
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


 


 


 


 


 


WOLVES OF MIDNIGHT BOX
SET:

Midnight Surrender

Midnight Pleasure

Midnight Lover

Midnight Desire

Midnight Salvation

 


Katherine Pietra

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


By Katherine Pietra

Copyright 2019 Katherine
Pietra

Smashwords Edition, License
Notes

This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your
favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.

MIDNIGHT SURRENDER

 


I knew today was going to be
a rough day the moment I woke up. I didn’t know what was happening
to me, but what I did know for sure was that it had gotten worse
every day. It all started last week when a strange sensation began
stirring in the deep core of my body. Today I woke up with so much
sweat that I had to go straight to the shower, then clean my
sheets. It was terrible, but what was frustrating was that I didn’t
have any friends in London. I came here last month from Brazil. I
was on vacation, thank you very much. Therefore, I was trapped in a
horny body, and I was in a city with not a single soul that could
help me. I thought about going to a doctor, but what could I say,
really? “Hey, I’m so hot that I could jump at anyone”? No way; I
wouldn’t do something like that, ever.

Since I felt weird and
unsatisfied, I picked this day to relax, to walk on the exceptional
streets of London, and more importantly, I wanted to be exhausted
by the end of the day. Extremely exhausted to the point of going to
bed, closing my eyes, and sleep. That way I wouldn’t have time to
think about how I needed a hot body on top of mine. God, I was so
screwed. Today was chilly and rainy, just like any other day in the
city. I liked it this way.

I was going to King’s Cross
Station just when a man started to walk beside me. I didn’t take it
seriously, since the streets are always crowded with people from
all over the world; however the stranger began to look me up and
down. Up and down. Shivers took over my body, and immediately I had
an urgent instinct to run.

“You smell so good, little
girl,” the man said. He looked about thirty, his voice was high,
and he wore black leather clothes.

I stayed quiet, as if he
weren’t talking to me or as if I simply weren’t paying attention. I
thought he would leave if I ignored him, except that didn’t happen.
When we passed by a secluded street, he grabbed my arm and took me
to a hidden location. I thought about screaming, but I was scared
out of my mind; naturally I froze. The creepy person buried his
head in my neck and took a deep breath. When I saw his face, it
looked as if he had just taken some kind of drug, as he seemed so
happy with what he had just smelled. His eyes suddenly glowed with
a yellowish color, which was enough for me to try running away. He
grabbed my arm tightly, and I moaned in pain. I thought he was
seriously going to kill me with the look he gave me; however, he
was yanked from me seconds later.

Everything happened so fast
that I couldn’t move. I was shaking badly, but I wanted to know
what was happening right in front of me, so I didn’t run.
Unexpectedly, I saw two guys staring at each other. They weren’t
even fighting; they were just there next to me, with angry
expressions in their faces. The man who attacked me thought for a
few seconds, and then he begun to walk away slowly, as if taking
some sort of order from the other man. I took a moment to realize
that my heart never beat this fast before. When my eyes finally
found the man who appeared to have saved the day, I was afraid I’d
stop breathing altogether, especially when those eyes found mine.
When he took the few steps that separated us, I had to look up,
really look up. He was enormous, as if he could have another
meaning for a big guy. But then I remembered how small I was, and
all of that went away.

“Are you okay?” His voice
was so rough that it did something to me, which I didn’t think was
possible until now. How could something so trivial affect me so
much?

“I-I’m fine. Th-thank you.”
I took a step back and almost fell; he tried to help me, but I
didn’t let him. “I said I’m fine.”

He raised his hand, maybe to
let me know that he was not going to touch me if I didn’t let him.
My heart should have returned to a normal rate by now, but it
didn’t. I was still out of breath, my palms were sweating, my head
was spinning, and this gorgeous man in front of me was not helping
my current situation. He had black hair, brown eyes, a small beard,
and he was a wall of pure muscle. I’ve never kissed a guy with a
beard, I thought to myself. Then again, I’ve never been with
anyone, especially with someone really older than I was. He looked
about thirty something, almost forty. I closed my eyes for a second
and sighed. His smell was so good.

“I-I need to go.” I stumbled
again with my words.

When I turned around, I saw
a guy coming at me, with the same style as the first one who
attacked me. I took two small steps backward and got ready to run,
but that wasn’t necessary.

“Get out!” I jumped when the
man behind me yelled, then growled. He actually growled at the
other man, and that did wonders to my needy womb. Jeez, I needed to
get away from this perfection of a man, right now. “Where do you
live?” he asked me when we were alone again.

“Excuse me?” I said when I
turned around.

He came really close to me
and locked his gaze with mine. “They will continue to come after
you. You need to go home.” Wow, his English accent was truly
wonderful.

“Why? I didn’t do anything.
That’s ridiculous.”

He continued to gaze upon
me. “So, you don’t know what’s happening to you yet,
huh?”

My heart took another round
of loud beats. “I’m sorry?”

“Just take us to where you
live,” he insisted.

“No.” As soon as I said
that, I spotted three guys talking near our location, and they
didn’t take their eyes away from me. My companion noticed my stare
and followed my eyes. He growled again, this time louder. “What’s
going on?” My voice sounded scared, which I was, completely and
entirely scared.

“We need to go,” he simply
said.

I trusted him. I had a
feeling he wasn’t going to hurt me, but the others would. I took
him to my rented apartment, a small little thing, perfect for
someone like me. As I locked the door, he told me his
name.

“I’m Lucien.”

“Melissa.” As soon as I
turned my back to the door, there was a loud bang, as if someone
was trying to get in. I jumped; Lucien pushed me out of the way as
delicately as possible and blocked the door with that massive body
of his. “What is going on?” I screamed.

“Just don’t get any closer,”
he yelled back, and it was in that exact moment that his eyes
glowed in that yellow color I had seen one time before. He was one
of them, oh my God. “Melissa, listen to me,” Lucien said when he
noticed me backing away. The door was still being kicked, so it was
a little difficult for me to fully understand Lucien’s words. “You
are in heat. Your smell is intoxicating to my kind. You were not
taken by a male yet.”

“What’s that even mean?” I
interrupted him. “Your kind? Heat? What the hell!”

“We are werewolves, Melissa.
You are a suitable mate for men like me, which almost don’t exist
anymore. You are a miracle for my people; they want to take
you.”

“Take me? As in kidnap
me?”

“No, Melissa. As in have sex
with you.”

“What?” I snapped. Why was
this happening to me? “Y-you are lying. Yeah, that’s it. Werewolves
don’t exist. This is all my imagination or this is a dream!” The
banging on the door was so loud that my neighbors could surely call
the police in any second. The police! “I’m calling the police,” I
warned and grabbed my cell phone.

“Melissa!” We were both
yelling since we got to my house, which can be exhausting. “So, you
aren’t noticing changes in your body, then? I’m not lying.” The
roughness in his voice was deeply apparent now. That made me
hotter. God, what was wrong with me?

“No,” I lied, putting my
cell phone away.

“Please, I can smell your
arousal from here.”

My cheeks began to burn.
“I-I’m sorry?” Maybe I didn’t hear that right. “You can smell
me?”

“Yes!” His patience with the
door was getting thin.

“But…” I couldn’t finish
talking, because I couldn’t quite think about this whole situation.
And the ache between my legs was starting to bother me, really
bothering me. Oh my God. “Wait.” I looked at Lucien with a fearful
look. “If they are like that because of whatever is happening to
me, so why aren’t you behaving like them?” I was afraid of the
answer, and he could see it.

“Look. I’m not like them,
not completely. I’m an Alpha, and usually Alphas are stronger. Your
smell is powerful, but it doesn’t affect me like it affects the
others. They are new at this; they can’t help it.” He sighed when
another kick rattled the door. Now I knew that more than one person
was behind that door. It seemed as if they were fighting with each
other, over me.

“If you are the Alpha, can’t
you make them leave?”

“No. They are out of their
minds right now. Like I said, your scent is very powerful, the most
powerful I’ve ever smelled. Maybe because you are a virgin.” He
whispered that last part, but I still heard it.

“Fuck!” Can this day be any
worse? “Make them leave!” The desperation was very clear in my
voice, and I didn’t care. “I don’t want to be raped; please, make
them leave.”

Lucien found my eyes, and it
was as if he was seeing right into my soul. “I have a way, at least
for now. But you’re not going to like it.”

“If that will make them
leave, I don’t care.”

Lucien nodded. “Come here,”
he whispered.

I hesitated for a second,
but the banging was so loud that I really wanted it to stop, so I
ran to him. In a blink of an eye, Lucien grabbed my waist with both
his hands and placed me on the high counter next to the door. He
placed his rock solid body between my legs, took off my trench
coat, and threw it at the couch. Next, he ripped off my turtle neck
blouse, took hold of my neck, then gave me a last look before doing
what he was about to do. His eyes were completely yellow. In all
this time, the door was almost out of the hinges, and my breathing
was so rough that I thought I would pass out, not because of fear
though, but because Lucien’s hands were on my body.

Our gaze was interrupted
when Lucien lowered his head to my neck and ripped my flesh with
his teeth. Surprisingly I could handle the pain just fine; what was
killing me though was how one of his hands rested on my thigh, then
moved to my waist and my back. Involuntarily, my nails went deep
into his shoulder, and my legs grabbed tightly on his waist.
Unthinking, I moaned loudly. That was Lucien’s queue, I guess,
because he licked my bite mark and looked at the door.

“She’s mine! Leave, now!”
His scream was followed by a lot of loud growls.

Shockingly, the noises and
everything else suddenly stopped, bringing back the silence I
desperately wanted.

“What happened?” I whispered
slowly, completely out of breath.

Lucien turned his head to
me, and his mouth was so damn close to mine that I couldn’t think
of anything else besides kissing him. It seemed his thoughts were
there too, but when he moved his hand on my body, I moaned again,
bringing him back to reality.

“Don’t move,” he said to my
mouth. I don’t even know where he found my first-aid kit, but he
did. Lucien took care of the bite on my neck while he began to tell
me all that happened. “My Alpha scent is strong enough to let the
packs know that you are not alone anymore. But that won’t last for
long, I’m sorry.”

“H-how…? I don’t want them
back here.” I sounded so hurt that Lucien stopped tending me and
kindly stared at me.

“Don’t you have a friend
that you could…that you could…?”

“What, Lucien?” As soon as I
said his name, his eyes met my lips, which made me look at his too.
God, I was in so much trouble. All I wanted to do was touch his
endless arms and the dream of his chest.

“How old are you?” he asked
when he returned his attention to my neck.

“Twenty-four.
Why?”

He sighed, and I could smell
his breath. So good. “You are too young. This shouldn’t be
happening right now. The heat manifests after the twenty-sixth
birthday. And it’s extremely rare for the females compatible to us
to be born outside of a pack.” He was anxious; I could see it.
Especially when he started to walk here and there in my small
flat.

Everything Lucien said to me
in the past few minutes came back to my mind. Basically this was
all about sex. Great.

“So, I need to…to…be with
someone. For them to leave me alone, I mean.”

Lucien scratched his chin
and nodded while looking at the ground. “Yes.”

“Well, so we got a problem,
mister.” I laughed to take the edge off. Lucien looked at me while
I jumped from the counter, and he followed me when I went to the
kitchen.

“Why…?”

“Look,” I interrupted. “I
just came to London, okay? I don’t have any friends here. And,
basically I’m a loner; I’ve always been one. I’ll probably die a
virgin.” Oops, wrong choice of words, and Lucien knew it. “We need
to find another way, okay?”

“There isn’t another way,”
he told me sadly. I only closed my eyes to keep all the tears from
falling.

“I would rather die than be
raped. So, there’s that.” I smiled miserably when I looked at him,
then took a deep breath and started to go to my room. “You should
leave.”

I thought he would go away,
but he followed me to my tiny room. “It’s not that simple,” he
warned me. “Your anxiety will turn into pain if you’re not with
someone soon.”

“What do you want me to do,
huh? The only guy I’ve met so far is you, and…”

“I’m old enough to be your
father,” he interrupted violently.

“I was not even going to say
something similar to that.” I cleared my throat. “What I was going
to say was that I don’t need your pity. I’ll try to handle it.”
There was silence for a while, an uncomfortable one. I went to my
bed, took off my shoes, and looked at Lucien, who was staring at
the ground. “I’ll lie down for a bit; I’m tired.”

“Sure. I’ll be in the living
room.”

Before I could stop him, he
turned around and left my room. I didn’t even know why he was still
here with me. Was he trying to kill me? Because I wasn’t a tiny bit
tired. I was aching, that’s what. And it was difficult to stand
when your special place was burning like hell. I lay down in a
fetal position and tried to sleep through the pain.

 


* * * * *

 


When the night came, I heard
a knock on my bedroom door. I opened my eyes to find an impeccable
man standing there looking at me. God, he was so beautiful. Quickly
I hid from him all the pain I was feeling.

“I’ll grab something for us
to eat down the street. I’ll be right back.”

“Okay,” I whined.

Just when I heard the main
door closing behind that perfect man, I let all the pain escape. I
moaned loudly at first, but then the pain intensified, and I let
out a small shriek. Sweat began to take over my body; the burning
was entirely taking over me. I wanted to take my clothes off, but
Lucien would be back soon. Another cry left my throat while I led
my hand to the inside of my panties and touched my core.

“Oh, God, oh, God!” I tried
to stuff my scream on my pillows, and I guess it worked a little
bit. I was so drenched that my panties were completely wet. I began
to saw my legs together as tears began to fall from my eyes because
of how scared I was. I thought this was going to be easy, but I
wasn’t just horny. It was something else entirely. Lucien was
right; I really did need someone to end this. But the only guy I’d
met didn’t want me because of how young I was. After a certain time
of trying not to scream, a constant weeping began to take place.
That’s when Lucien came running to my bedroom. With all my
attention turned to my pain I had completely forgotten about that
perfection of a man.

“Melissa, are you okay?” He
sat on the bed and touched my arm.

“Don’t touch me! Don’t touch
me,” I suddenly yelled, and his surprised face made me regret it.
“Oh, God, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to…”

“You are burning up.” Then,
Lucien’s face closed, and it was impossible to read it as he was so
damn serious. He got up and took off the sheet that covered me. I
was shaking so badly, and crying, and sawing my legs with each
other that I felt very humiliated.

“W-what are you doing?” I
asked as Lucien began to take off his clothes. “No, I don’t want
you,” I lied.

“You are attracted to me, I
know it.”

“God, who isn’t, you moron,”
I yelled and tried to leave the bed while he sat beside me with
only his boxers. His body was a sculpture, dear Lord. “I don’t need
your pity, okay? You don’t want me, so I want you to leave.” Who
would want to have sex with a crying girl like me, huh?

Nevertheless, in a blink of
an eye Lucien was able to separate my legs and accommodate his
entire weight on top of me. That was enough for my crying to stop
and the moaning to begin. All I was able to do was stare at the man
whose erection was pressing strongly to my extremely wet
core.

“Does that feel like I don’t
want you?” he whispered with his rough voice. I tried to speak, but
I wasn’t able to. “Answer me.”

“N-no.” God, no, he was so
big that I could also feel him on my stomach. Without breaking eye
contact, Lucien kissed my chin, my cheek, my nose, and finally my
lips. It was a simple touch, as if he wanted my permission to do
something more. Our lips hovered around one another for a while,
maybe to wonder if we would really do this when a proper kiss
started.

I was the one who smashed
our mouths together, but Lucien was the leader, as he made our lips
dance in a way that I’ve never done before. When his hips began to
rub against me, I thought I was going to die of pure bliss. I
moaned between our wet kisses. Then he bit my lower lip, and I
followed his example. His face was everything but smooth; it was as
if my skin was being scratched nonstop. I loved it. Suddenly in his
arms I felt sexy, powerful, and the luckiest woman alive. He was an
Alpha, a leader, an animal, a sex god, and I was with him. Beneath
such a powerful man. The age difference might have been an issue
for him but not to me.

The second our lips
separated, his kisses went to my neck. “Lucien,” I begged with my
eyes closed. My lips were swollen like they’d never been before,
and the thought that Lucien was the reason for it left me wanting
him even more. I wrapped my short legs around his waist, and he
moaned directly in my ear, making me more and more impatient. “I
can’t wait anymore. I-I need…”
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