
  
    [image: Crown of Flame and Fury]
  


  
    
      CROWN OF FLAME AND FURY

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        AVA MASON

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2017 by Ava Mason

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

    

    
      
        READ THE SERIES

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      If I didn’t have wolf eyesight, I wouldn’t have been able to see the form of the two wolves creeping towards our house.  One of them had long beautiful golden-red fur, the kind you just wanted to run your fingers through.  And even though I wanted to, not once did I reach out for even a simple caress.  I didn’t dare.  This was the wolf who wanted to kill me.

      I took a sip from my delicate porcelain teacup and blanched as it went down my throat; it was now tepid.

      My eyes followed them as they crept closer and I was tempted to call for my father, the Alpha of our pack, but I held off, waiting to see what they would do.

      The second wolf had golden fur, without any reddish tint, and suddenly he sat on his hind legs and looked up at me.  I froze in place, my hand grasping the handle of my cup, wondering if he could see me.

      I was on the top floor of the house in a wide open white room, staring through the wall of glass into the dark forest below.  Even though my room was dark, I lived in a glass palace.  If any moonlight shone through the windows at all, then for sure he knew I was watching him.  I stuck my tongue out at him and his head rolled to the side, considering me.  I waited in tight anticipation for his reaction.

      I’d known Aaron since I was a baby pup; he’d been born just one full moon after me.  This caused considerable consternation to his father because, as the oldest pup in the pack, I was destined to be the future Alpha.

      Yep, that’s right.  The moon chose me.  Fated Alpha of the whole friggin pack.

      And it must seriously be having an outright belly laugh because the problem was, I couldn’t shift.
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      I considered taking my clothes off just to piss Aaron off because he still hadn’t moved.  Of course, shifter wolves were used to being naked around each other.  But Aaron still got flustered when I was naked around the pack because I never had a reason to be.  Naked that is.  On account of my not being able to shift and all that shit.  And he really hated it when I undressed in front of my windows.

      I jumped out of my skin as light flooded my room.  “Elizabeth.”

      “What the he—” I stopped myself in time to cut off the mid-level curse that formed on my lips.  My dad was very strict: no cussing in the house.  Or in the car. Or anywhere else.

      That just meant that I cursed like a sailor whenever I could, as long as he wasn’t around.

      I turned towards my dad, taking note that while I was busy spilling tea on my shirt, Aaron had slipped out of sight.  Coward.  I would razz him about it later.  That’s if he would let me.

      I faced my father, smiling to hide the fact that I was really grateful that I hadn’t given Aaron a strip show.  “Hey, you scared me.”

      He didn’t answer but stared at me, frowning, and I wondered if I had chocolate on my face or something.  I tried to wipe at my mouth inconspicuously but of course, my dad noticed.  He noticed everything.

      Finally, he spoke.  “Have you been sneaking into the chocolate?”

      I shook my head.  “Of course not.”

      “Then why can I smell it from here?”

      Damn it.  Of course he could smell it.  “Not in the past hour, I haven’t.”

      The lines on his forehead deepened and his blue eyes pierced into mine.  “You know that’s for tomorrow.”

      “But if it’s for my party, then why can’t I taste it a little?  Just to make sure that I’ll like it.”

      His hand whipped forward and before I could stop him, he’d reached into the front pocket of my jacket and pulled out a handful of wrappers.  He held it to my face.  “A little?”

      He couldn’t help the smile that had begun to snake up his lips, so he pressed them into a thin line.

      “I brought those from home.  My home.”  A lie, of course.  I didn’t think about my lies before I told them and that’s what always got me into trouble.  They were almost always white lies so if I got caught, it wasn’t a big deal.

      Small and simple lies, that were easy to catch.

      I did that on purpose.

      So that no one ever found out about my biggest lie.  The one about Aaron.

      No one knew about that.  And no one must ever know.

      My dad sighed, rubbing his face.  “Elizabeth.”

      “Scarface is here.”  I blurted this out, trying to direct his attention from the lecture he most certainly was about to give me.

      “Of course he’s here. I asked him to come.  And stop calling him that.”

      I’d dubbed Aaron’s dad, Scarface.  Everyone in the pack knew it and I’d even heard other people say it, much to my absolute giddiness, but no one ever called him that to his face.  Most especially not me.

      You know, because of the whole ‘he wants to kill me’ thing.

      People thought it was because of the long scar that ran from his eye to the bottom of his jaw but the real reason I called him that was because I knew deep inside that he would really kill me if he ever had the chance, just like Scar killed his King in Lion King.

      “I asked Garrett and Aaron to come so we could talk about tomorrow.”  My dad looked over my clothes - I was wearing sweatpants and a tank top under my jacket.  His face was serious again, and I felt the weight of the pack slowly begin to descend on my shoulders.

      Tomorrow was my birthday.  We were going to have a humongous celebration, followed by a meeting of the pack council.  All of the leaders were going to vote on whether or not they would pick a new Fated Alpha if I didn’t come into my shifter powers by the time I was twenty-five: only one year and two hours away.

      You couldn’t have an Alpha who couldn’t even shift.

      It was ridiculous some said.  You can’t be a leader if you can’t shift.

      And I agreed wholeheartedly.

      Unfortunately, my dad didn’t.  In fact, you couldn’t even bring it up with him unless you wanted a fight on your hands.  He trusted that my shifter powers would come eventually.  That I was a late bloomer, just like my mother.

      Well, thanks mom, for giving me latent wolf powers.

      “I’m asking Garrett to vote against assigning a new leader.”

      I raised my eyebrows.  “Dad, you know Scarface hates me.  He won’t help you.  In fact, he’ll probably lobby to move Aaron up now, seeing how he’s the strongest of all the pups.”

      “You don’t know that.  I believe he’ll help.  Get dressed, I want you in on the meeting.”  He walked toward my door.  “And for heaven’s sake, switch the tint so no one can see you.”

      Yes, my dad is as honorable and as naive as they come.  He thinks people are just as principled as he is.  But he would be wrong about Garrett.  I knew it.  I just had to find a way to prove it.

      I pushed the magical button on the wall that switched the tint from ‘day’ to ‘night.’  Okay not really magical but it was science and math or something, so it was magical to me.  It allowed you to see outside while at the same time no one could see you.  But you had to push the button after the sun went down because the settings were different.  I sighed, wishing that I had automatic ones like in my parents’ room.

      I peaked through the window one more time to see if Aaron was still there.  If so, I may turn the blinders back to ‘day’ while I undressed just to piss him off but there was no sign of him.

      I turned back to my childhood room, disappointed, and went to the pile of dirty clothes on the dark hardwood floor to pull out something to wear.  No use smelling fresh for their arrival.

      I didn’t live here anymore, I had my own home closer to the city, thank heavens, but I was still here often enough to have a pile of dirty clothes.  Even though I’d grown up in this room, my mom redecorated the minute I moved out.  Gone were the bright colors and fan-girl posters of my youth, replaced by white walls, delicate white duvets, and silver furniture.  I think she was so sick of the mess and colors, that she just made everything white to get rid of her headache.

      But still, I liked it.  There was a simple elegance to it.

      I rummaged through the pile of dirty clothes and found the flannel shirt and pair of jeans that I’d worn while out a while ago.  I shrugged into them, taking a deep breath to revel in the smell of dirt and dead leaves.

      I wanted to be as dirty and smelly as possible to annoy Scarface without pissing off my dad.

      I grinned, thinking about how Aaron also liked me dirty.
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      When Aaron saw me, he jumped to his feet, his dark brown eyes wide and his face a scowl.  Then he bent over, bowing.  His father was slower, his chair scraped hesitatingly across the hardwood floor until he finally stood up to bow.  I scampered to my seat and as soon as I was in it, they sat back down.

      As Fated Alpha of the Southeastern White Tooth pack, headquartered in Tennessee, it was a sign of respect to bow when I entered the room during a meeting.  Honestly, it made me uncomfortable and it was sometimes downright annoying.  But it was pack formality and all that.  You had to pick your battles.

      Besides, it was better than how they acted when my dad walked in.  The amount of bowing and ‘showing respect’ was almost ridiculous.  I was just glad that my dad was already in the room when I entered.

      As soon as we were settled in at the long walnut conference table, my dad began the meeting with the most boring topic ever: insurance coverage for the families in the pack.

      Apparently, he didn’t want to get straight to the point.  Maybe he thought that if he bored Scarface to death, Scarface would give in to my dad’s demands, just to get him to shut up.  I imagined him standing up and screaming.  “I’ll vote against a new Alpha.  I’ll give you all my money.  I’ll do whatever you want.  Just no more meetings about insurance!”

      I stifled a laugh but it came out like a snort and suddenly all eyes were on me.  I started fake coughing to try to cover up my gaff.

      Aaron shot out of his seat and his leather chair almost fell to the floor.  “I think she needs water, I’ll take her to get some.”

      I raised my eyebrow at him and he gave me an urgent look.  What was his deal?  I played along anyway, coughing louder and Aaron pounded on my back.  “She must have something in her throat.”  He took my arm.  “Come on, let’s get you some water.”

      Scarface rolled his eyes while my dad searched my hands for what I assumed was chocolate candy wrappings or something of the sort.  In any event, we really weren’t fooling them but they didn’t say anything as we walked out of the conference room.
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      We walked pretty far into the house and I pressed my hand to the wallpaper dotted with silver palm leaves, feeling the bumps as I walked.  As soon as we were out of hearing distance, Aaron grabbed my arm and shoved me into the guest bathroom.

      I yelped, surprised, and he shut the door quietly behind him and then turned to me.

      “Are you crazy?”  He whisper-yelled in an angry voice.  His serious brown eyes stared into mine and I wanted to touch his dark brown shoulder length hair.  “Why did you wear those clothes?  My dad might smell me on them.  And how long has it been since you’ve done your laundry?”

      I waved my hand, dismissing him.  “He won’t.  If he smells anything, it’s that bad cologne you’re wearing.”  That was another lie, his cologne was intoxicating.

      I told him that because I was hurt by his words.

      I laughed at my own joke but he put his finger to my mouth, warning me to be quiet.

      Putting my hand on his to hold it still, I opened my mouth and slipped his finger between my lips.  He froze as I sucked it in deeper while rolling my tongue around it.  He made a small guttural noise and I began to pull up his shirt, taking in his brown skin.

      He yanked his finger out of my mouth.  “Lizzy, we can’t.  Not right now, they’ll come looking for us.”

      I leaned forward, placing my hand under his shirt and his skin heated at my touch.  “They won’t come for a while.  My dad’s working his way up to asking your dad to vote ‘no’ tomorrow.”

      He raised his eyebrows.  “Are you serious?”

      I nodded, then moved my hand lower, feeling him harden through his pants.  I tried to pull his shirt off him again but he still held it tight, his face looking over my shoulder into the mirror as he thought about what I’d just told him.

      Giving up on him, I began to unbutton my own shirt instead.  “Remember the button that used to be here?” I pointed to the empty spot where my top button used to be and he looked down.  “Remember how I lost that?”

      His cheeks tinged pink, remembering that in his passion he’d popped the button off impatiently.  When I was done, I let it fall open, reveling my tight camisole tank top.

      Sighing, he leaned his head on mine, stroking my thigh.  A warm glow washed through my body; every nerve in my body called for him.  I was strung so tight and needed the release that only he could give me.

      “Aaron, please.  I need you.  I’m worried about tomorrow.”  This wasn’t one of my white lies.  In times past, I wouldn’t have had to beg.  But things were changing and now he wasn’t always willing to play along with my antics.

      Sometimes he could even be quite moody about it.

      He hesitated and I knew I had him where I wanted him.  “Please?  As a birthday gift?”

      He groaned, giving in, and then whipped his shirt off.  I eyed him hungrily, taking in the muscles of his chest.  Unable to stop myself, I moved my hands over them, loving the feel of his tight ridges.  His hand moved back to my neck, splaying his fingers across it, then he leaned forward and began to kiss my shoulder.

      His lips felt like flames licking my skin and my mouth fell open as they traveled to my neck and suckled the sensitive spot at the base of my throat.  I pressed my hands into his back, loving the way his muscles grew taut at my touch.  Then I moved them back around to the front of his chest, touching, feeling, needing.  Anywhere I could touch, I touched.  Anywhere I could feel, I felt.  His smell, light and woodsy, wrapped around me, drawing me deeper into his touch.

      His lips moved with urgency as they traveled up my throat and then his lips met mine.  His mouth was hot and possessive and his tongue pushed my lips open.  I sucked his tongue in greedily, pulling him closer.

      Growling, he lowered his hands to my ass and squeezed it, then yanked me off the floor and sat me on the bathroom counter.  I opened my legs so he could stand between them, and then wrapped them around his waist, drawing him in even closer.

      Even though I tried not to show it, I was worried about letting down my family and my pack every day.  And every day that drew closer to my next birthday felt like a betrayal to them, to my breed.  But Aaron was my grounding.  His touch sent a warmth through my body, calming me in a way that he would never understand.  I needed him in my life.

      “Elizabeth?”  My father’s voice was down the hall.

      We both froze, staring into each other’s eyes like deer in headlights.  The spell was broken and we scrambled to help each other get straightened.  If we were caught, his father would kill him and my status as the future pack alpha would be in serious jeopardy.  I wasn’t allowed to pick a mate until I could shift and sexual relationships with other potential alphas was strictly forbidden.

      Not that I really cared about that.

      He buttoned up my shirt and I was searching the floor for his.  Spotting it, I leaned over, picked it up and then yanked it over his head.

      For a moment, his hands were stuck over his head and I stifled a laugh.  Finally, he pulled it down and then he looked down with a frown.  “It’s on backwards.”

      “Shoot!”  I yanked it back over his chest, twisted it so that it was the right way and then pulled it back down again.

      We were dressed in five seconds and I turned around to face the mirror.  I could still feel his hardness behind me and for a moment, I closed my eyes and pressed back into him.

      He groaned, clinging to the edge of the marble counter.

      Dammitall to hell.  The stupid rules.

      He leaned forward, pushing me with him and turned the water on.  His lips pressed against my ear and his breath gave me goosebumps.  “Later.”

      He opened the drawer and pulled out one of the paper cups we used when the guests brushed their teeth.

      I nodded, flashing him a grin in the mirror as I took it from him.  I filled it up and then gulped it down.  I needed to cool down, especially if my dad were to find us.  He’d probably smell our pheromones a mile away.

      Aaron dropped to the tiled floor and counted while he did twenty rapid fire pushups, using the exercise to push the blood through his body.  When he stood up, I handed him the cup and he put it to his lips, meeting my eyes as he drank the cool water.  Opening the cabinet door, I squatted down and reached to the back, where I hid his cologne.  It was the good kind; strong enough to mask his pheromones.  I sprayed it over him lightly as he crushed the paper cup in his hands and, handing it to me, left the bathroom.

      I stared at my reflection in the mirror for a moment, giving Aaron time to return to the conference room before me.  My face was flushed, my lips swollen and even I could sense my own need.  I splashed water over my face and ran my fingers through my hair, then squirted my own body spray in the essential places.

      If my father said anything about my long absence, I could claim not feeling well; I did eat a lot of candy after all.  I smirked at my reflection and then left the bathroom.

      As soon as I closed the bathroom door behind me, the silhouette of my dad’s large frame filled the end of the hallway.
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      I immediately knew he was furious; I’d been gone too long.  I met him in the hallway, my hand on my stomach.  He didn’t say a word but I followed him, my symbolic tail between my legs, to the conference room.

      Just as we reached it, Scarface was leaving with Aaron trailing behind him.  Scarface sneered at my father.  “If she can’t be bothered to be in her own meeting, then I don’t see a reason why I should care about her position as the Fated Alpha.” My father put his hand on Scarface’s shoulder, attempting to placate him.  “She was in the bathroom, Garrett.  You can’t expect her to⁠—”

      “I expect her to act like a responsible adult and show some concern for the pack.  If she really cared about the future of the pack, she would have come into her shifter powers by now.”

      Scarface always talked about me, around me and at me, but never to me.  Now he talked about me like I wasn’t even in the room.

      “Honestly,” he continued, “I didn’t want to have to tell you this but I don’t even think that she could lead the pack if she ever came into her powers.”  He turned to me now, giving me a contemptuous look as he brushed past me.  “She’s weak and unfit to rule the pack.  We’ll finish this business tomorrow evening.”
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