2
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PRESENT DAY

(9th May 2016)

“So, it was Mike the whole time,” Ana sighed, shaking her head in disbelief. “I knew he wanted you, but so did most of the men in the Club.”

“There are some crazy people out there,” Belle despaired. “I thought Mike was harmless. A little...obsessed maybe, but not enough to kill anyone.”

Ana nodded in agreement and Sarah glanced around the quiet restaurant, sipping her tea.

Beside the entrance, Fury, Cole and Ana’s bodyguard – Belle wasn’t sure of his name – stood scanning the quiet restaurant sharply.

She let her gaze wander the whole length of Fury pensively, her attention divided.

“So, why do we still have guards if Mike is dead and it’s been confirmed that he’s the killer?” Belle asked distractedly, gesturing at the trio of bodyguards. “Not that I’m complaining. Fury is one helluva lover.”

“You slept with your bodyguard?” Sarah asked amusedly. Belle grinned with a shrug, her inner wolf giving a happy wriggle.

“He can guard me more effectively if we’re together at all times,” she protested. Ana and Sarah laughed. “So...?”

“Apparently it’s if Mike didn’t work alone,” Sarah sighed, making a face. “Nikolai said that it might be another two weeks before the analysis is complete.”

“Where was Cole when you got kidnapped?” Belle asked, frowning faintly, and even Ana paused at the question.

“He had to Feed,” Sarah said glumly. “He thought that because I was with Greta, having somebody with me might’ve been a deterrent. At least until he got back.”
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