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Dedicated to the family farm. I hope they are always around.


This is a white wolf spin off series. It is best when read after Legend of the White Werewolf, The Forgotten Ones, the first book of a series available at several venues, and if the series is then read in order.

The McDougal Pack Alpha

Book 1

Mandi is one of the white wolf bloodline, a line desired greatly by werewolf alphas to the point that some will do anything to mate with one. Abused and mistreated by the alpha entrusted to safeguard her, she ends up being sent to the handsome McDougal pack alpha. They are instantly drawn to each other, but other forces try to take her from him.

A Council Alpha

Book 2

Damon, Mac’s brother, finds himself with the hardest job of his life. No, it’s not the council seat he’s been offered, it’s protecting and mating with one very stubborn little witch. If it’s not her resistance to his charms, it’s others trying to take her from him. He’s finding out just how much trouble one female can cause. The problem is, he likes it.

Caged In

Book 3

Cage made a mistake once. Well, probably a lot more than once but this mistake was life shattering. Every wolf knows he has one perfect mate and Cage found his. A reason to celebrate? No, she was much too young, and he didn’t trust himself with her, so he pissed her off and left. He expected to never see her again and spend the rest of his life alone. Now she’s back and worse, he’s a warden (wolf law officer) and she’s his partner. How much trouble can one gorgeous mate cause when she’s also a white wolf? Cage doesn’t know but he’s about to find out.

Darlin’ Clementine

Book 4

Adam doesn’t want a human mate not even if she’s a white wolf or so he tells himself. Clem has felt the pain of betrayal, but Adam makes her feel rejected to. When she meets two wonderful male wolves that are mated to each other and willing to make room for her in their lives. She accepts their friendship and moves in with them. Will Adam’s jealousy finally make him see the light or drive them apart forever?

Crazy for Carly

Book 5

Carly finds herself torn between two white wolf males when all she really wants is to be left alone. Drew is dashing and daring while Riley is sweet and irresistible. What‘s a girl to do? She can choose one or send them both packing. The problem is that deep down Carly wants a mate and a family. The question is are either of these two the right male for her?

To complicate matters, Riley’s sister moves in because her worthless husband has been abusing her and with the last child leaving for college, she finally feels free to leave herself.
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Prologue
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Cole opened the door and threw his go bag into the corner of the room as hard as he could. The bag was tough and the contents well padded. It wouldn’t hurt anything, but the move made him feel a little better. They still hunted Chief, and Cole was still staying in Riley’s guest house. Riley was his brother-in-law now since the wedding had just taken place and the newly married couple were enjoying their honeymoon in Hawaii.

He didn’t begrudge, okay maybe it was more like shouldn’t begrudge, anyone their happiness just because he couldn’t find his. Cole had thought there was no perfect mate for him, that she was dead and gone. Now he found there was one and he had fought against a mating with everything in him. He finally convinced her to give up, and now he’d decided he couldn’t live without her. Yeah, he was one blind fool too stubborn to be let out on his own. The male knew now that he wanted her as his mate. This stubborn fool wanted her and no one else until the end of time. Cole always got what he wanted so Iona might as well make room for him in her life!

It had only been a few months since he had broken Iona’s heart, but he knew she had been dealing with her divorce and her asshole ex-husband. It seemed he’d become an asshole too in the way he’d treated her. She had so much to deal with already and he’d just added more, but he could change and be the male she needed if she just gave him one more chance.
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Chapter 1


The Bonds That Bind
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Cole ran his hand through his hair roughly even though he felt more like pulling it out. Chief had gotten away once more though this time his bed was still warm and the female, he screwed was still in it. At least this time she was alive, he usually killed them before he moved on. Nothing was going right in his life, not even his job. Someone knocked his feet out from under him, he fell hard, and he started to get up and fight, but when he looked up, he saw Will standing over him.

“What ya doin’ down there, Cupcake?” she smirked in her usual fashion. Cole thanked the blessed goddess she had matched him with sweet Iona and not wild Will.

He had already recognized the bonds between Will, Dare, and Nicky and he thought it would take both of those males to handle this female white wolf. He grunted as a reply. Dare came in and glared at Will while Nicky stayed away from her altogether because he had had enough of her attitude, and he wasn’t even trying to get her attention anymore. Dare wasn’t as lucky because Nicky still had hopes of building a relationship with him despite his resistance and Will resisted them both as much as ever although Cole had caught her watching them when they interacted, but she was careful neither male saw her doing it.

Dare was skittish around Nicky, he had never had any man love before and while it was clear he was drawn to Nicky, it scared the hell out of him. Cole had been around vampires and knew most of them were open to relationships with either sex. Nicky was clearly one of them and it made his adjustment the easiest or it would have been the case had either of his mates attempted to work things out.

Cole sympathized with Nicky who had been double blessed by the goddess with two mates but cursed with an inability to claim either one. He was heartbroken himself since he had convinced Iona, his mate, he didn’t want her only too well and feared he’d never get her back, but that was his own doing while Nicky was a victim of circumstance.

They made one hell of a team, and they were all on their last nerve. Now Harry, well that girl was just crazy, she was the only one that hadn’t made it in yet. She finally made it in, last, even though she should have been first to be sure no magical traps were laid. It wasn’t her fault, she was human and the slowest of them all. Will was human too, or at least she claimed to be, but she was faster and hit harder than the usual human. She was also meaner than a coach whipped rattlesnake, or whatever that saying was. It was a term Harry liked to use.

“What have we got here?” Harry asked looking around and shuddering. “Is she...you know?”

“No, she lives still,” Nicky said softly as he peered around the dumpy hotel room. His senses were finely honed since vampires improved with age. He was almost as good as a werewolf.

Oh, how the mighty had fallen. Chief had gone from a mansion on the hill to a dump in the drain. It even smelled like a sewer drain in here. Cole followed the smell to the bathroom to find the recently departed. This tub had two blood drug users in it. They would smell much worse soon, they hadn’t started to decompose yet. He would bet they were still warm and now that he took a deep if unwilling scent, he knew they were wolves. Maybe his bodyguards? Chief must have given them too much of the drug. The bathroom was nasty, he wouldn’t want to have to use it even before the tub became a coffin.

“His guards are dead in the tub. Two wolves overdosed on blood drugs. He’s on the run alone now, and he left most of his possessions behind,” Cole pointed out as Harry took a stick and poked his bag of possessions. No one laughed when Harry nearly jumped out of her skin as the bag let out a squeal and a cat hopped out and hissed at them all.

“What the hell?” Will yelled. The cat turned her way and hissed again. It was a tar black cat with emerald-green eyes.

“Witch’s cat,” Nicky observed as he moved to get a closer look. The cat didn’t like him any more than it did Will. It hissed and showed its teeth, but it was still a beautiful animal even if it was unfriendly.

“His bedmate must be a witch. I have to say the cat looks like one that a friend has,” Harry admitted, not denying the cat was a familiar. “Is she well enough to wake?”

All of them turned their heads toward the bed, but no one moved closer to shake her. None of them wanted to touch the female who lay in the filthy room on the disgusting bed. Finally, everyone turned and looked at Harry. “What are you all looking at me for?” she asked confused looking at each of them in turn.

“She’s a witch, you’re a witch. You deal with her,” Will said. Everyone else seemed to agree.

Harry shrugged, but she moved closer until she stood next to the bed. She chanted something and the bed shook, but the witch on top of it didn’t rouse. Harry chanted again and a bucket appeared over the bed and dumped its contents on the lone occupant before it disappeared. The sleeper sat up and screamed like a banshee before her gaze settled on Harry.

“You, you ...” she gasped. “What the hell, Harry you dumb bitch!”

Harry started laughing and tears ran down her face. “Oh, dear goddess, Chez, I didn’t know it was you, but that was so worth it!” Harry took a quick pic with her phone and Chez looked like she wanted to choke her. “Now we need to get down to business. What the hell are you doing here?”

Chez looked around for all the world as if she had never before seen the inside of the room she was in. “I-I don’t know,” she wailed as loud as a siren.

“A little too late to get upset, Sweetheart. You’ve slept with as close to the devil as you’ll find on this Earth or maybe even under it,” Nicky observed. His words were harsh, but he spoke softly.

“Harry, what’s he mean? I haven’t slept with anyone,” she insisted. She shot a hateful glare toward Nicky, but he just shrugged it aside. “What’s that awful smell?” she asked sniffing at the air.

“Take your pick, Sweetheart. There’s the bed you’re on, the carpet, or the bathtub full of dead wolves,” Nicky sniped.

“Harry, this is all crazy and I don’t feel very good. My head is spinning, and I can’t remember anything. When I try to, I start to get sick.”

“Okay, Chez, we’ll get you a doctor,” Harry said as she pulled her phone out and called Damon who was unlucky enough to still be in charge of the manhunt for Chief. They would feel sorry for him if they weren’t all too busy feeling sorry for themselves.

“Damon!” Everyone in the room could hear him courtesy of their supernatural hearing. He sounded rough and miserable. This case had gone on far too long for anyone associated with it to be calm or anything less than miserable.

“This is Harry,” she said.

“Oh, Harry. Is it going, okay?” Damon’s voice changed completely, and it was almost fatherly.

“We didn’t get him, but we were closer than ever. He left us a surprise in the bathtub and another on the bed,” she explained.

“What was it?” Damon asked almost reluctantly.

“The bathtub had two dead wolves, blood drug overdose, no I.D. yet. The bed had Chez in it, naked and unconscious,” Harry offered.

“Did you have to tell him all that?” Chez hissed.

“Yes, yes, I did!” Harry confirmed. There was silence on the other end for a long moment.

“Bring her to Marissa as soon as you can,” he said with a sigh and hung up.

“Did I miss something?” Cole asked.

“Oh, yeah! This is Chez, Will would you prefer to introduce your cousin?”

“Hell no. How stupid could you be?” Will yelled her face looking like a drill sergeant.

“She’s a white wolf?” asked Dare looking shocked.

“Hey, she’s right here so you don’t have to all be assholes and talk about me like I’m not,” she insisted.

“Maybe if you kept yourself out of the bed of the most wanted vampire in the world, we might take your feelings into consideration!” Will screeched. They all knew it was because she was worried and upset more than mad.

“Why were you away from home? You were away from home, weren’t you?” Harry asked.

“I was out at the bar with friends, and they were old enough. I wasn’t drinking alcohol, I was just snacking on onion rings and sipping on a cola,” she whined. “I was going to go home so I went out to the parking lot, I drove there myself so I could leave when I wanted to. It’s the last thing I remember. I was almost to my car, I smelled something foul, and I thought it was roadkill. After that, nothing!”

“Okay, enough already. Harry will take you to Marissa and I’ll bet you won’t be hanging out at a bar again,” Will stated.

“Marissa’s more understanding than you are!” Chez said.

“Well goody good for you. Come on guys,” Will hollered as she walked out. They followed her, they had no choice since the girl was naked and needed to get dressed.

Cole hoped the girl’s mother put her over her knee and spanked her. She had come within a hair’s breadth of dying. It brought other thoughts to mind. There was no way it was an accident that he had bagged a white wolf. The question was, what did he want with her? Was he looking for one in particular or would any white wolf do?

“Will, we need to know what he wanted her for and if he got it,” Cole explained softly.

“I know,” she said just as quietly, and he saw anguish on her face. He’d have never known otherwise, but she was close to this cousin. It was more than that too. If he wanted white wolves, they were all in danger. Will would have to warn her family and hope they would listen. White wolves were notoriously stubborn and tended to rush into situations. It might be because most had at a minimum self-defense training, but many thought they were badass and could handle anything life threw at them. She was probably afraid her warning would go unheeded.

“It will be alright Will, she looks fine,” Harry observed patting Will on the back.

“If he’s after white wolves in her age range, that covers all of my sisters and many cousins. Chez may be alright, but what about them?” No one answered because there was nothing to say.

Dare and Nicky shot her sympathetic looks. Those two had the oddest relationship of all. One moment they seemed united in their attempt to win Will, the next moment Dare was running, and Nicky looked disappointed. Cole hoped they would work their troubles out, but they seemed no closer than they had been months ago. It was Will who prevented the mating. If she gave in, the two males would be forced to work out their relationship. Cole saw some hard times ahead for the trio.

They waited outside until Harry led Chez out wrapped in a dirty sheet. The young white wolf looked shell shocked and stumbled more than walked. Marissa would have her hands full, but her having a good relationship with the girl would help. Now that she was out of the way, they could return to the room to look for clues and oversee the removal of the two wolves who were either victims or the victims of bad choices.

The smell hit him in the face like a giant fly swatter. Ugg! His stomach churned and he wished he could avoid breathing altogether. Thank the goddess it wasn’t summer, or it would be more than he could handle. Some younger wolves that were part of their support team hung back waiting to be allowed in to gather the bodies. They would not appreciate the smell any more than Cole’s team had. Less was his guess.

Cole went straight to the nightstand and checked out the drawer, nothing, but a Bible, a notepad, and a pen. The space below was empty, nothing stuck up under the drawer, behind the stand, or underneath it. This light was clean too, of evidence, but not clean in the traditional sense. The whole place looked like maid service was a foreign term. Their wolf version of crime scene investigators would find little value here. There was too much to try to separate out whatever Chief might have left behind from what had already been here. If Cole and his team found paper or something physical, they might get a clue from that if they could determine it was from Chief.

Chez, Will’s cousin probably knew more than she remembered or even wanted to remember. Chief was hard on females and males alike. Chez hadn’t looked mistreated yet. Maybe they had gotten here just in time. He hoped so and wanted to believe so because Chief had left a trail of dead bodies, crippled people, addicted individuals, and shattered souls. He was tired of the price the world was paying because they couldn’t catch him. The closer they came without catching him, the more frustrated he got.

Maybe things wouldn’t be so bad if he had a home life. He wanted Iona, but she wouldn’t even smile at him the last time they’d been in the same place. What was worse, she’d been with a wolf that looked slick like Romeo. He’d been running his hands over her like she was his and Damon had dragged him away.

“You got what you said you wanted, she’s moved on. Now you need to let her go,” Damon said icily. He’d tried to tell Cole he was a fool, but he wouldn’t listen and now he’d washed his hands of him. Cole couldn’t blame him, he couldn’t blame anyone, but himself.

Now here he was in a dirty hotel room, frustrated and feeling useless with no one to tell him it was alright, and things would get better. He needed her and she was gone. It was worse than when his first love had died because that had been out of his hands. Now the problem was Iona was there and just out of reach, but only because he had put her there. Everyone thought him the biggest fool of all, everyone including himself.

He moved the trash can and a horrible odor wafted his way. The old containers of blood drug lay in the can crushed and broken open. He didn’t touch them, nor did he see anything useable in the container and he was just finicky enough to want to avoid touching its contents. Cole handed it off to one of the scene investigators who had stepped up to the door, he grimaced, but Cole didn’t blame him. That was some foul stuff the guy was going to have to work through item by item. Cole was glad it was that guy instead of him! From what he could see, Chief had left a lot behind in the way of personal possessions and nasty trash, but nothing that would help them track him down. So much to yield so little in the way of clues.

It looked like the team had done all they could, and Nicky had found a sheaf of papers. Maybe they would be worth looking at, they could only hope. They would all go to lunch and then they would go meet Damon and get afternoon assignments. Lunch was a quick bite at a sandwich shack. It was one of the better ones around and if eating at a place like that gave Cole’s stomach some serious cause for concern, being able to see where the food was fixed helped alleviate some of it. He peered inside the windows of the small trailer and was relieved that everything inside was clean.

They stuffed their faces eating at a dead run, but not being able to force themselves to rush through their beer. The group sat sipping their beer and discussing some of the finer points of the case. Dare asked, “Is she always like that?” Everyone understood the question was about Chez, but Will pretended not to.

“Who,” Will asked quietly, dangerously, but Dare didn’t seem to pick up on it.

“Chez,” he identified. Will leaned over and smacked the back of his head.

“No, she isn’t always like that. She’s young and she wants to have fun and explore. That’s normal for anyone,” Will explained heatedly.

“You need to stop doing that Will,” Dare said softly.

“Doing what?” Will asked innocently.

“Hitting him on the back of the head or the ass. He’s not your child,” Nicky answered disagreeably.

Cole thought they were being silly. “I wish I could have my mate right now. I made mistakes, but at least I’ve learned from them. I’m not sure the three of you will ever learn,” he admitted then he finished off his beer, slammed the bottle on the table, and wiped off his mouth. With a hard look at the rest of the group, he stalked to the door where he stood outside in the cold as he waited for them to finish.

It wasn’t long before they trailed out one at a time and they all loaded in the SUV to head to Damon’s rented house, the one where he, Marissa, and the girls stayed while they were here in KC. It was where all their vehicles were parked ready to take them wherever Damon sent them. Dare drove, it had been his turn since they rotated. Everyone on the team was an alpha so it was only fair to take turns. The only one above rotation was Damon because he was in charge and did whatever the hell he pleased. It was alright for now, but Cole would claim a place for himself at the top of the food chain as soon as his love life was resolved. He was just too used to being in charge and it was hard to follow orders even from a brother he loved.

The situation in the world council had become untenable for Cole. The corruption and abuse of power so horrific that Cole had called for an investigation even though he knew it would make him temporarily out of a job. That council had been shut down and the guilty council members had disappeared into the shadows like slinking rats. His job was gone for now, even though they all still got paid. He knew he would be back once the investigation was concluded and the guilty punished. The wonder was no one had come gunning for him yet since he had brought the investigation down on their heads. Maybe they were too busy running for their lives. What was the worst thing was the awfulest one had been the speaker who led the world council, and he was also the one with the most power. Goddess only knew what that slimy dog was up to right now.

Watching the way things were working out or more specifically, not working out between Will, Dare, and Nicky, brought Iona to mind. Iona was living in Carly’s house, he’d figured it out after the others refused to tell him. She was working too, having started a job at a local diner cooking and waitressing.

Iona filled in wherever she they needed her, and she never turned them down. They called her in all the time, and she was getting crazy hours. If they were together, he’d never allow her to work so much. Maybe it dulled her pain, he knew the divorce was turning into a nasty business. Her ex was a real piece of work and was fighting over everything trying to force her to come back. Cole would kill him before he’d allow the scumbag to force her back into that horrible life.

Once he found some time, he was going to talk to that guy and straighten him out. Iona deserved so much more and so much better than the life she’d had up until now. She deserved more than Cole too, but at least he would try to make her happy. He wanted that more than anything in the world, he knew he could make her happy, and he wouldn’t quit trying until he did.

Someone elbowed him and he looked up, they were at Damon’s house. They all piled out and moved in a somewhat orderly fashion up the sidewalk. Damon opened the door and led them all into the living room. He assumed Marissa was in the kitchen, maybe with the girls unless they were sleeping. She was cooking and by the delicious aroma that drifted through the house, it was pie. Cherry, apple, peach, and pumpkin all fought for superiority, and he loved all of them.

Maybe he could sweet talk his sister-in-law out of a piece of pie before he left. Their relationship hadn’t started out so good, but he’d come to accept that she was a good witch, something he once thought didn’t exist. He also realized quickly that she was good for Damon and loved him deeply.

It was really all he wanted for his siblings, a loving mate, and they’d all found that. Now it was his turn, and he would win his mate back no matter what it took. Cole smelled something else, sweeter than any dessert. That was Iona, she was here, and he wanted to see her too much. Once they were done, he would go to the kitchen, and she would talk to him. Damon droned on and Cole hardly heard a word. He wasn’t worried because someone would fill him in, whoever he was partnered with he imagined.

He saw movement in his periphery, and he knew it was her. It made him wonder if she was trying to sneak out on him. Cole gave up all pretense of listening to Damon and just got up and stalked to the kitchen. Had he looked around he would have noticed everyone was watching him and Damon wasn’t even speaking anymore. He would have also noticed Harry was there and heard that Chez had been picked up by her mother just before they arrived.

The closer he got the stronger the aroma and the surer his nose was that he had located his errant mate. Would she run from him? Oh, goddess he hoped so since he hadn’t had a good chase in weeks. The prize at the end of this one would be the sweetest he’d ever captured. He was torn, it was true. His wolf bedeviled him to claim his mate, but his human side feared she would be caught between him and Chief which was unacceptable.

His wolf laughed at the possibility. He was alpha and unafraid of anything. The certainty of his success and his inability to accept any sign of weakness defined his wolf as a leader, but also showed his cockiness. What if Chief found a weakness, he was unaware of? He would claim her and keep her secure, for her own good. Even as he reasoned it out, he knew she would never accept that. She was a sweet loving motherly female, but she wouldn’t allow someone to make her hide in fear, not ever again even when it was the smart thing to do.

He headed through the archway into the kitchen and there she was baking pies. She turned and looked at him her cheeks flushed from the heat and something more. Iona was nervous and her eyes flitted around looking for an escape. There was none and had she tried he was close enough to pull her up against him, an arousing thought.

“Iona,” he crooned his voice vibrant and alive with emotion.

“Cole,” she acknowledged as she turned back to fuss with pies that were only in need of cooling. Something she couldn’t speed up.

“I’m glad to see you,” he continued. He moved to where they were touching, but barely and he leaned in so he could feel her shaking. “I missed you,” he whispered against her throat, and he saw goose bumps dot her skin. She wasn’t immune to his charms any more than he was unaffected by hers.

“I’m just here helping Marissa with some pies she needs for a party,” she said primly. He almost snorted with laughter at the thought that she would think him so easily dissuaded. She was going to have to do better than that if she wanted to run him off.

He just pressed his body against her back and breathed along her ear and neck making sure to blow his warm breath there. “You won’t run me off so easily,” he whispered low into her ear.

“It wasn’t very hard to discourage you before and I see no difference now,” she stated tartly.

“Touché my love. I’m at your mercy now, be kind and forgive a foolish male,” he pronounced.

“I don’t think this is funny at all and I need to get this done because I have a date tonight,” she explained acting like she wasn’t aware her words stabbed him in the heart.

He backed up a few steps to consider things. “If you want to date, you should be dating me,” he offered. “We’ve already gotten close. I should have handled things better, but I’m trying to make up for it now. Don’t go out with someone else, Iona. They’ll never make you happy, they’ll never satisfy you.”

“You can’t be sure of that. You don’t know what makes me happy.”

“I know when you were naked in my bed, I made you happy and I made you scream.”

Her face turned red. “I thought you were a gentleman.”

“That’s where you’re wrong, Baby. First of all, I’m not a man. Second of all, you didn’t seem to want things all that gentle. Hard and fast was what made you moan and scream. That’s exactly how you’ll get it from me next time and make no mistake, there will be a next time.”

He turned on his heel and went back into the quiet living room. All eyes were on him, and he suspected they had heard every word. Iona would be mortified if she knew, but she wouldn’t know. No one had any reason to tell her they knew about the intimate moments she had spent in Cole’s bed, and they suspected what he had put her through. Now they all understood why she wanted nothing more to do with him. He’d known it himself, he even understood, but had hoped to overcome her reluctance. Okay, he had planned to use her soft heart to worm a second chance out of her.

It was clear that wasn’t going to work. He would have to up his game, find another way, he would have to seduce her, and put her in a position where her need overwhelmed her. Cole could really get into that, maybe he was a bad boy at heart. Okay, he was a bad boy, but he would change for her but only after they mated. The thing that worried him was if she would resent him later. He’d have to please her so thoroughly she couldn’t think until after they had their first child. At that point she would be too tired to be angry.

Cole’s thoughts went back in time to when Iona was still staying with Riley. He had been home alone with her many times before she moved to Carly’s old house. They had gotten close before they had ever taken the plunge into a physical relationship. He had honestly tried to hold back so that she wouldn’t get hurt. She was so beautiful and sweet, too good for him, but now that they’d been together, she was stuck with him.

Damon droned on in the background doubtlessly going over urgent information, but Cole couldn’t focus on a word he said. He tried, but it was just no use. His memories of Iona and those precious few times they had played around in his bed ran through his head teasing him about what he’d lost. Their time together had been fleeting, but he wasn’t willing to accept that. He would fight for his mate, his chance to be happy, and he would make sure no male that dated her ever came back for more. Cole knew he was intimidating on a good day, and he would make sure when he met Iona’s dates that it wasn’t a good day.

He looked up when there was a silence and Damon continued once he saw he had Cole’s attention. Something about having Harry try to tag Chief with a witch’s spell. If she could do that without knowing where he was, why hadn’t they just done that to begin with? He’d never understand magic and although he liked Harry, he’d never understand magic users either. Cole relaxed back against the easy chair and his memories hit him again because he feared memories were all he’d end up with. Maybe it was what he deserved, he wouldn’t argue that. He really didn’t care because she was his and he intended to have her, and no one better stand in his way.

His mind was made up and now he was rewarding himself with the memory of their first time together. Carly and Riley had been working and for some reason, Cole was home. He was in the kitchen drinking coffee and fixing himself breakfast. Riley had taken the coffee he had made with him for Carly. Carly and Riley had just had one of those nasty frozen breakfast sandwiches because they were in a hurry and Riley hadn’t fixed Cole anything. It was alright because Cole could cook even if he didn’t like to. He was flipping pancakes and turning bacon when Iona came into the room. She was wearing a nightgown, not really overly provocative and nothing Riley or Carly would be offended by, but it had lit a fire in his blood. It didn’t really take much once Iona’s scent hit his nose.

Her hair was tousled like it would be if she had spent the night in his bed. As soon as she realized it was him and not Riley, her cheeks turned a lovely shade of pink. The gem green color of the silky gown set off her eyes and contrasted with her red hair. She was the stuff his dreams were made of, but he exerted iron fisted control on his beast and refused to allow her to see the way he salivated inside for a taste of her tender flesh. Her skin looked so smooth he was sure it would be the softest he had ever touched.

“Morning, Iona. Would you care for a bite? I’ve fixed plenty and you look hungry,” he offered.

“I’d take just a couple pieces of bacon and one pancake if it’s not too much trouble,” she said.

“It’s never any trouble to cook for a lovely lady,” he flattered.

Her skin pinked again. So shy with him even after they’d known each other a couple weeks. He wondered if it was caused by sexual frustration. Cole certainly had more than his share of it, so he put her food on a plate and slid it in front of her where she had sat at the table. Next, he plated his food and sat across from her thankful for the delightful view that drew his eyes again and again. They ate in silence, she picked at her food while he shoveled his in. When he was done and she was too, once the dishes were done, they went into the living room to sip coffee and talk a little bit. She sat on the couch, and it was a strategic mistake because he sat next to her giving her no space.

He could smell her sweet aroma, tempting him to take her. Honeysuckle, in a light mist, perhaps a favored body spray because the scent was barely there. An undertone of musk and a scent that made him think of a summer day when the sun came out to dry off a light rain. So sexy that she drew him in like a moth to a flame.

“Cole!” an irritated male voice said and possibly it had been repeated.

“Yes?” Cole asked.

“I’ve asked you three times what you think,” Damon explained.

“I think it’s a good plan, but we should be cautious.”

“I agree with you,” Damon said suspiciously. “Why do you say that?”

“Your plans are always good, and one should always be cautious.” It was a canned reply that had saved him many times.
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