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Chapter 1 - Violet

It always starts the same way. I'm taking a cold shower after a long training session. I let the water run over my face, drip down my hair, and as soon as it reaches my ass, I feel his presence behind me.

A lightness blooms in my chest.

I go still, hips stiff beneath his huge hands.


“You’ve been thinking about me, haven’t you, princess?”


His breath tickles the back of my neck, hot and teasing until the heat finds its way between my thighs.


I don’t question how he’s snuck into my shower, or why he thinks it’s okay to touch me like this.


I just know that I want to be touched. 

He bends, his mouth dragging along the side of my neck.

Internally, I beg for more, letting my body fall against the tower of his.


“Say it,” he whispers, finding his way into my thoughts.



It’s overwhelming. His hands slide just beneath my breasts and above my hips, lightly grazing. Not tight enough.



“Please,” I breathe. I need him to touch me properly.



He remains still, and I tremble against him, my slick gathering from deep inside me. I ache like I’ve never ached before, the sounds of the shower almost deafening.



And then, in seconds, he’s everywhere.


Two large fingers enter me, the other two pinching at my nipple just enough to make me gasp.

Hard-edged pleasure snaps through me.


“You smell so good,” He growls.



I can’t answer. My eyes fall shut as his fingers circle my clit, slow at first. I start moving with him, chasing it.



Yes.


My hips roll back against his hand, long, slow strokes, letting the pressure build with each motion.


Holy fuck.



He licks my neck, long and slow. Animalistic. I feel his wolf.



And then I’m done. My pussy convulses around his fingers as a sharp orgasm hurtles through me.


The pleasure is everything! Finally!

I sigh a breath of release. 


But when I open my eyes, I’m met with a dark and empty room, and I lie alone in soaking sheets.


∞∞∞

*Three weeks earlier*


“Oh, this is a problem,” My mother says. “This is a big, big problem.”



The warrior queen of our kingdom isn’t typically prone to theatrics, so when she speaks like this, I know that it’s bad. Really bad.


I may have been slightly over-ambitious in my instructions to my (ex) trainer, Ran.


You do as I say. Pretend to train me. And I’ll make sure you become the most sought-after trainer in the North. No one will suspect a thing.



“Mom, it’s not what you think-”


The scowl in her dark chocolate eyes slices straight through my defenses.

It is exactly what she thinks.

And everyone knows the truth about the princess of the North.


Everyone knows she can’t shift.



Everyone knows she’s twenty-two, unmated, and untouched by her first heat.



And it’s not like kingdoms usually know this much about the royal members of others, but every kingdom does know this.



“Violet,” my mother sighs disapprovingly. “We have one month until the vamp battle, one month, and you haven’t even been trying to shift!”


Apparently, before I was born, the kingdoms were constantly at each other's throats. North, East, South, and West. Every day was a battlefield.

But then, the Vampires swept in, and peace was reluctantly forged because of our new (very old) common enemy.

Now, once a year, we stage our little war with the Vamps. Part tradition, part territorial dispute, part excuse to let the rage out.


But it’s a big deal, up there with a shifter's first shift, and a female’s first heat.



“Oh, let her sit it out,” Damon mutters, his boots echoing obnoxiously against the ancient stone floors of our palace. “Even if she wasn’t sneaking human candy with her mischievous little best friend instead of actually training, I doubt she’d be ready.”


I snap my head toward him.


“So it was you.”


He shrugs, a slow, smug grin creeping across his face.


“Your brother did the right thing in telling me,” my mother says coldly. “And Violet, you’re grounded. You are not to leave your room, except for training, which will start this evening.”



I can’t believe this.



“With who?” My brother asks for me.



I want to tell him to mind his own business, but I’m curious too. Ran is supposed to be the best in the kingdom, and as royals, we would never choose someone beneath him.



“An old friend,” my mother says. “A shifter from our closest warrior pack.”



I’ve heard tales about the warrior packs. They’re self-governed. Untamed. Loyal only to their own.


And they only care about one thing.

War.


I open my mouth to protest, or maybe just to wipe that smug smile off Damon’s face, but there’s no point.


My mother, the fiercest warrior she-wolf in the North, does not negotiate.

And now, thanks to my idiotic brother, whatever freedom I had left is about to completely disappear.

∞∞∞


“Lana, you can’t be here!” I hiss as she climbs in through my bedroom window.



“You told me you can’t leave, confined to your bedroom except for training, right?”



“Well, yes..”



“Then we’re not breaking any rules, are we?”


She smiles at me with that devilish glint in her eyes. She has a point. 


“If we get caught, you’re the one dealing with my mom,” I warn her. “The new trainer’s supposed to arrive any minute.”



“Oh, hush.” She waves a dismissive hand. “Your mom loves me.”



Everyone does love Lana. I don’t know how she does it, but she could get away with murder, if she wanted, human murder.



“I brought you grounding presents!” she announces, dropping an entire collection of sugary contraband onto my bed.



My eyes widen. “How do you even get this stuff?”


I immediately reach for the marshmallows.


“Once you shift, maybe you can come with me,” she teases.



I shrug, chewing. “Maybe.”



She flops back against the pillows. “So, what do you think this new trainer’s going to be like?”



“Probably an asshole,” I mutter, licking sugar from my fingertips. “Self-made warrior, right? I doubt he’s going to be impressed with me.”



“Ran was.”



“Yeah, maybe. But Ran was an idiot.”



She grins. “Hey. This one might be an idiot, too.”



“Oh, I don’t doubt it,” I say, pushing off the bed. “But warrior shifters are supposed to be savages. I don’t think he’s going to enjoy taking orders from someone like me.”


I drift toward the window and stare out at the snow-capped hills rolling beyond the palace walls. A shiver runs through me.

How many battles have been fought out there? How many so-called savages have bled into that snow?

No part of me wants to join them. Especially not in this stupid vampire spectacle.


Lana sighs softly. “Maybe you don’t have a choice this time.”



“Yeah, well. I’m obviously not going to shift in a month. It’s a ridiculous demand.” I fold my arms. “Whoever my mom’s hired is probably doing it for the money. Or the glory of ‘fixing’ a royal failure.”



“Yeah, I suppose—”


I shove another marshmallow into my mouth and pace backward, still staring at the hills.


“And another thing,” I continue around a mouthful of sugar, “I’m sick of all these expectations. So what if I’ve never shifted? So what if I’ve never had a mate, never gone into heat? Maybe that’s just who I am. No amount of imprisonment or training is going to change that.”


I take another step back.

And collide with something solid.


It feels like a tall stack of rocks, except it’s living and breathing.



From the wide-eyed look on Lana’s face, I know exactly who’s behind me.


I inhale slowly.


I can smell him.



Dark, strong, and musty. It’s a scent that makes my stomach dip, my elbows feel oddly loose.


I swallow. The fine hairs along the back of my neck rise.

Why is no one saying anything?

I should say something.

I definitely should say something.

Slowly, I turn.

And look up.


He’s enormous.


Dark brows angled in a permanent scowl, smooth tan skin covering his face, except for one jagged scar that slices across his upper left cheek.

This is a warrior shifter all right, razor sharp abs practically visible through his tee, biceps the size of my face.


And his height. How could any shifter go up against someone like him? He looks like he could scoop me up in one hand and toss me across the palace fields like I weigh nothing at all.


The thought makes something inside me go strangely light.


I’m sure this mean-looking warrior has heard just about everything I’ve said.



Does a savage like being called a savage? I’m about to find out.



“Hi,” I say, keeping my voice steady. I lift my chin to show my dominance, a trick I learned from my Mom.



Doesn’t seem to be working. 



“Meet me downstairs in five minutes,” He demands.



His gaze rakes over my body, slow and deliberate. His eyes are sharp, powerful, like he’s found a way beneath my skin.



“And leave the candy upstairs,” he adds, his voice low and authoritative. I’m sure he’s used to bossing shifters around.


Well, not me.

As he turns toward the door, a strange burst of frustration pierces through my lower stomach.


“Just because you're my trainer doesn’t mean you can boss me around,” I dare, crossing my arms. “Just ask what happened to the last one.”


Not like anything in my control happened to the last one, but reality can be shaped. I learned that one from my dad.


And being sassy feels good, until he turns back around. His expression hasn’t changed, stoney as hell, like he could snap me in half and not even flinch.
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