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Preface

Note to readers.

 

This book is one of the first stories I ever completed before I went public with my writing. Lady Gold’s story was one of my original wrestling stories that I decided to rewrite as a Lycan sports romance to go along with several of my other stand-alone shifter/fighter novels. 

 

You might find it’s not as advanced stylistically as my more recent works, but I wanted to keep it as close to the original as possible while updating it as best as I could. Like all authors, I’ve come a long way since I started, and I hope you’ll look over anything I may have missed in editing and enjoy the tale of Anna and Fallon’s love story as is. I’m sure you’ll find Fallon to be a biker bad boy with a heart of gold and love the adventure of their fated romance. 

 

Happy Reading!

 




Chapter 1

Sweating, dry heaves, and the overwhelming feeling of pressure in his chest; Fallon was sure he was having a heart attack. Yet, he knew full well it was just the effects of the hangover from the night before. Proof of a drunken stupor left behind with the remnants of the fifth of Jack Daniel’s by his bedside. The flashbacks from his years in the Lycan military didn’t help to aid in the much-needed sleep that night, either. The memories of the battle that had put his warrior wife in a wheelchair after they fought in Wolfbane Wars, still lingered in his mind as he reached to take another swig of his whiskey.

Memories of his parent's murders by the rival wolf pack weighed heavy on his heart as well. He hated werewolves and for damn good reason. They were murderous bastards who were only out for themselves, killing at moment’s notice.

 It seemed those young years fighting for his people only brought him heartache. Even at that moment, leaning over a trash can at his bedside, he’d do it all over again when remembering his father’s words to him; the most important honor in a shifter's life is to fight to protect the pack. And he agreed. His years in the military were rough, but the battle win allowed him and his daughters safe refuge from the horrors that faced his back in those days. His people were safe, and the pack had been at peace for years. 

Yes, those years in the Lycan army were honorable in his eyes. Although, at times he blamed the PTSD he carried as the reason for lost years that he could have spent in the ring as a famous Lycan prize fighter. Deep down, he knew the drinking wasn’t going to help get him back in the fighting arena, but here he was, taking a swing of the leftover whiskey to dull the pain of losing his loved ones to the war all those years ago. It was just making things worse, and he knew it. For years, he seemed to be keeping it all together, but the dark truth was, he was just a Lycan man with the weight of the world on his shoulders; a father of two, and a life spiraling out of control. 

Trying to keep a brave face for his brother and sister, and more importantly his adopted twin daughters, he knew something had to change. He was a retired prize battle fighter and felt he still had some fight left in him but struggled to find a way back to the career he loved. Being a warrior in a war was one thing, but the cheers of the battleground fans were his bread and butter. He let go of his dreams too soon and regretted the day he laid down his battle gear in the middle of the arena for the Lycan world to see. 

It was just a few months after his retirement that Lycan’s came out to humans, and life was thriving as his kind became protectors of humankind. It was a perk that many of the shifters become celebrity icons, including himself as once a top fighter. Now, while Fallon was sitting there wallowing in his past, yearning for recognition for his talents, his friends and family flourished. 

Since the wolf clans had gone mainstream to the human public, the pressure on him had become even more strenuous when clips of his time in the battlegrounds were highlighted daily on the All-Lycan television network. It just reminded him of a happier time as a prized fighter with his wife and children standing ringside, cheering him on. What should be a happy experience, only brought back painful memories of loss.

He was once the top guy at Ritual-X, the most prestigious Lucan fight club in the world. A mix of MMA, and pro wrestling, with a hint of old-world Lucan fighting. It quickly became a hit amongst Lycans and humans alike. Now, even though he was retired, he couldn’t shake the feeling he need to go back to prove to the world he was still the best of the best. After all, he was in the prime of his life.

He had made the decision to leave his dream job after his wife’s passing, but was having major regrets as of late, and was desperately wanting to return to the ring. 

He thought retirement would be an easy transition, considering his brother was the Alpha of the tribe now. The bigger part of the Danes family had settled into a comfortable, normal life, but this wasn’t who Fallon was. He needed the thrill of the fight while his brother seemed to be happy with running their pack. Even as acting Beta, Fallon wasn’t finding many thrills in that.

Most days, he would sit in his Tennessee mansion cabin alone, drinking his sorrows away. After all, he was still the top wrestler in Ritual-X history, and there was no reason for the man to be sitting on the sidelines watching the action on TV. Sure, he was getting a little older, but he was in the best shape of his life. Fighters often retired early, but maybe he jumped the gun.

When he looked at the mirror across the room from his king-size bed, he didn’t even recognize the man looking back at him anymore. The room was in shambles, with dirty clothes thrown everywhere. It reeked from the stench of food takeout boxes, and a blanket hung over the window blocking out any light to brighten the place. Since he lost his wife, Celeste, six months ago, his life had been in a tailspin that seemed to get darker by the day. Jumping from one woman’s bed to another was not helping to fill the void, succumbing to the fact he was now alone. 

When the phone rang, Fallon groaned to himself as he went to pick it up. “What?” he answered with a scowl, grabbing the whiskey bottle, and swirling the remaining contents around.

“Wow. Is that how you greet your brother-in-law?”

“Sorry. I had a rough night last night.”

Chase, now the owner of Ritual-X, let out a frustrated breath through the phone. “I heard. Your girls are with Elias. Your brother is ready to kick your ass for getting drunk around them again, and so is your sister. You’re lucky my wife had me call because she’s furious with you. Elias wants me to talk to you because he said if he does it, he’ll beat the fuck out of you. I’m in town to check out some new talent at the training center and am on my way to your place now. I’ll be there in half an hour, so get showered and grab a cup of coffee to sober your ass up.”

“What is this, a fucking intervention? Why are my girls with Elias?”

“We’ll talk about that when I get there. Try to pull your shit together because we have a lot to talk about.”

“Fine. I’ll leave the front door open. Let yourself in,” he said as he tipped the rest of the liquor to his lips, downing it in one gulp. “Don’t get your hopes up trying to fix me.” 

“Whatever, just get ready.”

Slapping down the phone on his bed, Fallon went to pull himself into a shower. Turning on the faucet, he just let the steam and warm water flow over his head and down his face, wondering what was so important that Chase was coming to see him. He didn’t much feel like talking but knew his sister’s husband wouldn’t be there if it wasn’t important. He didn’t go anywhere without his wife.

Thirty minutes later, Fallon leaned over his kitchen table, sipping on his third cup of coffee, black. The clicking of dress shoes on the tile floor told him his brother-in-law had just walked in. 

“I let the fur ball of a dog out. He was about to piss on your floor. I still think it’s odd that a Lycan has such a fu-fu little ankle biter as a pet,” Chase said as he stepped into the kitchen. “Damn, man. You look like shit.”

Looking up over his coffee cup, he groaned. “What the fuck do you want? I have shit to do today. The grass hasn’t been mowed and my motorcycle needs a new carburetor.”

Taking himself to the coffee machine, Chase shook his head, finding the pot empty. “Shit, did you drink the whole pot?” he asked, ready to make more.

“Why are you here, Chase? The only time you come around like this without Allora is when something’s wrong.” 

Putting the empty pot in the sink, Chase knew he had to quit stalling. Going to sit at the table, he glanced at the large, biker-looking Lycan in the eyes and shook his head. “You seriously do look like shit. Your girls are worried sick, and apparently for good reason.”

“They know I’m just stressed.”

“Stressed, I get. But you got shit-face drunk last night. You don’t ever get drunk around the girls until the last few weeks, so what happened? The chick that you picked up from the bar walked out of your room last night and was fucking wasted, too. She scared the girls, and they called your brother, crying.” 

“What chick? I wasn’t with anyone last night.”

“For gosh sake, man. You don’t even know who you slept with last night?”

Thinking back, he did remember dancing with a woman but didn’t remember bringing her home. “Shit. My girls saw that?”

“Yeah, they did. Listen, we need to talk about them. They’re teenagers and just lost their mom a few months ago from an infection in her legs. They didn’t exactly have a good life as kids before you and Celeste adopted them. They don’t deserve to have a drunken deadbeat father all over again.”

“What the fuck, Chase? Are you calling me a bad father?”

“No. I know you’re a good dad, and normally don’t even drink unless it’s a beer here and there. You’ve been on a downward spiral since you lost Celeste. Then you started dating our rival company’s daughter—daughters, knowing their dad is an Alpha of their pack. He hates our fucking guts since your brother exposed our kind to the humans. You’ve pretty much run out of Rockwell women to go through and really could have screwed up our truce agreement with them with the shit you pulled. You know how protective they are over their little princesses.”

“I made a mistake, okay? You don’t know the shit I’ve been through.”

Chase dropped his head with a sigh. “I know, Fallon. You’ve been through more in your life than one man should ever have to. I have to be honest. The depression you’ve been dealing with has been going on for years and I hate seeing you hide it. You can’t hold all that in, brother. I know you’re a tough guy, but no one can just hold in the shit that you have. You’re PTSD from being in the Wolfbane Wars, your parents’ murders, losing the love of your life, then becoming a single dad. That’s a lot to handle.”

“I’m doing all right,” he grumbled, swishing around the last bit of coffee in his cup.  

“Are you? Because your girls asked Elias if they can live with him and Maggie. Not to mention the pack is worried you can’t handle being the Beta.”

Fallon’s head whipped up to look at Chase. Instantly he felt the hangover and grabbed his head. “Fuck. Why would they do that? So, my girls don’t want to live with me anymore and now the pack is ready to throw in the towel. What else can go wrong? I might as well fucking end it if I can’t even care for my own kids.”

“Don’t talk like that. It’s just temporary until you get some help. I have a suggestion to get you out of this rut.”

Fallon, feeling tears ready to flow, got red-faced from trying to hold back his emotion. That was his way. Other than the obvious love and affection for family, he never let anyone know when he was upset or hurt. He was the provider and protector; weakness wasn’t even an option in his eyes. A trait passed down from his father that was equally a blessing and a curse.

Chase continued, “We have a staff therapist now at Ritual-X, and you need to get back in the fighting ring. One last big run with the Dark Order would be good for you, and so would talking to someone about your depression.”

“How the hell can we do that when my brother is now the Alpha? He’s not going to go back to battle fighting, right? He’s a suit and tie man now.” 

“For his brother, he will. Elias decided that Alpha and Beta as celebrity fighters is good for publicity and will show dominance to other packs. You know him. He just took over Alpha so he could help the town get back on its feet after the old Alpha was arrested for siding with the were-pack. He has no real interest in Lycan politics, and we always thought you would be the one to take on the role of Alpha. Things are better now, and he doesn’t need to be so hands-on when the counsel makes all the calls, anyway. Allora and Maggie are ready to bring the Dark Order back as well if it means helping you get out of this funk and get some help. We’re all in, bro. It’s your call.”

“And my girls?”

“They will live with Elias until the end of the school year, then they want to go on the road with us and Ritual-X for the summer.” Smiling, Chase added, “They want their dad to train them to be the youngest Lycan female tag team in history. They’re good, Fallon, and Maggie agreed to homeschool them if you let them start training full-time. Your sister has been training them, and I think those teen pups could be the next generation of the Dark Order.”

“Well, they could get a better education with Maggie than that school they go to. She’s smart as a whip.” With a half-smile, he looked into his coffee cup. “They always wanted to be just like their old dad. I’m not fooling anyone here, Chase. I’m getting older. I don’t have it in me to be doing the shit I did in my heyday.”

He agreed. Chase wasn’t exactly a young shifter himself, but none of them were getting old. “None of us can do what he did ten years ago, but it’s not like you’re an old man. You’re only in your late thirties.”

“I’m forty, asshole,” Fallon grumbled over his coffee cup before taking the last drink and slamming it down on the table. 

“Damn, you are old,” Chase teased. “Bro, I think if you do this, you might find a way to get your life back on track. I think it’s what Celeste would want for you. We want to see you happy and have one more run to show you truly are the best there ever was.”

Nodding, he couldn’t argue with that fact. “How long do I have before I can get back in the ring?”

“You tell me. I’m just here as moral support.”

Taking a moment to think, he really did want to get back in the ring. Battle fighting years didn’t last long because it was hard on a fighter's body, but he was as tough as they come. 

Taking a slow breath of reason, he agreed.  “Okay. I’ll let the girls finish the school year with my brother. It’s only a month before summer break, anyway. In the meantime,” taking another breath, “I could stand seeing that therapist of yours. If anything, I just want to show my girls I’m not giving up on them. I feel like shit about what happened last night, and I know I can’t keep going like this. I need something to work toward, and tuning up the old bike every day isn’t cutting it.”

“There you go, brother. You’re a natural-born leader and the strongest guy I know. I know you can do this.”

“I guess I just needed a kick in the ass, huh?”

“Kids will do that to ya. Now, get up. We’re heading to the gym.”

“The hell I am.” He growled. “I am fucking tired and hungover. I’ll go tomorrow.”

“Nope. I’m the boss and you’re still under a legacy contract. So, get your old ass up, and let’s work the liquor out of you. It’s payback for letting those girls worry about you.”

“I hate you. You know that, right?”

Standing to pull Fallon with him, he chuckled. “Eh. You can hate me more when I’m making you run sprints. You can take your anger out on the punching bags later.”

 

 


Chapter 2

Anna Gold was growing sick of what she was enduring at Fight Core, a human-Lycan street fighter club based on pro wrestling. She was the biggest star in the second-largest fight show in television history. One of the few humans to be able to stand her ground against powerful Lycans, Anna held her own. 

Unfortunately, her talent manager was insufferable. Although having her best interest at heart, Grayson was always pressuring her about not revealing who she was to the public to keep the illusion of her mysterious golden empress persona. She wished it was for the job that he forced her to stay in her golden cage, but the reality was far grimmer.

“I hate this stupid metal mask,” she said, adjusting it over her mouth.

She felt exotic in the golden queen costumes, but it was depressing to not be able to show her face to fans, or anyone backstage, for that matter. It was lonely being forced to separate herself from everyone, day in and day out. The rumors that she was disfigured under the mask were even more of a torment, scarring her emotionally. No one knew it was just Grayson’s idea of keeping her protected from her past. 

Since the announcement of Lycan’s living amongst humans, the rumors were worse now, with fans thinking she could be any type of monster. Truth was, she was just a human girl trying to live her life as best she could. 

The gold of her stage image was the only thing that represented who she truly was, a stunning beauty, inside and out. Only a handful of people knew what she looked like under the golden costumes and gilded mask, and it was becoming her prison as the days passed into weeks. 

At times, Anna felt like she was living a double life. At home, she was a nobody. Then there was the mysterious woman behind the mask and the dominant force on stage. 

Fans saw her as the Fight Core version of the famous Dark Order sister, Allora Danes, which she was proud of. Even being a rival fight company, she looked up to the Laycan fighter. Anna, aka Lady Gold, loved Allora and saw her as the one person who changed the face of women’s battle fighting. 

The feisty female wrestler wasn’t only her idol, she was the sister to Anna’s long-time crush, Fallon Danes. She once thought he was just a regular run-of-the-mill wrestler. When she found out that he was really a Lycan hidden in plain sight, it gave her even more of a thrill. The idea of being ravaged by a sexy Lycan man made her toes curl. 

It was crazy of her to fall for a guy she didn’t even know, so Anna would just admire him from afar, and listen to stories from others who knew him. The Danes family was the epitome of what she had once dreamed her career to be. Since the rise of Lycan battle fighting came mainstream, her fighting carrier has skyrocketed. Being held under the mask, she couldn’t even enjoy it. 

Five years in the business and the legendary Lady Gold were still waiting to be free of the chains of her past. The chance of her ever having a relationship again was far out of reach. Being with a sexy Lycan man was unheard of in her position, at least until the man who was the center of her torment was out of the picture, and she could get her life back.

A knock came to the door and Luka Oliver, co-owner of Fight Core, peeked his head in. “Ready for the show, Anna? We have a full house tonight.”

“Ready as I’ll ever be, sir. Luka, when can I take the mask off? It’s hard to wrestle when I can’t see what the hell I’m doing. Grayson promised it was only temporary, but he keeps making me keep it on.”

“Soon, sweetie. Soon. I know you hate it, but it’s for your own good. We’re just trying to keep you safe; you know that.”

“I know,” she said with disappointment.

“It’s going to be okay, Goldie. I promise I’ll talk to him about it again.” With a nod of sad understanding, Luka softly closed the door behind him.

Standing to look at herself in the mirror, she didn’t even recognize the woman before her. Even when the veil was taken away, would she even remember who she once was?

Not long after Luka left, a cleaning person stepped into Anna’s locker room to take out the trash. She shyly said hello while the man remained eerily silent. 

Noticing he had lingered a little too long, his back was always turned, giving her chills. The man suspiciously peeked over his shoulder, and she assumed he was trying to see if she was a monster or a girl under the mask. It was typical at this point for people to speculate.

When she spoke again, asking if he was all right, a sly grin crept across his face. 

“Where has my sexy lady been? Look at you trying to hide under that piece of tin. Miss me, baby?” he said in a cold, callous voice.

She could almost feel his sneer as her ex stepped closer. 

Feeling her skin crawl, Anna hadn’t heard that voice in four years. Years later, he still instilled fear in her heart. Now knowing he was a murderous werewolf under that human façade, it put her more in peril. Quickly, she tried to jump from her chair to the door. Rushing her with full force, the man knocked her to the floor, ripping off the golden mask.

“You stupid whore! Do you actually think that dumb mask would keep me from figuring out where you were? I told you the last time we spoke that you were mine. Damn it! I meant it! I would have made you my mate. Now you’ll be my human slave for defying me!” 

Her ex, Dylan, slapped her hard across the face as she screamed for him to stop. Lifting her from the floor, he covered her mouth with his hand, overpowering her as he struggled to break free. She could stand in the ring with men twice her size, but this man, half that, was able to subdue her due to his wolf DNA. Even though he was unable to shift unless it was a full moon, he still overpowered her.

Dragging her through the empty halls, to a nearby shipping dock, he hit her again across the face as she struggled to scream for help. 

“Shut up, bitch, or I’ll kill you,” he growled in her ear, hoping no one heard her cries.

She knew his rage, and there was nothing that would save her now. As a human, he was a violent man, but now he was a cursed being, it was twice the threat. She stopped the struggle as the tears came and her body fell limp, in hopes the weight would slow him down, but to no avail. 

As he dragged her limp body to a waiting car, two men came down the ramp to the loading dock that led into the arena. Two she knew would help her, the Oliver brothers, owners of the company, and her friends. 

She screamed once more, “Lucian! Luka… Help me! Please!” 

“What the Hell?” Lucian Oliver yelled as he ran down the ramp, grabbing Dylan from behind, and throwing him from the girl.

The powerful Lycan growled at the man as his flesh showed hints of the beast just under the surface. He grabbed her, standing between Anna and the man to protect her with his body. 

When Dylan broke his grip, he found who was blocking his way from achieving the abduction and he shuffled backward. He knew he could fight her, but not these two very large, celebrity Lycan fighters. They were massive in comparison. He would have to wait for a better time to take her away.

Dylan had almost jumped in the car when Luka grabbed him, body-slamming him to the ground. 

“Get off me, you asshole!” 

Anna, gathering her breath, spoke,” H-He’s trying to hurt me. He... he raped and abused me. He wants me to be his slave! That’s him, Luka. That’s him!”

The words she had never said out loud came spewing from her mouth like vile venom that made her stomach turn. The brothers knew the man was stalking her, but not to what extent of abuse she endured, and Lucian turned to look at her in shock. 

“Anna? He hurt you?”

Nodding, the look of fear loomed in her eyes. 

“Don’t worry. We got you, baby girl,” Lucian said, pulling her close. “No one’s going to hurt you again.”

The rage in Lucian’s eyes grew as he heard her sad human whimpers. One thing he hated most was hearing a woman cry. Lightly pushing her to the side, he ran full force into the man and started hitting him repeatedly. One thing the brothers didn’t tolerate was abuse toward women and they would do anything to protect her.

His brother Luka got in a few good hits as well, before security and on-site police came to pull them off the now-bleeding man. Once the sounds of the man’s screams from a broken nose echoed around the arena, help rushed to the scene. Werewolf or not, he was no match for the fighters in human form.

Separating the men, Luka straightened his tie. “Arrest this asshole. We want to press charges.”

Grayson, Anna’s manager, ran from the loading dock.” What’s going on… Oh my god! Anna!” He ran to see that she was okay, looking her up and down. “Are you all right?”

“Grayson, that’s him. He found me.” 

Tears started to fall as she realized that her bosses saved her life. 

Grayson pulled her to him. “It’s okay, Goldie. You’re going to be okay. Let’s get you someplace safe.”

Grayson pulled Anna inside to separate her from the crowd, forcing her back to her room of solitude. Quickly, he grabbed the mask, looking outside the dressing room to the hall to be sure no one saw them go in together. 

“What the hell, Anna? What was going on out there? How did he find you? Dammit, get your mask on before someone sees your face!” he scolded, looking around again.

“I don’t know where he came from,” she cried.

Grayson could clearly see her pain and even her body language looked defeated. Even though the broken mask helped her cover her face, it didn’t hide her heartache. His heart sank when he realized that he was part of the reason she was hurting, and he had to stop it before he destroyed the poor girl. 

“I’m sorry, Goldie. I’ll fix this. Maybe the mask and Lady Gold idea was a bad idea.”

“Please don’t call me that. I just want to be me right now.”

 

Head CEO of the fight club, Lucian Oliver, had followed behind Grayson, but in the crowd of the fighters backstage, he lost track. Finding a security officer, he asked where the two had headed.

“Over there. The second door on the right,” the man pointed down the hall.

As soon as he saw the name on the dressing room door, Lucian was starting to put it all together. Until now, he had let his talent manager take care of things with her, but now it was clear the man didn’t think things through. Lucian was a smart man and not much got past him. 

Pushing the door open, he heard what Grayson had just told her and his teeth gritted in anger. He knew the disguise was part of a plan the manager had set up with the FBI for her protection, but this was too much. She was being forced into solitary confinement by the ones claiming to protect her. While Dylan went free, she was a prisoner in his own company.

“Grayson, I think this girl has had enough torment tonight. She doesn’t need to be forced into that damn mask. I’m getting real sick of hearing her cry every night about that thing, anyway.”

Lucian walked over, picked her up, and sat her on his lap as if she was weightless. Without protest, she wrapped her arms around his neck, weeping into his shoulder. For the first time in months, she was feeling the kind touch of another. She was like a small child; broken in his strong arms. He had heard Anna cry herself to sleep for months now. Even though he knew that no one was supposed to come in direct contact with her, he still made sure their hotel rooms were side by side since the first day they met. Knowing there was just something not right about the situation, he felt watching over her from a distance was a good idea, and he was right. 

He let the woman cry out her fear in his arms while he gave a disgusted glance to the talent manager. It was heartbreaking hearing her cries. She was strong on stage and in front of fans, but alone, she cowered like a beaten dog. Ironically, she was beaten by that very thing. A dog in the worst of werewolf form, and the natural enemy of the Lycans. While Lycans had their human souls, werewolves were cursed. Damned beings, were forced to live eternity as demon-like animals who preyed and vowed to enslave humankind.

“So, darlin’ you want to tell old Luke what’s going on? I think it’s about time we get to know each other, don’t you? You’ve been in my company for four years and I’m now realizing I know nothing about you.”

Agreeing, she reluctantly confessed what had happened all the way back to the year she met Dylan. Since Lucian had just saved her life, she owed him that much. Up to this point, he stayed out of most of his talents’ personal lives, but now he saw it was time for him and his brother to step in. 

“Grayson, go speak to the police while I talk with Anna.”

“But Lucian, I’m her handler.”

“You don’t seem to be doing a very good job at it, are you? Now go, before I kick your ass for putting her in this situation.”

“Me? What did I do?”

Scowling, Lucian noted, “Weren’t you the one who came up with this hair-brained scheme to put her in this damn mask with the FBI? You’re just as much a fault as the asshole ex-boyfriend of hers. Can’t you see she’s hurting, and all you care about is saving her image? You’re a piece of shit.”

“I know, Lucian. I get it. I didn’t want this, but we had to keep her identity hidden. I thought I was helping. I’ll go talk to the police. Anna… I’m really sorry. I thought I was doing the right thing.” 

“Yeah, we all did.” 

After Grayson left the room, Lucian turned back to Anna. “So, tell me how this all started. I think it’s time I hear the real story.” 

“Well, what happen was…”

 

~Flashback~

Four Years Ago…

 

“Dylan, this is dangerous. We shouldn’t be sneaking around this place. I hear some bad people hang around this club and you can’t even get in without an invitation. I have an MMA fight tomorrow. I need to get some rest, so I’m fresh for the fight.”

“Shut up. I have word there’s a werewolf clan that hangs out here,” he said as he looked for the club entrance, patting his hands on the wall as if some magic entrance would appear. “Besides, I already got the password to get in. Benny, from the gym, gave it to me.” 

Rolling her eyes and shaking her head, she couldn’t believe this was happing. “That’s crazy. There’s no such thing as werewolves. Benny thinks he’s a goth. He’s just a weirdo with a vampire fetish.” 

“No, werewolf, and he’s one of them. How do you think he got so strong, so fast?”

With arms crossed over her chest, she was about fed up with this crazy talk as she followed behind her boyfriend. “One night he got lucky during a full moon and won a fight, and he convinced you he was a cursed wolf. He usually sucks, so think he was just pulling your leg.”

Grabbing her by the hair, he scowled. “If you don’t want another ass beating before the fight tomorrow, I suggest you shut the fuck up.”

Pulling away, she pleaded, “Ouch! You’re hurting me. Let go.” 

Shoving her away. “Fine. Shut up and look for the door.” 

As they touched across the wall, someone at the end of the dark alley stepped from the darkness. A group from the club walked out, staring at them. Seeing their shining wolf-like eyes, Anna stepped behind her boyfriend for protection, because this was far from normal. 

“Are you Dylan?” said a tall man in black leather, his black hair falling around his face. 

“Yeah. Benny sent me. He said you can help me.”

Looking them over, the tall man curled his lips when he saw Anna cowering behind him. “Is that the girl you plan to enslave?”

“Yeah. I’ll use her for my first turn.” 

“Good, we’re having a blood ritual tonight, and she’ll do fine. We have your first kill waiting for you inside.” 

Anna jumped back. “Blood ritual?” 

Dylan turned, grabbing her, and shoving her to the men. “This one needs to be taught some manners. So, let’s get started.” 

“I like your enthusiasm,” said a woman from the group, adorned in red fetish wear. “Usually, humans don’t want this curse.”

Dylan just laughed. “Why wouldn’t I? I get to live forever plus became a badass. I don’t really see a downside.” 

Anna cried as two men grabbed her. “Dylan, what’s going on?”

“I told you. Werewolves are real. Show her.” 

Turning only their face, Anna witnessed the snarling teeth of two ferocious wolves. Before her nightmares beyond her wildest dreams.

Screaming into the darkness, she was pulled into the dark club, surrounded by loud, booming techno trance music. Everyone watched as her body was taken to a stone in the center of the room. Chained to the ritual bed, she screamed for help, but it fell on deaf ears. There was no one to help. No one to save her. Dylan had served her up to the devil’s lair, and she would be turned into a slave for his bidding.

Strapped to the stone and crying, she watched as they led him to the stage where he was introduced to the clan of murderous wolves. 

A man stepped up, with a dominating presence like none other. “I am Valor, your Alpha. Your leader. Tonight, we bring new blood to your pack. A willing human who has agreed to join us. Let us start the ritual by transforming our comrade and giving our gift of immortality.” 

As the crowd cheered, the man ascended on Dylan, biting his shoulder and licking the wound closed. Dylan cheered as if he was at a rock concert. That was until the poison took effect. As his body was filled with venom, his human soul died, then renewed with werewolf life. 

Within moments, Anna’s voice had lost all sound as her screams begged for mercy. She watched on as the club’s roof was opened just enough to let the full moon shine down on their new demon-wolf brethren and his body altered into a ferocious beast.

Jumping from the stage, he leaped onto the stone, ready to take Anna as his slave bride for eternity. 

“No, please! Don’t do this!” she begged. 

Valor laughed with wicked joy as he yelled over the microphone. “I love his excitement, but you forget, Dylan. You must go by the ritual rules to be part of our clan. Take your kill!” 

Dylan’s wolf’s form tuned to the stage where Anna’s best friend was strapped to the wall. The one person left in her life who cared and tried to get her away from her abusive relationship on numerous occasions. The one person who still stood in his way of owning her completely.

“Nate! No!” 

Looking into his friend’s eyes, the man gave a brave smile to his friend. “It’s okay, Anna. Don’t be afraid. I love you to the moon.” 

“And back,” she replied just before Dylan descended on the man who had been her friend since first grade. 

The vicious attack was more than she could take as she turned her head away. With amusement, a clubgoer grabbed her face, forcing her to watch her friend die. She witnessed as the blood drained from his body and he fell limp, just before the man who had raped and abused her for months turned back to her. She would be his slave for eternity, forced to take the abuse forever and there was nothing she could do. 

 


Chapter 3

As Anna told her life-changing story, Lucian sat in silence as he watched the tears flow. 

“So, that’s how he was turned.” 

“But how did you get out of there?” he asked. 

“Just as Dylan was about to turn his focus on me, the FBI, along with some other government agents, raided the place. Valor and his men were stronger, so most of those agents died that night. The government covered up what happened and said it was a club event gone wrong.”

“I remember that on the news. They said it was a cult. I knew even then it was more than they said.” 

“The manhunt is still out for him. It was called a ritual killing, but most of them escaped. Only a couple of Valor’s people were arrested for the murder. He threw them under the bus and skipped town. Dylan was put on the most wanted list and humans still didn’t know they exist. In the weeks following, he killed five people as the venom surged through him. From what I know, the Lycan leaders have been working to expose this, but the government is worried there will be a witch hunt once they think there are demon wolves among us.”

“So that’s why it was so easy for the world’s government leaders to accept us,” he noted as he sat thinking about everything that had happened over the past few years. “They are using us to gaslight this shit with the werewolves.”

“Exactly, and I think they are worried there may be an uprising coming. The fact is, they can’t fight without your people. Since they see Lycans have been helping humans, they think it will be easier when werewolves try to rise up.” 

“Unbelievable. I can’t image what you must have gone through.”

“Well, the best thing about being here has been meeting wolves who aren’t out to kill me. I met Lycans like you, who really are kind and loving people. At least that’s something.”

Reaching to give her a hug, he nodded in agreement. “We’re all here for you. I’ll never let that asshole get to you. I promise. I hate were-people. They’re sick murderers, all of them. I’ve had some of my own pack killed by them in the wars. Here I thought it was all over. But I guess it’s just been covered up more.”

“It’s not over until the last of them are dead,” she said sadly. “Then we can all live in peace.”

“Well, there’s always evil in the world, but it would be nice to be rid of them once and for all.” 

A few minutes later, Lucian’s brother, Luka, and some of the elite staff walked into the room. Luka, Tate Forman, and Simone Rockwell, who had witnessed the whole ordeal outside. 

Panicked, Anna covered her face, whispering softly to Lucian, “My mask. My face. Please. Cover my face.” 

Lucian looked over, finding the mask on the floor broken, making it impossible for her to put it on. 

“Please, Lucian. Help me.” 

Embarrassed, she realized what they had all seen. True to her current self, she covered her face with her hands to hide. 

Tate spoke up first, throwing a stick of gum between his lips. “You’re too pretty a girl to wear that dang thing. Sweetheart, you don’t have to hide from us. We’re all family here.”

Luka, with a smile, lifted her face and pulled her hands down. “It’s okay, you’re safe with us.”

She looked into his eyes which changed from kind wolf to human, with tears staining her rosy cheeks. Her petite frame, lightly tan skin, big chestnut eyes with a fleck of gold, seemed broken and defeated. They all expected to see a horrific monster under that mask, but there was a natural beauty, dressed in gold, a true queen. Quietly they took it all in, finding beneath the shimmer of gold was a shy girl no different from any person on the roster. She timidly looked around the room, finding smiles from some of the most famous people in the industry looking back at her, human and Lycan alike.

While Luka handed her some napkins from the table next to him, they all gasped at her beauty, and she covered her face again.

“Honey, you don’t have to hide from us. Hell, we’re the cavalry here to save the princess. That fucking asshole won’t ever touch you again with us around,” Lucian said as he went and pulled her hands away from her face, and she slowly lowered them.

Softly, she spoke to the brothers. “Thank you. You saved my life. He would have…” She stopped at the sheer thought of the horrors that she would have faced at the hands of that murderer. 

As she broke down in tears, Lucian pulled her to his chest once more. She could feel his massive frame shadow her as his big, strong arms warmed around her. It had been so long since she had felt another person’s touch that she just melted into his arms. It wasn’t attraction that made her feel this way. It was longing for any personal interaction she had been deprived of for four years.

“You’re safe now.”

“Right brother. No one’s going missing on our watch,” Luka noted. “We watch out for our own. Grayson is going to catch hell for this, too. He should have told me the truth. I’m in charge of our fighters and he lied to me. We thought you just didn’t want the guy stalking you. We have no idea it was this bad. Had we known, we would have never allowed this to go on for the past five years.”

Looking at his brother, Lucian sighed as he remembered what she had just told him. “Brother, it’s worse than you know. It’s not just the rape. I’ll tell you more later, but we have big trouble going forward.” 

“What sort of trouble?”

“That man was a werewolf.” 

“What? Grayson is a dead man when I see him. He should have told us!” Luka yelled.

“Please don’t blame him. I asked him not to tell you at first and things just got out of hand. He thought he was helping because this was a dream job, even though my ex ruined it for me.” She smiled slightly, feeling some sense of joy knowing the people she admired over the years were being protective of her.  

As she sat in silence on the bench, Simone, the daughter of the famous Rockwell pack leader, asked the men to leave the ladies alone, thinking maybe some girl time could help calm Anna’s nerves. As a daughter to an Alpha, she knew her leadership could be an asset, and this was the best way she knew how. 

“Are you sure?” Luka asked. 

“Yeah, let me talk to her. My father’s an Alpha. Maybe I can have him investigate things to help her.” 

Lucian rolled his eyes. “You mean the same father who kicked us out of his battle dome?” 

“Oh hush,” Simone said with a giggle. “It’s your fault you can’t listen to authority and had to start your own fight club. Lycan men are so headstrong.” 

Giving his girlfriend a wink, Lucian laughed. “Apparently you like headstrong Lycan’s because you left with us to start this brand.” 

“Well, I like a bit of a rebel,” she taunted, making Anna giggle. “Now shew! It’s girl time.” 

“All right. We need to get the show started, anyway.” 

Before they had the chance to leave, Grayson returned, saying, “Anna, I know this is a lot, but you have a match tonight. The media are outside. I just did a press conference and—” 

Luka held up his hand to stop him. Pulling the shy golden adorned woman to his side, he put his arm over Anna’s shoulder like a protective father. “She’s not doing any such thing. You can’t expect her to go out there right now. Don’t you see she is scared to death? Change the match. You know you’re going to have to talk about the attack on the show. I sure as hell hope you didn’t tell all her personal business to the media. Just tell them it was a stalker because that’s all they need to know. Anna can go out next week and give a statement. But only if she wants to, and don’t pressure her.” 

Simone agreed, stepping next to her. “This is your fault. We could have had security with her all this time, had you not hidden this from us. She could have been killed.”

Grayson didn’t argue. He knew he couldn’t win this one. “I know. I screwed up. So, did you tell them he’s a werewolf?”

“Yes.” Anna nodded.

“Shit. The FBI is going to have my head if this gets leaked. They warned me about this. This could really hurt your image. I screwed up big time.”

“Damn right you did,” Simone snapped. “I can’t believe all you care about is her image. Do you not know how dangerous those creatures are? You’re an idiot and so are those stupid FBI people. Now, Goldie girl and I are going to dinner. She needs some time to process. So, all of you get out of here and get to work. I got this.”

Smiling sweetly, Anna said softly, “Thank you.”

“No problem, sweet pea. We girls gotta stick together. It’s a tough world with a bunch of Lycan men running this crazy house. Let’s get away from these morons before I have to knock the lot of them out on the floor.”

“Hey, I’m not Lycan.” Tate chuckled. “What did I do?”

“Guilt by association.” Shoving the men out the door, Simone laughed. “Go, get out!” 

“We’re going! We’re going!” 

As soon as she had all the men out the door, she turned back to Anna. “Now, let’s get out of here. I want you to tell me everything.”

Watching Anna turn back to her bags, she watched her grab a veil to cover her face once more. 

“What are you doing?”

“I don’t feel comfortable yet without it. I just want to feel safe.” 

“Oh, sweet girl. You really are scared, aren’t you?”

“Simone, he won’t stop. He was abusive and a stalker before he turned into a werewolf. Can’t you see? He’s more dangerous now than he ever was. Now he has my scent, and I know how wolf people are. You can scent us. He’s going to track me everywhere I go. He has a blood lust and he won’t stop, so I’m as good as dead. Having the veil over my face at least makes me feel safe, even though I know it’s not.”

“Hum… It’s like a security blanket.” 

“Yeah. I know it’s stupid, but for years, this has been who I am. It’s something I need to adjust to, okay?”

“I get that.” Walking to her new friend, Salmon took her hand. “I’m sorry you went through this alone. I’d like to be friends if that’s okay?” 

“I’d love that. The truth is, since I met Dylan, I stopped having friends. He made sure of that.” 

“Well, you do now. Let’s go have some fun. We can go to my hotel room and order pizza and watch a movie. Girl’s night.” 

“With pistachio ice cream?”

“With whipped cream!”   

 


Chapter 4

As suggested by the owners of the company, that next week Anna spoke to the fans about what happened with the attempted kidnapping in a backstage interview, live on the show. Unfortunately, it was under a fake digitized voice, making her feel even more as if her life was not her own. She had never spoken on camera before due to her character being completely mysterious, but this made the feeling of imposter syndrome skyrocket. Typically, Grayson did the talking but Luca was adamant she needed to do this on her own.

During the segment, she shared a few of the dark memories that haunted her while the fans listened in silence. Although the FBI didn’t let her reveal the truth about the werewolf, at least she was able to tell what abuse she had endured. The reality of some of her hidden pain had been revealed and slowly would lead to her coming out of the shadows. Being able to talk to the main staff of the fight club over the course of that week, had been somewhat therapeutic, but the chats with Simone seemed to do the most to set her on a road to healing. Due to Simone being half-human, she had a unique insight into the Lycan world and had something to bond over.

Over the next few months, Anna remained stuck behind the mask, but evenings were not as lonely. Spending nights sneaking out to clubs, or just playing cards with Luka, who had taken her under his wing, life was having some normalcy again.

On club nights, she would pretend to be Luka’s girlfriend since he was recently single himself. The truth of the matter was that he felt overwhelming guilt for allowing Grayson to make her hide behind the mask, and he was desperately trying to find ways to fix it. Not only that, but he also wanted the lonely woman to have her life back. People assumed they were starting to be a couple, but it was far from the truth. He saw her as the sister that he had never had and a dear friend.

Walking down the ramp to the empty arena, Anna pulled her mask up, tightening the strings as she nodded to a security guard.

“Morning, Miss Gold.”

“Morning Anton. They set the ring up early today.”

“Yep. Luka told the crew to get started so you could get some practice time alone.”

“Cool. Hey, Anton.”

“Yes.”

“You’ve been my guard for what… three years?”

“Yes, Miss Gold.”

“We’ve never really talked, have we? But we spend every day together.”

Dropping his shoulders, he tilted his head, giving her a curt nod. “Yes, ma’am. Grayson wouldn’t allow it.”

“Well, would you know me fairly well?”

“I like to think so, considering the circumstance. I’ve been your guard for a while now.”

“Do you think people will like me when the mask comes off? Or do you think they will think I’m a fraud?”

“Well, I know the rumors. I know people think you’re a monster under that mask. But you know what I think?”

“What’s that?”

“I think they are going to love you.” He smiled graciously. “The truth is, little lady, what’s not to love? You’re as sweet as they come. And no matter what they think, you’re beautiful on the inside.”

Scrunching up her nose, she really didn’t like that answer. “So, you think I am, too? That I’m disfigured or something.”

“It’s not for me to judge, but I say no matter what’s under that mask if they don’t like you, the hell with them.”

Studying the man, she wasn’t sure she believed that. The rumors of her being a monster or disfigured had gone on for so long that she thought maybe people hoped she was. Maybe Grayson was right. Once the veil came off, she was just Anna, and she wasn’t sure she could live up to the legacy set before her when coming out of the shadows of Lady Gold.

She wondered if she was ever going to be good enough. After years of pretending to be something she wasn’t, the fear of being a failure was now starting to weigh on her as much as the threats to her life. It was all relative. Everything that would happen going forward would mold her life into what it would be. Either she would be a true success story or a failed attempt at fame. Sadly, she never got the start she had dreamed of, and now she was going to have to make the best of both worlds. But how? She didn’t know.

 

***

 Back in Tennessee, Fallon leaned over his knees, trying to catch his breath. “Girls, your old dad isn’t as young as he used to be. We need to slow down.”

“Come on, Dad. You’re not even that old. You act like you’re ready for the nursing home. It’s been a month since we saw you and we want to work out with you. We miss our family workouts.”

Sitting down on the weight bench in his basement gym, he smiled up at his twin daughters. Twins were common among wolfpacks, and he loved those shifter teens more than life itself. 

“I never told you both how much you mean to me. I never meant to disappoint you the way I did after your mother passed. I’m really trying to get better so I can be the best father I can be for you both.”

“We know, Dad. Uncle Elias says you’ve been going to therapy and haven’t been drinking,” said Payton as she sat beside him, cuddling under his arm.

“Yep. Chase told me if I didn’t pull it together, he would release me from my Ritual-X Legends contract. All those years of wrestling under the human company would have been a waste. I can’t risk that because it pays our bills. Especially now that it’s upgraded with the battle warrior code. I have to take care of you girls the best way I know how, and that’s in the ring. I didn’t realize how expensive teenagers were.” He chuckled. “Prom is coming up next week, and that’s going to break the bank.”

“But your little princesses will get to wear pretty dresses.” Paige giggled as she joined them on the bench.

“Yuck… with stupid teenage boys. Can’t you two go alone? I don’t like my pups having those guys' paws on you.”

“We’re not pups anymore, Daddy. We’re grown,” Payton huffed. “Besides, they are just our friends. We’re not dating.”

Agreeing, Paige rested her head on her dad’s shoulder, holding her hand. “Daddy, I think Uncle Elias is going to beat you up for having that woman spend that night at our house. That woman really scared us. There was something not right about her.”

“Yeah, he’s still pretty mad at me. I don’t blame him either. I’m mad at myself for bringing her home like that and letting her in my bed. I should have never put you girls in that situation. Especially since it’s not been long since your mother passed. I miss her so much and I feel like I’ve failed her.”

The twins wrapped their arms around their father’s waist, hugging him, as Paige said, “We miss her too, Daddy. We understand you’re lonely. Just don’t bring a strange woman home from the bar again. It was scary. The woman was weird, and I don’t think she was human like she said. I know you have a thing for human girls but promise you won’t see her again.”

Payton cringed. “Paige’s right. That woman was creepy, and she yelled at us. We had to threaten to call the cops to get her to leave. No more drinking, Dad. Promise us.”

“I promise, girls. It’s going to be a new chapter for us all this summer. I’m excited about going on the road with my girls. Papa Bear and his little cubs, taking on the world.”

“Hey, Dad?”

“Yeah, Payton.”

“There’s this guy in Ritual-X in the cruiserweight division, and I was wondering—”

“Not a chance in hell. You are not going anywhere near Cody Forester. I know he has all the young girls swooning over him, and he’s too old for you. Besides, he has a thing for Chase’s cousin, who started working there a few weeks ago.”

Paige agreed, “Yep, Payton, he is into Haley.”

“Dang it.”

“I thought I told you, girls, you’re too young to date.”

“Dad, we’re seventeen. We’re not little girls anymore. You need to stop worrying so much and let us grow up.”

“You’ll always be my little girls,” he said, hugging them. “Don’t grow up too fast. The old man couldn’t take it.”

“We won’t. We both want to fight, not worry about boys. We’re too young to settle down,” Paige said reassuringly.

“Good, keep it that way. I swear you girls are going to be the death of this old man.”

She shoved her father’s side playfully. “Stop saying you’re old. Do you realize all our friends have a crush on you?”

“Now that’s creepy.”

“Who are you telling? We can’t even have friends over because they always want to check out our hottie dad.”

“Dad, speaking of dating. If you wanted to find someone, we’d understand. We know you were young when you had us and have your whole life ahead of you. Paige and I talked, and we know you took Mom’s passing pretty hard.”

“I did. But I’m working on dealing with it. Maybe for now I just need my girls in my life until I can adjust. I think we all have a lot of changes to make for this to work.”

“We love you, Dad.”

“I love you too, girls.”

 

***

 Dylan sat in the back of the police cruiser, being transferred to the new jail, to wait for his court date. It was late, and the drive had been a long one to take him to the maximum-security prison for holding. He knew he was going to go away for a while this time if he didn’t think of something. Attempted kidnapping was a huge charge, and he had already been in jail several times. Not to mention the stalking and abuse charges.  

Moving his hips, he tried to keep the attention of the officer away from the back seat. The moon was full, and in just a few more minutes, his full power would be at its height. Extending a claw, he wiggled the nail into the cuffs, trying to pick the lock, but nothing happened.

“Shit,” he grumbled.

Being that he was a known criminal; a simple handcuff lock was nothing for the monstrous man. But he didn’t expect old-school silver handcuffs to be in the cards and wasn’t like breaking into houses like he once did. He assumed by now he would be on his way home, ready to take Anna as his unwilling bride, not being hauled off to jail. 

“Hey, cop. I need to take a piss.”

“You’ll just have to hold it. We have an hour more to drive.”

“I can’t. I have to go now. Come on. I know you don’t want me to piss myself in your cruiser.”

Letting out an annoyed breath, the officer pulled over on the country highway, stopping the car with a jerk. “Fine. There’s no town close to here, so you’re going to have to go outside.”

“Fine. Whatever. I just have to go.”

With his hand on his gun, the human officer headed to let his prisoner out of the car. Dylan just stood there, staring.

“What?”

“I can’t do this with my hands cuffed behind my back.”

“Can’t you hold it?” asked the unknowing officer, who wasn’t given the information on who Dylan really was.

“No. I gotta go now. Please?”

“Fine,” he said, unlocking the cuffs. “Hurry up. I need to get on the road.”

As soon as the cuffs were free. Dylan smiled, rubbing his hands. When he turned to the officer, the man was looking up at the moon, clueless as to its power.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?”

“It sure is… Ahhh!”

Within seconds. Dylan’s vicious claws swiped across the officer’s wrist so hard it almost severed his hand from his arm. Leaving him bleeding and dropping his gun, Dylan went on the attack, turning into a violent werewolf and biting down hard on the man’s neck. In the next few moments, the men screamed for mercy into the empty night. His cries echoed down the country road, miles away from anywhere.

As the man’s body jerked, Dylan devoured his heart, taking his life force into his own being. With each kill, it was like a drug, making him stronger, faster, and more dammed to the evil forces than the last.

As he stood to right himself in human form, he wiped his mouth with a lick of his lips and a maniacal laugh.

“Now, time to find my bride,” he said, reaching to pull the gun from the bloody hand.

Jumping into the driver’s seat, he sped off, leaving the officer dead in the street.

 


Chapter 5

“Hey Fallon! How’s it going?” Luka’s eyes fixated on his protege across the room with a smirk as he answered his phone. 

Over the past few weeks, he and Anna had become close friends, and he suspected she has a crush on the superstar wrestler, Fallon Danes, from their rival wrestling company. He was older, but she always had a thing for older men and had mentioned it several times over the past weeks.

One night, she had been having a hard time dealing with her emotions after the attack a few weeks prior, and Luka had taken time to hang out in her room and play cards to calm her. It was like everything she had held in over the past few years, spilled out in one night of his generous kindness. Sure, he was her boss, but Luka saw all his employees as friends, and Anna was no different.

Sitting on his bed, watching reruns of old cartoons, Anna laughed hysterically while eating Chinese food. As soon as she heard her crush’s name, her eyes shot over to him.

“Yes, she’s doing good. The guys have taken a liking to her. She’s like our little sister. Huh?... Sorry dude, I can’t do that. Grayson would have my head if I showed anyone what she looked like, and she was not ready for that. He’s still hell-bent on keeping up her mysterious persona for a while on screen. Let’s just say she sure as hell is your style. Brunette beauty with a nice rack,” he teased. “She’s a little short, though. I think I could save money on travel expenses if I just shoved her in my suitcase.” 

Smiling at her with a cheesy grin, Luka gave a chuckle at the blush that instantly showed on her face. Anna looked at him like a deer caught in the headlights when she realized who he was talking to and threw a pillow at him as a warning not to speak of her crush on the Lycan prizefighter.

“Luka,” she whispered, “If you’re talking about me, remember eventually you have to sleep, and I won’t hesitate to tie you to the bed and beat the snot out of you.”

Luka smiled, covering the phone to whisper,” You love your big brother figure too much to hurt me. Wanna talk to your lover boy?”

Her mouth dropped open, hoping Fallon couldn’t hear the conversation through the phone. “What? He is not my lover!” she yelled, covering her mouth when realizing her comment was a tad too loud. 

Covering her face with the pillow, she flopped back on the bed, embarrassed her boss was starting to catch on about her mega crush. She hadn’t admitted it yet, but the signs were there. 

Luka laughed as he continued with his phone conversation. “Oh, yeah. We should get together, man. You’re going to be in the same town as us soon, right? Oh, yes… I’m sure Grayson would love a visit from the Dark Order. Maybe you can put the asshole in line for forcing her behind that mask. We all know he’s scared of you. Hell, man, everyone I know is scared shitless of you and your brother. Bring your sister Allora along and he’ll be running for cover. Your sister is more frightening than the two of you combined. I’m amazed she’s not your pack’s Alpha.” 

Luka continued his conversation while Anna tried to focus on the TV. Unfortunately, that wasn’t going as planned. She was switching channels like a madwoman, knowing full well she couldn’t get her mind off the conversation. She was just hoping Fallon would talk loud enough that she could hear his voice. Sure, she was a tad immature, but she hadn’t exactly had a chance to have many real-life experiences since all this madness started. 

“Damn that man for being so sexy,” she muttered to herself. Even his deep, graveled voice sent chills through her. 

Once Luka hung up the phone, he smiled at the woman, who was trying to avoid eye contact. 

“So, baby girl. Give it up. Why is it that every time Fallon calls me you blush and get that wide-eyed look on your face? It’s like you just got caught with your hand in the proverbial cookie jar.” 

Luka smirked as he popped some popcorn in his mouth he had been munching on all evening. She hated that smile. She learned very quickly that Luka had a charm she couldn’t deny. He was sexy too, and she couldn’t deny that either. If it wasn’t for Fallon, she would probably be attracted to him but knew they were really just good friends, and she would never think of her boss that way. He was at least some good eye candy to hang out with on lonely days and funny to boot.

She sighed. This was one of the many times he brought it up, and she had been wanting to tell him the truth for weeks now. 

“Okay…” she hesitated while rolling over on the bed to face him. “Here’s the thing. I have wanted to tell you a secret, and you can’t let it get any farther than this room, okay? I know I deny it, but I can’t keep it inside any longer. You’re my best friend and I trust you. I’m not asking you to lie for me. I never would want you to do that. If he was to ever ask you about this specifically, I won’t expect you to lie. That’s not fair to ask anyone to do just because I’m shy.”
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