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      Unknown: Welcome home, Sina.

      As Maxine pulled me toward a large house in the outskirts of Durnbone, I stared at the text message sent to me from an anonymous number, my chest tight in anticipation. Since I had left Dad’s home three days ago, I hadn’t told anyone that I was coming back to my hometown.

      Only Maxine knew.

      “Girl!” Maxine shouted, grabbing my phone from me. “We’re about to head into your first party since you finally got the balls to leave your father’s estate and come back to town. Put your phone away!”

      I took my phone from her and shoved it into my purse, tucking some brown hair behind my ear. “I thought you hated partying?”

      “My best friend is back in town. You bet your cute little tush that I’m going to party, no matter how much I hate the smoke and drunk monsters trying to crawl up into every girl’s bed. Gods, I see enough of that at the pub.”

      After looping her arm around mine, she pulled me into the dimly lit house. Smoke and haze lay heavily around grinding bodies. People of all species danced and drank together, actually getting along, unlike what Dad had tried to tell me for the past four years.

      When I’d finally turned twenty-two, I’d refused to live under his strict rule anymore. Four years ago, he had forced me to cut off all communication with Maxine and the four wolves I had grown up with. They had been my best friends for so long.

      One day, something must’ve flipped in Dad’s stupid, annoying head because on my eighteenth birthday, when I woke up, all my bags were packed for me, my phone was destroyed, and I had been in the back of his car on the road to someplace that took me ages to figure out how to escape from.

      “Hello?” Maxine said, waving a hand in my face and handing me a drink. Two scars from a wolf attack years ago peeked out from underneath the top of her shirt. “What’s with you tonight?”

      How could I tell her I had missed this place so much? That I missed those wolves too? That I feared Dad would find me sooner than I expected?

      Deciding that I wouldn’t let Dad ruin tonight for me, I smiled at her and grabbed the glass from her hand, taking a sip of what people in Durnbone called Midnight Moon, this region’s most popular drink that got every monster drunk in one glass.

      “You don’t think this is a bit too strong for a human?” I asked, scrunching my nose at the bitter taste.

      Dad had only let me drink sweet white wine these past few years. This brew was stronger than any other alcohol.

      “You’ll get used to it,” Maxine said.

      After forcing myself to take another sip, I relaxed my shoulders and blew out a deep breath, as if it would push away all my troubles. I scanned the room, trying to spot anyone relatively familiar to me. But so much had changed in a few years.

      “Do you know⁠—”

      I turned my head to see Maxine was no longer beside me, but flirting with a demon whose face was half human, half demon with huge teeth and one piercing red eye. She had mentioned him briefly. Xorgor was his name, I believed. And if I was remembering correctly, Maxine had told me that he came from the royal demon bloodline.

      My purse buzzed, and since Maxine was distracted, I pulled out my phone.

      Unknown: You’re back in Durnbone, and you haven’t even said hello.

      This message was from another unknown number. I scanned the room to see if anyone was watching me, my chest tightening even more. Whoever this was knew that I was back in Durnbone and possibly at this party. This was the only place I had gone besides the supermarket today.

      After quickly glancing over at Maxine to ensure she was occupied, I texted back.

      Me: Who is this?

      Unknown: Downstairs. Third door on your right.

      Me being the dumb bitch that I was, I told Maxine that I had to use the bathroom and hurried to find the stairs to the basement. Demons, wolves, vampires, and other monsters danced around me, some trying to pull me toward them, but I continued moving.

      When I finally found the stairs, I carefully walked down them without sloshing my Midnight Moon over the edge of the cup. I glanced down the long, dimly lit hallway and walked toward the third room on my right.

      Just as I was about to open the door, someone slapped their hand over my mouth and tugged me into the opposite room. I struggled against them, desperate to get out of their hold because I wouldn’t spend my first night in Durnbone getting raped.

      That would play right into Dad’s narrative of monsters.

      I threw my elbow back into the hard abdomen and scurried out of the man’s hold. Twisting quickly on my heel, I spotted Jaroth grabbing his side and shaking his head with his black horns at me, annoyance written all over his pretty face.

      “What the hell, Jaroth?! What are you doing here?” I asked.

      “What are you doing in Durnbone?” he asked, smoothing his shirt that clung to his body.

      “Not expecting to find my ex-boyfriend,” I said through gritted teeth.

      He stepped closer to me, his eyes darkening the way all incubi eyes did right after they had too much to drink and wanted someone right then and there. But I wasn’t falling for that shit anymore.

      I moved away and poked him hard in the chest. “And why are you texting me?”

      “Texting you?” he asked, taking another daring step closer and grabbing at my hips. “I haven’t texted you in over a year now, Sina. But I haven’t been able to stop thinking about the way you taste⁠—”

      Before he could finish his sentence, someone grabbed him by the collar and threw him out of the room and across the hallway. My eyes widened as I stared at four tall, muscular, sexy-as-fuck wolves.

      Holy fuck.

      Calder, Gaian, Darius, and Thayer stood before me. When I had left four years ago, they had still been high school boys, barely come into their own, shorter and skinnier then. Now, they were men with tattoos, piercings, muscles, and …

      Get those thoughts out of your head, Sina. What are you even thinking?!

      “Get the fuck out of here, Jaroth,” Calder, the alpha, growled.

      I wasn’t sure how they knew Jaroth, as I had started dating him after I moved away from Durnbone and behind my father’s back for the most part. Maybe they had been keeping tabs of my whereabouts or maybe they’d heard whispers of everything my father had been doing with me.

      Jaroth stood up from the floor and brushed off the drywall that had fallen around him from the mere impact of Calder throwing him against the wall. He gave me a long and hard look, his gaze dark, then stormed up the stairs.

      The four guys turned back to me, and I had to physically tear my gaze away from their muscles. These guys weren’t boys anymore. They weren’t the guys I remembered them as. They were wolves now. I could see it in their piercing golden eyes, those long, extended canines, and the veins pressing against their skin around every curve of muscle.

      “Pretty Bird,” Darius said, stepping forward with his lips curled into a smirk. “It seems like our messages did get through to you. Welcome home to Durnbone. You’ve been gone for far too long.” He looked at the other guys beside him. “And you owe us an explanation.”
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      An explanation?

      Nerves zipped through me, and I found myself stepping back farther into the room. The four wolves followed me, their mere stature so much bigger and more confident than I ever remembered.

      What kind of damn explanation did I have for leaving them?

      None.

      “My dad made me leave,” I whispered, holding my hands up, as if to show them I wasn’t dangerous. Hell, I didn’t even know why I was doing it. A human like me could never be dangerous to four ruthless wolves like them. “He smashed my phone and moved me across the country.”

      “You didn’t say good-bye,” Darius said.

      Dark skin, a single cuffed earring, and a fade with three-inch dreadlocks, Darius stood a bit stockier than the others. If it wasn’t for his gold family ring that he wore around his right thumb, I wouldn’t have recognized him.

      “I didn’t think I was leaving,” I said.

      “You left on your eighteenth birthday,” Thayer said, his voice deeper than it had been since I’d last seen him.

      Last time I had seen him, he had been skinnier than the other guys, his skin free of any ink or scars and his dark brown hair cut short. But now, tattoos covered his pale skin from head to toe, his hair was messy on top of his head, and he had a large scar that cut straight through his left eyebrow down to his mid-cheek.

      Thayer said the words like they should’ve meant something to me, as they seemed to mean to them.

      “I didn’t have any choice on the matter,” I said, wanting them to believe me.

      “We have been searching for you,” Gaian said, green eyes softening at me. He ran a hand through his dirty-blond scruff. He might’ve been the only one who hadn’t changed as drastically, the calmer and more collected one of the bunch.

      I lowered my hands and sighed softly to myself, hating that Dad had taken me away from them. If it wasn’t for them constantly on my mind for the past four years, I probably wouldn’t have come back. I sure as hell still would’ve been off Dad’s estate though.

      Annoyed slightly because they couldn’t see that this hadn’t been my doing, I turned toward Calder and crossed my arms. “Do you have anything to say to me? Anything you want to get off your chest?”

      Calder and I had never really gotten along. Sure, we tolerated each other, but Calder was always off, learning how to be an alpha with his father. Growing up, he had barely spent any time with me.

      Calder clenched his sharp jaw and growled, “You’re staying at my pack house.”

      My eyes widened. “What?”

      “That’s what I have to say to you,” Calder said, turning on his heel and heading back through the door. “Say good-bye to Maxine. We’re bringing you home with us, so no other guys like that fucker”—he hiked his thumb back to the stairs, where Jaroth had disappeared a couple of moments ago—“can hit on you again tonight.”

      “You know, you don’t get to boss me around now that I’m back,” I said, handing my drink to Darius and following after him with my arms crossed over my chest. “I’m not one of your wolves that you can order to do things and expect me to do them.”

      “Oh, really?” Calder said, stopping at the bottom of the stairs and turning toward me.

      He towered over my body, his frame so much bigger than the other alphas I had seen around town since I had been back.

      I craned my head back and stared up at him, tapping my foot. “That’s right.”

      Before I could react, Calder scooped me up and tossed me right over his shoulder. “Bullshit. You’ll do as I say, Pretty Bird. You’ve been gone for too long.”

      But something deep down told me that there was more than just that. His tone and touch were nothing but possessive, overflowing with jealousy and rage. I scrambled to try to get out of his hold, but he easily walked up the stairs and back into the hazy party.

      “Tell Maxine she’s staying with us,” Calder ordered Gaian, “then get her shit and bring it back to the pack house.”

      “This is not fair!” I shouted, banging on his back. “Let me down! At least let me walk!”

      “No,” he growled, chest rumbling. “You’re not leaving us again, Pretty Bird. You’re ours.”
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        * * *

      

      Forty minutes later, I found myself standing in an empty bedroom with my two suitcases spread on the bed. I looked from my suitcases to the guys who stood in the doorway, all with their arms crossed and their gazes focused on me.

      “If I’m going to live here until I find a place of my own, then I need⁠—”

      “You’re not going to find a place of your own.”

      Ignoring Darius’s comment, I continued, “Then I need some personal space.”

      Calder nodded to my suitcases. “Unpack your shit, then meet us downstairs. We have things to talk about.”

      After successfully pushing them out of the bedroom—where I would supposedly live in forever now—I unpacked my belongings and put away my clothes. This was definitely not how I’d expected my first night back in Durnbone going.

      I’d thought I’d get drunk off Midnight Moon, then sleep with some vampire or something.

      Not this.

      Once I unpacked everything, I placed my diary underneath my pillow and vowed to find a lock to put on it. If they were this forward with me, I didn’t doubt that they would snoop around my stuff at some point. And I would die if they found what was in there.

      “You ready?” Gaian said from the doorway, watching me intently and smiling softly. “I’ve calmed Calder down. We don’t have to talk about anything tonight. It’s just going to be a … reunion of sorts, a time to get reacquainted.”

      “Reacquainted, huh?” I asked, stepping closer to the doorway.

      He paused and stared down at me, those golden eyes still the same. Memories flooded through my mind of the night before my eighteenth birthday, the night before Dad had changed my life forever. The guys and I had played an innocent game of Truth or Dare.

      And the last thing I remembered before falling asleep was Gaian kissing me.

      “Do you remember the last time we got acquainted?” I asked playfully.

      Gaian placed his hand on my back, his touch gentle at first. “I do,” he said, guiding me down the stairs, fingers curling around my shoulder. “But this time, it’s going to be different, Pretty Bird. This time, we all get you.”
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      “Why don’t we play Truth or Dare?” Thayer said, glancing at the guys. “You guys do remember that it was our favorite game to play in high school, don’t you? We can play the adult version since we’re all grown up.”

      “The adult version?” I asked, arching a brow and feeling the warmth grow between my legs. Our Truth or Dare games in high school had gotten a bit freaky, though not as much as I had hoped at the time. “What does the adult version of Truth or Dare entail?”

      “Anything we didn’t do in high school, Pretty Bird.”

      Which translated to anything rated R because we had done almost everything with each other in high school, like grinding against each other at school dances, making out underneath the bleachers, and even getting close to third base.

      Close.

      It never happened. Dad had forced me to leave town before it could ever happen. He didn’t understand the connection that a human girl like me had with these four beasts. He told me that they would destroy me from the inside out.

      He hadn’t known that I wanted them to do that to me all along.

      “Anything rated R,” I clarified, “huh?”

      “If that’s what you want”—Darius curled his lips into a smirk—“then that’s what you’ll get.”

      “Fine,” I said, trying desperately to suppress a smile. “Let’s play.”

      Darius must’ve taken that as the go-ahead to get right into it because as soon as I told the guys I wanted a truth to start off the game, he asked, “What’s your deepest, darkest secret?” instead of an innocent warm-up question, like, What is your favorite color?

      I gnawed on the inside of my cheek. “Before I left, I stole my dad’s most prized possession.”

      What I left out though… was that Dad’s most prized possession was me.

      “Lame,” Gaian shouted. “You have to have something dirtier than that, Pretty Bird.”

      “Don’t forget that we grew up together,” Thayer said. “We know you better than to believe something like that is your darkest secret.”

      My lips curled into a smile, as I desperately tried to fabricate a wild lie that they would believe so I wouldn’t have to tell them the truth. “Would you believe me if I said I burned my dad’s house to ashes?”

      Calder didn’t smile, but the right corner of his lip curled up ever so slightly. Then, he gave me a cold, hard, “No. Now, spill, Pretty Bird.”

      Truthfully, I didn’t have many secrets.

      But I did have one.

      Just the thought of speaking it out loud made my cheeks flush. I glanced at each of them, then to my lap, fumbling with my fingers and swallowing hard. Out of all the times we had moved, all the housekeepers that had come and cleaned my room, nobody had ever figured it out either.

      “She has something,” Calder said, his dark gaze focused on me. Though he was the alpha, he wasn’t as loud as the other guys. He had a darkness inside of him, one that lurked just below the surface, but one that I had never seen completely, just glimpses of. He growled, “What is it?”

      “Can we not?” I whispered. “Please, I’ll answer any other question.”

      “You agreed to the rules. You have to abide by them,” Thayer said.

      Fuck.

      I ran a hand through my hair and cut off all eye contact with them because the more they stared at me, like predators did with their prey, the hotter my body became. This secret wasn’t just anything …

      This secret involved these four wolves in front of me.

      “Come on,” Darius said impatiently. “It can’t be that bad.”

      “Okay, okay,” I started, taking a deep breath and lowering my voice to a mere whisper. “I have a diary with all my sexual fantasies written within the pages.”

      My four werewolf best friends watched me intensely from the middle of the pack house’s living room. I nervously rubbed my sweaty palms together and stared at the wooden floorboards. This wasn’t how I had imagined our reunion.

      I hadn’t seen these guys for four years, since after high school. Now that I was back in Durnbone, we thought we’d play the infamous Truth or Dare game, which had led to so many stolen kisses four years ago.

      Oh, how I should’ve known they’d want me to reveal my deepest, darkest secrets this time around.

      “It’s filled with unspeakable acts, fantasies that I haven’t told anyone about, not even my incubus ex-boyfriend,” I continued, not daring to look up at the guys. Nerves fluttered in my stomach, my cheeks flaming red. “Every time I have a new fantasy, I write it down.”

      “Where do you hide it?” Calder asked.

      “Under my pillow,” I whispered.

      Calder looked at Thayer, who then stood. “Go get it,” Calder said to him.

      My eyes widened slightly, and I went to stand, but Gaian caught my wrist and tugged me back onto the living room floor. I sucked in a deep breath, knowing this Truth or Dare game might’ve been all innocent four years ago, but we were maturer now.

      And I could already feel the tension in the air.

      They wanted to know what kind of fantasies I had. I just wasn’t sure if they were ready to learn that all those dreams were about them, that these past four years had been filled with nothing but thoughts of what I’d let this pack do to me if I ever saw them again.

      It was so wrong. So dirty.

      A couple of moments later, Thayer emerged from the other room with my diary in his hand. He tossed it into my lap, then took his seat beside me. I gripped it against my chest, eyeing my Midnight Moon brew that they had given me earlier, and wondered if I should down it all now.

      “Flip to your favorite one and read it to us,” Darius said.

      “That wasn’t part of the truth,” I said.

      “I don’t care,” Calder said. “Read us your favorite.”

      “You guys are going to be the fucking death of me,” I said between gritted teeth, my heart pounding.

      I really didn’t want to do this, but that drink was really getting to me. I had already finished one entire glass after I put my belongings away.

      I sucked in a deep breath and stared at the leather journal in my lap, my fingers wrapped around its thick spine. This wasn’t how I had expected my first night back to go. After taking another sip of my drink, I opened to the first page and stared at the stupid Table of Contents that I had made.

      What a waste of time.

      I knew exactly what page I needed to flip to. I had read it multiple times a week and touched myself to it, unable to stop myself from imagining the darkest of fantasies finally coming to life one day.

      “Favorite. Page.” Calder’s voice was stern this time, his alpha tone slowly appearing.

      “Fuck it,” I whispered to myself, flipping to page fourteen. “Don’t judge me for this. Please.”

      The guys all watched me carefully, all ears and eyes on me.

      “Entry number fourteen: I want masked men to use my holes for their pleasure.” I stared down at the leather-bound journal in my hands and swallowed hard. My heart pounded inside my chest as I felt the four intense stares from my best friends around me, the mere tension rising in the room by the second. “I want to be their little fucktoy—slapped, degraded, and choked until I’m begging for air.”

      I rested a hand over my throat, feeling my pulse race underneath it. This might’ve been my fourteenth journal entry, but that was only because I hadn’t had the courage before this one to write down something this intense. I’d had this fantasy four years ago, before my dad dragged me away from this town, but I hadn’t written it down until much, much later.

      And these masked men that I spoke about were my best friends.

      “Spit on,” I whispered. “My throat, pussy, and ass all filled at the same time.” I pressed my thighs together, unable to believe I was saying this out loud. “I want to struggle against and be overpowered by four wolves much stronger than me.”

      Once I finished reading the journal entry, I snapped the diary shut and grabbed my glass of brew. I downed it in one go, needing to at least be a little more buzzed before I glanced up and looked into their wolfish eyes.

      They had to know that I was talking about them. That last bit had been a clear giveaway.

      “You’re being really brave tonight, Pretty Bird,” Thayer said with a whistle. “Actually reading an entry aloud after admitting you had a little fuck me book stowed away in your room with notes so fucking dirty that your little mouth got nervous to speak them aloud.”

      Warmth rushed to my core, and I pressed my thighs together, not daring to look up.

      “Give me the journal,” Calder said.

      My eyes widened. “Give you the journal?”

      He held out his large, callous palm. “The journal.”

      “Are you going to keep it?” I asked.

      “For what it’s worth, Pretty Bird, I plan to read every last page of it.”

      Because I had already screwed myself over by reading my favorite journal entry and because I might’ve been a bit too drunk to think straight, I found myself handing over my most precious piece of property. If it fell into the wrong hands, then I would be called Durnbone’s newest whore.

      Being the good girl that I had aimed to be for years, I didn’t want that happening.

      “Don’t give it to anyone else,” I said. “Please.”

      “Oh, listen to you beg, Pretty Bird,” Darius cooed.

      I nervously rubbed my hands together and watched Calder place the book beside him before taking another sip of his Midnight Moon. He looked at Gaian, who looked at Darius, who looked at Thayer.

      Their eyes glazed over the way they always did while they were talking through the mind link, and then, finally, Thayer turned toward me with a smirk so devilish that I knew something terrible would come out of his mouth.

      “You got so tense just now,” he said to me, handing me a blanket from the couch behind us. “Your cunt smells like you haven’t touched yourself in weeks, Pretty Bird. Why don’t you relieve some of that pressure between your legs and show us how loudly you’ll scream for us when we make that little fantasy of yours come true one day?”
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      The blanket barely covered my thighs, but I wrapped it over my legs and tucked it underneath the backs of my thighs, so there would be no chance the guys could catch a glimpse of anything while I stuck a few fingers into my panties.

      Warmth gathered between my legs, and I inhaled sharply. I slipped my hand underneath the blanket and under my dress, inching my legs apart slightly. My pussy ached, the anticipation rising in my core already. This wasn’t supposed to be how our reunion turned out tonight.

      But there was nothing I could do about it now. I had agreed to an innocent game of Truth or Dare, knowing that our Truth or Dare games were never innocent. With them as grown men now, who oozed testosterone, I had known this could happen.

      Deep down, I’d expected it.

      After pushing my panties to the side, I shoved two fingers between my folds. As soon as my fingers touched the sensitive bud, a moan escaped my lips. I hadn’t been able to rub my pussy for days now. Dad had been watching me like a fucking hawk.

      Breath hitching, I slowly rubbed my fingers against my clit. All eyes were on me.

      “Do you … are you sure about this?” I asked nervously.

      Even if they told me to stop, I didn’t think I would.

      “Keep touching yourself, Pretty Bird,” Calder said.

      Swallowing hard, I moved my fingers a bit faster. There were four incredibly sexy, muscular wolves wanting me to masturbate in front of them so they could watch. Every single one of them could tear my body to shreds in a moment’s notice, but I couldn’t seem to care.

      I glanced over at the guys, realizing that I wasn’t the only one turned on. Each one of them had their hand against their crotch, either trying to hide their boner, like Gaian, or slowly stroking himself. Just the thought of them being hard for me made me almost tip over the edge.

      Pressure rose in my core, my heart racing. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. Touching myself in front of my four best friends? That was beyond anything I had ever done before, even with my incubus ex. He had never compared to them.

      The more I rubbed my pussy, the hornier the guys seemed to get. I continued, and before I knew it, Thayer had slipped his hand into his pants, strands of his dark hair falling onto his forehead. I inhaled sharply at the sight, my cheeks flushing.

      “Yes,” I whispered. “Please, continue.”

      Next was Darius to undo his jeans button. I glanced over at him and rubbed my pussy faster. Oh God. If they kept doing this, I was going to come.

      A few moments later, even Gaian began stroking himself inside his pants. My nipples ached. I honestly couldn’t believe this was happening. Maybe this was all some sort of hallucination from one of those Midnight Moons.

      But, hell, I couldn’t stop myself.

      Then, just as I was about to explode, Calder undid his pants and pulled out his huge, hard cock. Staring into Calder’s eyes, I continued to rub my sopping wet cunt.

      “Oh God,” I whispered, tilting my head back and glancing between my four best friends. I moved my fingers even faster against my clit, the pressure rising inside my core. “Fuck, I’m going to … to come.”

      Unable to hold back, I jerked my legs up, spread them a couple more inches apart, and came. My thighs trembled. A cry escaped my parted lips. Pleasure washed over my entire body so hard and so fast that I couldn’t control myself.

      Even after the orgasm passed, I continued rubbing my clit because I knew that with these four guys jerking off to me, I would be able to come another time, to come harder, to come with them.

      So, I pulled the blanket a couple of inches up my thigh and rubbed my clit harder.

      “Just like that,” Thayer said. “Why don’t you pull it up a couple of more inches?”

      Obeying, I pulled the blanket up a bit more and slipped out my left leg, so the blanket still covered my right leg and my throbbing pussy. I curled my toes and threw my head back, biting back another moan. But, fuck, they just stroked their cocks harder.

      “More, Pretty Bird,” he said. “Give us more.”

      My gaze flickered from guy to guy, the sight of their cocks hard because of me almost making me explode again. But I wanted them to come with me, just as I had come a couple of moments ago.

      I ripped the blanket off my body and spread my legs for my four best friends.

      Grunts and growls echoed throughout the room. Canine teeth emerged from underneath their lips, their eyes glowing golden. I rubbed my pussy harder, needing something inside me so badly.

      After I leaned back against the couch, I tugged on my nipple with my free hand and let out another moan. Gaian’s gaze dropped to my tits and cleavage, his pupils dilating and his hand moving faster against his dick.

      Gaian had always loved tits, had touched and groped mine during our Truth or Dare games in high school. I had imagined him sucking on mine so many times these past four years.

      That Midnight Moon must’ve given me a load of fucking confidence because I couldn’t stop myself from undoing a button on my dress, my tits spilling even more out of it. Gaian grunted and looked up at me, canines long and dripping with saliva.

      “Oh my gods,” I whispered, my pussy pulsing.

      “Fuck, I want to blow my load deep in that fucking throat, Pretty Bird,” Thayer grunted, gaze focused on my lips, taking in how I parted them to breathe unsteadily. He clenched his sharp jaw and stroked himself faster. “I want you to choke on my fucking cum.”

      Darius watched my fingers move skillfully around my clit, the way my pussy pulsed over and over on nothingness, waiting to be filled.

      While Darius, Thayer, and Gaian were all staring at my body, Calder was looking at me. Gaze focused on my eyes, he grunted and rolled his eyes back into his head, coming into his hand and relaxing back against the wall.

      I gripped on to Thayer’s shoulder and threw my head back, screaming out in pleasure. Wave after wave rushed through me, my arms and legs going numb for a few moments. It felt so good—so fucking good—so much better than when I would touch myself late at night while everyone at Dad’s estate was asleep.

      But this was wrong. Oh-so wrong.
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      Sina’s underwear lay on my dresser.

      They weren’t from the Truth or Dare game or even from when I had snuck into her bedroom last night. They were from the day I had found out that she had left Durnbone for good with her dad. It was one of the few fucking things we had found of hers left in the house.

      I grasped the panties and tightened my fist around them, her distinct scent rushing through the room. Over the course of the last four years, the smell had faded more and more every single day. But still, it was the only thing I had from her before she had left.

      Inhaling deeply, I relaxed only slightly. Not seeing her for four fucking years had driven me fucking mad. It had been her eighteenth fucking birthday when her asshole of a father tore her away from us. I had waited for that day for years because I knew …

      I knew what Sina meant to us. It was more than just friendship. It always had been.

      After a couple of moments, I glanced at the five a.m. sky outside my window, placed the underwear down on my dresser, and tugged off my shirt to prepare for our morning run. Most of my pack had gone out at four thirty this morning and were flooding back onto pack grounds, but I hadn’t had the damn courage to leave this house.

      What if we came back and she was gone?

      If we left when everyone was back, then no asshole, like Sina’s father, would make it inches onto my land without someone notifying me. Everyone knew that humans weren’t allowed here, especially after what that fucker had done to us after he took Sina away.

      Opening my door, I spotted Gaian, Thayer, and Darius gathered in the hallway, whispering to each other and nodding toward Sina’s closed door. Her soft snoring drifted underneath the wooden door.

      “Let’s let her sleep,” Gaian said, following me down the stairs. “It’s early for her.”

      For a human. Werewolves and monsters were up and ready for the day at this time. Humans, on the other hand, had always been late sleepers—at least, Sina had, ever since we had been children.

      “I’m heading out for a run,” I said, expecting them to follow, like usual. “Come on.”

      Darius followed Gaian, and Thayer looked one last time at Sina’s door before descending the stairs. I walked through the back door as if Sina being here didn’t affect me as much as it did. I didn’t want my pack to know how fucking weak this girl made me.

      It hadn’t even been a fucking day yet, and I could barely hold myself back last night.

      I kicked off my pants and shifted into my wolf, not waiting for the others before I sprinted through the woods. They followed after me, none of us speaking through the mind link or hunting for game, like we usually did.

      Everyone felt it—the tension from Sina just being here.

      Now that she was back in Durnbone, I wanted her father to know that we would never let her go. She might’ve thought she was only our best friend back then, but her father had known she meant more than that to us. That fucker had known and still taken her away.

      I had torn up that fucking house from ceiling to floorboards, trying to find any clue about where he could’ve taken her that day.

      Wind rustled through my fur. I growled and pushed myself harder, wanting the five-mile morning run to be over already. I needed to get back home and read that diary. I hadn’t had a chance last night.

      Once we made it back to the house, we were covered in sweat. I collapsed onto one of the kitchen chairs. Instead of making breakfast together, the guys sat beside me, all skirting around what we really wanted to talk about.

      “So …” Darius said.

      “You got the diary?” Thayer asked bluntly.

      After grabbing it from my bedroom, I tossed it onto the table between the four of us and smirked. The leather-bound book glimmered in the sunlight flooding through the windows, the sweet scent of Sina drifting from the pages.

      “Open it,” I said.

      “You haven’t yet?” Darius asked.

      “No.”

      Gaian stared at the diary uneasily and scratched the back of his head. “I don’t know if we should. I mean, it’s her diary. She already read one of the entries to us last night. I don’t think we⁠—”

      “Come on, Gaian,” Darius said, grabbing the diary from the center. “Did you not smell how horny she got last night while she was reading the entry to us? She wants us to act out those fantasies of hers.”

      Thayer cracked a wicked smile. “To use her.”

      Gaian shifted in his seat. “If we⁠—”

      “Let loose a bit,” Darius said, clutching the diary. “I saw the way you kept staring at her tits last night while she touched herself for us. You guys might’ve had something more innocent in high school, but it’s been four years. I bet she wants to fuck you just as much as you want to fuck her.”

      Gaian pressed his lips together, then grimaced, not refuting a word Darius had just said.

      “Open the diary,” I ordered.

      Darius laid the diary flat on the kitchen table and opened it to the first page after the Table of Contents. We all, even Gaian, leaned forward to read Entry #1. It was dated a day before her eighteenth birthday.

      This is wrong. This is so wrong.

      I shouldn’t be thinking these dirty things about my best friends, but I can’t stop. Every time I see their faces, I can’t help but imagine them inside me, pinning and restraining me, using toys on me until I come over and over, fucking me out in public behind The Cane Diner dumpster during the daytime.

      One Sunday morning, I’ll get the courage to bring them back there and kneel on the gravel in front of Thayer to take his cock down my throat, press my tits together so Gaian can fuck them because I always catch him staring, spread my legs for Darius to play with my clit as he fucks my ass from behind, and even rile Calder up enough for him to claim me.

      Gods, I want them all to claim me.

      A growl ripped out of my throat, my wolf awakening.

      He had already been on edge since we had seen Sina at that party last night, but now, he was wide awake, ready to do whatever the hell we needed to do to keep Pretty Bird here and ours. No fucking way we would lose her again. She didn’t know what she meant to us.

      And when her father came back to Durnbone to try to take her away for a second time, she’d be full with our pups. We would make sure of it. After reading the first damn entry in her little diary, it was clear as fucking day that she wanted us just as badly.

      Her father would have no other choice than to accept it or else I’d kill him.
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      Fuck.

      I stared up at the bland white ceiling and grasped my pounding head, my stomach twisting and turning from the Midnight Moon I’d had last night. Slowly, I sat up and glanced around the room, my lips turning into a frown.

      This was the first night that I’d slept in a bed since I had run away from Dad’s estate. It was much needed, a good time to relax. And, fuck, that dream I’d had last night of the four guys taking my diary was wild, telling me that they’d one day reenact all my fantasies and then me masturbating in front of them.

      After swallowing hard, I pressed my legs together and pulled the blankets over to cover my body. Embarrassment washed over me, my cheeks flushing. If that had actually happened, I would die right on the spot.

      But that would be a great new fantasy to place in my diary.

      I slipped my hand underneath my pillow, where I had hidden the journal after I moved into Calder’s pack house, and reached for it. But it wasn’t there. I tore the pillow off the mattress and threw it to the other side of the room. Nothing.

      My heart raced, and I jumped out of bed.

      Oh no. No. No. No. No. No.

      From my bed, to the dressers, to under the damn rugs, I searched for that diary like my life fucking depended on it. Because it did. But the more I searched, the less and less hope I had of finding the damn thing.

      If I really had given them that journal last night, then they knew all my secrets.

      Every single last fantasy.

      I needed to get it back before they read it in its entirety.

      After pulling on a silky lilac robe that I might’ve stolen from Dad’s home, I tied it around my waist and stuck my head out my bedroom door. The guys all had separate rooms, but their doors were wide open.

      Creeping down the hall, I glanced in all their rooms and found nobody. My gaze landed upon the last door at the end of the hallway, which was Calder’s. He had to have stolen my diary, because he was the most possessive and crazy one of them all. He must’ve had it in there somewhere.

      I looked around one last time to make sure that nobody was watching, then stepped into the large room. Twice the size of my room with a king-size bed, dressed in a black comforter in the center of the room, Calder’s room looked like it fit more than just an alpha.

      Spotting a pair of panties lying on the dresser, I clenched my jaw. Who the fuck did those belong to? I should’ve freaking known that he would turn into one of those typical alpha-holes that Dad had warned me about.

      After scrunching my nose, I forced myself to look away from them and searched his room for the journal, cautiously preparing myself for more female items lying around here. Thankfully, I didn’t find anything else, but I also didn’t find that freaking journal either.

      I walked out of the doorway, careful to leave Calder’s room exactly how it had been—even with those freaking panties glaring at me—and then headed back down the hallway toward the stairs. Four distinct male voices drifted from the first floor.

      “Fuck,” I whispered to myself, heart pounding. “I need to get that diary.”

      I didn’t want to face them in the slightest, but I needed to get it as quickly as possible. Another minute that I waited was another minute they could be reading about my deepest and darkest desires.

      Hell no.

      While I might’ve been best friends with them at some point, I barely knew them now. And that was far too embarrassing.

      Once I descended the steps, I took a deep breath and entered the kitchen, where Gaian was at the stove, cooking some bacon while Darius made waffles. Calder and Thayer sat at the table, chatting loudly with each other. They were all completely shirtless with a thin layer of sweat covering their swollen muscles. At least, they had been talking with each other, but when I walked into the room, they snapped their mouths shut and looked over at me, even Gaian.

      “Good morning,” I said, trying to keep my voice strong. I begged myself to ask where the diary was, but I didn’t want to say the words out loud. I didn’t want them to know how important that journal was to me.

      “Morning,” Thayer said.

      “Sleep well?” Gaian asked.

      “Yes,” I said quickly.

      At one point in my life—four years ago, to be exact—I had been so comfortable with them, even with the most uncomfortable things, like my period. Hell, they had bought me pads from the shops down in Durnbone when I needed them.

      But now … everything had changed. We had changed.

      I teetered from foot to foot, my cheeks flushing. “So, I, um …”

      “Spit it out,” Calder said, staring at me intensely.

      Narrowing my eyes at him, I cleared my throat. “I need my diary back.”

      The guys all looked at each other, none of them making a single move to say anything. In fact, they all returned to chatting with each other and stabbing at the waffles and bacon whenever Gaian placed it on the table.

      Gaian handed me a plate and urged me toward the only empty seat. “Eat.”

      Hesitantly, I pulled my robe together even further, noticing the way they all glanced over at me one at a time, eyes lingering on my chest. I loathed the way that my core warmed. I was supposed to be getting the diary back, not thinking about getting railed by four beasts the same exact way I’d fantasized.

      One taking me from behind, grasping my hips and smacking my ass. One sucking on and playing with my tits. One forcing his cock deep into my throat and fucking me until I begged him to stop. One biting into my neck with his large canines as he pumped into me.

      I pressed my thighs together tighter and cursed at myself.

      Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

      “Pretty Bird,” Thayer growled, “if you don’t stop that, I’m going to eat you for breakfast.”

      Cheeks flushing harder, I cursed at myself for being so fucking embarrassing and desperately tried to calm myself. This was not how I’d expected this conversation to go, but I couldn’t help it. I had fantasized about them for far too long.

      “Do you guys have my diary?” I asked, staring at the granite tabletop.

      “Do you mean this?” Calder said, pulling the leather-bound book off his lap and holding it up toward me with a wide smirk and dangerously dark eyes.

      “Yes,” I said, my heart skipping a beat, “that.”

      When he went to open it, I stood up and reached across the table to grab it, my robe falling open slightly. He pulled it just out of reach, smirk widening, and glanced down at my tits, just barely covered with silk fabric.

      “Oh, come on, Pretty Bird,” Calder teased. “You’re going to have to try harder than that.”

      I gritted my teeth. “Calder, this isn’t funny. Give it to me.”

      “No. It’s ours now.”

      “It’s mine!”

      “She’s sexy when she’s angry,” Darius said, leaning back in his seat.

      “I’d put that mouth right back in its place,” Thayer said, flicking his tongue over a lip ring near the corner of his mouth.

      Hell, what had I gotten myself into?

      Calder leaned forward toward me, matching my intense glare, and smirked. “I told you last night, and I’ll tell you again. We plan to read every last page of your little book, but if you keep acting out … then we’ll have to take matters into our own hands.”

      “And how’ll you do that?” I asked, fingers paling on the table.

      After pushing out his chair, he tucked the diary close to his side. “Tonight. Nine p.m.”
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      “They stole my diary!” Sina whispered to someone over the phone.

      I leaned closer to her door and grabbed the handle, wanting to barge right in before the guys came back from planning what we’d do to Sina tonight. But I didn’t want to overstep. This was the first time that Sina had gotten any alone time since this morning. Calder had been a bitch about not letting her out of anyone’s sight.

      “So?” the girl said over the phone. “It’s just a diary.”

      “It is not just any diary, Maxine!”

      After glancing over my shoulder and down into the empty living room, I realized I needed to talk to Sina now. Calder, Darius, and Thayer would be back very soon with a plan and some supplies for tonight.

      Without knocking, I pushed open the door and walked into the room. Sina paced nervously around, her hair thrown up into a high ponytail and her eyes wide.

      When she saw me, she gnawed on the inside of her lip. “I have to go, Maxine. I’ll talk to you later.”

      She shut off the phone and gently placed it on her nightstand, watching me curiously from the other side of the room. “I thought you went out with the other guys,” she said, glancing from me to the door. “Are you all back?”

      “No,” I said, shutting the door behind me and inhaling her sweet scent, which drove my wolf wild. “They’re still out. I decided to stay behind because I wanted to … talk to you.” Hell, I wanted to do more than just that, but I didn’t admit that out loud. Not yet anyway.

      “What are you guys planning for tonight?” she asked, fiddling with a button on her shirt.

      I couldn’t stop myself from dropping my gaze to her tits. The longer I stayed in this room with her, the fucking crazier my wolf howled inside me. He wanted to get out and see her again. It had been too fucking long.

      She moved closer to me. “It’s something from my diary, isn’t it?”

      “Maybe,” I said, glancing down at her.

      She was inches from me now, and I felt like I couldn’t breathe or else my wolf would take full control of me—ripping off her shirt, bending her over the bed, and sucking her tits until she came all over my throbbing cock.

      I wasn’t going to tell her what we were planning. I just wanted to make sure she was okay with it. These were her fantasies after all, but still, we had just only met again. So much could’ve changed these past four years.

      “You came up here to see if I was okay,” she said, almost as if she knew. A small smile stretched across her face. “You never change.” She nudged me. “If it’s something from my diary, I think … I think I’ll be okay with it. If I’m not and it gets to be too much for me, I’ll say … vampire.”

      “Vampire,” I repeated, feeling my canines extend, the saliva pooling in my mouth, from just looking at her.

      She stayed quiet for a long time, then looked down and shuffled her feet. “I’m okay with it, but I am nervous. It’s just … some of those things are so personal. I never thought that you or any of the guys would ever read something like that from me. I’m so embarrassed.”

      “There’s no reason to be embarrassed,” I said to make her feel better.

      I was just so desperate, so desperate for her to stay, so desperate for her to say yes and agree to what we were about to do to her. She was all that I had thought about these past four years.

      “But now, you know …” She stepped even closer to me, and my breath hitched. “You know what I like. You know what I’ve been thinking about. You know that …” She took my hands and placed them on her hips, the way she had done the night before she left. “You know that I haven’t stopped thinking about that night, about our last Truth or Dare game. Do you remember it?”

      “Do I remember it?” I asked, my voice a whisper. “Of course I remember it.”

      “Do you remember what you did?”

      I took another shaky breath and moved my hands a couple of centimeters up her smaller waist, my gaze drifting down to her full breasts. “Yes,” I said with a gulp, letting a small rumble from my wolf escape my mouth.

      “Tell me what happened that night. I want to hear it from your point of view.”

      “It was the night before your eighteenth birthday, and we were playing Truth or Dare. High school had been over for almost two months, but we still played those silly games. That night, you looked over at me and smiled, your pearly-white teeth glinting under the moonlight.”

      I gripped her waist harder. “I was so taken aback by how beautiful you were. When Thayer dared me to kiss you in the hallway closet, I was so nervous. So fucking nervous. We snuck into the dark, cramped space and stood quietly with each other for a few long moments. I knew Thayer wanted me to do more than just kiss you.”

      Those guys had known that if any one of us had a chance to really break the ice and do more than just make out with and touch Sina at that time, it was me. She had trusted me then, like she trusted me now.

      “You placed my hands around your waist, like you did just now, and trailed them up the curves of your fucking amazing body to your breasts, making me grope them.”

      “Why?” she whispered.

      “Because,” I said, claws lengthening. My wolf emerged, and I groped one of her breasts roughly, unable to fit the whole thing in my hand. “You always knew how much I fucking loved these tits.”

      My cock hardened inside my pants.

      Sina took an unsteady breath.

      I had been so embarrassed that night, but things had changed since then. I never admitted out loud that I liked her or that I thought about her late at night while I lay in bed with my hand around my cock, stroking until I came to the thought of watching Sina’s tits bouncing as I fucked them.

      “You moved closer to me in that small closet and trailed your hands down my abdomen, sinking one of them into my pants. When you felt my hard-on, you moaned into our kiss and moved your body closer to mine.”

      Another growl exited my throat.

      “That was one of the first times I smelled how much your cunt was dripping wet for me.”

      And she had smelled damn fucking good, like she did now.

      Only problem was that I didn’t want to ruin our friendship because I liked her so fucking much. Almost too much. If I lost her, I didn’t know what I would do.

      But the next day, after that last game, I had lost her. We all had.

      “All I’ve thought about for the past four years is what could’ve happened if Darius hadn’t opened that closet door on us,” she said, pressing her thighs together. “I would’ve let you fuck me in there.”

      My eyes widened slightly, my teeth aching to sink into her neck.

      “If that’s what you’re planning to do tonight, then don’t hold back this time, Gaian. I want you to do what you want to do to me before something happens, before my father comes searching for me and tries to take me away from you four wolves again.”

      “You’ve been gone for too long,” I growled. “You don’t ever get to leave now.”

      I might’ve been the nice guy, but I hadn’t come up here to tell her to leave or even prepare for tonight.

      For the past four years, my only goal had been to find her again. She would never leave us again, not even if she begged to go. Not one of us would allow it. We had gone years without our mate, years without our best friend.

      Tonight, I had come up here to warn her that we weren’t the same guys that she had left. Now, we fully understood what she meant to us, and we would do anything to keep her safe. Even if that meant killing her father.
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      “Run,” one of my best friend’s whispered into my ear, voice gruff under a skeleton mask that hid his entire head—both his face and his hair. He wrapped his leather-gloved hands around my arms and pulled me back to him, letting me feel his hardness throbbing against his dark and baggy jeans. “Run away from us, Pretty Bird. Try not to get caught,” he growled low against my neck. “You know what happens when we catch you, don’t you?”

      I swallowed hard and nodded. I knew exactly what happened.

      Entry #15.

      Calder, Thayer, Darius, and Gaian hadn’t planned just any diary entry, but one of the most elaborate, detailed fantasies that I had been dreaming about forever. It was one of multiple, where they were masked completely so I couldn’t see who was touching me where. The only thing I had to tell them apart was their voices.

      The wolf pushed me out into the forest, where the other three men were lurking, waiting for me to run past them so they could snatch me deep into the night and take me like I wanted.

      “You have one minute to get as deep into the woods as you can before we come get you. Time starts now, Pretty Bird.”

      My heart beat against my chest, and I sprinted hard and fast through the woods, following the normal path we had created for easy travels when we were young for a solid thirty seconds before I knew I needed to break away. I didn’t want them to catch me so quickly. I wanted this chase to be just that—a long and hard chase.

      But I knew it wouldn’t be that way. With their werewolf senses, they’d be able to smell my scent anywhere I tried to hide. Whether it was in a tree, in a cave, in the mud, they’d find me.

      I counted the seconds in my mind as I jumped over fallen branches and tree stumps and sprinted around Cedar Hill. Ten seconds. I had ten seconds to run before they started to come find me.

      Though they knew this forest like the back of their hand, I didn’t know where I was going. I had been gone for far too long, and my human legs would only take me so far and so fast. I could’ve been running around the same space for the past minute for all I knew.

      Four ruthless howls erupted through the forest. My heart raced, my core warming at the sound. This was really happening. All my dirty fantasies were finally coming true. My best friends were going to find me and fuck me hard.

      Running as fast as I could through the forest, I heard someone’s quick footsteps behind me. My heart was racing inside my chest as the wind whipped my hair back. Before I could get another ten feet, he wrapped his arms around my waist, tumbling with me onto the ground.

      I turned onto my stomach and tried crawling out of his grip, leaves and branches digging into my forearms.

      He pulled me back to him with just one of his hands locked around my right hip and growled deeply in my ear, canines brushing against my neck, “You’re not going anywhere, Pretty Bird. We’ve got you now.”

      Throwing me over his shoulder, he walked with me back toward the property and let out another howl, signaling that he had found me. I squirmed in his hold and scratched his back through his thick black sweatshirt, trying so desperately to break free from him.

      “Try to get away all you want. We’ll find you again, and again, and again.”
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      When we reached the pack house, the three men were standing around—arms crossed over their chests, masks covering their faces, everything so utterly unrecognizable. The wolf who had found me gripped my waist and tossed me through the air toward another masked wolf.

      He caught me in his arms, his growl lower and deeper inside my ear, sending shivers down my spine. He took me into the house, locked all the doors, and placed me on my knees between the four of them.

      “Let’s get this off her,” one of them said, ripping my shirt right down the center. My bare breasts bounced out of it, and his leather-gloved hand squeezed one roughly as he growled, “Fuck, Pretty Bird. I’ve been wanting to see these for so long.”

      I remembered my conversation with Gaian earlier and the way he had grabbed me so ruthlessly. The thought of him finally taking me, finally touching me, made warmth explode all over my body.

      Another one crouched beside me and ran his razor-sharp claws lightly down the front of my throat. I had seen the guys ruthlessly rip out the throats of wolves far stronger than me before. He could tear mine out within a damn moment if he wanted to.

      “Don’t move, Pretty Bird.” The sharp talons were running so gently against my neck, over my veins, right in the places where wolves marked their mates. With one finger, he ran his claw down the center of my chest and drew the letters CP for Caspin Pack between my breasts.

      The CP on my skin was red and raised, but it marked me as theirs.

      The masked wolf to my right snatched my chin and jerked his huge cock against my lips. “Open up, Pretty Bird. We’re going to stuff you full, just like your slutty little mouth asked.”

      When I opened my mouth, he slammed his cock into it, hit the back of my throat, and stilled. My lips were pressed against his hips, my eyes watering. I tried pulling my head back to breathe, but he smacked the back of my head with his hand and forced me even closer.

      I opened my mouth wider and tried so desperately to breathe, my cheeks flushing. After smacking the back of my head once more, he snatched a fistful of my hair and yanked me back. Spitting up saliva, I gasped for air, my chest rising and falling.

      “You’re not finished,” he said, collapsing onto the couch and pulling me between his legs. He forced my head down on his cock again, this time closing his fingers over my nose so I couldn’t breathe out of it. “Take it like the filthy slut you wanted to be tonight, Pretty Bird.”

      Bouncing my head on his cock, I stared up at him with wide eyes and pushed my hands against his thighs, trying to get away. Yet two of the other masked men grabbed my hands and wrapped them around their hard, throbbing cocks. I stroked them back and forth, my breasts pressed together against the couch.

      “Spit between your tits,” one said, pulling himself out of my mouth.

      I let a wad of spit drip from my lips onto my chest and between my tits. The masked man stood up from the couch, grabbed a fistful of my hair, and used it to turn me around. He lay on the floor and tugged me onto his lap. Positioning himself underneath me, he pushed his cock up into my pussy, and I screamed out for him.
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