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      He came for his mate. She can’t fathom the idea of it. But the gods’ will always wins.

      Chevy Walker didn’t come to Havenwood Falls to spread his wings or find a safe haven. No, he followed his natural instinct and the scent of his mate. He’s got the bloodline, the power, and the money to make men and women fall at his feet, so why can’t he bring one willful woman to heel? Chevy can play the nice guy. He hasn’t broken the rules once—but even nice guys have their limits.

      Hannah likes men, but not well enough to give up her freedom. Not like her ancestor, River, who had her power locked away in an amulet by a dusty old vampire. Hannah has her life in order and control of the heat and flames. She might not know the origins of her power, but she knows her future, and it does not include a cocky, controlling stranger—no matter that his voice gives her chills or how delicious he smells.

      But Chevy’s lineage could be the key to filling in the blank spaces in Hannah’s history. She can choose to accept him as her mate willingly, or she can allow the madness to consume her until there’s nothing left of either of them but a spark. For that seems to be the will of the gods.
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          CHEVY

        

      

    

    
      I’d never witnessed a bar fight before. As someone in my position, I’ve had my share of struggles. I’ve fought for power, position, and authority. I’ve fought for my freedom in an oppressive establishment, but I’d never even seen a bar fight. Until now.

      I’d also never seen a woman that small throw a punch hard enough to knock a guy twice her size clean off his feet. He went from towering over her as she sat in a chair, talking quietly with her young, curlyhaired companion, to flying through the air about eight feet away. It happened so fast, I might have missed the entire exchange if I hadn’t already been staring at her. For reasons unrelated to her fight.

      If the caterpillar from Alice in Wonderland reincarnated as a hippy, I was surely looking right at him. I’d been in Havenwood Falls for two days, and while the owner of the Haven Saloon wasn’t the weirdest person I’d met so far, he certainly was one of the most interesting. Bent Brent—I couldn’t get a read on him. Human for sure, but there was no way he didn’t know that half his clientele was of the supernatural variety. Not when he had a shelf behind the bar, so low I almost couldn’t see it, of bottles with labels that didn’t have a damn thing to do with human consumption.

      It couldn’t be just the circle of smoke that wafted around his head that made him so mellow he didn’t blink at the shocking violence happening right in front of him. That home roll clamped between his teeth might have been a special blend, but there wasn’t a sticky on this earth that could make a man that relaxed. No, Bent Brent had the laid-back air of a man who had seen some things.

      He didn’t even quirk an eyebrow at the five-foot-nothing redhead who just sent a six-foot two-hundred-fifty-pound meat pinwheel somersaulting across the bar.

      “You probably want to move over a hair.” I barely heard the words as the barkeep mumbled them around the smoke still tucked between his lips.

      The big guy landed right next to me, and if I’d been any slower, I would have taken a boot to the kneecaps as he sprawled haphazardly on his back, legs folded up against the bar wall and one arm flung over his face.

      “Damnit, Hannah I wasn’t ready.” For a man who just had his innards reorganized, he sure had record recovery time. He was already on his feet and lumbering back to the table before I had time to blink.

      “I wasn’t aware there was a time frame I was supposed to operate in.” The voice rang out merrily from across the room. Light, and maybe just the tiniest bit musical, if I wanted to admit my bias. “You said take my best shot. I took it.” She walked toward where the man stood, mere feet from me, and patted the bigger man on the arm as she passed him. He flinched, but grinned good-naturedly.

      “You’re too little to hit so hard.”

      “I work out.” She smiled back at him and laughed, making her way to my side of the room.

      She reached the bar then, and the beast inside me, the one I shared my soul with, raised his head and eyed her hungrily. She was the one we were looking for. The one we came all the way here to find. This slip of a woman with fiery orange anime hair and a mean right hook was my mate.

      I’d been following the pull for a few hundred miles. I would know her anywhere. That’s the power of the mate bond. Genetics. Or at least that was what I’d found out, after a lifetime of thinking it was just heresy.

      The mate bond existed, and every lie the elders of my caste had told me fell at our feet. They raised us to think we weren’t like other shifters. No, our lineage was special; our sacred blood fragile. The elders paired us off to make sure we did everything in our power to perpetuate the continuation of our species.

      At least that was the doctrine.

      But I knew the truth now. And someday the rest of them would too, but before I could blow the conspiracy of the elders of my kind wide open, I had to come back with proof. Ranting like a lunatic and railing against the system about the medication we took to “stabilize our fragile blood and moody beasts” would not convince anyone to stop taking the meds. No. I had to find and bring them proof, and the only way to do that was to make an example out of myself. The only way to do that was to leave the family.

      If it weren’t for my best friend Baz, next in line for an elder position, I never would have made it. But here I was, clean from a lifetime of suppression drugs and feeling the pull of the mate bond for the first time in my life. It dragged me all the way across several states and up a mountainside. A feeling so strong I couldn’t ignore it—neither could my beast. Dreams of smoke and ashes plagued me every night, but not nightmares. No, these dreams were filled with scents and sounds so pleasing I thought I would go crazy trying to find their source.

      And then at the bottom of the mountain I’d caught her scent. The scent of my mate.

      There was one for me, and she was right there in front of me. Everything I’d suffered in my thirty-some years of existence had led me right to this point. The lies, the grand plan, the breaking away to find out the truth—it all led up to this moment.

      She was perfect.

      “BB, can I get a . . .” Her words trailed off, and it was in that moment I knew. I didn’t even have to see her sniff the air to tell the exact second she caught my scent. I wondered what I smelled like to her? I knew what she smelled like to me. Burning wood. Campfire. Fall leaves.

      Sex.

      That was there too, the underlying intent. When two mates found each other, the result could be explosive at first, as the desire to connect became overpowering. At least that’s what I’d read. I’d been suppressed by the system of lies I was raised in, so I didn’t have much time to process the information. But my rock-hard response had me believing that small bit of lore I’d uncovered before I’d made the move. Before I’d started my hunt.

      I needed to touch her.

      I also needed to not be a creep about it.

      “What smells so good?” I didn’t know who she was asking, but she was looking right at me, the dark pupils in her amber eyes expanding and contracting. Target acquired; I was in her sights. “Hello.” She licked her lips, and my blood sang in response.

      I’d done all of the research I could do with the limited resources available, but every bit of information I found pointed to how overwhelming and absolute the instant attraction and pull would be. I was prepared to exert iron control over my emotions and physical desires while I navigated the treacherous path of my mission. It didn’t occur to me she would be just as affected as I was.

      She touched my arm and I knew I would follow her anywhere.

      “I’m Hannah. You’re new here. What’s your name? Where are you staying?” Those amber eyes studied me, and a light flickered there, a candle burning, nothing more.

      That was a lot of questions to answer for someone who wasn’t even looking me in the eye. I wondered if she expected my dick to answer, because her gaze moved down to my zipper and stuck there. If she didn’t knock it off, I would give her something to look at, all right.

      “I’m Chevy Walker, I’m from Arizona, and I’m staying at Whisper Falls Inn.” Was she at the bar with anyone? Would she introduce me to them? What was her next move? Her hand was still on my arm, and I swear I could feel her heartbeat through her fingers and the fabric of my shirt—through the air even.

      “The inn? That’s close. Walking-distance close. That’s good. Let’s go there.” And she turned toward the door, her hand still on my arm, steering me toward the exit with no other option but to follow her. Because I had to follow her. I inhaled her scent deep into my lungs and imprinted her on my body. The beast inside me did the same. This whole trip—this whole mission—was for her. It couldn’t be this easy.

      But it was that easy.

      No one followed us out of the bar. No one raised an eyebrow at either of us as we left. I’d only been in Havenwood Falls for two days, and barring the sweet old ladies I met on my way into town, it seemed like a real mind your own damn business type of place.

      But even a place where everyone minded their own probably wouldn’t look the other way regarding two people boning in the street. Which is what almost happened. As soon as the old-fashioned batwing bar doors closed behind us, she was on me, hands grabbing, lips teasing. She went for my ear first, and I barely had time to catch her before she crawled up my body and stayed there, legs wrapped around my waist.

      She weighed nothing.

      She felt amazing.

      For someone so slim and lithe, her curves were as soft as I thought they would be, and her small teeth nibbling on my earlobe froze the breath in my lungs. I had to lock my legs to keep from stumbling. The urgent need to possess her punched through me; I’d felt nothing so strong in my life. The books did not cover this kind of need. If I didn’t strengthen my willpower, I would nail her in the street, and by the sounds coming out of her throat and the way her fingers dug into the flesh of my arms, Hannah would accept it willingly. The only other option was to hurry—or come in my pants like a first-timer.

      I didn’t have the heart or the willpower to push her away from me, so I did the next best thing I could think of. “Can you run?”

      She grinned like a lunatic.

      Turns out, she could.

      There was no one at the inn, not in the hallways and not working the desk. Or at least it seemed that way as we escaped to the room, but most likely we were too wrapped up in each other to notice any innocent bystanders. I don’t even remember taking the stairs, but I remember the sound of her small gasping breaths. Would she make the same sounds as we mated? I couldn’t wait to find out. We made it, after an eternity of keeping our hands to ourselves, and I shut the door to the suite I rented, the lock clicking in place with a sinful finality.

      Finally. I could touch her. Peel back the layers of clothing and savor with touch and taste the skin laid bare. There wasn’t a spot of visible flesh I didn’t want to bite, and some I couldn’t see that I wanted to put my mouth on.

      I don’t know why I thought I would be in control.

      She went straight for my pants. And by went straight for them, I mean she ripped them right down the seam on one side and tore them off. Hannah was strong, and a lesser man would have been terrified at the ferocity with which she disrobed me.

      But I was not a lesser man, and there was nothing about Hannah I couldn’t handle.

      I appreciated her little gasp of happy surprise though, when she saw I went commando. Underwear was too restricting, and the less I had to remove before shifting the better. But she didn’t know that. She knew none of it yet.

      She will. My beast huffed in agreement.

      “Hannah, slow down.”

      Her busy hands stopped briefly, and she uttered a small grunt of impatience. “Why?”

      Why? I didn’t know why. I couldn’t shake off the lust-filled haze long enough to think of a single good reason she shouldn’t do exactly what she wanted to me. But while I was fumbling for the words for what I was feeling, she dropped to her knees and slid her warm, moist mouth over the tip of my cock, stopping time completely.

      “Hannah. Stop.” I was as firm as possible, which was difficult with her mouth wrapped around my shaft and her hand cupping my balls. “Woman. Please.”

      Her only answer was to close her mouth and swallow, the muscles of her throat working to send me to the brink of destruction. In the space of a few mind-blowing seconds of pleasure, I realized two things: Hannah was a woman used to doing whatever she wanted whenever she wanted, as was obvious by her refusal to get off her knees and spit out my dick; and I was so turned on by the thought of taming her, I almost let her get away with it.

      But I couldn’t. Establishing dominance early was important for me and my beast. It was our nature to be alpha, and giving up the reins of control during sex was not acceptable—at least not the first time. Once we got to know our mate a little better, there would be plenty of time for experimenting, but right now she needed to stop or I was going to come, and Hannah would have made the first power move. Reaching down, I fisted my hands in her wild hair and tugged—not hard enough to sting, just enough to get her attention.

      “Hannah, stop.” I repeated my earlier order.

      I don’t know if she planned on obeying, but I broke her concentration enough for her to let go of me, and I hauled her back to her feet, spinning us both around, and pressing her back against the door so hard, she gasped with pleasure.

      Oh? So Hannah likes to be handled a little bit. I squirreled the information away for future enjoyment.

      “I’m the alpha here.” I emphasized my point by gripping her hands and holding them above her head, my other hand resting lightly against her throat.

      “Oh yes.” The words were the barest of whispers. I bet she didn’t even know she said them.

      “I’m going to fuck you, Hannah, and you’re going to look me in the eye while I do it.” The scent of her arousal intensified—my filthy words pleased her. She wiggled against me but I didn’t pull away—didn’t allow her an inch of room. There was no way she didn’t want me to pin her down, not with her eyes closed and that peaceful fucking smile on her face. Screw it. I’d held back for long enough. There was no one here to see or interrupt us. The beast inside me demanded I finish what the mate bond started. She was right there; no need to wait any longer. Hannah reared back against my restraining hands not because she didn’t want me touching her, but because she wanted to hang on to that role of being in control.

      Not today. Not right now. She had to submit; my beast wouldn’t allow anything else. We were just animals, after all.

      “Tell me what you want me to do to you, Hannah. Tell me every dirty thing going on in that mind, right now.” Still holding her hands immobile, I blazed a wet trail with my tongue from her ear to her collarbone, pausing at intervals to suck the flesh of her neck, bringing the blood to the surface. Leaving hickeys was juvenile. Maybe. But I would mark her as mine for anyone to see and to hell with the consequences. She was my mate. Mine. She wriggled, and I bit her firmly on the shoulder, wrangling a shriek of pleasure from her lips.

      Hannah liked it rough. Excellent.

      “Say it.” I ground the words out in frustration. Tell me what you want, Hannah. Give me control. She wrapped her legs around my waist and used the weight of me pinning her to the door to grind her pelvis against mine. She still had her jeans on and whimpered at the extra barrier between us. I wanted it gone too, but she still hadn’t given me what I wanted.

      “Do you want me to stop?” She’d better not fucking say yes.

      Eyes wild with a burning light, she shook her head, wrestling with getting what she wanted and giving up control. Later I would let her climb me like a tree. I would let her have her wild way with me. But this time, it had to be on my terms.

      She needed to say the words. Accept me. Submit.

      She brought her face to mine hard. Punishing. Teeth clashing against teeth as she bared them even while kissing me. I still held her pressed against the door, and the more she struggled, the more my cock swelled and the tighter she locked her legs around my waist, grinding against me, desperate for relief. The sharp tang of blood entered my mouth. It could have been mine or hers at this point, and I didn’t care. She may not have wanted to give up control, but Hannah wanted this—wanted me.

      I felt the moment she decided.

      “Take me.” The words were murmured so low, I wondered if I’d heard them at all—then louder. “Be rough. I—I can take it. I want it.” I grinned to show my approval, and she smiled back at me, her anger at being topped bleeding into the passion of letting go. “Break me, Chevy.” She issued the challenge with a feminine growl.

      Fucking finally.

      “Keep your hands up,” I ordered, and she obeyed, leaving her hands above her head with the palms facing out. I had my own strengths. I could have ripped her pants off of her just as she’d done mine, and she probably would have liked it—but I didn’t. Instead I sank to my knees on the floor in front of her, maintaining eye contact the entire way down. It might have been a submissive position, but I was in control. Even as I slid her zipper down agonizingly slowly and pulled the denim over the flare of her hips even slower, I was still in the position of power.

      Hannah’s panties were blue lace and barely there, her need evident by the darkening of the fabric where her arousal soaked through. I could rip those apart too—even thought about it briefly—but I surprised her by spreading her soft thighs apart with my hands, as far as I could while her jeans still trapped her ankles in place and buried my face in that wet scrap of lace, inhaling deeply. A strangled cry erupted from her throat, but I didn’t give her time to react. Running my tongue along the wet fabric, I sucked her protruding clit into my mouth, right through the lace.

      Her thighs clamped around my ears, and the hands I’d demanded stay above her head dropped to my hair, pressing me even closer to her. I sucked harder, and she screamed.

      “Oh God. Chevy, oh God.”

      She did not understand how right she was.
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