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One

​​Halo

For months, Halo had taken every self-defense or strength-training class Crush, her motorcycle club president, had wanted her to take. She even hired a therapist to talk to about what Patrick, her ex-boyfriend, had done to her. Halo thought she was well on her way to putting Patrick and the attacks behind her, but the fear in her gut at that moment proved otherwise.

While jogging down her favorite trail in the woods just outside of Warden’s Pass, she instantly knew when someone had started following her. The person was pretty good at not giving their presence away. There was no snapping of twigs under feet or heavy breathing, but Halo’s radar for what was around her was stuck in overdrive.

She needed to call Crush or text her. While she better learned how to protect herself, she was under no illusion that she could take on anyone, no matter how big or strong. She had her limits. After the attack by Patrick, she had made a promise to Crush to call for backup if she thought she might need it. Halo was determined to keep that promise.

Maintaining her pace, she reached down and unzipped the pocket on her fanny pack. The Howlers had given her shit for wearing it, but she liked it. It was rainbow-colored and had a Bluetooth speaker in the front that could connect to her phone if she decided to listen to music. When she was running, she liked to wear it because it was big enough to hold her phone, her keys, and a bottle of water.

Once it was unzipped, she pulled out her phone and held it in her hand as she approached a side trail that would bring her back to the parking lot instead of continuing on with the same trail.

Her heart was racing, and her breathing was more labored than usual as she made a left onto the side trail and kept running, hoping beyond hope that the person following her would stay on the main trail.

Lining both trails were thick woods and brush, but the paths were packed, relatively smooth dirt. Looking down at where she placed her foot on each stride, she listened hard for the person to keep going.

“Miss!”

Fuck! Halo picked up her pace as she sent an SOS text to Crush, knowing that they had tracking applications on all the members’ cell phones.

“Miss! Hey!”

Halo’s heart was pounding so hard she could barely hear the man’s call over the sound whooshing in her ears.

“Hey! Your keys!”

What? Halo slowed her pace only slightly and tried to figure out what the man had said.

“You dropped your keys!”

The man sounded closer. As his words finally registered, Halo shoved her hand into the fanny pack, searching for her keys. What she found was her half-empty water bottle and a hole in the bottle corner of the pack.

Slowing to a stop, Halo let out a sigh of relief and turned to wait for the man to catch up. Trying to catch her breath, she put her hands on top of her head and paced back and forth on the trail.

When the man came to a stop a few feet from her, Halo looked over at him. He seemed to be in his late twenties or early thirties and had long blond hair pulled back in a messy man bun on the back of his head, but it was shaved on the sides. His eyes were a deep turquoise, so rich in color that they looked as if they had been enhanced in some way. Her keys dangled from long fingers that connected to a strong hand, which made sense, since the rest of his body looked to be in great shape, muscled, fit. She wouldn’t call him bulky, but she had no doubt that he spent a great deal of time focusing on his physical health.

Halo reached out and took the keys from his hand.

“Didn’t want you to have to search for them,” he commented and gave her a small smile.

“Thanks.” Halo’s eyes didn’t leave his as she hooked her keys to the hole in the pull of the zipper.

He gave a nod and stared back at her for a moment. Then he chuckled. “Have a good day.” 

Halo watched as he turned around and headed back to the main trail. Her heart had finally calmed, and her breathing had returned to normal, but her nerves were frayed from the jarring shot of fear that had invaded her system before.

Once he disappeared around the bend of the trail, Halo looked down at her hands and found them shaking. Frowning at the sight, she took a deep breath and released it slowly, trying her best to calm her system. After a moment, she looked at her phone and saw the reply text from Crush.

​CRUSH: OMW

WITH HER HEART FULL of love for Crush and the rest of her family, Halo sent another text to Crush.

​HALO: False alarm. Leaving the trail now.

WITH ANOTHER DEEP BREATH, she turned and headed for the parking lot. She wasn’t surprised when she left the woods to find Crush and a handful of her fellow Claws waiting for her. Their bikes were parked around hers, and her club sisters were standing in a group near the mouth of the trail.

“Finally,” Crush breathed and pulled Halo into a hug. “You good?”

Halo nodded. “I just overreacted.”

Crush pulled back and shook her head. “It’s never an overreaction if you are taking precautions to protect your safety.” She crossed her arms over her chest. “What happened?”

“I’ll explain when we get back.”

​Sulien

Sulien Ignatius Flint was excited about his mission. It was the first time that Ordys or Raghnall trusted him enough to head one. Okay, fine, he wasn’t technically heading the mission. Ordys was, but Sulien was the middleman between Ordys and the Howlers. With Ordys undercover at the Black Forest Academy, and unable to contact the Howlers directly without suspicion, it was Sulien’s job to pass on any messages to Axle Weber, and vice versa.

When he arrived in town, after being in the car for twelve straight hours, Sulien had needed to stretch his legs. He had always been high energy and active, and immediately went on a run as soon as he found a trail. Besides the cutie he saved from having to search for her keys, he hadn’t spotted anyone else. It was perfect. He did his run, climbed back into his car, and headed for the Howlers compound.

He had never been there before or met any of the members of the Howlers MC or the Tiger’s Claw MC. He’d heard from Ordys that they were unlike anyone he’d ever met before, but that could have been good or bad. Ordys had never clarified.

Curiosity and excitement coursing through him, Sulien pulled into the lot he was instructed to by the GPS and parked. Turning off the ignition and pulling out the keys, he looked around. It was like a little mini city. They had an apartment building, a meeting place, and several businesses, and all the buildings appeared to be well-maintained and clean. Even the parking lot of the auto shop was neat and orderly. There were no scattered parts, no beat up or rusted vehicles left forgotten in back corners.

Sulien climbed out of his car and headed for the front door of the clubhouse. He needed to make contact with the Howlers before he started looking for a place to stay. When he reached out to pull open the front door, it came swinging out at him. He stepped back and out of the way as the woman from the trail came strutting out with her head turned, talking to another woman.

“Trail Girl,” he uttered with a chuckle.

The woman stopped and looked over at him with fire in her eyes. “I’m not a—” Her words cut off suddenly as her gaze landed on him. She cleared her throat and tried again. “I’m not a girl.”

He gave a nod. “You’re right. Sorry. Trail Woman.”

“What are you doing here?” She crossed her arms over her chest and stared at him with narrowed eyes. The woman she had been speaking to had stopped at her side.

“I’m here to speak with Axle. What are you doing here?”

She unfolded her arms and pointed to a patch of the front of the leather vest she was wearing. Tiger’s Claw MC.

“Oh.” He chuckled. “Well, I guess we’ll be seeing more of each other. I’m Sulien.” He held out his hand to her.

“Halo,” she replied, and took his hand to shake it.

The second his hand encompassed hers, his inner dragon went wild and the word mine shot to the front of his brain. His breath caught, and he couldn’t pull his eyes away from hers.

Her honey brown eyes widened as a sizzle of energy bounced back and forth between their hands. Her dark brown hair framed her face and fell down her back, begging for him to run his fingers through it. She was tiny, petite, but clearly carried herself like she had a spine of steel.

“What the hell,” she breathed as she stared back at him. Then she yanked her hand from his and stormed away.

“What in the fuck did you do?” the other woman demanded, her greenish brown eyes glaring at him, her brown hair with purple tips pulled back into a ponytail. His eyes dropped to the patches on her leather vest and read the word President.

“I didn’t do anything.”

The woman looked over at Halo’s back and returned her gaze to him. “Axle’s inside.” She started to walk away and called over her shoulder, “Watch yourself.”

Confused, Sulien yanked the door open. Halo was his mate, his destined partner. As he entered the building, he let that information settle inside him, then he chuckled.

Halo was his mate.
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Two

​Aella

Aella knew they were doing something that would upset their siblings, but they didn’t care. If their siblings were going to keep them locked up in the fucking cage for an eternity, those siblings could deal with the consequences of their actions. Aella was the God of Chaos, so they weren’t sure why the other gods were so surprised when they caused chaos among the humans.

Okay, sure. Their actions had caused the deaths of thousands of witches, as well as thousands of women who weren’t but were accused of being witches.

As the soul of the human floated in front of them, Aella giggled. The cage stopped them from being allowed into the human world, but it didn’t stop their champions, and it didn’t stop their influence completely. They had a brief thought about not making that same mistake if they ever had the opportunity to cage their siblings. Then, with a flick of their fingers and a push of influence, Aella sent that soul into one of their prized creatures — A griffin named Zeke Adron.

Create chaos, my child.

​Halo

It had been two weeks since that jolt of whatever ran up her arm when Halo shook Sulien’s hand. The sensation was heat, almost like fire, and had spread to her chest, hanging around until she had broken physical contact with him. She didn’t know what it was and chalked it up to just being an electrical charge. Yeah. Static. It was just static. That was her story, and she was sticking to it.

Rolling out of bed in the townhouse she had just purchased a week before, Halo smiled as she made her way to the bathroom to do her morning business. Only ten years before, she had been a homeless teenager, stealing food from TC’s Diner in order to have something to eat. If it hadn’t been for Crush and the Tiger’s Claw MC, she would probably still be that homeless girl. They had taken her in and given her a fresh start, but they had also given her the tools and opportunities to make something of herself. For that and so much more, she owed them her life.

That wasn’t the only time they had saved her. The most recent instance was a few months before, when Patrick had beaten the hell out of her. Her club had handled him and made sure she received medical treatment. Once she recovered, Crush had insisted that Halo take classes to make sure she was better prepared to protect herself, but even with her new skills, her club still had her back.

It was a forever kind of thing.

Finishing up in the restroom, Halo dried her hands on the towel hanging from the bar on the wall and sighed as she returned to her bedroom. Her mind was running through everything she needed to do that day as she grabbed clothes from her dresser. Settling on a pair of black capri leggings, a Tiger’s Claw MC sports bra, and a matching zip-up hoodie, she got dressed and slipped her feet into a pair of cheap flip-flops.

She needed to go on a run, but that would have to wait until later. The pile of clothes she needed to repair for the shelters was getting out of hand. Not to mention the fact that she had a dozen candle and robe orders she needed to prepare for shipping. And she couldn’t forget that she also promised Kisy that she would finish that flower girl dress for Nugget.

Grabbing her phone from her bedside table where she charged it, Halo made a promise to herself that she would go on a run before the day was over and headed downstairs.

Her townhouse was a three-story unit with the bedrooms on the third floor. On the second floor was the main living space — the living room, dining room, kitchen, and guest bathroom — and on the main floor was the garage, third bedroom, and a small bathroom. She loved her townhouse. It gave her plenty of space and was modern, but it also allowed her privacy and a place to work.

When she first moved in, she thought she’d be fine living by herself. It took three sleepless nights to realize she wasn’t there yet. After living at the compound in a building with forty-seven other rooms, the silence was too much. Luckily, her club sister, Nova, was willing to be her roommate and moved in within a few hours of being asked. Halo knew it probably had a lot to do with Crush and her sisters looking out for her, but she didn’t really care. She had her space and her privacy, but she wasn’t alone. Win-win in her book.

When she reached the bottom of the steps and glanced around, there was a note from Nova on the kitchen island.

​Got a call from Crush. Might have church later. Nothing serious. Don’t spend all day in your dungeon without getting some fresh air and food. Eat, Bitch.

​-Nova

She chuckled as she walked over to the refrigerator, yanked open the door, and stared at what she knew she’d find — A very large turkey sandwich and a side salad in a plastic container and a can of her favorite pop. Nova was her roommate, but she often doubled as her platonic Domme. She always made sure Halo ate and stayed hydrated.

After grabbing a bottle of water and a yogurt, Halo uttered, “I’ll see you later,” to the sandwich and closed the door, saving it for lunch. At least there was one less thing on her to-do list. She wouldn’t have to waste time cooking anything.

Leaning against the island, she ate her yogurt and sipped her water as she thought out what she needed to do. She settled on orders, flower girl dress, run, then clothing repair. If Crush called church, what they called a club meeting, Halo would reevaluate.

With her plan in mind, she tossed her empty yogurt container in the trash, the spoon she used in the sink, and grabbed her bottle of water before heading down to the first floor. The spare room she had set up as a gym, but most of the garage was her workspace and storage area. So far, it has worked out okay, but if her orders kept up their pace, she was going to have to consider a bigger space.

She had just stepped into the garage when her phone alerted her to a text. Setting her bottle down on her worktable, she used the thumb of her free hand to unlock her screen and open the group text string for the club.

​CRUSH: Church at 1.

HER PHONE ALERTED HER again, but it was a private message from Crush.

​CRUSH: warning... Fire Breath is on-site today.

HALO LET OUT A SIGH and set down her phone. She had successfully avoided being around Sulien since the day she met the dragon shifter. He looked at her in a way she hadn’t been ready to deal with, and she still wasn’t.

Shaking her head, she pushed away thoughts of the sexy man and focused on the tasks at hand. Orders. Flower girl dress. Church. Run. Repairs.

Not on that list was picturing what the sexy fire-breathing dragon with the blond man bun and eight-pack abs would look like in her sheets. Nope. That was nowhere on her to-do list.

​Zeke

As he passed the welcome sign to Warden’s Pass, Michigan, Zeke felt the anticipation build in his gut. Halo was close. He couldn’t wait to see her again, and he definitely couldn’t wait to feel her pressed against him. It had been too long, and he couldn’t wait to show her how he had changed.

Before they had ever been formally introduced, he had watched her from afar and thought she was the most gorgeous woman he had ever laid eyes on. All that hair and her tiny physique were like catnip to him. He wanted to fist his hands in her brown locks as he fucked her and made her scream for him.

Getting to know her only made that urge stronger. Her personality was feisty, just the way he liked his women. Her fire bled into the bedroom, which made the sex mind-blowing. He didn’t have to teach her what he wanted or what he liked. She already knew, and she didn’t shy away from some of the kinkier stuff he had been into. As a matter of fact, if he had to be honest, he would admit that she probably was willing to go further.

Yeah, their time together had been fucking fantastic, but it ended before he was ready for it to. They had unfinished business, and he was back to claim the time that had been taken from him.

In his dreams every night, he saw her smile and bite her bottom lip before dropping to her knees and greeting him the way he liked. Fuck, he missed that. As he drove the streets of his old stomping grounds, he pictured walking into her place, having her turn to see who was there, and watching her act out his dream.

His pants felt a little tighter and his eyes shined blue light at the thought as he stopped at the corner and contemplated which way to turn. Going to the compound right away wasn’t a smart idea. One didn’t just show up at a biker compound after a long absence... not if you weren’t considered family. And no matter how hard he tried, he had yet to earn that title.

No, he’d have to reconnect with her first, then he would be able to work his way up to that.

As Zeke mentally ran through what he knew about her and her usual habits, a car behind him started honking. Glancing in the rearview, he sneered at the classic silver Firebird. Fucking assholes with their old cars. They thought they owned the road.

Grumbling to himself, he took a right and headed for the fabric store. Halo had an obsession with making her own clothes. He would start there.

***
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​AFTER CHECKING THE fabric store, craft store, grocery store, and the area around the homeless shelter, Zeke was at a loss. Maybe if he drove past the compound, he could grab a glimpse of her or catch her heading out. All he needed was a chance to run into her, then he could spark up conversation and reignite that old flame.

He took the scenic route toward the compound as anticipation once again grew in his gut. She was the one who got away. Due to things out of their control, they had been separated, but they were finally able to reconnect, and the prospect has his skin tingling.

He took a left at the end of the next block and couldn’t fucking believe it. There she was, climbing into the driver’s seat of an ugly yellow Volkswagen. He smiled as he watched her get settled in her car. She was as beautiful as ever, even in yoga pants and a hoodie. That was the thing with Halo. It wasn’t the clothes and the makeup that made her a knockout. No, she just always was.

When she backed out of the driveway and headed down the road, he made sure to keep a distance, but didn’t stay so far back that he could lose sight of her. Either way, he was pretty sure he knew where she was going. If he did lose her, it wouldn’t be hard to find her again.

As he followed, he wondered if the townhouse she had left was her residence. When they dated, she had lived at the compound, so they spent most of their time at his place, but he didn’t expect her to still occupy the one-room space. Many of the bikers of both the Howlers and the Claws had houses or apartments off-compound. He knew she would eventually.

Zeke hadn’t seen her bike in the driveway, but there was a garage, and the Harley she preferred could’ve been inside. It was warm for that time of year, but it was barely spring. It wasn’t impossible that she hadn’t gotten her bike out of storage yet. Being a four-season state, there was a good four to six months where riding a motorcycle was a death wish.

Making a mental note to check out the townhouse, he pushed aside his thoughts and focused on keeping his eyes on Halo.

As expected, she turned onto the street that held the compound. Zeke wanted to follow her in but decided against it. Instead, he stopped at the side of the road near the corner and watched her as she pulled into the parking lot between two buildings.

She got out and crossed the lot to talk to three men. He wasn’t fond of the way the men’s eyes followed her, and his inner griffin wasn’t either, but it was something he was used to. Having a woman like Halo on his arm, it came with the territory.

With a sigh, he pulled back into the drive lane and drove away. He’d find a place to stay before swinging back by to see if she was still there. Maybe he’d find time to also check out the townhouse and see who lived there.
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Three

​Sulien

The first thing to hit Sulien was the awareness. He was in the middle of a conversation with Stretch, Zero, and Steve when his inner dragon went still and the heat in his core intensified. His skin began to tingle, and it felt as if he didn’t have a choice but to turn and look. When his gaze scanned the area, he figured out what was going on. His dragon sensed their mate was close.

Pulling into the lot between the clubhouse and the Howlers Garage, Halo was driving her yellow classic Volkswagen Beetle. It was an awful color for that beauty of a vehicle, but rumor had it that she picked it, and that made it charming to Sulien. Yes, he was aware of how much of a simp that made him, but he didn’t care.

Completely ignoring the three men around him, Sulien watched as his mate parked her car, pounded her head lightly against the steering wheel for a few moments, aggressively swung her door open, and climbed out. Did he know she was annoyed that he was there and couldn’t avoid him as usual? Yup. Did he also think that her avoidance tactics were charming? Absolutely.

Gods, that was all kinds of fucked up. Not that he was going to do anything to change things. She was his mate, and he was going to continue to love every little odd thing about the beautiful spitfire.

As she stomped over to them in her flip-flops, leggings, and Tiger’s Claw hoodie with her cut over it, Sulien almost swallowed his tongue. Fuck, she was gorgeous.

She didn’t even acknowledge his existence when she stopped, put her hands to her hips, and glared at Zero. “Is my bike fixed?”

Zero grinned. “Yes.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

The man shrugged. “I knew you’d show up here, eventually.”

Her eyes narrowed even further. “You know you’re an asshole, don’t ya?”

“Yes, Ma’am, I’m aware.” His hazel eyes twinkled with humor as he stuck a toothpick in his mouth and chewed on it.

“Fucker,” Halo muttered under her breath and looked over at Steve. “Who are you again? You’re a biter, right?”

Steve, in his three-piece suit, raised a brow at her and replied, “Name one paranormal who isn’t.”

Halo snorted a laugh. “Touché.” Her gaze skated right over Sulien and landed on Stretch. “Hey Stretch. How’s the club coming along?”

“Will be ready to go by the week after next,” Stretch answered with a nod.

“Just in time for the lovebirds to tie the knot.” She gave him a smile, and Sulien pretended not to be jealous, before she looked back at Zero. “I’ll pick up my bike tomorrow morning.”

She turned to walk away, but Sulien reached out and grabbed her wrist to stop her. When she flinched, he instantly let go. Her honey brown eyes lifted to meet his and were too wide. “Hi,” he said lamely, trying to figure out what was going on in her head.

Her eyes narrowed on him, then she stormed away, wrapping her arms around her in a protective gesture.

“Smooth moves,” Stretch commented.

“Man, whatever man ends up with her,” Zero began with a chuckle, “is one lucky bastard.”

“Yes, I am,” Sulien mumbled as he continued to watch her walk away.

“What?”

At Zero’s question, Sulien dragged his attention from his mate’s back and focused on Zero. “She’s my mate.”

Stretch whistled. “You’ve got some work to do, my friend.”

As the men started giving him shit, Sulien zoned out. His thoughts were stuck on the way she flinched when he touched her. He didn’t like that shit. He couldn’t help but wonder what had happened to make her react that way. One thing was for sure, he was going to find out.

​Halo

When she stepped into the church room, she saw Crush turn away from the window that overlooked the cul-de-sac. When her president grinned, Halo flipped her off. “Don’t start,” she warned.

Crush laughed. “Come on.” She hiked a thumb over her shoulder, motioning across the street. “He practically drooled on himself as he watched you walk away.”

“Then buy him a bib,” she grumbled and took her seat at the table.

She wasn’t surprised at all when her club sisters started razzing her, but Halo ignored them. Instead of replying to their ridiculousness, she looked over at Kisy and said, “Nugget’s dress is in my car.”

Kisy clapped her hands together, bouncing in her chair, and busted out in a, “Squeeeeee!”

“I still can’t believe you chose black for a flower girl dress.”

Kisy stopped bouncing and shrugged. “It will be gorgeous on her and will look fabulous with the red bridesmaid dresses.”

“You’re the bride,” Halo replied with a quiet laugh. Kisy was one of her favorite club sisters. She was human like Halo and had an attitude that made it clear that she could be the life of the party, but she wouldn’t put up with bullshit. That was a life motto Halo could get behind.

“Did Dragon okay the black dress?” Kitty asked with a grin, one of the older members of the club, who worked at the diner.

Kisy scoffed. “Like he has a say.”

Halo hiked a brow. “Really?”

A slow smile grew on Kisy’s face as she adjusted in her seat. “Do you really want to go there? He doesn’t have a say, but... he always has a say.” As her Dom, Dragon had his ways of getting his opinion across to Kisy.

As the table of twelve-year-old boys disguised as grown women cackled, Crush took her seat and ordered, “Okay. Let’s get this started.”

It took a few minutes, but eventually the laughter died off and everyone focused on their president.

Crush jumped into the typical stuff they needed to go through since the club owned multiple businesses and shared others with the Howlers MC. Once that was completed, new issues were discussed. Ginger and Nova brought up the new club they were building and the Claws’ plans for their half of it. The gentlemen’s club on the other side would still be managed by the Howlers, but the Claws had demanded to have a space that was more welcoming and entertaining for women.

“The plans are on schedule,” Ginger stated.

Nova nodded. “The painting is almost completed. On Monday, we will begin bringing in furniture and start decorating.”

“If you need help in that, just say the word,” Crush replied, then her gaze swung to Halo. “Sulien has scheduled a meeting with Axle, Steve, and me for when this is over. Apparently, he has heard from Ordys. Don’t know what it’s about yet, but I wanted to give you all the heads-up in case it becomes a club-wide issue. With that fucking academy, you never know when their bullshit is going to hit us again.”
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