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I never set out wanting to be someone’s
bitch.

 

I grew up in the pack. My earliest lullabies
were the sounds of growls while the men in my pack fought for
dominance and classic rock pouring out of a beat up old radio while
my father worked on his bike. Dad ran with the wolves, and Mama was
the perfect pack bitch, ready to drop anything and hop on the back
of his bike.

 

A motorcycle doesn’t come with a built in
toddler seat, so those lullabies ended abruptly with the radio
being snapped off and the comforting roar of the engine fading as
they rode off into the distance, leaving me alone with the
silence.

 

Teenage rebellion when your parents are
werewolves wears a very different mask. My parents wouldn’t have
blinked if I came home with a tattoo, and the only thing that
mattered about the boys I ran with was if they smelled right. My
version of teenage rebellion was a fluffy pink sweater and a
history textbook. I shunned my parents’ life of dark bars, teeth
and claws. I dreamed of normal and the television ideal of middle
American perfection. I flattened my tousled blonde curls into
bland, flat submission, did all my homework, and even went to pep
rallies.

 

I spent those early years feeling like a
fraud, always worried that someone would discover my deep, dark
secret. When you’re born a wolf, it’s different than walking into
that world as a full grown adult. I never knew a world where things
didn’t go bump in the night.

 

After high school, I swung the opposite way.
I wrapped myself in leathers and spent night after night straddling
the bike or in the backseat of the car of any man with enough
tattoos who looked at me twice. Have you ever gotten fucked on the
back of a bike? It takes balance, even if the bike’s parked, but
when he revs up that engine I’m the one making the most noise.

 

I don’t know why I ever thought I’d be able
to escape the growls and the roars. Or why I wanted to.

 

Another thing I could never, ever escape was
the draw of the pack men and the addictive vibration of a bike
between my legs. A wolf knew how to turn my legs to jelly and set
my pussy on fire. No different than civilians, they came in all
shapes and sizes and all level of asshole. Quite a few of them were
decent guys who hide it under scars and bravado. Not all of them
though. Quite a few of them were every bit as bad as they act. They
were the ones that always got me the wettest.

 

I’d slide up next to him at the bar and order
a shot of whatever he was drinking. He’d look me up and down,
lingering on my legs and the tight leather clinging to them. If I
played my cards right, he was already imagining the way they’d feel
wrapped around him.

 

The wolves in my pack could always tell the
difference between a groupie and a real pack bitch. The groupies
and bike sluts wandered half-naked through the bar, showing off
their long, tanned legs underneath cutoffs or micro-minis. It was
easy attention and the men gave it to them in spades. An woman like
me would be covered up, leather and denim protecting her body from
the dangers of the road and the teeth and claws of the street.

 

I might have been more covered up than their
usual nightly toys, but I was far from dressing like a nun. The
leather pants I wore clung to every curve and underneath my heavy
leather jacket, I rocked a skimpy tank top like the best of the
groupies.

 

I never judged those girls, the ones in their
too short skirts and tiny tank tops. There was something about this
life that drew you in, and once it grabbed hold of you it wouldn’t
let up until you were wrung out and spent, gasping for breath and
wondering what the hell just happened.

 

Maybe it’s the freedom of the open road,
stretching out before you. Maybe it’s the addictive men who wear
their “who gives a fuck” attitudes with as much pride as their pack
name. I did know one thing, once you got a taste the so-called real
world became bland and faded. This life wasn’t for everyone but it
was a hell of a ride.

 

All those years of trying to force myself
into the cookie cutter ideal of the American dream disappeared like
a fantasy in the harsh light of day. Despite everything, I really
had ended up as just another pack bitch on the back of a bike.

 

***

 

I made mistakes in those years, bad mistakes
that will haunt me for the rest of my days. I let myself get taken
in by dark eyes and the taste of strength. He called himself Rack,
and Rack loved one thing and one thing only – power. The right hand
man to Kern, our pack leader, Rack took it upon himself to be the
pack enforcer. What seemed like power in those early days quickly
revealed itself as brutality, and I watched myself turn into
someone I didn’t recognize.

 

The pack leader was supposed to be someone
the other members respected and felt honored to run with. Once the
drug-induced veneer of power wore off him, I was finally able to
see that Kern was nothing more than a thug who surrounded himself
with worse thugs. The pack had changed in the years since he took
charge. Criminal activity was nothing new in this city, but Kern
shoved every low-level member into his meth labs, demanding they
cook for him whether they wanted to or not. If they refused, he
sent Rack to do some gentle convincing that tended to involve
broken fingers.

 

My father had balked at the thought of
cooking. Distribution and smuggling had been the stock and trade of
the pack since long before my birth. Even werewolves have their
status quo, and Kern’s new business plan had pissed all over
it.

 

Of course, I had about as much influence over
who was the pack leader as I did over the president. I kept my head
down and my mouth shut, the only way to stay alive in those dark
days.
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