
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Fallen Pack

Part 4: Denying the Pack

by Dawn Michelle

Published by Novel Concept Publishing LLC

©2015

All rights reserved under the International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No part of this book may be 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.

This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations, events or locales is entirely coincidental.

For additional information contact:

www.novelconceptpublishing.com

5699 Applegrove Dr.

West Bloomfield, MI 48324

Cover art © 2014 Cora Graphics

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000.

Sign up for Dawn Michelle’s newsletter

Find Dawn Michelle on Facebook

Look for these other parts of the Fallen Pack serial:

Part 1: Fallen Alpha

Part 2: The Hunt

Part 3: The Chase

Part 4: Denying the Pack

Part 5: Huntress

Part 6: Alpha Rising


Part Four

Evan woke to the sound of growling. Adrenaline fueled his muscles, making him spasm for need of doing something even though he didn't know what. He looked around his room, confused by the sound. Had he heard a wolf growling, or was it a dream?

The bed shifted under him, accompanied by another snarling sound that had to come from a wild animal. His question was answered; he wasn't crazy. But under his bed?

He sat up and twisted, catching himself in the blankets. His eyes fell on the empty sheets beside him. Where was CJ? His girlfriend had worn him out last night and then cuddled up next to him. They'd fallen asleep and then— now— this. 

"Ceej?" he whispered, hoping he was being stupid or still dreaming.

His bed shuddered again as something struck the bottom of it.

Evan stared at his bed, his sleepy brain unable to make sense of it. He didn't believe in monsters under the bed, but how could a wild animal get in his room? He looked around and made sure his window and door were still closed. What was beneath him?

Amidst more growling Evan yanked the sheets free of his legs and torso, rubbing his side from where they'd gotten twisted under him. He threw the blankets back and rolled over so he could lean over the side. The growling sounded like it came from the other side so he figured he'd be safe, but he knew how fast a pissed off animal could move.

The early morning light coming through the blinds on his window was too weak for him to see more than shadows under his bed. The shadows did tell him that whatever it was, was big. Man sized, even.

A chill swept through Evan as he studied the jerking shape. "CJ?" he breathed. Whoever— or whatever— didn't respond to him.

Evan swung his legs off the bed and stood up. He backed away to be safe and made it to the door before the bed was rattled hard enough to lift it up an inch or two and drop it back down. Only the legs on the side away from him bumped, but it was loud and it caused an even louder and angrier snarl to come out from under the bed.

"What the fu—" Evan's question was interrupted as his butt met his door. He yelped and jumped, surprised by the contact. His hand fumbled against the wall until he found the light switch and turned it on. Light flooded the room from the overhead light on the fan over his bed. He squinted and dropped his gaze to the floor, expecting some nightmare from outer space to be crawling towards him and drooling acid.

The growling and thrashing stopped for a moment, but only a moment. Evan's heart eased and then leapt into his throat again when his bed jerked and a howl split the air. A howl that sounded all too much like the noise the wolves had made.

Evan twisted and looked around for a weapon. He had pocket  knives in his dresser and a ball bat in his closet. Neither was close by. He could just open the door and run away. Get his dad and come back with a gun, maybe. Except he still didn't know where CJ was. Unless the shape under his bed really was CJ. But why would she howl and growl? Not to mention how did she get strong enough to lift his bed up like that?

He shook his head. It couldn't be her. But who, or what, was it?

His door jerked into his back, causing a second yelp to slip past his lips. He staggered forward and then threw himself to the side, dancing to keep from falling until he bounced off his wall next to his closet. He jumped back away from the foot of his bed and saw his dad push the door open again and step into the doorway.

"What's going on in here?" his dad asked after seeing Evan standing nude against the wall.

Evan opened his mouth to respond but he didn't know what to say. He pointed at his bed, or rather under his bed, and had a little help in the form of a fresh snarl. "That!" he managed to say.

Sean's eyes went back to the bed and narrowed. He was wearing a pair of sweatpants and no shirt. "Where's CJ?"

Evan shook his head. "Gone. Not here. I don't know."

"All right, I'll grab the sheets, you look under there," his dad said and stepped forward. He glanced at Evan and motioned with his head and his eyes, repeating his words with a gesture.

Evan nodded and swallowed. He scooted over and knelt down on the floor, still far enough away he thought he'd be safe. His dad moved closer but kept his feet back before he leaned forward and grabbed the sheets. He glanced at Evan again to make sure he was ready and yanked the sheet and blanket off the bed.

The added overhead light spilled under the bed and proved it wasn't a furry wolf that was waiting for him, but a person wearing nothing but the skin she'd been born with. Evan stared, too stunned to speak, and watched as CJ twisted and scratched at the carpet. Her back and hips bumped the bed, jostling it again.
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